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fool is many times too strong for ® wise man, by virtue of
his thick hide. For when she said that she hoped she
should hear from him in his new principality, ‘Yes',1
sooth,’ says he, graciously enough. <And in what style?
asks she. ¢To our dear sister,’” says Stukely : to which
her clemency hiad nothing to reply, but turned away, as
M:. Burleigh told me, laughing.” i
¢“Alas for him!” said gentle Mrs. Leigh. ¢<Such self-
conceit—and Heaven knows we bave the root of it in our-
selves also—is the very daughter of self-will, and of that
loud crying out about I, and me, and mine, which is the
very bird-call for all devils, and the broad road which leads
3 h.”
" '(E(i%twiﬂ lead him to his,” said Sir Richard ; ¢¢God grant
it be not upon Tower-hilll for since that Florida plot, and
after that his hopes of Irish preferment came to. nought,
he who could not help himself by fair means has taken to
foul ones, and gone over to Italy to the PoPe, _\vanse
infallibility has not been proof against Stukely’s wit; for
he was soon his Holiness’s closet couunsellor, and, they
say, his bosom friend ; and made him give credit to his
boasts that, with three thousand soldiers he ‘would beat
the English out of Ireland, and make the Pope’s son king
e 9
Of‘!‘Ay, but,” said Mr. Leigh, I suppose the Itahans
have the same fetch now as they had when I was there, to
explain such uglycases ; namely, that the Pope isinfallible
only in doctrine, and quoad Pope ; while quoad hominem,
he is even as others, or indeed, in general, a deal worse,
so that ' the office, andsnci:; lthe m;:x, may be glorified
by. But where is Stukely now AL
th?fz.\ty Rome when last I heard of him, ruffling it up and
down the Vatican as' Baron Ross, szqount Murrough,
Earl Wexford, Marquis: Leinster, and a title or two more,
which have cost the Pope little, seeing that tl.ley never
were his to give; and plotting, they say, some ha;r.-brai'ned
expedition against Ireland by the help of the Spanish king,
which must end in nothing but his shame and ruin. And
now, my sweet hosts, I must call for ’s’ervmg-boy and
lantern, and home to my bed in Bideford. 5%
And so Amyas Leigh went back to school, an r.
Oxenham went his way to Plymouth agaia, and sailed for
the Spanish Main-

CHAPTER II.
HOW AMYAS CAME HOME THE FIRST TIME.

¢ Si taceant homines, facient te sidera notum,
Sol nescit comitis immemor esse sui.’’

Old Epigram on Drake.

F1ve years have past and gone. It is nine of the clock
on a still, bright November morning ; but the bells of
Bideford church are still ringing for the daily service two
hours after the usual time; and instead of going soberly
according to wont, cannot help breaking forth every five
minutes into a jocund peal, and tumbling head over heels
in ecstasies of jov. Bideford streets are a very flower-
garden of all the colors, swarming with seamen and
burghers, and burghers’ wives and daughters, all in their
holiday attire. Garlands are hung across the streets, and
tapestries from every window. The ships in the pool are
dressed in all their flags, and give tumultuous vent to their
feelings by peals of ordinance of every size. Every stable
is crammed with horses; and Sir Richard Grenvil’s house
is like a very tavern, with eating and drinking, and unsad-
dling, and running to and fro of grooms and serving men.
Along the little churchyard, packed full with women,
streams all the gentle blood of North Devon,—tall and
stately men, and fair ladies, worthy of the days when the
gentry of England were by due right the leaders of the
people, by personal prowess and beauty, as well as by
intellect and education. And first, there is my lady
Countess of Bath, whom Sir Richard Grenvil is escorting,
cap in land (for her good Earl Bourchier is in London
with the queen); and there are Bassets from beautiful
Umberleigh, and Carys from more beautiful Clovelly, and
Fortescues of Wear, and Fortescues of Buckland, and
Fortescues from all quarters, and Coles from Slade, and
Stukelys from Affton, and St. Legers from Annery, and
Coffins from Portledge, and even Coplestones from Egges-
ford, thirty miles away : and last, but not least (for almost
all stop to give them place,) Sir John Chichester of Ralegh,
followed in single file, after the good old patriarchal
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fashion, by his eight daughters, and three of his five famous
sons (one, to avenge his murdered brother, is fighting
valiantly in Ireland, hereafter to rule there wisely also, as
Lord Deputy and Baron of Belfast); and he meets at the
gate his cousin of Arlington, and behind him a train of
four daughters and nineteen sons, the last of whom has
not yet passed the Town-hall, while the first is at the
Lychgate, who, laughing, make way for the elder though
shorter branch of that most fruitful tree ;: and so on into
the church, where all are placed according to their degrees,
or at least as near as may be, not without a few sour looks
and shovings, and whisperings, from one high-born matron
and another; till the churchwardens and sidesmen, who
never had before so goodly a company to arrange, have
bustled themselves hot, and red, and frantic, and end by
imploring abjectly the help of the great Sir Richard him-
self to tell them who everybody is, and which is the elder
branch, and which is the younger, and who carries eight
quarterings in their arms, and who only four, and so pre-
vent their setting at deadly feud half the fine ladies of
North Devon; for the old men are all safe packed away in
the corporation pews, and the young ones care only to get
a place whence they may eye the ladies. And at last there
is a silence, and a looking toward the door, and then dis-
tant music, flutes and hautboys, drums and trumpets,
which come braying, and screaming, and thundering
merrily up to the very church doors, and then cease ; and
the churchwardens and sidesmen bustle down to the
entrance, rods in hand, and there is a general whisper and
rustle, not without glad tears and blessings from many a
woman, and from some men also, as the wonder of the day
enters, and the rector begins, not the morning service, but
the good old thanksgiving after a victory at sea. .
And what is it which has thus sent old Bideford wild
with that ‘< goodly joy and pious mirth,” of which we now
only retain tradition in our translation of the Psalms?
Why are all eyes fixed, with greedy admiration, on those
four weatherbeaten mariners, decked out with knots and
ribbons by loving hands; and yet more on that gigantic
ficure who walks before them, a beardless boy, and yet
with the frame and stature of a Hercules, towering, like
Saul of old, a head and shoulders above all the congrega-
tion, with his golden locks flowing down over his shoulders?
And why, as the five go instinctively up to the altar, and
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there fall on their knees before the rails, are all eyes turned
to the pew where Mrs. Leigh of Burrough had hid her face
between her hands, and her hood rustles and shakes to her
joyiul sobs? Because there was fellow-feeling of old in
merry England, in county and in town; and these are
Devon men, and men of Bideford, whose name are Amyas
Leigh of Burrough, John Stavely, Michael Heard, and
Jonas Marshall of Bideford, and Thomas Braund of
Clovelly ; and they, the first of all English mariners, have
sailed round the world with Francis Drake, and are come
hither to give God thanks.

It is a long story. To explain how it happened we must
go back for a page or two, almost to the point from whence
we started in the last chapter.

For somewhat more than a twelvemonth after Mr. Oxen-
ham's departure, young Amyas had gone on quietly enough,
according to promise, with the exception of certain occa-
sional outbursts of fierceness common to all young male
animals, and especially to boys of any strength of character.
His scholarship, indeed, progressed no better than before ;
but his home education went on healthily enough ; and he
was fast becoming, young as hewas, a right good archer, and
rider, and swordsman (after the old school of buckler
practice), when his father, having gone down on business
to the Exeter Assizes, caught (as was too common in those
days) the jail-fever from the prisoners, sickened in the
very court, and died within a week.

And now Mrs. Leigh was left to God and her own soul,
with this young lion-cub in leash, to tame and train for this
life: and the life to come. She had loved her husband
fervently and holily. He had been often peevish, often
melancholy, for he was a disappointed man, with an estate
impoverished by his father’s folly, and his own youthful
ambition, which had led him up to the Court, and made
him waste his heart and purse in following a vain shadew.
He was one of those men, moreover, who possess almost
every gift except the gift of the power to use them; and
though a scholar, a courtier and a soldier, he had found
himself, when he was past forty, without settled employ-
ment or aim in life, by reason of a certain shyness, pride,
or delicate honor (eall it which you will), which had always
kept him from playing a winning game in that very world
after whose prizes he hankered to the last, and on which he
revenged himself by continyal grumbling. At last, by his
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good luck, he met with a fair young Miss Foljambe of
Derbyshire, then about Queen Elizabeth’s Court, who was
as tired as he of the sins of the world, though she had seen
less of them ; and the two contrived to please each other so
well, that though the queen grumbled a little, as usual, at
the lady for marrying, and at the gentleman for adoriag any
one but her royal self, they got leave to vanish from the
little Babylon at Whitehall, and settle in peace at
Burrough. In her he found a treasure, and he knew what
he had found.

Mrs. Leigh was, and had been from her youth, one of
those noble old English churchwomen, without superstition,
and without severity, who are among the fairest features of
that heroic time. There was a certain melancholy about
her, nevertheless; for the recollections of her childhood
carried her back to times when it was an awful thing to be
a Protestant. She could remember among them, five-and-
twenty years ago, the burning of poor blind Joan Waste at
Derby, and of Mistress Joyce Lewis, too, like herself, a lady
born ; and sometimes even now, in her nightly dreams, rang
in her ears her mother’s bitter cries to God, either to spare
her that fiery torment, or to give her strength to bear it, as
she whom she loved had borne it before her. For her
mother, who was of a good family in Yorkshire, had been
one of Queen Catherine’s bedchamber women, and the
bosom friend and disciple of Anne Askew. And she had
sat in Smithfield, with blood curdled by horror, to see the
hapless Court beauty, a month before the paragon of
Henry’s Court, carried in a chair (so crippled was she by
the rack) to her fiery doom at the stake, beside her fellow-
courtier, Mr. Lascelles, while the very heavens seemed to
the shuddering mob around to speak their wrath and grief
in solemn thunder peals, and heavy drops which hissed
upon the crackling pile.

Therefore a sadness hung upon her all her life, and
deepened in the days of Queen Mary, when, as a notorious
Protestant and heretic she had had to hide for her life
among the hills and caverns of the Peak, and was only
saved by the love which her husband’s tenants bore her,
and by his bold declaration that, good Catholic as he was, he
would run through the body any constable, justice or priest,
yea, bishop or cardinal, who dared to serve the Queen’s
warrant upon his wife.

So she escaped ; but, as I said, a sadness hung upen her
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all her life 5 and the skirt of that dark mantle fell upon the
young girl who had been the partner of her wanderings and
hidings among the lonely nills; and who, after she was
married, gave herself utterly up to God.

And yet in giving herself to God, Mrs. Leigh gave her-
self to her husband, her children, and the poor of Northam
town, and was none the less welcome to the Grenviles, and
Fortescues, and Chichesters, and all the gentle families
round, who honored her husband’s talents, and enjoyed his
wit. She accustomed herseli to austerities, which often
called forth the kindly rebukes of her husband ; and yet she
did so without one superstitious thought of appeasing the
fancied wrath of God, or of giving Him pleasure (base
thought) by any pain of hers; for her spirit had been
trained in the freest and loftiest doctrines of Luther’s
school; and that little mystic ¢ Alt-Deutsch. Theologie”
(to which the great Reformer said that he owed more than
to any book, save the Bible, and St. Augustine) was her
counsellor and comforter by day and night.

And now, at a little past forty, she was left a widow,
lovely still in face and figure ; and still more lovely from the
divine calm which brooded, like the dove of peace and the
Holy Spirit of God (which indeed it was), overevery look,
and word, and gesture ; a sweetness which had been ripened
by storm, as well as by sunshine ; which this world had not
given, and could not take away. No wonder that Sir
Richard and L.ady Grenvile loved her ; no wonder that her
children worshipped her ; no wonder that the young Amyas,
when the first burst of grief was over, and he knew again
where he stood, felt that a new life had begun for him ;
that his mother was no more to think and act for him only,
but that he must think and act for his mother. And so it
was that on the very day after his father’s funeral, when
school-hours were over, instead of coming straight home,
he walked boldly into Sir Richard Grenvile’s house, and
asked to see his godfather.

““You must be my father now, sir,” said he firmly.

And Sir Richard looked at the boy’s broad strong face,
and swore a great and holy oath, like Glasgerion’s, ‘“ by
oak, and ash, and thorn,” that he would be a father to
him, and a brother to his mother, for Christ’s sake. And
Lady Grenvile took the boy by the hand, and walked home
with him to Burrough ; and there the two fair women fell
on each other’s necks, and wept together; the one for the
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loss which had been, the other, as by a prophetic instinct,
for the like loss which was to'come to her also. For the
sweet St. Leger knew well that her husband’s fiery spirit
would never leave his body on a peaceful bed ; but that
death (as he prayed almost nightly that it might) would
find him sword in hand, upon the field of duty and of fame.
And there those two vowed everlasting sisterhood, and
kept their vow ; and after that all things went on at Bur-
rough as before; and Amyas rode, and shot, and boxed,
and wandered on the quay at Sir Richard’s side ; for Mrs.
Leigh was too wise a woman to alter one tittle of the train-
ing which her husband had thought best for his younget
boy. It was énough that her elder son had of his own
accord taken to that form of life in which she in her secret
heart would fain have moulded both her children. For,
Frank, God’s wedding gift to that pure love of hers, had
won himself honor at home and abroad ; first at the school
at Bideford'; then at Exeter College, where he had become
a friend of Sir Philip Sidney’s, and many another young
man of rank and promise; and next, in the summer of
1572, on his way to the University of Heidelberg, he had
gone to Paris, with (luckily for him) letters of recommen-
dation to Walsingham, at the English Embassy : by which
letters he not only fell ina second time'with Philip Sidney,
but saved his own life (as Sidney did his) in the Massacre
of Saint Bartholomew’s Day. At Heidelberg he had
stayed two years, winning fresh honor from all who koew
him, and resisting zll Sidney’s entreaties to follow him
into Italy. For, scorning to be a burden to his parents,
he had become at Heidelberg tutor to two young German
princes, whom, after living with them at their father’s
house for a year or more, he at last, to his own great
delight, took with him down to Padua, ¢‘to perfect them,”
as he wrote home, ““according to his insufficiency, in all
princely studies.” Sidney was now returned to England;
but Frank found friends enough without him, such letters
of recommendation and diplomas did he carry from 1
know not how many princes, magnificoes, and learned
doctors, who had fallen in Jove with the learning, modesty
and virtue of the fair young Englishman. And ere Frank
returned to Germany he had satiated his soul with all the
wonders of that wondrous land. He had talked over the
art of sonnetering with Tasso, the art of history with
Sarpi; he had listened, between awe and incredulity, to

WESTWARD HO! 31

the daring theories of Galileo ; he had taken his pupils to
Venice, that their portraits might be painted by Paul
Veronese ; he had seen the palaces of Palladio, and the
Merchant Princes on the Rialto, and the Argosies of
Ragusa, and all the wonders of that meeting-point of 'east
and west ; he had watched Tintoretto's mighty hand “churl-
ing tempestuous glories o’er the scene ;” and even by dint
of private intercession in high places, had been admitted
to that sacred room where, with long silver beard and
undimmed eye, amid a pantheon of his own creations, the
ancient Titian, patriarch of art still lingered uwpon' earth,
and told old tales of the Bellinis, and ‘Raflaelle, and
Michael Angelo, and the building of St. Peter’s, and the
fire at Venice, and the Sack of Rome, and of kings and
warriors, statesmen and poets, long since gone to their
account, and showed the sacred brush which Francis the
First had stooped to pick up for him. And (license for-
bidden to Sidney by his friend Lanquet) he had been to
Rome, and seen (much to the scandal of good Protestants
at home) that ‘“right good fellow,” as Sidney calls him,
who had not yet eaten himself to death, the Pope for the
time being. And he had seen the frescoes of the Vatican,
and heard Palestrina preside as chapel-master over the
performance of his own music beneath the dome of St.
Peter’s, and fallen half in love with those luscious strains,
till he was awakened from his dream by the recollection
that beneath that same dome had gone up thanksgivings
to the God of heaven for those blood-stained streets, and
shrieking women, and heaps of insulted corpses, which he
had beheld in Paris on the night of St. Bartholomew. At
last, a few months before his father died, he had taken
back his pupils to their home in Germany, from whence
he was dismissed, as he wrote, with rich gifts; and' then
Mrs. Leigh’s heart beat high at the thought that the wan-
derer would return: but, alas! within a month after his
father’s death came a long letter from Frank, describing
the Alps, and the valleys of the Waldenses (with whose
Barbes he had had much talk about the late horrible per-
secutions), and setting forth how at Padua he had made
the acquaintance of that illustrious scholar and light of
the age, Stephanus Parmenius (commonly called from his
native place, Bud=zus), who had visited Geneva with him,
and heard the disputations of their most learned doctors,
which both he and Bud=us disliked for their hard judg
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ments both of God and man, as much as they aamired
them for their subtlety, being themselves, as became
Italian students, Platonists of the school of Ficinus and
Picus Mirandolensis. So wrote Master Frank, in a long

sententious letter, full of Latin quotations: but the letter

never reached the eyes of him for whose delight it had
been penned: and the widow had to weep over it alone,
and to weep more bitterly than ever at the conclusion, in
which, with many excuses, Frank said that he had, at the

special entreaty of the said Budzus, set out with him down

the Danube stream to Buda, that he might, before finish-
ing his travels, make experience of that learning for which
the Hungarians were famous throughout Europe, And
after that, though he wrote again and again to the father
whom he fancied living, no letter in return reached him
from home for nearly two years ; till, fearing some mishap,
he hurried back to England, to find his mother a widow
and his brother Amyas gone to the South Seas with Cap-
tain Drake of Plymouth. And yet, even then, after years
of absence, he was not allowed to remain at home. For
Sir Richard to whom idleness was a thing horrible and
unrighteous, would have him up and doing again before
six months were over, and sent him off to Court to Lord
Hunsdon.

There, being as delicately beautiful as his brother was
huge and strong, he had speedily, by Carew’s interest and
that of Sidney and his Uncle Leicester, found entrance into
some office in the Queen’s household ; and he was now
basking in the full sunshine of Court favor, and fair ladies’
eyes, and all the chivalries and euphuisms of Gloriana’s
fairy-land, and the fast friendship of that bright meteor
Sidney, who, had returned with honor in 1577, from the
delicate mission on behalf of the German and Belgian
Protestants, on which he had been sent to the Court of
Vienna, under color of condoling with the new Emperor
Rodolph on his father’s death. Frank found him when he
himself came to Court in 1579 as lovely and loving as ever ;
and, at the early age of twenty-five, acknowledged as one
of the most remarkabie men of Europe, the patron of all
men of letters, the counsellor of warriors and statesmen,
and the confident and advocate of William of Orange,
Lazguet, Plessisdu Mornay, and all the Protestant leaders
on the Continent - and found, moreover, that the son of the
poor Devon 3qu:re was as welcome as ever to the friend-
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ship of nature’s and fortume’s most favored, yet most
unspoilt, minion.

Poor Mris. Leigh, as one who had long since learned to
have no self, and to live not only for her children, but in
them, submitted without a murmur, and only said, smiling,
to her stern friend—¢¢ You took away my mastifi-pup, and
now you must needs have my fair greyhound also.”

<«Would you have your fair greyhound, dear lady, grow
up a tall and true Costwold dog, that can pull down a stack
of ten, or one of those smooth-skinned poppets which the
Florence ladies lead about with a ring of bells round its
neck, and a flannel farthingale over its loins?”

Mrs. Leigh submitted and was rewarded after a few
months by a letter, sent through Sir Richard, from none
other than Gloriana herself, in which she thanked her for
< the loan of that most delicate and flawless crystal, the
soul of her excellent son,” with more praises of him than I
have room to insert, and finished by exalting the poor
mother above the famed Cornelia ; ¢¢for those sons, whom
she called her jewels, she only showed, yet kept them to
herself : but you, madam, having two as precious, I doubt
not, as were ever that Roman dame’s, have, beyond her cour-
age, lent them both to your country and to your queen, who
therein holds herself indebted to you for that which, if God
give her grace, she will repay as becomes both her and
you.” Which epistle the sweet mother bedewed with holy
tears, and laid by in the cedar-box which held her house-
hold gods, by the side of Frank's innumerable diplomas and
letters of recommendation, the Latin whereof she was
always spelling over (although she understood not a word
of it), in hopes of finding, here and there, that precious
excellentissimus Noster Franciscus Leighius Anglus, which
was all in all to the mother’s heart.

But why did Amyas go to the South Seas? Amyas went
‘to the South Seas for two causes, each of which has, before
now, sent many a lad to far worse places : first, because of
an old schoolmaster ; secondly, because of a young beauty.
I will take them in order and explain.

Vindex Brimblecombe, whilom servitor of Exeter Cal-
lege, Oxford, (commonly called Sir Vindex, after tb=
fashion of the times), was, in those days, master of the
grammar-school of Bideford. - He was. at root. a godly and
kind-hearted pedant enough ; but, lite most schoolmasters
in the old flogging days, had his heart pretty well hardened
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by long, baneful license to inflict pain at will on those
weaker than himself; a power healthful enough for the
victim, (for, doubtless, flogging is the best of all punish-
ments, being not only the shortest, but also a mere bodily
and animal, and not, like most of our new-fangled
‘“humane " punishments, a spiritual and fiendish torture),
but for the executioner pretty certain to eradicate, from all
but the noblest spirits, every trace of chivalry and tender-
ness for the weak, as well, often, as all self-control and
command of temper. Bethat asitmay, old Sir Vindex had
heart enough to feel that it was nowhis duty to take especial
care of the fatherless boy to whom he tried to teach his
qut, que, quod: but the only outcome of that new sense of
responsibility was a rapid increase in the number of flog-
gings, which' rose from about two a week to one per diem,
not without consequences to the pedagogue himself.

For all this while, Amyas had never for a moment lost
sight of hisdarling desire for a sea-life ; and when he could
not wander on the quay and stare at the shipping, or go
down to the pebble-ridge at Northam, and there sit,
devouring, with hungry eyes, the great expanse of ocean,
which seemed to woo him outward into boundless space,
he used to console himself, in school-hours, by drawing
ships and imaginary charts upon his slate, instead of mind-
ing his “‘humanities.”

Now it befell, upon an afternoon, that he was very busy
at a map, or bird’s-eye view of an island, whereon was a
great castle, and at the gate thereof a dragon terrible to
see ; while in the foreground came that which was meant
for a gallant ship, with a great flag aloft, but which, by
reason of the forest of lances with which it was crowded,
looked much more like a porcupine carrying a sign-post ;
and, at the roots of those lances, many little round o’s,
whereby was signified the heads of Amyas and his school-
fellows, who were about to slay that dragon, and rescue
the beautiful princess who dwelt in that enchanted tower.
To behold which marvel of art, all the other boys at the
same desk must needs club their heads together, and with
the more security because Sir Vindex, as was his custom
after dinner, was lying back in his chair, and slept the
sleep of the just.

But when Amyas, by special instigation of the evil spirit
who haunts successful artists, proceeded further to intro-
duce, heedless of perspective, a rock, on which stood the
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lively portraiture of Sir Vindex—nose, spectacles, gown,
and all; and in his hand a brandished rod, while out of
his mouth a label shrieked after the runaways, ‘¢ You come
back!” while a similar label replied from the gallant bark,
¢ Good-bye, master!” the shoving and tittering rose to
such a pitch, that Cerberus awoke, and demanded sternly
what the noise was about. To which of course there was
no answer.

““You, of course, Leigh! Come up, sir, and show me
your exercitation.”

Now of Amyas’s exercitation not a word was written ;
and, moreover, he was in the very act of putting the last
touches to Mr. Brimblecombe's portrait. Whereon, to
the astonishment of all hearers, he made answer—

“¢All in good time, sir!” and went on drawing.

‘“In good time, sir! . Insolent, zen: ¢f papulal”

Amyas went on drawing.

¢ Come hither, sirrah, or I’ll flay you alivel”

<« Wait a bit!” answered Amyas.

The old gentleman jumped up, ferule in hand, and darted
across the school, and saw himself upon the fatal slate.

¢ Prok flagitium! what have we here, villain?” and
clutching at his victim he raised the cane. Whereupon,
with a serene and cheerful countenance, up rose the mighty
form of Amyas Leigh, a head and shoulders above his
tormentor, and that slate descended on the bald coxcomb
of Sir Vindex Brimblecombe, with so shrewd a blow, that
slate and pate cracked at the same instant, and the poor
pedagogue dropped to the floor, and lay for dead.

After which Amyas arose, and walked out of the school,
and so quietly home; and having taken counsel with him-
self, went to his mother, and said, ¢“Please, mother, I've
broken schoolmaster’s head.”

¢“Broken his head, thou wicked boy!” shrieked the poor
widow ; ““what did’st do that for?”

‘I can’t tell,” said Amyas penitently ; ¢I couldn’t help
it. It looked so smooth, and bald, and round, and—you
know?"

“I know? Oh, wicked boy! thou hast given place to
the devil ; and now, perhaps, thou hast killed him.”

: ‘“Killed the devil?” asked Amyas, hopefully but doubt-
ully.

‘“No, killed the schoolmaster, sirrah! Is he dead?”

‘“1 don’t think he's dead; his coxcomb sounded too
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hard for that. But had I not better go and tell Sir
Richard?” _

The poor mother could hardly help laughing, in spite of
her terror, at Amyas’s perfect coolness (which was not in
the least meant for insolence), and being at her wit's end,
sent him, as usual to his godfather.

Amyas rehearsed his story again, with pretty nearly the
same exclamations, to which he gave pretty nearly the
same answers ; and then—

<« What was he going to do to you then, sirrah?”

¢<Flog me because I could not write my exercise, and so
drew a picture of him instead.”

«What! art afraid of being flogged?”

s« Not a bit; besides, ’m too much accustomed to it;
but I was busy, and he was in such a desperate hurry ; and
oh, sir, if you had but seen his bald head, you would have
broken it yourself!”

Now Sir Richard had, twenty years ago, in like place,
and very much in like manner, broken the head of Vindex
Brimblecombe's father, schoolmaster in his day, and there-
foie had a precedent to direct him ; and he answered—

¢« Amyas, sirrah! those who cannot obey will never be
fit to rule. If thou canst not keep discipline now, thou
wilt never make a company or a crew keep it ‘when thou
art grown. Dost mind that, sirrah?”

¢ Yes,” said Amyas.

««Then go back to school this moment, sir, and be
flogged.” .

«Very well,” said Amyas, considering that he had got
off very cheaply ; while Sir Richard, as soon as he was out
of the room, lay back in his chair, and laughed till he cried
again.

So Amyas went back, and said that he was come to be
flogged, whereon the old schoolmaster, whose pate had
been plastered meanwhile, wept tears of joy over the
returning prodigal, and then gave him such a switching as
he did not forget for eight-and-forty hours.

But that evening Sir Richard sent for old Vindex, who
entered trembling, cap in hand; and having primed him
with a cup of sack, said,—

<« Well, Mr.' Schoolmaster! My godson has been some-
what too much for you today. There are a couple of
nobles to pay the doctor.”

«¢ O Sir Richard, gratias #ibi ¢t Domino! but the boy hits

WESTWARD IHO! 37

shrewdly hard. Nevertheless I have repaid him in inverse
kind, and set him an imposition, to learn me one of
Phaedrus his fables, Sir Richard, if you do not think it too
much.”

«« Which, then? The one about the man who brought
up a lion’s cub, and was eaten by him in play at last?”

«¢ Ah, Sir Richard! you have always a merry wit. But,
indeed, the boy is a brave boy, and a quick boy, Sir Rich-
ard, but more forgetful than Lethe ; and—sapienfi loquor—
it were well if he were away, for I shall never see him again
without my head aching. Moreover, he put my son Jack
upon the fire last Wednesday, as you would put a footbail,
though he is a year older, your worship, because, he said,
he looked so much like a roasting pig, Sir Richard.”

¢t Alas, poor Jack!”

¢« And what’s more, your worship, he is pugnax, belli-
cosus, gladiator, afire-eater and swash-buckler, beyond all
Christian measure; a very sucking Entellus, Sir Richard,
and will do to death some of her majesty’s lieges ere long,
if he be not wisely curbed. = It was but a month agone that
he bemnoaned himself, I hear, as Alexander did, because
there were no more worlds to conquer, saying that it was a
pity he was so strong; for, now he had thrashed all the
Bideford lads, he had no sport left; and so, as miy Jack
tells me, last Tuesday week he fell upon a young man of
Barnstaple, Sir Richard, a hosier’s man, sir, and pleberus
(which I consider unfit for one of his blood), and, more-
over, a man full grown, and as big as either of us (Vindex
stood five feet four in his high-heeled shoes), and smote
him clean:over the quay into the mud, because he said that
there was a prettier maid in Barnstaple (your worship will
forgive my speaking of such toys, to which my fidelity
compels me) than ever Bideford could show; and then
offered to.do the same to any man who dare say that Mis-
tress Rose Salterne, his Worship the Mayor’s daughter,
was not the fairest lass in all Devon.”

««Eh? Say that over again, my good sir,” quoth Sir
Richard, wlio had thus arrived, as we have seen, at the
second count of the indictment. ¢ I say, good sir, whence
dost thou hear all these pretty stories?”

¢ My son Jack, Sir Richard, my son Jack, ingenui vultus
puer.,”

< But pot, it seems, sngenus pudoris. Tell thee what,
Mr. Schoolmaster, no wonder if thy son gets put on the




