INTRODUCTORY EPISTLE

FROM
CAPT. CLUTTERBUCK,

LATE OF HIS MAJESTY’S REGIMENT OF INFANTRY,

T0

THE AUTHOR OF «“ WAVERLEY.”

Sir,

AvrnoucH I do not pretend to the pleasure of your
personal acquaintance, 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 taste in fictitious 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
disguise from you that 1 have yawned over the last inter-
view of Mac-Ivor and his sister, and fell fairly asleep
while the schoolmaster was reading the humours of Dan-
die Dinmont. You see, sir, that I scorn to solicit your
favour in a way to which you are no stranger. If the
papers I enclose you are worth nothing, I will not en-
deavour to recommend them by personal flattery, as a
bad cook pouts rancid butter upon stale fish. No, sir!
What I respect in you, is the light you have occasional-
ly thrown on national antiquities, a study which T have
commenced rather late in life, but to which I am attach-
ed with the devotion of a first love, because it is the only
study I ever cared a farthing for.
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You shall have my history, sir, (it will not reach to
three volumes,) before that of my manuscript; and as
you usually throw out a few lines of verse (by way of
skirmishers, I suppose,) at the head of each division of
prose; I have had the luck to light upon a stanza in the
schoolmaster’s copy of Burns which describes me ex-
actly. I love it the better, because it was originally de-
signed for Captain Grose, an excellent antiquary, though,
like yourself, somewhat too apt to treat with levity his
own pursuits :

’Tis said he was a soldier bred,
And one wad rather fa’en than fled ;
But now he has quit the spurtle blade,
And dog-skin wallet,
And ta’en the—antiquarian trade,
I think they call it.

I never could conceive what influenced me when a
boy, in the choice of a profession. ~Military zeal and
ardour it was not, which made me stand out for a com-
mission in the Scots Fusileers, when my tutors and cu-
rators wished to bind me apprentice to old David Stiles,
Clerk to his Majesty’s Signet. I say, military zeal it
was nof ; for I was no fighting boy in my own person,
and cared not a penny to read the history of the heroes
who turned the world upside down in former ages. As
for courage, I had, as I have since discovered, just as
much of it as served my turn, and not one grain of
surplus. I soon found out, indeed, that in action there
was more danger in runningaway thaninstandingfast; and
besides, I could not afford to lose my commission, which
was my chief means of support. But, as for that over-
boiling valour, which I have heard many of ours talk of,
though I seldom observed that it influenced them in the
actual affair—that exuberant zeal, which courts Danger as
abride,—truly my courage was of a complexion much
less ecstatical.

Again, the love of a red coat, whieh, in default of all
other aptitudes to the profession, has made many a bad
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soldier and some good ones, was an utter stranger to my
disposition. I cared not a ¢bodle’ for the company of
the ‘misses ¢ Nay, though there was a boarding-school
in the village, and though we used to meet with its fair
inmates at Simon Lightfoot’s weekly Practising, I cannot
recollect any strong emotions being excited on these oc-
casions, excepting the infinite regret with which I went
through the polite ceremonial of presenting my partner
with an orange, thrust into my pocket by my aunt for
this special purpose, but which, had I dared, I certainly
would have secreted for my own personal use. As for
vanity, or love of finery for itself, I was such a stranger
to it, that the difficulty was great to make me brush my
coat, and appear in proper trim upon parade. I shall
never forget the rebuke of my old Colonel, on a morning
when the King reviewed a brigade of whichoursmade
part. %I am no friend to exiravagance, Ensign Clut-
terbuck,” said he ; ¢ but on the day when we are to
pass before theSovereign of the kingdom, in the name
of God I would have at least shown himn an inch of clean
linen.”

Thus, a stranger to all the ordinary motives which lead
young men to make the army their choice, and without
the least desire to become either a hero or a dandy, I
really do not know what determined my thoughts that
way, unless it were the happy state of half-pay indolence
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 precisely go to school and learn tasks,
that Jast of evils in my estimation ; but it did not escape
my boyish observation, that they were all bothered with
something or other like duty or labour—all but the hap-
py Captain Doolittle. The minister had his parish to
visit, and his preaching to prepare, though perhaps he
made more fuss than he needed about both.  The laird
had his farming and improving operations to superintend ;
and, besides, he had to attend trustee meetings, and
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lieutenancy meetings, and head-courts, and meetings of
justices, and what not—was as early up, (that 1
detested) and as much in the open air, wet and dry, as his
own grieve. The shopkeeper (the village boasted but
one of eminence) stood indeed pretty much at his ease
behind his counter, for his custom was by no means
over-burdensome ; but still he enjoyed his status, as the
Baillie calls it, upon condition of tumbling all the wares
in his booth over and over, when any one chose to want
a yard of muslin, a mouse-trap, an ounce of caraways,a
paper of pins, the Sermons of Mr. Peden, or the Life of
Jack the Giant-Queller, (not Killer, as usually errone-
ously written and pronounced.—See my Essay on the
true history 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 undone, excepting
Captain Doolittle, who walked every morning in the
open street, which formed the high mall of our village,
in a blue coat with 2 red neck, and played at whist the
whole evening, when he could make up a party. ~ This
happy vacuity of all employment appeared to me so de-
licious, that it became the primary hint, which, according
to the system of Helvetius, as the minister says, de-
termined my infant talents towards the profession I was
destined to illustrate.

But tho, alas, can form a just estimate of their future
prospects in this deceitful world ! I was not long engaged
in my new profession, before 1 discovered, that if the
independent indolence of half-pay was a paradise, the
officer must pass through the purgatory of duty and ser-
vice in order to gain admission to it. Captain Doolittle
might brush his blue coat with the red neck, or leave
it unbrushed, at his pleasure ; but Ensign Clutterbuck
had no such option.  Captain Doolittle might go to bed
at ten o’clock, if he had a mind ; but the Ensign must
make ‘the rounds in his turn.  What was worse, the
Captain might repose under the tester of his tent-bed un-
til noon, if he was so pleased ; but the Ensign, God help
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him, had to appear upon parade at pecp 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 East and West Indies, Egypt,
and other distant places, which my youth had scarce
dreamed of. 'The French I saw,and felt too ; witness
two fingers of my right hand, which one of .their cursed
hussars took off with his sabre as neatly as an hospital
surgeon. At length the death of an old aunt, 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-week at least.

For the purpose of commencing my new way of life,
1 selected for my residence the village of Kennaqubair,
‘0 the south of Scotland, celebrated for the ruins of its
1magnificent Monastery, intending there to lead my future
life in the ofium cum dignitate of half-pay and annuity.
T was not long, however, in making the grand discovery,
that in order to enjoy leisure, it is absolutely necessary
it should be preceded by occupation. For some time, it
was delightful to wake at daybreak, dreaming of the
reveillo—then to recollect my happy emancipation from
the slavery that doomed me to start at a piece of clat-
tering parchment, turn on my. other side, damn the pa-
rade, and go to sleep again.  But even this enjoyment
had its termination ; and time, when it became a stock
entirely at my own disposal, began to hang heavy on my
hand. ;

I angled for two days, during which time I lost twenty
hooks, and several scores of yards of gut and line, and
caught not even a minnow. Hunting was out of the
question, for the stomach of a horse by no means agrecs
with the half-pay establishment. When1 shot, the shep-
herds and ploughmen, and my very dog, quizzed me
every time that I missed, which was,generally speaking,
every time 1 fired. ~ Besides, the country gentlemen in
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this quarter like their game, and began to talk of pro-
secutions and interdicts. I did not give up fighting the
French to commence a domestic war with the ¢ pleas-
ant men of Teviotdale,” as the song calls them; so I
e’en spent three days (very agreeably) in cleaning my
gun, and disposing it upon two hooks over my chimney-
piece. !

The success of this accidental experiment set me on
trying my skill in the mechanical arts. - Aecordingly; 1
took down and cleaned my landlady’s cuckoo-clock,
and in so doing, silenced that companion of the spring
forever and a day. I mounted a turning lathe, and, in
attempting to use it, I very nearly cribbed off, with an
inch-and-half former, one of the fingers which the hus-
sar had left me.

Books I tried, both those of the litile circulating libra-
ry, and of the more rational subscription-collection main-
tained by this intellectual people. But neither the light
reading of the one, nor the heavy artillery of the othber,
suited my purpose. I always fell asleep at the fourth or
fifth page of history or disquisition ; and it took me a
month’s hard reading to wade through a half-bound trashy
novel, during which I was pestered with applications to
return the volumes, by every half-bred milliner’s miss
about the place. ln short, during the hours when all the
town besides had something to do, I had nothing for it,
bl:lt to walk in the church-yard, and whistle till it was
dinner-time.

During these promenades, the Ruins necessarily forc-
ed themselves on my attention, and, by degrees, 1 found
myself engaged in studying the more minute ornaments,
'z_md at length the general plan, of this noble structure.
The old sexton aided my labours, and gave me his por-
tion of traditional lore. Every day added something to
my stock of knowledge respecting the ancient state of
the building ; and at length I made discoveries concern-
ing the purpose of several detached and very ruinous
portions of it, the use of which had hitherto been either
unknown altogether, or erroneously explained.
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The knowledge which I thus acquired I had frequent
opportunities of retailing to those visiters whom the
progress of a Scottish tour brought to visit this celebrat-
ed spot. Without encroaching on the privilege of my
friend the sexton, 1 became gradually an assistant Cice-
rone in the task of description and explanation, and often
(seeing a fresh party of visiters arrive) has he turned
over to me those to whom he had told half his story,
with the flattering observation, “ What needs I say 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 courteously, and expatiate to their
astonished minds upon erypts and chancels, and naves,
arches, Gothic and Saxon architraves, mullions and fly-
ing buttresses. It not infrequently happened that an ac-
quaintance which commenced in the Abbey concluded in
the inn, which served to relieve the solitude as well as
the monotony of my landlady’s shoulder of mutton,
whetherroast,cold, or hashed. :

By degrees my mind ‘hecame enlarged ; 1 found a
book or two which enlightened me on the subject of Go-
thic architecture, and I read now with pleasure, because
I was interested in what I read about.  Even my char-
acter began to dilate and expand. I spoke with more
authority at the club, and was listened to with deference,
because on one subject, at least, I possessed more in-
formation than any of its members. Indeed, I found
that even my stories about Egypt, which, to say truth,
were somewhat threadbare, were now listened to with
more respect than formerly. < The Captain,” they said,
¢ had something in him after a’,—there were few folk
kend sae mickle about the Abbey.”

With this general approbation waxed my own sense
of self-importance, and my feeling of general comfort. I
ate with more appetite, 1 digested with more ease, I lay
down at night with joy, and slept sound till morning,
when I arose with a sense of busy importance, and hied
me to measure, to examine, and to compare the various
parts of this interesting structure. I lost all sense and
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consciousness of certain unpleasant sensations of a non-
descript nature, about my head and stomach, to which I
had been in the habit of attending, more for the benefit
of the village apothecary than my own, for the pure
want of something else to think about. 1had found out
an occt_lpation unwittingly, and was happy because I had
something to do. In a word, I had commenced local
antiquary, and was not unworthy of the name.

Whilst I was in this pleasing career of busy idleness,
for so it might atbestbe called, ithappened that-I was one
night sitting in my little parlour, adjacent to the closet
which my landlady calls my bed-room, in the act of pre-
paring for an early retreat to the realms of Morpheus.
Dugdale’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 honest London citizen, to whom I had explained
the difference betwixt a Gothic and a Saxon arch,) and
a glass of Vanderhagen’s best ale. Thus armed at all
points against my old enemy Time, I was leisurely and
deliciously preparing for bed—now reading a line of old
Dugdale—now sipping my ale, or munching my bread
and cheese—now undoing the strings at my breeches’
knees, or a button or two of my waistcoat, until the vil-
lage clock should strike ten, before which time I make
it a rule never to go to bed. A loud knocking, however,
interrupted my ordinary process on this occasion, and

the voice of my honest landlord of the George was heard

vociferating,! “ What the deevil, Mrs. Grimslees, the
Captain is no in his bed ? and a gentleman at our house
has ordered a fowl and minced collops, and a bottle of
sherry, and has sent to ask him to supper, to tell him all
about the Abbey.”

¢« Na,” answered Luckie Grimslees, in the true sleepy
tone of a Scottishmatron when ten o’clock is going to
strike, ¢ he’s no in his bed, but I’se warrant him no gae
out at this time o’ night to keep folks sitting up waiting
for him—the Captain’s a decent man.”
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plainly perceived this last compliment was made
for my hearing, by way both of indicating and of recom-
mending the course of conduct which Mrs. Grimslees
desired I should pursue. But I had not been knocked
about the world for thirty years and odd, and lived a
bluff bachelor all the while, to come home and be put
under petticoat government by my landlady. Accord-
ingly 1 opened my chamber door, and desired my old
friend David to walk up stairs.

¢« Captain,” said he, as he entered, * I am as glad
to find you up as if I had hooked a twenty pound sau-
mon. There’s a gentleman up yonder that will not sleep
sound in his bed this blessed night, unless he has the
pleasure to drink a glass of wine with you.”

% You know, David,” Ireplied, with becoming digni-
ty, that I cannot with propriety go out to visit strangers
at this time of night, or accept of invitations from
people of whom I know nothing.”

David swore a round oath, and added, * Was ever
the like heard of ? He has ordered a fowl and egg sauce,
a pancake and minched collops, and a bottle of sherry—
D’ye think I wad come and ask you to go to keep com-
pany with ony bit English rider, that sups on toasted
cheese and a cheerer of rum-toddy ? This is a gentle-
man every inch of him, and a virtuoso, a clean virtuoso
—a sad-coloured stand of claiths, and a wig like the
curled back of a mug-ewe.  The very first question
he speered was about the auld draw-brig that has been
at the bottom of the water these twalscore years—I have
seen the fundations when we were sticking saumon—
And how the deevil suld he ken ony thing about the auld
draw-brig, unless he were a virtuoso o

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

« That’s right, Captain,” vociferated David ;  you
swa-will -be as thick as three in a bed an ance ye for-
gather. I haena scen the like o’ him my very sell since
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I saw the great Doctor Samuel Johnson on hi: tower
through Scotland, whilk tower is lying in my back-par-
Jour for the amusement of iy guests, wi’ the twa boards
torn aff.”

¢ Then the gentleman is a scholar, David ?”

“ P’se uphaud him a scholar,” answered David ; “he
has a black coat on, or a brown ane, at ony rate.”

“ Is he a clergyman

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

¢« Has he a servant?”’ demanded L.

% Nae servant,” answered David ; “but a grand face
he has o’ his ain, that wad gar ony body be willing to
serve him that looks upon him.”

« And what makes him think of disturbing me ? Ab,
David, this has been some of your chattering ; you are
perpetually bring your guests on my shoulders, as if it
were my business to entertain every man who comes to
the George.”

« What the deil wad ye hae me do, Captain ?”’ answer-
ed mine host ; * a gentleman lights down, and asks me
in a most earnest manner, what man of sense and learn-
ing there is about our town, that can tell him about the
antiquities 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 yoursell, except
the bedral, and he is asfou as a piper by this time. So,
says I, there’s Captain Clutterbuck, that’s a very civil gen-
tleman, and has little to do forbye telling a’ the auld
cracks about the Abbey, and dwells just hard by.
Then says the gentleman to me, ¢ Sir,’ says he, very
civilly, ¢ have the goodness to step to Captain Clutter-
buck with my compliments, and say I am a stranger,
who have been led to these parts chiefly by the fams of
these Ruins, and that I would call upon him, but the
hour is late.”  And mair he said that I have forgotten,
but I weel remember it ended—* And, landlord, geta
bottle of your best sherry, and supper for two ‘—Ye

‘ding, and me a publican r”

‘kipper to relish your ale at e’en.
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wadna have had me refuse to do the gentleman’s bid-

“« Well, David,” said I, &1 wish your virtuoso had
taken a fitter hour—but as you say he is a gentleman”—
% I’se uphaud him that—the order speaks for itsell—

‘a bottle of sherry—minchedcollops and a fowl—that’s

speaking like a gentleman, trow 7—That’s right, Cap-
taiu, 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 IucT; if I dinpa send youa
%0

In five minutes after this dialogue, T found myself in
the parlour of the George, and in the presence of the
stranger. o e

He was a grave personage, about my own age, (which
we shall call about fifty), and really had, as my friend
David expressed it, something in his face that inclined
men to oblige and to serve Lim. Yet this expression of
authority was not at all of the cast which I have seen in
the countenance of a general of brigade, neither was the
stranger’s dress at all martial. Tt consisted of a uniform
suit of iron-grey clothes, cut in rather an old-fashioned
form. His legs were defended with strong leathern
gambadoes, which according to an antiquariancontrivance,
opened at the sides, and were secured by steel clasps.
His countenance was worn as much by toil and sorrow as
by age, for it intimated thathe had seen and endured much.
His address was singularly pleasing and gentleman-like,
and the apology which he made for disturbing me at such
an hour, and in such a manner, was so well and hand-
somely 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
1 would willingly defer the fittle I have to say till after
supper, for which I feel rather more appetized than
usual.” :

We sat down to table, and notwi

thstanding the stran-
ger’s alleged appetite, as well as the gentle preparation

g
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of cheese and ale which T had already laid aboard, I
really believe that [ of the two did the greater honour
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 Lishon, I perceived that the stranger
seemed pensive, silent, and somewhat embarrassed, as if
he had something to communicate which he knew not
well how to introduce. 'To pave the way for him, I
spoke of the ancient ruins of the Monastery, and of their
history.  But, to my great surprise, I found I 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 faets, that, as
Burns says, * downa be disputed,” to correct many of
the vague tales whieh I bad adopted on loose and vul-
gar tradition, as well as to confute morc than one of my
favourite thearies on the subject of the old monks and
their dwellings, which I had sported freely in all the pre-
sumption of superior information. And here I cannot
but remark, that much of the stranger’s arguments and in-
ductions rested upon the authority of Mr. Deputy Regis-
ter of Scotland; and his lueubrations ; a gentleman whose
indefatigable research into the national records is like to
destroy my trade, and that of all local antiquaries, by
substituting truth instead of legend and romance.  Alas,
I would the learned gentleman did but knew how diffi-
cult it is for usdealers in petty wares of antiquity to—

Plack from our memories a rocted ‘“ legend,”
Raze out tlre writlen records of our brain,
Or cleanse our bosews of that perilons stuff—

and so forth. It would, Fam sure, move lus pity to think
how many old dogs he hathset to learn new tricks, how
many venerable parrots he hath taught to sing a new
song, how many grey heads he hath addled by vain at-
tempts to exchange their old Mumpsimus for his new
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Sumpsimus. But let it pass—Humana perpessi sumas—
all .changes round us, past, present, and to come ; that
which was bListory vesterday becomes fzble to-day, and
the truth of to-day is hatchied into a lie by to-morrow.

Finding myself like'to be overpowered in the Monaste-
ry,which I had hitherto regarded as my citadel, I began,
like a skilful general, to cvacuate that place of defence,
and fight my way through the adjacent country. I had
recourse to my acquaintance with the families and anti-
quities of the neighbourheod, ground on which 1 thought
1 might skirmish at large without its' being possible for
the stranger to meet mewith advantage. But I was
mistaken.

The man in the iron-grey suit showed a much more
minute knowledge of these particulars than I had the
least pretension fo. He could tell the very year in
which the family of De Haga first settled on their an-
cient barony.5 Not a thane within reach but he knew
his family and connexions, 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 exe-
cutioner for mareh=treason.  Their castles lie was ac-
quainted with from turret to foundation-stone ; and as for
the miscellaneous antiguities seattered about the country,
he knew every one of them, from a cromlech to a cairn,
and could give as good an account of each asif he had
lived in the time of the Danes or Druids.

1 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.  Ltold, indeed, Allan Ramsay’s story of the
Monk and Miller’s Wife, in order to retreat with some
honour under cover of a parting volley. Here, however,
my flank was again turned by the eternal stranger.

« You are pleased to be facetious, sir,”. said he, “but
yvou cannot be ignorant that the Judicrous incident you
mentioned is the subject of ‘a tale much older than that
of Allan Ramsay.”
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I nodded, unwilling to acknowledge my ignorance,

though, in fact, [ knew no more what he meant than did

one of my [riend David’s post-horses.

¢ I'do not allude,” continued my omniscient compan-
ion, “to the curious poem published by Pinkerton from
the Maitland Manuseript, called the Fryars of Berwick,
although it presents a very minute and amusing picture
of Scottish manners during the reign of James V. ; but
rather to the Italian novelist, by whom, so far as I know,
the story was first printed, although unquestionably he
first took his original from some ancient fabliau.”®

Tt is not to be doubted,” answered I, not very well
understanding, however, the proposition to which I gave
such unqualified assent.

“ Yet,” continued my companion, * I question much,
had you known my situation and profession, whether you
would have pitched upon this precise anecdote for my
amusement.”

This observation he made in a tone of perfect good
humour. I pricked up my ears at the hint, and answer-
ed as politely as I could, that my ignorance of his con-
dition and rank could be the only cause of my having
stumbled on any thing disagreeable ; and that I was
most willing to apologize for my unintentional offence,
so soon as I should know wherein it consisted.

¢ Nay, no offence, sir,” he replied ;  offence can
only exist where it is taken. I have been too long ac-
customed to more severe and cruel misconstructions, to
be offended at a popular jest, though directed at my
profession.”

“ Am I to understand then,” I answered, *that I am
speaking with a Catholic elergyman ?”

“ An unworthy Monk of the order of Saint Benedict,”
said the stranger, ¢ belonging to a community of your
own countrymen, long established in France, and scat-
tered unhappily by the events of the Revolution.”

¢ Then,” said I, “ you are a native Scotchman,and
from this neighbourhood 2”
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« Not so,” answered the Monk ; ¢ I:lmgScotcl‘:mnn
by extraction only, and never was in this neighbourhood
during my whole life.” :

« Never in this neighbourheod, and yet so minutely
acquainted with its history, its traditions, and even its
external scenery ! Youssurprise me, sir,” I replied.

It is not surprising,” he said, “ thatT should have
that sort of local information, when it is considered,
that my unele, an excellent man, as wellasa g_ood Scotch-
man, the head also of our religious community, employ-
ed much of his leisure in making me acquainted with
these particulars ; and that Lmyself; disgusted with what
has been passing around me, have for many years amus-
ed myself, by digesting and arranging the various scraps
of information which I'derived from my worthy relative,
and other aged brethren of our order.”

«] presume, sir,” said I, « thoueh 1 would by no
means intrude the question, that you arenow returned
to Scotland with a view to settle amongst your country-
men, since the great political catastrophe of our time
has reduced your corps 7 :

“No, sir,” replied the Benedictine, * suchis not my
intention. A European potentate, who still cherishes
the Catholic faith, has offered us a retreat within his do-
minions, where a few of my scattered brethren are a.l—
ready assembled, to pray to God for blessings on their
protector, and pardon to their enemies: No one, I be-
lieve, will be able to object to us under our new estab-
lishment, that the extent of our revenucs will be incon-
sistent with our vows of poverty and abstinence 3. but let
us strive to be thankful to God, that the snare of tem-
poral abundance is removed from us‘.”” ; :

« Many of your convents abroad, sir,” said I, “enjoy-
ed very handsome incomes—and yet, ‘allom?g for times,
I question 'if any were better prquded for than the
Monastery of this village.~ It is said to have possessed
nearly two thousand pounds in yearly money-rent, fous-
scen chalders and nine bolls of wheat, fifty-six chalders
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