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INTRODUCTION

TO

KENIL WORTH

A CERTAIN degree of success, real or supposed, in
the delineation of Queen Mary, naturally induced the
author to attempt something similar respecting " her sister
and her foe" the celebrated Elizabeth. He will not,
however, pretend to have approached the task with the
same feelings; for the candid Robertson himself con-
feses having felt the prejudices with which a Scottish-
man is tempted to regard the subject; and what so liberal
a historian avows, a poor romance-writer dares not dis-
own. But he hopes the influence of a prejudice, almost
as natura to him as his native air, will not be found to
have greatly affected the sketch he has attempted of
England's Elizabeth. 1 have endeavoured to describe
her as at once a high-minded sovereign, and a femde of
passonate feelings, hesitating betwixt the sense of her
rank and the duty she owed her subjects on the one hand,
and on the other her attachment to a nobleman, who, in
external qualifications at least, amply merited her favour.
The interest of the story is thrown upon that period
when the sudden desth of the first Countess of Leicester,
seemed to open to the ambition of her husband the op-
portunity of sharing the crown of his sovereign.

It is possible that dander, which very seldom favours
the memories of persons in exalted dtations, may have
blackened the character of Leicester with darker shades
than really belonged to it. But the amost general voice
of the times attached the most foul suspicions to the death
of the unfortunate Countess, more especially as it took
place so very opportunely for the indulgence of her
lover's ambition. If we can trust Ashmole's Antiquities
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of Berkshire, there was but too much ground for the tra-
ditions which charge Leicester with the murder of his
wife. In the following extract of the passage, the reader
will find the authority | had for the story of the ro-
mance i—

" At the west end of the church are the ruins of a
manor, anciently belonging (as a cell, or place of re-
moval, as some report) to the monks of Abington. At
the Dissolution, the said manor, or lordship, was convey-
edtoone—Owen, (I believe,) the possessor of God-
stow then.

" In the hall, over the chimney, | find Abington arms
cut in stone, viz. a patonee between four martletts; and
also another escutcheon, viz. alion rampant, and several
mitrescut in sone about the house. Thereisalso in the
said house, a chamber called Dudley's chamber, where
the Earl of Leicester's wife was murdered; of which
this is the story following :

" Robert Dudley, Earl of Leicester, a very goodly
personage, and singularly well featured, being a great
favouriteto Queen Elizabeth, it wasthought, and common-
ly reported, that had be been a batchelor or widower, the
Queen would have made him her husband; to this end,
to free himself of all obstacles, he commands, or perhaps,
with fair flattering intreaties, desires his wife to repose
herself here at his servant Anthony Forster's house, who
then lived in the aforesaid manor-house ; and also pre-
scribed to Sir Richard Varney, (aprompter to thisdesign,)
at his coming hither, that he should first attempt to poison
her, and if that did not take effect, then by any other
way whatsoever to dispatch her. This, it seems, was
proved by the report of Dr. Walter Bayly sometime fel-
low of New College, then living in Oxford, and professor
of physic in that university ; whom, because he would not
consent to take away her life by poison, the Earl en-
deavoured to displace him the court. This man, it seems,
reported for most certain, that there was a practice in
Cumnor among the conspirators, to have poisoned this
poor innocent lady, a little before she was killed, which
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was attempted after this manner :—They seeing the good
lady sad and heavy, (as one that well knew by her other
handling, that her death was not far off,) began to per-
suade her that her present disease was abundance of mel-
ancholy and other humours, &c., and therefore would
needs counsel her to take some potion, which she abso-
lutely refusing to do, as still suspecting the worst; where-
upon they sent a messenger on a day (unawares to her)
for Dr. Bayly, and entreated him to persuade her to take
some little potion by his direction, and they would fetch
the same at Oxford; meaning to have added something
of their own for her comfort, as the doctor upon just cause
and consideration did suspect, seeing their great importu-
nity, and the small need the lady had of physic, and
therefore he peremptorily denied their request; misdoubt-
ing, (as he afterwards reported,) lest, if they had poisoned
her under the name of his potion, he might after have
been hanged for a colour of their sin, and the doctor re-
mained still well assured, that this way taking no effect,
she would not long escape their violence, which afterwards
happened thus. For Sir Richard Varney above-said,
(the chief projector in this design,) who, by the Earl's
order, remained that day of her death alone with her,
with one man only and Forster, who had that day forcibly
sent away all her servants from her to Abington market,
about three miles distant from this place; they (I say,
whether first stifling her, or else strangling her) after-
wards flung her down a pair of sairs and broke her neck,
using much violence upon her; but, however, though it
was vulgarly reported that she by chance fell down stairs,
Chut still without hurting her hood that was upon her
head,) yet the inhabitants will tell you there, that she was
conveyed from her usual chamber where she lay, to
another where the bed's head of the chamber stood close
to a privy postern door, where they in the night came and
stifled her in her bed, bruised her head very much, broke
her neck, and at length flung her down <airs, thereby
believing the world would have thought it a mischance,
and so have blinded their villainy. But behold the mercy
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and justice of God in revenging and discovering this
lady's murder, for one of the persons that was a coadjutor
in this murder, was afterwards taken for a felony in the
marches of Wales, and offering to publish the manner of the
aforesaid murder, was privately made away in the prison
by the Earl's appointment; and Sir Richard Varney the
other, dying about the same time in Loudon, cried miser-
ably, and blasphemed God, and said to a person of note,
(who hath related the same to others since,) not long be-
fore his death, that all the devils in hell did tear him in
pieces. Forster, likewise, after this fact, being a man
formerly addicted to hospitality, company, mirth and
music, was afterwards observed to forsake all this, and
with much melancholy and pensivenfcss, (some say with
madness,) pined and drooped away. The wife aso of
Bald Butter, kinsman to the Earl, gave out the whole
fact a little before her death. Neither are these follow-
ing passages to be forgotten, that as soon as ever she was
murdered, they made great haste to bury her before the
coroner had given in his inquest, (which the Earl himself
condemned as not done advisedly,) which her father, or
Sir John Robertsett, (as| suppose,) hearing of, came with
all speed hither, caused her corpse to be taken up, the
coroner to sit upon her, and further enquiry to be made
concerning this business to the full; but it was generally
thought that the Earl stopped his mofyth, and made up the
business betwixt them; and the good Earl, to make plain
to the world the great love he bare to her while alive,
and what a grief the loss of so virtuous a lady was to his
tender heart, caused (though the thing, by these and other
means, was beaten into the heads of the principal men of
the University of Oxford) her body to be re-buried in
St. Mary's church in Oxford, with great pomp and so-
lemnity. It is remarkable, when Dr. Babington, the
Earl's chaplain, did preach the funeral sermon, he tript
once or twice in his speech, by recommending to their
memories that virtuous lady so pitifully murdered, instead
of saying pitifully slain. This Earl, after all his murders
and poisonings, was himself poisoned by that which was
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prepared for others, (some say by his wife at Cornbury
L odge before mentioned,) though Baker in his Chronicle
would have it at Killingworth, anno 1588,"*

The same accusation has been adopted and circulated
by the author of Leicester's Commonwealth, a satire
written directly against the Earl of Leicester, which load-
ed him with the most horrid crimes, and, among the
rest, with the murder of his first wife. It was alluded to
in the Yorkshire Tragedy, a play erroneously ascribed to
Shakspeare, where a baker, who determines to destroy
all his family, throws his wife down stairs, with this allu-
sion to the supposed murder of Leicester's lady,—

The only way to eharm awoman's tongue
I's, break her neck—apolitician did it.

The reader will find | have borrowed several incidents
as well as names from Ashmole, and the more early au-
thorities; but my first acquaintance with the history was
through the more pleasing medium of verse. There is
a period in youth when the mere power of numbers has a
more strong effect on ear and imagination, than in more
advanced life. At this season of immature taste the au-
thor was greatly delighted with the poems of Mickle and
Langhorne, poets who, though by no means deficient in
the higher branches of their art, were eminent for their
powers of verbal melody above most who have practised
this department of poetry. One of those pieces of Mickle,
which the author was particularly pleased with, is aballad,
or rather a species of elegy, on the subject of Cumnor
Hall, which, with others by the same author, were to be
found in Evans's Ancient Ballads, (volume iv. page 130,)
to which work Mickle made liberal contributions. The
first stanza especially had a peculiar species of enchant-

* Ashmole's Antiquities of Berkshire, vol. i. p. 149. The tradition asto
Leicester's death was thus communicated by lien Jonson to Drummond of
I[lawthornden :—"The Earl of Leicester gave a bottle of liquor to his Lady,
which he willed her to use in any faintness, which she, after his returne from
court, not knowing it was poison, gave him, and so he died."— BKN JONSON'S
Information to DRUMMOND of Hawthornden, MS.—Sir ROBERT SIB-
BALD'S Copy.
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ment for the youthful ear of the author, the force of which
is not even now entirdy spent ; some others are suffi-
ciently prosaic.

CUMNOR HALL.

The dews of Summer night did fall ;
The moon, sweet regent of the sky,

Silver'd thewalls of Cumnor Hall,
And many an oak that grew thereby.

Now nought was heard beneath the skies,
The sounds of busy life were still,
Save an unhappy lady's sghs,
That issued from that lonely pile.

" Leicester," shecried, " is this thy love
That thou so oft has sworn to me,

To leave mein this lonely grove,
Immured in shameful privity ?

" No more thou com'st with lover's speed,
Thy once beloved bride to sre ;

But be she alive, or be she dead,
| fear, stern Earl, 's the same to thee.

" Not so the usage | received
When happy in my father'shall 5
No faithless husband then me grieved,
No chilling fears did me appal.

" | rose up with the cheerful morn,

Nolark more blithe, no flower more gay;
And likethebird that hauntsthethorn,

So merrily sung the livelong day.

" If that my beauty is but small,
Among court ladies all despised

W hy didst thou rend it from that hall,
Where, scornful Earl, it well wasprized ?

" And when you firs to me made suit,
How fair | was you oft would say!

And proud of conquest, pluck'd the fruit,
Then left the blossom to decay.

" Y es! now neglected and despised,
Therose is pale, the lily's dead;

But he that once their charms so prized,
I's sure the cause those charms are fled.

" For know, when sick'ning grief doth prey,
And tender love's repaid with scorn,

The sweetest beauty will decay,—
W hat floweret can endure thestorm ?

" At court, |'m told, is beauty's throne,
Where every lady's passing rare,

That Eastern flowers, that shame the sun,
Are not so glowing, not so fair.



KENILWORTH.

" Then, Earl, why didst thou leave the beds
Whore roses and where liliesvie,

To seek a Erimrose, whose pale shades
Must sicken when those gauds are by ?

" 'Mong rural beauties | was one,
Among the fields wild flowers arc fair;

Some country swam might me have won,
And thought my beauty passing rare.

" But, Leicester, (or | much am wrong,)
Or' tis not beauty lures thy vows;
Rather ambition's gilded crown
Makes thee forget thy humble spouse,

" Then, Leicester, why, again | plead,
(Theinjured surely may repine,)*—

Why didst thou wed a country maid,
When some fair princess might be thine 1

" Why didst thou praise my humble charms,
And, oh'! then leave them to decay ?

W hy didst thou win me to thy arms,
Then leave to mourn the livelong day ?

" The village maidens of the plain
Salute me lowly as they go;

Envious they mark my silken train,
Nor think a Countess can have woe.

" Thesimple nymphs! they little know
How far more hanpy's their estate;

To smile for joy—than sigh for woe—
To be content—than to be great.

" How far less blest am | than them ?
Daily to pine and waste with care!
Like die poor plant, that, from its stem

Divided, feels the chilling air.

" Nor, cruel Earl! can | enjoy
The humble charms of solitude;
Your mimons proud my peace destroy,
By sullen frowns or pratings rude.

" Last night, as sad | chanced to stray,
The village death-bell smote my ear;

They wink'cl aside, and seemed to say,
' Countess prepare, thy end is near V

" And now, while happy peasants sleep.
Herel st lonely and forlorn ;

No one to soothe me as | weep,
Save Philomel on yonder thorn.

" My spirits flag—my hopes decay—
Still that dread death-bell smites my ear;
And many a boding seems to say,
'Countess, prepare, thy end is near !'"

VOL.I
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Thus sore and sad that lady grieved,
In Cummor Hall, so lone and drear;

And many a heartfelt sigh she heaved,
And let fall many a bitter tear.

And ere the dawn of day appeared,
In Cummor Hail, so lone and drear,
Full many a piercing scream was heard,
And many a cry of mortal fear.

The death-bell thrice was hoard to ring",
An aerial voice was heard to call,

And thrice the raven flnpp'd its wing
Around the towers of Cumnor Hull.

The mastiff howl'd at village door,
The oaks were shattered on the grecn
;Woe was the hour—for never more
That hapless Countess e'er was seen !

And in that Manor now no more
Is cheerful feast and .sprightly ball ;

For ever since that dreary hour
Have spirits haunted Cumnor Hall.

The village maids, with fearful glance,
Avoid the ancient moss-grown wall ;

Nor ever lead the merry dance,
Among the groves of Cumnor Hall.

Full many a traveller oft hath sigh'd,
And pensive wept the Countess' fall,

As wand' ring onwards they've espied
The haunted towers of Cumuor Hall.

ABBOTSFORD,
1st March, 1831.
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CHAPTERI.

| am an inn-keeper, and know my grounds,
And gudy them ; Brain o' man, 1 sudy them.
| must have jovial guests to drive my ploughs,
And whistling boys to bring my harvests home,

Or | 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 travellers, and where
the humour of each displays itself, without ceremony or
restraint.  This is snecially suitable when the scene is
laid during the old days of merry England, when the
guests were in some sort not merely the inmates, but the
messmates and temporary companions of mine host, who
was usually a parsonage of privileged freedom, comely
presence, and good-humour. Patronized by him, the
characters of the company were placed in ready con-
trast ; and they seldom failed, during the emptying of a
six-hooped pot, to throw off reserve, and present them-
selves to each other, and to their landlord, with the free-
dom of old acquaintance.

The village of Cumnor, within three or four miles of
Oxford, boasted, during the eighteenth of Queen Eliz-
abeth, an excellent inn of the old stamp, conducted, or
rather ruled, by Giles Gosling, a man of a goodly person,
and of somewhat round belly, fifty years of age and
upwards, moderate in his reckonings,prompt in his pay-
ments, having a cellar of sound liquor, a ready wit, and
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a pretty daughter.  Since the days of old Harry Baillie
of the Tabbardin Southwark, no one had excelled Giles
Gosling in the power of pleasing his guests of every de-
scription; 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 reputation as atraveller. A country fellow might as
well return from London, without looking in the 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 seemed to have
made a long journey, to the hostler, and made some in-
quiry, 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
spigot, showing himself in his costume of loose jacket,
linen breeches, and green apron, half within and half
without a door, which appeared to descend to an outer
cellar.

" Here is a gentleman asks if you draw good ale,"
continued the hostler.

' Beshrew my heart else,” answeicd the tapster,
" since there are but four miles betwixt us and Oxford.
—Marry, if my ae did not convince the heads of the
scholars, they would soon convince my pate with the
pewter flagon."

" Call you that Oxford logic?" said the stranger, 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 himself.

" Is it logic you talk of, sir guest ?* said the host ;
" why, then, have at you with a downright consequence—-

The horse to the rack,
And tofirewith the sack.' "
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" 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 inyour accidenceyet, sir traveller,
if you call on your host for help for such a sipping mat-
ter 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, " | will do my devoir
as becomes a man who finds himself within five miles of
Oxford ; for I am not come from the field of Mars to
discredit myself amongst the followers of Minerva."

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 conversing, and some, whose business called them
to be early risers on the morrow, concluding their even-
ing meal, and conferring with the chamberlain about their
night's quarters.

The entrance of a stranger procured him that general
and careless sort of attention which is usually paid on
such occasions, from which the following results were de-
duced :—The guest was one of those who, with a well-
made person, and features not in themselves unpleasing,
are nevertheless o far from handsome, that, whether from
the expression of their features, or the tone 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 eager-
ly and hastily to claim for him a degree of attention and
deference, which he feared would be refused, if not in-
stantly vindicated as his right.  His attire was a riding-
cloak, which, when open, displayed a handsome 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
1* VOL. I .
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at the weapons as he placed on the table the mulled sack
which the traveller had ordered.

" Yes, mine host ; | have found the use on't in dan-
gerous times, and | do not, like your modern grandees,
turn off my followers the instant they are useless.”

" Ay, sir 7" said Giles Gosling; " then you are from
the Low Countries, the land of pike and caliver ?"

"1 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 asyou have brewed."

" Less than superlative ?' said Giles Gosling, drinking
off the cup, and smacking his lips with an air of ineffable
relish,—" | know nothing of superlative, nor is there
such a wine at the Three Cranes, in the Vintry, to my
knowledge; but if you find better sack than thatin the
Sheres, or in the Canaries either, | would | may never
touch either pot or penny more. Why, hold it up
betwixt you and the light, you shall see the little motes
dance in the golden liquor like dust in the sunbeam. But
| would rather draw wine for ten clowns than one travel-
ler.—1 trust your honour likes the wine ?"

" It is 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. Y ou should travel,
mine host, if you would be deep in the mysteries of the
butt and pottle-pot."

" In troth, signior guest,” said Giles Gosling, " if |
were to travel only that | might be discontented with that
which | can get at home, methinks | should go but on a
fool's errand. Besides, | warrant you, there is many a
fool can turn his nose up at good drink without ever hav-
ing been out of the smoke of Old England; and so
ever gramercy mine own fire-side."

" This is but a mean mind of yours, mine host," said
the stranger ; " | warrant me, all your town's folk do
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not think so basely. You have galants among you, |
dare undertake, that have made the Virginia voyage, or
taken a turn in the Low Countries at least. Come, cud-
gel your memory. Have you no friends in foreign parts
that you would gladly have tidings of ?"

" Troth, sir, not 1," answered the host, " since rant-
ing Robin of Drysandford was shot at the siege of the
Brill. The devil take the caliver that fired the ball, for
a blither lad neverfilledacupat midnight! But he is
dead and gone, and | know not a soldier, or a traveller
who is a soldier's mate, that 1 would give a peeled cod-
ling for."

" By the mass, that is strange. What! so many of our
brave English hearts are abroad, and you, who seem to
be a man of mark, have no friend, no kinsman, among
them ?"

" Nay, if you speak of kinsmen," answered Gosling,
" | have one wild slip of a kinsman, who left us in the
last year of Queen Mary, but he is better lost than found."

" Do not say so, friend, unless you have heard ill of
him lately. Many awild colt has turned out a noble
steed.—His name, | pray you ?"

' Michael Lambourne," answered the landlord of the
Black Bear ; " ason of my sister's—there is little pleas-
ure in recollecting either the name or the connexion."

" Michael Lairuourne !" said the stranger, as if en-
deavouring to recollect himself—" what, no relation to
Michael Lambourne, the gallant cavalier who behaved so
bravely at the siege of Venlo, that Grave Maurice thank-
ed him at the head of the army ? Men said he was an
English cavalier, and of no high extraction."

" It could scarcely be my nephew," said Giles Gosling,
" for he had not the courage of a hen-partridge for
aught but mischief."

" O, many a man finds courage in the wars," replied
the stranger.

"It may be," said the landlord; " but | would have
thought our Mike more likely to lose the little he had."
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" The Michael Lambourne whom | knew," continued
the traveller, " was a likely fellow—went always gay
and well attired, and had a hawk's eye after a pretty
wench."

" Our Michael," repliedthe host, " had the look of a
dog with abottle at its tail, and wore acoat every rag of
which was bidding good-day to the rest."

" O, men pick up good apparel in the wars," replied
the guest.

" Our Mike," answered the landlord, " was more
like topickitupinafrippery 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 in this bleised house for a quarter of a
year; and between misreckonings, miscarriages, mistakes,
and misdemeanours, had he dwell with me for three
months longer, | might have pulled down sign, shut up
house, and given the devil the key to keep."

" You would be sorry, after all," continued the trav-
eller, " were | to tell you poor Mike Lambourne was
shot at the head of his regiment at the taking of a
sconce near Maestricht?"

" Sorry !'—it would be the blithest news | ever 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, | slfould say—(taking
another cup of sack)—Here's God rest him, with all ray
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 | knew, and loved very
nearly, or altogether, as well as myself. Can you tell
me no mark by which 1 could judge whether they be the
same ?'

" Faith, none that | can think of," answered Giles
Gosling, " unless that our Mike had the gallows branded
on his left shoulder for stealing a silver caudle-cup from
Dame Snort of Hogsditch."
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" Nay, there you lie 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 !" exclaimed the host ;—
"and is it thou, in good earnest ? Nay, | have judged
so for this half hour ; for | knew no other person would
have ta'en half the interest in thee. But, Mike, an thy
shoulder be unscathed as thou sayest, thou must own that
Goodman Thong, the hangman, was merciful in hisoffice,
and stamped thee with acoldiron.”

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

" Thou hast brought back one traveller's gift with
thee, Mike, as | well see; and that was what thou least
didst need to travel for. | remember well, among thine
other qualities, there was no crediting aword which came
from thy mouth."

" Here's an unbelieving Pagan for you, gentlemen !"
said Michael Lambourne, turning to those who witnessed
this strange interview betwixt uncle and nephew, some of
whom, being natives of the village, were no strangers to
his juvenile wildnoss. " This may be called slaying a
Cumnor fatted calf for me with a vengeance.—But, un-
cle, I come not from the husks and the swine-trough, and
| care not for thy welcome or no welcome ; | carry that
with me will make me welcome, wend where | will."

So saying, he pulled out a purse of gold, indifferently
well filled, the sight of which produced a visible effect
upon the company. Some shook their heads, and whis-
pered to each other, while one or two of the less scrupu-
lous speedily began to recollect him as a school-compan-
ion, a townsman, or so forth. On the other hand, two or
three grave sedate-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
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nephew adrift again, as soon as he could.  Gosling de-
meaned himself, 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 reckoning in my
house for supper or lodging ; and | reckon thou wilt
hardly wish to stay longer, where thou art €'en but too
well known."

" For that matter, uncle,” replied the traveller, " |
shall consult my own needs and conveniences. Mean-
time | wish to give the supper and sleeping cup to those
good townsmen, who are net too prood to remember Mike
Lambourne, the tapster's boy. |f you will let me have
entertainment for my money, so—if not, it is but a short
two minute's walk to the Hare and Tabor, and | 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 | trust thou art somewhat
amended in thy conditions, thou shalt not leave my house
at this hour, and shalt €'en have whatever in reasoa you
list to call for. But | would | knew that that purse of
thine, which thou vapourest of, were as well come by as
it seems well filled."

" Hereis an infidel for you, my good neighbours!" said
Lambourne, again appealing to the audience. " Here's
a fellow will rip up his kinsman's follies of a good score
of years standing—And for the gold, why sirs, | have
been where it grew, and was to be had for the gathering.
In the New World have | been, man—in the Eldorado,
where urchins play at cherry-pit with diamonds, and
country wenches thread rubies for necklaces, instead of
rowan-tree berries ; where the pantiles are made of pure
gold, and the paving-stones of virgin silver."

" By my credit, friend Mike," said young Lawrence
Goldthred, the cutting mercer of Abingdon, " that were
alikely coast to tradeto. And what may lawns, cyprus-
es. and ribands fetch, where gold is so plenty ?"
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" O, the profit were unutterable," replied Lambourne,
" especially when a handsome young merchant bears the
pack himself; for the ladies of that clime are bona-robas,
and being themselves somewhat sun-burnt, they catch fire
like tinder at a fresh complexion like thine, with a head
of hair inclining to be red."

“ | would | 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 orchard—"'tis but a little touch
of alchymy to decoct thy house and land into ready
money, and that ready money into atall ship, with sails,
anchors, cordage, and all thiags 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 secret, kinsman," said Giles
Gosling, " to decoct, an that be the word, his pound into
a penny, and his webs into a thread.—Take afool's ad-
vice, neighbour Goldthred. @ Tempt not the sea, for she
isa dovurer. Let cardsand cockatrices do their worst,
thy father's bales may bide a banging for a year or two,
ere thou comest to the Spital; but the sea hath a bot-
tomless appetite—she would swallow the wealth of Lom-
bard Street in a morning, as easily as | would a poached
egg and a cup of clary—and for my kinsman's Eldorado,
never trust me if | do not believe he has found it in the
pouches of some such gulls as thyself.—But take no snuff
in the nose about it; fall to and welcome, for here comes
the supper, and | heartily bestow it on all that will take
share, in honcur of my hopeful nephew's return, always
trusting that he has come home another man.—In faith,
kinsman, thou art as like my poor sister as ever was son
to mother."

" Not quite so like old Benedict Lambourne her hus-
band, though," said the mercer, nodding and winking.
" Dost thou remember, Mike, what thou saidst when the
schoolmaster's ferule was over thee for striking up thy
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father's crutches —it is a wise child, saidst thou, that
knows its own father. Dr. Bricham laughed till hecried
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, " thismany aday since."

" That he is," said the clerk of the parish; " | sat by
his bed the whilst—He passed away in a blessed frame,
" Morior—mortuus sum vel fui—morV—These were his
latest words, and he just added, ' my lastverb is conju-
gated.' "

" Well, peace be with him," said Mike, " he owes
me nothing."

" No, truly," replied Goldthred ; " and every 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 sine-
cure of it with our friend, after all."

" Voto a Dios !" exclaimed Lambourne, his patience
appearing to fail him, as he snatched his broad slouched
hut from the table and placed it on his head, so that the
shadow gave the sinister expression of a Spanish bravo,
to eyes and features which naturally boded nothing pleas-
ant. " Harkee, my masters—all is fair among friends,
and under the rose; 'and | have already permitted my
worthy uncle here, and all of you, to use your pleasure
with the frolics of |y nonage. But | 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 | served the Spaniard, and
| would not have you provoke me to the degree of falling
foul."

" Why, what would you do ?" said the clerk.

" Ay, sir, vhat would you do ?" said the mercer
bustling up on the other side of the table.

" Slit your ;hroat, and spoil your Sunday's quavering,
sir clerk," said | "inbourne, fiercely ; " Cudgel you, my
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worshipful dealer in flimsy sarsenets, into one of your
own bales."

" Come, come," said the host, interposing, " | will
have no swaggering here.—Nephew, it will become you
best to show no haste to take offence ; and you, gentle-
men, will do well to remember, that if you are in anign,
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 silent guest
as 1 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, and dues not know what day he
shall go away. O, 'tis ajewel of a guest! and yet,
hang-dog that | am, | nave suffered him to sit by himself
like a castaway in yonder obscure nook, without so much
as asking him to take bite or sup along 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 tventy-five and thirty,
rather above the middle size, dressed with plainness and
decency, yet beaiing an air of ease, which almost amount-
ed to dignity, and which seemed to infer that his habit
was rather beneath his rank. His countenance was re-
served and thoughtful, with dark hair and dark eyes—
the last, upon any momentary excitement, sparkled with
uncommon 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, as well
as his business at Cumnor ; but nothing had transpired

2 voL i.
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on either subject which could lead to its gratification.
Giles Gosling, headborough 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 a Jesuit,
or seminary priest, of whom Rome and Spain sent at this
time so many to grace the gallows in England. 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 con-
siderable stay at the bonny Black Bear.

" Papists," argued Giles Gosling, " are a pinching,
close-fisted race, and this man would have found a lodg-
ing with the wealthy squire at Besscllsley, or withtheold
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 Friday he stuck by the sat beef and carrot,
though there were as good spitchcocked eels on the
board as ever were ta'en out of the Isis."

Honest Giles, therefore, satisfied himself that his guest
was nho Roman, and with all comely courtesy besought
the stranger to pledge him in a Hraught of the coo|tank-
ard, and honour with his attention a small collationwhich
he was giving to his nephew, in honour of his return, and,
as he verily hoped, of hisreformation. The stranger at
first shook his head, as if declining the courtesy ; but
mine host proceeded to urge him with arguments founded
on the credit of his house, and the construction which
the good people of Cumnor might put upon such an un-
social humour.

" By my faith, sir," he said, " it touches my reputa-
tion 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."
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" Why, mine host," answered the stranger, " there is
no treason, sure, in a man's enjoying his own thoughts,
under the shadow of his own bonnet ? Y ou have lived
in the world twice as long as | have, and you must know
there are thoughts that will haunt us, in spite of ourselves,
and to which it isin 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 Hebrew—Or, what say you to laying them
in a glorious red sea of claret, my noble guest ? Come,
sir, excuse my freedom. | am an old host, and must
have my talk. This peevish humour of melancholy sits
ill upon you—it suits not with a sleek boot, a hat of a
trim block, afresh cloak, and a full purse—A pize on it,
send it off to those who have their legs swathed with a
hay-wisp, their heads thatched with a felt bonnet, their
jerkin asthin as a cobweb, and their pouch without ever
a cross to keep the fiend Melancholy from dancing in it.
Cheer up, sir ! or by th's good liquor we will banish thee
from the joys of blithesome company, into the mists of
melancholy and the land of little-ease. Here be a set of
good fellows willing to be merry ; do not scowl onthem
like the devil looking over Lincoh."

" You say well, my worthy host," said the guest, with
a melancholy simile, which, melancholy as it was, gave a
very pleasant expression to his countenance—" Y ou say
well, my jovial friend ; and they that are moody like
myself, should not disturb the mirth of those who are
happy—-1 will drink around with your guests with all my
heart, rather than be termed a mar-feast."

So saying, he arose and joined the company, who,
encouraged by the prccept'and example of Michael Lam
bourne, and consisting chiefly of persons much disposed
to profit by the opportunity of a merry meal at the ex-
pense of their landlord, had already made some inroads
upon the limits of temperance ; as was evident from the
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tone in which Michael inquired after his old acquaint-
ances in the town, and the bursts of laughter with which
each answer was received.  Giles Gosling himself was
somewhat scandalized at the obstreperous nature of their
mirth, especially as heinvoluntarily felt some respect for
his unknown guest. He paused, therefore, at some dis-
tance from the table occupied by these noisy revellers,
and began to make a sort of apology for their license.

" You would think," he said, " to hear these 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 changein light crowns over a counter. The
mercer there wears his hat awry, over a shagged head of
hair, that looks like a curly watei-dog's back, goes un-
braced, wears hiscloak on one side, and affects a ruffian-
Iy vapouring humour,—when in his shop at Abingdon, he
is, from hisflat cap to his glistening shoes, 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 in fact he may be found
sound asleep on his feather-bed, with a candle placed be-
side him on one side, and a Bible on the other, to fright
away the goblins."

" And your nephew, mine host, this same Michael
Lambourne, who is lord of the feast— Is 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 | would not have you think all |
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 | present my
worshipful guest to these gallants ?"

" Marry, mine host," replied the stranger, " you mav
call me Trcssilian."
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" Tressilian ?* answered my host of the Bear, " a
worthy name; and as | think of Cornish lineage; for
what says the south proverb—

' By Pol, Tre, and Pen,
"You may know the Cornish men.'

Shall | say the worthy Mr. Tressilian of Cornwall ?"

" Say no more than | have given you warrant for, mine
host, and so shall you be sure you speak no more than
is true. A man may have one of those honourable pre-
fixes to his name, yet be born far from St. Michael's
Mount."

Mine host pushed his curiosity no farther, but present-
ed Mr. Tressilian to his nephew's company, 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 inter
vening pledge.

CHAPTERII.

Talk you of young Master Launcelot ?
Merchant of Venice.

AFTER some brief interval, Master Goldthred, at the
earnest instigation of mine host, and the joyous concur-
rence of his guests, indulged the company with the follow-
ing morsel of melody:

" Of al 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 Ieft the west,
He chooses the tree that he loves the best,
And he whoops out his song, and he laughs at his jest

2* VOL. I.
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Then though hours he late, and weather foul,
We'll drink to the health of thebouny, bonny owl.

"Thelark isbut a bumpkin fowl,
He deepsin his ne till morn;
But my blessng upon the jolly owl,

That all night blows his horn.
Then up with your cup till you stagger in speech,
And match me this eatch, till you swagger and screech,
And drink till you wink, my merry men each ;
For though hours be late, and weather be foul,
We'll drink to the health of the bonny, bonny owl."

" There is savour in this, my hearts," said Michael,
when the mercer had finished his song, " and some good-
ness seems |left among you yet—but 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 Wallingford 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 Thatch-
am, the Duke's stout park-keeper at Donnington Castle."

" Ay, heaways loved venison well," replied Michael,
" and a cup of claret to boot—and so here's one to his
memory. Do me right, my masters."

When the memory of this departed worthy had been
duly honoured, Lambourne proceeded to inquire after
Prance of Pad worth.

" 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 fellows like moonlight.
What has become of Hal with the plume 2—he who liv-
ed near Yattenden, and wore the long feather—I forget
his name."

" What, Hal Hempseed ?" replied the mercer, " 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 affair these two or
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three years since, fled the country with a pursuivant's
warrant at his heels, and has never since been heard of."

" Nay, after these balks," said Michael Lambourne,
"1 need hardly inquire after Tony Foster; for when
ropes and cross-bow shafts, and pursuivant's warrants,
and such like gear weresorife, Tony could hardly 'scape
them."

"Which Tony Foster mean you?' said the inn-
keeper.

"Why he they call 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, | would not have you call him Tony Fire-the-
Faggot, if you would not brook the stab."

" How ! ishe grown ashamed on't 7' said Lambourne;
" why, he was wont to boast of it, and say he liked as
well to see aroasted heretic, as a roasted ox."

" Ay, but, kinsman, that was in Mary'stime ;" repli-
ed the landlord, " when Tony's Father was Reeve here
to the Abbot of Abingdor. But since that, Tony mar-
ried a pure precisian, and is as good a Protestant, | war-
rant you, as the best.’

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

" Then he hath prospered, 1 warrant him," said L am-
bourne ; " for ever when a man hath got nobles of his
own, he keeps out 6t the way of those whose exchequers
lie in other men's purchase."

" Prospered, quotha!" said the mercer, " why you
remember Cumnor-Place, the old mansion-house beside
the church-yard ?"

" By the same token, | robbed the orchard three times
—what of that ?7— it was the old abbot's residence when
there was plague or sickness at Abingdon."

"Ay," sad the host, " but that has been long over;
and Anthony Foster hath aright in it, and livesthere by
some grant from a great courtier, who had the church-
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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, " it is not altogether pride
in Tony neither—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 time
interfered in their conversation, " did ye not say this Fos-
ter was married, and to a precisian ?"

" Married he was, and to as bitter a precisian as ever
eat flesh in Lent; and a cat-and-dog life she led with
Tony asmen said. But sheis dead, rest be with her,
and Tony hath but a slip 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, | wot not," answered the host, " except that
men say sheisas 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, | never
saw her—you have, | think, Master Golathred ?"

" That | have old boy," said the mercer. " Look
you, | was riding hither from Abingdon—I passed under
the east oriel window of the old mansion, where all the
old saints and histories and such like are painted—It was
not the common path | took, but one through the Park;
for the postern-dor was upon the latch, and | thought I
might take the privilege of an old Comrade to ride across
through the trees, both for shading, as the day was some-
what hot, and for avoiding of dust, because | had on my
peach-coloured doublet, pinked out with cloth of gold."

" Which garment," said Michael Lambourne, " thou
would'st willingly make twinklein the eyes of afair dame.
Ah'! villain, thou wilt never |leave thy old tricks."

" Not so—not so," said the mercer, with a smirking
laugh; " not altogether so—but curiosity, thou knowesl,
and a strain of compassion withal,—for the poor young
lady sees nothing from morn to even but Tony Foster
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with his scowling black brows, his bull's head, and his
bandy legs."

" And thou would'st willingly show her a dapper body,
in asilken jerkin—a limb like a short-legged hen'sin a
cordovan boot, and a round, simpering what-d'ye-lack,
sort of a countenance, set off with a velvet bonnet, a Tur-
key feather, and a gilded brooch. Ah! jolly mercer,
they who have good wares are fond to show them!—
Come, gentles, let not the cup stand—here's to long spurs
short boots, full bonnets, and empty skulls!"

" Nay, now, you arejealous of me, Mike," said Gold-
thred ; " and yet my luck was but what might have hap-
pened to thee, or any man."

" Marry confound thine impudence," retorted Lam-
bourne ; " thou would'st not compare thy pudding face,
and sarsenet manners, to a gentleman and a soldier?"

" Nay, my good sir," said Tressilian, " let me beseech
you will not interrupt the gallant citizen ; methinks he
tells his tale so well, | could hearken to him till mid-
night."

" It'sinore of your favour than of my desert," answer-
ed Master Goldthred; " but since | give you pleasure,
worthy Master Tressilian, | shall proceed, maugre all
the gibes and quips of this valiant soldier, who, peradven-
ture, hath had more cuffs than crowns in the Low Coun-
tries.—And so, sir, as | passed under the great painted
window, leaving my rein loose on my ambling palfrey's
neck, partly for rine ease and partly that | might have
the more leisure to peer about, | hears me the lattice
open ; and never credit me, sir, if there did not stand
there the person of as fair a woman as ever crossed mine
eyes, and 1 think | have looked on as many pretty wench-
es, and with as much judgment, as other folks."

" May | ask her appearance, sir?" said Tressilian.

"0,sir," replied Master Goldthred, " | promise you
she was in gentlewoman's attire—a very quaint and pleas-
ing dress, that might have served the Queen herself;
for she had a forepart with body and sleeves, of ginger-
coloured satin, which,in my judgment, must have cost by
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the yard some thirty shillings, lined with murrey taffeta,
and laid down and guarded with two broad laces of gold
and silver.  And her hat, sir, was truly the best fash-
ioned thing that | have seen in these parts, being of
tawney taffeta, embroidered with scorpions of Venice
gold, and having a border garnished with gold fringe;
—1| promise you, sir, an absolute and all-surpassing de-
vice. Touching her skirts, they were in the old pass-
devant fashion."

" | did not ask you of her attire, sir,” said Tressilian,
who had shown some impatience during this conversation,
" but of her complexion—the colour of her hair, her
features."

" Touching her connexion," answered the mercer,
"1 am not so special certain ; but | marked that her fan
had an ivory handle, curiously inlaid ;—and then again,
as to the colour of her hair, why, | can warrant, 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 Lambourne :
" the gentleman asks him of theladybeautyd and he
talks of her fine clothes!"

" | tell thee," said the mercer, somewhat disconcerted,
" | had little time to look at her ; furjust as | was about
to give her the good time of day, and for that purpose
had puckered my features with a smile"

" Like those of a jackanape, simpering at a chesnut,"
said Michael Lambourne.

"—Up started of a sudden,” contatinued Goldthred,
without heeding the interruption, " Tony Foster himself,
with a cudgel in his hand"

" And broke thy head across, | hope, for thine imper-
tinence," said his entertainer.

" That were more easily said than done," answered
Goldthred,indignantly ; " no, no—there was no breaking
of heads—it's true he advanced his cudgel, and spoke
of laying on, and asked why | did not keep the public
road, and such like; and | would have knocked him over
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the pate handsomely for his pains, only for the lady's
presence, who might have swooned, for what | know."

" Now, out upon thee for a faint-spirited dave!" said
Lambourne; " what adventurous knight ever thought of
the lady's terror, when he went to thwack giant, dragon,
or magician, in her presence, and for her deliverance ?
But why talk to thee of dragons, who would be driven
back by a dragon-fly. There thou hast missed the rar-
est opportunity!™

" Take it thyself, then, bully Mike," answered Gold-
thred.—" Yonder is the enchanted manor, and the drag-
on and the lady all at thy service, if thou darest venture
on them."

" Why, so | 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 |
go not up to the Hall to-morrow, and force Tony Foster
to introduce me to his fair guest ?"

" | accept your wager," said the mercer ; " and |
think, though thouhadst even the impudence of the devil,
| shallgain onthee his bout. Our landlord here shall
hold stakes, and | will Ptake down gold till | send the
linen."

" | will hold stakes on no such matter,” said Gosling.
" Good now, my kinsman, drink your wine in quiet, and
let such ventures aone. | promise you, Master Foster
hath interest enough to lay you up in lavender in the
Castle at Oxford, or to get your legs made acquainted
with the town-stocks."

" That would be but renewing an old intimacy; for
Mike's shins and the town's wooden pinfold have been
well known to each other ere now,” said the mercer;
" but he shall not budge from his wager, unless he means
to pay forfeit."

" Forfeit ?' said Lambourne; " | scorn it, | value
Tony Foster's wrath no more than a shelled pea-cod; and
I will visit his Lindabrides, by Saint George, be he wil-
ling or no!"
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"1 would gladly pay your halves of the risk, sir,"
said Tressilian, " to be permitted to accompany you on
the adventure."

" 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. |1
am atraveller, who seeks forstrange rencounters, and un-
common passages, as the knights of yore did after ad-
ventures, and feats of arms.”

" Nay, if it pleasures you to see a trout tickled," an-
swered Lambourne, " | care not how many witness my
skill. And so here | drink successto my enterprize;
and he that will not pledge me on his knees is a rascal,
and | 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 twoin-
coherent oaths at the mercer, who refused, reasonably
enough, to pledge him to a sentiment which inferred the
loss of his own w a g e r .

" Wilt thou chop logic with me," said LanrjBburne,
" thou knave, with no more brains than are in a skein of
ravelled silk ? by Heaven, | will cut thee into fifty yards
of galloon lace!"

But as he attempted to draw his sword for this dough-
ty purpose, Michael Lambourne was seized 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
some of the company, who were unwilling to quit good
liquor, when it wasto be had for free cost, so long asthey
were able to sit by it. They were, however, compelled
to remove; and go at length they did, leaving Gosling
and Tressilian in the empty apartment.

" By my faith," said the former, " | wonder where
our great folks find pleasure, when they spend their means
in entertainments, and in playing mine host without send
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ing in areckoning. It is what | but rarely practise;
and whenever | do, by Saint Julian, it grieves me beyond
measure. Each of these empty stoups now, which my
nephew and his drunken comrades have swilled off, should
have been a matter of profit to onein my line, and | must
st them down a dead loss. | cannot, for my heart, con-
celve the pleasure of noise, and nonsense, and drunken
freaks, and drunken quarrels, and smut, and blasphemy,
and so forth, when a man loses money instead of gaining
by it. And yet many a fair estate is lost in upholding
such an usdess course, and that greatly contributes to the
decay of publicans; for who the devil doyou think would
pay for drink at the Black Bear, when hecan have it for
nothing at my Lord's or the Squire's?"

Tressilian perceived that the wine had made some im-
presson even on the seasoned brain of mine host, which
was chiefly to be inferred from his declaiming against
drunkenness. As he himself had carefully avoided the
bowl, he would have availed himself of the frankness of
the moment, to extract from Gosling some further infor-
mationupon lite subject of Anthony Foster, and the lady
whom the mercer had reen in his mansion-house ; but
his inquiries only set the host upon a new theme of de-
clamation againgt the wiles of the fair sex, in which he
brought, at full length, the whole wisdom of Solomon to
reinforce his own. Finally, he turned his admonitions,
mixed with much objurgation upon histapsters and draw-
ers, who were employed in removing 'he relics of the en-
tertainment, and restoring order to the apartment; and
at length, joining example to precept, though with no
good success, he demolished a salver with half a score of
glasses, in attempting to show how such service was done
at the Three Cranesin the Vintry, then the most topping
tavern in London. Thislast accident so far recalled him
to his better sdf, that he retired to his bed, dept sound,
and awoke a new man in the morning.

3 voL. I
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CHAPTER [II.

Nay, I'll hold touch—the game shall be play'd out,
It ne'er shall stop for me, this merry wager :
That which | say when gamesome, 'l avouch
In my most sober mood, ne' er trust me else.
the Hazard Table.

" AND how doth your kinsman, good mine host ?" said
Tressilian, when Giles Gosling first appeared in the pub-
lic room on the morning following the revel which we
described in the last chapter. " Is he well, and will he
abide by bis wager ?"

" For well, sir, he started two hours since, and has
visited | know not what purlieus-of his old companions;
hath but now returned, and is at this instant breakfasting
on new-laid eggs and muscadine; and far his wager, |
caution you as a friend to have little to do with that,
or indeed with aught that Mike propoes. Wherefore,
| counsel you to a warm breakfast upon a culiss, which
shall restore the tone of the stomach ; and let my nephew
and Master Goldthred swagger about their wager as
they list."

" |t seems to me, mine host," said Tressilian, " that
you know not well what to say about this kinsman of
yours ; and that you can neither blame nor commend him
without some twinge of conscience,"

" You have spoken truly, Master Tressilian," replied
Giles Gosling. " There isNatural Affection whimper-
ing into one ear, ' Giles, Giles, why wilt thou take away
the good name of thy own nephew ? Wilt thou defame
thy sister's son, Giles Gosling ? wiltthou defoul thine own
nest, dishonour thine own blood ? And then, again,
comes Justice, and says, ' Here is aworthy guest as ever
came to the bonny Black Bear ; one who never challeng-
ed a reckoning, (as | say to your face you never did,
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Master Tressilian—not that you have had cause,) one who
knows not why he came, so far as | can see, or when he
is going away ; and wilt thou, being a publican, having
paid scot and lot these thirty yearsin the town of Cumnor,
and being at this instant headborough, wilt thou suffer this
guest of guests, this man of men, this six-hooped pot (as
| may say) of atraveller, to fall into the meshes of thy
nephew, who is known for a swasher and a desperate
Dick, a carder and a dicer, a professor of the seven
damnable sciences, if ever man took degrees in them ?'
No, by Heaven! | might wink, and let him catch such a
small butterfly as Goldthrcd ; but thou, my guest, shalt
be forewarned, forearmed, so thou wilt but listen to thy
trusty host."

" Why, mine host, thy counsel shall not be cast away,"
replied Tressilian ; " however, | must uphold my share
in this wager, having once passed my word to that effect.
But lend me, | pray, some of thy counsel —This Foster,
who or what is he, and why makes he such mystery of
his female inmate ?"

" Troth," Replied Gosling, " | can add but little to
what you heard last nigh:. He was one of Queen Mary's
Papists, and now he is one of Queen Elizabeth's Prot-
estants ; he was an on-hanger of the Abbot of Abingdon,
and now he lives as master of the manor-house.  Above
all, he was poor and is rich. Folk talk of private apart-
ments in his old waste mansion-house, bedizened fine
enough to serve the Queen, God bles3 her. Some men
think he found a treasure in the orchard, some that he sold
himself to the devil for treasure, and some say that he
cheated the abbot out of the church plate, which was
hidden in the old manor-house at the Reformation. Rich,
however, heis, and God and his conscience, with the devil
perhaps besides, only know how he came by it. He has
sulky ways too, breaking off intercourse with all that are
of the place, as if he had either some strange secret to
keep, or held himself to be made of another clay than we
are. | think it likely my kinsman and he will quarrel, if
Mike thrust his acquaintance on him ; and | am sorry
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that you, my worthy Master Tressilian, will still think of
going in my nephew's company."

Tressilian again answered him, that he would proceed
with great caution, and that he should have no fears on
his account; in short, he bestowed on him all the custom-
ary assurances with which those who are determined on a
rash action, are wont to parry the advice of their friends.

M eantime, the traveller accepted the landlord's invita-
tion, and had just finished the excellent breakfast which
was served to him and Gosling by pretty Cicely, the
beauty of the bar, when the hero of the preceding night,
Michael Lambourne, entered the apartment. His toil-
et had apparently cost him some labour, for hisclothes,
which differed from those he wore on his journey, were
of the newest fashion, and put on with great attention to
the display of his person.

" By my faith, uncle," said the gallant, " you made a
wet night of it, and | feel it followed by a dry morning.
I will pledge you willingly in a cup of bastard.—How, my
pretty coz, Cicely! why, | left you but a child in the cra-
dle, and there thou stand'st in thy velvet waistcoat, as tight
agirl asEngland's sun shines or. Know thy friends and
kindred, Cicely,and come hither, child,'that | may kiss
thee, and give thee my blessing."

" Concern not yourself about Cicely, kinsman," said
Giles Gosling, " but €en let her go her way, a God's
name ; for although your mother were her father's sister,
yet that shall not rrake you and hir cater-cousins."

" Why, uncle,” replied Lamtyqurne, " think'st thou |
am an infidel, and would harm those of mine own house ?"

"It is for noharm that | speak, Mike," answered his
uncle, " but a simple humour of precaution which | have.
True, thou art aswell gilded as a snake when he casts
his old dough in the spring time ; but for all that, thou
creepest not into my Eden. | will look after mine Eve,
Mike, and so content thee.—But how brave thou be'st,
lad ! To look on thee now, and compare thee with M as-
ter Tressilian here, in his sad-coloured riding-suit, who
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would not say that thou wecrt the real gentleman, and he
the tapster's boy ?"

" Troth, uncle," replied Lamboume, " no one would
say so but one of your country-breeding, that knows no
better. | will say, and 1 care not who hears me, thereis
something about the real gentry that few men cpme up to
that are not born and bred to the mystery. 1 wot not
where the trick lies ; but although | can enter an ordi-
nary with as much audacity, rebuke the waiters and draw-
ers as loudly, drink as deep a health, swear as round an
oath, and fling my gold as freely about as any of thejing-
ling spurs and white feathers that are around me,—yet,
hang me if | can ever catch the true grace of it, though
| have practised an hundred times. The man of the
house sets me lowest at the board, and carves to me the
last; and the drawer says,—' Coming, friend.," without
any more reverence or regardful addition. But hang it,
let it pass, care killed a cat. | have gentry enough to
pass the trick on Tony Fire-the-Faggot, and that will do
for the matter in hand."

" You hold your purpose, then, of visiting your old
acquaintance ?"' said Tressilian to the adventurer.

" Ay, sir," replied Lambourne ; " when stakes are
made, the game must be played ; that is gamester's law,
all over the world. You, sir, unless my memory fails me,
(for 1 did steep it somewhat too deeply in the sack-butt)
took some share in my hazard."

" | propose to Lecompany you inyour adventure," said
Tressilian, " if you will do mo so much grace as to per-
mit me ; and | have staked my share of the forfeitin the
hands of our worthy host."

" That he hath," answered Giles Gosling, " in as fair
Harry-nobles as ever were melted into sack by a good
fellow. So, luck to your enterprize, since you will needs
venture on Tony Foster ; but, by my credit, you had
better take another draught before you depart, for your
welcome at the Hall, yonder, will be somewhat of the
driest. And if you do get into peril, beware of taking to

3* voL. I
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cold steel ; but send for me, Giles Gosling the headbor-
ough, and | may be able to make something out of Tony
yet, for as proud as he is."

T henephew dutifully obeyed hisuncl€'s hint, by taking
a second powerful pull at the tankard, observing, that
his wit never served him so well as when he had washed
his temples with a degp morning's draught;—and they
st forth together for the habitation of Anthony Foster.

The village of Cumnor is pleasantly built on a hill,
and in a wooded park closely adjacent, was situated the
ancient mansion occupied at this time by Anthony Foster,
of which the ruins may be still extant. The park was
then full of large trees, and, in particular, of ancient and
mighty oaks, which stretched their giant arms over the
highball surrounding the demesne, thus giving it a mel-
ancholy, secluded, and monastic appearance. The en-
trance to the park lay through an old-fashioned gateway
in the outer wall, the door of which was formed of two
huge oaken leaves, thickly studded with nails, like the
gate of an old town.

" We shall be finely holped up here," said Michael
Lambourne, looking at the gateway and gate, " if this
fellow's suspicious humour should refuse us admission al-
together, as it is like he may, in case this linsey-wolsey
fellow of a mercer's visit to his premises has disquieted
him. But, no,"” he added, pushing the huge gate, which
gaveway, " thedoor, standsinvitingly open; and herewe
are within the forbidden ground, without other impedi-
ment than the passive resistance of a heavy oak door,
moving on rusty hinges."

They stood now in an avenue overshadowed by such
old trees aswe have described, and which had been bor-
dered at onetime by high hedges of yew and holly. But
these having been untrimmed for many years, had run up
into great bushes, or rather dwarf-tr ees, and now encroach-
ed, with their dark and melancholy boughs, upon theroad
which they once had screened. The avenue itself was
grown up with grass, and, in one or two places, interrupted
by piles of withered brushwood, which had been lopped
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from the trees cut down in the neighbouring park, and
was here stacked for drying. Formal walks and avenues,
which at different points, crossed thisprincipal approach,
were, in like manner, choked up and interrupted by piles
of brushwood and billets, and in other places, by under-
wood and brambles. Besides the general effect of deso-
lation which isso strongly impressed, whenever we behold
the contrivances of man wasted and obliterated by neg-
lect, and witness the marks of social life effaced gradu-
ally by the influence of vegetation, the size of the trees,
and the outspreading extent of their boughs, diffused a
gloom over the scene, even when the sun was at the highest,
and made a proportional impression on the mind of those
who visited it. Thiswas felt even by Michael Lam-
bourne, however alien his habits were to receiving any
impressions, excepting from things which addressed them-
sdves immediately to his passions.

" Thiswood is as dark as a wolf's mouth," said he to
Tressilian, as they walked together slowly along the soli-
tary and broken approach, and had just comein sight of
the monastic front of the old mansion, with its shafted
windows, brick walls, overgrown with ivy and creeping
shrubs, and twisted stalks of chimneys of heavy stone-
work. " And yet," continued Lambourne, " itisfairly
done on the part of Foster too ; for since he chooses not
vigiters, it is right to keep his place in a fashion that will
invite few to trespass upon his privacy. But had he been
the Anthony | once knew him, these sturdy oaks had long
since become the property of some honest woodmonger,
and the manor-close here had looked lighter at midnight
than it now does at noon, while Foster played fast and
loose with the price, in some cunning corner in the pur-
lieus of Whitefriars."

" Was hethen such an unthrift?" asked Tressilian.

' Hewas," answered Lambourne, " like the rest of
us, no saint, and no saver. But what | liked worst of
Tony was, that he loved to take his pleasure by himself,
and grudged, as men say, every drop of water that went
past his own mill. | have known him deal with such
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measures of wine when he was aone, as | would not have
ventured on with aid of the best toper in Berkshire ;—
that, and some sway towards superstition, which he had
by temperament, rendered him unworthy the company of
agood fellow. Andnow he has earthed himself here, in
a den just befitting such a dy fox as himself."

" May | ask you, Master Lambourne," said Tressilian,
" gince your old companion's humour jumps so little with
your own, wherefore you are so desirous to renew ac-
quaintance with him 7'

" And may | ak you, in return, Master Tressilian,"
answered Lambourne, " wherefore you have shown your-
self so desirous to accompany me on this party ?'

" | told you my motive." said Tressilian, " when| took
share in your wager,—it was simple curiosity."

" Layou there now !" answered Lambourne : " See
how you civil and discreet gentlemen think to use us who
live by the free exercise of our wits! Had | answered
your question, by saying that it was simple curiosity which
led me to visit my old comrade Anthony Foster, | war-
rant you had st it down for an evasion, and aturn of my
trade. But any answer, | suppose, must serve my turn."

" And wherefore should not bare curiosity,” said Tres-
silian, " be a sufficient reason for my taking this walk
with you ?'

" O, content yourself, sir,” replied Lambourne ; " you
cannot put the change on me so easy as you think, for |
have lived among the quick-stirring spLits of the age too
long, to swallow chaff for grain. You are a gentleman
of birth and breeding—your bearing makesit good ; —of
civil habits and fair reputation—your manners declareit,
and my uncle avouches it; and yet you associate your-
self with a sort of scant-of-grace, as men call me ; and,
knowing me to be such, you make yourself my compan-
ion in avisit to a man whom you are a stranger to, and
all out of mere curiosity forsooth!—The excuse, if cu-
riously balanced, would be found to want some scruples
of just weight, or so."
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" If your suspicions were just,” said Tressilian, " you
have shown no confidence in me to invite or deserve
mine."

" O, if that be all," said Lambourne, " my motiveslie
above water. Whilethisgold of minelasts,"—taking out
his purse, chucking it into the air, and catching it as it
fell,—" 1 will make it buy pleasure, and when it is out, J
must have more. Now, if this mysterious Lady of the
Manor—this fair Lindabrides of Tony Fire-the-Faggot,
be so admirable a piece as men say, why there is chance
that she may aid me to melt my nobles into groats ; and
again, if Anthony be so wealthy a chuff as report speaks
him, he may prove the philosopher's stone to me, and
convert my groats into fair rose-hobles again."

" A comfortable proposal truly,"” said Tressilian ;
" but | see not what chance there is of accomplishingit."

" Not to-day, or perchance to-morrow," answered
Lambourne ; " | expect not to catch the old Jack till |
have disposed my ground-baits handsomely. But | know
something more of his affairs this morning than | did last
night, and 1 will so use my knowledge that he shall think
it more perfect than it is.— Nay, without expecting either
pleasure or profit, or both, | had not stepped a stride
within this manor, | can tell you ; for | promise you |
hold our visit not altogether without risk.—But here we
are, and we must make the best on't."

While he thus spoke, they had entered alarge orchard,
which surrounded the house on two sides, though the
trees abandoned by the care of man, were overgrown and
mossy, and seemed to bear little fruit. Those which had
been formerly trained as esaliers, had now resumed their
natural mode o' growing, and exhibited grotesque forms,
partaking of the original training which they had receiv-
ed. The greater part of the ground, which had once
been parterres and flower-gardens, was suffered in like
manner to run to waste, excepting a few patches, which
had been dug up, and planted with ordinary pot herbs.
Some statues, which had ornamented the garden in its
days of splendour, were now thrown down from their ped-
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estals and broken in pieces, and a large summer-house,
having a heavy stone front, decorated with carving, rep-
resenting the life and actions of Sampson, was in the same
dilapidated condition.

They had just traversed this garden of the sluggard,
and were within a few steps of the door of the mansion,
when Lambourne had ceased speaking ; a circumstance
very agreeable to Tressilian, as it saved him the embar-
rassment of either commenting upon or replying to the
frank avowal which his companion had just made of the
sentiments and views which induced him to come hither.
Lambourne knocked roundly and boldly at the huge door
of the mansion, observing at the same time he had seen a
less strong one upon a county jail. It was not until they
had knocked more than once, that an aged, sour-visaged
domestic reconnoitered them through a small square hole
in the door, well secured with bars of iron, and demand-
ed what they wanted.

" To speak with Master Foster instantly, on pressing
business of the state," was the ready reply of Michael
Lambourne.

" Methinks you will find difficulty to make that good,"
said Tressilian in awhisper to his companion, while the
servant went to carry the message to his master.

" Tush," replied the adventure ; " no soldier would
go on were he ahvays to consider when and how he should
come off. Let us once obtain entrance, and all will go
well enough.

In ashort time the servant returned, and, drawing with
a careful hand both bolt and bar, opened the gate, which
admitted them through an anch-way into a square court,
surrounded by buildings. Opposite to the arch was anoth-
er door, which the serving-man in like manner unlocked,
and thus introduced them into a stone-paved parlour,
where there was but little furniture, and that of the rudest
and most ancient fashion. The windows were tall and
ample, reaching almost to the roof of the room, which
was composed of black oak ; those opening to the quad
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rangle, were obscured by the height of the surrounding
buildings, and, as they were traversed with massive shafts
of solid stone-work, and thickly painted with religious de-
vices, and scenes taken from scripture history, by no
means admitted light in proportion to their size ; and what
did penetrate through them, partook of the dark and
gloomy tinge of the stained glass.

Tressilian and his guide had time enough to observe
all these particulars, for they waited some space in the
apartment ere the present master of the mansion at length
made his appearance. Prepared as hewas to see an in-
auspicious and ill-looking person, the ugliness of Anthony
Foster considerably exceeded what Tressilian had antici-
pated. He was of middle statute, built strongly, but so
clumsily, as to border on deformity, and to give all his
motions the ungainly awkwardness of a left-legged and
left-handed man. His hair, in arranging which men at
that time, as at present, were very nice and curious, in-
stead of being carefully cleaned and disposed into short
curls, or else set up on end, as is represented in old paint-
ings, in a manner resembling that used by fine gentlemen
of our own day, escaped in sable negligence from under
a furred bonnet, and hung in elf-locks, which seemed
strangers to the comb, over his rugged brows, and around
his very singular and unprepossessing countenance. His
keen dark eyes were deep set beneath broad and shaggy
eyebrows, and, as they were usually bent on the ground,
seemed as if they were themselves ashamed of the ex-
pression natural to them, and were desirous to conceal it'
from the observation of men. At times, however, when,
more intent on observing others, he suddenly raised them,
and fixed them keenly on trose with whom he conversed,
they seemed to express both the fiercer passions, and the
power of mind which could at will suppress or disguise
the intensity of inward feeling. The featureswhich cor-
responded with these eyes and this form were irregular,
and marked so as tobeindelibly fixed on the mind of him
who had once seen them. Upon the whole, as Tressilian
could not help acknowledging to himself, the Anthony
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Foster who now stood before them was the last person,
judging from personal appearance, upon whom one would
have chosen to intrude an unexpected and undesired visit.
His attire was a doublet of russet leather, like those worn
by the better sort of country folk, girt with a buff belt,
in which was stuck on the right side, along knife or
dudgeon dagger, and on the other a cutlass. He raised
his eyes as he entered the room, and fixed a keenly pen-
etrating glance upon his two visiters, then cast them down
as if counting his steps, while he advanced slowly into
the middle of the room, and said, in alow and smother-
ed tone of voice, " Let me pray you, gentlemen, to tell
me the cause of this visit."

He looked as if he expected the answer from Tres-
silian ; so true was Lambourne's observation, that the su-
perior air of breeding and dignity shone through the dis-
guise of an inferior dress. But it was Michael who re-
plied to him, with the easy familiarity of an old friend,
and a tone which seemed unembarrassed by any doubt of
the most cordial reception.

" Ha! my dear friend and ingle, Tony Foster !" he
exclaimed, seizing upon the unwilling hand, and shaking
it with such emphasis as almost to stagger the sturdy frame
of the person whom he addressed ; " how fares it with
you for many along year ?—What! have you altogether
forgotten your friend, gossip, and play-fellow, Michael
Lambourne ?'

" Michael Lambourne !" said Foster, looking at him
a moment, then dropping his eyes, and with little cere-
mony extricating his hand from the friendly grasp of the
person by whom he was addressed, " are you Michael
Lambourne ?"

" Ay ; sure as you are Anthony Foster," replied
Lambourne.

""Tiswell I" answered his sullen host ; " and what
may Michael Lambourne expect from his visit hither ?"
Voto a Dios' answered Lambourne, " | expected

a better welcome than | am like to meet, | think."



KENILWORTH. 37

" Why, thou gallows-bird—thou jail-rat—thou friend
of the hangman and his customers,” replied Foster,
" hast thou the assurance to expect countenance from
any one whose neck is beyond the compass of a Tyburn
tippet 7'

" It may be with me asyou say," replied Lambourne ;
" and suppose | grant it to be so for argument's sake, |
were still good enough society for mine ancient friend A n-
thony Fire-the-Faggot, though he be, for the present, by
some indescribable title, the master of Cumnor-Place.”

" Harkyou, Michael Lambourne," said Foster ; " you
are a gambler now, and live by the counting of chances
—Compute me the odds that | do not, on this instant,
throw you out of that window into the ditch there.”

" Twenty to onethat you do not," answered the sturdy
visiter.

" And wherefore, | pray you ?' demanded Anthony
Foster, setting his teeth and compressing hislips, like one
who endeavours to suppress some violent internal emotion.

" Because," said Lambourne, coolly, " you dare not
for your life lay afinger on me. | am younger and strong-
er than you, and havein me adouble portion of the fight-
ing devil, though not it may be, quite so much of the un-
dermining fiend, that finds an under-ground way to his
purpose—who hides halters under folk's pillows, and who
puts ratsbane into their porridge, as the stage-play says."

Foster looked at him earnestly, then turned away and
paced the room twice, with the same steady and consid-
erate pace with which, he had enteretl i t; then suddenly
came back and extended hishand to Michael Lambourne,
saying, " Be not wroth with me, good Mike ; | did but
try whether thou hadst parted with aught of thine old and
honourable frankness, which your enviers and backbiters
called saucy impudence.”

" Letthem call it what they will," sad Michael Lam-
bourne, " it is the commodity we must carry through the
world with us—Uds daggers! | tell thee, man, mine
own stock of assurance was too small to trade upon, 1

4 VOL. |.
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was fain to take in aton or two more of brass at every
port where | touched in the voyage of life; and | started
overboard what modesty and scruples | had remaining, in
order to make room for the stowage."

" Nay, nay," replied Foster, " touching scruples and
modesty, you sailed hence in ballast.—But who is this
gallant, honest Mike ?—is he a Corinthian—a cutter like
thysel f?"

" | prithee, know Master Tressilian, bully Foster," re-
plied Lambourne, presenting his friend in answer to his
friend's question,. " know him and honour him, for heis a
gentleman of many admirable qualities ; and though he
traffics notin my line of business, at least so far as| know,
he has, nevertheless, a just respect and admiration for
artists of our class. He will come tointime, as seldom
fails; but as yet he is only a Neophyte, only aProselyte,
and frequents the company of cocks of the game, as a
puny fencer does the schools of the masters, to see how
a foil is handled by the teachers of defence."

" If such be his quality, 1 will pray your company in
another chamber, honest Mike, for what | have to say to
thee is for thy private ear.—Meanwhile, | pray you, sir,
to abide usin this apartment, and without leaving it—
there be those in this house who would be alarmed by
the sight of a stranger."*

Tressilian acquiesced, and the two 'worthies left the
apartment together, in which he remained alone to await
their return.
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CHAPTER IV.

Not serve two masters ?—Here's a youth will try it—
Would faiu serve God, yet give the devil his due ;
Says grace before he doth a deed of villany,

And returns his thanks devoutly when 'tis acted.

OldPlay.

T HE room into which the Master of Cumnor-Place
conducted his worthy visitant, was of greater extent than
that in which they had at first conversed, and had yet
more the appearance of dilapidation. Large oaken
presses, filled with shelves of the same wood, surrounded
the room, and had at one time served for the arrangement
of a numerous collection of hooks, many of which yet
remained, hut torn and defaced, covered with dust, de-
prived of their costly clasps and bindings, and tossed to-
gether in hegps upon the shelves, as things atogether dis-
regarded, and abandoned to the pleasure of every spoiler.
The very presses themselves seemed to have incurred the
hostility of those enemies of learning, who had de-
stroyed the volumes with whichthey had been heretofore
filled. They were, in several places, dismantled of their
shelves, and otherwise broken and damaged, and were,
moreover, mantled with cobwebs, and covered with dust.

" The men who wrote, these books," said Lambourne,
looking round him, " little thought whose keeping they
were to fal into."

" Nor whet yeoman's service they were to do me,"
quoth Anthony Foster—" the cook hath used them for
scouring his pewter, and the groom hath had nought else
to clean my boots with this many a month past.”

" And yet," said Lambourne, " | have been in cities
where such learned commoditieswould have been deem-
ed too good for such offices.”
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" Pshaw, pshaw," answered Foster, " they are Popish
trash, every one of them,—private studies of the mump-
ing old Abbot of Abingdon. The nineteenthly of a pure
gospel sermon were worth a cart-load of sucli rakings of
the kennel of Rome."

" Gad-a-mercy, Master Tony Fire-the-Faggot !" said
Lambourne, by way of reply.

Foster scowled darkly at him, as he replied, " Hark
ye, friend Mike ; forgetthat name, and the passage which
it relates to, if you would not have our newly-revived
comradeship die a sudden and aviolent death."

" Why," said Michael Lambourne, " you were wont to
glory in the share you had in the death of the two old
heretical bishops."

" That," said his comrade, " was while | was in the
gall of bitterness and bond of iniquity and applies not to
my walk or my ways, now that | am called forth into the
lists. Mr. Melchisedec Maultext compared my misfortune
in that matter to that of the Apo$tle Paul, who kept the
clothes of the witnesses who stoned Saint Stephen. He
held forth on the matter three Sabbaths past, and illus-
trated the same by the conduct of an honourable person
present, meaning me."

" | prithee peace, Foster," said Lambourne, " for 1
know not how it is, | have a sort o' creeping comes over
my skin when | hear the devil quote Scripture ; and be-
sides, man, how couldst thou have the heart to quit that
convenient old religion, which you couid slip offor on as
easily as your glove? Do | not remember how you were
wont to carry your conscience to confession, as duly as
the month came fcoupd ? and when thou hadst had it
scoured, and burnished, and white-washed by the priest,
thou wert ever ready for the worst villany which could
be devised, like achild who is always readiest to rush into
the mire when he has got his Sunday's clean jerkin on."

" Trouble not thyself about my conscience," said Fos-
ter, " itis athing thou canst not understand, having never
had one of thine own. But let us rather to the point, and
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say to me, in one word, what isthy business with me, and
what hopes have drawn thee hither ?"

' The hope of bettering myself, to be sure," answered
Lambourne, " as the old woman said when she leapt over
the bridge at Kingston. Lookyou, this purse has all that
is left of as round a sum as a man would wish to carry
in hisslop-pouch. Y ou are here well established, it would
seem, and, as | think, well befriended, for men talk of thy
being under some special protection—nay, stare not like
apig that is stuck, mon, thou canst not dance in a net and
they not see thee? Now 1 know such protection is not
purchased for nought \ you must have services to render
for it, and in these | propose to help thee."

" But how if | lack no assistance from thee, Rlike ? |
think thy modesty might suppose that were a case possible."

" That isto say," retorted Lambourne, " that you
would engross the whole work, rather than divide the re-
ward—but be not over-greedy, Anthony. Covetousness
bursts the sack and spills the grain. L ook you, when the
huntsman goes to kill astag, he takes with him more dogs
than one—He has the stanch lyme-hound to track the
wounded buck over hill and dale, but he hath also the fleet
gaze-hound to kill him at view. Thou art the lyme-
hound, I am the gaze-hound, and thy patron will need the
aid of both, and can well afford torequiteit. Thou hast
deep sagaci y—an unrelenting puipose—a steady long-
breathed malignity of nature, that surpasses mine. But
then, | am the bolder, the quicker, the more ready, both
at action and expedient. Separate, our properties are
not so perfect; but unite them, and we drive the world
beforeus. How say'st thoja—shall we hunt in couples ?"

" It is a currish proposal—thus to thrust thyself upon
my private matters," replied Foster ; " but thou wert
ever an ill-nurtured whelp."

" You shall have no cause to say so, unloss you spurn

my courtesy," said Michael Lambourne ; " but if so,
keep thee well from me, sir knight, as the romance has
it. | will either share your counsels or traverse them ;

4* vyoL. i.
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for I have come here to be busy, either with thee or
against thee."

" Well," said Anthony Foster, " since thou dost leave
me so fair a choice, | will rather be thy friend than thine
enemy. Thou art right, | can prefer thee to the service
of a patron, who has enough of means to make us both,
and an hundred more. And, to say truth, thou art well
qualified for hisservice. Boldness and dexterity he de-
mands—the justice-books bear witness in thy favour; no
starting at scruples in his service—why, who ever suspect-
ed thee of a conscience ?—an assurance he must have,
who would follow a courtier—and thy brow is as impen-
etrable asaMilan visor. There is but onething | would
fain see amended in thee."

" Andwhat isthat, my most precious friend Anthony ?"
replied Lambourne ; " for | swear by the pillow of the
Seven Sleepers, | will not be slothful in amendingit."

" Why you gave a sample of it even now," said Fos-
ter. " Your speech twangstoo much of the old stamp,
and you garnish it ever and anon with singular oaths, that
savour of Papistrie, Besidesyour exterior man is alto-
gether too deboshed and irregular to become one of his
Lordship's followers, since he has a reputation to keep up
in the eye of the world. You mast somewhat reform
your dress, upon amore grave and composed fashion ;
wear your cloak onboth shoulders, and your falling band
unrumpled andwell stall ed—Y ou must enlargethebrim
of your beaver, and diminish the superfluity of your
trunk-hose—go to church,.or, which will be better, to
meeting, at least once a month—protest only upon your
faith and conscience—lay aside your swashing look, and
never touch the hilt of yourWord, but when you would
draw the carnal weapon in good earnest."

" By this light, Anthony, thou art mad," answered
Lambourne, " and hast described rather the gentleman-
usher to apuritan's wife, than the follower of an ambitious
courtier ! Yes, such athing asthou would'st make of me,
should wear abook at his girdle instead of a poniard, and
might just be suspected of manhood enough to squire a
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proud dame-citizen to the lecture at Saint Antonlin's, and
quarrel in her cause with any flat-cap'd thread-maker that
would take the wall of her. He must ruffle it in another
sort that would walk to court in a nobleman's train."

" O, content you, sir," replied Foster, " there is a
change since you knew the English world ; and there are
those who can hold their way through the boldest cour ses,
and the most secret, and yet never a swaggering word,
or an oath, or a profane word, in their conversation."

" That isto say,” replied Lambourne, " they are in
a trading copartnery, to do the devil's business without
mentioning his name in the firm ?—Waell, | will do my
best to counterfeit, rather than lose ground in this new
world, since thou sayest it is grown so precise. But,
Anthony, what is the name of this nobleman, in whose
service | am to turn hy pocrite ?"

" Aha! Master MicKatel, are you there with your
bears?" said Foster, with a grim smile; " and isthisthe
knowledge you pretend of my concernments ?—How
know you now there is such a person in rerum natura,
and that 1 have not been putting ajape upon you all this
time?"

" Thou put ajape on me, thou sodden-brained gull ?"
answered Lambourno, nothing daunted ; " why, dark
and muddy as thou think'st thyself, | would engage in a
day's space to see as clear through hee and thy concern-
ments, as thou call'st them, as through the filthy horn of
an old stablelanitern."

At this moment their conversation was interrupted by
a scream from the next apartment.

" By the holy cross of Abingdon !" exclaimed An-
thony Foster, forgetting his protestantism in his alarm.
"I am a ruined man !"

So saying, he rushed into the apartment whence the
scream issued, followed by Michael Lambourne. But to
account for the sounds which interrupted their conversa-
tion, it is necessary to recede a littleway in our narrative.

It has been already observed, that when Lambourne
accompanied Foster into the library, they left Tressilian
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aloneinthe ancient parlour. His dark eye followed them
forth of the apartment with a glance of contempt, a part
of which his mind instantly transferred to himself, for
having stooped to be even for a moment their familiar
companion. " These are the associates, Amy,"—it was
thus he communed with himself,—" to which thy cruel
levity—thine unthinking and most unmerited falsehood,
has condemned him, of whom his friends once hoped far
other things, and who now scorns himself as he will be
scorned by others, for the baseness he stoops to for the
love of thee ! Butl will not leave the pursuit of thee,
once the object of my purest and most devoted affection,
though to me thou canst henceforth be nothing but a
thing to weep over—I will save thee from thy betrayer,
and from thyself—I will restore thee to thy parent—to
thy God. | cannot bid the .brigut star again sparkle in
the sphere it has shot from, but"—

A slight noise inthe apartment interrupted his reverie ;
he looked round, and in the beautiful and richly-attired
female who entered at that instant by a side-door, he re-
cognized the object of his search. The first impulse
arising from this discovery, urged him to conceal his
face with the collar of his cloak, until he should find a
favourable moment of making himself known. But his
purpose was disconcerted by the young lady, (she was
not above eighteen years old) who ran joyfully towards
him, and, pulling him by the cloak, said playfully, " Nay,
my sweet friend, after 1 have waited for you so long, you
come not to my bower to play the masker—You are
arraigned of treason to true love and fond affection ; and
you must stand up at the bar, and answer it with face
uncovered—how say you, guilty or not?"

" Alas, Amy !" said Tressilian, in alow and melan-
choly tone, as he suffered her to draw the mantle from
his face. The sound of his voice, and still more the un-
expected sight of his face, changed in an instant the lady's
playful mood—she staggered back, turned as pale as
death, and put her hands before her face. Tressilian
was himself for a moment much overcome, but seeming
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su denly to remember the necessity of using an op-
portunity which might not again occur, he said in alow
tone, " Amy, fear me not."

" Why should | fear you ?" said the lady, withdrawing
her hands from her beautiful face, which was now cover-
ed with crimson,—" why should | fear you, Mr. Tres-
silian ?2—or wherefore have you intruded yourself into my
dwelling, uninvited, sir, and unwished for ?"

" Yourdwelling, Amy!" saidTressilian, " Alas! is
a prison your dwelling 2—a prison, guarded by one of
the most sordid of men, but not a greater wretch than
his employer!™"

" This house is mine," said Amy, " mine while |
choose to inhabit it—If it is my pleasure to live in seclu-
sion, who shall gainsay me ?"

" Your father, maiden," answered Tressilian, " your
broken-hearted father; who despatched me in quest of
you with that authority which he cannot exert in person.
Hereis his letter, written while he blessed his pain of
body which somewhat stunned the agony of his mind."

" The pain '—is my father then ill ?" said the lady.

"So ill," answered Tressilian, " that even your
utmost haste may not restore him to healthj but all shall
be instantly prepared Tor your departure, the instant you
yourself will give consent."

" Tressilian," answered the lady, " | cannot, | must
not, | dare not leave this place. Go back to my father—
tell him | will obtain leave to see him within twelve hours
from hence. Go back, Tressilian—tell him | am well, |
am happy—happy could | think he was so—tell him not
to fear that | will come, and in such a manner that all the
grief Amy has given him shall be forgotten—the poor
Amy is now greater than she dare name.—Go, good
Tressilian—I have injured thee too, but believe me |
have power to heal the wounds| have caused—I robbed
you of a childish heart, which was not worthy of you,
and | can repay the loss with honours and advancement."

" Doyou say this to me, Amy !—Do you offer me pa-
geants of idle ambition, for the quiet peace you have
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robbed me of >—But be it so—I came not to upbraid,
but to serve and to free you.—You cannot disguise it
from me ; you are aprisoner. Otherwise your kind
heart—for it was once a kind heart—would have been
already at your father's bed-side—Come, poor, deceiv-
ed, unhappy maiden!—all shall be forgot—all shall be
forgiven. Fear not my importunity for what regarded
our contract—it was a dream, and 1 have awaked—But
come—your father yet lives—Come, and one word of
affection—one tear of penitence, will efface the memory
of all that has passed.”

" Have | not aready said, Tressilian," replied she,
" that | will surely come to my father, and that without
farther delay than is necessary to discharge other and
equally binding duties 2—Go, carry him thenews—I come
as sure as thereis light in Heaven—that is, when | ob-
tain permission.”

" Permission ?2—permission to visit your father on his
sick-bed, perhaps on his death-bed !" repeated Tressil-
lan, impatiently; " and permission from whom ?—From
the villain, who, under disguise of friendship, abused
every duty of hospitality, and stole thee from thy father's
roof!™

" Do him no dander, Tressillan '—He whom thou
Speskest of wears a sword as sharp as thine—sharper,
vain man—for the best deeds thou hast ever done in peace
or war, were as unworthy to be named with his, as thy
obscure rank to match itself with the sphere he movesin.
—Leave me! Go, do mine errand to my father, and
when he next sendsto me |et him choose a more welcome
messenger."

" Amy," replied Tressilian, calmly, "thou canst not
move me by thy reproaches.—Tell me one thing, that 1
may bear at least one ray of comfort to my aged friend
—This rank of his which thou dost boast—dost thou
share it with him, Amy ?>—Does he claim a husband's
right to control thy motions ?*
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' Stop thy base unmannered tongue !" said the lady ;
" to no question that derogates from my honour, do X
deign an answer."

" You have said enough in refusing to reply," answer-
ed Tressilian ; " and mark me, unhappy as thou art, |
am armed with thy father's full authority to command thy
obedience, and | will save thee from the slavery of sin
and of sorrow, even despite of thyself, Amy."

" Menace no violence here !" exclaimed the lady,
drawing back from him, and alarmed at the determina-
tion expressed in his look and manner; " threaten me
not, Tressilian, for | have meansto repel force."

" But not, 1 trust, the wish to use them in so evil a
cause?' said Tressilian. " With thy will—thine uninflu-
enced, free, and natural will, Amy, thou canst not choose
this state of slavery and dishonour—thou hast been bound
by some spell—entrapped by some deceit—art now de-
tained by some compelled vow.—But thus | break the
charm—Amy, in the name of thine excellent, thy broken-
hearted father, | command thee to follow me !"

As he spoke, he advanced and extended his arm, as
with the purpose of layirg hold upon her. But she
shrunk back from his grasp, and uttered the scream,
which, as we before noticed, brought into the apartment
Lambourne and Fostei.

The latter exclaimed, so soon as he entered, " Fire
and faggot ! what have we here ?' Then addressing the
lady in a tone betwixt entreaty and command, he added,
" Uds precious ! Madam, what, make you here out of
bounds ?—Retire—retire—there is life and death in this
matter.—And you, friend, whoever you may be, leave
this house—out with you, before my dagger's hilt and
your costard become acquainted—Draw, Mike, and rid
us of the knave!"

" Not I, on my soul," replied Lambourne ; " he came
hither in my company, and he is safe from me by cutter's
law, at least till we meet again.—But hark ye, my Cornish
comrade, you have brought a Cornish flaw of wind with
you hither, ahurricano, asthey call itin the Indies. Make
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yourself scarce—depart—vanish—or we'll have you sum-
moned before the Mayor of Halgavcr, and that before
Dudman and Ramhead meet."*

" Away, base groom!" said Tressilian—" And you,
madam, fare you well—what life lingersin your father's
bosom will leave him at the news | have to tell.

He departed, the lady saying faintly as he left the
room, " Tressilian, be not rash—say no scandal of me."

' Hereis proper gear," said Foster. " | pray you go
to your chamber, my lady, and let us consider how this
is to be answered—nay, tarry not."

"1 move not at your command, sir," answered the lady.

" Nay, but you must, fair lady," replied Foster ;
" excuse my freedom, but, by blood and nails, thisis no
time to strain courtesies—you must go to your chamber.
Mike, follow that meddling coxcomb, and as you desire
to thrive, see him safely clear of the premises, while |
bring this headstrong lady to reason—Draw thy tool,
man, and after him."

"Til follow him," said Michael Lambourne, " and
see him fairly out of Flanders—But for hurting a man |
have drunk my morning's draught withal, 'tis clean against
my conscience," So saying, he left the apartment.

Tressilian, meanwhile, with hasvjr steps, pursued the
first path which prothised to conduct him through the
wild and over-grown park in which the mansion of Fos-
ter was situated. Haste and distress of mind led his
steps astray, and instead of taking the avenue which led
towards the village, he chose another, which, after he had
pursued it for some time with a hasty and reckless step,
conducted him to the other side of the demesne, where
a postern-door opened through the wall, and led into the
open country.

Tressilian paused an instant. It was indifferent tohim
by what road he left a spot now so odious to his recollec-
tions; but it was probable that the postern-door was
locked, and his retreat by. that pass rendered impossible.

Two headlands on the Cornish coast. The expressions are proverbial.
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" | must make the attempt, however," he said to him-
self ; " the only means of reclaiming thislost—this mis-
erable—this still most lovely and most unhappy girl—
must rest in her father's appeal to the broken laws of his
country—I must haste to apprize him of this heart-rend-
ing intelligence."

As Tressilian, thus conversing with himself, approach-
ed to try some means of opening the door, or climbing
over it, he perceived there was a key put into the lock
from the outside. It turned round, the bolt revolved,
and a cavalier, who entered, muffled in his riding-cloak,
and wearing a slouched hat with adrooping feather, stood
at once within four yards of him who was desirous of going
out. They exclaimed at once, in tones of resentment
and surprise, the one " Varney !" the other " Tressil
ian !"

" What make you here ?" was the stern question put
by the stranger to Tressilian, when the moment of sur-
prise was past,—"What make you here, where youn
presence is neither expected nor desired ?"

" Nay, Varney," replied Tressilian, " what make you
here? Are you cometo triumph over the innocence you
have destroyed, as the vulture or carrion-crow comes to
batten on the lamb, whose eyesit has first plucked out :
—Or are you come w encounter the merited vengeance
of an honest man ?—Draw, dog, and defend thyself!"

Tressilian drew his sword as he spoke, but Varney only
laid his hand on the hilt of his own, as he replied,
" Thou art mad, Tressilian—I own appearances are
against me, but by every oath a priest can make, or a man
can swear, "Mistress Amy Robsart hath had no injury
from me, and in truth | were somewhat loath to hurtyou
in this cause—Thou know'st | can fight."

" | have heard thee say so, Varney," replied Tressil-
ian ; " but now, methinks, | would fain have some bettei
evidence than thine ownword."

" That shall not be lacking, if blade and Ink be but
true to me," answered Varney ; and drawing his sword

5 voL. i.
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with the right hand, he threw his cloak around his left,
and attacked Tressilian with a vigour which, for a mo-
ment, seemed to give him the advantage of the combat.
But this advantage lasted not long. Tressilian added to
aspirit determined on revenge, a hand and eye admirably
well adapted to the use of the rapier ; so that Varney,
finding himself hard pressed in his turn, endeavoured to
avail himself of his superior strength, by closing with his
adversary. For this purpose, he hazarded the receiving
one of Tressilian's passes in his cloak, wrapt as it was
around his arm, and ere his adversary could extricate his
rapier thus entangled, he closed with him, shortening his
own sword at the same time, with the purpose of de-
spatching him.  But Tressilian was on his guard, and
unsheathing his poniard, parried with the blade of that
weapon the home-thrust which would otherwise have fin-
ished the combat, and in the struggle which followed,
displayed so much address, as might have confirmed the
opinion that he drew his origin from Cornwall, whose
natives arc such masters in the art of wrestling, as, were
the games of antiquity revived, might enable them to
challenge all Europe to the ring. Varney, in hisill-ad-
vised attempt, received a fall so sudden and violent, that
his sword flew several paces from Lis hand, and ere he
could recover his feet, that of his antagonist was pointed
to his throat.

" Give me the instant means of relieving thevictim of
thy treachery," said Tressilian, " or take the last ook of
your Creator's blessed sun!"

And whileVarney, too confused or too sullen to reply,
made a sudden effort to arise, his adversar) drew back
his arm, and would have executed his threat, out that the
blow was arrested by the grasp of Michael Lambounie,
who, directed by the clashing of swords, had come up
just in'time to save the life of Varney.

" Come, come, comrade," said Lambourne, " hereis
enough done, and more than enough—put up your fox,
and let us be jogging—The Black Bear growls for us.
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" Off, abject!" said Tressilian, striking himself free

of Lambourne's grasp ; " darest thou come betwixt me
and mine enemy ?"
" Abject ! abject !" repeated Lambourne ; " that

shall be answered with cold steel whenever a bowl of
sack has washed out memory of the morning's draught
that we had together. In the meanwhile, do you see,
shog—tramp—begone—we are two to one."

He spoke truth, for Varney had taken the opportunity
to regain his weapon, and Tressilian perceived it was
madness to press the quarrel farther against such odds.
He took his purse from his side, and taking out two gold
nobles, flung them to Lambourne; " There, caitiff, is
thy morning wage—thou shalt not say thou hast been my
guide unhired. Varney, farewell—we shall meet where
there are none to come betwixt us."  So saying, he
turned round and departed through the; postern-door.

Varney seemed to want the inclination, or perhaps the
power (for his fall had been a severe one) to follow his
retreating enemy. But he glared darkly as he disap-
peared, and then addressed Lambourne ; " Art thou a
comrade of Foster's, good fellow ?"

" Sworn friends, as the haft is to the knife," replied
Michael Lambourne.

" Here is a broad piece for thee—follow yonder fel-
low, and see where he takes earth, and bring me word
up to the mansion-house here. Cautious and silent, thou
knave, asthou vaiuest thy throat."

" Enough said," replied Lambourne ; " | can draw on
a scent as well as a sleuth-hound."

" Begone then," said Varney, sheathing his rapier ;
and, turning his back on Michael Lambourne, he walked
slowly towards the;house.  Lambourne stopped but an
instant to gather the nobles which his late companion had
flung towards him so unceremoniously, and muttered to
himseli, while he put them up in hispurse along with the
gratuity of Varney ; " | spoke to yonder gulls of Eldo-
rado—By Saint Anthony, there is no Eldorado for men
of our stamp equal to bonny old England ! It rains no
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bles, by Heaven—they lie on the grass as thick as dew
drops—you may have them for gathering. And if | have
not my share of such glittering dew-drops, may my
sword melt like an icicleJ"

CHAPTER V.

—He was a man

Versed in theworld as pilot in his compass.

The needle pointed ever to that interest

Which was his load-gtar, and he spread his sails

With vantage to the gale of others passon.
TheDeceiver—a Tragedy.

ANTHONY FOSTER was still engaged in debate with
his fair guest, who treated with scorn every entreaty and
request that she would retire to her own apartment, when
a whistle was heard at the entrance-door of the mansion.

" We are fairly sped now," said Foster; " yonder is
thy lord's signal, and what to say about the disorder
which has happened in this household, by my conscience,
I know not.  Some evil fortune dogs the heels of that
unhanged Vogue Lambourne, and he has scaped the gal-
lows against every chance, to come back and be the ruin
of me!"

" Peace, sir," Said the lady, " and undo the gate to
your master.—My lord ! my dear lord !" she then ex-
claimed, hastening to the Entrance of the apartment, then
added, with a voice expressive of disappointment,—
" Pooh! it is but Richard Varney."

" Ay, madam," said Varney, entering and saluting the
lady with arespectful obeisance, which she returned with
a careless mixture of negligence and of displeasure, " it
is but Richard Varney ; but even the first grey cloud
should be acceptable when it lightens in the east, because
it announces the approach of the blessed sun."
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" How ! comes my lord hither to-night ?'* said the
lady, in joyful, yet startled agitation, and Anthony Fos-
ter caught up the word, and echoed the question. Var-
ney replied to the lady, that his lord purposed to attend
her, and would have proceeded with some compliment,
when, running to the door of the parlour, she called
aloud, " Janet—Janet—come to my tiring-room instant-
ly." Then returning to Varney, she asked if her lord
sent any farther commendations to her.

" This letter, honoured madam," said he, taking from
his bosom a small ;parcel wrapt in scarlet silk,"and with
it a token to the Queen of his Affections." With cager
speed the lady hastened to undo the silken string which
surrounded the little packet, and failing to unloose readily
the knot with which it was secured, she again called
loudly on Janet, " Bring me a knife—scissars—aught
that may undo this envious knot!"

" May not my poor poniard serve, honoured madam,"
said Varney, presenting a small dagger of exquisite work-
manship, which hung in his Turkey-leather sword-belt.

" No, sir,” replied the lady, rejecting the instrument
which he offered—" Steel poniard shall cut no true-love
knot of mine."

" It has cut maty, however," said Anthony Foster,
half aside, and looking at Varney. By this time the
knot was disentangled without any other help than the
neat and nimble fingers of Japet, a simply-attired pretty
maiden, the daughter of Anthony Foster, who came run-
ning at the repeated call of her mistress. A necklace of
orient pearl, the companion of aperfumed billet, was
now hastily produced from the packet. The lady gave
the one after a slight glance to the charge of her attend-
ant, while she read or rather devoured, the contents of
the other.

' Surely, lady," said Janet, gazing with admiration at
the neck-string of pearls, " the daughters of Tyre wore
no fairer neck-jewels than these—And then the posy

5* voL.i.
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' For a neck that is fairer'—each pearl is worth a free-
hold."

" Each word in this dear paper is worth the whole
string, my girl—but come to my tiring-room, girl; we
must be brave, my lord comes hither to-night.—He bids
me grace you, Waster Varney, and to me his wish is a
law—I bid you to a collation in my bower this afternoon,
and you too, Master Foster. Give orders that all is fit-
ting and that suitable preparations be made for my lord's
reception to-night."—With these words she left the apart-
ment.

" She takes state on her already,” said Varney,
" and distributes the favour of her presence, as if she
were already the partner of his dignity.—Well—it is
wise to practise beforehand, the part which fortune pre-
pares us to play—the young eagle must gaze at the sun,
ere he soars on strong wing to meet it."

" If holding her head aloft," said Foster, " will keep
her eyes from dazzling, | warrant you the dame will not
stoop her crest. She will presently soar beyond reach
of my whistle, Master Varney. | promise you, she holds
me already in slight regard."

" It is thine own fault, thou sullen uninventive compan-
ion," answered Varney, " who know'st no mode of con-
trol, save downright brute force— Canst thou not make
home pleasant to her, with music and toys ? Canst thou
not make the out-of-doors frightful to her, with tales of
goblins?—Thou livest here by the church-yard, and hast
not even wit enough to raise a ghost, to scare thy females
into good discipline."

" Speak not thus, Master Varney," said Foster; "the
living | fear not, but | trifle not nor toy with my dead
neighbours of the church-yard. | promise you, it re-
quires a good heart to live so near it : worthy Master
Holdforth, the afternoon's lecturer of Saint Antonlin's,
had a sore fright there the last time he came to visit me."

" Hold thy superstitious tongue !" answered Varney;
" and while thou talk'st of "Visiting, answer me, thou pal-



tering knave, how can-
door ?

"Tressilian!" answcreci Foster, what know
Tressilian ?—I never heard his name."

" Why, villain, it was the very Cornish chough, to
whom old Sir Hugh Robsart destined his pretty Amy,
and hither the hot-brained fool has cometo look after his
fair run-away: there must be some order taken with him,
for he thinks he hath wrong, and is not the mean hind
that will sit down with it. Luckily he knows nought of
my lord, but thinks he has only me to deal with. But
how, in the fiend's name, came he hither ?"

" Why, with Mike Lambourne, an you must know,"
answered Foster.

" And whois Mike Lambourne ?* demanded Varney.
" By Heaven ! thou wert best set up a bush over thy
door, and invite every stroller who passes by, to see what
thou shouldst keep secret even from the sun and air."

"Ay ! ay ! thisisacourt-like requital of my service to
you, Master Richard Varney," replied Foster. " Did'st
thou not charge me to seek out for thee afellow who had
a good sword, and an unscupulous conscience ? and was
I not busying myself to find a fit man—for, thank Heav-
en, my acquaintance lies not amongst such companions—
when, as Heaven would have it, this tall fellow, who isin
all his qualities the very flashing knave thou didst wish,
came hither to fix acquaintance upon me in the plenitude
of hisimpudence, and | admitted his claim, thinking to do
you a pleasure—and now see what thanks | get for dis-
gracing myself by converse with him !"

" And did he," said Varney, " being such a fellow as
thyself, only kaeking, | suppose, thy present humour of
hypocrisy, which lies asthin over thy hard ruffianly heart,
as gold lacquer upon rusty iron—did he, | say, bring the
saintly, sighing Tressilian in his train ?"

" They come together, by Heaven!" said Foster ;
" and Tressilian—to speak Heaven's truth—obtained a
moment's interview with our pretty moppet, while | was
talking apart with Lambourne."
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" Improvident villain! we are both undone,” said
Varney. " She has of late been casting many a back-
ward look to her father's halls, whenever her lordly lover
leaves her alone.  Should this preaching fool whistle her
back to her old perch, we were but lost men."

" No fear of that, my master," replied Anthony Fos-
ter ; " she is in no mood to stoop to his lure, for she
yelled out on seeing him as if an adder had stung her."

" That is good.—Can'st thou not get from thy daugh-
ter an inkling of what passed between them, good Fos-
ter 7'

" | tell you plain, Master Varney," said Foster, " my
daughter shall not enter our purposes, or walk in our
paths. They may suit me well enough, who know how
to repent of my misdoings ; but | will not have my
child's soul committed to peril either for your pleasure or
my lord's. 1 may walk among snares and pitfalls myself,
because | have discretion, but | will not trust the poor
lamb among them."

" Why, thou suspicious fool, | were as averse as thou
art that thy baby-faced girl should enter into my plans,
or walk to hell at her father'selbow. But indirectly thou
might'st gain some intelligence of her ?"

" And so | did, Master Varney," answered Foster ;
" and she said her lady called out upon the sickness of
her father."

" Good !" replied Varney ; " that is a hint worth
catching, and |1 will work,upon it. Butthe country must
be rid of this Tressilian—I would have cumbered no
man about the matter, for | hate him like strong poison—
his presence is hemlock to me—and this day | had been
rid of him, butthat my foot slipped, when, to speak truth,
had not thy comrade yonder come to my aid, and held
his hand, 1 should have known by this time whether you
and | have been treading the path to heaven or hell."

" And you can speak thus of such arisk !" said Fos-
ter; " you keep a stout heart, Master Varney—for me,
ii J did not hope to live many years, and to have time for
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the great work of repentance, | would not go forward
with you."

" O! thou shat live as long as Methuselah," said
Varney, " and amass as much wealth as Solomon ; and
thou shalt repent so devoutly, that thy repentance shall
he more famous than thy villany,—and that is a bold
word. But for all this, Tressilian must be looked after.
Thy ruffian yonder is gone to dog him. It concerns our
fortunes, Anthony."

" Ay, ay," said Foster, sullenly, " this it is to be
leagued with one who knows not even so much of Scrip-
ture, as that the labourer is worthy of his hire. .| must,
as usual, take all the trouble and risk."

" Risk ! and what is the mighty risk, | pray you," an-
swered Varney. " This fellow will come prowling again
about your demesne or into your house, and if you take
him for a house-breaker, or a park-breaker, is it not most
natural you should welcome him with cold steel or hot
lead ? Even a mastiff will pull down those who come
near his kennel; and who shall blame him ?"

" Ay, | have a mastiff's work and a mastiff's wage
among you," said Foster. " Here have you, Master
Varney, secured a good freehold estate out of this old
superstitious foundation ; and | have but a poor lease of this
mansion under you, voiuable at your honour's pleasure.”

" Ay, and thou would'st fain convert thy leasehold into
a copyhold—the thing may chance to happen, Anthony
Foster, if thou dost good seryice for it.—But softly,
good Anthony—it is not the lending aroom or two of this
old house for keeping my lord's pretty paroquet—nay, it is
not the shutting thy doors and windows to keep her from
flying off, that may deserve it. Remember, the manor
and tithes are rated at the clear annual value of seventy-
nine pounds five shillings and five-pence halfpenny, be-
sides the value of the wood. Come, come, thou must
be conscionable ; great and secret service may deserve
both this and a better tiring.—And now let thy knave
come and pluck off my boots.—Get us some dinner, and
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acup of thy best wine.—I must visit this mavis, bravein
apparel, unruffled in aspect, and gay in temper."

They parted, and at the hour of noon, which was then
that of dinner, they again met at their meal, Varney gaily
dressed like a courtier of the time, and even Anthony
Foster improved in appearance, as far as dress could
amend an exterior so unfavourable.

This alteration did not escape Varney. When the
meal was finished, the cloth removed, and they were left
to their private discourse—" Thou art gay as agoldfinch,
Anthony," said Varney, looking at his host ; " methinks,
thou wilt whistle a jig anon—but | crave your pardon,
that would secure your ejection from the congregation of
the zealous botchers, the pure-hearted weavers, and the
sanctified bakers of Abingdon, who let their ovens cool
while their brains get heated."

" To answer you in the spirit, Master Varney," said
Foster, " were—excuse the parable—to fling sacred and
precious things before swine. So | will speak to thee in
the language of the world, which he, who is King of the
World, hath taught thee to understand, and to profit by
in no common measure."

" Say what thou wilt, honest Tony," replied Varney;
" for be it according to thine absurd faith, or according
to thy most villanous practice, it cannot choose but be
rare matter to qualify this cup of Alicant. Thy conver-
sation is relishing and poignant, and beats caviar, dried
neats-tongue, and all other provocatives that give savour
to good liquor."

" Well, then, tell me," said Anthony Foster, " is not
our good lord and master's turn better served, and his
antechamber more suitably filled, with decent, God-fear-
ing men, who will work his will and their own profit
quietly, and without worldly scandal, than that he should
be manned, and attended, and followed by such open
debauchers and ruffianly swordsmen as Tidesly, Killigrew,
this fellow Lamhourne, whom you have put me to seek
out for you, and other such, who bear the gallows in their
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face and murder in their right hand—who are a terror to
peaceable men, and a scandal to my lord's service ?"

" Oh, content you, good Master Anthony Foster,"
answered Vanicy ; " he that flies at all manner of game
must keep all kinds of hawks, both short and long-wing-
ed. The course my lord holds is no easy one, and he
must stand provided at all points with trusty retainers to
meet each sort of service. He must have his gay cour-
tier, like myself, to ruffle it in the presence-chamber, and
to lay hand on hilt when any speaks in disparagement of
my lord's honour—"

"Ay," said Foster, " and to whisper a word for him
into a fair lady's ear, when he may not approach her
himself."

" Then," said Varney, going on without appearing to
notice the interruption, " he must have his lawyers—
deep subtle pioneers—to draw his contracts—his pre-
contracts, and his post-contracts, and to find the way to
make the most of grants of church-lands, and commons,
and licenses for monopoly—And he must have physicians
who can spice a cup or a caudle—And he must have his
cabalists, like Dee and Allan, for conjuring up the devil
— A nd he must have ruffling swordsmen, who would fight
the devil when he israised and at the wildest—And above
all, without prejudice to others, he must have such godly,
innocent, puritanic souls as thou, honest Anthony, who
defy Satan, and do his work at the same time."

" You would not say, Master Varney," said Foster,
" that our good lord and master, whom 1 hold to be ful-
filled in all nobleness, would use such base and sinful
means to rise, as thy speech points at ?"

" Tush, man,” said Varney, " never look at me with
so sad abrow—you trap me not—nor am | in your power,
as your weak brain may imagine, because | name to you
freely the engines, the springs, the screws, the tackle,
and braces, by which great men rise in stirring times.—
Sayest thou our good lord is fulfilled of all nobleness ?—
Amen, and so be it—he has the more need to have those
about him who are unscrupulous in his service, and who.
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because they know that his fall will overwhelm and crush
them, must wager both blood and brain, soul and body,
in order to keep him aloft; and this | tell thee, because
| care not who knows it."

" You speak truth, Master Varney," said Anthony
Foster ; " he that is head of a party, is but a boat on a
wave, that raises not itself, but is moved upward by the
billow which it floats upon."

" Thou art metaphorical, honest Anthony," replied
Varney ; " that velvet doublet hath made an oracle of
thee—we will have thee to Oxford to take the degrees in
the arts.—And, in the meantime, hast thou arranged all
the matters which were sent from London, and put the
western chambers into such fashion as may answer my
lord's humour ?"

" They may serve a king on his bridal-day," said
Anthony ; " and | promise you that Dame Amy sits in
them yonder, as proud and gay as if she were the Queen
of Sheba."

" 'Tis the better, good Anthony," answered Varney;
" we must found our future fortunes on her good liking."

" We build on sand then," said Anthony Foster ; " for
supposing that she sails away to court, in all her lord's
dignity and authority, how is she to look back upon
me, who am her jailor asit were to detain her here against
her will, keeping her a caterpillar on an old wall, when
she would lain be a painted butterfly in a court garden ?"

" Fear not her displeasure, man," said Varney ; " |
will show her that all thou hast done in this matter was
good service, both to my lord and her; and when she
chips the egg-shell and walks alone, she shall own we
have hatched her greatness."

" Look to yourself, Master Varney," said Foster,
" you may misreckon foully in this matter—She gave you
but a frosty reception this morning, and, | think, looks on
you, as well as me, with an evil eye."

" You mistake her, Foster—you mistake her utterly
—To me she is bound by all the ties which can secure
her to one who has been the means of gratifying both her
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love and ambition. Who was it that took the obscure
Amy Robsart, the daughter of an impoverished and do-
tard knight—the destined bride of a moonstruck, moping
enthusiast, like Edmund Tressilian. from her lowly fates,
and held out to her in prospect, the brightest fortune in
England, or perchance in Europe ? Why man, it was 1
—as | have often told thee—that found opportunity for
their secret meetings—It was | who watched the wood
while he beat for the deer—It was | who, to this day, am
blamed by her family as the companion of her flight, and
were | in their neighbourhood, would be fain to wear a shirt
of better stuff than Holland linen, lest my ribs should be
acquainted with Spanish steel. Who carried their letters ?
—I. Who amused the old knight and Tressilian ?—I.
Who planned her escape?—It was |I. It was 1, in short,
Dick Varney, who pulled this pretty little daisy from its
lowly nook, and placed it in the proudest bonnet in Britain."

" Ay, Master Varney," said Foster, " but it may be
she thinks, that had the matter remained with you, the
flower had been stuck so slightly into the cap, that the
first breath of a changeable breeze of passion, had blown
the poor daisy to the common."

" She should consider,” said Varney, smiling, " the
true faith | owed my lord and master prevented me at
first from counselling marriage—and yet | did counsel
marriage when [ saw she would not be satisfied without
the—the sacrament or the ceremony—which callest thou
it, Anthony ?"

" Still she has you atrfeud on another score," said
Foster; " and | tell it you that you may look to yourself
in time—She would not hide her splendour in this dark
lantern of an old monastic house, but would fain shine a
countess amongst countesses."”

" Very natural, very right," answered Varney ; " but
what have | to do with that 2—she may shine through
horn or througn crystal at my lord's pleasure, | have
nought to say against it."

6 VOL. I.
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" She deems that you have an oar upon that side of
the boat, Master Varney," replied Foster, " and that you
can pull it or no, at your good pleasure. In aword, she
ascribes the secrecy and obscurity in which she is kept,
to your secret counsel to my lord, and to my strict agen-
-y;  and so she loves us both as a sentenced man loves
his judge and his jailor."

' She must love us better ere she leave this place,
Anthony," answered Varney. " If | have counselled
for weighty reasons that she remain here for a season, |
can aso advise her being brought forth in the full blow of
her dignity. But | were mad to do so, holding so near
a place to my lord's person, were she mine enemy.
Bear this truth in upon her as occasion offers, Anthony,
and let me alone for extolling you in her ear, and exalt-
ing you in her opinion—Ka me, ka thee—it is a proverb
all over the world—The lady must know her friends, and
be made to judge of the power they have of being her
enemies—meanwhile, watch her strictly, but with all the
outward observance that thy rough nature will permit.
'Tis an excellent thing that sullen look and bull-clog hu-
mour of thine ; thou shouldst thank God for it, and so
should my lord ; for when there is aught harsh or hard-na-
tured to be done, thou doest it as if it flowed from thine
own natural doggedness, and not .from orders, and so my
lord escapes the scandal.—But hark—some one knocks
at the gate—look out at the window—Ilet no one enter—
thiswere anill night to be interrupted. '

"It is he whom we spoke of before dinner," said
Foster, as he looked through the casement ; " it is
Michael Lambourne."

" Oh, admit him, by all means,” said the courtier,
" he comes to give some account of his guest—it imports
us much to know the movements of Edmund Tressilian
—Admit him, | say, but bring him not hither—I will
come to you presently in the abbot's library."

Foster left the room, and the courtier, who remained
behind, paced the parlour more than once in deep thought,
his arms folded on his bosom, until at length he gave vent
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to his meditations in broken words, which we have some-
what enlarged and connected, that his soliloquy may be
intelligible to the reader.

" 'Tistrue," he said, suddenly stopping, and resting
his right hand on the table at which they had been sitting,
" this base churl hath fathomed the very depth of my
fear, and | have been unable to disguise it from him—She
loves me not—I| would it were as true that | loved
not her—Idiot that | was, to move her in my own behalf,
when wisdom bade me be a true broker to my lord !'—
And this fatal error has placed me more at her discretion
than a wise man would willingly be at that of the best
piece of painted Eve'sflesh of them all. Since the hour
that my policy made so perilous a slip, | cannot look at
her without fear, and hate, and fondness, so strangely
mingled, that | know not whether, were it at my choice,
| would rather possess or ruin her. But she must not
leave this retreat until | am assured on what termswe are
to stand. My lord's interest—and so far it is mine own
—for if he sinks | fall in his train—demands conceal-
ment of this obscure marriage—and besides | will not
lend her my arm to climb to her chair of state, that she
may set her foot on my neck when she is fairly seated.
I must work an interest in her, either through love or
through fear—and who knows but | may yet reap the
sweetest and best revenge for her former scorn ?—that
were indeed a master-piece of courtlike art '—Let me
but once be her counsel-keeper—let her confide to me a
secret, did it but concern the robbery of a linnet's nest,
and, fair countess, thou art mine own!" He again paced
the room in silence, stopped, fdled, and drank a cup of
wine, as if to compose the agitation of his mind, and
muttering, " Now for a close heart, and an open and un-
ruffled brow," he left the apartment.
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CHAPTER VI.

The dews of summer night did fall,
The moon, sweet regent of the sky,
Silver'dthewallsof Cumnor-hall,
And many an oak that grew thereby.?
Mickle.

FOUR apartments, which occupied the western side of
the old quadrangle at Cumnor-Place, had been fitted up
with extraordinary splendour. This had been the work
of several days prior to that on which our story opened.
Workmen sent from London, and not permitted to leave
the premises until the work was finished, had converted
the apartments in that sde of the building, from
the dilapidated appearance of a dissolved monastic house,
into the semblance of a royal palace. A mystery was
observed in all these arrangements : the workmen came
thither and returned by night, and all measures were
taken to prevent theprying curiosity of the villagers from
observing or speculating upon the changes which were
taking place in the mansion of their once indigent, but
now wealthy neighbour, Anthony Foster. Accordingly,
the secrecy desired was so far preserved, that nothing got
abroad but vague and uncertain reports, which were re-
ceived and repeated, but without much credit being at-
tached to them.

On the evening of which we treat, the new and highly
decorated suite of rooms were, for the first time, illumin-
ated, and that with a brilliancy which might have been
visible half-a-dozen miles off, had not oaken shutters,
carefully secured with bolt and padlock, and mantled
with long curtains of silk and of velvet, deeply fringed
with gold, prevented the dightest gleam of radiance from
being seen without.

The principal apartments, as we have seen, were four
in number, each opening into the other. Access was
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given to them by a large scale staircase, as they were
then called, of unusual length and height, which had its
landing-place at the door of an antechamber, shaped
somewhat like a gallery. This apartment the abbot had
used as an occasional council-room, but it was now beau-
tifully wainscotted with dark foreign wood of a brown
colour, and bearing a high pblish, said to have been
brought from the Western Indies, and to have been
wrought in Londolh with infinite difficulty, and much
damage to the tools of the workmen. The dark colour
of this finishing was relieved by the number of lights in
silver sconces, which hung against the walls, and by six
large and richly-framed pictures, by the first masters of
the age. A massy oaken table, placed at the lower end
of the apartment, served to accommodate such as chose
to play at the then fasnionable game of shovel-board ;
and there was at the other end, an elevated gallery, for
the musicians or minstrels, who might be summoned to
increase the festivity of the evening.

From this antechamber opened a banquetting room of
moderate size, but brilliant enough to dazzle the eyes of
the spectator with the richness of its furniture. The
walls, lately so bare and ghastly, were now clothed with
hangings of sky-blue welvet and silver; the chairs were
of ebony, richly carveo, with cushions corresponding to
the hangings, and the place of the silver sconces which
enlightened the antechamber, was supplied by a huge
chandelier of the same precious metal. The floor was
covered with a Spanish foot-cloth, or carpet, on which
flowed arid fruits were represented in such glowing and
natural colours, that you hesitated to place the foot on
such exquisite workmanship. The table, of old English
oak, stood ready covered with the finest linen, and a
large portable court-cupboard was placed with the leaves
of its embossed folding-doors displayed, showing the
shelves within, decorated with a full display of plate and
porcelain.  In the midst of the table stood a salt-cellar
of Italian workmanship, abeautiful and splendid piece of
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plate, about two feet high, moulded into a representation
of the giant Briareus, whose hundred hands of silver
presented to the guest various sortsof spices, or condi-
ments, to season their food withal.

The third apartment was called the withdrawing-room.
It was hung with the finest tapestry, representing the Fall
of Phaeton ; for the looms of Flanders were now much
occupied on classical subjects. The principal seat of
this apartment was a chair of state, raised a step or two
from the floor, and large enough to contain two persons.
It was surmounted by a canopy, which, as well as the
cushions, side-curtains, and the very foot-cloth, was com-
posed of crimson velvet, embroidered with seed-pearl.
On the top of the canopy were two coronets, resembling
those of an earl and countess.  Stools covered with vel-
vet, and some cushions disposed in the Moorish fashion,
and ornamented with Arabesque needle-work, supplied
the place of chairs in this apartment, which contained
musical instruments, embroidery frames, and other arti-
cles for ladies' pastime. Besides lesser lights, the with-
drawing-room was illuminated by four tall torches of vir-
gin wax, each of which wa: placed in the grasp of a
statue, representing an armed Moor, who held in his left
arm a round buckler of silver, highly polished, interpos-
ed betwixt his breast and the lignt, which was thus bril-
liantly reflected as from a crystal mirror.

The sleeping chamber belonging to this splendid suite
of apartments, was decorated in a taste less showy, but
not lessrich, than had been displayed in the others. Two
silver lamps, fed with perfumed oil, diffused at once a
delicious odour and atrembling twilight-seeming shimmer
through the quiet apartment. It was carpeted so thick,
that the heaviest step could not have been heard, and the
bed, richly heaped with down, was spread with an ample
coverlet of silk and gold ; from under which peeped forth
cambric sheets, and blankets as white as the lambs which
yielded the fleece that made them. The curtains were
of blue velvet, lined with crimson silk, deeply festooned
with gold, and embroidered with the Loves of Cupid and
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Psyche. On the toilet was a beautiful Venetian mirror,
in aframe of silver fillagree, and beside it stood a gold
posset-dish to contain the night-draught. A pair of pis-
tols and a dagger, mounted with gold, were displayed near
die head of the bed, being the arms for the night, which
were presented to honoured guests, rather, it may be sup-
posed, in the way of ceremony, than from any apprehen-
sion of danger. We must not omit to mention, what was
more to the credit of the manners of the time, that in a
small recess, illuminated by a taper, were disposed two has-
socks of velvet and gold, corresponding with the bed fur-
niture, before a desk of carved ebony. This recesshad
formerly been the private oratory of the abbot, but the
crucifix wasremoved, and instead, there were placed on
die desk two Books of Common Prayer, richly bound,
and embossed with silver. With this enviable sleeping
apartment, which was so far removed from every sound
save that of the wind sighing among the oaks of the park,
that Morpheus might have coveted it for his own proper
repose, corresponded two wardrobes, or dressing-rooms
as they are now termed, suitably furnished, and in a style
of the same magnificence which we have already describ-
ed. It ought to be added, that a part of the building in
the adjoining wing was occupied by the kitchen and its
offices, and served to accommodate the personal attend-
ants of the great and wealthy nobleman, for whose use
these magnificent preparations had been made.

The divinity, for whose sake this temple had been dec-
orated, was well worthy the cost and pains which had
beenbestowed. She was seated in the withdrawing-room
which we have described, surveying with the pleased eye
of natural and innocent vanity, the splendour which had
been so suddenly created, asit were, in her honour. For,
as her own residence at Cumnor-Place formed the cause
of the mystery observed in all the preparations for open
ing these apartments, it was sedulously arranged, that un-
til she took possession of them, she should have no means
of knowing what was going forward in that part of the
ancient building, or of exposing herself to be seen by the
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workmen engaged in the decorations. She had been,
therefore, introduced on that evening to a part of the
mansion which she had never yet seen, so different from
all the rest, that it appeared, in comparison, like an en-
chanted palace. And when shefirst examined and occu-
pied these splendid rooms, it was with the wild and un-
restrained joy of a rustic beauty, who finds herself sud-
denly invested with a splendour which her most extrava-
gant wishes had never imagined, and at the same time
with the keen feeling of an affectionate heart, which knows
that all the enchantment that surrounds her, is the work
of the great magician Love.

The Countess Amy, therefore,—for to that rank she
was exalted by her private but solemn union with Eng-
land's proudest Earl,—had for a time flitted hastily from
room to room, admiring each new proof of her lover and
her bridegroom's taste, and feeling that admiration en-
hanced, as she recollected that all she gazed upon was
one continued proof of his ardent and devoted affection.
—" How beautiful are these hangings !—How natural
these paintings, which seem to contend with life ! —How
richly wrought is that plate, which looks as if all the gal-
leons of Spain had been intercepted on the broad sess to
furnish it forth '—And oh, Janet !" she exclaimed re-
peatedly to the daughter of Anthony Foster, the close at-
tendant, who, with equal curiosity, but somewhat less
ecstatic joy, followed on her mistress's footsteps—" O,
Janet! how much more delightful to think, that all these
fair things have been assembled by his love, for the love
of me ! and that this evening—this very evening, which
grows darker every instant, 1 shall thank hirn more for the
love that has created such an unimaginable paradise, than
for all the wonders it contains."

" The Lord is to be thanked first," said the pretty pu-
ritan," who gave thee, lady, the kind and courteous hus-
band, whose love has done so much for thee. 1, too,
have done my poor share. But if you thus run wildly
from room to room, the toil of my crisping and my curl-
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ing pins will vanish like the frost-work on the window
when the sun is high."

" Thou sayest true, Janet," said the young and beau-
tiful countess, stopping suddenly from her tripping race
of enraptured delight, and looking at herself from head
to foot in a huge mirror, such as she had never before seen,
and which, indeed, had few to match it even in the Queen's
palace—" Thou sayest true, Janet!" she answered, as
she saw/, with pardonable self-applause, the noble mirror
reflect such charms as wero seldom presented to its fair
and polished surface ; " | have more of the milk-maid
than the countess, with these cheeks flushed with haste,
and all these brown curls, which you laboured to bring to
order, straying as wild as thetendrils of an unpruned vine
— My falling rufF is chafed too, and shows the neck and
bosom more than is modest and seemly—Come, Janet—
we will practise state—we will go to the withdrawing-
room, my good girl, and thou shalt put these rebel locks
in order, and imprison within lace and cambric the bosom
that beats too high."

They went to the withdrawing apartment accordingly,
where the countess playfully stretched herself upon the
pile of Moorish cushions, half sitting, half reclining, half
wrapt in her own thoughts, half listening to the prattle of
her attendant.

While she was in this attitude, and with acorrespond-
ing expression betwixt listlessness and expectation on
her fine and intelligent, features, you might have searched
sea and land without finding any thing half so expressive
or half so lovely. The wreath of brilliants which mixed
with her dark brown hair, did not match in lustre the
hazel eye which alight brown eyebrow, pencilled with
exquisite delicacy, and long eyelashes of the same col-
our, relieved and shaded. The exercise she had just
taken, her excited expectation and gratified vanity, spread
a glow over her fine features, which had been sometimes
censured (as beauty as well as art has her minute crit-
ics) for being rather too pale. The milk-white pearls
of the necklace which she wore, the same which she
had just received as atrue-love token from her husband,
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were excelled in purity by her teeth, and by the colour
of her skin, saving where the blush of pleasure and self-
satisfaction had somewhat stained the neck with a shade
of light crimson.—" Now have done with these busy fin-
gers, Janet," she said to her handmaiden, who was
still officiously employed in bringing her hair, and her
dress into order—" Have done, 1 say—I| must sec your
father ere my lord arrives, and also Master Richard Var-
ney, whom my lord has highly in his esteem—»but | could
tell that of him would lose him favour."

" O do not do so, good my lady !" replied Janet ;
" leave him to God, who punishes the wicked in his own
time ; but do not you cross Varney's path, for so thor-
oughly hath he my lord's ear, that few have thriven who
have thwarted his courses."

" And from whom had you this, my most righteous
Janet ?' said the countess; " or why should | keep terms
with so mean a gentleman as Varney, being, as| am, wife
to his master and patron ?"

" Nay, madam," replied Janet Foster, " your ladyship
knows better than | —But | have heard my father say he
would rather cross a hungry wolf, than thwart Richard
Varney in his projects—And he has oft charged me to
have a care of holding commerce with him."

" Thy father said well, girl, for thee," replied the lady,
" and | dare swear meant well. It is a pity, though, his
face and manner do little match his true purpose—for |
think his purpose may be true."

" Doubt it not, my lady," answered Janet—" Doubt
not that my father purposes well, though he is aflair
man, and his blunt looks may belie his heart."

“ 1 will not doubt it, girl, were it only for thy sake ,
and yet he has one of those faces which men tremble
when they look on—I think even thy mother, Janet—
nay, have done with that poking-iron—could hardly look
upon him without quaking."

" If it were so, madam," answered Janet Foster, " my
mother had those who could keep her in honourable coun-
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tenance. Why, even you, my lady, both trembled and
blushed when Varney brought the letter from my lord."

" You are bold, damsel," said the countess, rising from
the cushions on which she sat half reclined in the arms
of her attendant—" Knoly that there are causes of trem-
bling which have nothing to do with fear.—But, Janet,"
she added, immediately relapsing into the good-natured
and familiar tone which was natural to her, " believe me
I will do what creditl canto your father, and the rather,
that you, sweetheart, are his child.—Alas ! aas !" she
added, a sudden sadness passing over her fine features,
and her eyesfillingwith tears, " | ought the rather to hold
sympathy with thy kind heart, that my own poor fatheris
uncertain of my fate, and they say lies sick and sorrow-
ful for my worthless sake!l—But | will soon cheer him—
the news of my happiness and advancement will make
him young again.—And that | may cheer him the sooner"
—she wiped her eyes as she spoke—" | must be cheerful
myself—My lord must not find me insensible to his kind-
ness, or sorrowful when he snatches a visit to his recluse,
after so long an absence.—Be merry, Janet—the night
wears on, and my lord must soon arrive.—Call thy father
hither, and call Varney also—I cherish resentment against
neither; and though | may have some room to be dis-
pleased with both, it shall be their own fault if ever a
complaint against them reaches the earl through my
means.—Call them bither, Janet."

Janet, Foster obeyed her mistress ; and in a few min-
utes after, Varney entered the withdrawing-room with
the graceful ease and unclouded front of an accomplish-
ed courtier, skilled, under the veil of external politeness,
to disguise his own feelings, and to penetrate those of
others. Anthony Foster plodded into the apartment after
him, his natural gloomy vulgarity of aspect seeming to
become yet more remarkable, from hisclumsy attempt to
conceal the mixture of anxiety and dislike with which
he looked on her, over whom he had hitherto exer-
cised so severe a control, now so splendidly attired, and
decked with so many pledges of the interest which she
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possessed in her husband's affections. The blundering
reverence which he made, rather at than to the countess,
had confession init—It was like the reverence which the
criminal makes to the judge, when he at once owns
his guilt and implores mercy,—which is at the same time
an impudent and embarrassed attempt at defence or ex-
tenuation, a confession of a fault, and an entreaty for
lenity.

Varney, who, in right of his gentle blood, had pressed
into the room before Anthony Foster, knew better what
to say than he, and said it with more assurance and a
better grace.

The countess greeted him indeed with an appearance
of cordiality, which seemed a complete amnesty for what-
ever she might have to complain of. She rose from her
seat, and advanced two steps towards him, holding forth
her hand as she said, " Master Richard Varney, you
brought me this morning such welcome tidings, that J fear
surprise and joy made me neglect my lord and husband's
charge to receive you with distinction. We offer you
our hand, sir, in reconciliation."

l amunworthytotouchit," saidVarney, droppingon

oneknee, " saveasasubject honoursthat of aprince.”

Hetouched with hislipsthose fair and slender fingers,
so richly loaded with rings and jewels ; then rising, with
graceful gallantry, was about to hand her to the chair of
state, when she said, " No, good Master Richard Var-
ney, | take not my place there until my lord himself con-
ducts me. | am for the present but a disguised countess,
and will not take dignity on me until authorized by him
whom | derive it from."

" | trust, my lady," said Foster, " that in doing the
commands of my lord your husband, in your restraint and
so forth, | have not incurred your displeasure, seeing that
| did but my duty towardsyour lord and mine ; for Heav-
en, as holy writ saith, hath given the husband supremacy
and dominion over thewife—I think it runs so, or some-
thing like it."
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" | receive at this moment so pleasant a surprise, Mas-
ter Foster," answered the countess, " that | cannot but
excuse the rigid fidelity which secluded me from these
apartments, until they had assumed an appearance so new
and so splendid."

" Ay, lady," said Foster, " it hath cost many a fair
crown ; and that more need not be wasted than is abso-
lutely necessary, | leave you till my lord's arrival with
good Master Richard Vamey, who, as| think, hath some-
what to say to you from your most noble lord and hus-
band.—Janet, follow me, to sec that all be in order."

" No, Master Foster," said the countess, " we will
your daughter remains here in our apartment; out of car-
shot, however, in case Varney hath aught to say to me
from my lord."

Foster made his clumsy reverence, and departed, with
an aspect that seemed to grudge the profuse expense,
which had been wasted upon changing his house from a
bare and ruinous grange to an Asiatic palace. When he
was gone, his daughter took her embroidery frame, and
went to establish herself at the. bottom of the apartment,
while Richard Varney, with a profoundly humble cour-
tesy, took the lowest stool he could find, and placing it
by the side of the pile of cushions on which the countess
had now again seated herself, sat with his eyes for atime
fixed onthe ground, and in profound silence. " | thought,
Master Varney," sald the countess, when she saw he was
not likely to open the conversation, " that you had some-
thing to communicate from my lord and husband ; so at
least | understood Master Foster, and therefore | remov-
ed my waiting-maid.  If I am mistaken, | will recall her
to my side ; for her needle is not so absolutely perfect
in tent and cross-stitch, but what my superintendence is
advisable.

" Lady," said Varney, " Foster was partly mistaken in
my purpose. It was not from, but of your noble hus-
band, and my approved and most noble patron, that | am
led, and indeed bound to speak."

7 VvoOL.I
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" The theme is most welcome, sir," said the countess,
" whether it be of or from my noble husband. But be
brief, for | expect his hasty approach.”

" Briefly then, madam," replied Varney, " and boldly,
for my argument requires both haste and courage—Y ou
have this day seen Tressilian?"

"I have, sir, and what of that ?* answered the lady
somewhat sharply.

" Nothing that concerns me, lady," Varney replied
with humility. " But, think you, honoured madam,
that your lord will hear it with equal equanimity ?'

" And wherefore should he not 7—To me aone was
Tressilian'svisit embarrassing and painful, for he brought
news of my good father's illness."

" Of your father's illness, madam !" answered Varney.
"1t must have been sudden then—very sudden ; for the
messenger whom | despatched, at my lord's instance, found
the good knight on the hunting-field, cheering his beagles
with his wonted jovial field-cry. | trust, Tressilian has
but forged this news—He hath his reasons, madam, as
you well know, for disquieting your present happiness."

" You do himinjustice, Mister Varney," replied the
countess with animation—" Y ou do him much injustice.
He is the freest, the most open, the most gentle heart
that breathes. My honourable lord ever excepted, 1 know
not one to whom falsehood is more odious than to Tres-
silian."

" | crave your pardon, madam," said Varney, " |
meant the gentleman no injustice—I knew not how nearly
his cause affected you. A man may, in some circum-
stances,, disguise the truth for fair and honest purpose ;
for were it to be always spoken, and upon all occasions,
thiswerenoworldtolivein."

" Y ou have a courtly conscience, Master Varney," said
the countess, " and your veracity will not, | think, inter-
rupt your preferment in the world, such as it is.—But
touching Tressilian—I must do him justice, for | havis
done himwrong, as none knows better than thou.—Trcs-
silian's conscience is of other mould—The world thou
speakest of has not that which could bribe him from the
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way of truth and honour; and for living in it with a soil-
ed fame, the ermine would as soon seek to lodge in the
den of the foul pole-cat. For this my father loved him
—For this| would have loved him—if | could.—And
yet in this case he had what seemed to him, unknowing
alike of my marriage, and to whom | was united, such pow-
erful reasons to withdraw me from this place, that | well
trust he exaggerated much of my father's indisposition,
and that thy better news may be the truer."

" Believe me they are, madam,"” answered Varney ;
" | pretend not to be a champion of that same naked vir-
tue called truth, to thevery outrance. | can consent that
her charms be hidden with a veil, were it but for decen-
cy's sake. But you must think lower of my head and
heart, than is due to one whom my noble lord deigns to
call hisfriend, if you suppose | could wilfully and unneces-
sarily palm upon your ladyship a falsehood, so soon to be
detected, in a matter which concerns your happiness.”

" Master Varney," said the countess, " | know thai my
lord esteems you, and holds you a faithful and a good
pilot in those seas in which he has spread so high and so
venturous a sail. Do no: suppose, therefore, | meant
hardly by you, when | spoke the truth inTrcssiliari'svin-
dication—I am, as you well know, country-bred, and like
plain rustic truth better than courtly compliment ; but |
must change my fashions with my sphere, | presume."

"True, madam," said Varney, smiling, " and though
you speak now injest, it will not be amissthat in earnest
your present speech had some connexion with your real
purpose.—A court-dame—take the most hoble—the most
virtuous—the most unimpeachable that stands around our
Queen's throne—would, for example, have shunned to
speak the truth, or what she thought such, in praise of a
discarded suitor, before the dependent and confidant of
her noble husband."

" And wherefore," said the countess, colouring impa-
tiently, " should | not do justice to Tressilian's worth,
before my husband's friend—before my husband himself
-—before the whole world ?"
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" And with the same openness," said Varney, " your
ladyship will this night tell my noblelord your husband,
that Tressilian has discovered your place of residence,
so anxiously concealed from the world, and that he has
had an interview with you ?"

" Unquestionably," said the Countess. " It will be the
first thing | tell him, together with every word that Tres-
silian said, and that | answered, | shall speak my own
shame in this, for Tressilian's reproaches, less just, than
he esteemed them, were not altogether unmerited—I will
speak, therefore, with pain, but | will speak, and speak all."

" Your ladyship will do your pleasure," answered V ar-
ney ; " but methinks it were as well, since nothing calls
for so frank a disclosure, to spare yourself this pain, and
my noble lord the disquiet, and Master Tressilian, since
belike he must be thought of in the matter, the danger
which islike to ensue."

" | can see nought of all these terrible consequences,"”
said the lady, composedly, " unless by imputing to my
noble lord unworthy thoughts, which | am sure never har-
boured in his generous heart."

" Far be it from me to do so," said Varney—And then,
after a moment's silence, he added, with a real or affect-
ed plainness of manner, very different from his usual
smooth courtesy—" Come, madam, | will show you that
a courtier dare, speak truth as well as another, when it
concerns the weal of those whom he honours and regards,
ay, and although it may infer his own danger."—He wait-
ed as if to receive commands, or at least permission to
go on, but as the lady remained silent, he proceeded, but
obviously with caution.—" Look around you," he said,
" noble lady, and observe the barriers with which this
place is surrounded, the studious mystery with which the
brightest jewel that England possesses is secluded from
the admiring gaze. See with what rigour your walks are
circumscribed, and your movements restrained at the
beck of yonder churlish Foster. Consider all this, and
judge for yourself what can be the cause,”



KENILWORTH. 77

" My lord's pleasure," answered the countess ; and |
am bound to seek no other motive."

" His pleasure it is indeed," said Varney ; " and his
pleasure arises out of alove worthy of the object which in-
spires it.  But he who possesses atreasure, and who val-
ues it, is oft anxious, in proportion to the value he puts
upon it, to secure it from the depredations of others.”

" What needs all thistalk, Master Varney ?" said the
lady, in reply ; " you would have me believe that my
noble lord isjealous—Suppose it true, | know a cure for
jealousy."

' Indeed, madam !" said Varney.

" Itis,” replied the lady, " to speak the truth to my
lord at all times, to hold up my mind and my thoughts
before him aspure as that polished mirror ; so that when
he looks into my heart, he shall only see his own features
reflected there.”

" | am mute, madam," answered Varney ; " and as |
have no reason to grieve for Tressilian, who would have
my heart's blood were he able, 1 shall reconcile myself
easily to what may befall the gentleman, in consequence
of your frank disclosure of his having presumed to intrude
upon your solitude.—You, who know my lord so much
better than | , will judge if he belikelytobear the insult
unavenged."

" Nay, if | could think myself the eause of Tressilian's
ruin," said the countess,—" | who have already occasion-
ed him so much distress, | might be brought to be silent.
—And yet what will it avail since he was seen by Foster,
and | think by some one else —No, no, Varney, urge it
no more, | will tell the whole matter to my lord ; and
with such pleading for Trcssilian's folly, as shall dispose
my lord's generous heart rather to serve than to punish
him."

" Your judgment, madam," said Varney, " is far su-
perior to mine, especially as you may, if you will, prove
the ice before you step on it, by mentioning Tressilian's
name to my lord, and observing how he enduresit  For

7 vol. i.
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Foster and his attendant, they know not Trcssilian by
sight, and | can easily give them some reasonable excuse
for the appearance of an unknown stranger.”

The lady paused for an instant, and then replied, " If,
Varney, it be indeed true that Foster knows not as yet
that the man he saw was Tressilian, | own | were unwil-
ling he should learn what nowise concerns him. He
bears himself already with austerity enough, and | wish
him not to be judge or privy-counsellor in my affairs.”

" Tush," said Varney ; " what has the surly groom to
do with your ladyship's concerns 2—No more, surely, than
the ban-dog which watches his court-yard. If heisin
aught distasteful to your ladyship, | have interest enough
to have him exchanged for a seneschd that shall be more
agreeabletoyou.”

" Master Varney," said the countess, " let us drop this
theme—when | complain of the attendants whom my
lord has placed around me, it must be to my lord himself.
—Hark ! | hear the trampling of horse—He comes! he
comes I"  ghe exclaimed, jumping up in ecstasy.

" | cannot think it is he," said Varney ; " or that you
can hear the tread of his horse through the closely man-
tled casemeots.”

" Stop me not, Varney—my ears are keener than thine
—itishe!"

" But, madam !—but madam !" exclaimed Varney,
anxiously, and still placing himself in her way—" I trust
that what | have spoken in humble duty and service, will
not be turned to my ruin ?—I hope that my faithful ad-
vice will not be bewrayed to my prejudice ?—I implore
that"—

" Content thee, man—content thee !" said the count-
ess, " and quit my skirt—you are too bold to detain me
—Content thyself, | think not of thee."

At this moment the folding-doors flew wide open, and
aman of maestic mien, muffled in the folds of along
dark riding-cloak, entered the apartment.
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CHAPTERVII.

———This ishe
Who rides on the court-gale ; control itstides;
Knows all their secret shoals and fatal eddies ;
Whose frown abases, and whose smile exalts.
He shines like any rainbow—and, perchance,
His colours are as transient.
Old Play.

THERE was some little displeasure and confusion on
the countesss brow, owing to her struggle with Varney's
pertinacity ; but it was exchanged for an expression of
the purest joy and affection, as she threw herself into the
arms of the noble stranger who entered, and clasping him
to her bosom, exclaimed, " At length—at length thou
art come !"

Varney discreetly withdrew as hislord entered, and
Janet was about to do the same, when her mistress signed
to her to remain. She took her place at the farther end
of the apartment, and continued standing, as if ready for
attendance.

Meanwhile the earl, for he was of no inferior rank,
returned his lady's caress with the most affectionate ar-
dour, but affected to resist when she strove to take his
cloak from him.

" Nay," she said, " but | will unmantle you—I must
e if you have keptyour word to me, and come asthe
great earl men call thee, and not asheretofore like apri
vate cavalier."

" Thou art like the rest of theworld, Amy," sad the
earl, suffering her to prevail in the playful contest; " the
jewels, and feathers, and silk, are more to them than the
man whom they adorn—many a poor blade looks gay in
a velvet scabbard.”
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" But so cannot men say of thee, thou noble earl,"
said his lady, as the cloak dropped on the floor, and
showed him dressed as princes when they ride abroad ;
" thou art the good and well-tried steel, whoso inly worth
deserves, yet disdains, its outward ornaments. Do not
think Amy can love thee better in this glorious garb, than
she did when she gave her heart to him who wore the
russet-brown cloak in the woods of Devon."

" And thou too," said the earl, as gracefully and ma-
jestically he led his beautiful countess towardsthe chair
of state which was prepared for them both,—" thou too,
my love, hast donned a dress which becomes thy rank,
though it cannot improve thy beauty. What think'st thou
of our court taste ?

The lady cast a sidelong glance upon the great mirror
as they passed it by, and then said, " | know not how it
is, but | think not of my own person, while | look at the
reflection of thine. Sit thou there," she said, as they
approached the chair of state, " like a thing for men to
worship and to wonder at."

" Ay, love," said the earl, " if thou wilt share my
state with me."
" Not so," said the countess; " | will sit on this foot-

stool at thy feet, that | may spell over thy splendour, and
learn, for the first time how princes are attired."

And with a childish wonder, which her youth and rus-
tic education rendered not only excusable but becoming,
mixed as it was with a delicate show of the most tender
conjugal affection, she examined and admired from head
to foot the noble form and princely attire of him, who
formed the proudest ornament of the court of England's
Maiden Queen, renowned as it was for splendid court-
iers, as well as for wise counsellors. Regarding affec-
tionately his lovely bride, and gratified by her unrepress-
ed admiration, the dark eye and noble features of the
ear| expressed passions more gentle than the commanding
and aspiring look which usually sat upon his broad fore-
head, and in the piercing brilliancy of his dark eye, and
he smiled at the simplicity which dictated the questions
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she put to him concerning the various ornaments with
which he was decorated.

" The embroidered strap, as thou callest it, around my
knee," he said, " is the English Garter, an ornament
which kings are proud to wear. See, here is the star
which belongs to it, and here the Diamond George, the
jewel of the order. You have heard how King Edward
and the Countess of Salisbury"—

" O, | know all that tale,” said the countess, slightly
slushing," and how a lady's garter became the proudest
badge of English chivalry."

" Even so," said the earl; " and this most honoura-
ble Order | had the good hap to receive at the same time
with three most noble associates, the Duke of Norfolk,
the Marquis of Northampton, and the Earl of Rutland.
| was the lowest of the four in rank—but what then 2—
he that climbs a ladder must begin at the first round."

" But this other fair collar, so richly wrought, with
some jewel like a sheep hung by the middle attached to
it, what," said the young countess, " does that emblem
sgnify 7'

" This collar,” said the earl, " with its double fusilles
interchanged with these knobs which are supposed to pre-
sent flint-stones, sparkling with fire, and sustaining the
jewel you inquire about, is the badge of the noble Order
of the Golden Fleece, once appertaining to the House of
Burgundy. It hath high privileges, my Amy, belonging
to it, this most noble Order; for even the King of Spain
himself, who hath now succeeded to the honours and de-
mesnes of Burgundy, may not sit in judgment upon a
knight of the Golden Fleece, unless by assistance and
consent of the Great Chapter of the order."

" Andis this an order belonging to the cruel King of
Spain ?" said the countess. " Alas! my noble lord, that
you will defile your noble English breast by bearing such
an emblem ! Bethink you of the most unhappy Queen
Mary's days, when this same Philip held sway with her
in England, and of the piles which were built for our no-
blest, and our wisest, and our most truly sanctified prelates
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and divines—And will you, whom men call the standard-
bearer of the true Protestant faith, be contented to wear
the emblem and mark of such a Romish tyrant as he of
Spain?"

" O, content you, my love," answered the carl; " we
who spread our sails to gales of court-favour, cannot al-
ways display the ensigns we love the best, or at all times
refuse sailing under colours which we like not. Believe
me, | am not the less good Protestant, that for policy |
must accept the honour offered me by Spain, in admit-
ting me to this his highest order of knighthood.  Besides,
it belongs properly to Flanders; and Egmont, Orange,
and others, have pride in seeing it displayed on an Eng-
lish bosom.”

" Nay, my lord, you know your own path best," repli-
ed the countess.—" And this other collar, to what coun-
try does this fair jewel belong ?"

" To a very poor one, my love," replied the earl;
this is the Order of Saint Andrew, revived by the last
James of Scotland. It was bestowed on me when it was
thought the young widow of France and Scotland would
gladly have wedded an English baron; but a free coro-
net of England isworth a crown matrimonial held at the
humour of a woman, and owning only the poor rocks and
bogs of the north."

The countess paused, as if what the earl last said had
excited some painful but interesting train of thought;
and, as she still remained silent, her husband proceeded.

" And now, loveliest, your wish is gratified, and you
have seen your vassal in such of histrim array as accords
with riding vestments ; for robes of state and coronets are
only for princely halls."

" Well, then," said the countess, " my gratified wish
has, as usual, given rise to a new one."

" And what is it thou canst ask that | can deny ?' said
the fond husband.

"1 wished to see my earl visit this obscure and secret
bower," said the countess, " in all his princely array, and
now, methinks, | long to sitin one of his princely halls,
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and see him enter dressed in sober russet, as when he
won poor Amy Robsart's heart."

" That is a wish easily granted," said the earl—" the
sober russet shall be donned to-morrow, ifyou will."
"But shall I ," said the lady, " go with you to one of

your castles, to see how the richness of your dwelling will
correspond with your peasant habit?"

"Why, Amy," said the earl, lookingaround, " are
not these apartments decorated with sufficient splendour ?
| gave the most unbounded order, and, methinks, it has
been indifferently well obeyed—but if thou canst tell me
aught which remains to be done, | will instantly give di-
rection.”

" Nay, my lord, now you mock me," replied the coun-
tess ; " the gaiety of thisrich lodging exceeds my imagi-
nation as much as it doesmy desert. But shall not your
wife, my love—at least one day soon—be surrounded
with the honour which arises neither from the toils of the
mechanic who decks her apartment, nor from the silks
and jewels with which your generosity adorns her, but
which is attached to her place among the matronage, as
the avowed wife of England's noblest earl ?"

" One day ?" said her husband,—" Yes, Amy, my love,
one day this shall surely happen ; and, believe me, thou
canst not wish for that day more fondly than I. With
what rapture could | retire from labours of state, and cares
and toils of ambition, to spend my life in dignity and hon-
our on my own broad domains, with thee, my lovely Amy,
for my friend and companion! But, Amy, this cannot
yet be; and these dear but stolen interviews are all | can
give to the loveliest and the best beloved of her sex."

" But why can it not be ?* urged the countess, in the
softest tones of persuasion,—" why can it not immedi-
ately take place—this more perfect, this uninterrupted
union, for which you say you wish, and which the laws of
God and man alike command ?—Ah! did you but desire
it half as much as you say, mighty and favoured as you
are, who, or what, should bar your attaining your wish ?"

The earl's brow was overcast.
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"Amy," he said, " you speak of what you under-
stand not. We that toil in courts are like those who
climb a mountain of loose sand—we dare make no halt
until some projecting rock afford us a secure footing and
resting place— if we pause sooner, we slide down by our
own weight, an object of universal derision. | stand high,
but I stand not secure enough to follow my own inclina-
tion. To declare my marriage, were to be the artificer
of my own ruin. But, believe me, | will reach a point,
and that speedily, when | can do justice to thee and to
myself. Meantime, poison not the bliss of the present
moment, by desiring that which cannot at present be.
Let me rather know whether all here is managed to thy
liking. How does Foster bear himself to you ?—in
all things respectful | trust, else the fellow shall dearly
rueit."

" He reminds me sometimes of the necessity of this
privacy," answered the lady with asigh; " but that is
reminding me of your wishes, and therefore, | am rather
bound to him than disposed to blame him for it."

" | have told you the stern necessity which is upon us,"
replied the earl. " Foster is, | note, somewhat sullen of
mood, but Varney warrants to me his fidelity and devo-
tion to my service. Ifthou hast aught, however, to com-
plain of the mode in which he discharges his duty, he
shall abyeit."

" O, | have nought to complain of," answered the
lady, " so he discharges his task with fidelity to you ;
and his daughter Janet is the kindest and best companion
of my solitude—her little air of precision sits so well upon
her!"

"Is she indeed ?* said the earl; " she who gives
you pleasure, must not pass unrewarded—Come hither,
damsel."

" Janet," said the lady, " come hither to my lord."

Janet, who, as we already noticed, had discreetly re-
tired to some distance, that her presence might be no
check upon the private conversation of her lord and lady,
now came forward; and as she made her reverential
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curtsy, the earl could not avoid smiling at the contrast
which the extreme simplicity of her dress, and the prim
demureness of her looks made, with a very pretty coun-
tenance and a pair of black eyes, that laughed in spite of
their mistress's desire to look grave.

"1 am bound to you, pretty damsel," said the earl,
" for the contentment which your service hath given to
this lady," As he said this, he took from his finger a
ring of some price, and offered it to Janet Foster, adding,
" Wear this, for her sake and for mine.."

“ | am well pleased, my lord," answered Janet, de-
murely, " that my poor service hath gratified my lady,
whom no one can draw nigh to without desiring to please ;
but we of the precious Master Holdforth's congregation
seek not like the gay daughters of this world, to twine
gold around our fingers, or wear stones upon our necks,
like the vain women of Tyre and of Sidon."

" O, what! you are a grave professor of the precise
sisterhood, pretty Mrs, Janet,” said the earl, " and |
think your father is of the same congregation in sinceri-
ty ? | like you both the better for it; for | have been
prayed for, and wished well to, in your congregations-
And you may the better afford the lack of ornament,
Mrs. Janet, because yonr fingers are slender and your
neck white. But here is what neithe- papist nor puri-
tan, latitudinarian nor precisian ever boggles or makes
mouths at. E'en take it, my girl, and employ it as
you list."

So saying, he put into her hand five broad gold pieces
of Philip and Mary.

" | would not accept this gold neither," said Janet,
but that | hope to find a use for it which will bring a
blessing on us all."

" Even please thyself, pretty Janet,” said the earl,
"“and | shall be well satisfied—And | prithee let them
hasten the evening collation."

" | have bidden Master Varney and Master Foster to
sup with us, my lord," said the countess, as Janet retired
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to obey the earl's commands, " has it your approba-
tion?"

" What you do ever must have so, my sweet Amy,"
replied her husband ; " and | am the better pleased thou
hast done them this grace, because Richard Vamey is
my sworn man, and a close brother of my secret coun-
cil ; and for the present | must needs repose much trust
in this Anthony Foster."

" | had a boon to beg of thee, and a secret to tell thee,
my dear lord," said the countess with a faltering accent,

" Let both be for to-morrow, my love," replied the earl.
" | see they open the folding-doors into the banquetting
parlour, and as | have ridden far and fast, a cup of wine
will not be unacceptable.”

So saying, he led his lovely wife into the next apart-
ment, where Varney and Foster received them with the
deepest reverences, which the first paid after the fashion
of the court, and the second after that of the congregation.
The earl returned their salutation with the negligent cour-
tesy of one long used to such homage ; while the coun-
tess repaid it with a punctilious solicitude, which showed
it was not quite so, familiar to her.

The banquet at which the company seated themselves,
corresponded in magnificence with the splendour of the
apartment in which it was served up, but no domestic
gave his attendance. Janet alone stood ready to wait
upon the company ; and, indeed, the board was so well
supplied with all that could be desired, that little or no
assistance was necessary. The earl and his lady occu-
pied the upper end of the table, and Varncy and Foster
sat beneath the salt, as was the custom with inferiors.
The latter, overawed perhaps by society to which he was
altogether unused, did not utter a single syllable during
the repast; while Varney, with great tact and discern-
ment, sustained just so much of the conversation, aswith-
out the appearance of intrusion on his part, prevented it
from languishing, and maintained the good-humour of the
earl at the highest pitch. This man was indeed highly
qualified by nature to discharge the part in which he found
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himself placed, being discreet and cautious on the one
hand, and on the other, quick, keen-witted, and imagina-
tive; so that even the countess, prejudiced as she was
against him on many accounts, fell and enjoyed his pow-
ers of conversation, and was more disposed than she had
ever hitherto found herself, to join in the praises which
the earl lavished on his favourite. The hour of rest at
length arrived, the earl and countess retired to their
apartment, and all was silent in the castle for the rest of
the night.

Early on the ensuing morning, Varney acted as the
earl's chamberlain as well as his master of horse, though
the latter was his proper office in that magnificent house-
hold, where knights and gentlemen of good descent were
well contented to hold such menial situations, as nobles
themselves held in that of the sovereign. The duties of
each of these charges were familiar to Varney, who,
sprung from an ancient but somewhat decayed family,
was the earl's page during his earlier and more obscure
fortunes, and, faithful to him in adversity, had afterwards
contrived to render himself no less useful to him in his
rapid and splendid advance to fortune; thus establishing
in him an interest resting both on present and past servi-
ces, which rendered him an almost indispensable sharer
of his confidence.

" Help meto do on aplainer riding-suit, Varney," said
the earl, as he laid aside his morning-gown, flowered
with silk, and lined with sables, " and put these chains
and fetters there (pointing to the collars of the various
Orders which lay on the table) into their place of securi-
ty—my neck last night was well nigh broke with the
weight of them. | am half of the mind that they shall
gall me no more. They are bonds which knaves have
invented to fetter fools. How think'st thou, Varney ?"

" Faith my good lord," said his attendant, " | think
fetters of gold are like no other fetters—they are ever
the weightier the welcomer."

" For all that, Varney," replied his master, " | am well-
nigh resolved they shall bind me to the court no longer.
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What can further service and higher favour give me, be-
yond the rank and large estate which | have already
secured?—What brought my father to the block, but
that he could not bound his wishes within right and rea-
son ?— have, you know, had mine own ventures and mine
own escapes; | am well nigh resolved to tempt the sea
no farther, but sit me down in quiet on the shore."

" And gather cockle-shells, with Dan Cupid to aid
you," said Varney.

"How mean you by that, Varney ?" said the earl,
somewhat hastily.

" Nay, my lord," said Varney, " be not angry with
me. |f your lordship is happy in a lady so rarely lovely,
that in order to enjoy her company with somewhat more
freedom, you are willing to part with all you have
hitherto lived for, some of your poor servants may be suf-
ferers; but your bounty hath placed me so high, that |
shall ever have enough to maintain a poor gentleman in
the rank befitting the high office he has held in your
lordship's family."

" Yet you seem discontented when | propose throwing
up a dangerous game, which may end in the ruin of both
of us."

"1, my lord?" said Varney ; " surely | have no cause
to regret your lordship's retreat!—It will not be Richard
Varney who will incur the displeasure of majesty, and the
ridicule of the court, when the stateliest fabric that ever
was founded upon a prince's favour, melts away like a
morning frost-work.—I would only have you yourself be
assured, my lord, ere you take a step which cannot be
retracted, that you consult your fame and happiness in
the course you propose.”

" Speak on then, Varney," said the earl; " | tell thee
| have determined nothing, and will weigh all considera-
tions on either side."

" Well then, my lord," replied Varney, " we will sup-
pose the step taken, the frown frowned, the laugh laugh-
ed, and the moan moaned. Y ou haveretired, we will say
to some one of your most distant castles, so far from court
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that you hear neither the sorrow of your friends, nor the
glee of your enemies. We will suppose, too, that your
successful rival will be satisfied a thing greatly to be
doubted) with abridging and cutting away the branches
of the great tree, which so long kept the sun from him,
and that he does not insist upon tearing you up by the
roots. Well, the late prime favourite of England, who
wielded her general's staff and controlled her parliaments,
is now arural baron, hunting, hawking, drinking fat ale
with country esquires, and mustering his men at the com-
mand of the High Sheriff"—

" Varney, forbear !" said the earl.

" Nay, my lord, you must give me leave to conclude
my picture.—Sussex governs England—the queen's
health fails—the succession is to be settled—a road is
opened to ambition more splendid than ambition ever
dreamed of .—Y ou hear all this asyou sit by the hob, under
the shade of your hall-chimney—Y ou then begin to think
what hopes you have fallen from, and what insignificance
you have embraced—and all that you might ook babies in
the eyes of your fair wife oftener than once a fortnight."

"| say, Varney," said the earl, " no more of this. |
said not that the step which my own ease and comfort
would urge me to, was to be taken hastily, or without due
consideration to the public safety. Bear withess to me,
Varney, | subdue my wishes of retirement, not because
I am moved by the call of private ambition, but that |
may preserve the position in which | may best serve my
country at the hour of need.—Order our horses presently
—1 will wear, as formerly, one of the livery cloaks, and
ride before the portmantle.—Thou shalt be master for
the day, Varney—neglect nothing that can blind suspi-
cion. We will to horse ere men are stirring. | will but
take leave of my lady, and be ready. | impose a re-
straint on my own poor heart, and wound one yet more
dear to me; but the patriot must subdue the husband."

Having said this in a melancholy but firm accent, he
left the dressing apartment.

"1 an glad thou art gone,” thought Varney, " or
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practised as| am in the follies of mankind, | had laughe
in the very face of thee! Thou mayst tire as thou wilt
of thy new bauble, thy pretty piece of painted Eve's
flesh there, | will not be thy hinderance. But of thine
old bauble, ambition, thou shalt not tire, for as you climb
the hill, my lord, you must drag Richard Varney up with
you ; and if he can urge you to the ascent he means to
profit by, believe me he will spare neither whip nor spur.
—And for you, my pretty lady, that would be countess
outright, you were best not thwart my courses lest you
are called to an old reckoning on anew score. 'Thou
shalt be master," did he say?>—By my faith, he may find
that he spoke truer than he is aware of—And thus he,
who in the estimation of so many wise-judging men can
match Burleigh and Walsingham in policy, and Sussex
in war, becomes pupil to his own menial; and all for a
hazel eye and alittle cunning red and white, and so falls
Ambition. And yet if the charms of mortal woman
could excuse a man's politic pate for becoming bewil-
dered, my lord had the excuse at his right hand on this
blessed evening that has last passed over us. Well—let
things roll as they may, he shall make me great, or | will
make myself happy ; and for that softer piece of creation,
if she speak not out her interview with Tressilian, as well
| think she dare not, she aso must traffic with me for
concealment and mutual support, in spite of all this scorn.
—I| must to the stables.—Well, my lord, | order your
retinue now; the time may soon come that my master of
the horse shall order mine own.—What was Thomas
Cromwell but a smith's son, and he died my lord—on a
scaffold, doubtless, but that, too, was in character—And
what was Ralph Sadler but the clerk of Cromwell, and he
has gazed eighteen fair lordships,—via ! | know my steer-
age as well asthey." So saying, he left the apartment.

In the meanwhile the earl had re-entered the bed-cham-
ber, bent on taking a hasty farewell of the lovely countess,
and scarce daring to trust himself in private with her, to
hear requests again urged, which he found it difficult to
parry, yet which his recent conversation with his master
of horse had determined him not to grant.
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He found her in awhite eymar of silk lined with furs,
her little feet unstockingcd and hastily thrust into slippers ;
her unbraided hair escaping from under her midnight
coif, with little array but her own loveliness, rather aug-
mented than diminished by the grief which she felt at the
approaching moment of separation.

" Now, God be with thee, my dearest and loveliest!"
said the earl, scarce tearing himself from her embrace,
yet again returning to fold her again and again in his
arms, and again bidding farewell, and again returning to
kiss and bid adieu oncemore. " The sun is on the verge
of the blue horizon—I dare not stay.—Ere this | should
have been ten miles from hence."

Such were the words, with which at length he strove
to cut short their parting interview.

" You will not grant my request, then?' said the coun-
tess. " Ah, fase knight! did ever lady, with bare foot
in slipper, seek boon of a brave knight, yet return with
denial ?'

" Anything, Amy, anything thou canst ask | will grant,"

answered the earl—" always excepting," he said, " that
which might ruin us both."
" Nay," said the countess, " | urge not my wish to

be acknowledged in the character which would make me
the envy of England—as the wife, that is, of my brave
and noble lord, the first as the most fondly beloved of
English nobles.—Let me but share the secret with my
dear father '—L et me but end his misery on my unwor-
thy account—they say heisill, the good old kind-hearted
man!"

" They say 7' asked the earl, hastily; " who says?
Did not Varncy convey to Sir Hugh all we dare at
present tell him concerning your happiness and welfare ?
and has he not told you that the good old knight was fol-
lowing, with good heart and health, his favourite and
wonted exercise ? Who has dared put other thoughts
into your head ?"

"0, no one, my lord, no one" said the countess,
something alarmed at the tone in which the question was
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put; " but yet, my lord, | would fain be assured
mine own eye-sight that my father is well."

" Be contented, Amy—thou canst not how have com-
munication with thy father or his house. Were it not a
deep course of policy to commit no secret unnecessarily
to the custody of more than must needs be, it were suf-
ficient reason for secrecy that yonder Cornish man, yon-
der Trevanion, or Tressilian, or whatever his name is,
haunts the old knight's house, and must necessarily know
whatever is communicated there."

"My lord," answered the countess, " | do not think
it so. My father has been long noted a worthy and hon-
ourable man; and for Tressilian, if we can pardon our-
selves the ill we have wrought him, | will wager the coro-
net | am to share with you one day, that he is incapable
of returning injury for injury."

"I will not trust him, however, Amy," said her hus-
band ; " by my honour | will not trust him—I would
rather the foul fiend intermingle in our secret than this
Tressilian!"

" And why, my lord ?" said the countess, though d*e
shuddered slightly at the tone of determination in which
he spoke; " let me but know why you think thus hardly
of Tressilian?"

" Madam," replied the earl, " my will ought to be a
sufficient reason—If you desire more, consider how this
Tressilian is leagued, and with whom. He stands high
in the opinion of this Radcliffe, this Sussex, against whom
| am barely able to maintain my ground in the opinion of
our suspicious mistress; and if he had me at such ad-
vantage, Amy, as to become acquainted with the tale of
our marriage, before Elizabeth were fitly prepared, |
were an outcast from her grace forever—a bankrupt at
once in favour and in fortune, perhaps, for she hath in
her a touch of her father Henry,—a victim, and it may be
a bloody one, to her offended and jealous resentment."

" But why, my lord," again urged his lady, " should
you deem thus injuriously of a man, of whom you know
so little ? What you do know of Tressilian isthrough me,
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and it is | who assure you that in no circumstances will
he betray your secret. If | did him wrong in your be-
half, my lord, I am now the more concerned you should
do him justice.—You are offended at my speaking of
him, what would you say had | actually myself seen
him ?'

"1f you had," replied the earl, "you would do well
to keep that interview as secret as that which is spoken
in a confessional. | seek no one's ruin; but he who
tlirusts himselfon my secret privacy, were better look well
to his future walk. The bear brooks no one to cross his
awful path-"3

" Awful, indeed !" said the countess turning very pale.

"You areill, my love," said the earl, supporting her
in his aslms; " stretch yourself on your couch again,
it isbut an early day foryou to leave it. Have you aught
else, involving less than my fame, my fortune, and my
life, to ask of me ?'

" Nothing, my lord and love," answered the countess,
faintly; " something there was that | would have told
you, but your anger has driven it from my recollection."

" Reserve it till our next meeting, my love," said the
earl fondly, and again embracing her ; " and barring only
those requests which | cannot and dare not grant, thy
wish must be more than England and all its dependen-
cies can fulfil, if it is not gratified to the letter."

Thus saying heatlengthtook farewell. At the bottom
of the staircase he received from Varney an ample livery
cloak and slouched hat in which he wrapped himself so
as to disguise his person, and completely conceal his fea-
tures. Horses were ready in the court-yard for himself
and Varney ; for one or two of his train, entrusted with
the secret so far as to know or guess that the earl in-
trigued with a beautiful lady at that mansion, though her
name and quality were unknown to them, had already
been dismissed over night.

Anthony Foster himself had in hand therein of the earl's
palfrey, a stout and able nag for the road ; while his old
serving-man held the bridle of the more showy and gal-
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lant steed which Richard Varney was to occupy in the
character of master.

As the earl approached, however, Varney advanced to
hold his master's bridle, and to prevent Foster from pay-
ing that duty tothe earl, which he probably considered as
belonging to his own office. Foster scowled at an inter-
ference which seemed intended to prevent his paying his
court to his patron, but gave place to Varney ; and the carl
mounting without farther observation, and forgetting that
his assumed character of a domestic threw him into the
rear of his supposed master, rode pensively out of the
guadrangle, not without waving his hand repeatedly in
answer to the signals which were made by the countess
with her kerchief, from the windows of her apartment.

While his stately form vanished under the dark arch-
way which led out of the quadrangle, Varney muttered,
" There goes fine policy—the servant before the mas-
ter 1" then as he disappeared, seized the moment to speak
aword with Foster. " Thou look'st dark on me, An-
thony," he said, " as if | had deprived thee of a parting
nod of my lord; but | have moved him to leave thee a
better remembrance for thy faithful service. See here!
a purse of as good gold as ever chinked under a miser's
thumb and forefinger. Ay, ecant them, lad," said he,
as Foster received the gold with a grim smile, " and add
to them the goodly remembrance he gave last night to
Janet."

" How's this ! how's this!" said Anthony Foster, has-
tily ; " gave he gold to Janet ?"

" Ay, man, wherefore not 2—does not her service to
his fair lady require guerdon ?"

" She shall have none on't," said Foster; " she shall
return it. | know bis dotage on one face is as brief as it
isdeep. His affections are as fickle as the moon."

" Why, Foster, thou art mad—thou dost not hope for
such good fortune, as that my lord should cast an eye on
Janet 7—Who, in the fiend's name, would listen to the
thrush when the nightingale is singing ?"
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" Thrush or nightingale, all is one to the fowler; and
Master Varncy, you can sound the quail-pipe most dain-
tily to wile wantons into his nets* | desire no such devil's
preferment for Janet as you have brought many a poor
maiden to—Dost thou laugh ?—I will keep one limb of
my family, at least, from Satan's clutches, that thou may'st
rely on—She shall restore the gold."

" Ay, or give it to thy keeping, Tony, which will serve
as well," answered Varney ; " but | have that to say
which is more serious.—Our lord is returningto court in
an evil humour for us."

" How meanest thou ?' said Foster. " Is he tired
already of his pretty toy—his plaything yonder ? He has
purchased her at a monarch's ransom, and | warrant me
he rues his bargain."

" Not a whit, Tony," answered the master of the horse ;
" he doats on her, and will forsake the court for her—then
down go hopes, possessions, and safety—church-lands
are resumed, Tony, and well if the holders be not called
to account in Exchequer."

" That were ruin," said Foster, his brow darkening
with apprehension ; " and all this for awoman!—Had it
been for his soul's sake, it were something ; and | some-
limes wish | myself could fling away the world that cleaves
to me, and be as one of the poorest of our church."

" Thou art like enough to be so, Tony," answered
barney ; " but | think the devil will give thee little credit
for thy compelled poverty, and so thou losest on all hands.
But follow my counsel, and Cumnor-Place shall be thy
copyhold yet—Say nothing of this Tressilian's visit—not
aword until | give thee notice.”

" And wherefore, | pray you ?" asked Foster, suspi-
ciously.

" Dull beast !"replied Varney ; " in my lord's present
huimour it were the ready way to confirm him in his reso-
lution of retirement, should he know that his lady was
liaunted with such a spectre in his absence. He would
be for playing the dragon himself over his golden fruit,
and then, Tony, thy occupation is ended. A word to the
wise—Farewell—I must follow him."
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He turned his horse, struck him with the spurs, and
rode off under the archway in pursuit of his lord.
" Would thy occupation were ended, or thy neck brok-

en, damned pander !" said Anthony Foster. " But |
must follow his beck, for his interest and mine are the
same, and he can wind the proud earl to his will. Janet

shall give me those pieces though—they shall be laid out
in some way for God's service, and | will keep them sep-
arate in my strong chest, till 1 can fall upon a fitting em-
ployment for them. No contagious vapour shall breathe
on Janet—she shall remain pure as ablessed spirit, were
it but to pray God for her father. | need her prayers,
for | am at a hard pass—Strange reports are abroad con-
cerning my way of life. The congregation look cold on
me, and when Master Holdforth spoke of hypocrites be-
ing like a whited sepulchre, which within was full of dead
men's bones, methought he looked full at me. The
Romish was acomfortable faith ; Lambourne spoke true
in that. A man had but to follow his thrift by such ways
as offered—tell his beads—hear a mass—confess, and be
absolved. These puritans tread a harder and a rougher
path ; but | will try—I will read my Bible for an hour,
ere | again open mine iron chest."

Varney, meantime, spurred after his lord, whom he
found waiting for him at the postern-gate of the park.

" You waste time, Varney," said the earl ; " and it
presses. | must be at Woodstock before | can safely lay
aside my disguise ; and till then| journey in some peril."

"It is but two hours brisk riding, my lord," said Var-
ney ; " for me, | only stopped to enforce your commands
of care and secrecy on yonder Foster, and to inquire
about the abode of the gentleman whom | would promote
to your lordship's train, in the room of Trevors."

" Is he fit for the meridian of the antechamber, think'st
thou ?" said the earl.

" He promises well, my lord," replied Varney ; " but
if your lordship were pleased to ride on, 1 could go back
to Cumnor, and bring him to your lordship at Woodstock
before you are out of bed."
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" Why, | am asleep there, thou know'st, at this mo-
ment," said the earl ; " and | pray you not to spare
horse-flesh, that you may be with me at my levee."

So saying, he gave his horse the spur, and proceeded
on his journey, while Varney rode back to Cumnor by
the public road, avoiding the park. The latter alighted
at the door of the bonny Black Bear, and desired to
speak with Master Michael Lambourne. That respect-
able character was not long of appearing before his new
patron, but it was with downcast looks.

" Thou hast lost the scent,” said Varney, " of thy com-
rade Tressilian.—| know it by thy hang-dog visage. Is
this thy alacrity, thou impudent knave ?"

' Cogswounds !" said Lambourne, " there was never
atrail so finely hunted. | saw him to earth at mine un-
cle's here—stuck to him like bees-wax—saw him at sup-
per—watched him to his chamber, and presto—he is gone
next morning, the very hostler knows not where."

" This sounds like practice upon me, sir," replied Var-
ney ; " and if it prove so, by my soul you shall repent it."

" Sir, the best hound will be sometimes at fault,” an-
swered Lambourne ; " how should it serve me that this
fellow should have thus evanished ? You may ask mine
host, Giles Gosling—asl the tapster and hostler—ask
Cicely, and the whole household, how | kept eyes on
Tressilian while he was on foot—On my soul, | could not
be expected to watch him like a sick nurse, when | had
seen him fairly a-bed in his chamber. That will be al-
lowed me, surely."

Varney did, in fact, make some inquiry among the
household, which confirmed the truth of Lambourne's
statement.  Tressilian, it was unanimously agreed, had
departed suddenly and unexpectedly, betwixt night and
morning.

" But | will wrong no one," said mine host; " he left
on the table in hislodging the full value of his reckoning,
with some allowance to the servants of the house, which

9 wvoL. I
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was the less necessary, that he saddled his own geldin
as it seems, without the hostler's assistance."

Thus satisfied of the rectitude of Lambourne's con-
duct, Varney began to talk to him upon his future pros-
pects, and the mode in which he meant to bestow himself,
intimating that he understood from Foster, he was not
disinclined to enter into the household of a nobleman.

" Have you," said he, " ever been at court ?"

" No," replied Lambourne ; " but ever since | was
ten years old, | have dreamt once a-week that | was there,
and made my fortune."

" It may be your own fault if your dream comes not

true," said Varney ; " are you needy ?"

" Um !" replied Lambourne ; " | love pleasure."

" That is a sufficient answer, and an honest one," said
Varney. " Know you aught of the requisites expected

from the retainer of a rising courtier ?"

" | have imagined them to myself, sir," answered L am-
bourne ; " as for example, a quick eye—a close mouth
—a ready and bold hand—a sharp wit, and a blunt con-
science."

" And thine, | suppose,” said Varney, " has had its
edge blunted long since?"

" | cannot remember, sir, that its edge was ever over
keen," replied Lambourne. " When| wasayouth, | had
some few whimsies, but | rubbed them partly out of my
recollection on the rough grindstone of the wars, and what
remained, | washed out in the broad waves of the At-
lantic."

" Thou hast served, then, in the Indies ?"

" In both East and West," answered the candidate for
court-service. " by both sea and land ; | have served both
the Portugal and the Spaniard—both the Dutchman and
the Frenchman, and have made war on our own account
with acrew ofjolly fellows, who held there was no peace
beyond the Line."*

" Thou may'st do me, and my lord, and thyself, good
service," said Varney, after a pause. " But observe |
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know the world—and, answer me truly, cangt thou be
faithful?"

" Did you not know the world," answered Lambourne,
" it were my duty to say ay, without further circumstance,
and to swear to it with life and honour, and so forth.—
But as it seems to me that your worship is one who de-
sires rather honest truth than politic falsehood—I reply to
you, that | can be faithful to the gallows foot, ay, to the
loop that dangles from it, if | am well used and well re-
compensed ;—not otherwise."

" To thy other virtues thou cang add, no doubt," said
Varney, in a jeering tone, " the knack of seeming seri-
ous and religious, when the moment demands it ?"

" It would cost me nothing," said Lambourne, " to say
yes—but to speak on the square, | must needs say no.
If you want a hypocrite, you may take Anthony Foster,
who, from his childhood, had some sort of phantom haunt-
ing him, which he called religion, though it was that sort
of godliness which always ended in being great gain.
But | have no such knack of it."

" Well," replied Varney, " if thou hast no hypocrisy,
hast thou not a nag here in the stable ?"

" Ay, sir,” said Lambourne, " that shall take hedge
and ditch with my Lord Duke's best hunters. When |
made a little mistake on Shooter's Hill, and stopped an
ancient grazier, whose pouches were better lined than his
brain-pan, the bonny bay nag carried me sheer off, in spite
of the whole hue and cry."

' Saddle him then, instantly, and attend me," said
Varney. " Leave thy clothes and baggage under charge
of mine hogt, and | will conduct thee to a service, in
which, if thou do not better thyself, the fault shall not be
fortune's, but thine own."

" Brave and hearty !" said Lambourne, " and | am
mounted in an instant.—Knave, hostler, saddle my nag
without the loss of one second, as thou dost value the safety
of thy noddle.—Pretty Cicely, take half this purge to
comfort thee for my sudden departure,”
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' Gogsnouns !" replied the father, " Cicely wants no
such token from thee—Go away, Mike, and gather grace
if thou canst, though | think thou goest not to the land
where it grows."

" Let me look at this Cicely of thine, mine host," said
Varney ; " | have heard much talk of her beauty."

" It is a sun-burnt beauty," said mine host, " well qual-
ified to stand out rain and wind, but little calculated to
please such critical gallants as yourself.  She keeps her
chamber and cannot encounter the glance of such sunny-
day courtiers, as my noble guest."

" Well, peace be with her, my good host," answered
Varney ; " our horses are impatient—we bid you good
day."

" Does my nephew go with you, so please you ?" said
Gosling.

" Ay, such is hispurpose,” answered Richard Varney.

"You areright—fully right," replied mine host—" you
are, | say, fully right, my kinsman. Thou hast got a gay
horse, see thou light not unaware upon a halter—or if
thou wilt needs be made immortal by means of a rope,
which thy purpose of following this gentleman renders not
unlikely, | charge thee to find agallows as far from Cum-
nor as thou conveniently may'st ; and sol commend you
to your saddle."

The master of the horse and his new retainer mount-
ed accordingly, leaving the landlord to conclude his ill-
omened farewell to himself and at leisure ; and set off
together at a rapid pace, which prevented conversation
until the ascent of a steep sandy hill permitted them to
resumeit.

" You are contented then," said Varney, to his com-
panion, " to take court-service ?"

" Ay, worshipful sir, if youlike my terms as well as|
like your's."

" And what are your terms ?" demanded Varney.

" If I am to have a quick eye for my patron's interest, he
must have a dull one towards my faults," said Lambourne
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" Ay," said Varney, " so they lie not so grosdy open
that he must needs break his shins over them."

" Agreed," said Lambourne. " Next, if | run down
game, | must have the picking of the bones."

" That isbut reason," replied Varney, " so that your
betters are served beforeyou."

" Good !" said Lambourne; " and it only remainsto
be said, that if the law and | quarrel, my patron must
bear me out, for that is a chief point."

" Reason again,” said Varney, " if the quarrel hath
happened in your master's service."

" For the wage and so forth, | say nothing," proceed-
ed Lambourne ; " it is the secret guerdon that | must
live by."

" Never fear," said Varney ; " thou shalt have clothes
and spending money to ruffle it with the best of thy de-
gree, for thou goest to a household where you have gold,
as they say, by the eye."

" That jumps all with my humour," replied Michael
Lambourne ; ~ and it only remains that you tell me my
master's name."

" My nameis Master Richard Varney," answered his
companion.

" But 1 mean," said Lambourne, = the name of the
noble lord to whose service you are to prefer me."

" How, knave, art thou too good to call me master ?"
said Varney, hastily ; " | would have thee bold to others,
but not saucy to me."

" | crave your worship's pardon," said Lambourne ;
" but you seemed familiar with Anthony Foster, now |
am familiar with Anthony myself."

" Thou art a shrewd knave, | see" replied Varney.
" Mark me—I do indeed propose to introduce thee into
a nobleman's household ; but it is upon my person thou
wilt chiefly wait, and upon my countenance that thou wilt
depend. | am hismaster of hor se—Thou wilt soon know
his name—it is one that shakes the council and wields
the state.

9* voL. I.
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"By this light, a brave spell to conjure with," said
Lambourne, " if a man would discover hidden treasures !"

" Used with discretion, it may prove so," replied Var-
ney : " but mark—if thou conjure with it at thine own
hand, it may raise a devil who will tear theein fragments."

" Enough said," replied Lambourne ; " 1will not ex-
ceed my limits."

The travellers then resumed the rapid rate of travel-
ling, which their discourse had interrupted, and soon ar-
rived at the Royal Park of Woodstock. This ancient
possession of the crown of England was then very differ-
ent from what it had been when it was the residence of
the fair Rosamond, and the scene of Henry the Second's
secret and illicit amours ; and yet more unlike to the
scene which it exhibits in the present day, when Blenheim-
House commemorates the victory of Marlborough, and
no less the genius of Vanburgh, though decried in his own
time by persons of taste far inferior to his own. It was, in
Elizabeth's time, an ancient mansion in bad repair, which
had long ceased to be honoured with the royal residence,
to the great impoverishment of the adjacent village. The
inhabitants, however, had made several petitions to the
Queen to have the favour of the sovereign's countenance
occasionally bestowed upon them ; and upon this very
business, ostensibly at least, was the noble lord, whom
we have already introduced to our readers, a visiter at
Woodstock.

Varney and Lambourne galloped without ceremony in-
to the court-yard of the ancient and dilapidated mansion,
which presented on that morning a scene of bustle which
it had not exhibited for two reigns.  Officers of the earl's
household, livery-men and retainer's, went and came with
all the insolent fracas which attaches to their profession.
The neigh of horses and the baying of hounds were heard ;
for my lord, in his occupation of inspecting and surveying
the manor and demesne, was, of course, provided with
the means of following his pleasure in the chase or park,
said to have been the earliest that was enclosed in Eng-
land, and which was well stocked with deer that had
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long roamed there unmolested. Several of the inhab-
itants of the village, in anxious hope of a favourable re-
sult from this unwonted visit, loitered about the court-
yard, and awaited the great man's coining forth. Their
attention was excited by the hasty arrival of Varney, and
a murmur ran amongst them, " The earl's master of the
horse!" while they hurried to bespeak favour by hastily
unbonneting, and proffering to hold the bridle and stirrup
of the favoured retainer and his attendant.

" Stand somewhat aloof, my masters !" said Varney,
haughtily, " and let the domestics do their office."

The mortified citizens and peasants fell back at the
signal; while Lambourne, who had his eye upon his su-
perior's deportment, repelled the services of those who
offered to assist him, with yet more discourtesy—" Stand
back, Jack peasant, with a murrain to you, and let these
knave footmen do their duty !"

While they gave their nags to the attendants of die
household, and walked into the mansion with an air of su-
periority which long practice and consciousness of birth
rendered natural to Varney, and which Lambourne en-
deavoured to imitate aswell ashe could, the poor inhab-
itants of Woodstock whispered to each other, " Well-a-
day—God save us from all such misproud princoxes !
An the master be like the men, why the fiend may take
all, and yet have no more than his due."

" Silence, good neighbours !" said the Bailiff, " keep
tongue betwixt teeth—we shall know more by and by.—
But never will alord come to Woodstock so welcome as
bluff old King Harry ! He would horsewhip a fellow one
day with his own royal hand, and then fling him an hand-
ful of silver groats, with his own broad face on them, to
'noint the sore withal."

" Ay, rest be with him !" echoed the auditors ; " it
will belong erethis Lady Elizabeth horsewhip any of us."

" There is no saying," answered the Bailiff. " Mean-
while, patience, good neighbours, and let us comfort our-
selves by thinking that we deserve such notice at her
grace's hands."
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Meanwhile, Varney, closely followed by his new de-
pendant, made his way to the hall, where men of more
note and consequence than those left in the court-yard
awaited the appearance of the earl, who as yet kept his
chamber. Al paid court to Varney, with more or less
deference, as suited their own rank, or the urgency of the
business which brought them to hislord's levee. To the
general question of, " When comes my lord forth, Master
Varney ?* he gave brief answers, as, " See you not my
boots ? | am but just returned from Oxford, and know
nothing of it," and the like, until the same query was put
in ahigher tone by a personage of more importance. " |
will inquire of the chamberlain, Sir Thomas Copely,"
was the reply. The chamberlain, distinguished by his
silver key, answered, that the earl only awaited Master
Varney's return to come down, but that he would first
speak with him in his private chamber. Varney, there-
fore, bowed to the company, and took leave, to enter his
lord's apartment.

There was a murmur of expectation which lasted a
few minutes, and was at length hushed by the opening of
the folding-doors at the upper end of the apartment,
through which the earl made his entrance, marshalled by
his chamberlain and the steward of his family, and follow-
ed by Richard Varney. In his noble mein and princely
features, men read nothing of that insolence which was
practised by his dependants.  His courtesies were indeed
measured by the rank of those to whom they were ad-
dressed, but even the meanest person present had a share
of his gracious notice. The inquiries which he made
respecting the condition of the manor, of the queen's
rights there, and of the advantages and disadvantages
which might attend her occasional residence at the royal
seat of Woodstock, seemed to show that he had most
earnestly investigated the matter of the petition of the
inhabitants, and with a desire to forward the interest of
the place.

" Now the Lord love his noble countenance," said the
Bailiff, who had thrust himself into the presence-cham-
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ber ; " he looks somewhat pale. | warrant him he hath
spent the whole night in perusing our memorial. Master
Toughyarn, who took six months to draw it up, said it
would take a week to understand it ; and sec if the earl
hath not knocked the marrow out of it in twenty-four
hours !"

The earl then acquainted them that he should move
their sovereign to honour Woodstock occasionaly with her
residence during her royal progresses, that the town and
its vicinity might derive, from her countenance and favour,
the same advantages as from those of her predecessors.
Meanwhile, he rejoiced to be the expounder of her gra-
cious pleasure, in assuring them that, for the increase of
trade and encouragement of the worthy burgesses of
Woodstock, her mgesty was minded to erect the town
into a staple for wool.

This joyful intelligence was received with the accla-
mations not only of the better sort who were admitted to
the audience-chamber, but of the commons who waited
without.

The freedom of the corporation was presented to the
earl upon knee by the magistrates of the place, together
with a purse of gold pieces, which the earl handed to
Varney, who, on his part gave ashare to Lambourne, as
the most acceptable earnest of his new service.

The earl and his retinue took horse soon after, to re-
turn to court, accompanied by the shouts of the inhab-
itants of Woodstock, who made the old oaks ring with
re-echoing, " Long live Queen Elizabeth, and the noble
Earl of Leicester I" The urbanity and courtesy of the
earl even threw a gleam of popularity over his attendants,
as their haughty deportment had formerly obscured that
of their master ; and men shouted, " Long life to the
Earl, and to his gallant followers!" asVarney and L am-
bourne, each in his rank, rode proudly through the streets
of Woodstock.
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CHAPTER VIII.

Host. | will hear you, Master Fenton ;
And | will, at least, keep your counsd.
Merry Wives of Windsor.

IT becomes necessary to return to the detail of those
circumstances which accompanied, and indeed occasion-
ed, the sudden disappearance of Tressilian from the sign
of the Black Bear at Cumnor. It will be recollected
that this gentleman, after his rencounter with Varney, had
returned to Giles Godling's c?ravansary, where he shut
himself up in his own chamber, demanded pen, ink, and
paper, and announced his purpose to remain private for
the day : in the evening he appeared again in the public
room, where Michael Lambourne, who had been on the
watch for him, agreeably to his engagement to Varney,
endeavoured to renew bis acquaintance with him, and
hoped he retained no unfriendly recollection of the part
he had taken in the morning's scuffle.

But Tressilian repelled bis advances firmly, though
with civility—" Master Lambourne," he said, " | trust |
have recompensed to your pleasure the time you have
wasted on me.  Under the show of wild bluntness which
you exhibit, I know you have sense enough to understand
me, when | say frankly, that the object of our temporary
acquaintance having been accomplished, we must be stran-
gers to each other in future."

" Voto !" sad Lambourne, twirling his whiskerswith
one hand, and grasping the hilt of his weapon with the
other ; " if | thought that this usage was meant to insult

mell_
"You would bear it with discretion, doubtless," inter-
rupted Tressilian," asyou must do at any rate. Y ou know
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too well the distance that is betwixt us, to require me to
explain myself farther—Good evening.”

So saying, he turned his back upon his former compan-
ion, and entered into discourse with the landlord. Mich-
ael Lambourne felt strongly disposed to bully ; but his
wrath died away in a few incoherent oaths and ejacula-
tions, and he sank unresistingly under the ascendency
which superior spirits posess over persons of his habits
and description. He remained moody and silent in a
corner of the apartment, paying the most marked atten-
tion to every motion of his late companion, againg whom
he began now to nourish a quarrel on his own account,
which he trusted to avenge by the execution of his new
master Varney's directions.  The hour of supper arrived,
and was followed by that of repose, when Tressilian,
like others, retired to his sleeping apartment.

He had not been in bed long, when the train of sad
reveries, which supplied the place of rest in his disturbed
mind, was suddenly interrupted by the jar of a door on its
hinges, and alight was seen to glimmer in the apartment.
Tressilian, who was as brave as steel, sprang from his bed
at this alarm, and had laid hand upon his sword, when
he was prevented from drawing it by avoice which said,
" Be not too rash with your rapier, Master Tressilian—
Itisl, your host, Giles Gosling."

At the same time, unshrouding the dark lantern, which
had hitherto only emitted an indistinct glimmer, the good-
ly aspect and figure of the landlord of the Black Bear
was visibly presented to his astonished guest.

" What mummery is this, mine host 7 said Tressilian ;
" have you supped as jollily aslast night, and so mista-
ken your chamber ? or is midnight a time for masquerad-
ing it in your guest's lodging ?'

" Master Tressilian,” replied mine host, " | know my
place and my time as well as €er amerry landlord in
England. But here has been my hang-dog kinsman
watching you as close as ever cat watched a mouse : and
here have you, on the other hand, quarrelled and fought,



108 KENIITWORTH.

either with him or with some other person, and | fear that
danger will come of it."

" Go to, thou art but a fool, man," said Tressilian ;
thy kinsman is beneath my resentment ; and besides,
why should'st thou think | had quarrelled with any one
whomsoever ?"

" Oh ! sir," replied the innkeeper, " there was a red
spot on thy very cheek-bone, which boded of alate brawl,
as sure as the conjunction of Mars and Saturn threatens
misfortune—and when you returned, the buckles of your
girdle were brought forward, and your step was quick
and hasty, and all things showed your hand and your hilt
had been lately acquainted."

" Well, good mine host, if | have been obliged to draw
my sword," said Tressilian, " why should such acircum-
stance fetch thee out of thy warm bed at this time of
night ? Thou seest the mischief is all over.”

" Under favour, that is what | doubt. Anthony Foster
is a dangerous man, defended by strong court patronage,
which hath borne him out in matters of very deep con-
cernment. And then, my kinsman—why, | have told
you what he is; and if these two old cronies have made
up their old acquaintance, | would not, my worshipful
guest, that it should be atthy cost. | promiseyou, Mike
Lambourne has been, making very particular inquiries at
my hostler, when and which way you ride. Now, I
would have you think, whether you may not have done
or said something for which you may be way-laid, and
taken at disadvantage."

" Thou art an honest man, mine host," said Tressilian,
after amoment's consideration, " and | will deal frankly
with thee. If these men's malice is directed against me
—as | deny not but it may—it is because they are the
agents of a more powerful villain than themselves."

" You mean Master Richard Varney, do you not ?"
said the landlord ; " he was at Cumnor-Place yesterday,
and came not thither so private but what he was espied
by one who told me."

" | mean the same, mine host."
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" Then, for God's sake, worshipful Master Tressilian,"
said honest Gosling, " look well to yourself. ThisVar-
ney is the protector and patron of Anthony Foster, who
holds under him, and by his favour, some lease of yonder
mansion and the park. Varney got a large grant of the
lands of the Abbacy of Abingdon, and Cumnor-Placo
amongst others, from his master, the Earl of Leicester.
Men say he can do every thing with him, though 1 hold
the carl too good a nobleman to employ him as some men
talk of.—And then the earl can do anything (that is any-
thing right or fitting) with the Queen, God bless her ; so
you see what an enemy you have made to yourself."

" Well—itis done, and | cannot help it," answered
Tressilian.

" Uds precious, but it must be helped in some man-
ner !" said the host. " Richard Varney—why, what
between his influence with my lord, and his pretending to
so many old and vexatious claims in right of the Abbot
here, men fear amost to mention his name, much more
to set themselves against his practices. You may judge
by our discourses the last night. Men said their pleasure
of Tony Foster, but not aword of Richard Varney, though
all men judge him to be at the bottom of yonder mystery
about the pretty wench. But perhaps you know more of
that matter than | do, for women, though they wear not
swords, are occasion for many a blade's exchanging a
sheath of neat's leather for one of flesh and blood."

" | do indeed know more of that poor unfortunate lady
than thou dost, my friendly host; and so bankruptam I,
at this moment, of friends and advice, that | will willing-
ly make a counsellor of thee, and tell thee the whole his-
tory, the rather that | have a favour to ask when my tale
is ended."

" Good Master Tressilian," said the landlord, " | am
but a poor innkeeper, little able to adjust or counsel such
aguest as yourself. But, as sure as| have risen decent-
ly above the world, by giving good measure and reasona-
ble charges, | am an honest man ; and as such, if | may

10 voL. I
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not be able to assist you, | am at least, not capable to
abuse your confidence. Say away, therefore, as confi-
dently as if you spoke to your father ; and thus far at
least be certain, that my curiosity, for | will not deny that
which belongs to my calling, isjoined to areasonable de-
gree of discretion,"

" | doubt it not, mine host," answered Tressilian ; and
while his auditor remained in anxious expectation, he
meditated for an instant how he should commence his
narrative. " My tale," he at length said, " to be quite
intelligible, must begin at some distance back.—Y ou have
hoard of the battle of Stoke, my good host, and perhaps
of old Sir Roger Robsart, who, in that battle, valiantly
took part with Henry V I | ., the Queen's grandfather, and
routed the Earl of Lincoln, Lord Geraldin and his wild
Irish, and the Flemings whom the Duchess of Burgundy
had sent over, in the quarrel of Lambert Simnel ?"

" | remember both one and the other," said Giles Gos-
ling,"itissung of a dozen times a-week on my ale-
benchbelow.—Sir Roger Robsart of Devon—O, ay,—
'tis him of whom minstrels sing to this hour,—

' He was the flower of Stoke'sred field,

When Martin Swart on ground Jay sain ;
In raging rout he never re, 1'd,

But likearock did form remain.'5

Ay, and then there was Martin Swart | have heard my
grandfather talk of, and of the Jolly Almains whom he
commanded, with their slashed doublets and quaint hose,
all frounced with ribands above the nether-stocks. Here's
a song goes of Martin Swart, too, an | had but memory
for it :—
' Martin Swart and bis men,
Saddle them, saddle them,
Martin Swart and his men :
Saddle them well.' "6

" True, good mine host—(he day was long talked of,
but if you sing so loud, you will awake more listeners than
| care to commit my confidence unto-"
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" | crave pardon, my worshipful guest,” said mine
host, " | was oblivious. When an old song comes across
us merry old knights of the spigot, it runs away with
our discretion,"

" Well, mine host, my grandfather, like some other
Cornish-men* kept awarm affection to the house of Y ork,
and espoused the quarrel of this Simnel, assuming the
title of Earl of Warwick, as the county afterwards, in
great numbers, countenanced the cause of Perkin War-
beck, calling himself the Duke of York. My grandsire
joined Simnel's standard, and was taken fighting desper-
ately at Stoke, where most of the leaders of that unhappy
army were slain in their harness. The good knight, to
whom he rendered himself, Sir Roger Robsart, protect-
ed him from the immediate vengeance of the King, and
dismissed him without ransom. But he was unable to
guard him from other penalties of his rashness, being the
heavy fines by which he was impoverished, according to
Henry's mode of weakening his enemies. The good
knight did what he might to mitigate the distresses of my
ancestor; and their friendship became so strict, that my
father was bred up as the sworn brother and intimate of
the present Sir Hugh Robsart the only son of Sir Roger,
and the heir of his hones, and generous, and hospitable
temper, though not equal tohim in martial achievements."

" | have heard of good Sir Hugh Robsart," interrupted
the host, " many atime and oft., His huntsman and sworn
servant, Will Badger, hath spoke of him an hundred times
in this very house—a jovial knight he is, and hath loved
hospitality and open house-keeping more than the present
fashion, which lays as much gold-lace on the seams of a
doublet aswould feed a dozen of tall fellows with beef and
ale for atwelvemonth, and let them have their evening at
the ale-house once a-wcek to do good to the publican."

" | f you have seen Will Badger, mine host," said Tres-
silian, " you have heard enough of Sir Hugh Robsart ,
and, therefore, | will but say that the hospitality you boast
of hath proved somewhat detrimental to the estate of his
family, which is perhaps of the less consequence, as he
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has but one daughter to whom to bequeath it. And here
begins my share in the tale.  Upon my father's death,
now several years since, the good Sir Hugh would wil-
lingly have made me his constant companion. There was
a time, however, at which | felt the kind knight's exces-
sive love for field-sports detained me from studies, by
which | might have profited more; but | ceased to regret
the leisure which gratitude and hereditary friendship com-
pelled me to bestow on theserural avocations. The ex-
quisite beauty of Mistress Amy Robsart, as she grew up
from childhood to woman, could not escape one whom
circumstances obliged to be so constantly in her company
—I loved her, in short, my host, and her father saw it."

" And crossed your true loves, no doubt ?* said mine
host ; " it isthe way in all such cases, and | judge it
must have been so in your instance, from the heavy sigh
you uttered even now."

" The case was different, mine host. My suit was
highly approved by the generous Sir Hugh Robsart—it
was his daughter who was cold to my passion."

" She was the more dangerous enemy of the two," said
the innkeeper. "Ifearmeyour suit proved a cold one."

" She yielded me her esteem,” said Tressilian, "and
seemed not unwilling that! should hope it might ripeninto
a warmer passion. There was a contract of future mar-
riage executed betwixt us, upon her father's intercession ;
but to comply with her anxious request, the execution was
deferred for atwelvemonth. Duringthisperiod, Richard
Varney appeared in the country, and, availing himself of
some distant family connexion with Sir Hugh Robsart,
spent much of his time in his company, until, at length,
he almost lived in the family."

" That could bode no good to the place he honoured
with his residence," said Gosling.

" No, by the rood !" replied Tressilian. " Misunder-
standing and misery followed his presence, yet so strange-
ly, that | am at this moment at a loss to trace the grada-
tions of their encroachment upon a family, which had,
till then, been so happy. For atime Amy Robsart re-
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ceived the attentions of this man Varncy with the indif-
ference attached to common courtesies ; then followed a
period in which she seemed to regard him with dislike,
and even with disgust; and then an extraordinary species
of connection appeared to grow up betwixt them. Var-
ney dropped those airs of pretension and gallantry, which
had marked his former approaches ; and Amy, on the
other hand, seemed to renounce the ill-disguised disgust
with which she had regarded them. They seemed to
have more of privacy and confidence together, than | fully
liked ; and | suspected that they met in private, where
there was less restraint than in our presence. Many cir-
cumstances, which I noticed but little at the time—for |
deemed her heart as open as her angelic countenance—
have since arisen on my memory, to convince me of their
private understanding. Butl need not detail them—the
fact speaks for itself. She vanished from her father's
house—Varney disappeared at the same time—and this
very day 1 have seen her in the character of his paramour,
living in the house of his Sordid dependant Foster, and
visited by him, muffled, and by a secret entrance.”

" And this, then, is the cause of your quarrel ? Me-
thinks, you should have been sure that the fair lady either
desired or deserved your interference."

" Mine host,” answered Tressilian, " my father, such |
must ever consider Sir Hugh Robsart, sits at home strug-
gling with his grief, or if so far recovered, vainly attempt-
ing todrown, in the practice of hisfield-spoils, the recol-
lection that he had once a daughter—arecollection which
ever and anon breaks from him under circumstances the
most pathetic. | could not brook the ideathat he should
live in misery, and Amy in guilt; and | endeavoured to
seek her out, with the hope of inducing her to return to
her family. | have found her, and when | have either
succeeded in my attempt, or have found it altogether un-
availing, it is my purpose to embark for the Virginia
voyage."

10* VOL. |I.
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" Be not so rash, good sir," replied Giles Gosling ;
" and cast not yourself away because a woman—to be
brief—is a woman, and changes her lovers like her suit
of ribands, with no better reason than mere phantasy.
And ere we probe this matter further, let me ask you what
circumstances of suspicion directed you so truly to this
lady's residence, or rather to her place of concealment ?"

" The last is the better chosen word, mine host," an-
swered Tressilian ; " and touching your question, the
knowledge that Varney held large grants of the demesnes
formerly belonging to the Monks of Abingdon, directed
me to this neighbourhood ; and your nephew's visit to his
old comrade Foster, gave me the means of conviction on
the subject."

" And what is now your purpose, worthy sir ?2—excuse
my freedom in asking the question so broadly."

" | purpose, mine host,” said Tressilian, " to renew
my visit to the place of her residence to-morrow, and to
seek amore detailed communication with her than | have
had to-day. She must indeed be widely changed from
what she once was, if my words make no impression
upon her."

" Under your favour, Master Tressilian," said the
landlord, " you can follow no such course. The lady,
if | understand you, has already rejected your interfer-
ence in the matter;"

"It is but too true,” said Tressilian ; " | cannot
deny it."

" Then, marry, by what right or interest do you pro-
cess a compulsory interference with her inclination, dis-
graceful as it may be to herself and to her parents ? Un-
less my judgment gulls me, those under whose protec-
tion she has thrown herself, would have small hesitation
to reject your interference, even if it were that of a father
or brother; but as adiscarded lover, you expose yoursell
to be repelled with the strong hand, as well aswith scorn.
You can apply to no magistrate for aid or countenance ;
and you are hunting therefore a shadow in water and
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will only, (excuse my plainness,) conic by ducking and
danger in attempting to catchit."

"1 will appeal to the Earl of Leicester," said Tres-
silian, " against the infamy of his favourite.—lie courts
the severe and strict sect of puritans—He dare not, for
the sake of his own character, refuse my appeal, even al-
though he were destitute of the principles of honour and
nobleness with which fame invests him.  Or | will appeal
to the queen herself."

" Should Leicester," said the landlord, " be disposed
to protect his dependant, (as indeed he is said to be very
confidential with Varney,) the appeal to the queen may
bring them both to reason. Her majesty isstrict in such
matters, and (if it be not treason to speak it) will rather,
it is said, pardon adozen courtiersfor falling in lovewith
herself, than one for giving preference to another woman.
Coragio, then, my brave guest ! for if thou layest a peti-
tion from Sir Hugh at the foot of the throne, bucklered
by the story of thine own wrongs, the favourite earl dared
as soon leap into the Thames at the fullest and deepest,
as offer to protect Varney in acause of this nature. But
to do thiswith any chance of success, you must go for-
mally to work; and without staying here to tilt with the
master of horse to a privy counsellor, and expose your-
self to the dagger of his cameradoes, you should hieyou
to Devonshire, get apetition drawn up for Sir Hugh Rob-
sart, and make as many friends as you can to forward
your interest at court."

" You have spoken well, mine host," said Tressilian,
and | will profit by your advice, and leave you to-mor-
row early."

" Nay, leave meto-night, sir, before to-morrow comes,"
said the landlord. " | never prayed for aguest's arrival
more eagerly than | do to have you safely gone. My
kinsman's destiny is most like to be hanged for something,
but | would not that the cause were the murder of an
honoured guest of mine. ' Better ride safe in the dark,’
says the proverb, ' than in daylight with acut-throat at
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your elbow." Come, sir, | move you for your own safety.
Your horse and all is ready, and here is your score."

" It is somewhat under anoble," said Tressilian, giv-
ing one to the host; " give the balance to pretty Cicely,
your daughter, and the servants of the house."

" They shall taste of your bounty, sir," said Gosling,
" and you should taste of my daughter's lips in grateful
acknowledgment, but at this hour she cannot grace the
porch to greet your departure.”

" Do not trust your daughter too far with your guests,
my good landlord," said Tressilian.

" O, sir, we will keep measure ; but | wonder not that
you are jealous of them all.—May | crave to know with
what aspect the fair lady at the Place yesterday received
you 7'

"1 own," said Tressilian, " it was angry as well as
confused, and affords me little hope that she is yet awak-
ened from her unhappy delusion.”

" In that case, sir, | see not why you should play the
champion of a wench that will none of you, and incur
the resentment of a favourite's favourite, as dangerous a
monster as ever a knight adventurer encountered in the
old story books."

"You do me wrong, in the supposition, mine host-
gross wrong," said Tressilian ; "l do not desire that Amy
should ever turn thought upon me more. Let me but
see her restored to her father, and all | have to do in
Europe—perhaps in the world—is over and ended."

" A wiser resolution where to drink acup of sack, and
forget her," said the landlord. " But five-and-twenty and
fifty look on those matters with different eyes, especially
when one case of peepers is set in the skull of a young
gallant, and the other in that of an old publican. | pity
you, Master Tressilian, but | see not how | can aid you
in the matter."

" Only thus far, mine host,” replied Tressilian—
' Keep a watch on the motions of those at the Place,
which thou canst easily learn without suspicion, as all
men's news fly to the ale-bench ; and bepleased to com-
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muricate the tidings in writing to such person, and to no
other, who shall bring you thisring as a special token—
look at it—it is of value, and 1 will freely hestow it on
you."

" Nay, sir," said the landlord, " | desire no recom-
pense—but it seems an unadvised course in me, being in
a public line, to connect myself in a matter of this dark
and perilous nature. | have no interest init."

" You, and every father in the land, who would have
his daughter released from the snares of shame, and sin,
and misery, have an interest deeper than aught concern-
ing earth only could create."

" Well, sir," said the host, " these are brave words ;
and | do pity from my soul the frank-hearted old gentle-
man, who has minished his estate in good house-keeping lor
the honour of his country, and now has his daughter, who
should be the stay of his age, and so forth, whisked up by
such a kite as this Varney. And though your part in the
matter is somewhat of the wildest, yet 1 will €en be a mad-
cap for company, and help you in your honest attempt
to get back the good man's child, so far as being your
faithful intelligencer can serve.. And as| shall be trueto
you, | pray you to be trusty to me, and keep my secret;
for it were bad for the custom of the Black Bear,
should it be said the bear-warder interfered in such mat-
ters. Varncy has interest enough with the justices to
dismount my noble emblem from the post on which he
swings so gallantly, to call in my license, and ruin me
from garret to cellar."

" Do not doubt my secrecy, mine host," said Tres-

silian ; " | will retain, besides, the deepest sense of thy
service, and of the risk thou dost run—remember the
ring ismy suretoken.—And now, farewell—for it wasthy
wise advice that | should tarry here as short atime as
may be."
" Follow me, then, sir guest,” said the landlord,
and tread as gently as if eggs were under your foot,
instead of deal boards.—No mail must know when or
how you departed.”
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By the aid of his dark lantern he conducted Tress'lian,
as soon as he had made himself ready for his journey
through a long intricacy of passages, which opened to an
outer court, and from thence to a remote stable, where
he had already placed his guest's horse. He then aided
him to fasten on the saddle the small portmantle which
contained his necessaries, opened a postern-door, and
with a hearty shake of the hand, and a reiteration of his
promise to attend to what went on at Cumnor-Place, he
dismissed his guest to his solitary journey.

CHAPTER IX.

Far in the lane a lonely hut be found,
No tenant ventured on the unwholesome ground :
Her e smokes his forge, he bares his snewy arm,
And early stroke* the sounding anvil warm ;
Around his shop the stedy sparkles flew,
As for the steed he shaped the bending shoe.

Gay's Trivia,

As it was deemed proper by the traveller himself, as
well as by Giles Gosling, that Tressilian should avoid
being seen in the neighbourhood of Cumnor by those
whom accident might make early risers, the landlord
had given him a route, consisting of various by-ways
and lanes, which he was to follow in succession, and which,
all the turns and short-cuts duly observed, was to con-
duct him to the public road to Marlborough.

But, like counsel of every other kind, this species of
direction is much more easily given than followed; and
what betwixt the intricacy of the way, the darkness of
the night, Tressilian's ignorance of the country, and the
sad and perplexing thoughts with which he had to con-
tend, his journey proceeded so slowly, that morning
found him only in the vale of Whitehorse, memorable
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for the defeat of the Danes in former days, with his horse
deprived of a fore-foot shoe, an accident which threat-
ened to put a stop to his journey, by laming the animal.
The residence of a smith was hisfirst object of inquiry,
in which he received little satisfaction from the dulness
or sullenness of one or two peasants, early bound for
their labour, who gave brief and indifferent answers to
his questions on the subject. Anxious at length, that the
partner of his journey should suffer as little as possible
from the unfortunate accident, Tressilian dismounted, and
led his horse in the direction of alittle hamlet, where he
hoped either to find or hear tidings of such an artificer as
he now wanted. Through adeep and muddy lane, he at
length waded on to the place, which proved only an as-
semblage of five or six miserable huts, about the doors of
which one or two persons, whose appearance seemed as
rude asthat of their dwellings, were beginning the toils of
the day. One cottage, however, seemed of rather superior
aspect, and the old dame, who was sweeping her thres-
hold, appeared something less rude than her neighbours.
To her, Tressilian addressed the oft-repeated question,
whether there was a smith in this neighbourhood, or any
place where he could refresh his horse ? The dame
looked him in the face with a peculiar expression, as she
replied, " Smith ! ay, truly, is there a smith—what
would'st ha' wi' un, mon ?"

" To shoe my horse, good dame," answered Tressil-
ian ; " you may see that he hasthrown a fore-foot shoe."

" Master Holiday !" exclaimed the dame, without re-
turning any direct answer—-" Master Herasmus Holiday,
come and speak to mon, and please you."

" Favete Unguis !" answered a voice from within ;
" | cannot now come forth, Gammer Sludge, being in
the very sweetest bit of my morning studies."

" Nay, but,good now, Master Holiday, come ye out—
do ye—Here's a mon would to Wayland Smith, and |
care not to show him way to devil—his horse hath cast
shoe."
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" Quid mild cum cabcdlo?" replied the man of learn-
ing from within; " | think there is hut one wise man in
the hundred, and they cannot shoe a horse without him !"

And forth came the honest pedagogue, for such his
dress bespoke him. A long, lean, shambling, stooping
figure, was surmounted by a head thatched with lank
black hair somewhat inclining to grey. His features had
the cast of habitual authority, which | suppose Dionysius
carried with him from the throne to the schoolmaster's
pulpit, and bequeathed as a legacy to all of the same
profession. A black buckram cassock was gathered at
his middle with a belt, at which hung, instead of knife or
weapon, a goodly leathern pen-and-ink case. Hisferula
was stuck on the other side, like Harlequin's wooden
sword ; and he carried in his hand the tattered volume
which he had been busily perusing.

On seeing a person of Tressilian's appearance, which
he was better able to estimate than the country-folks had
been, the schoolmaster unbonnetcd, and accosted him
with, " Salve, dominc. Intelligisne linguam Latinam ?"

Tressilian  mustered, his learning to reply, "Lingua
Latince haud penitus ignarus, veniaiva, domine eruditis-
simc, vernaculum libcatius loquor”

The Latin reply had upon the schoolmaster the effect
which the mason's sign is said to produce on the brethren
of the trowel. He was at once interested in the learn-
ed traveller, listened with gravity to his story of atired
horse and a lost shoe, and then replied with solemnity,
" It may appear a simple thing, most worshipful, to re-
ply to you that there dwells, within a brief mile of these
tuguria, the best fuber ferrarius, the most accomplished
blacksmith that ever nailed iron upon liorse. Now, were
| to say so, | warrant me you would think yourself compos
voti, or, as the vulgar have it, a made man."

" | should at least,” said Tressilian, " have a direct
answer to a plain question, which seems difficult to be
obtained in this country."
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" It is amere sending of a sinful soul to the evil un,"
said the old woman, " the sending aliving creature to
Wayland Smith."

" Peace, Gammer Sludge !" said the pedagogue ;
" pauca verba, Gammer Sludge; look to the furmity,
Gammer Sludge ; curetur jenluculum, Gammer Sludge,
this gentleman is none of thy gossips." Then turning to
Tressilian, he resumed his lofty tone, " And so, most
worshipful, you would really think yourself felix bis
terque, should | point out to you the dwelling of this
same smith ?'

" Sir," replied Tressilian, " | should in that case have
all that | want at present—a horse fit to carry me for-
ward—out of hearing of your learning." The last words
he muttered to himself.

" O coxa mens mortahum !" said the learned man ;
" well was it sung by Junius Juvenalis, ' numinibus vota
exaiudita malignis!'

" Learned Magister," said Tressilian, " your erudi-
tion so greatly exceeds my poor intellectual capacity, that
you must excuse my seeking elsewhere for information
which | can better understand.”

" There again now," replied the pedagogue, " how
fondly you fly from him that would instruct you ! Truly
said Quinctilian"

" | pray, sir, let Quinctilian be for the present, and
answer, in aword, and in English, if your learning can
condescend so far, whether there is any place here where
| can have opportunity to refresh my horse, until | can
have him shod ?*

" Thus much courtesy, sir," said the schoolmaster,
" | can readily render you, that although there is in this
poor hamlet [nostra paupera regna ) no regular hospi-
tium, as my namesake Erasmus calleth it, yet forasmuch
as you are somewhat embued, or at least tinged asit were,
with good letters, | will use my interest with the good
woman of the house to accommodate you with a platter
of furmity—an wholesome food, for which | have found

11 VOL. I.




122 KENIL WORTH.

no Latin phrase—your horse shall have a share of the
cow-house, with a bottle of sweet hay, in which the good
woman Sludge so much abounds, that it may he said of
her cow, fanun habet in cornu; and if it please you to
bestow on mu the pleasure of your company, the ban-
quet shall cost you ne scniissemquidem, so much is Gam-
mer Sludge bound to me for the pains | have bestowed
on the top and bottom of her hopeful heir Dickie, whom
| have painfully made to travel through the accidence."

" Now, God yield ye for it, Mr. Herasmus," said the
good Gammer, " and grant that little Dickie may be the
better for his accident '—and for the rest, if the gentle-
man list to stay, breakfast shall be on the board in the
wringing of a dishclout ; and for horse-meat and man's-
meat, | bear no such base mind as to ask a penny."

Considering the state of his horse, Tressilian, upon the
whole, saw no better course than to accept the invitation
thus learnedly made and hospitably confirmed, and take
chance that when the good pedagogue had exhausted
every topic of conversation, he might possibly conde-
scend to tell him where he could find the smith they
spoke of. He entered the hut accordingly, and sat down
with the learned Magister Erasmus Holiday, partook of
his furmity, and listened to his learned account of him-
self for a good half hour, ere he could get him to talk
upon any other topic. The reader will readily excuse
our accompanying this man of learninginto all the details
with which he favoured Tressilian, of which the following
sketch may suffice.

He was born at Hogsnorton, where, according to pop-
ular saying, the pigs play upon the organ, a proverb which
he interpreted allegorically, as having reference to the
herd of Epicures, of which litter Horace confessed himself
a porker. His name of Erasmus, he derived partly from
his father having been the son of a renowned washerwo-
man, who had held that great scholar in clean linen all the
while he was at Oxford ; a task of some difficulty, as he
was only possessed of two shirts, " the one,” as she ex-
pressed herself, " to wash the other." The vestiges of
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one of these camicicz, as Master Holiday boasted, were
still in his possession, having fortunately been detained by
his grandmother to cover the balance of her bill. But
he thought there was a still higher and overruling cause for
his having had the name of Erasmus conferred on him,
namely, the secret presentiment of his mother's mind,
that, in the babe to be christened, was a hidden genius,
which should one day lead him to rival the fame of the
great scholar of Amsterdam. The schoolmaster's sur-
name led him as far into dissertation as his Christian ap-
pellative. He was inclined to think that he bore the
name of Holiday quas lucus a non lucendo, because he
gave such few holidays to his school ; " Hence," said
he, " the schoolmaster istermed, classically, Ludl Ma-
gistcr, because he deprives boys of their play." And
yet, on the other hand, he thought it might bear a very
different interpretation, and refer to his own exquisite art
in arranging pageants, morris-dances, May-day festivities,
and such like holiday delights, for which he assured
Tressilian he had positively the purest and the most in-
ventive brain in England; insomuch, that his cunning in
framing such pleasures had made him known to many
honourable persons, both in country and court, and espe-
cially to thenoble Earl of Leicester—" And athough he
may now seem to forget me,” he said, " in the multi-
tude of state affairs, yet | am well assured, that had he
some pretty pastime to array for entertainment of the
gueen's grace, horse and man would be seeking the
humble cottage of Erasmus Holiday. Parvo contentus,
in the meanwhile, | hear my pupils parse, and construe,
worshipful sir, and drive away my time with the aid of
the muses. And | have at all times, when in correspon-
dence with foreign scholars, subscribed myself Erasmus
ab Die Fausto, and have enjoyed the distinction due to
the learned under that title ; witness the erudite Diedri-
chus Buckerschockius, who dedicated to me under that
title, his treatise on the letter Tau. In fine, sir, | have
been a happy and distinguished man."
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" Long may it be so, sir!" said the traveller ; " but
permit me to ask, in your own learned phrase, Quid hoc
ad Iphycli boves, what has all this, to do with the shoeing
of my poor nag ?"

" Festina lentc" said the man of learning, " we will
presently come to that point. Y ou must know that some
two or three years past, there came to these parts one
who called himself Doctor Doboobie, although it may be
he never wrote even Magister artium, save in right of
his hungry belly. Or it may be that if he had any de-
grees, they were of the devil's giving, for he was what
the vulgar call a white witch—a cunning man, and such
like.—Now, good sir, | perceive you are impatient; but
if aman tell not bis tale his own way, how have you
warrant to think that he ban tell it in yours?"

"Well, then, learned sir, take your way," answered
Tressilian ; " only let us travel at a sharper pace, for my
time is somewhat of the shortest.”

" Well, sir," resumed Erasmus holiday, with the most
provoking perseverance, " | will not say that this same
Demetrius, for so he wrote himself when in foreign parts,
was an actual conjuror, but certain it is, that he professed
to be a brother of the mystical order of the Rosy Cross,
a disciple of Gcber (ex nomine cujus venit verbum ver-
nacuhun gibberish.) He cured wounds by salving the
weapon instead of the sore—told fortunes by palmistry
—discovered stolen goods by the sieve and shears—
gathered the right maddow and the male fern seed,
through use of which men walk invisible—pretended
some advances towards the panacea, or universal elixir,
and affected to convert good lead into sorry silver."

" In other words," said Trcssilian, " he was a quack
salver and common cheat ; but what has all this to do
with my nag, and the shoe which he has lost?"

" With your worshipful patience," replied the diffusive
man of letters, " you shall understand that presently—
patientia then, right worshipful, which word according to
our Marcus Tullius, is 'dificilium rervm dinrna perprs-
sio. This same Demetrius Doboobie, after dealing with
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the country, as | have told you, began to acquire fame
inter magnates, among the prime men of the land, and
there is likelihood he might have aspired to great matters,
had not, according to vulgar fame, (for 1 aver not the
thing as according with my certain knowledge,) the devil
claimed his right one dark night and flown off with De-
metrius, who was never seen or heard of afterwards.
Now here comes the medulla, the very marrow of my
tale. This Doctor Doboobie had a servant, a poor snake,
whom he employed in trimming his furnace, regulating it
by just measure—compounding his drugs—tracing his
circles—cajoling his patients, et sic de center is—Waell,
right worshipful, the Doctor being removed thus strange-
ly, and in away which struck the whole country with
terror, this poor Zany thinks to himself, in the words of
Maro, ' Uno awho now deficit alter ;' and, even as a
tradesman's apprentice sets himself up in his master's
shop when he is dead, or hath retired from business, so
doth this Wayland assume the dangerous trade of his de-
funct master.  But although, most worshipful sir, the
world is ever prone to listen to the pretensions of such
unworthy men, who arc, indeed, mere saltirn banqui and
charlatani, though usurping the style and skill of doctors
of medicine, yet the pretensions of this poor Zany, this
Wayland, were too gross to pass on them, nor was there
a mere rustic, a villager, who was not ready to accost
him in the sense of Persius, though in their own rugged
words,—

' Diluis helleboram, certo compescere puncto
Nextius examen ? vclat hoc nalura medendi '!

which | have thus rendered in a poor paraphrase of mine
own,—
Wilt thou mix hellebore, who doth not know

How many grains should to the mixture go ?
The art of medicine this forbids, | trow.

Moreover, the evil reputation of the master, and his
strange and doubtful end, or at least, sudden disappear-
11* voL.i.
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ance, prevented any, excepting the most desperate of men,
to seek any advice or opinion from the servant ; where-
fore, the poor vermin was likely at first to swarf for
very hunger. Hut the devil that serves him, since the
death of Demetrius or Dohoobie, put him on a fresh de-
vice. This knave, whether from the inspiration of the
devil, or from early education, shoes horses, better than
g'er a man betwixt us and Iceland ; and so he gives up
his practice on the bipeds, the two-legged and unfledged
species, called mankind, and betakes him entirely to shoe-
ing of horses."

" Indeed ! and where does he lodge all this time ?"
said Tressilian. " And does he shoe horses well ?—
show me his dwelling presently."

The interruption pleased not the Magister, who ex-
claimed, " O, ceeca mans mortaliurn ! though,by theway,
| used that quotation before. But | would the classics
could afford me any sentiment of power to stop those
who are so willing to rush upon their own destruction.
Hear but, | pray you, the conditions of this man," said
he, in continuation, " ere you arc so willing to place
yourself within his danger'—

" A' takes no money for aswork," said the dame, who
stood by, enraptured as it were with the fine words and
learned apothegms, which glided so fluently from her
erudite inmate, Master Holiday. But this interruption
pleased not the magister, more than that of the traveller.

" Peace," said he, " Gammer Sludge ; know your
place, if it be your will. Sufflamina, Gammer Sludge,
and allow me to expound this matter to our worshipful
guest.—Sir," said he, again addressing Tressilian, " this
old woman speaks true, though in her own rude style ;
for certainly this fahcr ferrarius, or blacksmith, takes
money of no one."

" And that is a sure sign he deals with Satan," said
Dame Sludge ; " since no good Christian would ever
refuse the wages of his labour."

" The old woman hath touched it again,” said the
pedagogue ; " rem aeu tetigit—she hath pricked it with



KENILWORTH. 127

her needle's point.—This Wayland takes no money, in-
deed, nor doth he show himself to any one."

" And can this madman, for such | hold him," said the
traveller, " know aught like good skill of histrade ?"

" O, sir, in that let us give the devil his due—Mulci-
her himself, with all his Cyclops, could hardly amend
him. But assuredly thereislittle wisdom in taking coun-
sel or receiving aid from one, who is but too plainly in
league with the author of evil."

" | must take my chance of that, good Master Holi-
day," said Tressilian, rising; " and as my horse must
now have eaten his provender, | must needs thank you
for your good cheer, and pray you to show me this man's
residence, that | may have the means of proceeding on
my journey."

" Ay, ay, do ye show him, Master Ilerasmus," said
the old dame, who was, perhaps, desirous to get her house
freed of her guest; " a must needs go, when the devil
drives."

" Do manus' said the magister, " | submit—taking
the world to witness, that | have possessed this honourable
gentleman with the full injustice which he has done and
shall do to his own soul, if he becomes thus a trinkoter
with Satan.  Neither will | go forth with our guest my-
self, but rather send my pupil, Rcardc ! Adsis, nebula.”

" Under your favour, not so," answered the old wom-
an; " you may peril your own soul, if you list, but my son
shall budge on no such errand ; and |'onder at you,
Domine Doctor, to propose such a piece of service for
little Dickie."

" Nay, my good Gammer Sludge," answered the pre-
ceptor, " Ricardus shall gobut to the top of the hill, and
indicate with his digit to the stranger, the dwelling of
Wayland Smith. Believe not that any evil can come to
him, he having read this morning, fasting, a chapter of
the Septuagint, and, moreover, having had his lesson in
the Greek Testament."

" Ay," said his mother, " and | have sewn a sprig of
witch's elm in the neck of tin's doublet, ever snce? that
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foul thief has begun his practices on man and beast in
these parts."

" And as he goes oft (as | hugely suspect) towards
this conjuror for his own pastime, he may for once go
thither, or near it, to pleasure us, and to assist this stran-
ger. Ergo, hens Ricardc ! ads is quoso, mi didascule."

The pupil, thus affectionately invoked, at length came
stumbling into the room ; a queer, shambling, ill-made
urchin, who, by his stunted growth, seemed about twelve
or thirteen years old, though he was probably, in reality,
ayear or two older, with a carroty pate in huge disorder,
a freckled sun-burnt visage, with a snub nose, a long chin,
and two pcery grey eyes, which had a droll obliquity of
vision, approaching to a squint, though perhaps not a de-
cided one. It was impossible to look at the little man
without some disposition to laugh, especially when Gam-
mer Sludge, seizing upon and kissing him, in spite of his
struggling and kicking in reply to her caresses, termed
him her own precious pearl of beauty."

" Ricarde" said the preceptor, " you must forthwith
(which is profecto) set forth so far as the top of the hill,
and show this man of worship Wayland Smith's work-
shop."

" A proper errand of a morning," said the boy, in
better language than Tressilian expected ; " and who
knows but the devil may fly away with me before | come
back 7'

" Ay, marry may un," said Dame Sludge, " and you
might have thought twice, Master Domine, ere you sent
my dainty darling on arrow such errand. It is not for
such doings | feed your belly and clothe your back, I

warrant you!"
' Pshaw—nugce, good Gammer Sludge," answered
the preceptor ; " | ensure you that Satan, if there be

Satan in the case, shall not touch athread of his garment;
for Dickie can say bis pater with the best, and may defy
the foul fiend—Eumenides Sygiumque nefas'

"Ay, and |, as | said before, have sewed a sprig of
the mountain-ash into his collar," said the good woman,
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" which will avail more than your clerkship, | was; hut
for al that, it isill to seek the devil or his mates cither."

" My good boy," said Tressilian, who saw from a gro-
tesque sneer on Dickie's face, that he was more likely to
act upon his own bottom, than by the instruction of his
elders, " | will give thee a silver groat, my pretty fellow,
if you will but guide me to this man's forge."

The boy gave him a knowing side-look, which seemed
to promise acquiescence, while at the same time he ex-
claimed, " | be your guide to Wayland Smith's! Why,
man, did | not say that the devil might fly off with me,
just as the kite there (looking to the window) is flying off
with one of grandame's chicks?"

" The kite ! the kite !" exclaimed the old woman in
return, and forgetting all other matters in her alarm,
hastened to the rescue of her chicken as fast as her old
legs could carry her.

" Now for it," said the urchin to Tressilian ; " snatch
your beaver, get out your horse, and have at the silver
groat you spoke of."

" Nay, but tarry, tarry," said the preceptor, "Suffta-
inina  Ricarde"

" Tarry yourself,” said Dickie, " and think what
answer you are to make to grannie for sending me post
to the devil."

The teacher, aware of the responsibility he was incur-
ring, bustled up in great haste to lay hold of the urchin,
and to prevent his departure ; but Dickie slipped through
his fingers, bolted from the cottage, and sped him to the
top of a neighbouring rising ground ; while the precep-
tor, despairing by well-taught experience, of recovering
his pupil by speed of foot, had recourse to the most hon-
ied epithets the Latin vocabulary affords, to persuade his
return. But to mi anime, corcuhun meum, and all such
classical endearments, the truant turned a deaf ear, and
kept frisking on the top of the rising ground like a goblin
by moonlight, making signs to his new acquaintance,
Tressilian, to follow him.
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The traveller lost no timein getting out his horse and
departing to join his elfish guide, after half-forcing on the
poor deserted teacher a recompense for the entertain-
ment he had received, which partly allayed the terror he
had for facing the return of the old lady of the mansion.
Apparently this took place soon afterwards, for ere
Tressilian and his guide had proceeded far on their jour-
ney, they heard the screams of a cracked female voice,
intermingled with the classical objurgations of Master
Erasmus Holiday. But Dickie Sludge, equally deaf to
the voice of maternal tenderness and of magisterial au-
thority, skipped on unconsciously before Tressilian, only
observing, that, " if they cried themselves hoarse, they
might go lick the honey-pot, for he had eaten up all the
honey-comb himself on yesterday even."

CHAPTER X.

Thereentering in, they found the goodman sdfe
Full busilie unto his work ybent,
Who was to weet a wretched wearish éf,
With hollow eyes and rawbone cheeks for spent,
Asif he had been long in prison pent.

The Faery Queene.

“"ARE we far from the dwelling of this smith, my
pretty lad ?* said Tressilian to his young guide.

" How is it you call me ?" said the boy, looking askew
at him with his sharp grey eyes.

"1 call you my pretty lad—is there any offence in
that, my boy ?"

" No—but were you with my grandame and Dominie
Holiday, you might sing chorus to the old song of

' We three
Tom-fools be.'"
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" And why so, my little man ?" said Tressilian.

' Because," answered the ugly urchin, " you are the
only three ever called me pretty lad—Now my grandame
does it because she is parcel blind by age, and whole
blind by kindred—andv my muster, the poor Dominie,
does it to curry favour, and have the fullest platter of
furmity, and the warmest seat by the fire. Hut what
you call me pretty lad for, you know best yourself."

" Thou art a sharp wag at least, if not a pretty one.
But what do thy play-fellows call thee ?"

" Hobgoblin," answered the boy, readily ; " but for
all that, I would rather have my own ugly viznomy than
any of their jolterheads, that have no more brains in
them than a brickbat."

" Then you fear not this smith, whom you are going
to see?"

" Me fear him !" answered the boy ; " if he were the
devil folk think him, 1 would not fear him; but though
there is something queer about him, he's no more a devil
than you are, and that's what | would not tell to every
one."

" And why do you ten it to me then, my boy ?" said
Tressilian.

" Because you are another guess gentleman than those
we see here every day," replied Dickie; " and though
| am as ugly as sin, | would not have you think me an
ass, especially as | may have a boon to ask of you one
day."

" And what is that, my lad, whom | must not call pret-
ty ?* replied Tressilian.

" O, if | were to ask itjust now," said the boy, "you
would deny it me—but | will wait till we meet at court."

" At court, Richard! areyou bound for court ?* said
Tressilian.

" Ay, ay, that's just like the rest of them," replied the
boy ; " | warrant me you think what should such an ill-
favoured, scrambling urchin do at court ? But let Rich-
ard Sludge aone ; | have not been cock of the roost here
for nothing. I will make sharp wit mend foul feature."
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" But what will your grandame say, and your tutor,
DominieHoliday?"

" E'en what they like," replied Dickie; " the one has
her chickens to reckon, and the oilier has his boys to
whip. | would have given them the candle to hold long
since, and shown this trumpery hamlet afair pair of heels,
but that Dominie promises | should go with him to bear
share in the next pageant he is to set forth, and they say
there arc to be great revels shortly."

" And whereabout are they to be held, my little
friend ?* said Tressilian.

" O, at some castle far in the north,” answered his
guide—" aworld's breadth from Berkshire. But our old
Dominie holds that they cannot go forward without him ;
and it may be he is right, for he has put in order many a
fair pageant. He is not half the fool you would take him
for, when he gets to work he understands ; and so he can
spout verses like a play-actor, when, God wot, if you set
him to steal a goose's egg, he would be drubbed by the
gander."

" And you are to play a part in his next show ?' said
Tressilian, somewhat interested by the boy's boldness of
conversation, and shrewd estimate of character.

" In faith," said Richard Sludge, in answer, " he hath
so promised me ; and if he break his word, it will be
the worse for him ; for let me take the bit between my
teeth, and turn my head down hill, and | will shake him
off with a fall that may harm his bones—And | should not
like much to hurt him neither,” said he, " for the tire-
some old fool has painfully laboured to teach me all he
could.— But enough of that—here are we at Way land
Smith's forge-door."

" You jest, my little friend," said Tressilian ; " here
is nothing but a bare moor, and that ring of stones, with
a great one hi the midst, like a Cornish barrow."

" Ay, and that great flat stone in the midst, which lies
across the top of these uprights,” said the boy, " is
Wayland Smith's counter, that you must tell down your
money upon.”
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" What do you mean by such folly ?" said the travel-
ler, beginning to be angry with the boy, and vexed with
himself for having trusted such a hair-brained guide.

" Why," said Dickie, with agrin, " you must tie your
horse to that upright stone that has the ring in't, and then
you must whistle three times, and lay me down your sil-
ver groat on that other flat stone, walk out of the circle,
sit down on the west side of that little thicket of bushes,
and take heed you look neither to right nor to left for ten
minutes, or so long as you shall hoar the hammer clink,
and whenever it ceases, say your prayers for the space
you could tell a hundred, or count over a hundred,
which will do as well,—and then come into the circle,
you will find your money gone and your horse shod."

" My money gone to a certainty!" said Tressilian ;
" but as for the rest—liark ye, my lad, | am not your
schoolmaster, but if you play off your waggery on me, |
will take apart of his task off his hands, and punish you
to purpose.”

" Ay, when you can catch me!" said the boy, and
presently took to his heels across the heath, with a veloc-
ity which baffled every attempt of Tressilian to overtake
him, loaded as he was with his heavy boots. Nor was it
the least provoking part of the urchin's conduct, that ho
did not exert his utmost speed, like one who finds himself
in danger or who is frightened, but preserved just such a
rate as to encourage Tressilian to continue the chase, and
then darted away from him with the swiftness of the
wind, when his pursuer supposed he had nearly run him
flown, doubling, at the same time, and winding so as al-
ways to keep near the place from which he started.

This lasted until Tressilian, from very weariness, stood
still, and was about to abandon the pursuit with a hearty
curse on the ill-favoured urchin, who had engaged him
in an exercise so ridiculous. But the boy, who had, as
formerly planted himself on the top of a hillock close in
front, began to clap his long thin hands, point with his
skinny fingers, and twist his wild and ugly features into

12 VOL. I.
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such an extravagant expression of laughter and derision,
that Tressilian began half to doubt whether he had not
in view an actual hobgoblin.

Provoked extremely, yet at the same time feeling an
irresistible desire to laugh, so very odd were the boy's
grimaces and gesticulations, the Cornish man returned to
his horse, and mounted him with the purpose of pursuing
Dickie at more advantage.

The boy no sooner saw him mount his horse, than he
hollo'd out to him, that rather than he should spoil his
white-footed nag, he would come to him, on condition
he would keep his fingers to himself.

" | will make no conditions with thee, thou ugly
varlet!" said Tressilian ; " | will have thee at my mercy
in a moment."

" Aha, Master Traveller," said the boy, " thereis
a marsh hard by, would swallow all the horses of the
queen's guard—I will into it, and see where you will go
then.—You shall hear the bittern bump, and the wild
drake quack, ere you get hold of me without my con-
sent, | promise you."

Tressilian looked out, and from the appearance of the
ground behind the hillock, believed it might be as the
boy said, and accordingly determined to strike up a peace
with so light-footed and ready-witted an enemy—" Come
down," he said, " thou mischievous brat!—Leave thy
mopping and mowing, and come hither; | will do thee
no harm as | am a gentleman."

The boy answered his invitation with the utmost con-
fidence, and danced down from his stance with a galliard
sort of step, keeping his eye at the same time fixed on
Tressilinn's, who, once more dismounted, stood with his
horse's bridle in his hand, breathless, and half exhausted
with his fruitless exercise, though not one drop of moist-
ure appeared on the freckled forehead of the urchin,
which looked like a piece of dry and discoloured parch-
ment, drawn tight across the brow of a fleshless skull.

" And tell me," said Tressilian, " why you use me
thus, thou mischievous imp ? or what your meaning is by
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telling me so absurd a legend as you wished but now to
put on me? Or rather show me, in good earnest, this
smith's forge, and 1 will give thee what will buy thee ap-
ples through the whole winter."

" Were you to give me an orchard of apples,” sad
Dickie Sludge, " | can guide thee no better than | have
done. Lay down the silver token on the Hat stone—
whistle three times—then come sit down on the western
side of the thicket of gorse ; | will sit by you, and give
you free leave to wring my head off, unless you hear the
smith at work within two minutes after we are seated.”

"1 may be tempted to take thee at thy word," said
Tressilian, " if you make me do aught half so ridiculous
for your own mischievous sport—however, | will prove
your spell.—Here, then, 1 tie my horse to this upright
stone—I| must lay my siiler groat here, and whistle three
times, sayest thou ?"

" Ay, but thou must whistle louder than an unfledged
owsel," said the boy, as Tressilian, having laid down his
money, and half ashamed of the folly he practised, made
a careless whistle—" Y ou must whistle louder than that,
for who knows where the smith is that you call for 2—
He may be in the King of France's stables for what |
know."

" Why, you said but now he was no devil," replied
Tressilian.
" Man or devil," said Dickie, "1 see that | must

summon him foryou ;" and therewithal he whistled sharp
and shrill, with an acutcness of sound that almost thrilled
through Tressilian's brain—" That is what | call whist-
ling," said he, after he had repeated the signal thrice ;
and now to cover, to cover, or Whitefoot will not be shod
this day."

Tressilian, musing what the upshot of this mummery
was to be, yet satisfied there was to be some serious re-
sult, by the confidence with which the boy had put him-
self in his power, suffered himselfto be conducted to that
side of the little thicket of gorse and brushwood which
was farthest from the circle of stones, and there sat down
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and as it occurred to him that, after all, this might be a
trick for stealing his horse, he kept his hand on the boy's
collar, determined to make him hostage for its safety.

" Now, hush and listen," said Dickie, in a low whis-
per; "you will soon hear the tack of a hammer that
was never forged of earthly iron, for the stone it was
made of was shot from the moon." And in effect Trcs-
silian did immediaiely hear the light stroke of a hammer,
as when a farrier is at work. The singularity of such
a sound, in so very lonely a place, made him involunta-
rily start ; but looking at the boy, and discovering,
by the arch malicious expression of his countenance that
the urchin saw and enjoyed his light tremor, he became
convinced that the whole was a concerted stratagem, and
determined to know by whom, or for what purpose the
trick was played off.

Accordingly heremained perfectly quiet all the time
that the hammer continued to sound, being about the
space usually employed in fixing a horse-shoe. But the
instant the sound ceased, Trcssilian, instead of interpos-
ing the space of time which his guide had required,
started up with his sword in his hand, ran round the thick-
et, and confronted a man in a farrier's leathern apron,
but otherwise fantastically attired in a bear-skin dressed
with the fur on, and acap of the same, which almost hid
the sooty and begrimed features of the wearer—" Come
back, come back !" cried the boy to Tressilian, " or you
will be torn to pieces—no man lives that looks on him."
—In fact, the invisible smith (now fully visible) heaved
up his hammer, and showed symptoms of doing battle.

But when the boy observed that neither his own en-
treaties, nor the menaces of the farrier appeared to change
Tressilian's purpose, but that on the contrary, he con-
fronted the hammer with his drawn sword, he exclaimed
to the smith in turn, " Wayland, touch him not, or you
will come by the worse!—the gentleman is a true gentle-
man, and a bold.""

" So thou hast betrayed me, Flibbertigibbet ?* said
the smith ; " it shall be the worse for thee!"
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" Be who thou wilt." said Tressilian, " thou art in no
danger from me, so thou tell me the meaning of this prac-
tice, and why thou drivest thy trade in this mysterious
fashion."

The smith, however, turning to Tressilian, exclaimed,
in a threatening tone, "Who questions the Keeper of
the Crystal Castle of Light, the Lord of the Green Lion,
the Rider of the Red Dragon ?—Hence !—avoid thee,
ere | summon Talpack with his fiery lance, to quell, crush,
and consume !" These words he uttered with violent ges-
ticulation, mouthing and flourishing his hammer.

" Peace, thou vile cozener, with thy gipsy cant*!"
replied Tressilian, scornfully, " and follow me to the
next magistrate, or | will cut thee over the pate."

" Peace, | pray thee, good Wayland !" said the boy;
credit me the swaggering vein will not pass here, you
must cut boon whids."*

" | think, worshipful sir," said the smith, sinking his

hammer, and assuming a more gentle and submissive
tone of voice, " that when so poor a man does his day's
job, he might be permitted to work it out after his own
fashion. Your horse is shod, and your farrier paid—
What need you cumber yourself further, than to mount
and pursue your journey ?"
" Nay, friend, you are mistaken," replied Tressilian ;
every man has a right to take the mask from the face of
a cheat and a juggler; and your mode of living raises
suspicion that you are both."

"If you are so determined, sir," said the smith, " |
cannot help myself save by force, which | were unwilling
to use towards you, Master Tressilian; not that | fear
your weapon, but because | know you to be a worthy,
kind, and well-accomplished gentleman, who would rath-
er help than harm a poor man that is in a strait."

" Well said, Wayland," said the boy, who had anxiously
awaited the issue of their conference. " But let us to thy

* " Give good words'—Sang dialect.
12* VOL. I.
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den, man, for itisill for thy health to stand here talking
in the open air."

" Thou art right, Hobgoblin," replied the smith ; and
going to the little thicket of gorse on the side nearest to
the circle, and opposite to that at which his customer had
so lately couched, he discovered a trap-door curiously
covered with bushes, raised it, and, descending into the
earth, vanished from their eyes. Notwithstanding Tres-
silian's curiosity, he had some hesitation at following the
fellow into what might be a den of robbers, especially
when he heard the smith's voice, issuing from the bowels
of the earth, call out, " Flibbertigibbet, do you come last,
and be sure to fasten the trap !"

"Have you seen enough of Wayland Smith now?"
whispered the urchin to Tressilian, with an arch sneer
as if marking his companion's uncertainty.

" Not yet," said Tressilian firmly, and shaking off his
momentary irresolution, he descended into the narrow
staircase to which the entrance led, and was followed
by Dickie Sludge, who made fast the trap-door behind
him, and thus excluded every glimmer of daylight. The
descent, however, was only a few steps, and led to alevel
passage of a few yards length, at the end of which appear-
ed the reflection of a lurid and red light. Arrived at
this point, with his drawn sword in his hand, Tressilian
found that a turn to the left admitted him and Hobgoblin,
who followed closely, into a small square vault, contain-
ing a smith's forge glowing with charcoal, the vapour of
which filled the apartment with an oppressive smell, which
would have been altogether suffocating, but that by some
concealed vent thesmithy communicated with the upper
air.  The light afforded by the red fuel, and by a lamp
suspended in an iron chain, served to show that, besides
an anvil, bellows, tongs, hammers, a quantity of ready-
made horse-shoes, and other articles proper to the pro-
fession of a farrier, there were also stoves, alembics, cru-
cibles, retorts, and other instruments of alchymy. The
grotesque figure of the smith, and the ugly but whimsical
features of the boy, seen by the gloomy and imperfect
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light of the charcoal-fire and the dying damp, accorded
very well with all this mystical apparatus, and in that age
of superstition would have made some impression on the
courage of most men,

But nature had endowed Tressilian with firm nerves,
and his education, originally good, had been too sedu-
lously improved by subsequent study to give way to any
imaginary terrors; and after giving a glance around him,
he again demanded of the artist who he was, and by what
accident he came to know and address him by his name.

" Your worship cannot but remember," said the smith,
" that about three year's since, upon Saint Lucy's eve,
there came a travelling juggler to a certain hall in Devon-
shire, and exhibited | us skill before a worshipful knight
and a fair company—I sec from your worship's counte-
nance, dark as this place is, that my memory has not
done me wrong."

"Thou hast said enough,” said Tressilian, turning
away, as wishing to hide from the speaker the painful
train of recollections which his discourse had unconscious-
ly awakened,

" Thejuggler," said the smith, " played his part so
bravely, that the clowns and clown-like squires in the
company held his art to be little less than magical; but
there was one maiden of fifteen, or thereby, with the fair-
est face | ever looked upon, whose rosy check grew pale,
and her bright eyesdim, at the sight of the wonders ex-
hibited."

" Peace, | command thee, peace !" said Tressilian.

"1 mean your worship no offence," said the fellow;
" but | have cause to remember how, to relieve the young
maiden's fears, you condescended to point out the mode
in which these deceptions were practised, and to baffle
the poor juggler by laying bare the mysteries of his art,
as ably as if you had been a brother of his order.—She
was indeed so fair a maiden, that, to win a smile of her,
a man might well"—
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" Not a word more of her, | charge thee !" said Tjes-
silian; " | do well remember the night you speak of—
one of the few happy evenings my life has known."

" Sheis gone, then," said the smith, interpreting after
his own fashion the sigh with which Tressilian uttered
these words—" She is gone, young, beautiful, and belov-
ed as shewas! — | craveyour worship's pardon—I should
have hammered on another theme—I| see | have un-
warily driven the nail to the quick."

This speech was made with a mixture of rude feeling,
which inclined Tressilian favourably to the poor artizan,
of whom before he was inclined tojudge very harshly.
But nothing can so soon attract the unfortunate, as real
or seeming sympathy with their sorrows.

"1 think," proceeded Tressilian, after a minute's
silence, " thou wert in those nays a jovial fellow, who
could keep a company merry by song, and tale, and re-
beck, as well as by thy juggling tricks—why do | find
thee a laborious handicraftsman, plying thy trade in so
melancholy a dwelling, and under such extraordinary
circumstances?’

" My story is not long," said the artist; " but your
honour had better sit while you listen toit." So saying,
he approached to the fire a tlree-footed stool, and took
another himself, while Dickie Sludge, or Flibbertigibbet,
as he called the boy, drew a cricket to the smith's feet,
and looked up in his face with featureswhich, asillumina-
ted by the glow of the forge, seemed convulsed with
intense curiosity—" Thou too," said the smith to him,
" shalt learn, as thou well deservest at my hand, the brief
history of my life; and, in troth, it were as well tell it
thee as leave thee to ferret it out, since Nature never
packed a shrewder wit into a more ungainly casket.—
Well, sir, if my poor story may pleasure you, it is at your
command—But will you not taste a stoup of liquor ? |
promise you that even in this poor cell | have some in
store."

" Speak not of it," said Tressilian, "but go on with
thy story, for my leisure is brief."
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" You shall have no cause to rue the delay," said the
smith, " for your horse shall be better fed in the mean-
time, than he hath been this morning, and made fitter for
travel."

With that the artist left the vault, and returned after a
few minutes interval. Here, also, we pause, that the
narrative may commence in another chapter.

CHAPTERXI.

| say, my lord can such a subtlety,
(But all his craft ye mug not wot of me,
And somewhat help | yet to hisworking)
That all theground on which we ben riding,
Till that we cometo Canterbury town,
He can,all clean turnen so up so down,
And paveit all of silver and of gold.
TheCanon'sYeomarh'sPrologue—Canterbury Talcs.

T H E artistcommenced hisnarrative in the following
terms:—

" | was bred a blacksmith, and IKNow my art as well
as €er a black-thumb'd leathern-apron'd swart-faced
knave of that noble mystery. But | tired of ringing
hammer-tunes on iron stithies, and went out into the
world, where | became acquainted with a celebrated jug-
gler, whose fingers had become rather too stiff for legerde-
main, and who wished to have the aid of an apprentice in
his noble mystery. | served him for six years until | was
master of my trade—I refer myself to your worship,
whose judgment cannot be disputed, whether | did not
learn to ply the craft indifferently well ?"

" Excellently," said Tressilian ; " but be brief."

" It was not long after | had performed at Sir Hugh
Robsart's, in your worship's presence," said the artist,
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" that | took myself to the stage, and have swaggered
with the bravest of them all, both at the Black Bull, the
Globe, the Fortune, and elsewhere ; but | know not how
—apples were so plenty that year, that the lads in the
two-penny gallery never took more than one bite out of
them, and threw the rest of the pippin at whatever actor
chanced to be on the stage. So J tired of it—renounc-
ed my half share in the company—gave my foil to my
comrade—my buskins to the wardrobe, and showed the
theatre a clean pair of heels."

" Well, friend, and what," said Tressilian, " was your
next shift ?

"1 became,” said the smith, " half partner, half do-
mestic, to aman of much skill and little substance, who
practised the trade of a physicianer."

"1 n other words," said Trcssilian, "you were Jack
Puddmg to a quack-salver,"

" Something beyond that, let me hope, my good Master
Tressilian," replied the artist; " and yet, to say truth,
our practice was of an adventurous description, and the
pharmacy which | had acquired in my first studies for the
benefit of horses, was frequently applied to our human
patients. But the seeds of all maladies are the same;
and if turpentine, tar, pitch, and beef-suet, mingled with
tumeric, gum-mastick, and one head of garlick, can cure
the horse that hath been grieved with anail, | see not
but what it may benefit the man that hath been pricked
with a sword. But my master's practice, as well as his
skill, went far beyond mine, and dealt in more dangerous
concerns. He was not only a bold adventurous practi-
tioner in physic, but also, if your pleasure so chanced to
be, an adept, who read the stars and expounded the for-
tunes of mankind, genethliacally, as he called it, or other-
wise. He was alearned distiller of simples, and a pro-
found chemist—made several effortsto fix mercury, and
judged himself to have made a fair hit at the philosopher's
stone. | have yet a programme of hison that subject,
which if your honour understandeth, | believe you have
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the better, not only of all who read, hut also of him who
wrote it."

He gave Tressilian a scroll of parchment, hearing at
top and bottom, and down the margin, the signs of the
seven planets, curiously intermingled with talismanical
characters and scraps of Greek and Hebrew. In the
midst were some Latin verses from a cabalistical author,
written out so fairly, that even the gloom of the place did
not prevent Tressilian from reading them. The tenor
of the original rah as follows:—

' Si fixum solvas, faciasque volare solutum,

Et volucrem figas, facicnt le viverc tutuni;

Si pariat vontum, valet auri pauderc centum;
Ventus ubi vuk spiral—Capiat qui capere potes.*

" | protest to you," said Tressilian, " all | understand
of thisjargon, is, that the last words seem to mean * Catch
who catch can.'"

" That," said the smith, " is the very principle that
my worthy friend and master, Doctor Doboobie, always
acted upon; until, being besotted with his own imagina-
tions, and conceited of his high chemical skill, he began
to spend in cheating himself the money which he had
acquired in cheating othens, and either discovered or
built for himself, | could never know which, this secret
claboratory, in which he used to seclude himself both from
patients- and disciples, who doubtless thought his long
and mysterious, absences from his ordinary residence in
the town of Farringdon, were occasioned by his pro-
gress in the mystic sciences, and his intercourse with
the invisible world. Me aso he tried to deceive; but
though | contradicted him not, he saw that | knew too
much of his secrets to be any longer a safe companion.
Meanwhile his name waxed famous, or rather infamous,
and many of those who resorted to him did so under per-
suasion that he was a sorcerer. And yet his supposed
advance in the occult sciences, drew to him the secret re-
sort of men too powerful to be named, for purposes too
dangerous to be mentioned. Men cursed and threatened
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him, and bestowed on me the innocent assistant of his
studies, the nickname of the devil's foot-post, which pro-
cured me a volley of stones as soon as ever | ventured to
show my face in the street of the village. At length, my
master suddenly disappeared, pretending to me that he was
about to visit his elaboratory in this place, and forbid-
dingmeto disturb him till two days were past. When
this period had elapsed, | became anxious, and resorted,
to this vault, where | found the fires extinguished and the"
utensilsin confusion;; with a note from the learned Doboo-
bi,us, as he was wont to style himself, acquainting me
that we should never meet again, bequeathing me his
chemical apparatus, and the parchment which | have just
put into your hands, advising me strongly to prosecute
the secret which it contained, which would infallibly lead
me to the diseovery of the grand magisterium."

" And didst thou follow this sage advice ?* said Tres-
silian.

" Worshipful sir, no," replied the smith; " for being
by nature cautious and suspicious, from knowing with
whom | had to do, | made so many perquisitions before
| ventured even to light afire, that | at length discovered
a small barrel of gunpowder, carefully hid beneath the
furnace, with the purpose ro doubt, that as soon as |
should commence the grana work of the transmutation of
metals, the explosion should transmute the vault and all in
it into a heap of ruins, which might serve at once for my
slaughter-house and my grave. This cured me of alchy-
my, and fain would | have returned to the honest ham-
mer and anvil; but who would bring a horse to be shod
by the devil's post ? Meantime, | had won the regard of
my honest Flibbertigibbet here, he being then at Farring-
don with his master, the sage Erasmus Holiday, by Mach-
ine, him a few secrets, such as pese youth at his age ;
and after mueh counsel together, we agreed, that since |
could get no practice in the ordinary way, | should try
how | could work out business among these ignorant
boors, by practising upon their silly fears, and thanks to
Flibbertigibbet who hath spread my renown, | have not
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wanted custom. Butitiswon attoo great risk, and | fear
| shall be at length taken up for a wizard; so that | seek
but an opportunity to leave this vault when | can have
the protection of some worshipful person against the fury
of the populace, in case they chance to recognize me."

" Andartthou," said Tressilian," perfectly acquainted
with the roads in this country?"

"1 could ride them every inch by midnight," answer-
ed Wayland Smith, which was the name this adept had
assumed.

"Thou hast no horse to ride upon," said Tressilian.

" Pardon me," replied. Wayland; "I have as good a
tit as,ever yeoman bestrode; and | forgot to say it was
the best part of the mediciner's legacy to me, excepting
one or two of the choicest of his medical secrets, which
| picked up without his knowledge and against his will."

" Get thyself washed and shaved then,'? said Tressil-
ian ; " reform thy dress as well as thou canst, and fling
away these grotesque trappings; and so thou wilt be se-
cret and faithful, thou shalt follow me for a short time,
till thy pranks here are forgotten.. Thou hast, | think,
both address and courage, and | have matter to do that
may require both."

Wayland Smith eagerly embraced the proposal, and
protested his devotionto his new master. In a very few
minutes he had made so great an alteration in his original
appearance, by change of dress, trimming his beard and
hair, and so forth, that Tressilian could not help remark-
ing, that he thought he would stand in little need of a
protector, since none of his old acquaintance were likely
to recognize him.

" My debtors would not pay me money," said Way-
land, shaking his head; " but my creditors of every kind
would be less easily blinded. And in truth, | hold my-
self not safe, unless under the protection of a gentleman
of birth and character, asis your worship."

So saying, he led the way out of the cavern. He then
called loudly for Hobgoblin, who, after lingering for an
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instant, appeared with the horse furniture, when Way-
land closed, and sedulously covered up the trap-door,
observing, it might again serve him at his need, besides
that the tools were worth somewhat. A whistle from
the owner brought to his side a nag that fed quietly on
the common, and was aceustomed to the signal. While
he accoutred him for the journey, Tressilian drew his
own girthstighter, and in afew mninutes both were ready
to mount.

At this moment Sludge approached to bid them fare-
well.

"You are going toleave me then, my old play-fellow,"
said the boy; " and there is an end of all our game at
bopoep with the cowardly lubbards whom | brought
hither to have their, broad-footed nags shod by the devil
and his imps?"

" Itisevenso," said Wayland Smith; " the best friends
must part, Flibbertigibbet; but thou, my boy, art the only
thing in the Vale of. Whitehorse which | shall regret to
leave behind me."

" Well, | bid thee not farewell," said Dickie Sludge,
" for you will be at tfiese revels, | judge, and so shall I;
for if Dominie Holiday take me not thither, by the light
of day, which we see not in yonder dark hole, | will take
myself there !"

" In good time," said Wayland ; " but | pray you to
do nought rashly.

" Nay, now you would make a child—a common child
of me, and tell me of the risk of walking without leading
strings. But before you are a mile from these stones,
you shall know, by a sure token, that | have more of the
hobgoblin about me than you credit; and | will so man-
age, that, if you take advantage, you may profit by my

"What dost thou mean, boy? said Tressilian; but
Flibbertigibbet only answered with a grin and a caper,
and bidding both of them farewell, and at the same time
exhorting them to make the best of their way from the
place, he set them the example by running homeward
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with the same uncommon velocity with which he had
baflled Tressilian's former attempts to get hold of him.

"It is in vain to chase him," said Wayland Smith;
" for unless your worship is expert hi lark-huuling, we
should never catch hold of him—and besides what would
it avail ? Bettor make the best of our way henee, as he
advises."

They mounted their horses accordingly, and began to
proceed at a round pace, as soon as Tressilian had ex-
plained to his guide the direction in which he desired
to travel.

After they had trotted nearly amile, Tressilian could
not help observing to his companion, that his horse felt
more lively under him than even when he mounted in the
morning.

"Arc you avised of that?" said Wayland Smith,
smiling. " That is owing to alittle secret of mine. |
mixed that with an handful of oats which shall save your
worship's heels the trouble of spurring these six hours at
least. Nay | have not studied medicine and pharmacy
for nought."

"1 trust,” said Tressilian," your drugs will do my
horse no harm*"

" No more than the mare's milk which foaled him,"
answered the artist; and was proceeding to dilate on the
excellence of his recipe, when he was interrupted by an
explosion as loud and tremendous as the mine which
blows up the rainpart of a beleaguered city. The horses
started, and the riders were equally surprised. They
turned to gaze in the direction from which the thunder-
clap was heard, and beheld just over the spot they had
left so recently, a huge pillar of dark smoke rising high

into the clear blue atmosphere. " My habitation is gone
to wreck," said Wayland, immediately conjecturing the
cause of the explosion— "I was a fool to mention the

doctor's kind intentions towards my mansion before that
limb of mischief Flibbertigibbet—I might have guessed
he would long to put so rare afrolic into execution. But
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let us hasten on, for the sound will collect the country to
the spot.”

So saying, he spurred his horse, and Tressilian aso
quickening his speed, they rode briskly forward.

" This then, was the meaning of the little imp's token
which he promised us?' said Tressilian: " had we lin-
gered near the spot we had found it a love-token with a
vengeance."

" He would have given us warning," said the smith;
"1 saw him look back more than once to see if we were
oil"—'tis a very devil for mischief, yet not anill-natur'd
devil either. It were long to tell your honour how | be-
came first acquainted with him, and how many tricks he
played me. Many agood turn he did me too, especially
in bringing me customers ; for his great delight was to
see them sit shivering behind the bushes when they heard
the click of my hammer. | think Dame Nature, when
she lodged a double quantity of brains in that misshapen
head of his, gave him the power of enjoying other peo-
ple's distresses, as she gave them the pleasure of laughing
at his ugliness."

" It may be so," Said Tressilian ; " those who find
themselves severed from society by peculiarities of form,
if they do not hate the common bulk of mankind, are at
least not altogether indisposed to enjoy their mishaps and
calamities."

" But Flibbertigibbet," answered Wayland, " hath that
about him which may redeem his turn for mischievous
frolic ; for he is as faithful when attached, as he istricky
and malignant to strangers; and, as | said before, | have
cause to say so."

Tressilian pursued the conversation no farther ; and
they continued their journey towards Devonshire without
farther adventure, until they alighted at an inn in the town
of Marlborough, since celebrated for having given title to
the greatest General (excepting one) whom Britain ever
produced. Here the travellers received, in the same
breath, an example of the truth of two old proverbs
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namely, that ill news fly fast, and that listeners seldom
hear a good tale of themselves.

The inn-yard was in a sort of combustion when they
alighted ; insomuch that they could 'Scarce get man or
boy to take care of their horses, so full were the whole
household of some news which flew from tongue to tongue,
the import of which they were for some time unable to
discover. At length, indeed, they found it respected
matters which touched them nearly.

" What is the matter, say you, master?" answered, at
length, the head hostler, in reply to Tressilian's repeated
questions—" Why, truly, | scarce know myself. Rut
here was a rider but now, who says that the devil hath
flown away with him they called Wayland Smith, that
wonn'd about three miles from the Whitehorse of Berk-
shire, this very blessed morning, in a flash of fire and a
pillar of smoke, and rooted up the place he dwelt in, near
that old cock-pit of upright stones, as cleanly as if it had
all been delved up for a cropping."”

" Why, then," said an old farmer, " the more is the
pity—for that Wayland Smith (whether he was the devil's
crony or no | skill not,) had a good notion of horse dis-
eases, and it's to be thought the bots will spread in the
country far and near, an Satan has not gien mi time to
leave his secret behind an."

" You may say that, Gaffer Cirimesby," said the host-
ler, in return; " | have carried a horse to Wayland Smith
myself, for he passed all farriers in this country."

" Did you see him ?" said Dame Alison Crane, mis-
tress of the inn bearing that sign, and deigning to term
husband the owner thereof, a mean-looking hop-o0'-my-
thumb sort of person, whose halting gait, and long neck,
and meddling hen-pecked insignificance, are supposed to
have given origin to the celebrated old English tune of
" My Dame hath a lame tame Crane."

On this occasion he chirp'd out a repetition of hiswife's
guestion, " Did'st see the devil, Jack Hostler, | say ?"

I3* VOL. |
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" And what if | did see un, Master Crane ?" replied
Jack Hostler,—for, like all the rest of the household he
paid as little respect to his master as his mistress her-
self did.

" Nay, nought, Jack Hostler," replied the pacific Mas-
ter Crane, " only if you saw the devil, methinks | would
like to know what un's like ?"

" You will know that one day, Master Crane," said
his helpmate, " an ye mend not your manners, and mind
your business, leaving off such idle palabras—But truly,
Jack Hostler, | should be glad to know myself what like
the fellow was."

" Why, Dame," said the hostler, more respectfully,
" as for what he was like | cannot tell, nor no man else,
for why | never saw un."

" And how did'st thou get thine errand done," said
Gaffer Grimesby, " if thou seed'st him not ?"

" Why, | had schoolmaster to write down ailment o'
nag," said Jack Hostler ; " and | went wi' the ugliest slip
of a boy for my guide as ever man cut out o' lime-tree
root to please a child withal."

" And what was it >—and die! it cure your nag, Jack
Hostler ?'—was uttered and echoed by all who stood
around.

" Why, how can | tell you what it was?" said the? hos-
tler ; " simply it smelled and tasted—for | did make bold
to put a pea's substance into my mouth—like hartshorn
and savin mixed with vinegar—but then no hartshorn and
savin ever wrought so speedy a cure—-And | am dreading
that if Wayland Smith be gone, the bots will have more
power over horse and cattle."

The pride of art, which is certainly not inferior in its
influence to any other pride whatever, here so far op-
erated on Wayland Smith, that, notwithstanding the ob-
vious danger of his being recognized, he could not help
winking to Tressilian, and smiling mysteriously, as if tri-
umphing in the undoubted evidence of his veterinary skill
In the meanwhile, the discourse continued.
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" E'en let it be so," said a grave man in black, the
companion of Gaffer Grimesby ; " €en let us perish un-
der the evil God sends us, rather than the devil be our
doctor."

" Very true,” said Dame Crane ; " and | marvel at
Jack Hostler that he would peril his own soul to cure the
bowels of a nag."

" Very true, mistress," said Jack Hostler, " but the
nag was my master's ; and had it been your's, | think ye
would ha' held me cheap enow an | had feared the devil
when the poor beast was in such ataking—For the rest,
let the clergy look to it. Every man to his craft, says
the proverb j the parson to the prayer-book, and the
groom to his curry-comb."

"1 vow," said Dame Crane, " | think Jack Hostler
speaks like a good Christian and a faithful servant, who
will spare neither body nor soul in his master's service.
However, the devil has lifted him in time, for a constable
of the Hundred came hither this morning to get old Gaf-
fer Pinniewinks the trier of witches, to go with himto the
Vale of Whitehorseto comprehend Wayland Smith, and
put him to his probation. [ helped Pinniewinks to sharp-
en his pincers and his poking-awl, and | saw the warrant
from Justice Blindas."

" Pooh—pooh—the oevil would laugh both at Blindas
and his warrant, constable, and witch-finder to boot," said
old Dame Crank, the papist laundress ; " Wayland
Smith'sflesh would mind Pinniewinks' awl no more than
a cambric ruff minds a hot piccadilloe-ncedle. But tell
me, gentle-folks, if the devil ever had such a hand among
ye, as to snatch away your smiths and your artists from
under your nose, when the good Abbots of Abingdon had
their own ? By Our Lady, no !—they had their hallow-
ed tapers, and their holy water, and their relics and what
not, could send the foulest fiends a-packing.—Go ask a
heretic parson to do the like—But ours were a comfort-
able people."
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" Very true, Dame Crank," said the hostler ; " so said
Simpkins of Simonburn when the curate kissed his wife,
—' They are a comfortable people,’ said he."

" Silence, thou foul-mouthed vermin," said Dame
Crank ; " isit fit for a heretic horse-boy like thee, to
handle such a text as the Catholic clergy ?"

" In troth no, dame," replied the man of oats; " and
as you yourself are now no text for their handling, dame,
whatever may have been the case in your day, | think
we had e'en better leave un alone."

At this last exchange of sarcasm, Dame Crank set up
her throat, and began a horrible exclamation against Jack
Il ostler, under cover of which Tressilian and his attendant
escaped into the house.

They had no sooner entered a private chamber, to
which Goodman Crane himself had condescended to
usher them, and despatched their worthy and obsequious
host on the errand of procuring wine and refreshment, than
Wayland Smith, began to give vent to his self-importance.

" You seg sir," said he, addressing Tressilian, " that |
nothing fabled in asserting that | possessed fully the mighty
mystery of a farrier, or marescnal, as the French more
honourably term us. These dog-hostlers, who, after all,
are the better jndges in such a case, know what credit
they should attach to my medicaments. | call you to wit-
ness, worshipful Master Tressilian, that nought, save the
voice of calumny and the hand of malicious violence,
hath driven me forth from astation in which | held aplace
alike useful and honoured."

" | bear witness, my friend, but will reserve my listen-
ing," answered Tressilian, " for a safer time; unless, in-
deed, you deem it essential to your reputation, to be trans-
lated, like your late dwelling, by the assistance of a flash
of fire. For you see your best friends reckon you no
better than a mere sorcerer."

' Now heaven forgive them," said the artist, " who
confound learned skill with unlawful magic! | trust a man
may be as skilful, or more so, than the best chirurgeon
ever meddled with horse-flesh, and yet, may be, upon the
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matter little more than other ordinary men, or at the worst
no conjuror."

" God forbid else !" said Tressilian, " But be silent
just for the present, since here comes mine host with an
assistant, who seems something of the least."

Every body about the inn, Dame Crank herself includ-
ed, had been indeed so interested and agitated by the
story they had heard of Wayland Smith, and by the new,
varying, and more marvellous editions of the incident,
which arrived from various quarters, that mine host in his
righteous determination to accommodate his guests, had
been able to obtain the assistance of none of his house-
hold saving that of a little boy, ajunior tapster, of about
twelve years old, who was called Sampson,

"I wish," he said, apologizing to his guests, as he set
down a flagon of sack, and promised some food immedi-
ately,—" | wish the devil had flown away with my wife
and my whole family instead of this Wayland Smith, who,
| dare say, after all said and done, was much less worthy
of the distinction which Satan has done him."

"1 hold opinion with you, good fellow," replied Way-
land Smith ; " and | will drink to you upon that argu-
ment."

" Not that | would justify any man who deals with the
devil," said mine host, after having pledged Wayland in
a rousing draught of sack, " but that—Saw ye ever bet-
ter sack, my masters >—but that, | say, a man had better
deal with a dozen cheats and scoundrel fellows, such as
this Wayland Smith, rather than with a devil incarnate,
that takes possession of house and home, bed and board."

The poor fellow's detail of grievances was here inter-
rupted by the shrill voice of hishelpmate, screaming from
the kitchen, towhich he instantly hobbled, craving pardon
of hi's guests. He was no sooner gone, than Wayland
Smith expressed, by every contemptuous epithet in the
language, his utter scorn for a nincompoop, who stuck his
head under his wife's apron-string ; and intimated, that,
saving for the sake of the horses, which required both

rest and food, he would advise his worshipful Master
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Tressilian to push on a stage farther, rather than pay a
reckoning to such a mean-spirited, crow-trodden, Hen-
pecked, coxcomh as Gaffer Crane.

The, arrival of a large dish of good cow-heel and ba-
con, something soothed the asperity of the artist, which
wholly vanished before a choice capon, so delicately roast-
ed, that the lard frothed on it, said Wayland, like May-
dew on alily ; and both Gaffer Crane and his good dame
became, in his eyes, very pains-taking, accommodating,
obliging persons.

According to the manners of the times, the master and
his attendant sat at the same table, and the latter observ-
ed with regret, how little attention Trcssilian paid to his
meal. He' recollected, indeed, the pain he had given by
mentioning the maiden in whose company he had first
seen him ; but, fearful of touching upon a topic too ten-
der to be tampered with, he chose to ascribe his absti-
nence to another cause.

" This fare,is perhaps too coarse for your worship,"
said Wayland, as the limbs of the capon disappeared be-
fore his own exertions ; " but had you dwelt as long as |
have done in yonder dungeon, which Flibbertigibbet has
translated to the upper element, a place where | dared
hardly broil my food, lest the smoke should be seen with-
out, you would think afair capon a more welcome dainty."

" if you are pleased, friend," said Tressilian, " it is
well. Nevertheless, hasten thy meal if thou canst, for
this place is unfriendly to thy safety, and my concerns
crave travelling."

Allowing, therefore, their horses no more rest than was
absolutely necessary for them, they pursued their journey
by a forced march as far as Bradford, where they repos-
ed themselves for the night.

The next morning found therq early travellers. And,
not to fatigue the reader with unnecessary particulars, they
traversed without adventure the counties of Wiltshire and
Somerset, and about noon of the third day after Tressil-
ian's leaving Cumnor, arrived at Sir Hugh Tlobsart's seat,
called Lidcote Hall, on the frontiers of Devonshire.
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CHAPTER XII.

All me! the flower and blossom of your house,
The wind hath blown away to other towers.
Jotnna Baillie's Family Legend.

THE ancient seat of Lideote Hall was situated near
the village of the same name, and adjoined the wild
and extensive forest of Exmoor, plentifully stocked with
game, in which some ancient rights belonging to the Rob-
sart family, entitled Sir Hugh to pursue his favourite
amusement of the chase. The old mansion was a low,
venerable building, occupying a considerable space of
ground, which was surrounded by a deep moat. The
approach and drawbridge were defended by an octagonal
tower, of ancient brick-work, but so clothed with ivy and
oilier creepers, that it was difficult to discover of what
materials it was constructed. The angles of this tower
were each decorated with aturret, whimsically variousin
form and in size, and, therefore, very unlike the monot-
onhous stone pepper-boxe? which, in modern Gothic archi-
tecture, are employed for the same purpose. One of
these turrets was square, and occupied as a clock-house.
But the clock was now standing still; acircumstance pe-
culiarly striking to Tressilian, because the good ol d knight,
among other harmless peculiarities, had a fidgety anxiety
about the exact measurement of time, very common to
those who have a great deal of that commodity to dispose
of, and find it lie heavy upon their hands, just as we see
shopkeepers amuse themselves with taking an exact ac-
count of their stock at the time thereis least demand for it.

The entrance to the court-yard of the old mansion lay
through an archway, surmounted by the foresaid tower,
but the drawbridge was down, and one leaf of the iron-
studded folding-doors stood carelessly open, Tressilian
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hastily rode over the drawbridge, entered the court, and
began to call loudly on the domestics by their names.
For some time he was only answered by the echoes and
the howling of the hounds, whose kennel lay at no great
distance from the mansion, and was surrounded by the
same moat. At length Will Badger, the old and favourite
attendaut of the knight, who acted alike as squire of his
body, and superintendant of his sports, made his appear-
ance. The stout, weather-beaten forester showed great
signs of joy when he recognized Tressilian.

" Lord love you," he said, " Master Edmund, be it
thou in flesh and fell 2—Then thou mayst do some good
on Sir Hugh, for it passes the wit of man, that is of mine
own, and the Curate's, and Master Mumblazen's, to do
oughtwi'um"

" Is Sir Hugh then worse since | went away, Will ?"
demanded Tressilian.

" For worse in body—no—he is much better," replied
the domestic ; " but he is clean mazed asit were—eats
and drinksashewaswont—but sleeps not, or rather wakes
not, for he is ever in asort of twilight, that is neither
sleeping nor waking. Dame Swineford thought it was
like the dead palsy.—But no, no, dame, said I, it is the
heart, it is the heart."

" Can ye not stir his mind to any pastimes ?" said
Tressilian.

" Heisclean and quite off his sports,” said Will Bad-
ger ; " hath neither touched backgammon or shovel-board
—nor looked on the big book of harrotry wi' Master
Mumblazen. | let the clock run down, thinking the miss-
ing the bell might somewhat move him, for you know,
Master Edmund, he Was particular in counting time ; but
he never said aword on't, so| may €'en set the old chime
a towling again. | made bold to tread on Bungay's tail
too, and you know what around rating that would ha' cost
me once a-day—but he minded the poor tyke's whine no
more than a madge howlet whooping down the chimney
—so0 the case is beyond me,"
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" Thou shalt tell me the rest within doors, Will.—
Meanwhile let this person be ta'en to the buttery, and used
with respect—He is aman of art."

' White art or black art, | would," said Will Badger
" thai he had any art which could help us.—Here, Tom
Duller, look to the man of art—and see that he steds
none of thy spoons, lad," he added, in a whisper to the
butler, who showed himself at a low window, " | have
known as honestu faced fellow have art enough to do that."

He then ushered Tressilian into alow parlour, and
went, at his desire, to see in what state his master was,
lest the sudden return of his darling pupil, and proposed
son-in-law, should affect him too strongly. Hereturned
immediately, and said that Sir Hugh was dozing in his
elbow-chair, but that Master Mumblazcn would acquaint
Master Tressilian the instant he awaked.

" But itischance if he knowsyou," said the huntsman,
" for he has forgotten the name of every hound in the
pack. | thought about a week since, he had gotten a
favourable turn :—' Saddle mo old Sorrel," said he, sud-
denly, after he had taken his usual night-draught out of
the great silver grace-cup, ' and take the hounds to Mount
Hazelhurst to-morrow." Glad men were we all, and out
we had him in the morning, and he rode to cover as usual,
with never a word spoken but that the wind was south,
and the scent would lie. But ere we had uncoupled the
hounds, he began to stare round him, like a man that
wakes suddenly out of a dream-—turns bridle and walks
back to Hall again, and leaves us to hunt at leisure by
ourselves, if we listed.”

" You tell a heavy tale, Will," replied Tressilian ;
" but God must help us—there is no aid in man."

" Then you bring us no news of young Mistress Amy ?
—But what need | ask—your brow tells the story. Ever
| hoped, that if any man could or would track her, it.
must be you. All'sover and lost now. But if ever |
have that Varney within reach of a flight-shot, | will be-

14 VOL. I .
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stow a forked shaft on him ; and that | swear by salt and
bread."

As he spoke, the door opened, and Master Mumblazcn
appeared ; a withered, thin, elderly gentleman, with a
cheek like a winter apple, and his grey hair partly con-
cealed by asmall high hat, shaped like a cone, or rather
like such astrawberry-basket as L ondon fruiterers exhibit
at their windows. He was too sententious a person to
waste words on mere salutation; so, having welcomed
Tressilian with anod and a shake of the hand, he beckoned
himto follow to Sir Hugh's great chamber, which the good
knight usually inhabited. =~ Will Badger followed, unask-
ed, anxious to see whether his master would be relieved
from his state of apathy by the arrival of Tressilian.

In alonglow parlour, amply furnished with implements
of the chase, and with sylvan trophies, by a massive stone
chimney, over which hung a sword and suit of armour,
somewhat obscured by neglect, sat Sir Hugh Robsart of
Lidcote, a man of large size, which had been only kept
within moderate compass by the constant use of violent
exercise. It seemed to Tressilian that the lethargy, un-
der which his old friend appeared to labour, had, even
during his few weeks absence, added bulk to his person ;
at least it had obviously diminisl ed thevivacity of hiseye,
which, as they entered, first followed Master Mumblazen
slowly to alarge oaken desk, on which aponderous vol-
ume lay open, and then rested, as if in uncertainty, on
the stranger, who had entered along with him. The
curate, a grey-hcadcd clergyman, who had been a con-
fessor in the days of Queen Mary, sat with a book in his
hand in another recess in the apartment. He, too, sign-
ed a mournful greeting to Tressilian, and laid his book
aside, to watch the effect his appearance should produce
on the afllicted old man.

As Tressilian, hisown eyes filling fast with tears, ap-
proached more and more nearly to the father of his be-
trothed bride, Sir Hugh's intelligence seemed to revive.
He sighed heavily, as one who awakens from a state of
stupor, a slight convulsion passed OUT his features, he
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opened his arms without speaking aword, and as Tressil-
ian threw himself into them, he folded him to his bosom.

" Then; is something left to live for yet," were the
first words he uttered ; and while he spoke, he gave vent
to his feelings in a paroxysm of weeping, the tears chas-
ing each other down his sun-burnt cheeks and long white
beard.

" | ne'er thought to have thanked God to see my mas-
ter weep," said Will Badger ; " but now | do, though I
am like to weep for company."

" | will ask thee no questions," said the old knight ;
" no questions—none, Edmund—thou hast not found
her, or so found her, that she were better lost."

Tressilian was unable to reply, otherwise than by put-
ting his hands before his face.

" It is enough—it is enough. But do not thou weep
for her, Edmund. | have cause to weep, for she was my
daughter,—thou hast cause to rejoice, that she did not
become thy wife.—Great God ! thou knowest best what
is good for us—It was my nightly prayer that | should see
Amy and Edmund wedded,—had it been granted, it had
now been gall added to bitterness."

" Be comforted, my friend," said the curate, address-
ing Sir Hugh, " it camet be that the daughter of all our
hopes and aflections is the vile creature you would be-
speak her."

" O, no," replied Sir Hugh, impatiently, " | were
wrong to name broadly the base thing she is become—
there is some new court name for it, | warrant me. Jtis
honour enough for the daughter of an old De'nshire clown
to be the leman of a gay courtier,—of Varney too,—
of Varney, whose grandsire was relieved by my father,
when his fortune was broken, at the battle of—the battle
of—where Richard was slain—out on my memory!—and
| warrant none of you will help me "—

The battle of Bosworth," said Master Mumblazen,
"stricken between Richard Crookback and Henry Tu-
dor, grandsire of the queen that now is, Primo Henrici



160 KKXIMVORTII.

Septimi ; and in the year one thousand four hundred and
eighty-five, post Christum natum.”

" Ay, even so0," said the old knight, " every child
knows it—Hut my poor head forgets all it should remem-
ber, and remembers only what it would most willingly
forget. My brain has been at fault, Tressilian, almost
ever since thou hast been away, and even yet it hunts
counter."

" Your worship,” said the good clergyman, " had bet-
ter retire to your apartment, and try to sleep for a little
space,—the physician left a composing draught,—and our
Great Physician has commanded us to use earthly means,
that we may be strengthened to sustain the trials he
sends us."

" True, true, old friend," said Sir Hugh, " and we will
bear our trials manfully—We have lost but a woman.—
See, Tressilian,"—he drew from his bosom along ringlet
of glassy hair-" see thislock ! — 1 tell thee, Edmund, the
very night she disappeared, when she bid me good even,
as she was wont, she hung about my neck, and fondled
me more than usual; and I, like an old fool, held her by
this lock, until she took her seissars, severed it, and left
it in my hand,—as all | was ever to see more of her !"

Tressilian was unable to reply, well judging what a
complication of feelings must have crossed the bosom of
the unhappy fugitive at that cruel moment. The clergy-
man was about to speak, but Sir Hugh interrupted him.

" | know what you would say, Master Curate,—after
all, it is but alock of woman's tresses,—and by woman,
shame, and sin, and death, came into an innocent world—
And learned Master Mumblazen, too, can say scholarly
things of their inferiority.”

Ccst Vhomme" said Master Mumblazen, " qui se
bast et qui conscille"

" True," said Sir Hugh, " and we will bear us, there-
fore, like men who have both mettle and wisdom in us.—
Tressilian, thou art as welcome as if thou hadst brought
better news. Hut we have spoken too long dry-lipped.
—Amy, fill acup of wine to Edmund, and another to
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me." Then instantly recollecting that he called upon her
who could not hear, he shook his head, and said to the
clergyman, " This grief is to my bewildered mind what
the Church of Lidcote is to our park : we may lose our-
selves among the briers and thickets for alittle space, but
from the end of each avenue we see the old grey steeple
and the grave of my forefathers. | would | were to travel
that road to-morrow!"

Tressilian and the curate joined in urging the exhaust-
ed old man to lay himself to rest, and at length prevailed.
Tressilian remained by his pillow till be saw that slumber
at length sunk down on him, and then returned to consult
with the curate what steps should be adopted in these
unhappy circumstances.

They could not exclude from these deliberations Mas-
ter Michael Mumblazen ; and they admitted him the
more readily, that besides what hopes they entertained
from his sagacity, they knew him to be so great a friend
to taciturnity, that there was ho doubt of his keeping
counsel. He was an old bachelor, of good family, but
small fortune, and distantly related to the House of Rob-
sart ; invirtue of which connexion, Lidcote Hall had
been honoured with his residence for the last twenty years.
His company was agreesble to Sir Hugh, chiefly on ac-
count of his profound learning, which, though it only re-
lated to heraldry and genealogy, with such scraps of his-
tory as connected themselves with these subjects, was
precisely of akind to captivate the good old knight ;
besides the convenience which he found in having a friend
to appeal to, when his own memory, as frequently hap-
pened, proved infirm, and played him false concerning
names and dates, which, and all similar deficiencies, Mas-
ter Michael Mumblazen supplied with due brevity and
discretion. And, indeed, in matters concerning the mod-
ern world, he often gave, in his enigmatical and heraldric
phrase, advice which was well worth attending to, or, in
Will Badger's language, started the game while others
beat the bush.

14+ VOL. I.
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" We have had an unhappy time of it with the good
knight, Master Edmund," said the curate. " | have not
suffered so much since | was torn away from my beloved
Hock, and compelled to abandon them to the Romish
wolves."

" That was in Tcriio Maria" said Master Mumblazen.

" In the name of heaven," continued the curate, " tell
us, has your time been better spent than ours, or have
you any news of that unhappy maiden, who, being for so
many years the principal joy of this broken-down house,
is now proved our greatest unhappiness ? Have you not
at least discovered her place of residence ?'

" | have," replied Tressilian. " Know you Cumnor-
Place, near Oxford ?"

" Surely," said the clergyman ;
moval for the monks of Abingdon."

' Whose arms," said Master Michael, " | have seen
over a stone chimney in the hall,—a cross patonce be-
twixt four martlets."

" There," said Tressilian, " this unhappy maiden re-
sides, in company with the villain Varney. Cut for a
strange mishap, my sword had revenged all our injuries,
as well as hers, on his worthless head."

" Thank God, that kept thin hand from blood-guilti-
ness, rash young man!" answered the curate. " Ven-
geance is mine, saith the Lord, and | will repay it. It
were better study to free her from the villain's nets of
infamy."

" They are called, in heraldry, laguei amoris, or lacs
d'Vamour" said Mumblazen.

" Itisinthat| require your aid, my friends," said Tres-
silian ; " | am resolved to accuse thisvillain, at the very
foot of the throne, of falsehood, seduction, and breach
of hospitable laws. The queen shall hear me, though
the Earl of Leicester, the villain's patron, stood at her
right hand."

" Her grace," said the curate, " hath set a comely
example of continence to her subjects, and will doubtless
do justice on this inhospitable robber. But wert thou not

it was ahouse of re-
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better apply to the Earl of Leicester, in the first place,
for justice on his servant ? If he grantsit, thou dost save
the risk of making thyself a powerful adversary, which
will certainly chance, if, in the first instance, you accuse
his master of the horse, and prime favourite, before the
queen."

" My mind revolts from your counsel," said Tressilian.
' | cannot brook to plead my noble patron's cause—the
unhappy Amy's cause—before any one save my law ful
sovereign. Leicester, thou wilt say, is noble—beit so—
he is but a subject like ourselves, and | will not carry my
plaint to him, if | can do better.  Still, | will think on
what thou hast said,—but | must have your assistance to
persuade the good Sir Hugh to make me his commissioner
and fiduciary in this matter, for it isin his name | must
speak, and not in my own. Since she is so far changed
as to doat upon this empty profligate courtier, he shall at
least do her the justice which is yet in his power."

' Better she died cedebs and sine prole' said Mum-
blazon, with more animation than he usually expressed,
" than part, per pale, the noble coat of Robsart with that
of such a miscreant."

" If it be your object, as | cannot question," said the
clergyman, " to save, as much asisyet possible, the credit
of this unhappy young woman, | repeat, you should ap-
ply, in the first instance, to the Earl of Leicester. He
is as absolute in his household as the queen in her king-
dom, and if he expressesto Varney that such is his pleas-
ure, her honour will not stand so publicly coriimitted."

"You areright, you are right," said Tressilian eagerly,
" and | thank you for pointing out what | overlooked in
my haste. | little thought ever to have besought grace of
Leicester ; but | could kneel to the proud Dudley, if do-
ing so could remove one shade of shame from this un-
happy damsel. Y ou will assist me then to procure the
necessary powers from Sir Hugh Robsart ?"

The curate assured him of his assistance, and the her-
ald nodded assent.
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" You must hold yourselves aso in readiness to testify,
in case you are called upon, the open-hearted hospitality
which our good patron exercised towards this deceitful
traitor, and the solicitude with which he laboured to se-
duce his unhappy daughter.”

" At first," said the clergyman, " she did not as it seem-
ed to me, much affect his company, but latterly, | saw
them often together."

" Seiant in the parlour,” said Michael Mumblazen,
" and passant in the garden."

" | once came on them by chance,” said the priest,
' in the South wood, in a spring evening—Varney was
muffled in arusset cloak, so that i saw not his face,—they
separated hastily, as they heard me rustle amongst the
leaves, and | observed she turned her head and looked
long after him,"

" With neck reguardant" said the herald—" And on
the day of her flight, and that was on St. Austen's eve, |
saw Varney's groom, attired in his liveries, hold his mas-
ter's horse and Mistress Amy's palfrey, bridled and sad-
dled proper behind the wall of the church-yard."

" And now is she found mewed upin his secret place
of retirement," said Tressilian. " The villain is taken
in the manner, and | well wish he may deny his crime,
that I may thrust conviction down his false throat! But |
must prepare for my journey. Do you, gentlemen, dis-
pose my patron to grant me such powers as are needful
to act in his name."

So saying, Tressilian left the room.

" Heistoo hot," said the curate ; " and | pray to Cod
that he may grant him the patience to deal with Varney
as is fitting."

" Patience and Varney," said Mumblazen, " is worse
heraldry than metal upon metal. He is more fase than
a Syren,more rapacious than a griffin, more poisonous
than awyvern, and more cruel than a lion rampant."

" Yet | doubt much," said the curate, " whether we
can with, propriety ask from Sir Hugh Robsart, being in his
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present condition, any deed deputing his paternal right in
Mistress Amy to whomsoever'—

" Your reverence need not doubt that," said Will Bad-
ger, who entered as he spoke, " for | will lay my life he
is another man when he wakes, than he has been these
thirty days past."

" Ay, Will," said the curate, " hast thou then so much
confidence in Doctor Diddlenm's draught ?"

" Not awhit,"” said Will, " because master ne'er tasted
a drop on't, seeing it was emptied out by the housemaid.
Hut here's a gentleman, who came attending on Master
Tressilian, has given Sir Hugh a draught that is worth
twenty of yon un. | have spoken cunningly with him,
and a better farrier, or one who hath a more just notion
of horse and dog ailment, | have never seen ; and such
a one would never be unjust to a Christian man."

" A farrier ! you saucy groom—And by whose author-
ity, pray ?" said the curate, rising in surprise and indig-
nation ; " or who will be warrant for thisnew physician ?"

" For authority, an it like your reverence, he had mine ;
and for warrant, | trust, | have not been five-and-twenty
years in this house, without having right to warrant the
giving of a draught to beast or body—I who can gie a
drench, and a ball, and b eed, or blister, if need, to my
very self."

The counsellors of the House of Robsart thought it
meet to carry thisinformationinstantly to Tressilian, who
as speedily summoned before him Wayland Smith, and
demanded of him (in private however,) by what author-
ity he had ventured to administer any medicine to Sir
Hugh Robsart ?

" Why," replied the artist, " your worship cannot but
remember that | told you | had made more progress into
my master's—| mean the learned Doctor Doboobie's—
my stery than he was willing to own ; and indeed half of
his quarrel and malice against me was, that, besides that
I got something too deep into his secrets, several discern-
ing persons, and particularly a buxom young widow of
Abingdon, oreferred my prescriptionsto his."
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" None of thy buffoonery, sir," said Tressilian, sternly.
" If thou hast trifled with us—much more, if thou hast
done aught that may prejudice Sir Hugh Kobsart's health,
thou shalt find thy grave at the bottom of a tin-mine."

"1 know too little of the great arcanumto convert the
ore to gold," said Wayland, firmly. " But truce to your
apprehensions, Mister Tressilian—I understood the good
knight's case, from what Master William Badger told me;
and | hope | am able enough to administer a poor dose
of mandragom, which, with the sleep that must needs
follow, is all that Sir Hugh Robsart requires to settle his
distraught brains."

" | trust thou deadlest fairly with me, Wayland ?" said
Tressilian.

" Most fairly and honestly, as the event shall show,"
replied the artist. " What would it avail meto harm the
poor old man for whomyou are interested ? you, to whom
| owe it, that Gafler Pinniewinksisnot even now rending
my flesh and sinews with hisaccursed pincers, and prob-
ing every mole in my body with his sharpened awl, (a
murrain on the hands which forged it!) in order to find
out the witch's mark ?—I trust to yoke myself as a hum-
ble follower to your worship's train, and | only wish to
have my faithjudged of by the result of the good knight's
slumbers.”

Wayland Smith was right in his prognostication. The
sedative draught which his skill had prepared, and Will
Badger's confidence had administered, was attended with
the most beneficial effects. The patient's sleep was long
and healthful, and the poor old knight awoke., humbled
indeed in thought, and weak in frame, yet a much better
judge of whatever was subjected to his intellect than he
had been for some time past. Ho .resisted for a while
the proposal made by his friends, tliat Tressilian should
undertake a journey to court, to attempt the recovery of
his daughter, and the redress of her wrongs, in so far as
they might yet be repaired. " Let her go," he sad ;
" she is but a hawk that goes down the wind ; | would
not bestow even a whistle to reclaim her,” But though
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he for some time maintained this argument, he was at
length convinced it was his duty to take the part to which
natural affection inclined him, and consent that such efforts
as could yet be made should he used by Tressilian in be-
half of his daughter. He subscribed, therefore, a war-
rant of attorney, such as the curate's skill enabled him to
draw up ; for in those simple days the clergy were often
the advisers of their Hock in law, as well as in gospel.

All matters were prepared for Tressilian's second de-
parture, within twenty-foitr hours after he had returned
to Lidcote Hall; but one material circumstance hud been
forgotten, which was first called to the remembrance of
Tressilian by Master Mumblazen. " You are going to
court, Master Tressilian," said he ; "you will please re-
member, that your blazonry must be argent, and or—no
other tinctures will pass current." The remark was
equally just and embarrassing. To prosecute a suit at
court, ready money was as indispensable even in the gold-
en days of Elizabeth as at any succeeding period ; and
it was a commodity little at the command of the inhab-
itants of Lidcote Hall. Tressilian was himself poor ;
the revenues of good Sir Hugh Robsart were consumed,
and even anticipated, in his hospitable mode of living ;
and it was finally neeessnly that the herald who started
the doubt should himself solveit. Master Michael Mum-
blazcn did so by producing a bag of money, containing
nearly three hundred pounds in gold and silver of various
coinage, the savings of tweuty years ; which he now,
without speaking a syllable upon the subject, dedicated
to the service of the patron whose shelter and protection
had give him the means of making this little hoard*
Tressilian accepted it without affecting a moment's hesi-
tation, and a mutual grasp of the hand was all that passed
betwixt them, to express the pleasure which the one felt
in dedicating his all to such apurpose, and that which the
other received from finding so material an obstacle to the
success of his journey so suddenly removed, and in a
manner so unexpected.
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While Tressilian was making preparations for his de-
parture early the ensuing morning, Wayland Smith desir-
ed to speak with him ; and, expressing his hope that he
had been pleased, with the operation of his medicine in
behalf of Sir Hugh Robsart, added his desire to accom-
pany himto court. Thiswasindeed what Tressilian him-
self had several times thought of ; for the shrewdness,
alertness of understanding, and variety of resource, which
this fellow had exhibited during the time they had trav-
elled together, had made him sensible that his assistance
might be of importance. But then Wayland was in dan-
ger from the grasp of law ; and of this Tressilian re-
minded him, mentioning something, at the same time, of
the pincers of Pinniewinks, and the warrant of Master Jus-
tice Blindas. Wayland Smith laughed both to scorn.

" See you, sir !" said he, "I have changed my garb
from that of afarrier to a serving-man ; but were it still
asit was, look at my mustaches—they now hang down—
I will but turn them up and dye them with atincture that
I know of, and the devil would scarce know me again."

He accompanied these words with the appropriate ac-
tion ; and in less than a minute, by setting up his mus-
taches and his hair, he seemed a different person from
him that had but now entered heroom. Still, however,
Tressilian hesitated to accept his services, and the artist
became proportionably urgent.

"1 owe you life and limb," he said, " and | would fain
pay a part of the debt, especially as| know from Will
Badger on what dangerous service your worship is bound.
| do not indeed pretend to be what is called a man of
mettle, one of those ruffling tear-cats, who maintain their
master's quarrel with sword and buckler. Nay, | am
even one of those who hold the end of a feast better than
the beginning of a fray. But | know that | can serve
your worship better in such quest as yours, than any of
these sword-and-dagger men, and that my head will be
worth an hundred of their hands."

Tressilian still hesitated. He knew not much of this
strange fellow, and was doubtful how far he could repose
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in him the confidence necessary to render him an useful
attendant upon the present emergency. Ere he had come
to a determination, the trampling of a horse was heard in
the court-yard, and Master Mumblazen and Will Badger
both entered hastily into Tressilian's chamber, speaking
almost at the same moment.

" Here is a serving-man on the bonniest grey tit | ever
seed in my life," said Will Badger, who got the start;—
" having on his arm a silver cognizance, being a fire-drake
holding in his mouth a brick-bat, under a coronet of an
earl's degree," said Master Mumblazen, " and bearing a
letter sealed of the same.”

Tressilian took the letter, which was addressed " To
the worshipful Master Edmund Tressilian our loving kins-
man—These—ride, ride, ride,—for thy life, for thy life,
for thy life." He then opened it, and found the follow-
ing contents :—

" Master Tressilian, our good Friend and Cousin,

" We are at present soill at ease, and otherwise so
unhappily circumstanced, that we are desirous to have
around us those of our friends, on whose loving kindness
we can most especially repose confidence ; amongst whom
we hold our good Master Tressilian one of the foremost
and nearest, both in good will and good ability. We
therefore pray you, with your most convenient speed, to
repair to our poor lodging, at Say's Court, near Deptford,
where we will treat farther with you of matters which we
deem it not fit to commit unto writing. And so we bid
you heartily farewell, being your loving kinsman to com-
mand, " RATCLIFFE, EARL OF SUSSEX."

" Send up the messenger instantly, Will Badger," said
Tressilian ; and asthe man entered the room, he exclaim-
ed, " Ah, Stevens, isit you ? how does my good lord ?"

"I, Master Tressilian," was the messenger's reply,
" and having therefore the more need of good friends
around him."

15 voL.i.
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" But what is my lord's malady ?* said Tressilian,
anxiously, " I heard nothing of his beingill."

" | know not, sir," replied the man, " heis very ill at
ease. Theleechesare at astand, and many of his house-
hold suspect foul practice—witchcraft or worse."

" What are the symptoms ?" said Wayland Smith,
stepping forward hastily.

" Anan ?* said the messenger, not comprehending his
meaning.

" What docs he ail ?' said Wayland ; where lies his
disease 7'

The man looked at Tressilian, as if to know whether
he should answer these inquiries from a stranger, and re-
reiving a sign in the affirmative, he hastily enumerated
gradual loss of strength, nocturnal perspiration, and loss
of appetite faintness, &c.

" Joined," said Wayland, " to a gnawing pain in the
stomach, and a low fever?"

" Even so," said the messenger, somewhat surprised.

" | know how the disease is caused," said the artist,
" and | know the cause.  Your master has eaten of the
manna of Saint Nicholas. | know the cure too—my mas-
ter shall not say | studied in his laboratory for nothing."

" Ilow mean you ?* said Tressilian, frowning, " we
speak of one of the first nobles of England. Bethink
you, this is no subject for buffoonery."

" God forbid !" said Wayland Smith. " | say that |
know his disease, and can cure him. Remember what
| did for Sir Hugh Robsart."

" We will set forth instantly,” said Tressilian. " God
calls us."

Accordingly, hastily mentioning thisnew motive for his
instant departure, though without alluding to either the
suspicions of Stevens, or the assurances of Wayland Smith,
he took the kindest leave of Sir Hugh and the family at
Lidcote-Hall, who accompanied him with prayers and
blessings, and, attended by Wayland and the Earl of
Sussex's domestic, travelled with the utmost speed to-
wards London.
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CHAPTER XIII.

—Ay, | know you have arsenick,

Vitriol, sal-tartrc, aryaile, alkaly,

Cinoper: | know all. Thisfellow, Captain,

Will come in time to bo a great ditiller,

And give asay (I will not say directly,

But very near) at the philosopher's stone.
TheAlchemist.

TRESSILIAN and his attendants pressed their route with
all despatch. He had asked the smith, indeed, when
their departure- was resolved on, whether he would not
rather choose to avoid Berkshire, in which he had played
a part so conspicuous ? But Wayland returned a con-
fident answer. He had employed the short interval
they passed at Lidcote Hall in transforming himself in a
wonderful manner. Hiswild and overgrown thicket of
beard was now restrained to two small mustaches on
the upper lip, turned up in a military fashion. A tailor
from the village of Lidcote (well paid) had exerted his
skill, under his customer's directions, so as completely to
alter Wayland's outward man, and take off from his ap-
pearance almost twenty years of age. Formerly, he-
smeared with soot and charcoal—overgrown with hair,
and bent double with the nature of his labour—disfigured
too by his odd and fantastic dress, he seemed a man of
fifty years old. But now, in a handsome suit of Tres-
silian's livery, with a sword by his side, and a buckler
on his shoulder, he looked like a gay ruffling serving-man,
whose age might be betwixt thirty and thirty-five, the
very prime of human life. His loutish savage-looking
demeanour seemed equally changed, into a forward,
sharp, and impudent alertness of look and action.

When challenged by Tressilian, who desired to know
the cause of a metamorphosis so singular and so abrolute.
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Wayland only answered by singing a gave from a com-
edy, which was then new, and was supposed, among the
more favourable judges, to augur sonic genius on the part
of the author. We are happy to preserve the couplet,
which ran exactly thus,—

" Han, ban, ca Caliban—
Get a new maser—be a new man."

Although Tressilian did not recollect the verses, yet they
reminded him that Wayland had once been a stage-play-
er, acircumstance which, of itself accounted indifferently
well for the readiness with which he could assume so
total a change of persona appearance. The artist him-
self was so confident of his disguise being completely
changed, or of his having completely changed his dis-
guise, which may be the more correct mode of speaking,
that he regretted they were not to pass near his old place
of retreat.

"l could venture" he said, "in my present dress,
and with your worship's backing, to face master Justice
Blindas, even on a day of Quarter Sessons ; and | would
like to know what has become of Hobgoblin, who is like
to play the devil in the world, if he can once dlip the
string, and leave his grannie ai d his dominie.—Ay, and
the scathed vault!" he said, " | would willingly have
$en what havock the explosion of so much gunpowder
has made among Doctor Demetrius Doboohi€'s retorts
and phials. | warrant me, my fame haunts the vae of
the Whitehorse long after my body is rotten; and that
many a lout ties up his horse, lays down his silver groat,
and pipes like a saillor whistling in a calm, for Wayland
Smith to come and shoe his tit for him. But the horse
will catch the founders ere the smith answers the call."

In this particular, indeed, Wayland proved a true
prophet; and so easily do fables rise, that an obscure
tradition of his extraordinary practice in farriery pre-
vails in the vale of Whitehorse even unto this day; and
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neither the tradition of Alfred's Victory, nor of the cele-
brated Pusey Horn are better preserved in Derkshire
than the wild legend of Way land Smith.’

The haste of the travellers admitted their making no
stay upon their journey, save what the refreshment of the
horses required ; and as many of the places through
which they passed were under the influenec of the Earl
of Leicester, or persons immediately dependent on him,
they thought it prudent to disguise their names, and the
purpose of their journey. On such occasions the agency
of Wayland Smith (by which name we shall continue to
distinguish the artist, though his real name was L auncel ot
Wayland) was extremely serviceable. He seemed, in-
deed, to have a pleasure in displaying the alertness with
which he could baffle investigation, and amuse himself by
putting the curiosity of tapsters and innkeepers on a fase
scent. During the course of their brief journey, three
different and inconsistent reports were circulated by him
on their account; namely, first, that Tressilian was the
Lord Deputy of Ireland, come over in disguise to take
the queen's pleasure concerning the great rebel Rory
Oge Mae Carthy Mac Mahon; secondly, that the said
Tressilian was an agent of Monsieur, coming to urge his
suit to the hand of Elizabeth ; thirdly that he was the
Duke of Medina, come over, incognito, to adjust the
quarrel betwixt Philip and that princess.

Tressilian was angry, and expostulated with the artist
on the various inconveniences, and, in particular, the
unnecessary degree of attention to which they were sub-
jected by the figments he thus circulated ; but he was
pacified, (for who could be proof against such an argu-
ment ?) by Wayland's assuring him that a general impor-
tance was attached to his own (Tressilian's) striking
presence, which rendered it necessary to give an extra-
ordinary reason for the rapidity and secrecy of his
Journey.

At length they approached the metropolis, where, owing
to the more general recourse of strangers, their appear-

15*  VOL
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ance excited neither observation nor inquiry, and finally
they entered London itself.

It was Tressilian's purpose to go down directly to Dcpt-
ford, where Lord Sussex resided, in order to be near the
court, then held at Greenwich, the favourite residence of
Elizabctb. and honoured as her birth-place.  Still a brief
halt in London was necessary ; and it was somewhat pro-
longed by the earnest entreaties of Wayland Smith, who
desired permission to take a walk through the city.

" Take thy sword and buckler, and follow me, then,"
said Trossilian; " |1 am about to walk myself, and we
will go in company."

This he said, because he was not altogether so secure
of the fidelity of his new retainer, asto lose sight of him,
at this interesting moment, when rival factions at the court
of Elizadeth were running so high, Wayland Smith
willingly acquiesced in the precaution, of which he proba-
bly conjectured the motive, but only stipulated that his
master should enter the shops of such chemists or apothe-
caries as he should point out, in walking through Fleet
Street, and permit him to make some necessary purchas-
es. Tressilian agreed and obeying the signal of his attend-
ant, walked successively into more than four or five shops,
where he observed that Wayland purchased in each only
one single drug, in various quantities. The medicines
which he first asked for, were readily furnished each in
succession, but those which he afterwards required were
less easily supplied—and Tressilian observed, that Way-
land more than once, to the surprise of the shop-keeper, re-
turned the gum or herb that was offered to him, and com-
pelled him to exchangeit for the right sort, or else went on
to seek it elsewhere.  But one ingredient, in particular,
seemed almost impossible to be found. Some chemists
plainly admitted they had never seen it,—others denied
that such a drug existed, excepting in the imagination of
crazy alchymists,—and most of them attempted to satisfy
their customer, by producing some substitute, which, when
rejected by Way land, as not being what he had asked
for, they maintained possessed, in a superior degree, the
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self-same qualities. In general, they all displayed some
curiosity concerning the purpose for which he wanted it.
One old meagre chemist, to whom the artist put the usual
question, in terms which Tressilian neither understood, nor
could recollect, answered frankly, there was none of that
drug in London, unless Yoglan the Jew chanced to have
some of it upon hand.

" | thought as much," said Wayland. And as soon as
they left the shop, he said to Tressilian, " | crave your
pardon, sir, but no artist can work without his tools. |
must needs go to this Yoglan's; and | promise you, that
if this detains you longer than your leisure seems to per-
mit, you shall, nevertheless, be well repaid, by the use |
will make of this rare drug. Permit me," he added,
" to walk before you, for we are now to quit the broad
street, and we will make double speed if | lead the way."

Tressilian acquiesced, and, following the smith down
a lane which turned to the left hand towards the river,
he found that his guide walked on with great speed, and
apparently perfect knowledge of the town, through a lab-
yrinth of by-streets, courts, and blind alleys, until at
length Wayland paused in the midst of a very narrow
lane, the termination of which showed a peep of the
Thames, looking misty and muddy, which background
was crossed saltier-ways, as Mr. Mumblazen might
have said, by the masts of two lighters that lay Waiting
for the tide. The shop under which he halted had not, as
in modern days, a glazed window—but a paltry canvass
screen surrounded such a stall as a cobbler now occupies,
having the front open, much in the manner of a fish-
monger's booth of the present day. A little old smock-
faced man, the very reverse of a Jew in complexion, for
he was very soft-haired as well as beardless, appeared,
and with many courtesies, asked Wayland what he pleas-
ed to want, he had no sooner named the drug than the
Jew started and looked surprised. " And vat might your
vorship vant vith that drug,which is not named, mein God,
in forty years as| have been chemist here ?"
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" These questions it is no part of my commission to
answer," said Wayland; " | only wish to know if you
have what | want, and having it, are willing to sell it ?"

" Ay, mein God, for having it that | have, and for sell-
ing it | am a chemist, and sell every drug." So saying,
he exhibited a powder, and then continued, " But it will
cost much monies—Vat | ave cost its weight in gold—ay,
gold well-refined—I vill say six times—It comes from
Mount Sinai, where we had our blessed Law given forth,
and the plant blossoms but once in one hundred year."

"l do not know how often it is gathered on Mount
Sinai," said Wayland, after looking at the drug offered
him with great disdain, " but | will wager my sword and
buckler against your gaberdine, that this trash you offer
me instead of what | asked for, may be had for gathering
any day of the week in the castle-ditch of Aleppo.”

" You are arude man," said the Jew ; " and besides,
| ave no better than that—or if | ave, | will not sell it
without order of a physician—or without you tell me vat
you make of it."

The artist made brief answer in a language of which
Tressilian could not understand a word, and which seem-
ed to strike the Jew with the utmost astonishment. He
stared upon Wayland like one who has suddenly recog-
nized some mighty hero or dreaded potentate, in the per-
son of an unknown and unmarked stranger. " Holy
Elias!" he exclaimed, when he had recovered the first
stunning effects of his surprise ; and then passing from
his former suspicious and surly manner to the very ex-
tremity of obsequiousness, he cringed low to the artist,
and besought him to enter his poor house, to bless his
miserable threshold by crossing it.

"Vill you not taste a cup villi the poor Jew Zacha-
rias Yoglan?—Vill you Tokay ave—vill you Lachrymal
taste ?—vill you"—

" You offend in your proffers,” said Wayland ; " min-
ister to me in what | require of you, and forbear further
discourse."
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The rebuked Israelite took his bunch of keys and
opening with circumspection a cabinet which seemed
more strongly secured than the other cases of drugs and
medicines amongst which it stood, he drew out a little
secret drawer, having a glass lid, and containing a small
portion of a black powder. This he offered to Wayland,
his manner conveying the deepest devotion towards him,
though an avaricious and jealous expression which seem-
ed to grudge every grain of what his customer was about
to possess himself, disputed ground in his countenance,
with the obsequious deference which he desired it should
exhibit.

" Have you scales ?' said Wayland.

The Jew pointed to those which lay ready for common
use in the shop, but he did so with a puzzled expression
of doubt and fear, which did not escape the artist.

" They must be other than these," said Wayland
sternly; " know you not that holy things lose their vir-
tue if weighed in an unjust balance?"

The Jew hung his head, took from a steel-plated cask-
et a pair of scales beautifully mounted, and said, as he
adjusted them for the artist's use,—" With these | do
mine own experiment—one hair of the high-priest's beard
would turn them."

"1t suffices," said the artist; and weighed out two
drachms for himself of the black powder, which hevery
carefully folded up, and put it into his pouch with the
other drugs. He then demanded the price of the Jew,
who answered, shaking his head and bowing,—

" No price—no, nothing at all from such asyou.—But
you will see the poor Jew again ? you will look into his
laboratory, where, God help him, he hath dried himself
to the substance of the withered gourd of Jonah the holy
prophet—You vill ave pity on him, and show him one
little step on the great road ?"

" Hush !" said Wayland, laying his finger mysterious-
ly on his mouth, " It may be we shall meet again—thou
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hast already the Schahmajm, as thine own Rabbis call it
—the general creation ; watch, therefore, and pray, for
thou must attain the knowledge of Alchahest Elixir Sa-
mech, ere | may commune further with thee." Then
returning with a slight nod the reverential conges of the
Jew, he walked gravely up the lane, followed by his mas-
ter, whose first observation on the scene he had just wit-
nessed, was, that Wayland ought to have paid the man for
his drug, whatever it was.

"“| pay him?' sad the artist; " may the foul fiend
pay meif | do!—Had it not been that | thought it might
displease your worship, | would have had an ounce or
two of gold out of him, in exchange of the same just
weight of brick-dust."

"1 advise you to practise no sufch knavery while
waiting upon me," said Tressilian.

" Did | not say," answered the artist, " that for that
reason alone, [ forbore him for the present?—Knavery,
call you it 7—why, yonder wretched skeleton hath wealth
sufficient to pave the whole lane he lives in with dollars,
and scarce miss them out of his own iron chest ; yet he
goes mad after the philosopher's stone—and besides he
would have cheated a poor servhg-inan, as he thought me
at first, with trash that was net worth a penny—Match
for match, quoth the devil to the collier; if his fadse
medicine was worth my good crowns, my true brick-
dust is as well worth hisgood gold."

"It may be so for aught | know," said Tressilian,
' in dealing amongst Jews and apothecaries ; but under-
stand, that to have such tricks of legerdemain practised
by one attending on me, diminishes my honour, and that

I will not permit them. | trust thou hast made up thy
purchases ?"
" | have, sir," replied Wayland ; " and with these

drugs will I, this very day, compound the true orvictan,
that noble medicine which is so seldom found genuine and
effective within these realms of Europe, for want of that
most rare and precious drug which | got but now from

Yoglan."
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" Hut why not have made al your purchases a one
shop:" sad his magter ; " we have log nearly an hour
in running from one pounder of Smples to another.”

" Content you, sir,” sad Wayland. " No men shdl
learn my secret; and it would not be mine long, were |
to buy al my materias from one chemist.”

They now returned to their inn, (the fanous Bell-
Savage) and while the Lord Sussex's sarvant prepared
the horses for their journey, Wayland obtaining from the
cook the sarvice of a mortar, shut himsdf up in a pri-
vate chamber, where he mixed, pounded, and amdga
mated the drugs which he had bought, each in its due
proportion, with a readiness and address that plainly
showed him well practised in all the manud operations of
pharmacy.

By the time Waylanu's eectuay wes prepared the
horses were ready, and ashort hour'sriding brought them
to the present habitation of L ord Sussex, an andent house,
cdled Say's Court, near Deptford, which had long per-
tained to afamily of that name, but had, for upwards of
a century, been posssssd by the ancient and honourable
family of Evelyn. The present representative of that
ancient house took adegp interest in the Earl of Sussex,
and had willingly accommodated both him and hisnume-
rous retinue in hishospitable manson.  Say's Court was
aterwards the resdence of the cdebrated Mr. Evelyn,
whose " Silva' isstill the manud of British planters,
and whose life, manners, and principles, asillustrated in
his Memoirs, ought equaly to be the manud of English
gentlemen.
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CHAPTER XIV.

Thisisrare newsthou tel's me, my good fellow,
There aretwo bullsfierce battling on the green,
For one fair helfer—if the one goes down
Thedale will bemore peaceful, and the herd,
Which havesmall interest in their brulzicmeut,

M ay pasturetherein peace.
Old Flay.

SAY'S COURT was watched like a beleaguered fort
and so high rose the suspicions of the time, that Tressil-
ian and his attendants' were stopped and questioned re-
peatedly by sentinels, both on foot and horseback, as they
approached the abode of the sick earl. In truth, the
high rank which Sussex held in Queen Elizabeth's favour,
and his known and avowed rivalry of the Earl of Leices-
ter, caused the utmost importance to be attached to his
welfare ; for, at the period we treat of, all men doubted
whether he or the Earl of Leicester might ultimately
have the higher rank in her regard.

Elizabeth, like many of her sex, was fond of govern-
ing by factions, so as to balance two opposing interests,
and reserve in her own hand the power of making either
predominate, as the interest of the state, or perhaps as
her own female caprice, (for to that foible even she was
not superior,) might finally determine. To finesse—to
hold the cards—to oppose one interest to another—to
bridle him who thought himself highest in her esteem, by
the fears he must entertain of another equally trusted, if
not equally beloved, were arts which she used throughout
her reign, and which enabled her, though frequently giv-
ing way to the weakness of favouritism, to prevent most
of its evil effects on her kingdom and government.

The two nobles, who at present stood as rivals in her
favour, possessed very different pretensions to share it;
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yet it might he in general said, that the Earl of Sussex
had been most servireahle to the queen, while Leicester
was most dear to the woman.  Sussex was, according to
the phrase of the times, a martialist ; had done good
service in Ireland, and in Scotland, and especially in the
great northern rebellion, in | 1569, which was quelled in a
great measure, by his military talents. He was, there-
fore, naturally surrounded and looked up to by those who
wished to make arms their road to distinction. The
Karl of Sussex, moreover, was of more ancient and hon-
ourable descent than his rival, uniting in his person the
representation of the Fitz, Walters, as well as of the Rat-
clilles, while the scutcheon of Leicester was stained bv
the degradation of his grandfather, the oppressive minis-
ter of Henry VIE. and scarce improved by that of his
lather, the unhappy Dudley, Duke of Northumberland,
executed on Tower-Hill, August 22, 1553. "But in per-
son, features, and address, weapons so formidable in the
court of a female sovereign, Leicester had advantages
more than sufficient to counterbalance the military ser-
vices, high blood, and frank bearing of the Earl of Sus-
sex ; and he bore in the eye of the court, and kingdom,
the higher share in Elizabeth's favour, though (for such
was her uniform policy) by no means so decidedly ex-
pressed as to warrant him against the final preponderance
of his rival's pretensions. The illness of Sussex there-
fore happened so opportunely for Leicester, as to give
rise to strange surmises among the public ; while the fol-
lowers of the one earl were fdled with the deepest appre-
hensions, and those of the other with the highest hopes of
its probable issue. Meanwhile,—for in that old time men
never forgot the probability that the matter might be de-
termined by length of sword,—the retainers of each noble
flocked around ther patron, appeared well armed in the
vieinity of the court itself, and disturbed the ear of the
sovereign by their frequent and alarming debates, held
even within the precincts of her palace. This prelimina-
16voL.i.
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ry statement is necessary, to render what follows intelli-
gible to the render.’

On Tressilian's arrival at Say's Court, he found the
place filled with the retainers of the Karl of Sussex, and
of the gentlemen who came to attend their patron in his
illness. Armswere in every hand, and a deep gloom on
every countenance, as if they had apprehended an imme-
diate and violent assault from the opposite faction. In the
hall, however, to whicn Tressilian was ushered by one
of the eaiTs attendants, while another went to inform
Sussex of his arrival, he found only two gentlemen in
waiting. There was a remarkable contrast in their
dress, appearance, and manners. The attire of the
elder gentleman, a person as it seemed of quality and
in the prime of life, was very plain and soldierlike,
his stature low, his limbs stout, his bearing ungraceful,
and his features of that kind which express sound com-
mon sense, without a grain of vivacity or imagination.
The younger, who seemed about twenty, or upwards, was
clad in the gayest habit used by persons of quality at the
period, wearing a crimson velvet cloak richly ornamented
with lace and embroidery, with a bonnet of the same,
encircled with a gold chain turned three times round it,
and secured by a medal. His hair was adjusted very
nearly like that of some fine gentlemen of our own time,
that is, it was combed upwards, and made to stand as it
were on end, and in his ears he wore a pair of silver
ear-rings, having each a pearl of considerable size. The
countenance of this youth, besides being regularly hand-
some and accompanied by a line person, was animated
and striking in a degree that seemed to speak at once the
firmness of a decided and the fire of an enterprizing
character, the power of reflection, and the promptitude
of determination.

Both these gentlemen reclined nearly in the same pos-
ture on benches near each other ; but each seeming
engaged in his own meditations, looked straight upon the
wall which was opposite to them, without speaking to his
companion. The looks of the elder were of that sort,
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which convinced the beholder, that, in looking; on the
wall, he saw no more than the side of an old hall hung
around with cloaks, antler-, bucklem, old pieces of arm-
our, partizans, and the similar articles which were usuallv
the furniture of such a place. The look of the younger
galant had in it something imaginative ; he was sunk in
reverie, and it seemed as if the empty space of air be-
twixt him and the wall, were the stage of a theatre on
which his fancy was mustering his own dramatis personasg
and treating him with sights far different from those which
his awakened and earthly vision could have offered.

At the entrance of Tressilian both started from their
musing, and bade him welcome ; the younger, in partic-
ular, with great appearance of animation and cordiality.

" Thou art welcome?, Tressilian," said the youth ;
" thy philosophy stole thee from us when this household
had objects of ambition to offer—it is an honest philoso-
phy, since it returns thee to us, when there are only dan-
gers to be shared."

" Is my lord, then, so greatly indisposed ?" said Tres-
silian.

" We fear the very worst," answered the elder gen-
tleman, " and by the worst practice."

" Fie," replied Tressilian, " my Lord of Leicester is
honourable.”

" What doth he with such attendants, then, as he hath
about him ?" said the younger gallant. " The man who
raises the devil may be honest, but he is answerable for
the mischief which the fiend does, for all that."

" And is this all of you, my mates," inquired Tres-
silian, " that are about my lord in his utmost straits ?"

" No, no," replied the elder gentleman, " There are
Tracy, Markham, and several more; but we keep watch
here by two at once, and some are weary and are sleep-
ing in the gallery above."

" And some," said the young man, " are gone down
to the Dock yonder at Deptford, to look out such a hulk
as they may purchase by clubbing their broken fortunes ;
and so soon as all is over, we will lay our noble lord in a
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noble green grave, have a blow at those who have hurried
him thither, if opportunity suits, and then sail for the In-
dies with heavy hearts and light purses.”

"It may be," said Tressilian, " that | will embrace the
same purpose, so soon as | have settled some business at
court."

" Thou business at court!" they both exclaimed at
once ; " and thou make the Indian voyage !"

" Why, Tressilian," said the younger man, " art thou
not wedded, and beyond these flaws of fortune, that drive
folks out to sea when their bark bears fairest for the
haven ?—What has become of the lovely Indaniira that
was to match my Amoret for truth and beauty ?"

" Speak not of her!" said Tressilian, averting his face.

" Ay, stands it so with you ?" said the youth, taking
his hand very affectionately ; " then, fear not | will again
touch the green wound—But it is strange as well as sad
news. Are none of our fair and merry fellowship to
escape shipwreck of fortune and happiness in this sudden
tempest ? J had hoped thou wert in harbour, at least, my
dear Edmund—But truly says another dear friend of thy
name,

' What man that seesthe ever whirling whed
Of Chance, the which all mortal things doth sway,
But that thereby doth find and plainly fed,

How Mutability in them doth play
Her crue sports to many men's decay! "

The elder gentleman had risen from his bench, and
was pacing the hall with some impatience, while the
youth, with much earnestness and feeling, recited these
lines. When he had done, the other wrapped himself in
his cloak, and again stretched himself down, saying, " |
marvel, Tressilian, you will feed the lad in this silly hu-
mour. If there were aught to draw a judgment upon a
virtuous and honourable household like my lord's, re-
nounce me if | think not it were this piping, whining,
childish trick of poetry that came among us with Master
Walter Wittypate here and his comrades, twisting into ail
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manner of uncouth and incomprehensible forms of speecli
the honest plain English phrase which God gave us to
express our meaning withal."

" Blount believes," said his comrade, laughing, " the
devil woo'd Eve in rhyme, and that the mystic meaning
of the Tree of Knowledge, refers solely to the art of
clashing rhymes and meting out hexameters."'°

At this moment the earl's chamberlain entered, and in-
formed Tressilian that his lord required to spunk with him.

He found Lord Sussex dressed, but unbraced and
lying on his couch, and was shocked at the alteration dis-
ease had made in his person. The earl received him
with the most friendly cordiality, and inquired into the
state of his courtship.  Tressilian evaded his inquiries
for a moment, and turning his discourse on the earl's own
health, he discovered, to his surprise, that the symptoms
of his disorder corresponded minutely with those which
Wayland had predicated concerning it. He hesitated
not, therefore, to communicate to Sussex the whole histo-
ry of his attendant, and the pretensions he set up to cure
the disorder under which belaboured. The earl listened
with incredulous attention until the name of Demetrius
was mentioned, and then suddenly called to his secretary
to bring him a certain casket which contained papers of
importance. " Take out from thence, he said, " the
declaration of the rascal cook whom we had under exam-
ination, and look heedfully if the name of Demetrius be
not there mentioned."

The secretary turned to the passage at once, and read,
" And said declarant, being examined, saith, That he
remembers having made the sauce to the said sturgeon-
fish, after eating of which, the said noble lord was taken
ill; and he put the usual ingredients and condiments
therein, namely"—

" Pass over histrash,” said the earl, " and see whether
he had not been supplied with his materials by a herbalist
called Demetrius."

16* VOL.I.
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"It is even so0," answered the secretary. " And he
adds, he has not since seen the said Demetrius.”

" This accords with thy fellow's story, Tressilian,"
said the carl ; " call him hither."

On heing summoned to the carl's presence, Wayland
Smith told his former tale with firmness and consistency.

" It may he," said the earl, " thou art sent by those
who have begun this work, to end it for them ; but be-
think, if | miscarry under thy medicine, it may go hard
with thee."

" That were severe measure,” said Wayland, " since
the issue of medicine, and the end of life are in God's
disposal. Hut I will stand the risk. | have not lived o
long under ground, to be afraid of a grave."

" Nay, if thou be'st so confident," said the Karl of Sus-

sex, " | will take the risk tor, for the learned can do
nothing for me. Tell me how this medicine isto be taken."
" That will | do presently," said Wayland ; " but

allow me to condition that, since | incur all the risk of
this treatment, no other physician shall be permitted to
interfere with it."

" That is but fair," replied the earl ; " and now pre-
pare your drug."

While Wayland obeyed the carl's commands, his ser-
vants, by the artist's direction, undressed their master,
and placed him in bed.

" | warn you," he said, " that the first operation of
this medicine will be to produce a heavy sleep, during
which time the chamber must be kept undisturbed ; as
the consequences may otherwise be fatal. | myself will
watch by the earl, with any of the gentlemen of his
chamber."

' Let all leave the room, save Stanley and this good
fellow," said the earl.

" And saving me also," said Tressilian. " | too am
deeply interested in the effects of this potion."
" Be it so, good friend," said the earl; " and now

for our experiment ; but first call my secretary and cham-
berlain.”
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" Bear witness," he continued, when these officers
arrived, " bear witness for me, gentlemen, that our hon-
ourable friend Tressilian is in no way responsible for the
effects which this medicine may produce upon me, the
taking it being my own free action and choice, in regard
| believe it to be a remedy which God has furnished me
by unexpected means, to recover me of my present mal-
ady. Commend me to my noble and princely mistress ;
and say that | live and die her trae servant, and wish to
all about her throne the same singleness of heart and will
to serve her, with more ability to do so than hath been
assigned to poor Thomas Ratclifle."

He then folded his hands, and seemed for a second or
two absorbed in mental devotion, then took the potion in
his hand, and, pausing, regarded Wayland with a look
that seemed designed to penetrate his very soul, but
which caused no anxiety or hesitation in the countenance
or manner of the artist.

' Here is nothing to be feared," said Sussex to Trcs-
silian ; and swallowed the medicine without farther hesi-
tation.

"1 am now to pray your lordship," said Wayland,
" to dispose yourself to rest as commodiously as you can ;
and of you, gentlemen, to remain as still and mute as if
you waited at your mother's death-bed."

The chamberlain and secretary then withdrew, giving
orders that all doors should be bolted, and all noise in the
house strictly prohibited. Several gentlemen were volun-
tary watchers in the hall, but none remained in the cham-
ber of the sick earl, save his groom of the chamber,
the artist, and Trcssilian.—Wayland Smith's predictions
were speedily accomplished, and a sleep fell upon the
earl, so deep and sound, that they who watched his bed-
side began to fear, that, in his weakened state, he might
pass away without awakening from his lethargy. Way-
land Smith himself appeared anxious, and felt the tem-
ples of the earl slightly, from time to time, attending; par-
ticularly to the state of his respiration, which was full and
deep, but at the same time easy and uninterrupted.
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CHAPTERXV.

You loggerhcuried and unpolished grooms,
What, no attendance, no regard, no duty ?
Wher e is the foolish knave | sent before ?

Taming of the Shrew.

THERE is no period a which men look worse in the
eyes of each other, or feel more uncomfortable, than
when the first dawn of daylight finds them watchers.
Even a beauty of the first order, after the vigils of a ball
are interrupted by the dawn, would do wisely to with-
draw herself from the gaze of ner fondest and most par-
tial admirers.  Such was the pale, inauspicious, and un-
grateful light, which began to beam upon those who kept
watch all night, in the hall at Say's Court, and which
mingled its cold,pale,blue diffusion with the red, yellow,
and smoky beams of expiring lamps and torches. The
young gallant, whom we noticed in our last chapter, had
left the room for a few minutes to learn the cause of a
knocking at the outward gate, and on his return was so
struck with the forlorn and ghastly aspects of his compan-
ions of the watch, that he exclaimed, " Pity of my
heart, my masters, how like owls you look ! Methinks,
when the sun rises, | shall see you flutter off with your
eyes dazzled, to stick yourselves into the next ivy-tod or
ruined steeple."

" Hold thy peace, thou gibing fool," said Blount,
" hold thy peace. Is this a time for jeering, when the
manhood of England is perchance dying within a wall's
breadth of thee ?"

' There thou liest," replied the gallant.

" How, lie!" exclaimed Blount, starting up, " lie!
and to me ?'

" Why, so thou didst, thou peevish fool," answered
the youth ; " thou didst lie on that bench even row" didsi
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thou not ? But art thou not a hasty coxcomb, to pick up
awry word so wrathfully ?  Nevertheless, loving and
honouring my lord as truly as thou, or any one, | do say,
;hat should Jleaven take him from us, all England's man-
hood dies not with him."

" Ay," replied Blount, " a good portion will survive
with thee doubtless."

" And a good portion with thyself, Blount, and with
stout Markham here, and Tracy, and all of us. But | am
he will best employ the talent heaven has given to us all."

" As how', | prithee ?* said Blount ; " tell us your
mystery of multiplying."

" Why, sirs,” answered the youth, " ye arelike good-
ly land, which bears no crop because it is not quickened
by manure ; but | have that rising spirit in me, which
will make my poor faculties labour to keep pace with il.
I\ly ambition will keep my brain at work, | warrant thee."

" | pray to God it does not drive thee mad," sad

Blount ; " for my part, if we lose our noble lord, | bid
adieu to the court and to the camp both. | have five
hundred foul acres in Norfolk, and thither will I, and

change the court pantoufle for the country hobnail."

' O base transmutation !" exclaimed his antagonist ;
" thou hast already got the true rustic slouch—thy shoul-
ders stoop, as if thine hands were at the stilts of the
plough, and thou hast akind of earthy smell about thee,
instead of being perfumed with essence, as a gallant and
courtier should. On my soul, thou hast stolen out to roll
thyself on ahay mow ! Thy only excuse will be to swear
by thy hilts, that the former had a fair daughter.”

" | pray thee, Walter," said another of the company,
" cease thy raillery, which suits neither time nor place
and tell us who was at the gate just now."

" Doctor Masters, physician to her grace in ordinary,
sent by her especial orders to inquire after the earl's
health," answered Walter.

" Ha! what!" exclaimed Tracy, " that was no slight
mark of favour ; if the carl can but come through, lie
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will match with Leicester yet. |s Masters with my lord
at present ?'

" Nay," replied Waller, " heis half way back to Green-
wich by this time, and in high dudgeon.”

" Thou didst not refuse him admittance ?" exclaimed
Tracy,

" Thou wert not surely so mad ?" ejaculated Blount.

" | refused him admittance as flatly, Blount, as you
would refuse a penny to ablind beggar ; as obstinately,
Tracy, as thou didst ever deny access to a dun."

" Why, in the fiend's name, didst thou trust him to go
to the gate ?" said Blount to Tracy.

" It suited his years better than mine," answered Tra-
cy ; " but he has undone us all now thoroughly. My
lord may live or die, he will never have alook of favour
from her majesty again,"”

" Nor the means of making fortunes for his followers,"
said the young gallant, smiling contemptuously ;—" there
lies the sore point, that will brook no handling. MYy good
sirs, | sounded my lamentations over my lord somewhat
less loudly than some of you ; but when the point comes
of doing him service, | will yield to none of you. Had
this learned leech entered, think'st thou not there had been
such a coil betwixt him and Tressilian's mediciner, that
not the sleeper only, but the very dead might have awak-
ened ? | know what larum belongs to the discord of
doctors."

" And who is to take the blame of opposing the queen's
orders?' said Tracy : "for undeniably, Doctor Masters
came with her grace's positive commands to cure the
earl."

"I, who have done the wrong, will bear the blame,"
said Walter.

" Thus, then, off fly the dreams of court favour thou
hast nourished," said Blount; " and despite all thy boast-
ed art and ambition, Devonshire will see thee shine a true
younger brother, fit to sit low at the board, carve turn
about with the chaplain, look that the hounds be fed, and
sec the squire's girths drawn when he goes a-hunting."
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" Not so," said the young man colouring, " not while
Ireland and the Netherlands have wars, and not while the
sea hath pathless waves. The rich West hath lands un-
dreamed of, and Britain contains bold hearts to venture
on the quest of them.—Adieu for a space, my masters,
| go to walk in the court and look to the sentinels."

" The lad hath quicksilver in his veins, that is certain,"
said Blount, looking at Markham.

' He hath that both in brain and blood," said Mark-
ham, " which may either make or mar him. Hut, in
closing the door against Masters, he hath done a daring
and loving piece of service ; for Tressilian's fellow hath
ever averred, that to wake the carl were death, and Mas-
ters would wake the Seven Sleepers themselves, if he
thought they slept not by the regular ordinance of med-
icine."

Morning was well advanced, when Tressilian, fatigued
and over-watched, came down to the hall with the joyful
intelligence, that the earl had awakened of himself, that
he found his internal complaints much mitigated, and
spoke with a cheerfulness, and looked round with a vi-
vacity, which of themselves showed a material and favour-
able change had taken place. Tressilian at the same time
commanded the attendance of one or two of his followers,
to report what had passed during the night, and to relieve
the watchers in the earl's chamber.

When the message of the queen was communicated to
the Earl of Sussex, he at first smiled at the repulse which
the physician had received from his zealous young fol-
lower, but instantly recollecting himself, he commanded
Blount, his master of the horse, instantly to take boat,
and go down theriver to the Palace at Greenwich, taking
young Walter and Tracy with him, and make a suitable
compliment, expressing his grateful thanks to his sover-
eign and mentioning the cause why he had not been ena-
bled to profit by the assistance of the wise and learned
Doctor Masters.

" A plague on it," said Blount, as he descended the
stairs, " had he sent me with a cartel to Leicester | think
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| should have done his errand indifferently well. But to
go to our gracious sovereign, before whom all words must
be lackered over either with gilding or with sugar, is such
a confectionary matter as clean baffles my poor old Eng-
lish brain.—Come with me, Tracy, and come you too,
Master Walter Wittypate, that art the cause of our hav-
ing all this ado. Let us seeif thy neat brain, that frames
so many flashy fireworks, can help out a plain fellow at
need with some of thy shrewd devices."

" Never fear, never fear," exclaimed the youth, " itis
I will help you through—Ilet me but fetch my cloak."

" Why, thou hast it on thy shoulders," said Blount—
" the lad is mazed."

" No, no, thisis Tracy's old mantle," answered Walter ;
" | go not with thee to court unless as a gentleman should."

" Why," said Blount, " thy braveries are like to dazzle
the eyes of none but some poor groom or porter."

" | know that," said the youth ; " but | am resolved

I will have my own cloak, ay, and brush my doublet to
boot, ere | stir forth with you."

" Well, well," said Blount, " here is a coil about a
doublet and a cloak—get thyself ready, a God's hame!"

They were soon launched on the princely bosom of
the broad Thames, upon which the sun now shone forth
in all its splendour.

" There are two tilings scarce matched in the uni-

verse," said Walter to Blount,—" the sun in heaven, and
the Thames on the earth."
" The one will light us to Greenwich well enough,"

said Blount, " and the other would take us there a little
faster if it were ebb tide."

" Andthisis all thou think'st—all thou carest—all thou
deem'st the use of the King of elements, and the King of
Rivers, to guide three such poor caitiffs, as thyself, and
me, and Tracy, upon an idle journey of courtly cer-
emony !"

" Itis no errand of my seeking, faith," replied Blount,
"and | could excuse both the sun and the Thames the
trouble of carrying me where | have no great mind to
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go ; and where | expect but dog's wages for my trouble
—And by my honour," he added, looking out from the
head of the boat, " it seemsto me as if our message were a
sort of labour in vain ; for see, the queen's barge lies at
the stairs, as if her majesty were about to take water."

It was even so. The royal barge, manned with the
gueen's watermen, richly attired in the regal liveries, and
having the banner of England displayed, did indeed lie at
the great stairs which ascended from the river, and along
with it two or three other boats for transporting such part
of her retinue as were not in immediate attendance on
the royal person. The yeomen of the guard, the tallest
and most handsome men whom England could produce,
guarded with their halberdsthe passage from the palace-
gate to the river side, and all seemed in readiness for the
gueen's coming forth, although the day was yet so early.

' By my faith, this bodes us no good," said Blount ;
" it must be some perilous cause puts her grace in motion
thus untimcously. By my counsel, we were best put
back again, and tell the earl what we have seen."

" Tell the carl what we have seen !" said Walter ;
" why what have we seen hut a boat, and men with scar-
let jerkins, and halberts in their hands? Let us do his
errand, and tell him what the queen says in reply."

So saying he caused the boat to be pulled towards aland-
ing-place at some distance from the principal one, which
it would not, at that moment, have been thought respect-
ful to approach, and jumped on shore, followed, though
with reluctance, by his cautious and timid companions.
As they approached the gate of the palace, one of the
sergeant porters told them they could not at present enter,
as her mgjesty was in the act of coming forth. The
gentlemen used the name of the Earl of Sussex ; but it
proved no charm to subdue the officer, who allgged in
reply, that it was as much as his post was worth, to disobey
in the least tittle the commands which he had received.

" Nay, | told you as much before," said Blount; " do,
| pray you, my dear Walter, let us take boat and return."

17 VvOL. |
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" Not till I see the queen come forth," returned the
youth, composedly.

" Thou art mad, stark mad, by the mass!" answered
Blount.

" And thou," said Walter, " art turned coward of the
sudden. | have seen thee face half a score of shag-
hcaded Irish kernes to thy own share of them, and now
thou wonldst blink and go back to shun the frown of a
fair lady !"

At this moment the gates opened, and ushers began to
issue forth in array, preceded and flanked by the band
of gentlemen pensioners.  After this, amid a crowd of
lords and ladies, yet so disposed around her that she could
see and be seen on all sides, came Elizabeth herself, then
in the prime of womanhood, and in the full glow of what
in a sovereign was called beamy, and who would in the
lowest rank of life have been truly judged a noble fig-
ure, joined to astriking and commanding physiognomy.
She leant on the arm of Lord Hunsdon, whose relation
to her by her mother's side often procured him such dis-
tinguished marks of Elizabeth's intimacy.

The young cavalier we have so often mentioned had
probably never yet approached so near the person of his
sovereign, and he pressed forward as far as the line of
warders permitted, in order to avail himself of the present
opportunity.  His companion, on the contrary, cursing
his imprudence, kept pulling him backwards, till Walter
shook him off impatiently, and letting his rich cloak drop
carelessly from one shoulder ; a natural action, which
served, however, to display to the best advantage his well-
proportioned person. Unbonneting at the same time, he
fixed his eager gaze on the queen's approach, with a mix-
ture of respectful curiosity, and modest yet ardent admi-
ration, which suited so well with hisfine features, that the
warders, struck with hisrich attire and noble countenance
suffered him to approach the ground over which the queen
was to pass, somewhat closer than was permitted to ordi-
nary spectators. Thus the adventurous youth stood full
in Elizabeth's eye,—an eye never indifferent to the admi-
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ration which she deservedly excited among her subjects,
or to the fair proportions of external form which chanced
to distinguish any of her courtiers. Accordingly, she
fixed her keen glance on the youth, as she approached
the place where he stood, with a look in which surprise
at his boldness seemed to be unmingled with resentment,
wiiilc atrifling accident happened which attracted her
attention towards him yet more strongly. The night had
been rainy, and just where the young gentleman stood, a
small quantity of mud interrupted the queen's passage.
As she hesitated to pass on, the gallant, throwing his
cloak from his shoulders, laid it on the miry spot, so asto
ensure her stepping over it dry-shod. Elizabeth looked
at the young man, who accompanied this act of devoted
courtesy with a profound reverence, and a blush that over-
spread his whole countenance. The queen was confused,
and blushed in her turn, nodded her head, hastily passed
on, and embarked in her barge without saying aword.

" Come along, sir coxcomb," said Blount; " your
gay cloak will need the brush to-day, | wot. Nay, if you
had meant to make a footcloth of your mantle, better
have kept Tracy's old drab-de-bure, which despises
all colours.”

" Thiscloak," said theyouth, taking it up and folding
it, " shall never be brushed while in my possession."

" And that will not be long, if you learn not a little
more economy—we shall have you in cuerpo soon, as the
Spaniard says."

Their discourse was here interrupted by one of the
band of pensioners.

" | was sent," said he, after looking at them attentively,
" to a gentleman who hath no cloak, or a muddy one.—

You sir, | think," addressing the younger cavalier, " are
the man ; you will please to follow me."
" He is in attendance on me," said Blount; " on me,

the noble Earl of Sussex's master of horse."

" | have nothing to say to that," answered the messen-
ger; " my orders are directly from her majesty, and
concern this gentleman only."
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So saying, he walked away, followed by Walter, leav-
ing the othersbehind Blount's eyes almost starting from his
head with the excess of his astonishment. At length he
gave vent to it in an exclamation—" Who the good jerc
would have thought this!" And shaking his head with a
mysterious air, he walked to his own boat, embarked, and
returned to Deptford.

The young cavalier was, in the meanwhile, guided to
the water-side by the pensioner, who showed him consid-
erable respect ; a circumstance which, to persons in his
situation, may be considered as an augury of no small con-
sequence. He ushered him into one of the wherries which
lay ready to attend the queen's barge, which was already
proceeding up the river, with the advantage of that flood-
tide, of which, in the course of their descent, Blount had
complained to his associates.

The two rowers used their oars with such expedition
at the signal of the gentleman pensioner, that they very
soon brought their little skiff under the stern of the queen's
boat, where she sat beneath an awning, attended by two
or three ladies, and the nobles of her household. She
looked more than once at the wherry in which the young
adventurer was seated, spoke to those around her, and
seemed to laugh. At length one of the attendants, by
the queen's order apparently, made a sign for the wherry
to come along side, and the young man was desired to
step from his own skiff into the queen's barge, which he
performed with graceful agility at the fore part of the boat,
and was brought aft to the queen's presence, the wherry
at the same time dropping into the rear. The youth un-
derwent the gaze of majesty, not the less gracefully that
his self-possession was mingled with embarrassment.
The mudded cloak still hung upon his arm, and formed
the natural topic with which the queen introduced the
conversation.

" Y ou have this day spoiled a gay mantle in our behalf,
young man. We thank you for your service, though the
manner of offering it was unusual, and something bold."
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" In a sovereign's need," answered the youth, " it is
each llege-man's duty to be bold."

" God's pity ! that was well said, my lord," said the
gueen, turning to a grave person who sat by her, and an-
swered with a grave inclination of the head, and some-
thing of a mumbled assent. " Well, young man, your
gallantry shall not go unrewarded. Go to the wardrobe
keeper, and he shall have ordersto supply the suit which
you have cast away in our service. Thou shalt have a
suit, and that of the newest cut, | promise thee, on the
word of a princess."

" May it please your grace," said Walter, hesitating, " it
is not for so humble a servant of your majesty to measure
out your bounties ; but if it became me to choose"—

" Thou wouldst have gold, | warrant me," said the
queen, interrupting him ; " fie, young man ! | take shame
to say, that, in our capital such and so various are the
means of thriftless folly, that to give goldto youth is giv-
ing fuel to fire, and furnishing them with the means of
self-destruction. If | live and reign, these means of un-
christian excess shall be abridged. Yet thou may'st be
poor," she added, " or my parents may be—It shall be
gold, if thou wilt, but thou shalt answer to me for the
use on't."

Walter waited patiently until the queen had done, and
then modestly assured her, that gold was still less in his
wish than the raiment her majesty had before offered.

" How, boy !" said the queen, " neither gold, nor gar-
ment ? What is it thou would'st have of me, then ?"

" Only permission, madam—if it is not asking too high
an honour—permission to wear the cloak which did you
this trifling service."

" Permission to wear thine own cloak, thou silly boy !"
said the queen.

" Itisno longer mine,"” said Walter ; " when your
majesty's foot touched it, it became a fit mantle for a
prince, but far too rich aone for its former owner."

17 voL.i.
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The queen again blushed ; and endeavoured to cover,
by laughing, a slight degree of not unpleasing surprise and
confusion.

" Heard you ever the like, my lords ? The youth's
head is turned with reading romances—I must know some-
thing of him, that | may send him safe to his friends.—
What art thou ?"

" A gentleman of the household of the Earl of Sussex,
so please your grace, Sont hither with his master of horse,
upon a message to your majesty."

In a moment the gracious expression which Elizabeth's
face had hitherto maintained, gave way to an expression
of haughtiness and severity.

" My Lord of Sussex," she said, " has taught us how
to regard his messages, by the value he places upon ours.
We sent but this morning the physician in ordinary of our
chamber, and that at no usual time, understanding his
lordship's illness to be more dangerous than we had be-
fore apprehended. There is at no court in Europe a
man more skilled in this holy and most useful science than
Doctor Masters, and he came from us to our subject.
Nevertheless, he found the gate of Say's Court defended
by men with culverins, as if it had been on the Borders
of Scotland, notin the vicinity of our court ; and when
he demanded admittance in our name, it was stubbornly
refused. For this slight of akindness, which had but too
much of condescension in it, we will receive, at present
at least, no excuse ; and some such we suppose to have
been the purport of my Lord of Sussex's message."

This was uttered in atone, and with a gesture, which
made Lord Sussex's friends who were within hearing,
tremble. He to whom the speech was addressed, how-
ever, trembled not; but with great deference and humil-
ity, as soon as the queen's passion gave him an opportu-
nity, hereplied :—" So please your most gracious majesty,
| was charged with no apology from the Earl of Sussex."

" With what were you then charged, sir ?* said the
gueen, with the impetuosity, which, amid nobler qualities,
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strongly marked her character ; " was it with ajustifica-
tion ? —or, God's death ! with a defiance ?"

" Madam," said the young man, "my Lord of Sussex
knew the offence approached towards treason, and could
think of nothing save of securing the offender, and plac-
ing him in your majesty's hands, and at your mercy. The
noble earl was fast asleep when your most gracious mes-
sage reached him, a potion having been administered to
that purpose by his physician ; and his lordship knew not
of the ungracious repulse your majesty's royal and most
comfortable message had received, until after he awoke
thismorning."

" And which of his domestics then, in the name of
heaven, presumed to reject my message, without even ad-
mitting my own physician to the presence of him whom |
sent him to attend ?" said the queen, much surprised.

" The offender, madam, is before you," replied Wal-
ter, bowing very low ; " the full and sole blame is mine ;
and my lord has most justly sent me to abye the conse-
guences of a fault, of which he is as innocent as a sleep-
ing man's dreams can be of a waking man's actions."

" What! was it thou ?—thou thyself, that repelled my
messenger and my physician from Say's Court ?" said
the queen. " What could occasion such boldness in one
who seems devoted—thai is, whose exterior bearing shows
devotion—to his sovereign ?"

" Madam," said the youth,—who, notwithstanding an
assumed appearance of severity, thought that he saw some-
thing in the queen's face that resembled not implacability,

" we say in our country, that the physician is for the
time the liege sovereign of his patient. Now, my noble
master was then under dominion of a leech, by whose
advice he hath greatly profited, who had issued his com-
mands that his patient should not that night be disturbed,
on the very peril of hislife."

" Thy master hath trusted some false varlet of an em-
piric," said the queen.

" | know not, madam, but by the fact, that he is now
—this very morning—awakened much r freshed and
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strengthened, from the only sleep he hath had for many
hours."

The nobles looked at each other, but more with the
purpose to see what each thought of this news, than to
exchange any remarks on what had happened. The
gueen answered hastily, and without affecting to disguise
her satisfaction, " By my word, | am glad he is better.
But thou wert over bold to deny the access of my Doctor
Masters.  Know'st thou not the Holy Writ saith, ' in the
multitude of counsel there is safety ?"

" Ay, madam," said Walter, " but | have heard learn-
ed men say, that the safety spoken of is for the physicians,
not for the patient."

" By my faith, child, thou hast pushed me home," said
the queen, laughing ; " for my Hebrew learning does not
come quite at a call.—Ilow say you, my Lord of Lincoln ?
Hath the lad given ajust interpretation of the text ?"

" The word safety, most gracious madam," said the
Bishop of Lincoln, " for so hath been translated, it may
be somewhat hastily, the Hebrew word, being"—

" My lord," said the queen, interrupting him, " we
said we had forgotten our Hebrew. But for thee, young
man, what is thy name and birth ?"

" Raleigh is my name, most gracious queen, the young-
est son of a large but honourable family of Devonshire."

" Raleigh ?' said Elizabeth, after a moment's recol-
lection; " have we not heard of your service in Ireland ?"

" | have been so fortunate as to do some service there,
madam," replied Raleigh, " scarce, however, of conse-
guence sufficient to reach your grace's ears."

" They hear farther than you think of," said the queen,
graciously, " and have heard of a youth who defended a
ford in Shannon against awhole band of wild Irish rebels,
until the stream ran purple with their blood and his own."

" Some blood | may have lost," said the youth, look-
ing down, " but it was where my best is due ; and that
isin your majesty's service."

The queen paused, and then said hastily, " You are
very young, to have fought so well, and to speak sowell.
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But you must not escape your penance for turning back
Masters—the poor man hath caught cold on the river ;
for our order reached him when he was just; returned
from certain visits in London, and he held it matter of
loyalty and conscience instantly to set forth again. So
hark ye, Master Raleigh, see thou fail not to wear thy
muddy cloak, in token of penitence, till our pleasure be
farther known. And here,” she added, giving him a
jewel of gold, in the form of a chess-man, " | give thee
this to wear at the collar."

Raleigh, to whom nature had taught intuitively, as it
were, those courtly arts which many scarce acquire from
long experience, knelt, and, as he took from her hand the
jewel, kissed the fingers which gave it. He knew, per-
haps, better than almost any of the courtiers who sur-
rounded her, how to mingle the devotion claimed by the
gueen, with the gallantry due to her personal beauty—and
in this, his first attempt to unite them, he succeeded so
well, as at onceto gratify Elizabeth's personal vanity, and
her love of power."

His master, the Earl of Sussex, had the full advantage
of the satisfaction which Raleigh had afforded Elizabeth,
on their first interview.

" My lords and ladies," said the queen, looking around
to the retinue by whom she was attended, " methinks,
since we are upon the river, it were well to renounce our
present purpose of going to the city, and surprise this
poor Earl of Sussex with avisit. Heisill, and suffering
doubtless under the fear of our displeasure, from which
he hath been honestly cleared by the frank avowal of this
malapert boy. What think ye ? were it not an act of
charity to give him such consolation as the thanks of a
gueen, much bound to him for his loyal service, may per-
chance best minister ?"

It may be readily supposed, that none to whom this
speech was addressed, ventured to oppose its purport.

" Your grace," said the Bishop of Lincoln, " is the
breath of our nostrils." The men of war averred, that
the face of the sovereign was awhetstone to the soldier's
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sword ; while the men of state were not less of opinion,
that the light of the queen's countenance was a lamp to
the paths of her counsellors ; and the ladies agreed, with
one voice, that no noble in England so well deserved the
regard of England's royal mistress as the Earl of Sussex —
the Earl of Leicester's right being reserved entire; so some
of the more politic worded their assent—an exception to
which Elizabeth paid no apparent attention. The barge
had, therefore, orders to deposit its royal freight at Dept-
ford, at the nearest and most convenient point of commu-
nication with Say's Court, in order that the queen might
satisfy her royal and maternal solicitude, by making per-
sonal inquiries after the health of the Earl of Sussex.

Raleigh, whose acute spirit foresaw and anticipated i m-
portant consequences from the most trifling events, hast-
ened to ask the queen's permission to go in the skiff, and
announce the royal visit to his master ; ingeniously sug-
gesting, that thejoyful surprise might prove prejudicial to
his health, since the richest and most generous cordials
may sometimes be fatal to those who have been long in a
languishing state.

But whether the queen deemed it too presumptuous in
SO young a courtier to interpose his opinion unasked, or
whether she was moved by a recurrence of the feeling of
jealousy, which had been instilled into her, by reports that
the carl kept armed men about his person, she desired
Raleigh, sharply, to reserve his counsel till itwas requir-
ed of him, and repeated her former orders, to be landed
at Deptford, adding, " We will ourselves see what sort of
Household my Lord of Sussex keeps about him."

" Now the Lord have pity on us !" said the young
courtier to himself. " Good hearts, the earl hath many
a one round him ; but good heads are scarce with us—
and he himself istoo ill to give direction. And Blount
will be at his morning meal of Yarmouth herrings and
ae; and Tracy will have his beastly black puddings and
Rhenish ;—those thorough-paced Welchmen, Thomas ap
Rice and Evan Evans, will be at work on their leek por-
ridge and toasted cheese—and she detests, they say, all
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coarse meats, evil smells, and strong wines. Could they
but think of burning some rosemary in the great hall !
but vogue la galcre, all must now be trusted to chance.
L uck hath done indifferent well for me this morning, for
| trust | have spoiled acloak and made a court fortune—
May she do as much for my gallant patron !"

The royal barge soon stopped at Deptford, and amid
the loud shouts of the populace, which her presence never
failed to excite, the queen, with a canopy borne over her
head, walked, accompanied by her retinue, towards Say's
Court, where the distant acclamations of the people gave
the first notice of her arrival. Sussex, who was in the
act of advising with Tressilian how he should make up
the supposed breach in the queen's favour, was infinitely
surprised at learning her immediate approach—not that
the queen's custom of visitingher more distinguished no-
bility, whether in health or sickness could be unknown to
him ; but the suddenness of the communication left no
time for those preparations with which he well knew Eliz-
abeth loved to be greeted, and the rudeness and confu-
sion of his military household, much increased by his late
illness, rendered him altogether unprepared for her re-
ception.

Cursing internally the chance which thus brought her
gracious visitation on him unaware, he hastened down
with Tressilian, to whose eventful and interesting story he
had just given an attentive car.

" My worthy friend," he said, " such support as | can
give your accusation of Varney, you have a right to ex-
pect, alike from justice and gratitude. Chance will pres-
ently show whether | can do aught with our sovereign, or
whether, in very deed, my meddling in your affair may
not rather prejudice than serve you."

Thus spoke Sussex, while hastily casting around him a
loose robe of sables, and adjusting his person in the best
manner he could to meet the eye of his sovereign. But
no hurried attention bestowed on his apparel could remove
the ghaotly effects of long illness on a countenance which
nature had marked with features rather strong than pleas-
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ing. Besides, he was low of stature, and though broad-
shouldered, athletic, and fit for martial achievements, his
presence in a peaceful hall was not such as ladies love to
look upon ; apersonal disadvantage, which was supposed
to give Sussex, though esteemed and honoured by his
sovereign, considerable disadvantage when compared with
Leicester, who was alike remarkable for elegance of man-
ners, and for beauty of person.

The cad's utmost despatch only enabled him to meet
the queen as she entered the great hall, and he at once
perceived there was a cloud on her brow. Her jealous
eye had noticed the martial array of armed gentlemen
and retainers with which the mansion-house was filled,
and her first words expressed her disapprobation—"Is this
a royal garrison, my lord of Sussex, that it holds so many
pikes and calivers? or have we by accident overshot
Say's Court, and landed at our Tower of London ?"

Lord Sussex hastened to offer some apology.

"It needs not," she said. " My lord, we intend speed-
ily to take up a certain quarrel between your lordship and
another great lord of our household, and at the same time
to reprehend this uncivilized and dangerous practice of
surrounding yourselves with armed, and even with ruffian-
ly followers, as if, in the -neighbourhood of our capital,
nay in the very verge of our royal residence, you were
preparing to wage civil war with each other. We are
glad to see you so well recovered, my lord, though with-
out the assistance of the learned physician whom we sent
to you—Urge no excuse—we know how that matter fell
out, and we have corrected for it the wild slip, young
Raleigh.—By the way, my lord, we will speedily relieve
your household of him, and take him into our own.
Something there is about him which merits to be better
nurtured than he isliketo be amongst your very military
followers."

To this proposal Sussex, though scarce understanding
how the queen came to make it, could only bow and ex-
press his acquiescence, He then entreated her to remain
till refreshment could be offered, but in this he could not
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prevail. And, after afew compliments of amuch colder
and more common-place character than might have been
expected from a step so decidedly favourable as a per-
gonal visit, the queen took her leave of Say's Court,
having brought confusion thither along with her, and leav-
ing doubt and apprehension behind.

CHAPTERXVI.

Then call them to our presence. Face to face,
And frowning brow to brow, oursdves will hear
The accuser and accused freely speak ;—
High-somach'd are they both and full of ire,
In rage deaf as the sea, hagty as fire.

Richard 11,

"1 AM ordered to attend court to-morrow," said L ei-
cester, speaking to Varney. " to meet, as they surmise,
my Lord of Sussex. The queen intends to take up mat-
ters betwixt us. This comes of her visit to Say's Court,
of which you must needs speak so lightly."

" | maintain it was nothing," said Varney ; " nay, |
know from a sure intelligencer, who was within ear-shot
of much that was said, that Sussex has lost rather than
gained by that visit. The queen said, when she stepped
into the boat, that Say's Court looked like a guard-house,
and smelt like an hospital. ' Likeacook's shop in Ram's
Alley rather," said the Countess of Rutland, who is ever
your lordship's good friend. And thenmy Lord of Lin-
coln must needs put in his holy oar, and say, that my
Lord of Sussex must be excused for his rude and old-
world housekeeping, since he had as yet no wife."

" And what said the queen?' asked Leicester, hastily.

" She took him up roundly,” said Varney, " and asked
what my Lord Sussex had to do with a wife, or my Lord

18 vouL. i.
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Bishop to speak on such a subject. If marriage is per-
mitted, she said, | no where read that it is enjoined."

' She likes not marriages, or speech of marriage,
among churchmen," said Leicester.

" Nor among courtiers neither," said Varney ; but,
observing that Leicester changed countenance, he instant-
ly added, " that all the ladies who were present had join-
ed in ridiculing Lord Sussex's housekeeping, and in
contrasting it with the reception her Grace would have
assuredly received at my Lord of Leicester's."

" You have gathered much tidings," said Leicester,
" but you have forgotten or omitted the most important
of all. She hath added another to those dangling satel-
lites, whom it is her pleasure to keep revolving around
her."

" Your lordship meancth that Raleigh, the Devonshire
youth," said Varney, " the knight of the cloak, as they
call him at court?"

" He may be Knight of the Garter one day, for aught |
know," said Leicester, " for he advances rapidly—She
hath cap'd verses with him, and such fooleries. | would
gladly abandon, of my own free will, the part | have in
her fickle favour, but I will not be elbowed out of it by
the clown Sussex, or thisnew upstart. | hear Tressilian
iswith Sussex also, and high in his favour—I would spare
him for considerations, but he will thrust himself on his
fate—Sussex, too, is almost as well as ever in his health."

" My lord," replied Varney, " there will be rubsinthe
smoothest road, specially when it leadsup hill.  Sussex's
illness was to us a god-send, from which | hoped much.
He has recovered indeed, but he is not nhow more formi-
dable than ere he fell ill, when he received more than
one foil in wrestling with your lordship.  Let not your
heart fail you, my lord, and all shall be well."

" My heart never failed me, sir," replied Leicester.

" No, my lord," said Varney ; " but it has betrayed
you right often. He that would climb atree, my lord,
must grasp by the branches, not by the blossom."
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" Well, well, well I" said Leicester, impatiently ; " I
understand thy meaning—My heart shall neither fail me
nor seduce me. Have my retinue in order—see that
their array be so splendid as to put down not only the
rude companions of Ratcliffe, but the retainers of every
other nobleman and courtier. Let them be well armed
withal, but without any outward display of their weapons,
wearing them as if more for fashion's sake than for use.
Do thou thyself keep close to me, | may have business
for you."—

The preparations of Sussex and his party were not less
anxious than those of Leicester.

" Thy supplication, impeaching Varney of seduction,"
said the earl to Tressilian, " is by this time in the queen's
hand—I have sent it through a sure channel. Methinks
your suit should succeed, being, as it is, founded in jus-
tice and honour, and Elizabeth being the very muster of
both. But | wot not how—the gipsy (so Sussex was
wont to call his rival on account of his dark complexion)
hath much to say with her in these holiday times of peace
—Were war at the gates, | should be one of her white
boys ; but soldiers, like their bucklers and bilboa blades,
get out of fashion in peace time, and satin Sleeves and
walking rapiers bear the bell. Well, we must be gay
since such is the fashion.—Blount, hast thou seen our
household put into their new braveries?—But thou know'st
as little of these toys as | do—thou wouldst be ready
enow at disposing a stand of pikes."

" My good lord," answered Blount, " Raleigh hath
been here and taken that charge upon him—Y our train
will glitter like a May morning.—Marry, the cost is anoth-
er question. One might keep an hospital of old soldiers
at the charge of ten modern lacqueys."

" We must not count cost to-day, Nicholas," said the
earl, in reply ; " | am beholden to Raleigh for his care—
| trust, though, he has remembered that | am an old sol-
dier, Jdnd would have no more of these follies than needs
must.
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" Nay, | understand nought about it," said Blount;
" but here are your honourable lordship's brave kiasmen
and friends coming in by scores to wait upon you to
court, where, methinks, we shall bear as brave a front as
Leicester, let him ruffle it as he will."

" Give them the strictest charges,” said Sussex,
" that they suffer no provocation short of actual violence
to provoke them into quarrel—they have hot bloods, and
I would not give Leicester the advantage over me by any
imprudence of theirs."

The Earl of Sussex ran so hastily through these di-
rections, that it was with difficulty Tressilian at length
found opportunity to express his surprise that he should
have proceeded so far in the affair of Sir Hugh Robsart
as to lay his petition at once before the queen—" It was
the opinion of the young lady's friends," he said, " that
Leicester's sense of justice should be first appealed to, as
the offence had been committed by his officer, and so he
had expressly told to Sussex."

" This could have been done without applying to me,"
said Sussex, somewhat haughtily. "1, at least, ought
not to have been a counsellor when the object was a hu-
miliating reference to Leicester; and | am surprised that
you, Tressilian, a man of honour, and my friend, would
assume such a mean course. If you said so, | certainly
understood you not in a matter which sounded so unlike
yourself."

" My lord," said Tressilian, " the course | would
prefer, for my own sake, is that you have adopted j but
the friends of this most unhappy lady"—

" O, the friends—the friends," said Sussex, interrupt-
ing him ; " they must let us manage this cause in the
way which seems best. This is the time and the hour to
accumulate every charge against Leicester and his house-
hold, and your's the queen will hold a heavy one. But
at all events she hath the complaint before her."

Tressilian could not help suspecting that, in his eager-
ness to strengthen himself against his rival, Sussex had
purposely adopted the course most likely to throw odium
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on Leicester, without considering minutely whether it
were the mode of proceeding most likely to be attended
with success. But the step was irrevocable, and Sussex
escaped from farther discussing it by dismissing his com-
pany, with the command, " Let all be in order at eleven
o'clock; | must be at court and in the presence by high
noon precisely."

While the rival statesmen were thus anxiously prepar-
ing for their approaching meeting m the queen's presence,
even Elizabeth herself was not without apprehension of
what might chance from the collision of two such fiery
spirits, each backed by a strong and numerous body of
followers, and dividing betwixt them, either openly or in
secret, the hopes and wishes of most of her court. The
band of gentlemen pensioners were all under arms, and a
reinforcement of the yeomen of the guard was brought
down the Thames from London. A royal proclamation
was sent forth, strictly prohibiting nobles, of whatever
degree, to approach the palace with retainers or followers,
armed with shot, or with long weapons ; and it was even
whispered, that the high sheriff of Kent had secret in-
structions to have a part Ol the array of the county ready
on the shortest notice.

The eventful hour, thus anxiously prepared for on all
sides, at length approached, and, each followed by his
long and glittering train of friends and followers, the rival
earls entered the palace-yard of Greenwich at noon pre-
cisely.

As if by previous arrangement, or perhaps by intima-
tion that such was the queen's pleasure, Sussex and his
retinue came to the palace from Deptford by water, while
Leicester arrived by land ; and thus they entered the
court-yard from opposite sides. This trifling circum-
stance gave Leicester a certain ascendancy in the opinion
of the vulgar, the appearance of his cavalcade of mounted
followers showing more numerous and more imposing
than those of Sussex's party, who were necessarily upon
foot. No show or sign of greeting passed between the

18 voL, i.
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earls, though each looked full at the other, both expect-
ing perhaps an exchange of courtesies, which neither was
willing to commence. Almost in the minute of their
arrival, the castle-bell tolled, the gates of the palace were
opened, and the earls entered, each numerously attended
by such gentlemen of their train, whose rank gave them
that privilege. The yeomen and inferior attendants re-
mained in the court-yard, where the opposite parties
eyed each other with looks of eager haired and scorn,
as if waiting with impatience for some cause of tumult,
or some apology for mutual aggression. But they were
restrained by the strict commands of their leaders, and
overawed perhaps by the presence of an armed guard
of unusual strength.

In the meanwhile, the more distinguished persons of
each train followed their patrons into the lofly halls and
antechambers of the royal palace, flowing on in the same
current, like two streams which are compelled into the
same channel, yet shun to mix their waters. The parties
arranged themselves as it were instinctively, on the dif-
ferent sides of the lofty apartments, and seemed eager to
escape from the transient union which the narrowness of
the crowded entrance had for an instant compelled them
to submit to. The folding-doors at the upper end of the
long gallery were immediately afterwards opened, and it
was announced in a whisper that the queen was in her
presence-chamber, to which these gave access. Both
earls moved slowly and stately towards the entrance ; Sus-
sex followed by Tressilian, Blount, and Raleigh, and
Leicester by Varney. The pride of Leicester was
obliged to give way to court-forms, and with a grave and
formal inclination of the head, he paused until his rival,
a peer of older creation than his own, passed before him.
Sussex returned the reverence with the same formal
civility, and entered the presence-room. Tressilian and
Blount offered to follow him, but were not permitted, the
Usher of the Black Rod alleging in excuse, that he had
precise orders to look to all admissions that day. To
Raleigh, who stood back on the repulse of his companions,
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he said, " You, sir, may enter," and he entered accord-
ingly.

" Follow me close, Varney," said the Earl of Leices-
ter, who had stood aloof for a moment to mark the re-
ception of Sussex ; and, advancing to the entrance, he
was about to passon, when Varney, who was close behind
him, dressed out in the utmost bravery of the day, was
stopped by the usher, as Tressilian and Blount had been
before him. " How isthis, Master Bowyer ?" said the
Earl of Leicester. " Know you who | am, and that this
is my friend and follower ?"

" Your lordship will pardon me," replied Bowyer
stoutly, " my orders are precise, and limit me to a strict
discharge of my duty."

" Thou art a partial knave," said Leicester, the blood
mounting to his face, " to do me this dishonour, when
you but now admitted afollower of my Lord of Sussex."

" My lord," said Bowyer, " Master Raleigh is newly
admitted a sworn servant of her Grace, and to him my
orders did not apply."

" Thou art a knave—an ungrateful knave," said
Leicester ; " but he that hath done, can undo—thou shalt
not prank thee in thy authority long!"

Thisthreat he uttered aloud, with less than his usual
policy and discretion, and having done so, he entered the
presence-chamber, and made his reverence to the queen,
who, attired with even more than her usual splendour, and
surrounded by those nobles and statesmen whose courage
and wisdom have rendered her reign immortal, stood
ready to receive the homage of her subjects. She gra-
ciously returned the obeisance of the favourite earl, and
looked alternately at him and at Sussex, as if about to
speak, when Bowyer, a man whose spirit could not brook
the insult he had so openly received from Leicester, in
the discharge of his office, advanced with his black rod
in his hand, and knelt down before her.

" Why, how now, Bowyer" said Elizabeth, " thy
courtesy seems strangely timed !"
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" My liege sovereign,” he said, while every courtier
around trembled at his audacity, " | come but to ask,
whether, in the discharge of mine office, | am to obey
your highnesss commands, or those of the Earl of
Leicester, who has publicly menaced me with his dis-
pleasure, and treated me with disparaging terms, because
| denied entry to one of his followers, in obedience to
your grace's precise orders?"

The spirit of Henry VIII. was instantly aroused in the
bosom of his daughter, and she turned on Leicester with
a severity which appalled him, aswell as all hisfollowers.

" God's death! my lord," such was her emphatic
phrase, " what means this ? We have thought well of
you, and brought you near to our person ; but it was not
that you might hide the sun from our other faithful sub-
jects. Who gave you license to contradict our orders,
or control our officers ? | will have in this court, ay, and
in this realm, but one mistress, and no master. Look to
it that Master Bowyer sustains no harm for his duty to
me faithfully discharged; for, as | am Christian woman
and crowned queen, | will hold you dearly answerable.
Go, Bowyer, you have done the part of an honest man
and atrue subject. We will brook no mayor of the
palace here."

Bowyer kissed the hand which she extended towards
him, and withdrew to his post, astonished at the success
of his own audacity. A smile of triumph pervaded the
faction of Sussex; that of Leicester seemed proportion-
ally dismayed, and the favourite himself, assuming an
aspect of the deepest humility, did not even attempt a
word in his own exculpation.

He acted wisely ; for it wasthe policy of Elizabethto
humble, not to disgrace him, and it was prudent to suffer
her, without opposition or reply, to glory in the exertion
of her authority. The dignity of the queen was gratified,
and the woman began soon to feel for the mortification
which she had imposed on her favourite. Her keen eye
also observed the secret looks of congratulation exchanged
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amongst those who favoured Sussex, and it was no part
of her policy to give either party a decisive triumph.

" What | say to my Lord of Leicester," she said, after
a moment's pause, " | say also to you, my Lord of Sus-
sex. You aso must needs ruffle in the court of Eng-
land, at the head of a faction of your own ?"

' My followers, gracious princess," said Sussex,
" have indeed ruffled in your cause, in Ireland, in Scot-
land, and against yonder rebellious earls in the north. |
am ignorant that"—

" Do you bandy looks and words with me, my lord ?"
said the queen, interrupting him ; " methinks you might
learn of my Lord of Leicester the modesty to be silent,
at least, under our censure. | say, my lord, that my
grandfather and my father, in their wisdom, debarred the
nobles of thiscivilized land from travelling with such dis-
orderly retinues; and think you, that because | wear a
coif, their sceptre has in my hand been changed into a
distaff? 1 tell you, no kingin Christendom will lessbrook
his court to be cumbered, his people oppressed, and his
kingdom's peace disturbed by the arrogance of over-
grown power, than she who now speaks with you.—My
Lord of Leicester, and you, my Lord of Sussex, | com-
mand you both to be friends with each other ; or by the
crown | wear, you shall find an enemy who will be too
strong for both of you!"

" Madam," said the Earl of Leicester, " you who arc
yourself the fountain of honour, know best what is due
to mine. | place it at your disposal, and only say, that
the terms on which | have stood with my Lord of Sussex
have not been of my seeking ; nor had he cause to think
me his enemy, until he had done me gross wrong."

" For me, madam," said the Earl of Sussex, " |
cannot appeal from your sovereign pleasure ; but | were
well content, my Lord of Leicester should say in what |
have, as he termsit, wronged him, since my tongue never
spokethe word that | would not willingly justify either on
foot or horseback."
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" And for me," said Leicester, " always under my
gracious sovereign's pleasure, my hand shall be as ready
to make good my words, as that of any man who ever
wrote himself Ratcliffe."

" My lords," said the queen, " these are no terms for
this presence; and if you cannot keep your temper, we
will find means to keep both that and you close enough.
L et me seeyou join hands, my lords, and forget your idle
animosities."

The two rivals looked at each other with reluctant
eyes, each unwilling to make the first advance to execute
the queen's will.

" Sussex,” said Elizabeth, " | entreat—Leicester, |
command you."

Yet, so wcre her words accented, that the entreaty
sounded like command, and the command like entreaty.
They remained still and stubborn, until she raised her
voice to a height which argued at once impatience and
absolute command.

" Sir Henry Lee," she said, to an officer in attend-
ance, " have a guard in present readiness, and man a
barge instantly.—My Lords of Sussex and Leicester, |
bid you once more to join hands—and God's death ! he
that refuses shall taste of our Tower fare ere he see our
face again. | will lower your proud hearts ere we part,
and that | promise, on the word of a queen!"

" The prison," said Leicester, " might be borne, but
to lose your grace's presence, were to lose light and life
at once.—Here, Sussex is my hand."

" And here," said Sussex, is mine in truth and
honesty ; but"

Nay, under favour, you shall add no more," said
the queen. ~ Why, thisis as it should be," she added,
looking on them more favourably, and when you, the
shepherds of the people, unite to protect them, it shall be
well with the flock we rule over.  For, my lords, | tell
you plainly, your follies and your brawls lead to strange
disorders among your servants.—My Lord of Leicester,
you have agentleman in your household called Varney ?"
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" Yes, gracious madam," replied Leicester, " | pre-
sented him to kiss your royal hand, when you were last
at Nonsuch."

" His outside was well enough," said the queen, " but
scarce so fair, | should have thought, as to have caused
a maiden of honourable birth and hopes to barter her
fame for his good looks, and become his paramour. Y et
so it is—this fellow of yours hath seduced the daughter
of a good old Devonshire kniglu, Sir Hugh Robsart of
Lidcote-hall, and she hath fled with him from her father's
house, like acast-away. My Lord of Leicester, are you
ill, that you look so deadly pale ?"

" No, gracious madam," said Leicester ; and it re-
quired every effort he could make to bring forth these
few words.

"You aresurely ill, my lord ?* said Elizabeth, going
towards him with hasty speech, and hurried step, which
indicated the deepest concern. " Call Masters-——call

our surgeon in ordinary—Where be these loitering fools?
—We lose the pride of our court through their negli-
gence.—Or is it possible, Leicester," she continued,
looking on him with a very gentle aspect, " can fear of
my displeasure have wrought so deeply on thee ? Doubt
not for a moment, noble Dudley, that we could blame
thee for the folly of thy retainer—thee, whose thoughts
we know to be far otherwise employed ! He that would
climb the eagl€'s nest, my lord, cares not who are catch-
ing linnets at the foot of the precipice."

" Mark you that ?* said Sussex, aside to Raleigh.
" The devil aids him surely ! for all that would sink
another ten fathom deep, seems but to make him float the
more easily. Had a follower of mine acted thus"'—

" Peace, my good lord," said Raleigh, " for God's
sake, peace. Wait the change of the tide ; it is even
now on the turn.”

The acute observation of Raleigh, perhaps, did not
deceive him ; for Leicester's confusion was so great, and,
indeed, for the moment, so irresistibly overwhelming, that
Elizabeth, after looking at him with awondering eye, and



216 KENILWORTH.

receiving no intelligible answer to the unusual expressions
of grace and affection which had escaped from her, shot
her quick glance around the circle of courtiers, and
reading, perhaps, in their faces, something that accorded
with her own awakened suspicions, she said suddenly,
" Or is there more in this than we see—or than you, my
lord, wish that wo should see ? Where isthis Varney ?
Who saw him ?'

" An it please your grace,” said Bowyer, " itis the
same against whom | this instant closed the door of the
presence-room."

" An it please me ?" repeated Elizabeth sharply, not
at that moment inthe humour of being pleased with any
thing, " It does not please me that he should pass saucily
into my presence, or that you should exclude from it one
who came to justify himself from an accusation."

" May it please you," answered the perplexed usher,
"if I knew, in such case, how to bear myself, | would
take heed"—

" You should have reported the fellow's desire to us,
Master Usher, and taken our directions. You think
yourself a great man, because but now we chid a noble-
man on your account—yet, after all, we hold you but as
the lead-weight that keeps the door fast. Call thisVarney
hither instantly—there is one Tressilian also mentioned
in this petition—let them both come before us."

She was obeyed, and Tressilian and Varney appeared
accordingly. Varney's first glance was at Leicester, his
second at the queen. In the looks of the latter there
appeared an approaching storm, and in the downcast
countenance of his patron, he could read no directionsin
what way he was to trim his vessel for the encounter—he
then saw Tressilian, and at once perceived the peril of
the situation in which he was placed. But Varney was
as bold-faced and ready-witted as he was cunning and
unscrupulous,—a skilful pilot in extremity, and fully con-
scious of the advantages which he would obtain, could
he extricate Leicester from his present peril, and of the
ruin that yawned for himself should he fail in doing so.



KENILWORTH. 217

" Is it true, sirrah,” said the queen with one of those
searching looks which few had the audacity to resist,
" that you have seduced to infamy a young lady of birth
and breeding, the daughter of Sir Hugh Robsart of
Lidcotc-haH?"

Varney kneeled down, and replied with a look of the
most profound contrition, " there had been some love
passages betwixt him and Mistress Amy Robsart."

Leicester's flesh quivered with indignation, as he heard

his dependant make this avowal, and, for one moment he
manned himself to step forward, and, bidding farewell to
the court and the royal favour, confess the whole mystery
of the secret marriage. But he looked at Sussex, and
the idea of the triumphant smile which would clothe his
cheek upon hearing the avowal, sealed his lips. " Not
now, at least,” he thought, " or in this presence, will |
afford him so rich atriumph.” And pressing hislips close
together, he stood firm and collected, attentive to each
word which Varney uttered, and determined to hide to
the last the secret on which his court-favour seemed to
depend. Meanwhile, the queen proceeded in her exam-
ination of Varney.
" Love passages !" said she, echoing his last words ;
what passages, thou knave ? and why not ask the
wench's hand from her father, if thou hadst any honesty
in thy love for her ?"

" An it please your grace," said Varney, still on his
knees, " | dared not do so, for her father had promised
her hand to a gentleman of birth and honour—I will do
him justice, though | know he bears me ill will—one
Master Edmund Tressilian, whom | now see in the
presence."”

" Soh !" replied the queen ; " and what was your
right to make the simple fool break her worthy father's
contract, through your love passages, as your conceit and
assurance terms them ?"

" Madam," replied Varney, " itis in vainto plead the
cause of human frailty before a judge to whom it is un-
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known, or that of love, to one who never yields to the pas-
sion"—He paused an instant, and then added, in a very
low and timid tone, " which she inflicts upon all others."

Elizabeth tried to frown, but smiled in her own despite,
as she answered, " Thou art a marvellously impudent
knave—Art thou married to the girl ?"

Leicester's feelings became so complicated and so
painfully intense, that it seemed to him as if his life was to
depend on the answer made by Varney, who, after a
moment's real hesitation, answered, " Yes."

" Thou fase villain !" said Leicester, bursting forth
into rage, yet unable to add another word to the sentence,
which he had begun with such emphatic passion.

" Nay, my lord," said the queen, " we will, by your
leave, stand between this fellow and your anger. We
have not yet done with him.—Knew your master, my
Lord of Leicester, of this fair work of yours ? Speak
truth, I command thee, and | will be thy warrant from
danger on every quarter."

' Gracious madam," said Varney, " to speak heaven's
truth, my lord was the cause of the whole matter."

" Thou villain, would'st thou betray me ?" said L eices-
ter.

' Speak on," said the queen hastily, her cheek colour-
ing, and her eyes sparkling, as she addressed Varney ;
" speak on—here no commands are heard but mine."

" They are omnipotent, gracious madam," replied
Varney; " and to you there can be no secrets.—Yet |
would not," he added, looking around him, " speak of
my master's concerns to other ears."

" Fall back, my lords," said the queen to those who
surrounded her, " and do you speak on.—What hath the
earl to do with this guilty intrigue of thine 7—See, fellow
that thou behest him not!"

" Far be it from me to traduce my noble patron," re-
plied Varney ; " yet | am compelled to own that some
deep, overwhelming, yet secret feeling, hath of late dwelt
in my lord's mind, hath abstracted him from the cares of
the household, which he was wont to govern with such
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religious strictness, and hath left us opportunitiesto do fol-
lies, of which the shame, as in this case, partly falls upon
our patron. Without this, | had not had means or leisure
to commit the folly which has drawn on me his displeas-
ure; the heaviest to endure by me, which | could by
any means incur,—saving always the yet more dreaded
resentment of your Grace."

" And in this sense, and no other, hath he been acces-
sary to thy fault ?" said Elizabeth.

" Surely, madam, in no other," replied Varney; " but
since somewhat hath chanced to him, he can scarce be
called his own man. Look at him, madam, how pale
and trembling he stands—how unlike his usual majesty of
manner—yet what has he to fear from aught | can say to
your highness? Ah! madam, since he received that fatal
packet !"

" What packet, and from whence ?" said the queen,
eagerly.

" From whence, madam, | cannot guess ; but | am so
near to his person, that | know he has ever since worn,
suspended around his neck, and next to his heart, that
lock of hair which sustains a small golden jewel, shaped
like a heart—he speaks to it when alone—he parts not
from it when he sleeps—no heathen ever worshipped an
idol with such devotion."

" Thou art a prying knave, to watch thy master so
closely," said Elizabeth, blushing, but not with anger ;
" and a tattling knave to tell over again his fooleries.—
V\{J}Jat colour might the braid of hair be that thou pratest
of ?'

Varney replied, " A poet, madam, might call it a
thread from the golden web wrought by Minerva; but, to
my thinking, it was paler than even the purest gold—
more like the last parting sunbeam of the softest day of
spring."

" Why, you are a poet yourself, Master Varney," said
the queen, smiling ; " but | have not genius quick enough
to follow your rare metaphors—L ook round these ladies
—is there—(she hesitated, and endeavoured to assume an
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air of great indifference)—Is there here, in this presence,
any lady, the colour of whose hair reminds thee of that
braid ? Methinks, without prying into my Lord of
Leicester's amorous secrets, | would fain know what kind
of locks are like the thread of Minerva's web, or the—
what was it 7—the last rays of the May-day sun."

Varney looked round the presence-chamber, his eye
travelling from one lady to another, until at length it rested
upon the queen herseh, but with an aspect of the deepest
veneration, " | see no tresses," he said, " in this pres-
ence worthy of such similes, unless where | dare not look
on them,"

" How, sir knave," said the queen, " dare you inti-
mate"—

" Nay, madam," replied Varney, shading his eyes
with his hand, " it was the beams of the May-day sun
that dazzled my weak eyes."

" Go to—go to," said the queen ; " thou art a foolish
fellow"—and turning quickly from him she walked up to
Leicester.

Intense curiosity, mingled with all the various hopes,
fears, and passions, which intluence court-faction, had
occupied the presence-chamber during the queen's con-
ference with Varney, as if with the strength of an eastern
talisman. Men suspended every, even the slightest ex-
ternal motion, and would have ceased to breathe, had
Nature permitted such an intermission of her functions.
The atmosphere was contagious, and Leicester, who saw
all around wishing or fearing his advancement or his fall,
forgot all that love had previously dictated, and saw noth-
ing for the instant but the favour or disgrace which de-
pended on the nod of Elizabeth and thefidelity of Varney.
tie summoned himself hastily, and prepared to play his
part in the scene which was like to ensue, when, as he
judged from the glances which the queen threw towards
him, Varney's communications, be they what they might
were operating in his favour.  Elizabeth did not long
leave him in doubt; for the more than favour with which
she accosted him, decided his triumph in the eyes of his
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rival, and of the assembled court of England—" Thou
hast a prating servant of this same Varney, my lord,"
she said ; " itis lucky you trust him with nothing that can
hurt you in our opinion, for believe me, he would keep
no counsel."

" From your highness" said Leicester, dropping
gracefully on one knee, " it were treason he should. |
would that my heart itself lay before you, barer than the
tongue of any servant could strip it."

" What, my lord," said Elizabeth, looking kindly upon
him, " isthere no one little corner over which you would
wish to spread aveil ? Ah! | see you are confused at the
question, and your queen knows she should not look too
deeply into her servants motives for their faithful duty,
lest she see what might, or at least ought to displease
her."

Relieved by these last words, Leicester broke out into
a torrent of expressions of deep and passionate attach-
ment, which perhaps, at that moment, were not altogether
fictitious. The mingled emotions which had at first
overcome him, had now given way to the energetic
vigour with which he had determined to support his
place in the queen's favour ; and never did he seem
to Elizabeth more eloguent, more handsome, more in-
teresting, than while, kneeling at her feet, he conjured
her to strip him of all his dower, but to leave him the
name of her servant—" Take from the poor Dudley,"
he exclaimed, " all that your bounty has made him, and
bid him be the poor gentleman he was when your Grace
first shone on him ; leave him no morethan hiscloak and
his sword, but let him still boast he has—what in word
or deed he never forfeited—the regard of his adored
queen and mistress !"

" No, Dudley !" said Elizabeth, raising him with one
hand, while she extended the other that he might kiss it;
' Elizabeth hath not forgotten that, whilst you were a
poor gentleman, despoiled of your hereditary rank, she
was as poor a princess, and that in her cause you then
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ventured all that oppression had left you—your life and
honour.—Rise, my lord, and let my hand go '—Rise, and
be what you have ever been, the grace of our court, and
the support of our throne. Y our mistress may be forced
to chide your misdemeanours, but never without owning
your merits.—And so help me God," she added, turning
to the audience, who, with various feelings, witnessed this
interesting scene,—" So help me God, gentlemen, as |
think never sovereign had a truer servant than | have in
this noble earl!"

A murmur of assent rose from the Leicestrian faction,
which the friends of Sussex dared not oppose. They
remained with their eyes fixed on the ground, dismayed
as well as mortified by the public and absolute triumph of
their opponents.  Leicester's first use of the familiarity
to which the queen had so publicly restored him, was to
ask her commands concerning Varncy's offence. " Al-
though,"” he said, " the fellow deserves nothing from me
but displeasure, yet, might | presume to intercede"—

" In truth, we had forgotten his matter," said the
queen ; " and it was ill done of us, who owe justice to
our meatiest, as well as to our aighest subject. We are
pleased, my lord, that you were thefirst to recall the mat-
ter to our memory.—Where is Tressilian, the accuser ?
—Ilet him come before us."

Tressilian appeared, and made a low and beseeming
reverence. His person, as we have elsewhere observed,
had an air of grace and even of nobleness, which did not
escape Queen Elizabeth's critical observation.  She
looked at him with attention as he stood before her una-
bashed, but with an air of the deepest dejection.

" | cannot but grieve for this gentleman,"” she said to
Leicester. " | have inquired concerning him, and his
presence confirms what | heard, that he is a scholar and
a soldier, well accomplished both in arts and arms. We
women, my lord, are fanciful in our choice—I had said
now, to judge by the eye, there was no comparison to be
held betwixt your follower and this gentleman. But
Varney is a well spoken fellow, and to speak truth, that
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goes far with us of the weaker sex.—Look you, Master
Tressilian, a bolt lost is not a bow broken. "Your true
affection, as | will hold it to be, hath been, it seems, but
ill requited; but you have scholarship, and you know
there have been fase Crcssidas to be found, from the
Trojan war downwards. Forget, good sir, this Lady
Light o' Love—teach your affection to see with a wiser
eye. This we say to you, more from the writings of
learned men, than our own knowledge, being, as we are,
far removed by station and will, from the enlargement
of experience in such idle toys of humorous passion.
For this dame's father, we can make his grief the less,
by advancing his son-in-law to such station as may enable
him to give an honourable support to his bride. ~ Thou
shalt not be forgotten thyself, Tressilian—follow our
court, and thou shalt see that a true Troilus hath some
claim on our grace. Think of what that arch-knave
Shakspeare says—a plague on him, histoys come into my
head when | should think of other matters—Stay, how
goesit ?

Cressid was yours, tied with the bonds of heaven ;
These bonds of heaven ares)ipt, dissolved and loosed,
And with another knot five fingers tied,

The fragments of her faith are bound to Diomed.

Y ou smile, my Lord of Southampton—perchance I make
your player's verse halt through my bad memory—but
let it suffice—let there be no more of this mad matter."

And as Tressilian kept the posture of one who would
willingly be heard, though, at the same time, expressive
of the deepest reverence, the queen added with some
impatience,—" What would the man have ? The wench
cannot wed both of you ?2—She has made her election—
not a wise one perchance—but she is Varney's wedded
wife."

" My suit should sleep there, most gracious sovereign,”
said Tressilian, " and with my suit my revenge. But |
hold this Varney's word no good warrant for the truth."
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" Had that doubt been elsewhere urged," answered
Varney, " my sword"——

" Thy sword!" interrupted Tressilian, scornfully ;
" with her grace's leave, my sword shall show"—

" Peace, you knaves both!" said the queen; " know
you where you are ?—This comes of your feuds, my
lords," she added, looking towards Leicester and Sus-
sex ; " your followers catch your own humour, and must
bandy and brawl in my court, and in my very presence,
like so many Matamoros.—L ook you, sirs, he that speaks
of drawing swords in any other quarrel than mine or Eng-

land's, by mine honour I'll bracelet him with iron both on
wrist and ancle!"  She then paused a minute, and re-
sumed in a milder tone, " | must do justice betwixt the

bold and mutinous knaves notwithstanding.—My L ord of
Leicester, will you warrant with your honour,—that is,
to the best of your belief,—that your servant speaks truth
in saying he hath married this Amy Robsart ?"

This was a home-thrust, and had nearly staggered
Leicester. But he had now gone too far to recede, and
answered, after a moment's hesitation, " To the best of
my belief—indeed on my certain knowledge—she is a
wedded wife."

" Gracious madam," said Tressilian, " may | yet re-
quest to know, when and under what circumstances this
alleged marriage"—

" Qut, sirrah," answered the queen; " alleged mar-
riage '—Have you not the word of this illustrious earl to
warrant the truth of what his servant says ? But thou art
a loser—think'st thyself such at least—and thou shalt
have indulgence—we will look into the matter ourself
more at leisure.—My Lord of Leicester, | trust you re-
member we mean to taste the good cheer of your Castle
of Kenilworth on this week ensuing—we will pray you
to bid our good and valued friend the Earl of Sussex to
hold company with us there."

" If the noble Earl of Sussex," said Leicester bowing
to his rival with the easiest and with the most graceful
courtesy, " will so far honour my poor house, | will hold
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it an additional proof of the amicable regard it is your
grace's desire we should entertain towards each other."

Sussex was more embarrassed—" | should,” said he,
" madam, be but a clog on your gayer hours since my
late severe illness."

" And have you been indeed so very ill ?" said Eliza-
beth, looking on him with more attention than before;
"you are in faith strangely altered, and deeply am |
grieved to see it. But be of good cheer—we will our-
selves look after the health of so valued a servant, and to
whom we owe so much. Masters shall order your diet;
and that we ourselves may see that he is obeyed, you
must attend us in this progress to Kenilworth."

This was said so peremptorily and at the same time
with so much kindness, that Sussex, however unwilling
to become the guest of his rival, had no resource but to
bow low to the queen in obedience to her commands,
and to express to Leicester with blunt courtesy, though
mingled with embarrassment, his acceptance of hisinvi-
tation. As the earls exchanged compliments on the oc-
casion, the queen said to her high treasurer, " Methinks,
my lord, the countenances of these our two noble peers
resemble that of the two famed classic streams, the one
so dark and sad, the other so fair and noble—My old
Master Ascham would have chid me for forgetting the
author—It is Caesar, as | think.—See what majestic
calmness sits on the brow of the noble Leicester, while
Sussex seems to greet him as if he did our will indeed,
but not willingly."

" The doubt of your majesty's favour," answered the
lord treasurer, " may perchance occasion the difference,
which does not—as what does?—escape your Grace's
eye."

" Such doubt were injuriousto us, my lord," replied
the queem " We hold both to be near and dear to us,
and will with impartiality employ both in honourable ser-
vice for the weal of our kingdom. But we will break
their farther conference at present.—My Lords of Sussex
and Leicester, we have a word more with you. Ties-
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silian and Varney are near your persons—you will see
that they attend you at Kenihvorth—And asweshall then
have both Paris and Mcnelaus within our call, so we will
have this same fair Helen aso, whose fickleness has
caused this broil.—Varney, thy wife must be at Kenil-
worth, and forthcoming at my order.—My Lord of
Leicester, we expect you will look to this."

The earl and his follower bowed low, and raised their
heads without daring \,0 look at the queen, or at each
other; for both felt at the instant as if the nets and toils
which their own falsehood had woven, were in the act of
closing around them. The queen, however, observed not
their confusion, but proceeded to say, " My Lords of
Sussex and Leicester, we require your presence at the
privy-council to be presently held, where matters of im-
portance are to be debated. We will then take the wa-
ter for our divertisement, and you, my lords, will attend
us.—And that reminds us of a circumstance—Do you,
Sir Squire of the Soiled Cassock, (distinguishing Raleigh
by a smile) foil not to observe that you are to attend us
on our progress. You shall be supplied with suitable
means to reform your wardrobe."

And so terminated this celebrated audience, in which,
as throughout her life, Elizabeth united the occasional
caprice of her sex, with that sense and sound policy, in
which neither man nor woman ever excelled her.
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CHAPTER XVII.

Well, then—our course is chosen—spread the sail—
Heave oft the lead, and mark the soundings well—
Look tothe helm, good master—inanj a shoal
Marks this stern coast, and rocks, where sts the Syren,
Who like ambition lures men to their ruin.

The Skijnorcck.

DURING the brief interval that took place betwixt the
dismissal of the audience and the sitting of the privy
council, Leicester had time to reflect that he had that
morning sealed his own fate. " It wasimpossible for him
now," he thought, " after having in the face of all that
was honourable in England, pledged histruth (though in an
ambiguous phrase) for the statement of Varney, to con-
tradict or disavow it, without exposing himself, not merely
to the loss of court-favour, but to the highest displeasure
of the queen, his deceived mistress, and to the scorn and
contempt at once of his rival and of all his compeers.”
This certainty rushed at once on his mind, together with
all the difficultieswhich he would necessarily be exposed
to in preserving a secret, which seemed now equally es
sential to his safety, to his power, and to his honour. He
was situated like one who walks upon ice, ready to give
way around him, and whose only safety consists in moving
onwards, by firm and unvacillating steps. The queen's
favour, to preserve which he had made such sacrifices,
must now be secured by all means and at all hazards—
it was the only plank which he could cling to in the tem-
pest. He must settle himself, therefore, to the task of
not only preserving, but augmenting the queen's partiality
—He must be the favourite of Elizabeth, or a man ut-
terly shipwrecked in fortune and in honour. A1l other
considerations must be laid aside for the moment, and he
repclled the intrusive thoughts which forced on his mind



228 KENILWORTH.

the image of Amy, by saying to himself, there would be
time to think hereafter how he was to escape from the
labyrinth ultimately, since the pilot, who sees a Seylla
under his bows, must not for the time think of the more
distant dangers of Charybdis.

In this mood, the Earl of Leicester that day assumed
his chair at the council table of Elizabeth; and when
the hours of business were over, in this same mood did
he occupy an honoured place near her, during her
pleasure excursion on the Thames. And never did he
display to more advantage his powers as a politician of
the first rank, or his parts as an accomplished courtier.

It chanced that in that day's council, matters were agi-
tated touching the affairs of the unfortunate Mary, the
seventh year of whose captivity in England was now in
doleful currency. There had been opinions in favour of
this unhappy princess laid before Elizabeth's council, and
supported with much strength of argument by Sussex and
others, who dwelt more upon the law of nations and the
breach of hospitality, than, however softened or qualified,
was agreeable to the queen'? ear. Leicester adopted
the contrary opinion with great animation and eloquence,
and described the necessity of continuing the severe re-
straint of the Queen of Scots, as a measure essential to
the safety of the kingdom, and particularly of Elizabeth's
sacred person, the lightest hair of whose head he main-
tained, ought, in their lordships' estimation, to be matter
of more deep and anxious concern, than the life and for-
tunes of arival, who, after setting up a vain and unjust
pretence to the throne of England, was now, even while
in the bosom of her country, the constant hope and theme
of encouragement to all enemies to Elizabeth, whether at
home or abroad. He ended by craving pardon of their
lordships, if in the zeal of speech he had given any of-
fence ; but the queen's safety was a theme which hurried
him beyond his usual moderation of debate.

Elizabeth chid him, but not severely, for the weight
which he attached unduly to her personal interests; yet
she owned, that since it had been the pleasure of heaven
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to combine those interests with the weal of her rubjects,
she did only her duty when she adopted such measures
of self-preservation as circumstances forced upon her ;
and if the council in their wisdom should be of opinion,
that it was needful to continue some restraint on the per-
son of her unhappy sister of Scotland, she trusted they
would not blame her if she requested of the Countess of
Shrewsbury to use her with as much kindness as might
be consistent with her safe keeping. And with thisinti-
mation of her pleasure, the council was dismissed.

Never was more anxious and ready way made for " my
Lord of Leicester," than as he passed through the crowd-
ed anterooms to go towards the river-side, in order to
attend her mgjesty to her barge—Never was the voice of
the ushers louder, to " make room—make room for the
noble earl"—Never were these signals more promptly
and rcvereutly obeyed—Never were more anxious eyes
turned on him to obtain a glance of favour, or even of mere
recognition, while the heart of many a humble follower
throbbed betwixt the desire to offer his congratulations,
and the fear of intruding himself on the notice of one so in
finitely above him. The whole court considered the
issue of this day's audience, expected with so much doubt
and anxiety, as a decisive triumph on the part of Leices-
ter, and felt assured that the orb of his rival satellite, if
not altogether obscured by his lustre, must revolve here-
after in a dimmer and more distant sphere. So thought
the court and courtiers, from high to low ; and they act-
ed accordingly.

On the other hand, never did Leicester return the gen-
eral greeting with such ready and condescending courtesy,
or endeavour more successfully to gather (in the words
of one, who at that moment stood at no great distance
from him) " golden opinions from all sorts of men."

For all the favourite earl had a bow, a smile at least,
and often a kind word. Most of these were addressed
to courtiers, whose names have long gone down the tide
of oblivion ; but some, to such as sound strangely in our

20 voL. i



230 KENILWORTH.

ears, when connected with the ordinary matters of human
life, above which the gratitude of posterity has long ele-
vated them. A few of Leicester's interlocutory senten-
ces ran as follows :

" Poynings,good morrow, and how does your wife and
fair daughter ? Why come they not to court 7—Adams,
your suit is naught—the queen will grant no more mo-
nopolies—but | may serve you in another matter.—My
good Alderman Ayllord, the suit of the city, affecting
Queenhithe, shall be forwajded as far as my poor inter-
est can serve.—Master Edmund Spencer, touching your
Irish petition, | would willingly aid you from my love to
the Muses ; but thou hast nettled the lord treasurer."

" My lord," said the poet, " were | permitted to ex
plain'—

" Cometo my lodging, Edmund," answered the earl—
" not to-morrow, or next day, but soon.—Ha, Will Shak-
spearc—wild Will!—thou hast given my nephew, Philip
Sidney, love-powder—he cannot sleep without thy Venus
and Adonis under his pillow ! We will have thee hanged
for the veriest wizard in Europe. Hark thee, mad wag,
| have not forgotten thy matter of the patent, and of the
bears."

The player bowed, and the earl nodded and passed on
—so that age would have told the tale—in ours, perhaps,
we might say the immortal had done homage to the mor-
tal. The next whom the favourite accosted, was one of
his own zealous dependants.

" How now, Sir Francis Denning," he whispered, in
answer to his exulting salutation, " that smile hath made
thy face shorter by one-third than when | first saw it this
morning.—What, Master Bowyer, stand you back, and
think you | bear malice? You did but your duty this
morning; and, if | remember aught of the passage be-
twixt us, it shall be in thy favour."

Then the earl was approached with several fantastic
congees, by a person quaintly dressed in a doublet of
black velvet, curiously slashed and pinked with crimson
satin. A long cock's feather in the velvet bonnet, which
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he held in his hand, and an enormous ruff, stiffened to
the extremity of the absurd taste of the times, joined with
a sharp, lively, conceited expression of countenance,
seemed to body forth a vain hair-brained coxcomb and
small wit; while the rod he held, and an assumption of
formal authority, appeared to express some sense of offi-
cial consequence, which qualified the ratural pertness of
his manner. A perpetual blush, which occupied rather
the sharp nose than the thin cheek of this personage seem-
ed to speak more of " good life," as it was called, than
of modesty ; and the manner in which he approached to
the earl, confirmed that suspicion.

" Good even to you, Master Robert Laneham," said
Leicester, and seemed desirous to pass forward, without
farther speech.

" | have a suit to your noble lordship," said the figure,
boldly following him.

" And what is it, good master keeper of the council-
chamber door ?"

" Clerk of the council-chamber door," said Master
Robert Laneham, with emnhasis, by way of reply and of
correction.

" Well, qualify thine office as thou wilt, man," replied
the earl; " what would st thou have with me ?"

" Simply," answered Laneham, " that your lordship
would be, as heretofore, my good lord, and procure me
license to attend the summer progress unto your lord-
ship's most beautiful, and all-to-be unmatched Castle of
Kenil worth."

" To what purpose, good Master Laneham?" replied
the earl; " bethink you my guests must needs be many."

" Not so many," replied the petitioner, " but that your
nobleness will willingly spare your old servitor his crib
and his mess. Bethink you, my lord, how necessary is
this rod of mine, to fright away all those listeners, who
else would play at bo-peep with the honourable council
and be searching for key-holes and crannies in the door
of the chamber, so as to render my staff as needful as a
fly-flap in a butcher's shop."
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" Methinks you have found out a fly-blown comparison
for the honourable council, Muster Laneham," said the
earl; " but seek not about tojustify it. Come to Kenil-
worth, if you list; there will be store of fools there be-
sides, and so you will be fitted."

" Nay, an there be fools, my lord,"" replied Laneham,
with much glee, "1 warrant | will make sport among
them ; for no greyhound loves to cote a hare, as | to
turn and course a fool. But | have another singular
favour to beseech of your honour."

" Speak it, and let me go," said the earl; " I think
the queen comes forth instantly."

" My very good lord, | would fain bring a bed-fellow
with  me."

" How, you irreverent rascal!" said Leicester.

" Nay, my lord, my meaning is within the canons,"
answered his unblushing, or rather his ever-blushing pe-
titioner. " | have a wife as curious as her grandmother,
who eat the apple. Now, take her with me | may not,
her highness's orders being so strict against the officers
bringing with them their wives in a progress, and so lum-
bering the court with womankind. But what | would
crave of your lordship, is, to find room for her in some
mummery, or pretty pageant, in disguise, as it were; so
that, not being known for my wife, there may be no
offence.”

" The foul fiend seize ye both I" said Leicester, stung
into uncontrollable passion by the recollectionswhich this
speech excited—" Why stop you me with such follies ?"

The terrified clerk of the chamber-door, astonished at
the burst of resentment he had so unconsciously produc-
ed, dropped his staff of office from his hand, and gazed
on the incensed earl with a foolish face of wonder and
terror, which instantly recalled Leicester to himself.

" | meant but to try if thou hadst the audacity which
befits thine office,” said he hastily. " Come to Kenil-
worth, and bring the devil with thee, if thou wilt."

" My wife, sir, hath played the devil ere now in aMys-
tery, in Queen Mary's time—but we shall want a trifle
for properties.”
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" Here is a crown for thee,” said the earl,—" make
me rid of thee—the great bell rings."

Master Robert Laneham stared a moment at the agi-
tation which he had excited, and then said to himself, as
he stooped to pick up his staff of office, " The noble
earl runs wild humours to-day ; but they who give crowns,
expect us witty fellows to wink at their unsettled starts;
and, by my faith, if they paid not for mercy, we would
finger themtightly."'2

Leicester moved hastily on, neglecting the courtesies he
had hitherto dispensed so liberally, and hurrying through
the courtly crowd, until he paused in a small withdrawing
room, into which he plunged to draw a moment's breath
unobserved, and in seclusion.

" What am | now," he said to himself, " that am thus
jaded by the words of a mean, weather-beaten, goose-
brained gull!—Conscience, thou art a blood-hound, whose
growl wakes as readily at the paltry stir of arat or mouse,
as at the step of alion.—Can | not quit myself by one
bold stroke of a state so irksome, so unhonourcd ? What
if | kneel to Elizabeth, and, owning the whole, throw my-
self on her mercy ?"

As he pursued this train of thought, the door of the
apartment opened, and Varney rushed in.

" Thank God, my lord, that | have found you!" was
his exclamation.

" Thank the devil, whose agent thou art," was the
earl's reply.

" Thank whom you will, my lord," sad Varney;
" but hasten to the water-side. The queen is on board,
and asksforyou."

" Go, say | amtaken suddenly ill," replied Leicester ;
" for, by heaven, my brain can sustain this no longer!"

"I may well say so," said Varney, with bitterness of
expression ; " for your place, ay, and mine, who, as your
master of the horse was to have attended your lordship,
is already filled up in the queen's barge. The new min-
ion, Walter Raleigh, and our old acquaintance, Tressilian,
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were called for to fill our placesjust as | hastened away
toseekyou."

" Thou art a devil, Varney," said Leicester hastily;
" but thou hast the mastery for the present—I follow
thee."

Varney replied not, but led the way out of the palace,
and towards the river, while his master followed him, as
if mechanically; until, looking back, he said in a tone
which savoured of familiarity at least, if not of authority,
" How is this, my lord ?—your cloak hangs on one side,
—your hose are unbraced—permit me"—

"Thou art a fool, Varney, as well as a knave," said
Leicester, shaking him off and rejecting his officious as-
sistance ; we are best thus, sir—when we require you to
order our person, itis well, but now we want you not."

So saying, the earl resumed at once his air of com-
mand, and with it his self-possession—shook his dress into
yet wilder disorder—passed before Varney with the air
of a superior and master, and in histurn led the way to
the river-side.

The queen's barge was on the very point of putting
off; the seat allotted to Leicester in the stern, and that
to his master of the horse on the bow of the boat, being
already filled up. But on Leicester's approach, there
was a pause, as if the bargemen anticipated some altera-
tion in their company. The angry spot was, however,on
the queen's cheek, as, in that cold tone with which su-
periors endeavour to veil their internal agitation, while
speaking to those before whom it would be derogation
to express it, she pronounced the chilling words—" We
have waited, my Lord of Leicester."

" Madam, and most gracious princess," said Leices-
ter, " you who can pardon so many weaknesses which
your own heart never knows, can best bestow your com-
miseration on the agitations of the bosom, which for a
moment, affect both head and limbs. | came to your
presence, a doubting and an accused subject; your good-
ness penetrated the clouds of defamation, and restored
me to my honour, and, what is yet dearer, to your
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favour—isit wonderful, though for mc it is most unhappy,
that my master of the horse should have found me in a
state which scarce permitted me to make the exertion
necessary to follow him to this place, when one glance
of your highness, although alas! an angry one, has had
power to do that for me, in which Esculapius might have
failed 7"

"How isthis?" said Elizabeth, hastily, looking at V ar-
ney ; " hath your lord beenill ?"

" Something of a fainting fit," answered the ready-
witted Varney, " as your Grace may observe from his
present condition. My lord's haste would not permit me
leisure even to bring his dress into order."

" It matters not," said Elizabeth, as she gazed on the
noble face and form of Leicester, to which even the
strange mixture of passions by which he had been so
lately agitated, gave additional interest, " make room
for my noble lord—Y our place, Master Varney has been
filled up ; you must find a seat in another barge."

Varney bowed, and withdrew.

" And you too, our young squire of the cloak," added
she, looking at Raleigh, " must, for the time, go to the
barge of our ladies of honour. As for Tressilian, he
hath already suffered too much by the caprice of women,
that | should aggrieve him by my change of plan so far
as he is concerned."

Leicester seated himself in his place in the barge, and
close to the sovereign ; Raleigh roseto retire, and Tres-
silian would have been so ill-timed in his courtesy as to
offer to relinquish his own place to his friend, had not the
acute glance of Raleigh himself, who seemed now in his
native element, made him sensible, that so ready a discla-
mation of the royal favour might be misinterpreted. He
sat silent, therefore, whilst Raleigh, with a profound bow,
and a look of the deepest humiliation, was about to quit
his place.

A noble courtier, the gallant Lord Willoughby, read,
as he thought, something in the queen's face, which
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seemed to pity Raleigh's real or assumed semblance of
mortification.

"It is not for us old courtiers," he said, " to hide the
sunshine from the young ones. | will, with her majesty's
leave, relinquish for an hour, that which her subjects hold
dearest, the delight of her highness's presence, and mor-
tify myself by walking in star-light, while | forsake for a
brief season, the glory of Diana's own beams. | will
take place in the boat which the ladies occupy, and per-
mit this young cavalier his hour of promised felicity."

The queen replied with an expression betwixt mirth
and earnest, " If you are so willing to leave us my lord,
we cannot help the mortification. But, under favour, we
do not trust you—old and experienced as you may deem
yourself—with the care of our young ladies of honour.
Y our venerable age, my lord," she continued smiling,
" may be better assorted with that of my lord treasurer,
who follows in the third boat, and whose experience even
my Lord Willoughby's may be improved by."

L ord Willoughby hid his disappointment under a smile
—Ilaughed, was confused, bowed, and left the queen's
barge to go on board my Lord Burleigh's. Leices-
ter, who endeavoured to divert his thoughts from all in-
ternal reflection, by fixing them on what was passing
around, watched this circumstance among others. But
when the boat put off from the shore—when the music
sounded from a barge which accompanied them—when
the shouts of the populace were heard from the shore,
and all reminded him of the situation in which he was
placed, he abstracted his thoughts and feelings by a strong
effort from everything but the necessity of maintaining
himself in the favour of his,patroness, and exerted his
talents of pleasing captivation with such success, that the
queen, alternately delighted with his conversation, and
alarmed for his health, at length imposed a temporary
silence on him, with playful yet anxious care, lest his flow
of spirits should exhaust him.

" My lords," she said, " having passed for a time our
edict of silence upon our good Leicester, we will call you
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to counsel on a gamesome matter, more fitted to he now
treated of, amidst mirth and music, than in the gravity of
our ordinary deliberations.—Which of you, my lords,"
said she, smiling, " know aught of a petition from Orson
Pinnit, the keeper, as he qualifies himself, of our royal
bears? Who stands godfather to his request?"

"Marry, with your grace's good permission, that dol , "
said the Earl of Sussex.—Orson Pinnit was a stout sol-
dier before he was so mangled by the skenes of the Irish
clan Mac Donough, and | trust your grace will be as you
always have been, good mistress to your good and trusty
servants."

" Surely," said the queen, " it is our purpose to be so,
and in especial to our poor soldiers and sailors, who haz-
ard their lives for little pay. We would give," she said,
with her eyes sparkling, " yonder royal palace of ours to
be an hospital for their use, rather than they should call
their mistress ungrateful.—But this is not the question,"
she said, hervoice,which had been awakened by her pat-
riotic feelings, once more subsiding into the tone of gay
and easy conversation ; " for this Orson Pinnit's request
goes something farther. He complains, that amidst the
extreme delight with which men haunt the play-houses,
and in especial their eager desire for seeing the exhibi-
tions of one Will Shakspeare, (whom | think, my lords,
we have all heard something of,) the manly amusement
of bear-baiting is falling into comparative neglect; since
men will rather throng to see these roguish players kill
each other in jest, than to see our royal dogs and bears
worry each other in bloody earnest—What say you to
this, my Lord of Sussex ?"

" Why, truly, gracious madam," said Sussex, " you
must expect little from an old soldier like me in favour of
battles in sport, when they are compared with battles in
earnest ; and yet, by my faith, | wish Will Shakspeare
no harm. He is a stout man at quarter-staff, and single
falchion, though, as | am told, a halting fellow ; and he
stood, they say, atough fight with the rangers of old Sir
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Thomas Lucy of Charlecot, when he broke his deer-park
and kissed his keeper's daughter."

" | cry you mercy, my Lord of Sussex," said Queen
Elizabeth, interrupting him ; " that matter was heard in
council, and we will not have this fellow's offence exag-
gerated—there was no kissing in the matter, and the, de-
fendant hath put the denial on record.—But what say
you to his present practice, my lord, on the stage ?. for
there lies the point, and not in any ways touching his for-
mer errors, in breaking parks, or the other follies you
speak of."

" Why truly, madam," replied Sussex, " as| said be-
fore, | wish the gamesome mad fellow no injury. Some
of his whoreson poetry (I crave your grace's pardon for
such a phrase) has rung in mine ears as if the lines sound-
ed to boot and saddle.—But thenitisall frothand folly—
no substance or seriousness in it, as your grace has al-
ready well touched.—What are half a dozen knaves, with
rusty foilsand tattered targets, making but a mere mock-
ery of a stout fight, to compare to the royal game of bear-
baiting, which hath been graced by your highness's coun-
tenance, and that of your royal predecessors, in this your
princely kingdom, famous for matchless mastiffs, and bold
bearwards, over all Christendom ? Greatly is it to be
doubted that the race of both will decay, if men should
throng to hear the lungs of an idle player belch forth non-
sensical bombast, instead of bestowing their pence in en-
couraging the bravest image of war that can be shown in
peace, and that is the sports of the Bear-garden.  There
you may see the bear lying at guard with his red pinky
eyes, watching the onset of the mastiff, like a wily cap-
tain, who maintains his defence that an assailant may be
tempted to venture within his danger. And then comes
Sir Mastiff, like a worthy champion, in full career at the
throat of his adversary—and then shall Sir Bruin teach
him the reward for those who, in their over-courage,
neglect the policies of war, and catching him in his arms,
strain him to his breast like alusty wrestler, until rib after
rib crack like the shot of a pistolet. And then another
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mastiff, as bold, but with better aim and sounder judg-
ment, catches Sir Bruin by the nether lip, and hangs fast,
while he tosses about his blood and slaver, and tries in
vain to shake Sir Talbot from his hold. And then"—

" Nay, by my honour, my lord," said the queen, laugh-
ing!" you have described the whole so admirably, that,
had we never seen a bear-baiting, as we have beheld
mary, and hope, with heaven's allowance, to sec many
more Yyour words were sufficient to put the whole Bear-
garden before our eyes. But come, who speaks next in
this case 7—My Lord of Leicester, what say you ?"

" Am | then to consider myself as unmuzzled, please
your grace ?" replied Leicester.

" Surely, my lord—that is, if you feel hearty enough
to take part in our game," answered Elizabeth ; " and
yet, when | think of your cognizance of the bear and
ragged staff, methinks we had better hear some less par-
tial orator."

" Nay, on my word, gracious princess," said the earl,
" though my brother Ambrose of Warwick and | do carry
the ancient cognizance your highness deigns to remember,
| nevertheless desire nothing but fair play on all sides ;
or, as they say, 'fight dog, fight bear." And in behalf
of the players, | must needs say that they are witty
knaves, whose rants and jests keep the minds of the com-
mons from busying themselves with state affairs, and lis-
tening to traitorous speeches, idle rumours, and disloyal
insinuations. When men are agape to see how Marlow,
Shakspearc, and other play artificers, work out their fan-
ciful plots as they call them, the mind of the spectatorsis
withdrawn from the conduct of their rulers."

" We would not have the mind of our subjects with-
drawn from the consideration of our own conduct, my
lord," answered Elizabeth ; " because the more closely
it is examined, the true motives by which we are guided
will appear the more manifest."

" | have heard, however, madam," said the Dean of
St. Asaph's, an eminent puritan, " that these players are
wont, in their plays, not only to introduce profane and
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lewd expressions, tending to foster sin and harlotry, but
even to bellow out such reflections on government, its
origin and its object, as tend to render the subject discon-
tented, and shake the solid foundations of civil society.
And it seems to be, under your Grace's favour, far less
than safe to permit these naughty foul-mouthed knaves to
ridicule the godly for their decent gravity, and in blas-
pheming heaven, and slandering its earthly rulers, to set
at defiance the laws both of God and man."

" If we could think this were true, my lord," said Eliz-
abeth, " we should give sharp correction for such offences.
But it isill arguing against the use of anything from its
abuse. And touching this Shakspearc, we think there is
that in his plays that is worth twenty Bear-gardens ; and
that this new undertaking of his Chronicles, as he calls
them, may entertain, with honest mirth, mingled with use-
ful instruction, not only our subjects, but even the genera-
tion which may succeed to us."

" Your majesty's reign will need no such feeble aid to
make it remembered to the latest posterity,” said L eices-
ter. " And yet, in his way, Shakspeare hath so touched
some incidents of your majesty's happy government, as
may countervail what has been spoken by his reverence
the Dean of St. Asaph's. There are some lines, for ex-
ample—I would my nephew, Philip Sidney, were here,
they are scarce ever out of his mouth—they are spoken
in a mad tale of fairies, love-charms, and | wot not what
besides ; but beautiful they are, however short they may
and must fall of the subject to which they bear a bold
relation—and Philip murmurs them, | think, even in his
dreams.”

" You tantalize us, my lord," said the queen—" Mas-
ter Philip Sidney is, we know, a minion of the Muses,
and we arc pleased it should be so. Valour never shines
to more advantage than when united with the true taste
and love of letters. But surely there arc some others
among our young courtiers who can recollect what your
lordship has forgotten amid weightier affairs.—Master
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Tressilian, you are described to me as a worshipper of
Miner la—remember you aught of these lines ?*

Tressilian's heart was too heavy, his prospects in life
too fatally blighted, to profit by the opportunity which the
queen thus offered to him of attracting her attention, but
he determined to transfer the advantage to his more am-
bitious young friend ; and, excusing himself on the score
of want of recollection, he added, that he believed the
beautiful verses, of which my Lord of Leicester had
spoken, were in the remembrance of Master Walter
Raleigh.

At the command of the queen, that cavalier repeated,
with accent and manner which even added to their ex-
quisite delicacy of tact and beauty of description, the
celebrated vision of Oberon :

" That very timel saw, (but thou could's not,)
Flying between the cold moon and the earth,
Cupid, all arm'd: acertain aim hetook

At a fair vestal, throned by the west;

And loosd his love-shaft smartly from his bow,

As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts:
But | might see young Cupid's fiery shaft
Quench'd in the chagste beams of thewat'ry moon ;
And the imperial vot'ress passed on,

In maiden meditation, fancy free."

The voice of Raleigh, as he repeated the last lines,
became a little tremulous, as if diffident how the sover-
eign to whom the homage was addressed might receive
it, exquisite as it was. If this diffidence was affected, it
was good policy ; but if real, there was little occasion for
it. The verses were not probably new to the queen, for
when was ever such elegant flattery long in reaching the
royal ear to which it was addressed ? But they were not
the lesswelcome when repeated by such a speaker asRa-
leigh. Alike delighted with the matter, the manner, and
the graceful form and animated countenance of the gallant
young reciter, Elizabeth kept time to every cadence, with
look and with finger. When the speaker had ceased, she
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murmured over the last lines, as if scarce conscious that
she was overheard, and as she uttered the words,

" In maiden meditation, fancy free,"

she dropt into the Thames the supplication of Orson Pin-
net, keeper of the royal bears, to find more favourable ac-
ceptance at Sheerness, or wherever the tide might waft it.

Leicester was spurred to emulation by the success of
the young courtier's exhibition, as the veteran racer is
roused when a high-mettled colt passes him on the way.
He turned the discourse on shows, banguets, pageants,
and on the character of those by whom these gay scenes
were then frequented. He mixed acute observation with
light satire, in that just proportion which was free alike.
from malignant slander and insipid praise. He mimicked
with ready accent the manners of the affected or the
clownish, and made his own graceful tone and manner
seem doubly such when he resumed it. Foreign coun-
tries—their customs—their manners—the rules of their
courts—the fashions, and even the dress of their ladies,
were equally his theme ; and seldom did he conclude
without conveying some compliment, always couched in
delicacy, and expressed with propriety, to the virgin
gueen, her court, and her government. Thus passed the
conversation during this pleasure voyage, seconded by the
rest of the attendants upon the royal person, in gay dis-
course, varied by remarks upon ancient classics and mod-
ern authors, and enriched by maxims of deep policy and
sound morality, by the statesmen and sages who sat
around, and mixed wisdom with the lighter talk of a fe-
male court.

When they returned to the palace, Elizabeth accepted,
or rather selected the arm of Leicester to support her,
from the stairs where they landed, to the great gate. It
even seemed to him, (though that might arise from the
flattery of his own imagination,) that during this short
passage, she leaned on him somewhat more than the slip-
piness of the way necessarily demanded. Certainly her
actions and words combined to express a degree of favour
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which, even in his proudest days, he had not till then at-
tained. Hisrival, indeed, was repeatedly graced by the
gueen's notice ; but it was in a manner that seemed to
flow less from spontaneous inclination, than as extorted
by a sense of his merit. And, in the opinion of many
experienced courtiers, all the favours she showed him was
overbalanced, by her whispering in the ear of the Lady
Derby, that " now she saw sickness was a better alchymist
than she before wotted of, seeing it had changed my Lord
of Sussex's copper nose into a golden one."

Thejest transpired, and the Earl of Leicester enjoyed
his triumph, as one to whom court favour had been both
the primary and the ultimate motive of life, while he for-
got, in the intoxication of the moment, the perplexities
and dangers of his own situation. Indeed, strange as it
may appear, he thought less at that moment of the perils
arising from his secret union, than of the marks of grace
which Elizabeth from time to time showed to young Ra-
leigh. They were indeed transient, but they were con-
ferred on one accomplished in mind and body, with grace,
gallantry, literature and valour. An accident occurred
in the course of the evening which rivetted Leicester's
attention to this object.

The nobles and courtiers who had attended the queen
on her pleasure expedition, were invited, with royal hos-
)itality, to a splendid banquet in the hall of the palace.
The table was not, indeed, graced by the presence of the
sovereign ; for agreeable to her idea of what was at once
modest and dignified, the maiden queen, on such occa-
sions, was wont to take in private, or with one or two
favourite ladies, her light and temperate meal. After a
moderate interval, the court again met in the splendid
gardens of the palace ; and it was while thus engaged,
that the queen suddenly asked alady who was near to her
both in place and favour, what had become of the young
Squire Lack-Cloak.

The Lady Paget answered, " she had seen Master
Raleigh but two or three minutes since, standing at the
window of a small pavilion, or pleasure house, which
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looked out on the Thames, and writing on the glass with
adiamond ring."

" That ring," said the queen, " was a small token |
gave him to make amends for his spoiled mantle. Come,
Paget, let us see what use he has made of it, for | can
see through him already. He is a marvellously sharp-
witted spirit."

They went to the spot, within sight of which, but at
some distance, the young cavailer still lingered, as the
fowler watches the net which he has set. The queen
approached the window, on which Raleigh had used her
gift, to inscribe the following line :(—

" Fain would | climb, but that | fear to fall."

The queen smiled, read it twice over, once with delib-
eration to Lady Paget, and once again to herself. " Itis
a pretty beginning," she said, after the consideration of a
moment or two ; " but methinks the muse hath deserted
the young wit, at the very outset of his task. It were
good-natured—were it not, Lady Paget,—to complete it
for him ? Try your rhyming faculties."

Lady Paget, prosaic from her cradle upwards, as ever
any lady of the bed-chamber before or after her, dis-
claimed all possibility of assisting the young poet.

" Nay, then, we must sacrifice to the Muses ourselves,"
said Elizabeth.

" The incense of no one can be more acceptable,”
said Lady Paget ; " and your highness will impose such
obligation on the ladies of Parnassus'—

" Hush, Paget," said the queen, " you speak sacrilege
against the immortal Nine—yet virgins themselves, they
should be exorable to a virgin queen, and, therefore, let
me see how runs his verse—

" Fain would | climb, but that | fear to fall!
Might not the answer, (for fault of a better) run thus—

If thy mind fail thee, donot climb at all."

The dame of honour uttered an exclamation of joy
and surprise at so happy a termination ; and certainly a
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worse has been applauded, even when coming from a less
distinguished author.

The queen thus encouraged, took off a diamond ring,
and saying, " We will give this gallant some cause of
marvel, when he finds his couplet perfected without his
own interference,” she wrote her own line beneath that
of Raleigh.

The queen left the pavilion—but retiring slowly, and
often looking back, she could see the young cavalier steal,
with the flight of a lapwing, towards the place where he
had seen her make a pause ;—" She staid but to ob-
serve," as she said, " that her train had taken ;" and then,
laughing at the circumstance with the Lady Paget, she
took the way slowly towards the palace. Elizabeth, as
they returned, cautioned her companion not to mention to
any one the aid which she had given to the young poet—
and Lady Paget promised scrupulous secrecy. It isto
be supposed, that she made a mental reservation in fa-
vour of Leicester, to whom her ladyship transmitted
without delay an anecdote, so little calculated to give him
pleasure.

Raleigh, in the meanwnile, stole back to the window,
and read, with afeeling of intoxication, the encourage-
ment thus given him by the queenin person to follow out
his ambitious career, and returned to Sussex and his ret-
inue, then on the point of embarking to go up the river,
his heart beating high with gratified pride, and with hope
of future distinction.

The reverence due to the person of the earl prevented
any notice being taken of the reception he had met with
at court, until they had landed, and the household were
assembled in the great hall at Say's Court ; while that
lord, exhausted by his late illness, and the fatigues of the
day, had retired to his chamber, demanded the attendance
of Wayland, his successful physician. Wayland, how-
ever was no where to be found ; and, while some of the
party were, with military impatience, seeking him, and
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cursing hiS absence, the rest flocked around Raleigh, to
congratulate him on his prospects of court favour.

He had the good taste and judgment to conceal the
decisive circumstance of the couplet, to which Elizabeth
had deigned to find arhyme ; but other indications
had transpired, which plainly intimated that he had made
some progress in the queen's favour. All hastened to
wish him joy on the mended appearance of his fortune :
some from real regard ; some, perhaps, from hopes that
his preferment might hasten their own ; and most from a
mixture of these motives, and a sense that the counte-
nance shown to any one of Sussex's household, was, in
fact, atriumph to the whole. Raleighreturned the kind-
est thanksto them all, disowning, with becoming modesty,
that one day's fair reception made a favourite, any more
than one swallow asummer. But he observed that Blount
did notjoin in the general congratulation, and, somewhat
hurt at his apparent unkindness, he plainly asked him
the reason.

Blount replied with equal sincerity—" My good Wal -
ter, I wish thee as well as do any of these chattering gulls,
who are whistling and whooping gratulations in thine ear,
because it seems fair weather with thee. But | fear for
thee, Walter, (and he wiped his honest eye,) | fear for
thee with all my heart. These court-tricks, and gambols,
and flashes of fine women's favour, are the tricks and
trinkets that bring fair fortunes to farthings, and fine faces
and witty coxcombs to the acquaintance of dull block
and sharp axes."

So saying, Blount arose and left the hall, while Ra-
leigh looked after him with an expression that blanked for
a moment his bold and animated countenance.

Stanley just then entered the hall, and said to Tressil-
ian, " My lord iscalling for your fellow Wayland, and
your fellow Wayland isjust come hither in a sculler, and
is calling for you, nor will he go to my lord till he sees
you. The fellow looks as he were mazed, methinks—I
would you would see him immediately."
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Tressilian instantly left the hall, and causing Wayland
Smith to be shown into a withdrawing apartment, and
lights placed, he conducted the artist thither, and was sur-
prised when he observed the emotion of his countenance.

" What is the matter with you, Smith ?" said Tressil-
ian ; " have you seen the devil ?"

" Worse, sir, worse," replied Wayhnd, " | have seen
abasilisk.—Thank God, | saw him first, for being so seen,
and seeing not me, he will do the less harm."

" In God's name, speak sense," said Tressilian, " and
say what you mean!"

" | have seen my old master," said the artist—" Last
night, a friend, whom | had acquired, took me to see the
palace clock, judging me to be curious in such works of
art. At the window of a turret next to the clock-house
| saw my old master."

" Thou must needs have been mistaken,” said Tres-
silian.

" | was not mistaken," said Wayland—" He that once
hath his features by heart would know him amongst a
million. He was anticly habited ; but he cannot disguise
himself from me, God be praised, as | can from him. |
will not, however, tempt Providence by remaining within
his ken. Tarleton the player himself could not so dis-
guise himself, but that, sooner or later, Doboobie would
find him out. | must away to-morrow ; for, as we stand
'ﬁ_)gether, it were death to me to remain within reach of
im."

" But the Earl of Sussex ?" said Tressilian.

" Heisin little danger from what he has hitherto taken,
providing he swallow the matter of a bean's size of the
Orvietan, every morning fasting—but let him beware of
a relapse.”

" And how isthat to be guarded against ?* said Tres-
silian.

" Only by such caution as you would use against the
devil," answered Wayland. " Letmy lord's clerk of the
kitchen kill his lord's meat himself, and dress it himself,
using no spice but what he procures from the surest hands
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—L et the sewer serve it up himself, and let the master
of my lord's household see that both clerk and sewer
taste the dishes which the one dresses and the other serves.
Let my lord use no perfumes which come not from well
accredited persons ; no unguents—no pomades. Let
him, on no account, drink with strangers, or eat fruit with
them, cither in the way of nooning or otherwise. Es-
pecially, let him observe such caution, if he goesto Ken-
ilworth—the excuse of his illness, and his being under
diet, will, and must, cover the strangeness of such
practice.”

" And thou," said Tressilian, " what dost thou think
to make of thyself ?"

" France, Spain, either India, East or West, shall be
my refuge,” said Way land, " ere | venture my life by
residing within ken of Doboobie, Demetrius, or whatever
else he calls himself for the time."

" Well," said Tressilian, " this happens not inoppor-
tunely—I had business for you in Berkshire, but in the
opposite extremity to the place where thou art known ;
and ere thou hadst found out this new reason for living
private, | had settled to send thee thither upon a secret
embassage."

The artist expressed himself willing to receive his com-
mands, and Tressilian, knowing he was well acquainted
with the outline of his business at court, frankly explain-
ed to him the whole, mentioned the agreement which sub-
sisted betwixt Giles Gosling and him, and told what had
that day been averred in the presence-chamber by Var-
ney, and supported by Leicester.

" Thou seest,” he added, " that, in the circumstances
in which | am placed, it behooves me to keep a narrow
watch on the motions of these unprincipled men. Var-
ney and his complices, Foster and Lanibourne, as well
as on those of my Lord Leicester himself, who, | sus-
pect, is partly a deceiver, and not altogether the deceiv-
ed in that matter. Here is my ring, as apledge to Giles
Gosling—here is besides gold, which shall be trebled if
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thou serve me faithfully. Away down to Cumnor, and
see what happens there,"

" | go with double good-will," said the artist, " first,
because | serve your honour, who has been so kind to me,
and then,that | may escape my old master, who, if not
an absolute incarnation of the devil, has, at least, as much
of the demon about him, in will, word, and action, as
ever polluted humanity.—And yet let him take care of
me, | fly him now, as heretofore ; but if, likethe Scottish
wildcattle®® | am vexed by frequent pursuit, | may turn
on him in hate and desperation.—W:ill your honour com-
mand my nag to be saddled ? | will but give the medicine
to my lord, divided in its proper proportions, with a few
Instructions. His safety will then depend on the care of
his friends and domestics—for the past he is guarded, but
let him beware of the future.”

Wayland Smith accordingly made his farewell visit to
the Earl of Sussex, dictated instructions as to his regimen,
and precautions concerning his diet, and left Say's Court
without waiting for morning.

CHAPTER XVIII.

—The moment comes—
It is already come—when thou mugt write
The abolute total of thy life's vast sum.
The congdlations stand victorious o'er thec,
The planets shoot good fortune in fair junctions,
And tell thee," Now's the time.'
Schiller's Wallenstein, by Coleridge.

WHEN Leicester returned to his lodging, after a day so
important and so harassing, in which after riding out more
than one gale, and touching on more than one shoal, his
bark had finally gained the harbour with banner display-
ed, he seemed to experience as much fatigue as a mariner
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after a perilous storm. He spoke not a word while his
chamberlain exchanged his rich court-mantle for a furred
night-robe, and when this officer signified that Master
Varney desired to speak with his lordship, he replied
only by asullen nod. Varney, however, entered, accept-
ing this signal as a permission, and the chamberlain with-
drew.

The earl remained silent and almost motionless in his
chair, his head reclined on his hand, and his elbow rest-
ing on the table which stood beside him, without seem-
ing to be conscious of the entrance, or of the presence
of his confidant. Varney waited for some minutes until
he should speak, desirous to know what was the finally
predominant mood of a mind, through which so many
powerful emotions had that day taken their course. But
he waited in vain, for Leicester continued still silent, and
the confidant saw himself under the necessity of being the
first to speak. " May | congratulate your lordship," he
said, " on the deserved superiority you have this day at-
tained over your most formidable rival ?"

Leicester raised his head, and answered sadly, but
without anger, " Thou, Varney, whose ready invention
has involved me in a web of most mean and perilous false-
hood, knowest best what small reason there is for gratil-
lation on the subject.”

" Do you blame me, my lord," said Varney, " for not
betraying, on the first push, the secret on which your for-
tunes depended, and which you have so oft and so earn-
estly recommended to my safe keeping ? Y our lordship
was present in person, and might have contradicted me
and ruined yourself by an avowal of the truth ; but surely
it was no part of a faithful servant to have done so with-
out your commands."

" | cannot deny it, Varney," said the earl, rising and
walking across the room ; " my own ambition has been
traitor to my love."

" Say rather, my lord, that your love has been traitor
to your greatness, and barred you from such a prospect
of honour and power as the world cannot offer to any
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other. To make my honoured lady a countess, von have
missed the chance of being yourself"—

He paused and seemed unwilling to complete the sen-
tence.

" Of being myself what ?* demanded Leicester ;
" speak out thy meaning, Varney."

" Of being yourself a KING, my lord," replied Var-
ney ; " and King of England to boot ! —It is no treason
to our queen to say so. It would have chanced by her
obtaining that which all true subjects wish her—a lusty,
noble, and gallant husband."

" Thou ravest, Varney," answered Leicester. " Be-
sides, our times have seen enough to make men loathe
die crown matrimonial which men take from their wives'
lap. There was Darnley of Scotland."

' He !" said Varney ; " agull, a fool, a thrice sodden
ass, who suffered himself to be fired off into the air like
a rocket on a rejoicing day. Had Mary had the hap to
have wedded the noble earl, once destined to share her
throne, she had experienced a husband of different metal;
and her husband had found in her a wife as complying
and loving as the mate of the meanest squire, who follows
the hounds a-horscback, and holds her husband's bridle
as he mounts."

" It might have been as thou say'st, Varney," said
Leicester, abrief smile of self-satisfaction passing over
his anxious countenance. " Henry Darnley knew little of
women—with Mary, aman who knew her sex might have
had some chance of holding hisown. But not with Eliz-
abeth, Varney—for | think God, when he gave her the
heart of a woman, gave her the head of a man to control
its folliess—No, | know her.—She will accept love-
tokens, ay, and requite them with the |like—put sugared
sonnets in her bosom—ay, and answer them too—push
gallantry to thevery verge where it becomes exchange of
affection—but she writes nil ultra to all which is to follow,
and would not barter one iota of her own supreme power
for all the aphabet of both Cupid and Hymen."
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" The better for you, my lord," said Varney, " that
is, in the case supposed, if Mich be her disposition ; since
you think you cannot aspire to become her husband.
Her favourite you arc, and may remain, if the lady at
Cumnor-Place continues in her present obscurity."

" Poor Amy !" said Leicester, with a deep sigh ; " she
desires so earnestly to be acknowledged in presence of
God and man !"

" Ay, but my lord,’ said Varney, " is her desire rea-
sonable ?—that is the question.—Iller religious scruples
are solved—she is an honoured and beloved wife—en-
joying the society of her husband at such times as his
weightier duties permit him to afford her his company—
What would she more ? | am right sure that alady so
gentle and so loving would consent to live her life through
in a certain obscurity—which is, after all, not dimmer
than when she was at Lidcote-hall—rather than diminish
the least jot of her lord's honours and greatness by a
premature attempt to share them."

" There is something in what thou say'st," said Leices-
ter ; " and her appearance here were fatal—yet she
must be seen at Kenilworth, Elizabeth will not forget that
she has so appointed.”

" Let me sleep on that hard point,” said Varney ; " |
cannot else perfect the device | have on the stithy, which
| trust will satisfy the queen and please my honoured
lady, yet leave this fatal secret where it is now buried.
—Has your lordship further commands for the night ?"

“| would be alone," said Leicester. " Leave me,
and place my steel casket on the table.—Be within
summons."

Varney retired—and the earl, opening the window of
his apartment, looked out long and anxiously upon the
brilliant host of stars which glimmered in the splendour
of a summer firmament. The words burst from him as
at unawares—" | had never more need that the heavenly
bodies should befriend me, for my earthly path is dark
ened and confused."
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It is well known that the age reposed a deep confi-
dence in the vain predictions of judicial astrology, and
Leicester, though exempt from the general control of
superstition, was not in this respect superior to his time ;
but, on the contrary, was remarkable for the encourage-
ment which he gave to the professors of this pretended
science. Indeed the wish to pry into futurity, so gen-
eral among the human race is peculiarly to be ioum'
amongst those who trade in state mysteries, and the dan-
gerous intrigues and cabals of courts. With heedful pre-
caution to see that it had not been opened, or its locks
tampered with, Leicester applied a key to the steel casket,
and drew from it, first, aparcel of gold pieces, which he
put into a silk purse ; then a parchment inscribed with
planetary signs, and the lines and calculations used in
framing horoscopes, on which he gazed intently for a few
moments ; and lastly, took forth a large key, which, lift-
ing aside the tapestry, he applied to a little concealed
door in the corner of the apartment, and, opening it, dis-
closed a stair constructed in the thickness of the wall.

" Alasco," said the earl, with a voice raised, yet no
higher raised than to be heard by the inhabitant of the
small turret to which the stair conducted—" Alasco, |
say, descend.”

"1 come, my lord," answered avoice from above.
The foot of an aged man was heard, slowly descending
the narrow stair, and Alasco entered the earl's apartment.
The astrologer was a little man, and seemed much ad-
vanced in ago, for his beard was long and white, and
reached over his black doublet down to his silken girdle.
His hair was of the same venerable hue. But his eye-
brows were as dark as the keen and piercing black eyes
which they shaded, and this peculiarity gave a wild and
singular cast to the physiognomy of the old man. His
cheek was still fresh and ruddy, and the eyes we have
mentioned resembled those of arat, in acuteness, and
even fierceness of expression. His manner was not with-
out a sort of dignity ; and the interpreter of the stars,

22 voL 1I.
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though respectful, seemed altogether at his case, and even
assumed a tone of instruction and command, in convers-
ing with the prime favourite of Elizabeth.

" Your prognostications have failed, Alasco," said the
earl, when they had exchanged salutations—" He is re-
covering."

" My son," replied the astrologer, " let me remind you,
| warranted not his denth—nor is there any prognostica-
tion that can be derived from the heavenly bodies, their
aspects and their conjunctions, which is not liable to be
controlled by the will of heaven.  Astra regunt homines,
scd regit astra Deus.”

" Of what avail, then, is your mystery ?" inquired the
earl.

" Of much, my son," replied the old man, " since it
can show the natural and probable course of events, al-
though that course moves in subordination to a higher
power. Thus, in reviewing the horoscope which your
lordship subjected to my skill, youwill observe that Saturn,
being in the sixth House in opposition to Mars, retrograde
in the House of Life, cannot but denote long and dan-
gerous sickness, the issue whereof is in the will of heaven,
though death may probably be inferred—Yet if | knew
the name of the party, | would erect another scheme."

' His name is a secret," said the earl ; " yet, | must
own, thy prognostication hath not been unfaithful. He
has been sick, and dangerously so, not however to death.
Hut hast thou again cast my horoscope as Varney direct-
ed thee, and art thou prepared to say what the stars tell
of my present fortune ?"

" My art stands at your command,” said the old man ;
" and here, my son, is the map of thy fortunes, brilliant
in aspect as ever beamed from those blessed signs where-
by our lifeisinfluenced, yet not unchequered with fears,
diiliculties and dangers."

" My lot were more than mortal were it otherwise,"
said the earl ; " proceed, father, and believe you speak
with one ready to undergo his dctiny in action and in
passion, as may beseem a noble of England,"
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" Thy courage to do and to suffer, must he wound up
yet a strain higher," said tin; old man. " The starsinti-
mate yet a prouder title, yet a higher rank. It is for
thee to guess their meaning, not for me to name it."

" Name it, | conjure,) on—name it, | command you,"
said the earl, his eyes brightening as he spoke.

“ | may not, and | will not,” replied the old man.
" Theire of princes is as the wrath of the lion. Hut
mark, and judge for thyself. Here Venus,ascendant in
the House of Life, and conjoined with Sol, showers down
that Hood of silver light, blent with gold, which promises
power, wealth, dignity, all that the proud heart of man
desires, and in such abundance, that never the future
Augustus of that old and mighty Rome heard from his
Haruspices such a tale of glory, as from thisrich text my
lore might read to my favourite son."

" Thou dost but jest with me, father," said the carl,
astonished at the strain of enthusiasm in which the astrol-
oger delivered his prediction.

" Is it for him tojest who hath his eye on heaven, who
hath his foot in the grave ?" returned the old man sol-
emnly.

The earl made two or three strides through the apart-
ment, with his hand outstretched, as one who follows the
beckoning signal of some phantom, waving him on to
deeds of highimport. As he turned, however, he caught
the eye of the astrologer fixed on him, while an observ-
ing glance of the most shrewd penetration shot horn un-
der the penthouse of his shaggy dark eyebrows. Leices-
ter's haughty and suspicious soul at once caught fire ;
he darted towards the old man from the further end of
the lofty apartment, only standing still when his extended
hand was within a foot of the astrologer's body.

" Wretch I" he said, " if you dare to palter with me,
| will have your skin stripped from your living flesh !—
Confess thou hast been hired to deceive and to betray me
—that thou art a cheat, and | thy silly prey and booty !"
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The old man exhibited some symptoms of emotion,
but not more than the furious deportment of his patron
might have extorted from innocence itself.

" What means this violence, my lord ?' he answered,
or in what can | have deserved.it at your hand?"

" Give me proof," said the earl, vehemently, " that
you have not tampered with mine enemies."

" My lord," replied the old man, with dignity, " you
can have no better proof than that which you yourself
elected. In that turret | have spent the last twenty-four
hours, under the key which has heen in your own custo-
dy. The hours of darkness | have spent in gazing on
the heavenly bodies with these dim eyes, and during those
of light I have toiled this aged brain to complete the
calculation arising from their combinations. Earthly food
| have not tasted—earthly voice | have not heard—You
are yourself aware | had no means of doing so—and yet
| tell you—I who have been thus shut up in solitude and
study—that within these twenty-four hours your star has
become predominant in the horizon, and either the bright
book of heaven speaks false, or there must have been a
proportionate revolution in your fortunes upon earth. If
nothing has happened within that space to secure your
power, or advance your favour, then am | indeed a cheat,
and the divine art which was first devised in the plains of
Chaldca, is a foul imposture.”

"It is true," said Leicester, after a moment's reflec-
tion, " thou wert closely immured—and it is also true
that the change has taken place in my situation which
thou say'st the horoscope indicates.”

" Wherefore this distrust, then, my son?' said the as

trologer, assuming a tone of admonition ; " the celestial
intelligences brook not diffidence, even in their favourites.”
" Peace, father," answered Leicester, " | have erred in

doubting thee. Not to mortal man, nor to celestial intelli-
gence—under that which is supreme—will Dudley's lips
say more in condescension or apology. Speak rather to
the present purpose—Amid these bright promises thou hast
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said there was a threatening aspect—Can thy skill tell
whctice, or by whose means such danger seemsto impend ?"

" Thus far only," answered the astrologer, " does my
art enable me to answer your query. The infortune is
threatened by the malignant and adverse aspect, through
means of ayouth,—and, as | think, arival; but whether
in love or in prince's favour, | know not; nor can | give
farther indication respecting him, save that he comes from
the western quarter.”

" Thewestern—ha!" replied Leicester, " itisenough
—the tempest does indeed brew in that quarter ! —Corn-
wall and Devon—Raleigh and Tressilian—one of them
is indicated—I| must beware of both.—Father, if | have
done thy skill injustice, | will make thee a lordly recom-
pense."

He took a purse of gold from the strong casket which
stood before him—" Have thou double the recompense
which Varney promised.—Be faithful—be secret—obey
the directions thou shalt receive from my master of the
horse, and grudge not a little seclusion or restraint in my
cause—it shall be richly considered.—Here, Varney—
conduct this venerable man to thine own lodging—tend
him needfully in all things, but see that he holds commu-
nication with no one."

Varney bowed, and the astrologer kissed the earl's
hand in token of adieu, and followed the master of the
horse to another apartment, in which were placed wine
and refreshments for his use.

The astrologer sat down to his repast, while Varney
shut two doors with great precaution, examined the tapes-
try, lest any listener lurked behind it ; and then sitting
down opposite to the sage, began to question him.

" Saw you my signal from the court beneath ?"

"1 did," said Alasco, for by such name he was at
present called, " and shaped the horoscope accordingly."

" And it passed upon the patron without challenge ?"
continued Varney.

" Not without challenge," replied the old man, " but

22* voL. i.
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it did pass; and | added, as before agreed, danger from
a discovered secret, and a western youth."

" My lord's fear will stand sponsor to the one, and his
conscience to the other, of these prognostications," re-
plied Varney. " Sure never man chose to run such a
race as his, yet continued to retain those silly scruples!
| am fain to cheat him to his own profit. But touching
your matters, sage interpreter of the stars, | can tell you
more of your own fortune than plan or figure can show.
Y ou must begone from hence forthwith."

" | will not,"” said Alasco, peevishly. " | have been
loo much hurried up and down of late—immured for day
and night in a desolate turret-chamber—|[ must enjoy my
liberty, and pursue my studies, which are of more import
than the fate of fifty statesmen, and favourites, that rise
and burst like bubbles in the atmosphere of a court.”

" At your pleasure,” said Varney, with a sneer which
habit had rendered familiar to his features, and which
forms the principal characteristic that painters have as-
signed to those of Satan—" At your pleasure,” he said ;
" you may enjoy your liberty, and your studies, until the
daggers of Sussex's followers are clashing within your
doublet, and against your ribs."  The old man turned
pale, and Varney proceeded. " Wot you not he hath
offered a reward for the arch-quack and poison-vendor,
Demetrius, who sold certain precious spices to his lord-
ship's cook —What ! turn you pale, old friend ? Does
Mali already see an infortune in the House of Life 7—
Why, hark thee, we will have thee down to an old house
of minein the country, where thou shalt live with a hob-
nailed slave, whom thy alchymy may convert into ducats,
for to such conversion aone is thy art serviceable."

" It is false, thou foul-mouthed railer,” said Alasco,
shaking with impotent anger ; " it is well known that |
have approached more nearly to projection than any
hermetic artist who now lives. There are not six chem-
ists in the world who possess so near an approximation to
the "rand arcanum"—
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" Come, come," said Varney, interrupting him, " what
means this, in the name of heaven ? Do we not know one
another ? | believe thee to be so perfect,—so very per-
fect, in the mystery of cheating, that, having imposed
upon all mankind, thou hast at length, in some measure,
imposed upon thyself ; and without ceasing to dupe oth-
ers, hast become a species of dupe to thine own imagina-
tion. Blush not for it, man—thou art learned, and shall
have classical comfort :

' Ne quisgnam Ajacem posst supetare nis Ajax.'

No one but thyself could have gulled thee—and thou hast
gulled the whole brotherhood of the Rosy OOSS beside
—none so deep in the mystery as thou. Rut hark thee
in thine ear ; had the seasoning which spiced Sussex's
broth wrought more surely, | would have thought heller
of the chemical science thou dost boast so highly."

" Thou art an hardened villain, Varney," replied
Alasco ; " many will do those things, who dare not speak
of them."

" And many speak of them, who dare not do them,"
answered Varney ; " but be not wroth—I will not quar-
rel with thee—if | did, | were fain to live on eggs for a
month, that | might feed without fear. Tell me at once,
how came thine art to !ail thee at this great emergency ?"

" The Marl of Sussex's horoscope intimates," replied
the astrologer, " that the sign of the ascendant being in
combustion"—\

" Away withyour gibberish," replied Varney ; " think'st
thou it is the patron thou speak'st with?"

" | crave your pardon," replied the old man, " and
swear to you, | know but one medicine that could have
saved the earl's life ; and as no man living in England
knows that antidote save myself,—moreover, as the in-
gredients, one of them in particular, are scarce possible
to be come by, | must needs suppose his escape was
owing to such a constitution of lungs and vital parts, as
was never before bound up in a body of clay."
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" There was some talk of a quack who waited on him
said Varney, after a moment's reflection. " Are you
sure there is no one in England who has this secret of
thine?"

" One man there was," said the doctor, " once my
servant, who might have stolen this of me, with one or two
other secrets of art. But content you, Master Varney,
it is no part of my policy to suffer such interloperstoin-
terfere in my trade. He priesinto no mysteries more, |
warrant you ; for, as | well believe, he hath been wafted
to heaven on the wing of afiery dragon—Peace be with
him!—But in this retreat of mine, shall | have the use of
mine elaboratory ?"

" Of a whole workshop, man," said Varney; " for a
reverend father abbot, who was fain to give place to bluff
King Hal, and some of his courtiers, a score of years
since, had a chemist's complete apparatus, which he was
obliged to leave behind him to his successors. Thou
shalt there occupy, and melt, and puff, and blaze, and
multiply, until the Green Dragon become a golden-
goose, or whatever the newer phrase of the brotherhood
may testify."

" Thou art right, Master Varney," said the alchymist,
setting his teeth close, and grinding them together—
" thou art right even in thy very contempt of right and
reason. For what thou say'st in mockery, may in sober
verity chance to happen ere we meet again. If the most
venerable sages of ancient days have spoken the truth—
if the most learned of our own have rightly received it,
if I have been accepted wherever | travelled, in Ger-
many, in Poland, in Italy, and in the farther Tartary, as
one to whom nature has unveiled her darkest secrets—if
| have acquired the most secret signs and pass-words of
the Jewish Cabala, so thatthe greyest beard in the syna-
gogue would brush the steps to make them clean for me
— i f all thisis so, and if there remains but one step—one
little step—betwixt my long, deep, and dark, and subter-
ranean progress, and that blaze of light which shall show
Nature watching her richest and her most glorious produc-
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lions in the very cradle—one slop betwixt dependence
and die power of sovereignly—one step betwixt poverty
and such a sum of wealth as earth, without that noble
secret, cannot minister from all her mines in the old or
the new-found world—if thisbe all so, is it not reasona-
ble that to this | dedicate my future life, secure, for a
brief period of studious patience, to rise above the mean
dependence upon favourites, and their favourites, by
which | am now enthralled ?"

" Now, bravo! bravo! my good father," said Varney,
with the usual Sardonic expression of ridicule on his
countenance ; " yet all this approximation to the philoso-
pher's stone, wringeth not one single crown out of my
Lord Leicester's pouch, and far less out of Richard
Varney's—We must have earthly and substantial services,
man, and care not whom else thou canst delude with thy
philosophical charlatanry."

" My son Varney," said the alchymist, " the unbelief,
gathered around thee like a frost-fog, hath dimmed thine
acute perception to that which is a stumbling-block to the
wise, and which yet, to him who seeketh knowledge with
humility, extends a lesson so clear that he who runs may
read. Hath not Art, think'st thou, the means of com-
pleting Nature's imperfect concoctions in her attempts to
form the precious metals, even as by art we can perfect
those other operations, of incubation, distillation, fermen-
tation, and similar processes of an ordinary description,
by which we extract life itself out of a senseless egg,
summon purity and vitality out of muddy dregs, or call
into vivacity the inert substance of a sluggish liquid ?"

" | have heard all this before,” said Varney ; " and
my heart is proof against such cant ever since | sent
twenty good gold pieces, (marry it was in the nonage of
my wit,) to advance the grand magisterium, all which,
God help the while, vanished in fumo. Since that mo-
ment, when | paid for my freedom, | defy chemistry,
astrology, palmistry, and every other occult art, wereit as
secret as hell itself, to unloose the stricture of my purse-
strings.  Marry, | neither defy the manna of Saint
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Nicholas, nor can | dispense with it. Thy first task must
be to prepare some when thou get'st down to my little se-
questered retreat yonder, and then make as much gold
as thou wilt."

"1 will make no more of that dose," said the Alchy-
mist, resolutely.

" Then," said the master of the horse, " thou shalt
be hanged for what thou hast made already, and, so were
the great secret forever lost to mankind.—Do not hu-
manity this injustice, good father, but €'en bend to thy
destiny, and make us an ounce or two of this same stuff,
which cannot prejudice above one or two individuals, in
order to gain life-time to discover the universal medicine,
which shall clear away all mortal diseases at once. But
cheer up, thou grave, learned, and most melancholy
jackanapes ! Hast thou not told me, that a moderate por-
tion of thy drug hath mild effects, no ways ultimately dan-
gerous to the human frame, but which produces depression
of spirits, nausea, headach, an unwillingness to change of
place—even such a state of temper as would keep a bird
from flying out of a cage, were the door left open ?"

" | have said so, and it is true," said the alchymist ;
" this effect will it produce, and the bird who partakes of
it in such proportion, shall sit for a season drooping on
her perch, without thinking either of the free blue sky,
or of the fair green-wood, though the one be lighted by the
rays of the rising sun, and the other ringing with the
newly awakened song of all the feathered inhabitants of
the forest."

" And this without danger to life ?' said Varney
somewhat anxiously.

" Ay, so that proportion and measure be not exceed-
ed ; and so that one who knows the nature of the manna
be ever near to watch the symptoms, and succour in case
of need.”

" Thou shalt regulate the whole," saidVarney ; " thy
reward shall be princely, if thou keep'st time and touch,
and exceedest not the due proportion to the prejudice of
her health—otherwise thy punishment shall be as signal."
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" The prejudice of her health !" repeater' Alasco ;
" it is, then, awoman | am to use my skill upon ?'

" No, thou fool," replied Vamey, " said | not it was
a bird—a reclaimed linnet, whose pipe might soothe a
hawk when in mid stoop ?—I see thine eye sparkle, and
| know thy beard is not altogether so white as art has
made it—that, at least, thou hast beeri able to transmute
to silver. But mark me, this is no mate for dice. This
caged bird is dear to one who brooks no rivalry, and far
less such rivalry as thine, and her health must over all
things be cared for. But she is in the case of being
commanded down to yonder Kenilworth revels ; and it
is most expedient—most needful—most necessary, that
she fly not thither.  Of these necessities and their causes,
it is not needful that she should know aught, and it is to
be thought that her own wish may lead her to combat all
ordinary reasons which can be urged for her remaining a
housekeeper."”

" That is but natural," said the alchymist with a strange
smile, which yet bore a greater reference to the human
character, than the uninterested and abstracted gaze
which his physiognomy had hitherto expressed, where all
seemed to refer to some world distant from that which
was existing around him.

"It is so," answered Varney ; " you understand
women well, though it may have been long since you were
conversant amongst them.—Well then, she is not to be
contradicted—yet she is not to be humoured. Under-
stand me—a slight illness, sufficient to take away the de-
sire of removing from thence, and to make such of your
wise fraternity as may be called in to aid, recommend a
quiet residence at home, will, in one word, be esteemed
good service, and remunerated as such."

"1 am not to be asked to affect the House of Life ?"
said the chemist.

" On the contrary, we will have thee hanged if thou
dost,” replied Varney.
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" And | must,” added Alasco, "have opportunity to
do my turn, and all facilities for concealment or escape,
should there he detection?"

" All, all, and every thing, thou infidel in all hut the
impossibilities of alchymy—Why, man, for what dost thou
take me?"

The old man rose, and taking a light, walked towards
the end of the apartment, where was a door that led to
the small sleeping room destined for his reception during
the night.—At the dour he turned round, and slowly re-
pealed Varney\s question ere he answered it. " For
what do | take thee, Richard Varney ?—Why, for a worse
devil than | have been myself. But | am in your toils,
and | must serve you till my term he out."

" Well, well," answered Varnev hastily, " he stirring
with grey light. It may he we shall not need thy medi-
cine—Do nought till I myself come down—Michael

Lambltzurne shall guide you to the place of your destina-
tion."

When Varney heard the adept's door shut and careful-
ly bolted within, he stepped towards it, and with similar
precaution carefully locked it on the outside, and took the
key from the lock, muttering to himself, " Worse than
thec, thou poisoning quack-salver aud witch-monger, who,
if thou art not a hounden slavel!to the devil, it is only he-
cause he disdains such an apprentice! | am a mortal
man, and seek by mortal means the gratification of my
passions, and advancement of my prospects—Thou art a
vassal of hell itself.—So ho, Lambourne !" he called at
another door, and Michael made his appearance, with a
flushed cheek and an unsteady step.

" Thou art drunk, thou villain !" said Varney to him.

" Doubtless, noble sir," replied the unabashed Michael,
" we have been drinking all even to the glories of the
day, and to my noble Lord of Leicester, and his valiant
master of the horse.—Drunk ! odds blades and poniards,
he that would refuse to swallow a dozen healths on such
an evening, is a base hesognio, and a puckfoist, and shall
swallow six inches of my dagger !"
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" Hark ye, scoundrel," said Varncy, " be sober on
the instant—I command thee. | know thou canst throw
off thy drunken folly, like a fool's coat, at pleasure ; and
if not, it were the worse for thee.”

Lambourne drooped his head, left the apartment, and
returned in two or three minuteswith his fare composed,
his hair adjusted, his dress in order,' and exhibiting as
great a difference from his former self as if the whole
man had been changed.

" Art thou sober now, and dost thou comprehend me ?"
said Varney, sternly.

Lambourne bowed in acquiescence.

" Thou must presently down to Cumnor-Place with
the reverend man of art, who sleeps yonder in the little
vaulted chamber. Hereis the key, that thou may'st call
him betimes. Take another trusty fellow with you.
Use him well on the journey, but let him not escape you
—pistol him if he attempt it, and J will be your warrant.
I will give thee letters to Foster. The doctor is to oc-
cupy the lower apartments of the eastern quadrangle,
with freedom to use the old claboratory and its imple-
ments.—He is to have no access to the lady but such as
| shall point out—only she may be amused to see his phi-
losophical jugglery. Thou wilt await at Cumnor-Place
my farther orders; and, as thou livest, beware of the
ale-bench and the aquavits flask. Each breath drawn
in Cumnor-Place must be kept severed from common
ar."

" Enough, my lord—I mean my worshipful master—
soon, | trust, to be my worshipful knightly master. You
have given me my lesson and my license ; — | will execute
the one, and not abuse the other. | will bein the saddle
by daybreak."

" Do so, and deserve favour.—Stay—ere thou goest
fill me a cup of wine—not out of that flask, sirrah,"—as
Lambourne was pouring out from that which Alasco had
left half finished, " fetch me a fresh one."

23 voL. i.
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Lambonrne obeyed, and Varney, after rinsing his
mouth with the liquor, drank a full cup, and said, as he
took up a lamp to retreat to his sleeping apartment, " It
is strange—I| am as little the slave of fancy as any one,
yet | never speak for a few minuteswith this fellow Alas-
co, but my mouth and lungs feel asif soiled with the
fumes of calcined arsenic—pah !"

So saying, he left the partment. Lambourne lingered,
to drink a cup of the freshly opened flask. " It is from
Saint-John's-Berg!" he said, as he paused on the draught
to enjoy its flavour, " and has the true relish of the vio-
let. But | must forbear it now, that | may one day drink
it at my own pleasure." And he quaffed a goblet of water
to quench the fumes of the Rhenish wine, retired slowly
towards the door, made a pause, and then, finding the
temptation irresistible, walked hastily back, and took
another long pull at the wine-flask, without the formality
of a cup.

" Were it not for this accursed custom,” he said, " |
might climb as high as Varney himself. But who can
climb, when the room turns round with himlike a parish
top? | would the distance were greater, or the road
rougher, betwixt my hand and mouth '—But | will drink
nothing to-morrow, save water—nothing save fair water."

CHAPTERXIX.

Pistol, And tidingsdo | bring, and lucky joys,

And happy news of price.
Falstaff. | prithee now deliver them like to a man of thisworld.
Pistol. A foutra for the world, and worldlings base'.

| speak of Africa, and golden joys.
Henry IV. Pad I1.

T H E public room of the Black Bear at Cumnor, to
which the scene of our story now returns, boasted, on
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the evening which we treat of, no ordinary assemblage of
gucsis. Therehad been a fair in the neighbourhood, and
the cutting mercer of Abingdon, with some of the other
personages whom the reader has already been made ac-
quainted with, as friends and customers of Giles Gosling,
had already formed their wonted circle around the even-
ing fire, and were talking over the news of the day.

A lively, bustling, arch fellow, whose pack and oaken
ell-wand, studded duly with brass points, denoted him to
be of Autolycus's profession, occupied a good deal of the
attention, and furnished much of the amusement, of the
evening. The pedlars of those days, it must be remem-
bered, were men of far greater importance than the de-
generate and degraded hawkers of our modern times.
It was by means of these peripatetic venders that the
country-trade, in the finer manufactures used in female
dress particularly, was almost entirely carried on ; and
if amerchant of this description arrived at the dignity of
travelling with apack-horse, he was aperson of no small
conseguence, and company for the most substantial yec-
men or franklin whom he might meet in his wanderings.

The pedlar of whom we speak bore, accordingly, an
active and unrebuked share in the merriment to which the
rafters of the bonny Black Bear of Cumnor resounded.
He had his smile with pretty Mistress Cicely, his broad
laugh with mine host, and his jest upon dashing Master
Goldthred, who, though indeed without any such benevo-
lent intention on his own part, was the general butt of the
evening. The pedlar and he were closely engaged in a
dispute upon the preference due to the Spanish nether
stock over the black Gascoigne hose, and mine host had
just winked to the guests around him, as who should say,
" You will have mirth presently, my masters," when the
trampling of horses was heard in the court-yard, and the
hostler was loudly summoned, with a few of the newest
oaths then in vogue to add force to the invocation. Out
tumbled Will Hostler, John Tapster, and all the militia of
the inn, who had slunk fromtheir posts in order to collect
some scattered crumbs of the mirth which was flying
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about among the customers. Out into the yard sallieu
mine host Himself also, to do fitting salutation to his new
guests ; and presently returned, ushering into the apart-
ment his own worthy nephew, Michael Lambourne, pretty
tolerably drunk, and having under his escort the astrolo-
ger. Alasco, though still alittle old man, had, by altering
his gown to a riding-dress, trimming his beard and eye-
brows, and so forth, struck at least a score of years from
his apparent age, and might now seem an active man of
sixty, or little upwards. He appeared at present exceed-
ingly anxious, and had insisted much with Lambourne
that they should not enter the inn, but go straight forward
to the place of their destination. But Lambourne would
not be controlled. " By Cancer and Capricorn,” he
vociferated, " and the whole heavenly host—besides all
the stars that these blessed eyes of mine have seen sparkle
in the southern heavens, to which these northern blinkers
are but farthing candles, | will be unkindly for no one's
humour—I will stay and salute my worthy uncle here.—
Chesu ! that good blood should ever be forgotten betwixt
friends ! — A gallon of your best, uncle, and let it go round
to the health of the noble Earl of Leicester | —What!
Shall we not collogue together, and warm the cookies of
our ancient kindness ?—Shall we not collogue | say ?"

" With all my heart, kinsman," said mine host, who
obviously wished to be rid of him; " but are you to
stand shot to all this good liquor ?"

This is a question has quelled many ajovial toper, but
it moved not the purpose of Lambourne's soul. " Ques-
tion my means, nuncle?' he said, producing a handful of
mixed gold and silver pieces; " question Mexico and
Peru—question the queen's exchequer—God save her
majesty !'—She is my good lord's good mistress."

" Well, kinsman," said mine host, " it is my business
to sell wine to those who can buy it—So, Jack Tapster,
do me thine office.—But | would | knew how to come
by money as lightly as thou dost, Mike."

" Why, uncle,” said Lambourne, " | will tell thee a
secret—Dost see this little old fellow here ? as old and
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withered a chip as ever the devil put into his porridge—
and yet, uncle, between you and me—he hath Potosi in
that brain of his—'Sblood ! he can coin ducats faster
than | can vent oaths."

" | will have none of his coinage in my purse, though,
Michael," said mine host ; " | know what belongs to
falsifying the queen's coin."

" Thou art an ass, uncle, for as old as thou art—Pull
me not by the skirts, doctor, thou art an ass thyself to
boot—so, being both asses, | tell ye | spoke but meta-
phorically."

" Are you mad ?' said the old man ; " is the devil in
you ?—can you not let us begone without drawing all
men's eyes on us ?"

" Say'st thou ?* said Lambourne; " thou art deceiv-
ed now—no man shall see you an | give the word.—BYy
heavens, masters, an any one dare to look on this old gen-
tleman | will slash the eyes out of his head with my pon-
iard !—So sit down, old friend, and be merry—these are
mineingles—mine ancient inmates and will betray no man."

" Had you not better withdraw to a private apartment,

nephew,"” said Giles Gosling ; " you speak strange mat-
ter," he added, " and there be intelligencers every
where."

" | care not for them," said the magnanimous Michael
—" intelligencers? pshaw ! — | serve the noble Earl of

Leicester—Here comes the wine—Fill round, Master
Skinker, a carouse to the health of the flower of England,
the noble Earl of Leicester ! | say, the noble Earl of
Leicester | He that does me not reason is a swine of
Sussex, and | 'I1 make him kneel to the pledge, if | should
cut his hams and smoke them for bacon."

None disputed a pledge given under such formidable
penalties ; and Michael Lambourne, whose drunken hu-
mour was not of course diminished by this new potation,
went on in the same wild way, renewing his acquaintance
with such of the guests as he had formerly known, and
experiencing a reception in which there was now some-

23* voL. i.
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thing of deference, mingled with a good deal of fear ;
for the least servitor of the favourite earl, especially such
aman as Lambournc, was, for very sufficient reasons, an
object both of the one and of the other.

In the meanwhile, the old man, seeing his guide in this
uncontrollable humour, ceased to remonstrate with him,
and sitting down in the most obscure corner of the room,
called for a small measure of sack, over which he seemed,
as it were to slumber, withdrawing himself as much as
possible from general observation, and doing nothing
which could recall his existence to the recollection of his
fellow-traveller, who by this time had got into close inti-
macy with his ancient comrade, Goldthred of Abingdon.

" Never believe me, bully Mike," said the.mercer,
" if I am not as glad to see thee as ever | was to see a
customer's money !'—Why, thou canst give a friend a sly
place at a mask or arevel now, Mike; ay, or, | warrant
thee, thou canst say in my lord's ear, when my honoura-
ble lord is down in these parts, and wants a Spanish ruff
or the like—thou canst say in his ear, there is mine old
friend, young Lawrence Goldthred of Abingdon, has as
good wares, lawn, tiffany, cambric, and so forth—ay, and
is as pretty a piece of man's flesh too as is in Berkshire,
and will ruffle it for your lordship with any man of his
inches ; and thou may'st say"—

"| can say a hundred d—d lies besides, mercer,"
answered Lambourne; " what, one must not stand upon
a good word for a friend !"

" Here isto thee, Mike, with all my heart," said the
mercer ; " and thou canst tell one the reality of the new
fashions too—Here was a rogue pedlar but now, was
crying up the old-fashioned Spanish nether-stock over the
Gascoigne hose, although thou seest how well the French
hose set off the leg and knee, being adorned with party-
coloured garters and garniture in conformity."

" Excellent, excellent,” replied Lambourne; " why,
thy limber bit of athigh, thrust through that bunch of
slashed buckram and tiffany, shows like a housewife's
distaff, when the flax is half spun off!"
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" Said | not so?' said the mercer, whose shalow brain
was now overflowed in histurn; " where then, wherebe
this rascal pedlar 2—there was a pedlar here but now,
methinks—Mine host, wherethefoul fiend isthispedlar ?*

" Where wise men should be, Master Goldthred,”
replied Giles Godling ; " even shut up in his private
chamber, telling over the sdes of to-day, and preparing
for the custom of to-morrow."

" Hang him, a mechanical chuff!" said the mercer ;
" but for shame, it were a good deed to ease him of his
wares,—a st of peddling knaves, who stroll through the
land, and hurt the established trader. There are good
fellows in Berkshire yet, mine host—your pedlar may be
met withal on Maiden Castle."

" Ay," replied mine host, laughing, " and he who
meets him may meet his match—the pedlar isatall man."

"Ishe?' sad Goldthred.

" Ishe?" replied the host; " ay, by cock and pye is
he—the very pedlar he who raddled Robin Hood so
tightly, as the song says,

' Now RobinHood. drew his sword so good,
The pedlar drew his brand,

And hehath raddled him, Robin Hood,
Till he neither could sec nor stand.™

" Hang him, foul scroyle! let him pass," said the mer-
cer; " if he be such a one, there were small worship to
be won upon him.—And now tell me, Mike—my honest
Mike, how wears the Hollandsyou won of me?"

"Why, well, asyou may see, master Goldthred, an-
swered Mike ; " | will bestow a pot on theefor the hand-
sel.—Fill the flagon, master Tapster."

" Thou wilt win no more Hollands, | think, on such
wager, friend Mike," said the mercer; " for the sulky
swain, Tony Foster, rails at thee all to nought, and swears
you shall ne'er darken his doors again, for that your oaths
are enough to blow the roof off a christian man's dwell-
ing.
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" Doth he say so, the mincing hypocritical miser ?" vo-
ciferated Lambourne;—" Why then he shall come down
and receive my commands here, this blessed night, under
my uncle's roof! And | will ring him such a black sanc-
tus, that he shall think the devil hath him by the skirts for
a month to come, for barely hearing me."

" Nay, now the pottle-pot is uppermost with awitness,"
said the mercer. " Tony Foster obey thy whistle!—
Alas! good Mike, go sleep—go sleep."

" | tell thee what, thou thin-faced gull," said Michael
Lambourne, in high chafe, " | will wager thee fifty an-
gels against the first five shelves of thy shop, numbering
upward from the fase light, with all that is on them,
that | make Tony Foster come down to this public house,
before we have finished three rounds."

"1 will lay no bet to that amount,” said the mercer,
something sobered by an offer which intimated rather too
private a knowledge, on Lambourne's part, of the se-
cret recesses of his shop, " I will lay no such wager,"
he said ; " but | will stake five angels against thy five, if
thou wilt, that Tony Foster will not leave his own roof,
or come to ale-house after prayer time, for thee, or any
man."

" Content,"” said Lambourne.—" Here, uncle, hold
stakes, and let one of your young bleed-barrels there—
one of your infant tapsters, trip presently up to the Place,
and give this letter to master Foster, and say that I, his
ingle, Michael Lambourne, pray to speak with him at mine
uncle's castle here, upon business of grave import.—
Away with thee, child, for it is now sun-down, and the
wretch goethtobed with the birds, to save mutton-suet—
faugh!™"

Shortly after this messenger was despatched—an inter-
val which was spent in drinking and buffoonery,—he
returned with the answer that master Foster was coming
presently.

"Won, won !" said Lambourne, darting on thestakes.

" Not till he comes, if you please," said the mercer
interfering.
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" Why, 'sblood, heis at thethreshold," replied Michael
-" What said he, boy ?"

" If it please your worship," answered the messenger,
" he looked out of window with a musgquetoon in his
hand, and when | delivered your errand, which | did
with fear and trembling, he said, with a vinegar aspect,
that your worship might be gone to theinfernal regions."

" Or to hell, | suppose” said Lambourne—" it is
there he digposes of all that are not of the congregation.”

" Even 0" said the boy ; " | used the other phraso
as being the more poetical."

" An ingenious youth," said Michael; " shalt have a
drop to whet thy poetical whistle—And what said Foster
next?"

" He called me back,” answered the boy, " and bid
me say, you might come to him, if you had ought to say
to him."

" And what next ?* said Lambourne.

" He read the letter, and seemed in a fluster, and ask
ed if your worship was in drink—and | said you were
speaking a little Spanish, as one who had been in the
Canaries."

" Out, you diminutive pint-pot, whelped of an over-
grown reckoning!" replied Lambourne—" Out!—But
what said he then ?"

" Why," said the boy, " he muttered, that if he came
not, your worship would bolt out what were better keptin;
and so he took his old flat cap, and threadbare blue cloak,
and, as | said before, he will be here incontinent."

" Thereistruth in what he said,” replied Lambourne,
as if speaking to himself—" My brain has played me its
old dog's trick—but corragio—let him approach! — |
have not rolled about in the world for many a day, to
fear Tony Foster, be | drunk or sober.—Bring me a
flagon of cold water, to christen my sack withal."

While Lambourne, whom the approach of Foster
seemed to have recalled to a sense of his own condition,
was busied in preparing to receive him, Giles Gosling
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stole up to the apartment of the pedlar, whom he found
traversing the room in much agitation,

" You withdrew yourself suddenly from the company,"
said the landlord to the guest.

" It was time when the devil became one among you,"
replied the pedlar.

"It is not courteous in you to term my nephew by
such a name,” said Gosling, " nor isit kindly in me to
reply to it; and yetin some sort Mike may be consider-
ed as a limb of Satan."

" Pooh—I talk not of the swaggering ruffian," replied
the pedlar, " it is of the other, who, for aught | know—
But when go they ? or wherefore come they ?"

" Marry, these are questions | cannot answer," replied
the host. " But look you, sir, you have brought me a
token from worthy master Tressilian—a pretty stone it
is." He took out thering and looked at it, adding as he
put it into his purse again, that it was too rich a guerdon
for any thing he could do for the worthy donor. He was,
he said, in the public line, and itill became him to be too
inquisitive into other folks' concerns; he had already said,
that he could hear nothing, but that the lady lived still at
Cumnor-Place, in the closest seclusion, and, to such as
by chance had a view of her, seemed pensive and discon-
tented with her solitude. " But here," he said, " if you
are desirous to gratify your master, is the rarest chance
that hath occurred for this many a day. Tony Foster
is coming down hither, and it is but letting Mike Lam-
bourne smell another wine-flask, and the queen's com-
mand would not move him from the ale-bench. So they
are fast for an hour or so—Now, if you will don your
pack, which will be your best excuse, you may, per-
chance, win the ear of the old servant, being assured of
the master's absence, to let you try to get some custom
of the lady, and then you may learn more of her con-
dition than | or any other can tell you."

" True—very true," answered Wayland, for he it was;
" an excellent device, but methinks something dangerous
—for say Foster should return?"
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" Very possible indeed," replied the host.

" Or say," continued Way land, " the lady should
render me cold thanks for my exertions ?"

" Asisnot unlikely," replied Giles Gosling. " | mar-
vel Master Tressilian will take such heed of her that .cares
not for him."

“In either case | were foully sped," said Wayland;
" and therefore | do not, on the whole, much relish your
device."

" Nay, but take me with you, good master serving-
man," replied mine host, " this is your master's business,
and not mine; you best know the risk to be encountei
cd, or how far you are willing to brave it. But that
which you will not yourself hazard, you cannot expect
others to risk."

" Hold, hold," said Wayland; " tell me but one thing
—Goes yonder old man up to Cumnor ?"

" Surely, | think so," said the landlord; " their ser-
vant said he was to take their baggage thither, but the
ale-tap has been as potent for him as the sack-spigot has
been for Michael."

"It is enough," said Wayland, assuming an air of res-
olution—"1 will thwart that old villain's projects—my
affright at his baleful aspect begins to abate, and my ha-
tred to arise. Help me on with my pack, good mine host
—And look to thyself, old Albumazar—there is a malig-
nant influence in thy horoscope, and it gleams from the
constellation Ursa Major."

So saying, he assumed his burden, and, guided by
the landlord through the postern-gate of the Black Bear,
took the most private way from thence up to Cumnor
Pace.






NOTESTO KENILWORTH.

|I. Page38. Iffrithisto be putin epitaphs, Anthony Foster was some-
thing the very reverse of the character represented in the novel. Ashmole
gives this description of his tomb. | copy from the Antiquities of Berkshire,
vol.i., p. 143.

“"In" the north wall of the chancel at Cumnor church, is a monument of
grey marble, whereon, in brass plates, are engraved a man in armour, and
his wife in the habit of her times, bath kneeling before a fald-stoole, together
with the figures of three sons kneeling behind their mother. Under the figure
of the man Is this inscription :

ANTONIUS FORSTKR, generis generosa propago,
Cumnerte Doininus, Berchcriensis erat.

Armiger, Armigero prognatus patre Ricardo,
Qui quondam Iphlctlue Salopiensis erat.

Quatuor ex igo fluxerunt semmate nati,
Ex iso Antonius stemmate quartus erat.

M ente sagax, auimo precellens, eorpore promptus ;
Eloquii dulcis, ore disertus erat.

In factis probitas; fuit in sermone venustas,
In vultu gravrtas reiligione fides,

In patriam” pietas, in egenos grata voluntas,
Accedunt reliquis annumeranda bonis.

Si quod cuueta rapit, rapuit non omnia L ethum,
Siguod Mors ;apuit,iyivida}rfama dedit.

These verses following arc writ at length, two by two, in praise of him i

Argute resonas Cithare pretendere chordas
Novit, ot Aonia eoncrepuisse Lyra.
Gaudebat terre teneras defigere plantas;
Et mira pulehras construere arte domos,
Composita varias lingua formare loquelas
Doetus, et cdoeta scribere multa manu.
" The arms over it thus:

Quart I. 3 Hunter's Horns stringed.
' I'1, 3 Pinionswith their points upwards.
The crest is a Stag Couchant, vulnerated through the neck by a broad
arrow ; on his side is a Martlett for a difference.

From this monumental inscription it appears, that Anthony Forster, instead
of being a vulgar, low-bred, puritanical churl, was in fact a gentleman of
birth and consideration, drstrngwshed for his Skl|| in the arts of music and
horticulture, as also in Ianguaga In so far, therefore, the Anthony Foster
of the romance has nothing but the name in common with thereal individual.
But notwithstanding the charity, benevolence, and religious faith imputed by
the monument of grey marble to its tenant, tradition, aswell as secret histo-

24 voL. |
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rP/, name him as the active agfent in the death of the Countess; and it is ao-
tfed, that from bein%ajoyia and convivial gallant, as we may infer from
some expressions in the epitaph, he sunk, after the fatal deed, into a man of
gloomv and retired habits, whose looks and manners indicated that he suffer-
ed under the pressure of some atrocious secret.

The name of Lambournc is still known in the vicinity, and it is said some
of the clan partake the habits, as well as name, of the Michael Lamhournc of
the romance. A man of this name lately murdered his wife, outdoingMich-
ael in this respect, who only was concerned in the murder of the wife of
another man.

1 have only to add, that the jolly Black Rear has been restored to his pre-
dominance over bowl and bottle, in the village of Cumiior.

2. Page64 This verse is the commencement of the ballad already
quoted, as what suggested the novel.

3. Page 93. The Leicester c_ogi?izance was the ancient device adopted
by his father, when Earl of Warwick, the bear and ragged staff.

4. Page98. Sir Francis Drake, Morgan, and many a bold Bucanier of
those days, were, in fact, little better than pirates.

5. Pagell0. Thisverse or something similar, occursin a longballad,
or poem, on Flodden-Ficld, reprinted by the late Henry Weber.

6. Pagell0. Thisverse of an old song actually occurs in an old play,
where the singer boasts—
" Courteoudly | can both counter and knack
Of Martin Swart and all his merry-men."

7. Pagel73. The great defeat, given by Alfred to the Danish invaders,
is said, by Mr. Gough,"to have taken place near shdown, in Berkshire.
"The burial place of Bacreg, the Danish chig*, who was dain in this light,
is distinguished by a parcel of stones, less than a mile from the hill, s&t on
edge, enclosing a piece of gﬁound somewhat raised. On the east sde of the
southern extremity, stand three squarish flat stones, of about four or five feet
over either way, supporting a fourth, and now called by the vulgar WA'Y -
LAND SMITH, from an idle tradition about an invisible smith replacing lost
horse-shoesthere." —GOUGH'S edition of CAMDEN'S Britarmia, val. i., p. 221.

The popular belief ill retains memory of this wild legend, which, con-
nected as it iswith the site of a Danish sepulchre, may have arisen from some
legend concerning the nothern Duepgar, who resided in the rocks, and were
cunning workersin sted and iron. It was believed that Wayland Smith's
fee was sixpence, and that, unlike othe* workmen, he was offended if more
was offered. ~Of late his ofhees have,again been called to memory ; but fic-
tion has in this, as in other cases, taken the liberty to pillage the sores of oral
tradition. This monument mugt be very ancient, for it has been kindly point-
ed out to me that it isreferred to in an ancient Saxon charter, asa landmark.
The monument has been of late cleared out, and made considerably more
conspicuous.

8. Page 178. Orvietan, or Venicetreacle, as it was sometimes called,
was understood to be a soveretgn remedy against poison ; and the reader
mus be contented, for the time he peruses these pages, to hold the same
op:nion, which was once universally received by the Tearned as well as the
vulgar.

9. Page 182. Naunton gives us numerous and curious particulars of the
ealous struggle which took place between Ratcliffe, Karl of Sussex, and theris-
ng favourite Leicester. The former, when on his death-bed, predicted to his
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followers, that, after his death, the gipsy (so he called Leicester, from his
dark complexion) would prove too many for them.

10. Page 185. Among the attendants and adherents of Sussex, we have
ventured to introduce the celebrated Raleigh, in the dawn of his court favour.
In Aubrey's correspondence there art; some curious particulars of Sir Wal -
ter Raleigh. " he was a tall, handsome, bold man ; but his meve was that
he was damnably proud. Old Sir Robert Harley of Brampton Brian Castle,
who knew hun, would say, it was a great question who was the proudest,
Sir Walter, or Sir Thomas Overbury ; but the diffrencc that was, wasjudg-
ed in Sir Thomas's side. In the great parlour at Down ton, at Mr. Raleigh's,
is agood piece, an original of Sir Walter, in a while satin doublet, all em-
broidered with rich pearls, and a mighty rich chain of great pearls about his
neck. The old servants have told me that the real pearls were near as big
as the painted ones, He had a most remarkable aspect, an exceeding high
forehead, long-faced, and sonr-cyelided." A rebus isadded, to this purpose :
The enemy to the stomach, and the word of disgrace,
I's the name of the gentleman with the bold face.

Sir Walter Raleigh's beard turned up naturally, which gave him an advan-
tage over the gallants of the time, whose mustaches received a touch of the
barber's art to give them the air then most admired.—See AUBREY'S Corres-
pondence, vol.il.,partii., p.500.

I'l. Pa 20l. The galant incident of the cloak is the traditional ac-
count of this celebrated statesman's rise at court. None of Elizabeth's cour-
tiers knew better than he how to make; his court to her persona vanity, or
could more justly estimate the quantity of flattery which she could conde-
scend to swallow. Being confined in the Tower for some offence, and un
derstanding the Queen was about to to Greenwich in her barge, he in
sisted on approaching the window, that he might see, at whatever distance
the Queen of his Atleetions, the most beautiful object which the earth bore
on its surface. The Lieutenant o. the Tower (his own particular friend)
threw himself between his prisoner and the window; while Sir Walter,
parently influenced by a fit of unrestrninable passion, swore he would not be
debarred from seeing his light, his life, his goddess! A scuffle ensued, got
ftp for effect's sake, in which the Lieutenant and his captive grappled and
struggled with fury—tore each other's hair,—and at length <Irc\v daggers,
and were only separated aba/ force. The Queen being informed of this scene
exhibited by her frantic adorer, it wrought, as was to be expected, much in
favour of the captive Paladin. There islittle doubt that his quarrel with the
Lieutenant was entirely contrived for the purpose which it produced.

2. Page 233. Littleisknown of Robert Lanoham, save in his curious
letter to afriend in London, givin; an account of Queen Elizabeth's enter-
tainments at Kenilworth, written in a style of the most intolerable affectation,
both in point of composition an | orthography. |ie describes himself as a
bon rtvmitf who was wont to be jolly and dry in the morning, and by his
good-will would be chlefICy in the company of the ladies. He was, by thein-
terest of Lord Leicester, Clerk of the Council Chamber door, and al'so keep-
er of the same. " When council sits,” says he, " | am at hand. If any
makes a babbling, Peace, say |. If | sec a listener or a pryer in at the
chinks or lockhole, | am presently on the bonesof him. If afriend comes, |
make him sit down by me on a form or chest. The rest may walk, a God's
name!" There has been seldom a better portrait of the pragmatic conceit
and self-importance of a small man in office.

13. Page 2Il). A remnant of the wild cattle of Scotland are preserved at
Chillingham Castle, near Wooler, in Northumberland, the seat of Lord Tan-
kerville. They fly before strangers ; but if disturbed and followed, they turn
with fury on those who persist in annoying them.
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14 Page 264. The Earl of Leicester's Italian pt}/sician, Julio, was ar-
fmned by his contemporaries to be a skilful compounder of poisons, which ho
applied with such frequency, that the Jesuit Parsons extols ironically the
marvellous good luck of his great favourite in the opportune deaths of those,
who stood in the way of his wishes. There is a curious passage on the sub-
ject:

" Long after this, he fell in love with the Lad% Sheffield, whom | signified
before, and then also had he the same fortune to have her husband dye quick-
ly, with an extreme rheume in his head, (as it was given out,) but as others
say, of an artiticinll catarie, that stopped his breath.

"*e The like good chance had he in the death of my Lord of Essex, (as |
have said before,) and that at axime most fortunate for his purpose; for when
he was coming home from Ireland, with intent to revenge himselfc upon m
Lord of Leicester for begetting his wife with childe in his absence, (the childe
was a daughter, and brought up by the Lady Shandoes, W. Knooles his
wife,) my Lord of Leicester heari n% thereof, "wanted not a friend or two to
accompany the deputy, as among other a couple of the Earlcs own servants,
Crompton, (if I missc not his name,) yeoman of his bottles, and L1oid his sec-
retary, entertained afterward by mg Lord of Leicester, and 30 he dyed in the
way, of an extreme fluxe, caused by an Italian receipe, as all his friends are
well assured, the maker whereof was a chyrnrgeon (as it is belecved) that
then was nele come to my Lord from Italy,—a cunning man and sure in
operation, with whom, if the good Lady had been sooner acquainted, and
used his help,she should not have needed to sitten so pensive at home, and
fearefull of her husband's former retnrne out of the same country. -------
- - - - Neither must you marvailt though all these died in divers manners of
outward diseases, tor thisis the excelleré(;:}/ of the Italian art, for which this
chvrurgiau and Dr. Julio wene entertained so carefully, who can make a man
dye in What manner or show of sieknesse you will-—by whose instructions, no
doubt; but his lordship is now cunning, especially adding aso to these the
counsell of his Doctor Bayly, a man also not a little studied (as he seenieth)
in hisart ; for I heard him once rnyselfe, ina pblique act in Oxford, and that
in presence of my Lord of Leicester, (if | be not deceived,) maintain, that
poyson might be so tempered and given as it should not %ppear presently,
and yet should kill the party afterward, at what lime should be appointed ;
which argument belike pleased well his lordship, and therefore was chosen to
be discussed in his audience, if | be not deceived of his being that day pres-
ent. So, though one dye of a flux, and another of a catarre, yet this import-
ed] little to the matter, but showeth rather the great cunning and skill of the
artificer."—PAKSONS'S Leicester's Commonwealth) p. 23.

It is unnecessary to state the numerous reasons why the Earl is represent-
ed in the tale as being rather the dupe of villians, than the unprincipled au-
thor of their atrocities. In the latter capacity, which a part at least of his
contemporaries imputed to him, be would have made a character too dis-
gustingly wicked, to be useful for the purposes of fiction.

| have only to add, that the union of the poisoner, the quacksalver, the al
chymist, and the astrologer, in the same person, was familiar to the pretend
ers to the my die sciences.

END OF VOLUME 1.
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