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no longer exist. In like manner, while the dis-
tresses of Romeo and Juliet continue to interest
every bosom, Mercutio, drawn as an accurate rep-
resentation of the finiched fine gentleman of
the period, and as gnch received by the unanimous
approbation of contemporaries, has so litile to
interest the present age, that, stripped of all his
puns and quirks of verbal wit, he only retains
his place in the scene in virtue of his fine and
fanciful speech upon dreaming, which belongs to
no particular age, and because he is a personage
whose presence iz indispensable to the plot.

We have already prosecuted perhaps too far
en argument, the tendeney of which is to prove,
that the introdnction of a hwmnorist, acting, like
Sir Piercie Shafton, upon some forgotten and
ohsolete model of folly, once fashionable, is ra-
ther likely to awaken the disgustof the veader,
as unnataral, than find him food for langhter.
Whether owing to this theory, or whether to the

more simple and probable cause of the author’s

failure in the delineation of the subject he had
proposed to himself, the formidable objection of
tnerediudis odé was applied to the Euphuist, as
well as to the White Lady of Avenel; and the one
was denounced as unnatural, while the other was
rejected as imposeible,

There was little in the story to atone for these
faillures in two principal points. The incidents
were inartificially huddled together. There was
no part of the intrigne to which deep interest
was fonnd to apply; and the conclusion was
brought abont, not by ineidents ariging ont of the
gtory itself, but in consequence of public trans-
actions; with which the narrative has little con-
nexion, and which the reader had little opporta-
nity to become acquainted with.

This, if not a positive fault, was yet a great
defect in the Romance. It is true, that not only
the practice of some great authors in this depari-
ment, but even the general course of human life
iteelf, may be quoted in favor of this more ob-
vions, and less artificial practice, of arranging a
narrative. It is seldom ihat the game circle of
personages who have surrounded an individnal at
his first outset in life, continue to have an inte-
rest in his career till his fate comes to a crisis.
On the contrary, and more especially if the events
of his life De of a varied character, and worth
communicating to others, or to the world, the
hero’s later conmexions are usually totally eepa-
rated from those with whom he began the voyage,
but whom the individual has outsailed, ox who
have drifted astray, or foundered on the passage.
TPhis hackneyed comparison holds good in another
point. The numerous vessels of so many dif-
ferent sorts, and destined for such different pur-
poses, which are launched in the same mighty
ocean, althongh each endeavors o pursue its own
course, are in every case more influenced by the
winds and tides, which are common to the ele-
ment which they all navigate, than by their own
geparate exertions, And it is thus in the world,
that, when buman prodence has done its best,

gome general, perhaps national, event, destroyg
the schemes of the individual, as the casuoal
tonch of a more powerful being sweeps away the
web of the spider.

Many excellent romances have beerf composed
in this view of human life, where the hero is con-
ducted throngh a variety of detached scenes, in
which various agents appear and disappear,
without, perhaps, having any permanent influence
on the progress of the story. Such is the siruc-
ture of Gil Blas, Roderick Random, and the lives
and adventures of many other heroes, who are
deseribed as ronning through different stations
of life, and encountering various adventures,
which are only connected wifh each other by
having happencd to be witnessed by the same
individual, whose identity nnites them together,
a8 the string of a necklace links the beads, which
are otherwise detached.

But though such an nnconnected conrse of ad-
Yentures is what most frequently occurs in na-
ture, yet the province of the romance writer being
artificial, there i more required from him than a
mere compliance with the simplicity of reality,—
just as we demand from the seientific gardener,
that he shall arrange, in curious knots and arti-
ficial parterreg, the flowers which *““nature boon™
distributes freely on hill and dale, TFielding, ac-
cordingly, in most of his novels, but especially in
Tom Jones, his chef~d’auvre, has set the distin-
guished example of a story regmlarly built and
consistent in all its parts, in which nothing oc-
curs, and searce a personage is introduced, that
has not some share in tending to advance the
catastrophe.

To demand equal correctness and felicity in
those who may follow in the track of that illus-

rions novelist, would be to fetter too much the
power of giving pleasure, by surronnding it with
penal rules; since of this sort of light literature
it may be especially said—flout genre est permis,
hors le genve ennuyeux. Still, however, the more
closcly and happily the story is combined, and
the more natural and felicitous the  eatasirophe,
the nearer such a composition will approach the
perfection of the novelist’s art; nor can an
author neglect this branch of his profession,
without incurring proportional censure,

For such censure the Monastery gave but too
much occasion. The iuntrigne of the Romance,
neither very interesting in itself, nor very happily
detailed, is at length finally disentangled by the
breaking ont of national hostilities between Eng-
land and Scotland, and the as sudden renewal of
the truce. Instances of this kingd, it is true, cans
not in reality have been uncommon, but the re-
sorting to such, in order to accomplich the catas-
trophe, a8 by a four de force, was objected fo as
inartificial, and not perfectly intellizible to the
general reader.

8till the Monastery, thongh exposed to severe
and just criticism, did not fail, judging from tha
extent of its circulation, to have some interest for
the public. And this, too, was according to tha
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srdinary course of such matters; for it very sel-
dom happens that literary reputation is gained by
s gingle effort, and still more rarely is it lost by a
golitary miscarriage.
The guthor, therefore, had his days of grace
AppoTsroRD, 1st November, 1830,

allowed  him, and time, if he pleased, to com-
fort himsgelf with the burden of the old Beots
S0BZ, 2

“If it isna weel bobbit,

We'll bob it again,”

INTRODUCTORY EPISTLE

FROM CAPTAIN CLUTTERBUCE, LATE OF HIS MAJESTY'S

REGIMENT OF INFANTRY, TO THE

AUTHOR OF WAVERLEY.

-8ir,—Although I do not pretend to the pleas-
ure of your personal acguaintance, like many
whom I believe to be equally strangers to you, I
am nevertheless interested in your publications,
and desire their continuance ;—not that I pretend
to much tagte in fictitions composition, or that I
am apt to be interested in your grave scenes, or
amused by those which are meant to be lively. I
will not discuise from you, that [ have yawned
over the last interview of MacIvor and his sister,
and fell fairly asleep while the schoolmaster was
reading the humors of Dandie Dinmont. You
see, sir, that I scorn to solicit your favor in a way
to which you are no stranger, If the papers I en-
close you are worth nothing, I will not endeavor

-to recommend them by personal-flattery, as a bad

cook pours rancid butler upon stale fish. No, sir!
what I respect in you is the light you have occa-
sionally thrown on national antiquities, a study
which I have commenced rather late inlife, but
towhich I am attached with the devotion of a
first love, because it is the only study I ever cared
a farthing for.

You shall have my history, sirv (it will not reach
to three volumes), before that of my manuscript;
and as yon usnally throw cuta few lines of verse (by
way of skirmishers, I suppose) at the head of each
division of prosze., I have had the luck to light
upon a stanza in the schoolmaster’s copy of Burng
which describes me exactly. Ilove it the better,
because it was originally designed for Captain
Groee, an excellent antiguary, thongh, like your-
eelf, somewhat too apt to treat with levity his
OWD purawits:

745 84id he was a soldier bred,
And ane wad rather fa’en than fled ;
Buf now be’y quit he spurtle blade,
And dog-gkin wallet,
And ta'en the—antiquarian trade,
I think they call it.”

I never conld conceive what infinenced me,
when a hoy, in the choice of a profession. Mili-
tary zeal and ardor it was mof, which made me
stand out for & commission in the Scots Fusiliers,
When my tutors and curators wished to bind me
Apprentice to old David Stiles, Clerk to his Ma-
Jesty’s Signet. I say, military zeal it was not;
for I was no fighting boy in my own person, and
cared not a penny tu read the history of the he-
roes who turned the world upside down in former

8ges.  As for courage, I had, as I have since dis-

covered, just as much of it as served my turn, and
not one grain of surplus. I soon found out, in-
deed, that in action there was more danger in
running away than in standing fast ; and besides,
I could not afford to lose my commission, which
was my chief means of support. But, as for that
overboiling valor, which T have heard many of
ours talk of, though I seldom obgerved that it in-
fluenced them in the actual affair—that exuberant
zeal, which conrts Danger as a bride,—truly my
courage was of a complexion much less ecstatical.

Again, the love of a red coat, which, in defanlt
of all other aptitndes to the profession, has made
many a bad goldier and some good ones, was an
utter stranger to my digposition. I cared nota
‘““bodle” for the company of the misses: Nay,
though there was a boarding-gchool in the village,
and though we used to meet with its fair inmates
at Bimon Lightfoot’s weekly Practising, I eannot
recollect any strong emotions being excited en
these occasions, excepting the infinite regret
with which T went through the polite ceremonial
of presenting my partner with an orange, thrust
into my pocket by my aunt for this special pur-
pose, but which, had T dared, I certainly would
have secreted for my own personal use. As for
vanity, or love of finery for itzelf, I was such a
stranger to if, that the difficulty was great to
make me brush my coat, and appear in proper
trim upon parade, I shall never forget the re-
buke of my old Colonel on a morning when the
King reviewed a brigade of which ours made
part. “I am no friend to exiravagance, Ensign
Clutterbuck,’ said he; “but, on the day when
we are to pass before the Sovereign of the king
dom, in the name of God I wonld have at least
shown him an inch of clean linen,”

Thus, a stranger to the ordinary motives which
lead young men to make the army their choice,
and withont the least desire to become either a
hero or a dandy, I really do not know what de-
termined my thoughts that way, unless it were
the happy state of half-pay indolen¢e enjoyed by
Captain Doolittle, who had set up his staff of rest
in my native village. Every other person had, or
seemed to have, something to do, less or more,
They did not, indeed, precizely go to school and
learn tagks, that last of evils in my estimation ;
but it did mot escape my boyish observation,
that they were all bothered with something or
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other like daty or labor— all but the happy
Oaptain Doolittle.  The minister had- his par-
igh to visit, and his preaching to prepare,
though perbaps he made more fuss than he
needed about both. The laird had his farming
and improving operations to superinfend; and,
besides, he had to attend trustee meetines, and
lieutenancy meetings, and head-courts, and
meetings of justices, and what not—was as early
up (that T detested), and as much in the open air,
wet and dvy, as his own grieve. The shopkeeper
{the village boasted but one of eminence) sfood
indeed pretty much at his ease behind his count-
er, for his custom was by no means overburden-
some; but still he enjoyed his stafus, as the Bailie
ealls it, upon condition of tumbling all the wares
in his booth over and over, when any one chose
to want a yard of muslin, & mousetrap, an ounce
of caraways, & paper of ping, the Sermons of Mr.
Peden, or the Life of Jack the Giant-Queller (mot
Killer, as usuaily erroneously written and ‘pro-
nounced.—See my essay on the true histery of
this worthy, where real facts have in a peculiar
degree been obscured by fable.) In short, all in
the village were under the necessity of doing
something which they would rather have left nu-
done, excepting, Captain Doolittle, who walked
every morning in the open street, which formed
the high mall of our village, in & blue coat with a
ved necik, and played at whist the whole evening,
when he could make up a parfy. This happy
vacuity ‘of all employment appeared to me so
delicions, that it beecame the primary hint, which,
according to the system of Helvetiug, as the min-
ister says, determined my infant talents towards
the profession T was destined to illustrate.
‘Put who, alas| can form'a just estimate of their
fature prospects in this deceitful world? T was
not long engaged jn. my new profession, before I
discovered, that if the independent indolence of
half-pay wag a paradise, the officer must pass
through the purgatory of duty end service in order
to gain admission to it. Captain Doolittle might
brosh his blue coat with the red neck, or leave 1f
wabrushed, at his pleasure; but Ensign Clatter-
buck had no such option, Captain Doolittle might
go to bed at ten o’clock, if be had a mind; but the
Ension must make the rounds in his turn. What
was worse, the Captain might repose under the
tester of his tent-bed until noon, if he was s0
pleased ; but the Ensien, God help him, had toap-
pear upon parade at peep of day. As for duty, I
made that as easy as I could, had the sergeant to
whisper to me the words of command, and bustled
through as other folks did. Of service, I saw
enough for an indolent man—was buffeted up and
down the world, and visited both the Eest and
West Indies, Egypt, and other distant places,
which my youith had scarce dreamed of. The
TFrench 1 saw, and felt too; witness two fingers
of my right hand, which one of fheir enrsed hus-
sars took off with his sabre as neatly as an hos-
pital surgeon. At lemgth the death of an old
sunt, who left me some fifteen hundred pounds,

snugly vested in the three per cents, gave me the
long-wished for opportunity of retiring, with the
prospect of enjoying a clean shirt and a guinea
four times a-weel af least. 2

For the purpose of cominencing my mew way
of life, I selected for my residence the village of
Kennaguhair, in the sonth of Scotland, celebrated
for the ruins of its magnificent Monastery, intend-
ing there to lead my future life in the otéium cum
dégnétate of halfpay and annuity. I was 1ot
long, however, in making the grand discovery,
that in order {0 enjoy leisure, it is absolutely ne-
cessary it should be preceded by oeeu pation, For
gome time it was delightful to wale at daybreal,
dreaming of the réveillé—then to recollect my
happy emancipation from the slavery that doomed
me to start at a picce of clattering parchment,
turn on my other side, damn the parade, and go to
gleep again. But even this: enjoyment had itz
tetmination ; and time, when it became & sfock
entirely at my own disposal, began to hang heavy
on my hand,

T angled for two days, during which time T lost
twenty hooks, and several scores of yards of gut
and line, and caught not even a minnow. Hunt
ing was out of the guestion, for the stomachof a
horse by no means agrees with the half-pay es-
tablishment. When I shot, the shepherds and
ploughmen, and my very dog, quizzed me every
fime that T missed, which was, generally speaking,
every time I fired. Besides, the country gentle-
men in this quarter like their zame, and began to
talk of prosecutions and interdicts. I did net
give up fighting the French to commence a do-
mestic war with the * pleasant men of Teviot
dale,” #s the song calls them; so T e’en spent
{hree days (very agreeably) in cleaning my gan,
and disposing it upon two hooks over my chim-
ney-piece.

MThe snecess of this accidenta] experiment get
me on trying my skill in the mechanical arts.
Accordingly I took down and cleaned my land-
Jady's euckoo-clogk, and in so doing silenced that
companion of the spring for ever and a day. L
mounted a turning-lathe, and in attempting touse
it, 1 very nearly cribbed off, with an inch-and-
half former, one of the fingers which the hussar
had lett me. -

Books I tried, both those of the little circulat-
ine library, and of the more rational subscription
collection maintained by this intellectual people,
But neither the light reading of the one, nor the
heavy artillery of the other, snited my purpoge.
T always fell asleep at the fourth or fifth page of
history or disquisition; and it took me a month’s
hard reading to wade throngh a half-bound trasby
novel, during which I was pestered with applica-
fions to return the volumes, by every ball-bred
milliner’s mizs about the place. In shorf, during
the time when all the town besides had something
to do, I had mothing for it, but to walk in the
churchyard, and whistle till it wwas dinner-time

During these promenades, the ruins necess rily
forced themselves on my attention, and, Ly do
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grees, 1 found mysell engaged in studying the
more minute omaments, and af length the general
plan of this noble structure. The old sexton
aided my labors, and gave me his portion of tra-
ditional lore. Every day added something fo my
gtock 5f knowledze respecting the ancient state
of the building ; and at length T made discoveries
concerning’ the purpose of several detached and
very ruinous portions of it, the nze of which had
hitherto been either unknown altogether or errone-
ously explained.

The knowledge which I thus acquired T had
frequent opportunities of retailing to those visit-
ors whom the progress of a Scottish tonr brought
to visit this celebrated spot.. Without encroach-
ing on the privilege of my friénd the sexton, I be-
came gradually an assistant Cicerone In the task
of description and explanation, and often (seeing
4 fresh party of visitors arrive) has he turned over
to me those to whom he had told half his story,
with the-flattering observation, *“ What needs I
gay ony mair about it # There’s the Captain kens
mair anent it than I do, or any man in the town.”!
Then would I salute the strangers covrteously,
and expatiate to their astonished minds upon
crypts and chancels, and naves, arches, Gothic
and Saxen architraves, mullions and flying but-
tresses, 1t not unfrequently happened, that an
acquaintance which commenced in the Abbey
concluded in the inn, which served to relieve the
golitude aswell as the monotony of my landlady’s
ghoulder of mutton, whether reast, cold, or hash:zcl.

By degrees my mind became enlarged 3 T found
a book or two which enlighiened me on the sub-
Ject of Gothic architecture, and T read now with
pleasure, because T was interested in what I read
about. Even my cliaracter began to dilate and ex-
pand. T spoke with mere anthority at the club,
and was lisiened to with deference, becange on
one subject, at least, T possessed more informa-
tion than any of its members. Indeed, I found
that even my stories abont Egypt, which, to say
trath, were somewhat threadbare, were now lis-
fened to with more respect than formerly. “The
Captain,” they said, ** had something in him after
o', —there were few folk kend gae muckle about the
Abbey.”

With this general approbation waxed my own
eenze of sel-importance, and my feeling of gen-
eral comfort, I ate with more appetite, I digest-
ed with more ease, I lay down at night with joy,
and elept sound till morning, when I aroze with
f sense of busy importance, and hied me to meas-
ure, to examine, and to compare the various parts
of this interesting structure. Ilostall sense and
consciousness of certain unpleasant sensations of
Anondescript nature, about my head and stomach
to which I had been in the habit of ntteudinu:
more for the benefit of the village apothecary ths?n
my owu, {or the pure want of something else to
m'l‘-l‘:-: about. I had found out an occapation un-
Wl‘limf_"ly, and was happy becanse I had some-
lhn}g to do. Ina word, I had commenced local
Rutiquary, and was not unworthy of the name,

; Whilet T was in {his pleasing ‘career of busy
idleness, for go it might at Dest be called, it hap-
pened that T was one night sitting in mylittle pars
lor, adjacent to the closet which my landlady calls
my bedroom, in the act of preparing for an early
retreat to the realms of Morpheus, Duagdale's
Monasticon, borrowed from the library at A—,
was lying on the table before me, flanked by some
excellent Cheshire cheese (a present by the way,
from an honegt London citizen, to whom I had ex-
plained the difference between a Gothic and a
Saxon arch), and a glass of Vanderhagen's best
ale. j]?hus armed at all points against my old ene-
my Time, I was leisurely and deliclonsly prepar-
ing for bed—mow reading a line of cld Dugdale—
now gipping my ale, or munching my bread and
cheese—now undoing the strings at my breeches'
kmees, or a button or two of my waistcoat, until
the village clock should strike ten, before which
time I make it a rule never to go'to bed. . A lond
knocking, however, interrupted my ordinary pro-
cess on this occasion, and the voice of my honest
landlord of the George was heard vociferating,*
*“What the deevil, Mrs. Grimslees, the Gaptuir? ,is
no'in his bed ¢ and a gentleman -at our house has
o]rdcrcd a éolwl and minced collops, and a bottle of
sherry, and has gent to ask him to su
all about the Abbey.” b i

““Na,” answered Luckie Grimslees, in thetrae
a_slcep_y tone of a Scotfish matron when teno’clock
is going to strike, * he’s no in his bed; but I'se
warrant him no gae oub at this time o’ nisht to
keep folks sitting np waiting for him—the Cap-
tain’s a decent man.”

I plainly perceived this last compliment was
made for my hearing, by way both of indicating
and of recommending the course of conduct which
Mrs. Grimslees desired I should pursne.. But I
had not been knocked about the world for thirty
yvears and odd, and lived a bluff bachelor all the
while, to come home and be put under petticoat
government by my landlady, Accordingly I
opened my chamber-door, and desired I.l:l; old
friend David to walk up-stairs.

** Captain,” eaid he, as he entered, ** I am as
glad to find you upas if I had hooked a twenty
ponnd saumon. There's a gentleman up yonder
that will not sleep sound in his bed this blessed
night unless he has the pleasure to drink & glass
of wine with youn.”

** Yon know, David,” I replied, with becoming
d}'gn ity, ‘*that I cannot with propriety co out to
:’ISi.t strangers at this time of night, or é(:cept of
invitations from people of whom I know nothing,”

* The George wns, and is, the prineipal inn in the village of
Kennaquhair, or Melross.  But the landlord of the period was
not the same elvil and quiet person by whom the fun is now
kept. David Kyle, o Melrose proprietor of no little importance
a fizst-rate person of conseguence in whatever belonged to t.b;
business of the town, was the original ewner and lnnc{!’a!d of the
inn. Poor David, like many otiaer busy men, took so mash
care of public affairs, a5 in some degree to neglect his own. Thero
ara persons still alive at Kennaguhalr who can reeognise him
and his peculiarities in-the following eketeh of mine Host-of
the Georpre.




12 *WAVERLEY NOVELS.

David swore a rouna oath, and added, ** Was
ever the like heard of ? He has ordered a fowl
and ego sauce, a pancake and minced collops and
a bottle of sherry—D’ye think I wad come and
ask you to go to keep company with ony bit Eng-
lish rider that sups on foasted cheese, and a.cheer-
er of rum-toddy ? This is a gentleman every inch
of him, and a virtuoso, a clean virtuoso—a sad-
colored stand of claithes, and a wig like the curled
back of a mag-ewe. The very first gnestion he
speered was about the auld drawbrig that has
been at the bottom of the water these twal score
years—I have seen the fondations when we were
sticking sanmon—And how the deevil suld be ken
ony thing about the old drawbrig, unless he were
a virbuoso ¥ % =

David being a virtnoso in his own way, and
moreover a landholder and heritor, was a guali-
fied judge:of all who frequented his house, and
therefore I could not avoid again tying the strings
of my knees.

“That's richt, Captain,” vociferated David;
“yon twa will be as thick as three in a bed an
ance ye foreather. T haena seen the like o him
my very sell since I saw the great Doctor Samuel
Johnson on his tower through Scotland, whilk

" tower is lying in my back parlor for the amuse-
ment of my gnests, wi’ the twa boards torn aff.”

* Then the gentleman is a scholar, David 7>

“I'se nphaud him a scholar,” angwered David;
“ he has a black coat on, or a brown ane, at ony
rate.,”

‘Iz he a clergyman 7"

“1 am thinking no, for he looked after his
horse’s supper before hespoke o’ his ain,’ replied
mine host.

“ Hlag he a servant ? ' demanded T.

 Nae servant,"” answered David ; ** but agrand
face o his ain, that wad gar ony bhody be willing
to serve him that looks upon him.”

# And what makes him think of disturbing
me? Ah, David, this has been some of your
chattéring ; you are’ perpetually bringing your
guests on my shoulders, as if it were my busi-
ness to entertain every man who comes to the
George.”

“YWhat the deil wad ye hae me do, Captain?
answered mine host; “a gentleman lichts down,
and asks me, in a most earnest manner, whal man
of senze and learning there is about our town,

_that can tell him about the antiguities of the
place, and specially about the auld Abbey—ye
wadna hae me tell the gentleman alee? and ye
ken weel eneugh there is naebody in the town
can say a reasonable word about it, be it no your-
gell, except the bedral, and he is as fon as a piper
by this time. So, says T, there's Captain Clutter-
buck, that’s a very civil gentleman, and has. little
to do forby telling a' the anld cracks about the
Abbey, and dwells just hard by. Then says the
gentleman to me, *8ir,) says he, very civilly,
“have the goodness to step to Captain Clatterbuck

# Thers is more to be said about-this old bridge hereafter.
3ce Note, p. 38,

with my compliments, and say I am a stranger,
who have been led to these parts chiefly by the
fame of thege Ruinsg, and that T would eall npor,
him, but the bour is late.’ And mair he said that
I have forgotten, but T weel remember it ended,—
¢ And, landlord, get a bottle of your best sherry,
and supper for two,'—Ye wadna have had me
refuse to do the gentleman's bidding, and me a
publican £

“Well, David,” said T, “* I wish your virtuogo
had taken a fitter hour—but as yon say be is a
gentleman—>»

“I'se uphaud kim that—the order speaks for
itgell—a botile of sherry—minched collops and a
fowl—that’s speaking like a gentleman, I trow ¥—
That's right, Captain, button weel up, the night’s
raw—but the water's clearing for a’ that; we'll be
on't neist night wi' my Lord’s boats, and we'll
hae ill lnck if I dinna send you a kipper to relizsh
your ale at e’en.” *

In five minutes-after this dialogue, I found
myself in the parlor of the George, and in the
presence of the stranger.

He was a grave personage, about my own age
(which we ghall call about fifty), and really had,
as my friend Dayid expressed it, something in his
face that inclined men to oblige and to serve him.
Yet this expression of authority was not at all
of the cast which I have seen in the countenance
of a reneral of brizade, neither was the stranger’s
dress ab all martial. It congisted of & uniform
gnit of iron-gray clothes, cut in rather an old-fash-
joned form. His legs were defended with strong
leathern gambadoes, which, according to an anti-
quarian contrivance, opened at the sides, and were
gecured by steel clasps. His countenance was
worn as much by toil and sorrow as by age, for it
intimated that he had seen and endured muci.
His address was singularly pleasing and gentle-

manlike, and the apology which he made for dis-
turbing me at such an hour, and in snch a manner,
was so well and handsemely expressed, that I
could mot reply otherwise than by declaring my
willingness to be of service to him,

‘-1 have been a traveller to-day, sir,”’ said he,
«and I would willingly defer the litfle I have to
say till after supper, for which I feel rather more
appetized than nsual.”

We sate down to table, and notwithstanding
the stranger’s alleged appetite, as well as the
gentle preparation of cheese and ale which T had
alveady laid aboard, I really believe that I of the
two did the greater honor to my friend David’s
fowl and minced collops.

‘When the cloth was removed, and we had each
made a tumbler of negus, of that liquor which
hosts call Sherry, and guests call Lisbon, I per-
ceived that the stranger seemed pensive, silent,

# The nobleman whose boats are mentioned In the text, ia
the late kind and amiable Tord Sommerville, an intimate {riend
of the author. David Kyle was a constant and privileged at-
tendant when Lord Sommerville bad a party for spearing sal
mon 3 on such ocessions, eighty or a hundred fish were oftea
kitled between Gleamer and Leaderfook
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gad somewhat embarrassed, as if he had some-
thing to communicate which he knew not well
how to introduce. To pave the way for him, I
gpoke of the ancient ruins of the Monastery, and
of their history. But, to my great surprise, 1
found T had met my match with a witness. The
stranger not only knew all that I could tell him,
but a great deal more; and, what was still more
mortifying, he was able, by reference to dates,
charters, and other evidence of facts, that, as
Burns says, “‘downa be disputed,” to correct
many of the vazue tales which I had adepted on
looge and vulgar tradition, as well as to confute
more than one of my favorite theories on the sub-
Ject of the old monks and their dwellings, which
I had eported freely in all the presumption of
enperior information. And here I eannot but re-
mark. that much of the stranger’s areuments and
induetions rested upon the authority of Mr. Depu-
ty Register of Scotland,# and his lucubrations: a
gentleman whose indefatioable research into the
national records is like to destroy my trade, and
that of all local antiguaries, by substituting truth
instead of lecend and romance. Alas! I would
the learned gentleman did but know how difficult
2;:::; for ns denlers in petty wares of antiquity
Pluck from our memorles a ronted © legend,?
Raze out the written records of our brain,
Or cleanse our bosoms of that perilous stuffl—

and go forth. It wounld, I am eure, move his pity
to think how many old dogs he hath set to learn
new tricks, how many venerable parrots he hath
faught t0 sing a new song, how many gray heads
he liath addled by vain attempts to exchange their
old Mumpsimus for his new Sumpsimus. But let
it pass. Humana perpesst sumus—All changes
round us, past, present, and to come; that which
was history yesterday becomes fable to-day, and
the truth of to-day is hatched nto a lie by to-mor-
TOW.

Finding myself like to be overpowered in the
h‘Ionastery, which I'had hitherto regarded as my
tifadel, I began, like a skilful genera), to evacuate
that place of defence, and fight my way through
the adjacent country. I had recourse to my ac-
quaintance with the families and antignities of
the neighborhood, ground on which I thonght I
might skirmish at large without its being possible
for the stranger to meet me with advantage. But
[ 'was mistaken,

The man in the iron-gray suit showed o much
more minate knowledge of these particulars than
Lhad the least pretension to. He could tell the very
year in which the family of De Haga first gettled
on their ancient barony.+ WNot a Thane within
reach but he knew his family and connexions,

® Thomas Thomson, Esq., swhose well-deserved panegyric
aught to be found on another paze than one writéen by an inti-
maté friend of thirty years® standing.

) 1 The family of De Hags, modernized into Haig, of Bemer-
Bide, is of the highest antiquity, and is the subject of one of the
$ropbecies of Thomas the Rhymer:—

* Betide, betide, whate’er betida,
Haig'shall be Halg of Bemerside.”?

how many of his ancestors had fallen by the sword
of the English, how many in domestic brawl, and
how many by the hand of the executioner for
march-treason. Their castles he was acquainted
with from turret to foundation-stone; and as for
the miscellaneous antiquities scattered about the
country, he knew every one of them, from a erom-
‘ech to a cairn, and could give as good an account
of each as if he had lived in the time of the Danes
or Druids,

It was now in the mortifying predicament of
one who suddenly finds himself a scholar when he
came to teach, and nothing was left for me but to
pick up as much of his conversation as I could,
for the benefit of the next company. I told, in-
deed, Allan Ramsay’s story of the Monlk and Mil-
ler's Wife, in order to retreat with some honor
under cover of a parting volley. Here, however,
my flank was again turned by the eternal stran-
ger.

“You are pleased to be facetions, sir,’ said
he; “but you cannot be ignorant that the ludi-
crous incident you mentioned is the subject of a
tale much older than that of Allan Ramsay.”

Inodded, unwilling to acknowledge my izno-
rance, though, in fact, I knew no more what he
meant than did one of my friend David's post.
Loraes,

“I do not allude,” continued my omniscient
companion, *“to the curious poem published by
Pinkerton from the Maitland Manuscript, called -
the Fryars of Berwick, although it presents a very
minute and amusing picture of Seottish manners
during the reien ‘of James V. ; bat rather to the
Italian novelist, by whom, so far as I know, the
atory was flret printed, although unquestionably
he first took hie original from some ancient fu-
bligu.” *

1t is net to be donbted,” answered T, not very
well understanding, however, the proposition to
which I gave such ungualified assent.

“ Yet,” continned my companion, *I question
much, had you known my situation and profes-
sion, whether you would have pitched upon this
precise anecdote for my amusement.’*

This obzervation he made in a tone of perfect
good-humor. T pricked up my ears at the hint,
and answered as politely as I conld, that my igno-
rance of his condition and rank could be the only
cauge of my having stumbled on anything disa-
greeable ; and that T was most willing to apolo-
gize for my unintentional offence, so soon as I
should knosw wherein it consisted,

" Nay, no offence, sir,”” he replied; *‘ offence
can only exist where it is taken. T havebeen too
long accnstomed to more severe and cruel mis-
constructions, to be offended at a popular Jest,
thoush directed at my profession.”

* Am I to understand, then,” T answered,

* It is enrions fo' remark at how little expense of invention
successive ages ars content to receive amusment. The same
story which Ramsay and Dunbar have successively handled,
forms also the subject of the modern farce, No Bong, ne
Supper.

s
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* that T am epeaking with a Catholic clergy-
man ? ”

*An unworthy monk of the order of Saint
Benedict,” said the stranger, ‘‘belonging to a
community of your own conutrymen, long estab-
lished in France, and scattered unhappily by the
events of the Revolation.” s

“Then,” said 1, * you are a native Scotchman,
and from this neighborhood #

“Not go,” answered the monk; “I am &
Scotchman by extraction only, and never was in
this neighborhood during my whele life.”

% Never in this neighborhood, and yet 8o mi-
nutely acquainted with its history, its traditions,
and even its external scenery! You surprise me,
gir,” T replied.

Tt is not gurprising,” he said, * that I shonld
have that sort of local information, when it is
considered, that my unele, an excellent man, as
well a3 a good Seotchman, the head also of our
religious community, employed much: of hislei-
gure in making me acquainted with these particn-
lars; and that I myself, disgusted with what has
been passing around me, have for many years
amunsed myself, by digesting and arranging the
varioug seraps of information which I derived
from my worthy relative, and other aged brethren
of our order.”

“T presume, sir,”t said T, *thongh I would
by no means intrude the guestion, that you are
now refurned to Scotland with a view to setile
amongst your countrymen, since the great po-
litical catastrophe of our time has reduced your
corps 7 ™

 No, sir,” replied the Benedictine, **such is
not my intention.. A Huropean potentate, who
gtill cherishes the Catholic faith, has offered us a
retreat within his dominions, where a few of my
scattered brethren are already assembled, to pray
to God for blessings on their protector, and par-
don to their enemies. No one, I believe, will be
able to object to us under our new establishment,
that the extent of our revenues will be inconsigt-
ent with our vows of poveriy and abstinence;
but, let us strive to bethankful to God, that the
gnare of temporal abundance is removed from ngs.”

 Many of your convents abroad, sir,” said I,
“gnjoyed very handsome incomes—and yet, al-
lowing for times, I question if any were better
provided for than the Monastery of this village,
Tt is said to have possessed nearly two fhonsand
pounds in yearly money-rent, fourteen chalders
and nine bolls of wheat, fifty-six chalders five
bolls barley, forty-fonr chalders and ten bolls oats,
capons and poultry, butter, salt, carringe and ar-
riage, peats and kain, wool and ale.”

“Hyen too much of all these temporal goods,
gir,” said my companion, ** which, thongh well in-
tended by the pious donors, served only to make
the establishment the envy and the prey of those
by whom it was finally devoured.”

‘% In the meanwhile, however,” I observed,
**{he monks had an easy life of it, and, as the old
20Dng goes,

* made gude kale

On Fridays when they fasted.’ ?

. *T understand you, gir,” said the Benedictiney
i ig difficult, saith the proverD, to carry a full
cup without spilling, . Unquestionably the wealth
of the community, as it endangered the safety of
the establishment by exciting the cupidity of
others, was also in frequent instances a snare to
the brethren themselves., ‘And yet we have geen
the revenues of eonvents expended, not only in
acts of beneflcence and hospitality to individuals,
‘but in works of general and permanent advantage
to the world at large. The noble folio collection
of French historians, commenced in 1737, under
the inspection and at the expense of the commu-
nity of Saint Maur, will long show that the reve-
nues of the Benedictineés were not'always spent
in gelfindulgence, and that the members of that
order did not uniformly slumber in sloth and indo-
Jence, when they had discharged the formal du-
ties of their rule.”

Asg T knew nothing earthly at the time abouk
the community of 8t. Maur, and their learned la-
Tors, I could only return a mumbling assent to
this proposition. T have eince seen this noble
work in the library of a distinguished family, and
TImust own I am ashamed to reflect, that, in go
wealthy acountry as ours, a gimilar digest of our
historians should not be undertaken, under the
patronage of the noble and the learned, in rivalry
of that which the Benedictines of Paris executed
at the expense of their own conveuntual fands.

T pereeive,’” said the ex-Benedictine, smil-
ing, ** that your heretical prejudices are too strong
to allow us poor brethren any merit, whether
literary or spiritnal.”

‘“Par from it, sir,”” said I; *“Tassure you .
have been much obliged to monks in my time.
When T was quartered in a Monastery in Flan
ders, in the campaign of 1793, I never lived mor¢
comfortably in my life. They were jolly fellows
the Flemish Canons, and right sorry was I tc
leave my good gquarters, and to know that mjy
honest hosts were to be at the merey of the Sans-
Culottes. But—joréune de la querre!™

The poor Benedictine looked down and wag
silent. I had nawittinely awakened a train of
bitter reflections, or rather I had tonched some-
what rondely upon a chord which scldom ceased
to vibrate of itself. But he was foo much accus-
tomed to this sorrowful train of ideas to suffer it
to overcome him. On my part, I hastened to
atone for my blunder. * Xf there was any object
of his journey to this country in which I could,
with propriety, assist him, I begged to offer him
my best services.” 1 own I laid some little em-
phasis on the words, * with propriety,” as I felt
it wonld ill become me, a sound Protestant, and
a servant of government so far as my half-pay
was concerned, to implicate myzelf in any recruit-
ing which my companion might have undertaken,
in behalf of foreign seminaries, or in any similar
design for the advancement of Popery, which,
whether the Pope be actually the old lady of
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Babylon or no, it did not become me in any man-
per to advance or countenance.

My new friend hastened to relieve my inde-
cision. *“ I was abont to request your assistance,
sir,” he gaid, *in & matter which eannot but in-
terest you as an antignary, and & person of re-
gearch, Buf I assure you it relaies entirely io
events and persong removed to the distance of
two centuries and & half; T have experienced too
much evil from the violent nngettlement of the
country in which I was born, to be a rash laborer
in the work of innovation in that of my ances-
tore.”

Tagain assured him of my willingness to assist
him in anything that was not contrary to my alle-
giance or religion.

“ My proposal,” he replied, ** affects neither.—
May God bless the reigning family in Britain |
They are not, indeed, of that dynasty to restore
which my ancestor struggled and suffered in
vainj; buf the Providence who has conducted his
present Majesty to the throne, has given him the
virtues necesgary to his time—firmness and in-
trepidity—a true love of his country, and an en-
lightened view of the dangers by which ghe is
surronnded.—For the religion of these realms, I
am contented to hope that the preat Power whose

‘mysterious dispensation has rent them from the

bosom of the church, will, in his own good time
and manner, restore them to its hely pale. The
efforts of an individual, obscure and humble as
myself, might well retard, but could never ad-
vance 4 work so mighty.”

*“ May I then inguire, sir,” said I, * with what
purpose you seek this conntry 2

Ere my companion replied, he tock from his
pocket a clasped paper book, about the gize of a
regimental orderly-book, full, as it seemed, of
memoranda; and, drawing one of the candles
close to him (for David, as a strong proof of his
respect for the stranger, had indulged us with
two), he seemed to pernse the contents Very ear-
nestly.

“There is among the rains of the western end
of the Abbey church,” gaid he, looking up to me,
yet keeping the memorandum-book half open,
and occasionally claneing at it, as if to refresh his
memory, ““a sort of recess or chapel beneath a
broken arch, and in the immediate vicinity of
one of those shaftered Gothic columns which
once supported the magnificent roof, whose fall
bad now encumbered that part of the building
witlt its ruins.” #

* I think,” gaid T, “that T know whereabonts
you are. Is there not in the side wall of the
thapel, or recess, which you mention, a large
c!u'\'er_l stone; bearing a coat of arms, which no
one hitherto has been able to decipher?®

*You are right,”” answered the Benedictine ;
:nd again consulting his memoranda, he a\]ded;

lth(f arms on the dexter side are those of Glen-
dinning, being a cross parted by a cross indented
nd countercharged of the same; and on the sin-
\ster three spur-rowels for those of Avenel; they

are two ancient families, now almost extinct in
this country—the arms party per pale.”

1 think,” eaid I, *“there is no part of this
ancient structure with which yon are not as well
acquainted as was the maszon who bailt it. Bat
if your information be correct, he who made out
these bearings mmust have had better eyes ihan
mine,”

** His eyes,” gaid the Benedictine, “ have long
been closed in death ; probably when he inspected
the monument it was in amore perfectetate, or he
may h_ave derived his information from the tradi-
tion of the place.”

* I assure you,” said T, *“that no such tradition
now exists. 1have made several reconnoizssances
among the old people, in hopes to learn some-
thing of the armorial bearings, but T never heard
of such a circnmstance. It seems odd that yon
should have acquired it in a foreign land.”

** These trifling particulars,” he replied.  were
formerly looked mpon as more important, and
they were sanctified to the exiles who retained
recollection of them, because they related fo a
place dear indeed to memory, but which their
eyes could never again behold. It is possible, in
like manner, that on the Potomac or Susquehan-
nah, you may find iraditions current concerning
places in England, which are utferly forgotten in
the neighborhood where they originated, Butto
my purpoge. In this recess, marked by the ar-
morial bearings, lies buried a treasure, and it is
in order to remove it that I have undertaken my
journey.”

‘A treasure!” echoed I, in astonishment.

**Yes,” replied the monk, “an inestimable
treasure, for those who know how to use it right
Iy

I own my ears did tingle a little at the word
treasure, and that a handsome tilbury, with a neat
groom in blue and scarlet livery, having a smart
cockade on his glazed hat, seemed as it were to
glide across the room before my eyes, while a
voice, as of a crier, pronounced in my ear, Cap-
tain Clutterbuck’s tilbury—drive up.” But I re-
sisted the devil, and he fled from me.

* T believe.” said I, **all hidden treasure be-
longs either to the king or the lord of the soil;
apd as I have served his majezty, I cannot con-
cern myself in any adventure which may have an
end in the Court of Exchequer.”

" “The treasure I seek,” said the stranger, smil
ing, * will not be envied by princes or nobles,—it
iz gimply the heart of an upright man.”

** Ah| I understand you,”’ I answered ; **some
relie, forgotten in the confusion of the Reforma-
tion. I know the value which men of your per-
suasion put upon the bodies and limbs of saints.
I have seen the Three Kings of Cologne.”

**The relics which I seek, however,” gaid the
Benedictine, ‘‘are not precisely of that nature.
The excellent relative whom I have already men-
tioned, amused hisleisure hours with puitinginto
form the traditions of his family, particularly soma
remarkable circumstances which took place about
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the firat breaking ont of the schism of the church
In Scotland. He became so much interested in his
own labors, that at length he resolved that the
heart of one individual, the hero of his tale, should
rest no longer in 4 land of heresy, now desgerted
by all his kindred, As he knew where it was de-
posited, he formed the resolution to visit his na-
tive country for the purpose of recovering this
valned relic. But age, and at length disease, in-
terfered with his resolution, and it was on his
deathbed that he charged me to undertale the task
in his stead. The various important events which
have crowded upon each other, our ruin and our
exile, have for many years oblized me to postpone
this delegated duiy. Why, indeed, iransfer the
relics of a holy and worthy man to a couniry,
where religion and virtue are become the mockery
of the gecorver? I havenow ahome, which Itrust
may be permanent, if any thing in this earth can
be termed so. Thither will I transport the heart
of the good father, and beside the ghrine which it
shall oceupy, I will construct my own grave.”

“ He must, indeed, have been an excellent
man,” replied I, * whose memory, at 2o distant a
period, calls forth guch strong marks of regard.”

‘He was, ag you justly term him,” gaid the
ecclesiastic, **indeed excellent—excellent in his
life and doctrine—excellent, above all, in his self-
denied and disinterested sacrifice of all that life
holds dear to principle and to friendship. But yon
ghall read his history. I ghall behappy at onee to
gratify your curiosity, and to show my sense of
your kindness, if yon will have the goodness to
procure me the means of accomplishing my ob-
jeet,”

1 replied to the Benedictine, that, as the rub-
bish amongst which he proposed to search wasno
part of the ordinary burial-ground, and as I was
on the best terms with the sexton, I had little
doubt that I could procure him the means of exe-
cuting his pious purpose.

With this promise we parted for the night ; and
on the ensuing mormine I made it my business to
gee the sexton, who, for a small groinity, readily
granted permission of search, on condition, how-
ever, that he ghonld be present himself, o see that
the stranger removed nothing of intrinsic value.

Mo banes, and skulls, and hearts, if he can
find ony, he shall bewelcome,” said this guardian
of the ruined Monastery, * there’s plenty a’ about,
an he’s curious of them ; but if there be ony picts
(meaning perhaps pya) * or ehalishes, or the like
of such Popigh veshells of gold and silver, deil hae
me an I conneve at their being removed.”

The sexton alzo stipnlated, that our researches
ghould take place at night, being unwilling to ex-
site observation, or give rise to scandal.

My new acquaintance and I spent the day as
became lovers of hoar antiquify. We visited every
zorner of thege magnificent ruing again and again
during the forenoon ; and, having made a com-
fortable dinner at David’s, we walked in the after-
nnon to such places in the neighborhood as an-
wlent tradition or modern conjeeture had rendered

markworthy. Night found us in the interior of
the ruins, attended by the sexton, who carried #
dark lantern, and stumbling alternately over the
graves of the dead, and the fragments of thatarchi-
tectnre, * which they doubtless trusted wonld have
canopied their bones till doomsday.”

T am by no means particularly superstitions,
aud yet there was that in the presentservice which
Idid not very much like. There was something
awful in the resolution of disturbing, at such an
hour, and in such a place, the still and mute sane-
tity of the crave. My companions were free from
this impression—the strancer from his energetic
desire to execute the purpose for which he came—
and the sexton fron» habitual indifference. We
soon stood In the aisle, which, by the account of
the Benedictine, contained the bones of the fam-
ily of Glendinning, and were busily employed in
removing the rubbish from a cormer which the
gtranger pointed ont. Ifa half-pay Captain could
have represented an anecient Border-knight, or an
ex-Benedictine of the nineteenth century a wiz-
ard monk of the sixteenth, we might have aptly
enough personified the .gearch after Michael
Scott’s lamp and book of magic power. But the
sexton wonld have been de frop in the group.*

Ere the stranger, assisted by the sexton in his
tagk, had been long at work, they came to some
hewn stones, which seemed to have made part of
a small shrine, thongh now displaced and de-
stroyed.

“Tetusremove these with cantion, my friend,"
eaid the stranger, **lest we injure that which 1
come to seek.”

“They are prime stanes™ said the sexton,
“picked free every ane of them ;—warse than the
best wad never serve the monks, I'se warrant.”

A minnte after he had made this obzervation,
he exclaimed, “ I hae fund something now that
stands again’ the gpade, as if it were neither earth
nor stane.”

The stranger stooped eagerly to assist him,

“Na, na, haill o’ my ain,” said the sexton; ‘*nae
halves or quarters ; "—and he lifted from amongst
the ruins a small leaden hox.

*“You will be disappointed, my friend,” gaid
the Beredictine, il you expect any thing there
but the monidering dust of a human heart, closed
in an inner case of porphyry.”

I interposed as a neatral party, and taking the
box from the sexton, reminded him, that if there
were treasure concealed in it, still it could not be-
come the property of the finder. Ithen proposed,
that as the place was too dark to examine the con-
tents of the leaden casket, we shounld adjonrn to

* This is one of those passnges which must now read awk-
wardly, since every one knows that the Novelist and the author
of the Lay of the Minstrel, is the same person.  But before the
avowal was made, the author was forced into this and similar
offences against good taste, to meet an argument, often repaated,
that there was something very mysterious in the Author of
Waverley’s reserve concerning Sir Walter Scott, an author
sufficiently voluminous atleast. T had a great mind to remove

s from this edition, but the mora eandid way is 4
how they came thére.
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David's, where we might have the advantage of
lizht and fire while carrying on our investigation,
TT]E! tranger requested us to go before, assuring
us that he wonld follow in a few minutes.

1 fancy that old Mattocks suspected these few
minutes might be employed in effecting farther
discoveries amongst the tombs, for he glided back
through a side-aisle to wateh the Benedictine's
motions, but presently returned, and told me ina
whisper, that ** the gentleman was on his knees
amang the cauld stanes, praying like ony saunt.”

I stole back, and beheld the old man actually
employed a3 Mattocks had informed me. The
langnage seemed to be Latin and as the whis-
pered, yet solemn accent, glided away through
ihe roined aisles, I could not help reflecting how
long it was since they had heard the forms of
that religion, for the exercige of which they had
Dbeen reared at euch a cost of time, taste, labor,
and expenze. * Come away, come away,”’ said
I; “let us leave him to himself, Mattocks; this
is no business of ours.” i

“ My certes, no, Captain,” maid Mattocks;

tpe’ertheless, it winna be amiss to keep an ce
on him. My father, rest hiz sanl, was a horse-
couper, and nsed to say he never was cheated in
a naig inhis life, saving by a west-country whig
frae Kilmarnock, that gaid a grace ower 8 dram o’
whigky. But this gentleman will be a Roman,
I'ge warrant 2 o

“You are perfectly right in thal, Saunders,”
said L

# Ay, I have seen fwa or three of their priests
that were chased ower here some score o' years
syne. They just danced like mad when they
woked on the friars’ heads. and the nuns’ heads,
in the cloister yonder; they took to them like
anld acquaintance like,—Od, he is not stirring
yet, mair than hé were a throughstape | ¥ I
never kend a Roman, to gay kend him, but ane
—mair by token, he was the only ane in the
town to ken—and that was auld Jock of the
Pend, It wad hae been lang ere ye fand Jock
praying in the Abbey in a thick night, wi' his
knees on a cauld stane. Jock likit a kirvk wi' a
chimley in’t. Mony a merry ploy I hae had wi'
him down at the inn yonder ; and when he died,
decently I wad hae earded him ; but, or I gat his
grave weel howkit, some of the same quality, that
were o' his aln unhappy persuasion, had the
corpse whirried away up the water, and buried
him after their ain pleasure, donbtless—they kend
best. Twad hae made nae great charge. I wadna
hae excised Johnnie, dead or alive.—Stay, see—
the strange gentleman is coming.” ;

‘* Hold the lantern to assist him, Mattocks,”
said L—" This is rough walking, sir.”’

*¥es ™ replied the Benedictine; I may
eay with a poet, who is dombtlessafamiliar to
yon—"

I should be surprized if he were, thought I in-
ternally. =

The stranger continned:

#* A tombsdune,

f Salnt Francis be my speed ! how oft fo-night
Have my old teet stumbled at graves |

*We are now clear of the churchyard,” said I,
**and have but a short walk to David’s, where 1
hope we ghall find a cheerful fire to enliven us
after our night’s work,”?

We entered, accordingly, the little parlor, into
which Mattocks was alzo about to push himszelf
with sufficient efirontery, when David, with a
most astounding oath, expelled him by head and
shoulders, d—nipg his curiosity, that would not
let gentlemen be private in their own inn. Ap-
parently mine host considered his own presence
as no intrusion, for he crowded up fo the table
on which I had laid down the leaden box. Tt
was frail and wasted, as might be guessed, from
having Iain so many yearsin the ground. Onopen-
ing it, we found deposited within, a case made of
porphyry, as the stranzer had announced to us.

¢ I funey,” he eaid, **gentlemen, yonr curi-
osity will not be satisfled, —perhaps I shounld say
that your snspicions will not be removed, unless
I undo this casket: wet it only contpins the
mouldering remains of a heart, once the seat
of the noblest thoughts.”

He undid the box with great cantion; but
the shrivelled substance which it contained bore
now no resemblance to what it might once have
been, the means used having been apparently un-
eqnal to preserve its shape and color, although
they were adequate to prevent its total decay.
We were guite satisfied, notwithstanding, that iv
was what the stranger asserfed, the remains of a
human heart; and David readily promised his in-
flnence in the village, which was almost codrdi-
nate with that of the bailie himegelf; o silence all
idle rumors. He was, moreover, pleased to favor
us with his company to supper; and having
taken the lion’s share of two bottles of sherry, he
not only sanctioned with his plenary authority
the gtranger's removal of the heart, but, I believe,
would have anthorized the removal of the Abbey
itself, were it not that it happens congiderably to
advantage the worthy publican’s own custom.

The object of the Benedictine’s visit to the
land of his forefathers being now accomplished,
he announced his intention of leaving us early in
the ensning day, but requested my company to
breakfaet with him before his departure. I came
accordingly, and when we had finished our morn-
ing's meal, the priest took me apart, and pulling
from his pocket a large bundle of papers, he put
them into my hands. *‘*These,” gaid he ** Cap-
tain Clutterbuck, are gennine Memoirs of the six-
teenth century, and exhibit in a singular, and, as
1 think, an interesting point of view, the manners
of that period. I am induoced to believe that their
publication will not be an unaceeptable present to
the British public; and willingly make over to
you any profit that may accrue from such a trans
action.” i

1 stared a little at this annenciation, and ob-
gerved that the hand seemed too modern for tha
date he assiened to the manusecript.
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* Do not mistake me, sir,” said the Benedic-
tine; *“I do not mean to say the Memoirs were
written in the sixteenth century, but only, that
they were compiled from authentic materials of
that period, but written in the taste and language
of the present day. My uncle commenced this
book ; and I, partly to improve my habit of Eng-
lish compogition, partly to divert melancholy
thoughts, amused my leisnre hours with conting-
ing and concluding it. You will see the period
of the story where my uncle leaves off his narra-
tive, and I ecommence mine. In fact, they relate
in a great measure to different persons, as well ag
to a different period.”

Retaining the papers in my hand, I proceeded
to state to him my doubts; whether, as a good
Protestant; I could undertake or superintend a
publication written probably in the spirit of
Popery.

*“You will find,” he said, “ no matter of con-
troversy in these gheets, nor any sentiments
stated, with which, I trust, the good in all per-
suasions will not be willing to join, I remem-
bered I was writing for a land unhappily divided
from the €atholic faith; and [ have taken care to
say nothing which, justly interpreted, could give
ground for accusing me of partiality, But if,
upon collating my narrative with the proofs to
which I refer you—for you will find copies of
many of the original papers in that parcel—youn
are of opinion that I have been partial to my
own faith, I freely give you lsave tocorrect my
errors in that respect. I own, however, I amnot
conscions of this defect, and have rather to fear
that the Catholics may be of opinion, that I have
mentioned circumstances respecting the decay
of diseipline which preceded, and partly occa-
sioned, the great schism, called by you the Refor-
mation, over which I ought to have drawn & veil.
And indeed, thig is one reason why I choose the
papers should appear in a foreign land, and pass
to the press through the hands of a stranger.”

To this I had nothing to reply, unless to object
my own incompetency to the task the good father
was desirous toimpose upon me. On this gnb-
ject he was pleased to say more, I fear, than his
knowledze of me fully warranied—more, at any
rate, than my modesty will permif me to record.
Atlength he ended, with advising me, if I con-
tinued to feel the diffidence which I stated, to ap-
ply fo some veteran of literature, whose expe-
rienee might supply my deficiencies. Upon these
terms we parted, with mutual expressions of re-
gard, and I have never since heard of him.

After several attempts to peruse the quires of
paper thus singularly conferred on me, in which I

was interrnpted by the most inexplicable fits of
yawning, I at length, in & sort of despair, com-
municated them to our village club, from whom
they found & more favorable recepiion than the
unlucky conformation of my nerves had been able
to afford them. They unanimously pronounced
the work to be exceedingly good, and assured me
I would be guilty of the greatest possible injury

to our flourishing village, if I ghounld stippress
what threw such an interesting and radiant light
upon the history of the ancient Moenastery of
Saint Mary.

At length, by dint of listening to their opinion,
1 became dubious of my own ; and, indeed, when
T heard passages read forth by the gonorous voice
of our worthy pastor, I was scarce more tired
than T have felt myself at some of his own ser-
mons, Such, and 8o great is the difference be-
twixt reading a thing one’s self, making toilsome
way through all the diffienlties of manuseript,
and, as the man says in the play, **having the
same read to yom;V—it is positively like being
walted over a creek in a boat, or wading throngh
it on your feet, with the mud up to your knees.
Still, however, there remained the great difiiculty
of finding some one who could act as editor, cor-
rector at once of the press and of the language,
which, according to the schoolmaster, wag abso-
lutely necessary.

Since the ftrees walked forth to choose them-
selves a king, never was an honor so bandied
about. The parson would not leave the guiet of
his chimney-corner—the bailie pleaded the dignity
of hia situation, and the approach of the great an-
nual fair, as reasons against going to Edinburgh
to make arrangements for printing the Benedic-
tine’s manuscript. The schoolmaster alone seemed
of malleable stuff; and, desirous perhaps of emu-
laling the fame of Jedediah Cleishbotham, evinced
a wish to nndertake thiz momentous commission.
But a remonstrance from three opunlent farmers,
whose sons he had at bed, board, and schooling,
for twenty pounds per annom a-head, came like a
frost over the blossoms of his literary ambition,
and he was compelled to decline the service.

In these circumstances, sir, I apply to you, by
the advice of our little couneil of war, nothing
doubting you will not be disinclined to take the
duty upon you, as it is much connected with that
in which you have distingnished yourself. What
I request ig, that you will review, or rather revise
and correct, the enclosed packet, and prepare it
for the press, by such alterations, additions, and
curtailments, as you think necessary., Forgive
my hinting to you, that the deepest well may be
exhausted,—the best corps of grenadiers, as our
old general of brigade expressed himself, maybe
wsed wp. A few hints can do you no harm; and,
for the prize-money, let the battle be fivst won,
and it shall be parted at the drum-head. I hope
you will take nothing amiss that I bave said. I
am a plain soldier, and little accustomed to com-
pliments. I may add, that I should be well con-
tented to march in the front with you- -thatis, {c
put my name with yours on the title-page. 1
have the honor to be, Sig,

Your unknown humble servant,
! CurHBERT CLUTTERBUCK.
Virrace oF KEXNAQUHAIR, of April; 15—
For the Author of * Waverloy,” de., E
eare of Mr. Jokn Batlantyne,
Humover Street, Edinburgh.

ANSWER TO THE INTRODUCTORY EPISTLE,

ANSWER BY “THE AUTIIOR OF WAVERLEY,”
TO THE FOREGOTNG
LETTER FROM CAPTAIN CLUTTERBUCK.

Dear Capran,—Do notadmire, that, notwith-
ptanding the distance and ceremony of your ad-
dress, T refurn an answer in the terms of famili-
arity. The trath is, your origin and native country
are better known to me than even to yourself,
You derive your respectable parentage, if T am
not greaily mistaken, from % land which has af-
forded much pleasure, as well as profit, to those
who have traded to it successfully,—I mean that
part of the ferra éncognite which is called the
province of Utopia. Itz productions, though cen-
eured by many (and some who usge tea and tobac-
co withont seruple) as idle and unsubstantial
hizuries, have nevertheless, like many other
Inxuries, a general accepiation, and are secretly
enjoyed even by those who express the greatest
kcorn and diglike of them in punblic. The dram-
drinker is often the first to be shocked af the
smell of spirite—it i8 not unusmal to hear old
maiden ladies declaim against scandal—the pri-
vate book-cases of gome grave-geeming men
would not breok decent eyes—and many, I ray
not of the wise and learned, but of these most
anxious to seem such, when the spring-lock of
their library is drawn, théirvelvet cap punlled over
their ears, their feet insinnated into their turkey
elippers, are to be found, were their retreats sud-
denly intruded upon, busily engaged with the last
new novel. -

I have said, the fruly wise and learned disdain
these shifts, and will open the said novel asavow-
edly ag they would the lid of their snuff-box. I
will only quote one instance, though I know a
hundred. Did you kuow the celebrated Wait of
Birmingham, Captain Clutterbuck? I believe
not, though, from what I am about to state, he
would not have failed to have sought an acquaint-
ance with you. It was only once my fortune to
meet him, whether in body or spirit it matters
not. There were assembled about half a score of
our Northern Lights, who had amongst them,
Heaven knows how, a wellknown character of
your counfry, Jedediah Cleishbotham. This
worthy person, having come to Edinbureh dur-
i}lg the Christmas vacation, had become a sort of
lon in the place, and was led in leash from house
to house along with the guisards, the stonc-eater,
and other amugements of the season, which * ex-

_hibifed their unparalleled feats to private family-

Pparties, if required.” Amidst this company stood
Mr. Watt, the mah whose genius discovered the
means of multiplying our national resources to a
degree perhaps even beyond his own stupendous
povwers of calculation and combination; bringing
e treasures of the abyes to the swmmit of the

earth—piving the feeble arm of man the momen:
tum of an Afrite—commanding manufictures to
arise, as the rod of the prophet produced water in
the desert—affording the means of dispensing
with that time and tide which wait for no man,
and of sailing without that wind which defied the
commands and threats of Xerxes himself.®* This
potent commander of the elements—this abiidger
of fime and space—this magician whose cloudy
machinery has produced & change on the world,
the effects of which, extracrdinary as they are,
are perhaps oply now beginning to be felt—was
not only the most prefound man of science, the
most sugcessinl combiner of powers and ealeula-
tor of numbers as adapted to practical purposes,
—was not only one of the most generally well-in-
formed,—but one of the best and kindest of hu-
man beings. !

There he stood, surrounded by the litile band
I have mentioned of Northern literali, men not
less tenacious, generally speaking of their own
fame, and their own opiniong, than fhe national
regiments are supposed to be jealous of the high
character which they have won upon service.
Methinks T yet see and hear what I ghall never
gee or hear again. In his eighty-fifih year, the
alert, kind, benevolent old man, had his attention
alive to every one’s question, his information at
every one’s command.

Hig talents and fancy overflowed on every
subject. One gentleman was a deep philologist,
—he talked with him on the origin of the alpha-
bet as if he bad been coeval with Cadmus; an-
other, a celebrated critic,—you wonld have said
the old man had studied political economy and
belles-lettres ail his life,—of science it is unneces-
sary to gpeals, it was his own distinguished walk.
And yet, Captain Clutterbuck, when he spoke
with your countryman Jedediah Cleishbotham,
you would have sworn he had been coeval with
Claver’se and Burley, with the persecutors and
persecated, and could number every shot the
dragoons had fired at the fagitive Covenanters.
In fact, we discovered that no novel of the least
celebrity escaped his perugal, and that the gifted
man of science was as much addicted to the pro-
ductions of your nafive country (the land of
Utopia aforesaid), in other words, as shameless

* Probably the ingenions author alludes to the nalional
adage:
& The king sald sail,
But the wind said no.”
Our schoolmaster (who is also a land-surveyor) thinks this
whole passage refers to Mr. Watt's improvements on the steam-
engine,—Nate by CAPTAIN CLUTIERBUCK,




