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No enaracter’s pocf against enmity foul;
And thy fate, William Dhine, sickens our soul.
2.
You are Derby’s receiver of patriot zeal,
Bepleta with good sense, and repu enteel,
Your justice applanded by the young and the old ;
And thy fate, ke
3.
A kind, able patron both fo choreh and to state—
What roused their resentment but talents o great !
No character’s proof against enmity fonl;
And thy fate, &c,
4,
Thy pardon, *tis rumor'd, came over the main,
Nor late, but concenled by a villain * in grain ;
*T'was fear forced the jury to s sentence so foul ;
And thy fate, &c.
5,
Trinmphant stood Coleott, he wished for no more,
When the pride of the ians lay welt’ring in gore,
Te malice & victim, though steady and bold ;
¢ And thy fate, &e.

With adultery stain’d, and polluted with gore,
He Rolandsway ey Loghuecolly before,
"T'was the land sought the culprit, as Ahab before;
% And thy fate, &e.
i.
Procecd to the once famed abode of the Nuns,
Call the Coleotts aloud, till you torture your lungs,
Their short trinmph’s ended, extinct is the whole;
And thy fate, &e.
8.
For years could Robert lay crippled in bed,
Nor w the world peace while he held up his head,
The neighborhood’s scourgé in infquity bold ;
. And thy fate, &e.
9.
Not one's heard to grieve, seek the country all fhrough,
Nor lament for the name that Bemacan once knew ;
The poor rather load it with curses untold;
And thy fate, &c.
10. :

Ballaclogh and the Criggans mark setrongly thelr sin,
Not a soul of the name’s there to weleome yon i
In the power of the strungers is centred the whola
And thy fate, &e.
£

rhe opulent Searlett on which the sea flows,
Is piecemenl disposed of to whom the Lord knows
It is here wiihout bread or defence from ihe cold;
And thy fate, ke,
12.

They sssert then in vain, that the Iaw sought thy blood,

Forall aiding the massacre never did good ;

Like the rooted-up golding deprived of its gold,

They languish’d, were blasted, grew wither'd and old.
13,

When the shoots of a tree so carrupted remain,

Like the brier or thistle, they goad us with paia;

Deep, dark, undermining, they mimlic the mole

And thy fate, &e.

14, 3

Round the-4infamons wretches who spilt Casar’s blood,
Dead spectres and con ce in sad array stood,
Not & man of the gang reach’d life’s utmost goal 3

And thy fate, &c,

® A person named in the next stanza iz said to have inter-
spted a pardon sent from England for William Christian,
found, it is alleged, in the foot of an old womsn’s stocking.
The tradition Is highly improbable, If Christian had been
executed against the temor of a pardon actually granted, it
would not have failed to be charged as a high aggravation in
e sabsequent procsedings of the Privy Couneil,

15.
Perdition, too, seized them who caused thee to blaed,
To decay fell their houses, their lands and their seed
Disappear’d like the vapor when.morn’s tinged with gold,
Aud thy fate, &c
16. 5

From grief all corroding, to hope 'l repalr,
That & branch of the Christians will soon grace the chalr
With royal instructions his foes to console;

And thy fate, &e.

7.
With & book for my pillow, I dreamt as I lay,
That a branch of the Christians would hold Ronaldsway §
His conguests his topic with friends o’er & howl ;

And thy fats, &e.
18.
And now for a wish in concluding my song,—
May th’ Almight thhold me from doing what's wrong
Protect every mortal from enmity foul,
For thy fate, William Dhone, sickens cur soul ! *

No. II,
At the Court at Whitehall, the 5th Aug

CGroreE CHRISTIAN, son and heir of William
Christian, deceasged, having exhibited his coms
plaint to his Majesty in Conncil, that his father,
being at a honse of his in his Majesty's Isle of
Mann, was imprisoned by certain persong of that
island, pretending themselves to be a Court of
Justice; that he was by them accused of high
treason, pretended to be committed againet the
Countess Dowager of Derby, in the year 1651 ; and
that they therenpon proceeded to judgment, and
cansed him to be put to death, notwithstanding
the Actof General Pardon and Indemnity, where-
of he claimed the benefit: and his appeal to his

Majesty, and humbly imploring his Majesty's

princely compassion towards the distressed
widow and seven fatherless children of the de-
ccased : His Majesty was graciously pleased, with
the advice of Lis Council, to order that Thomas
Noris and Brgh Cannell, the two judges (by
them in that island called Deemsters), and Rich-
ard Stevenson, Robert Calcot, and Richard Tyl-
desley, three of the members of the pretended Court
of Justice, and Henry Howell, deputy of the said
island, should be forthwith sent for, and bronght
up by a sergeant-at-arms here, before his Majesty
in Council fo appear and answer to such accnsa-
tions as should be exhibited against them ; which
gaid six persons being accordingly brought hither
the fifteenth day of July last, appointed for a full
hearing of the whole business, the Earl of Derby
then also snmmoned to appear, and the Lord
Chief-Justice of the King's Bench, and the Lord
Chief-Baron of his Majesty’s Exchequer, with the
King’s Council, learned in the laws, required t0
t, and all the parties called in with their

sel and wituesses, after full hearing of the
matter on both sides, and the parties withdrawn,
the said jndges being desired to deliver their
opinion, did, in presence of the King’s Conneil,
learned in the laws, declare that the Act of Gens

* Tt may be recollected, that these verses are given through
the medium of & meagre translation, and re deprived of the aid
of the musie, otherwise we wounld certainly think the memory
of William Dhone little honored by his native bard
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eral Pardon and Tndemnity did, and ought to be
anderstood to, extend to ihe Tsle of Mann, as well
18 Into any other of his Majesty’s dominions and
plantations beyond the seas ; and that, being a
jgne Geperal Act of Parliament, it onght to
have been taken notice of by the judges in the
Jsle of Mann, although it had not been pleaded,
and although there were no proclamations made
thereof. His Mnjesty being therefore deeply sen-
sible of this violation of his Act of General Par-
don, whereof his Majesty hath always been very
tender, and doth expect and require that all his
gubjects in all his dominions and plantations shall
enjoy the full benefit and advantage of the same ;
and having this day taken the business into fur-
ther consideration, and all parties called in and
heard, did, by and with the advice of the Council,
order, and it is hereby ordered, that all persons
any way concerned in the seizure of the estate
of the said William Christian, deceased, or instru-
mental in the ejection of the widow and children
out of their honses and fortune, do take care that
entire restitution is to be made of all the said es-
tate, a3 well real or personal, ag alzo all damages
snstained, with full satisfaction for all profits by
{hem received since the said estate hath been in
their hands ; and that, whereas the said William
Christian, deceased, was one of ihe two lives re-
maining in an estate in Lancashire, that the det-
riment aceruing by the untimely death of the said
William Christian therein, or in like cases, shall
be estimated, and in like manner fally repaired.
That in resard of the great trouble and charges
the complainants have been at in pursuit of this
business, ordered, that they do exhibit to this
Board a true account, npon oath, of all expences
and damages by them sustained in ibe journies
of themselves and witnesses, and of all other
their charges in the following of this business.
And whereas Ewan Corghey, Sammual Rad-
cliffe, and John Casar, were by the same Court
of Justice imprisoned, and had their estates
geized and confiscated, without any legal trial; it
is ordered, that the said Ewan Curghey, Sammual
Radcliffe. and John Casar, be likewizse reinstated
10 all-their estates, real and personall, and fally
repaired in all the charges and expences which
they have been at since their first imprisonment,
a8 well in the prosecntion of this business, as in
their journey thither, or any other way whatso-
ever therennto relating. The which satisfaction,
expences, and all the sums of money to be raised
by virtue of this order, are fo be furnished by the
Deemsters, Members, and As its of the said
Court of Justice, who are hereby ordered to raise
all such the said sums, and thereof to make due
payment, and give full satisfaction unto the par
ties respectively hereby appomted ‘o receive it.
And to the end, the guilt of blood which hath
seen unjustly spilt, may in some gort be expiated,
13 his Majesty receive some kind of satis ion
1y losg of yject, it is ordered,
that the said Thomas Norris and Hugh Cannell,
wio decreed this violent death, be committed,

and remain prisorers in lae King's Dench, 1o
Dbe proceeded against in the ordinary course of
justice. 8o to receive condign punishment accord-
ing to the merit of 8o heinous a fact.

That Richard Stevenson, Robert Calcott, and
Richard Tyldesley, be discharged from farther re-
straint, giving good eccurity to appear at this
Board whensoever snmmoned, and not depart
this eity until full satisfaction be given, and all
orders of this Board whatsoever relating to this
business fully executed in the island. And in re-
gard, that npon the examination of this business,
it doth appear that Edward Christian, being one
of the Deemsters or Judges in the Isle of Mann,
did, when the Court refused to admit of the de-
ceaged William Christian’s plea of the Act of In-
demnity. make his protestation against their il-
legal proceedings, and did withdraw himself, and
come into England to solicit his Majesty, and im-
plore his justice, it is ordered, that the Earl of
Derby do forthwith, by commission in due and

»cnstomed manner, restore, constitute, and ap-
point the said Edward Christian one of the Deem-
sters or Judges of the said Island, so to remain
and continue in the due execution of the said place,

And lastly, it is ordered that the said Henry
Howell, Depnty-Governor, whose charge hath
been the not complying with, and yielding due
obedience to, the orders of his majesty, and this
Board sent into this island, giving good security to
appear at this Board whensoever summoned, be
forthwith discharged from all further restraint,
and permitted to retarn into the island; and he
is hereby strictly commanded to employ the
power and authority he hath, which by virtue of
his eommission he hath in that island, in per-
formance of, and obedience to, all commands and
orders of his Majesty and this Board in this whole
business, or any way relating thereanto.

(Signed by)
EirL oF CARE T.
Lorp Bisaop or Loxnov.
Lozp WENTWORTH.
Lorp BERKELEY.
Lorn ASHLEY.
Sz Wittian CROMPTON,
Mgz, TREASTRER.
MEe. VicE CHAMBERLATN,
Me. Sgcrerary MoRrice,
Me. SECRETARY BRNNETR

Lorp CHANCELLOR.
Lorp TREAS

Lorp Privy S
DuxE o¥ ALBE

Lorp CuaMuE

EazL oF BERKSHIRE,

1. oF MIDDLETON,

RICHARD BROWNE,
Glerk of the Councid.

No. IIL
Al the Cowrt ab Whitehall August 1445, 1853
Present.
Tux Kixa's Mosr ExceLiext Majesrv.

oF MmpL
1L oF CARBERRY.

Drs oF ALBEMAELE.
Loep Ciams
EazL or BEl

ASHLEY.
Sin WiLLiaw CROMETON,
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EirL oF Br. Avnaw. M=z, TREASURER.
EARL oF SANDWICH.
EipL o ANGLESEY.

EArL 0F BATH.

Mz. Vice CHAMBERLAIN,
Mz, SecRETARY MoRICE.

Mg, SecrETARY BERNETT.

To the end the world may the better take no-
tice of his Majesty’s reyal intention, to observe
the Act of Indemnity and Genera! Pardon invio-
lably for the publique good and satisfaction of his
gabjects—it was thiz day ordered, that a copy of

-

the order of thiz Board of the 5th inst., tonching
the illegal proceedings in the Isle of Mann against
William Christian, and putting him to death con-
trary to the said Act of General Pardon, be sent
unto his Majesty's printer, who is commanded
forthwith to print the same in the Engligh letters,
in folio, in such manner ag Acts of l’m'li:lmunt‘
are usnally printed, and his Majesty's Arms pre-
fixed,
RICHARD BROWNE,

PREFATORY LETTER

FROM THE

REV. DR. DRYASDUST OF YORK, TO CAPTAIN CLUTTERBUCK, RESIDING AT
FAIRYLODGE, NEAR KENNAQUHAIR, N. B.

VERY WORTHY AND DEAR Sir,—To your last
letter I might bave answered, with the claseic,
“ Haud equidem dnvideo, miror magis.”® For
though my converse, from infancy, has been with
things of antiquity, yet I love not ghosts or spec-
tres to be commentators thereon ; and truly your
account of the conversation you held with our
great parent, in the erypt, or most intimate recess
of the publishers at Edinburgh, had upon me
much the effect of the apparition of Hector’s phan-
tom on the hero of the MEneid—

“ Obstupul, steterantque eome.

And, as T gaid above, I repeat that I wondered at
the Vision, without envying you the pleasure of
geelng our great progenitor. But it seems that
he is now permitted to ghow himself to his family
more freely than formerly; or that the old gentle-
man is turned somewhat garrulous in these latter
days; or, in short, not to exhanst your patience
with conjectures of the cause, I alzo haye scen the
Vision of the Author of Waverley. Idonotmean
to take any undue state on myself, when I ob-
gerve, that this interview was marked with cir-
cumstances in some degree more fermally com-
plaisant than those which attended your meeting
with him in ocur worthy publisher’s; for yours
bhad the appearance of a fortuitous renconire,
whereas mine was preceded by the communic
tion of & large roll of papers, containing a new his-
tory, called PEVERIL OF THE PEAK.

I no sooner found that this manuscript con-
sisted of a narrative, ranning to the length of per-
haps three hundred and thirty pages in each vol-
ume, or thereabouts, than it instantly oceurred to
me from whom (hiz boon came; and having set
myself to pefuse the written sheets, I began to
entertain strong expectations tl
adventure, next see the author I

Again, it seems to me a marked circumstance,
that, whercas an iomer apartment of Mr, Con-
gtable p was thot a place of sufficient so-
temnity for your audience, our venerable Senior

was pleased to afford mine in the recesses of my
own lodgings, énlra parietes, as it were, and with-
out the chance of interruption. T must also re-
mark, that the features, form, and dress of the
FEidolon, a3 you well term the apparition of our
parent, seemed to me more precizely distinet than
was vouchsafed to yon on the former occasion.
Of this hereafter ; but Heaven forbid I shonld glory
or get up any claim of superiority over the other
descendants of our common parent, from such de-
cided marks of his preference—Laus propria sor
def. T am well satisfied that the honor was be.
stowed not on my person, but my cloth—that the
preference did not elevate Jonas Dryasdust over
Clutterbuck, but the Doctor of Divinity over the
Captain, Cedant arma toge—a maxim never to
be forgotten at any time, but especially to be re-
membered when the soldier is upon half-pay.

But I bethink me that Iam keeping you all this
while in the porch, and wearying yon with long
indoctions, when you would have me properard
in mediam rem. As you will, it shall be done;
for, as his Grace is wont to say of me, wittily,
“ No man tells a story so well as Dr. Dryasdnst,
when he has once got up to the starting post™—
Jocose hoe.  But to continue.

1 had skimmed the cream of the narrative
which T had received about a week before, and
that with no small cost and pain ; for the handaf
our parent is become so small and o crabbed, that
I was obliged to use strong magnifiers. Feelirg
my eyes z little exhausted towards the close of the
gecond volume, I leaned back in my easy-chair,and
began to consider whether several of the objec-
tions which have been particularly urged against
our father and patron, might not be eonsidered a3
applying, in an especial manner, to the papers I
had just pernsed. * Here are figments enongh,”
faid I to myself, ** to confuse the march of a whole
history—anachronisms enough to overset all chro-
nology! The old gentleman bath brokein all
bounds—abiit —evasit—erupit.”
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Ag these thonghts passed through my mind, I
fell into a fit of musing, which is not uncommon
with me after dinmer, when I am altogether alone,
or have no one with me but my curate. I was
awake, however; for I remember seeing, in the
gmbers of the fire, & representation of a mitre,
with the towers of a cathedral in the background ;
moreover, I recollect gazing for a certain time on
{he comely countenance of Dr, Whiterose, my
uncle by the mother’s side—the same who is men-
tioned in TaE HEART OF Mip-LoTHIAN—Whose
portrait, graceful in wig and  canonicals, hangs
ahove my mantelpiece. Farther, 1 remember
marking tbe flowers in the frame of carved oak,
and casting my eye on the pistols which hang be-
peath, being the fire-arms with which, in the
eventful year 1746, my uncle meant to have es-
ponsed the cause of Prince Charles Edward; for,
indeed, =o little did he esteem personal safety, n
comparison of steady high-church pringiple, that
he waited but the news of the Adverinres's reack-
ing London to kasten to join his standerd.

Such a doze as I then enjoyed, I find compati-
ble with indu!ging the best and deepest cogita-
tions which at any time arise in my mind. Ichew
the cud of eweet and bitter fancy, in a state be-
twixt sleeping and waking, which I consider as
g0 highly favorable to philosophy, that I have no
doubt some of its most distingnished systems
have been composed under its influence, My ser-
vant is, therefore, instructed to tread as if upon
down—my door-hinges are carefully oiled—and all
appliances used to prevent me from being prema-
tarely and harshly called back to the broad waking-
day of a laborious world. My custom, in this par-
tienlar, is so well known, that the very schoolboys
cross the alley on tiptoe, betwixt the hours of four
and five, My cell is the very dwelling of Mor-
pheus. There is indeed a bawling knave of a
broom-man, guem ego—Bul this is matter for the
Quarter-Sesgions,

As my head sunk back mpon the easy-chair in
the philosophical mood which I have just de-
geribed, and the eyes of my body began to close,
in order, doubtless, that those of my understand-
ingz might be the more widely opened, I was star-
tled by a knock at the door, of a kind more author-
jtatively boisterous than is given at that hour by
any visitor acquainted with my habits, Istarted
np in'my seat, and heard the step of my servant
hurrying along the passage, followed by a very
heavy and measured pace, which shook the long
oak-floored gallery in such a manner, a8 foreibly
to arrest my attention. ** A stranger, sir, just ar-
gived from Edinburgh by the North Mail, desires
#0 speak with your Reverence.” Such were the
words with which Jacob threw the door to the
wall; and the startled tone in which he pronounced
fhem, although there was nothing particular in

* the annunciation itself, prepared me for the ap-

proach of a visitor of nncommon dignity and im-
portance,

The Author of Waverley entered, & bulky and
wal) man, in & travelling great-coat, which covered

a snit of snmfthrown, ent in imditation of thai
worn by the great Rambler. His flapped hat—for
he disdained the modern frivolities of a travel
ling-cap—was bound over his head with a large
sillc handkerchief, so as fo protect his ears from
cold at once, and from the babble of his pleasant
companiens in the public coach from which he
had just alighted. There was somewhat of a sar-
castic shrewdness and-sense, which sat on the
heavy pent-house of his shaggy gray eyebrow—
his features were in other respects largely shaped,
and rather heavy, than promising wit or genins;
but he had a notable projection of the nose, sim-
ilar to that line of the Latin poet,—

—* immodieum surgit pro cuspide rostrum.”

A stont walking-stick stayed his hand—a double
Barcelona protected his neck—his belly was some-
thing prominent, “bu that’s not much,”’—his
breeches were substantial thickset—and a pair of
top-hoote, which were slipped down to ease his
sturdy calves, did not conceal his comfortable
travelling-stockings of lamb’s-wool, wronght, not
on the loom, but on wires, and after the v enerable
ancient faghion, known in Scotland by the name
of ridge-and-furrow. His age secmed to be con-
giderably above fifty, but conld pot amount to
{hree-score, which I observed with pleasure,
trusting there may be a good deal of work had
out of him yet; especially as a general haleness
of appearance—the compass and strength of his
voice—the steadiness of his step—ihe rotundity
of his cali—the depth of his hem, and the sono-
rous emphagis of his sneeze, were all gigns of &
constitution built for permanence.

1t struck me forcibly, as I gazed on this portly
person, that he realized, in my imagination, the
Stont Gentleman in No. T who afforded such
gabject of varying speculation to our most amus-
ing and elegant Utopian traveller, Master Geoffroy
Crayon. Indeed, but for one jittle trait in the
conduct of thesaid Stout Gentleman—I mean the
gallantry towards his landlady, a thing which
would greatly derogate from our Senior’s charac-
ter—I should be disposed to conclude that Master
Crayon had, on that memorable occasion, actually
passed his time in the vicinity of the Author of
Waverley. But our worthy patriarch, be it gpo-
ken to his praise, far from cultivating the society
of the fair sex, seems, in avoiding the company
of womankind, rather to imitate the honmor of
our friend and relation, Master Jonathan Old-
buck, as T was led to conjecture, from a circum-
stance which occurred immediately after his en-
irance.

Having acknowledged his presence with fitting
thanks and gratulations, I proposed to my vener-
ated visitor, as the refreshment bee nited to the
hour of the day, to summon my cousin and house
keeper, Miss Catharine Whiterose, with the tea-
equipage; but he rejected my proposal with diz-
dain, worthy of the Laird of Monkbarns, ‘‘No
scandal-broth,” he exclaimed ; *no unidea’d wo-
man’s chatter for me  Fill the frothed tankard—
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slice the fatted ramp—1I desire no society but
yours, and no refreshment but what the eask and
the gridiron can supply.-

The beefsteak, and toast, and tankard, were
epeedily got ready; and, whether an apparition
or a bedily presentation, my visitor displayed
lexterity as a trencherman, which might bave
attracted the envy of a hungry hunter, after a fox-
chase of forty miles, Neither did he fail to make
some deep and solemn appeals, not only to the
tankard aforesaid, but to two decanters of Lon-
don particular Madeira and old Port; the first of
which I had extracted from its ripening place of
depusitation, within reach of the genial warmth
of the oven; the other, from a deep crypt in mine
own ancient cellar, which whilom may have held
the vintages of the victors of the world, the arch
being composed of Roman brick. I could not
help admiring and congratulating the old gentle-
man upon the vigorous appetite which he dis-
played for the genial cheer of old England. * 8ir,”
was his reply, * I must eat as an Englishman, to
qualify myself for taking my place at one of the
mogt gelect companies of right English spirits,
which ever girdled in, and hewed asunder, a
mountainous sirloin, and & generous plum-pud-
ding.”

Iinquired, bat with all deference and modesty,
whither he was bound, and to what distingnished
Society he applied a description so general. I
shall proceed, in humble imitation of your exam-
ple, to give the subsequent dialogue in a dra-
matic form, unless when description becomes
necessary,

Author of Waverley.—To whom should T apply
gach a description, save to the only Society to
whom it can be thoroughly applicable—those un-
erring judges of old books and old wine—the

rehie Club of Londor? Have you not heard
that T have been chosen a member of that Society
of gelect Bibliomaniacs? *

Dryasdust.—(Rummaging in his pocket.)—I did
hear something of it from Captain Clutterbuck,
who wrote to me—ay, here is his letter—that.such
& report was current among the Scottish anti-
quarieg, who were much alarmed lest you should
be geduced into the heresy of preferring Er
beef to seven-year-old black-faced mutton, Ma-
raschino to whisky, and turfle-soup to cock-a-
leekie; in which case, they must needs renonnce
you as a lost man.—* Bat,” adds our friend (lovk-
ing at the letter),—his hand is rather of a military
degcription, better used to handle the sword than
the pen—*“Ounr friend is =0 much upon the
SHUN *'—the shun, I think it is—* that it must
be no light temptation which will withdraw him
from his incognito.”

Author.—No light temptation, unquestionably ;

d a member of this

of Waverley,
2] inducement to
Anonymous auther, that it gives him a
vacant chalr at that festive board,

but this iz a powerful one, to hob-or-nob with the
lords of the literary treasnres of Althorpe ang
Hodnet, in Madeira negus, brewed by the elassical
Dibdin—to share those profound debates which
stamp accurately on each *“small volame, dark
with tarnish’d gold," its collar, not of 8. 8, but
of R. R.—to toast the immortal memory of Cax-
ton, Valdarar, Pynson, and the other fathers of
that great art, which has made all, and each of us,
what we are. These, my dear son, are {empta-
tions, to which you gee me now in the act of re-
gigning that quiet chimney-corner of life, in
which, nnknowing and unknown—save by means
of the hopeful family to which I have given birth
—I proposed to wear out the end of life's evening
gray.

So eaying, our venerable friend took another
emphatic fouch of the tankard, as il the very
expression had suggested that specific remedy
acainst the evils. of life, recommended in the
celebrated response of Johnson’s anchorite—

¢ Come, my lad, and drink some beer.”

When he had placed on the table the silver
tankard, and fetched a deep sigh to collect the res-
piration which the long draught had interrupted, I
conld not help echoing it, in a note so patheticall s

sionate, that he fixed his eyes on me with

e. “How is this?™ said he, romewhai
angrily; * do you, the creature of my will, grudge
me my preferment? Have I dedicated to you,
and your fellows, the best hours of my life for
these seven years past; and do you presume o
grumble or repine, because, in those which are
to come, I seek for some enjoyment of life in go-
ciety =0 congenial to my pursuits ?” T humbled
myself before the offended Senior, and professed
my innocence in all that could possibly give him
displeasure, He seecmed partly appeased, but
gtill bent on me an eye of suspicion, while he
questioned me in the words of old Norton, in the
ballad of the **Rising in the Norih Country.”

¢ uthor —What wonldst thon have, Francis Norton!

son and heir;

i'or my pi ption, I only sighed at the
possibility of your venturing yourself amongst
body of critics, to whom, in the capacity of gkil-
ful antiquaries, the investization of truth is an
especial duty, and who may therefore visit with
the more severe censure, those aberrations which
it is o often your pleasure to make from the path
of true higtory.

Author.—I understand yon. You mean {o say
these learned persons will have bat little toler-
tion for a romance, or a fctitious narrative,
founded upon history ?

Dryasdust,—Why, gir, I do rather npprchmﬂ
that their respect for the foundation will be euch,
that they may be apt to quarrel with the incots
sistent we of the superstructure; just 88
every classical {raveller pours forth expresgiond
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of sorrow and indignation, when, in travelling
through Greece, he chances to eee a Tarkish
Kkiosk rising on the ruins of an ancient temple.

Avthor.—But since we cannot rebuild the
temple, a kiosk may be a pretly thing, may it
not§ Not quite correct in architecture, strictly
and classically eriticised; but presenting some-
thing unecommon to the eye, and something fan-
tastic to the imagination, on which the spectator
gazes with pleasure of the same deseription which
arisos from the perusal of an Eastern 1ale.

Dryasdust.—1 am unable to dispute with yon
ix mefaphor, gir; but T musi eay, in discharge of
my conseience, that you stand much censured for
adulterating the pure sonrces of historical knowl-
edge. You approach them, men say, like the
drunken yeoman, who, once upon a time, pollut-

ystal spring which supplied the thirst of
his family, with a score of sugar loaves, and a
hogshead of rum ; and thereby converted a -mlp\c
and wholesome i)(wr.l«o into a stupelying, bruti-
fying and intoxicating fluid ; sweeter, in ectl. to
the taste than the natural lymph, but, for tha
yery reason, more geductively dangerons,

Author—1 allow your metaphor, Doctor; but
yet, though good punch cannot supply the want
of spring water, it is, W ..15 used, no
malum én se; and I iave thought it a
ghabhby thing of the parson of the parish, had he
helped to drink out the well on Saturday night,
and preached against the honest bospitable yeo-
man on Sunday morning. I should have ‘an-
swerad him, that the very flavor of the lignor
ghould have put him at once upon his guard; and
that if he had taken & drop over much, he ought
to blame his own imprudence more than the
hogpitality of his entertainer.

Dryasdust.—I profess I donot exactly see how
this applies.

Author.—No : you are one of those numerous
disputants, who will never follow their metaphor
wstep farther than it goes their own way. T will
explain. A poor fellow, 'y with
ransacking his own }mrm and be )uhdnd imagina-
tion, looks out for some geners 11 wh_, ect in the
h:wc and boundless ficl g , which holds
forth examples of every l-.Lml—]' ts on some
personage, or some combination of circumstan-
ees, or gome striking trait of manners, which he
thinks may be advantageously nsed as the basis
of a ficlitions narrative—bedizens it with euch
toloring as his skill s -—ornaments it with
siich romantic circums
general effect—invest of char-
acter, as will best contras L\\m: mc,h other—and
thinks, perhaps, he has done some service to the
public, if he can present to mc‘.‘l a lively fictitions
pictare, for which the ori necdote or cir-
cumstance which he made free 3 into Lis
Bervice, only furnished a slight 5ku'.r.h. Now I
tannot perceive any harm in this. The stores of
ligtory are accessible o every one; and are no
more exhausted or impoverished by the hinis
thug borrowed from them, thau *he fountain is

drained by the water which we subtract for
domestic purposes. And in reply to the sober
charze of falsehood, arainst a narrative announc-
ed positively to be fictitious, one can only answer,
by Prior’s exclamation, =

¥ Odzooks, must one ewear to the truth of a song!™

Diryasdust.—Nay ; but I fear me that you are
here eluding the charge. Men do not seriously
accnse you of misrepresenting history ; although
I assure you I have seen some grave treatises, in
which it was thought necessary to contradict
your assertions.

Author.—That certainly was to point a die-
charge of artillery against a wreath of morning
mist.

Dryasdust.—But besides, and especially, i
gaid that you are in danger of causing history to
be neglected—readers being contented with such
frothy and superficial knowledge as they acquire
from your works, to the effect of inducing them
to neglect the severer and more accurate sources
of information.

Author.—I deny the consequence. On the
contrary, I rather hope that I have turned the at-
tention of the public on varions points, which
have received elucidation from writers of more
learning and research, in conseguence of my
novels having attached some interest to them. 1
might give instances, but I hate vanity—I hate
vanity. The history of the divining rod is well
known—it is a slight valueless twig in itself, but
indicates, by its motion, where veins of precious
metal are concealed below the earth, which after-
Wi enrich the adventurers by whom they are
laboriously and carefully wrought. I claim mo
more merit for my historical hints ; but this is
something.

Dryasdust.—We severer antiquaries, sir, may
grant that this is true; to wit, that yonr works
may occasionally have put men of solid judgment
upon researches which they would not perhaps
have otherwise thought of u undertaking. Dutthis
will Idave you still accountable for misleading the
young, the indolent, and the giddy, by ihrnsting
into their hands, works, which, while they have
g0 much the appearance of conveying information,
as may prove perhaps a salve to their consciences
for employing their leisure in the perusal, yet
leave their giddy brains contented with the crude,
uncertain, and often false statements, which your
novels abound with.

Author—It would be very nnbecoming in me,
reverend gir, to acense a gentleman of your cloth
of cant; but pray, is there not something like it
in the pathos with which you enforce these dan-

I aver on the contrary, that by introducing
v and t‘ae "mﬂhlul 7 s hg severe in
" ¥ Tam doing a real service

yet be able to nil.\rd h not to the
narrative fteelf, but to the moral it conveys, in which the authos
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to the more ingenions ana the more apt among
them ; for the love of knowledge wants but a be-
pmnmg—the least rk will give fire when the
train is properly prepared; and having been in-
terested in fictitions adventures. ascribed to an
historical period and ¢l ters, the reader begins
next to be anxious to learn what the facts really
were, and how far the novelist has justly repre-
gented them,

But even where the mind of the more careless
reader remains satisfled with the light perusal he
has afforded to a tale of fiction, he will gtill lay
down the book with a degree of knowledse, not
perhaps of the most accurate kind, but euch as he
might not otherwise have acquired. Noris this
limited to minds of a low and inenrious descrip-
tion; but, on the contrary, comprehends many
persons otherwise of high talents, who, neverthe-
less, either from lack of time, or of perseverance,
are willing to sit down contented with the slight
information which is acquired in such a manner.
The great Duke of Marlborough, for example,
having quoted, in conversation, some fact of
English history rather inacenrately, was requested
{o name his anthority. *‘Shakespeare’s Histori-
cal Plays,” answered the conqueror of Blenheim ;
* the only English history I ever read in my life.”
And a hasty recollection will convince any of us
how much better we are acquainted with those
parts of English history which that immortal bard
has dramatized, than with any other portion of
British story.

Dryasdust.—And you, worthy eir, are ambi-
tious to render a similar service to posterity ?

Author.—May the saints forefend I shounld be
guilty of such unfounded vanity! Ionly show
what has been done when there were giants in
the land. We pigmies of the I :
at least, however, do something; and it is well
to keep a pattern before our eyes, though that
pattern be inimitable.

Dryasdust.—Well, sir, with me yon must have
your own conree; and fol reasons well known to
you, it is 1mpmn1hlc for me to reply to you in ar-
gument. But I doubt if zm you have said will

has not been thought d at. The  fuiry ? is the con-
duct of the story which the tale s inventad to emcidate.

reconcile the public to the anachronisms of your
present volumes, Here you have a Countess of
Derby fetched out of her cold grave, and saddled
with a set of adventures dated twenty years after
her death, besides beir ven up as a Catholie,
when she was in fact a zealons Hugnenot.

Author.—She may sue me for damages, as in
the case of Dido versus Virgil,

Dryasdust.—A worse fault i8, that your man.
ners are even more incorrect than usmal. Your
Puoritan is faintly traced, in comparison to your
Cameronian.

Author.—T agree to the charge; but althongh
1 still consider hypocrisy and enthusiasm as fit
food for ridicnle and satire, yet I am sensible of
the difficulty of holding fanaticism up to langhter
or abhorrence, without using colering which may
give offence to the sincerely worthy and religious.
Many things are lawful which we are tanght are
not convenient; and there are many tones of
feeling which are too respectable to be insulted,
thongh we do not altogether sympathize with
them,

Dryasdust.—Not to mention, my worthy er,
that perhaps you may think the subject exhausted.

Author.—The devil take the men of this gen-
eration for putting the worst construction on
their neighbor’s conducet |

So saying, and flinging a testy sort of adien
towards me with his hand, he opened the door,
and ran hastily down-stairs. Istarted onmy feet,
and rang for my servant, who instantly came, I
demanded what had become of the stranger—he
denied that any such had been admitfed—I
pointed to the empty decanters, and he—he—he

had the assurance to intimate that such vacane
cies were sometimes made when I had no better
company than my own. I do not know what to
make of this doubtful matter, but will certainly
jmitate your example, in placing this dialogug,
with my present 1(-11.cr, at the head of PEVERE
oF THE PEAE.—] am,

DeAR SIR,
Very much your faithful and
obedient servant,
Joxas DRYAEDUST.

Michaelmas-duy, 1822, YoR®

PEVERIL OF

CHAPTER I
When civil dudgeon first grew high,
And men fell out,
‘When foul wor 8, and fears,
Set folk together by the ears—

knew not whys

BoTtiER.

Wirnriy, the Conqueror of England, was, or
supposed himself to be, the father of a certain
William Peveril, who attended him to the battle
of Hastings, and there distinguished himself. The
liberal - minded monarch, who assumed in his
charters the veritable title of Gulielmus Bastardus,

pas not likely to let his son’s acy be any
bar to the course of his royal favor, when the
laws of England were issned from the mouth of
the Norman victor, and the lands of tbx: Saxons
were at his unlimited disposal.
oblained a liberal grant of property :11.d lordships
in Derbyshire, and became the erector of that
Gothic foriress, which, hanging over the mouth
of the Devil’'s Cavern, go well known to tonrists,
gives the name of Castleton to the adjacent vil-
lage.

From this al Baron, who chose his nest
upon the pri\lc ples on which an eagle selects her
eyry, and built it in such a fashion as if he bad
intended it, as an Irishman said of the Martello
towers, for the =ole purp of puzzling posterity,
there was, or conceiv ves to be, de-
scended (for their pe s rather hy 11fnhct~
ical) an opulent family of kni 'ntI\ rank, in the
game county of Derby. The great fief of Castle-
ton, with its adjacent wastes and forests, and all
the wonders which they contain, had been for-
feited in King John’s stormy days, by one Wil-
liam Peveril, and had been granted anew to the
Lord Ferrers of that day, Yet this William’s de-
pcendants, thongh no longer possessed of what
they alleged to have been their original property,
were long distinguished by the proud title of Pev-
erils of the Peak, which served to mark their high
descent, and lofty pretensions,

In Charles the Second’s time the representa-
tive of this ancient family was Sir Geoffrey Pev-
eril, a man who had many of the ordinary attri-
butes of an old-fashioned country gentleman, and
very few individnal traits to distingmish him from
the general portrait of that worthy class of man-
kind. He was proud of small advantages, angry
at small dia‘ﬂpp:)iuhn".nts incapable of forming
any resolntion or opivion abstracted from his
cwn prejudices—he was proud of his birth, lavigh

THE PEAK,

in his Lousekeeping, convivial with those kim
wintances, who would allow his su-
pL’!lUIlL\‘ in 1.1'1|\—wutu tious and quarrelsome
with all that crossed his pretensions—kind to the
poor, except when they plundered his game—a
in his political opinions, and one who de-
tested alike a Roundhead, a poacher, and a Pres-
byterian. In religion Geoffrey was a bigh-
churcliman, of go ex a]wﬂ a eitrain that many
thought he 1-11]1 nourished ip private the Roman
Catholic tenets, which his family had only re-
nounced in his father’s time, and that he had a
neation for conforming in outward observ-
2 to the Protestant faith. There was at least
such a scandal amongst the Paritans, and the in-
fluence which Sir Geoffrey Peveri tainly ap-
peared to possess amongst the Catholic gentlemen
of Derbyehire and Cheshire, seemed to give coun-
tenance to the rumor.

‘h was Sir Geoffrey, who might have passed
to his prave withont farther distinction than
a brass-plate in the chancel, had he not lived in
times which foreed the most inactive spirits into
exertion, as a tempest influences the slugzish
waters of the dead mere. When the Civil

2 broke out, Peveril of the Peak, proud from
e, and bra by constitution, raised a
and showed upon several
more capacity for command, than men
had llrﬂc ofore given him credit for.

Even in the midst of the civil turmoil, he fell
in love with, and married, a beantiful and ami-
able young I.u”. of the noble hounse of Stan
and from that time had the more merit in his Iuy
alty, as it divorced him from her society, unless
at very brief intervals, when his duty permitted
an oceasional vigit to his home. Scorning to be
alluréd from his military daty by domestic induce-
ments, Peveril of the Peak fought on for several
rongh years of civil war, and performed his part
with sufficient gallantry, until his regiment was

i and cut to pieces by Poyntz, Cromwe
([.[.mrmng and snceessfol general of cavalry.
The defeated Cavalier escaped from the field of
battle, and, like a true descendant of William the
Conqueror, disdaining submission, threw bim-
gell into his own castellated mansion, which was

acked and defended in a siege of that irregular
kind which caused the destrnction of so many ba-
ronial residences during the course of those un-
lmpn} wara. Martindale Castle, after having
rerely from the cannon which Crom-

m,ll himself brought against it, was at length




WAVERLEY

surrendered when in the last extremity, Sir
Geoflrey himself became a prisoner, and while
fis liberty was only restored upon a promise of

ning a peaceful subject to the Commonwealth
11}111111'c- his former delinquencies, as they were
termed by the raling party, were severely punished
by flue and sequestration.

But neither his forced promise, nor the fear of
farther unpleasant consequences to his person or
property, could prevent Peveril of the Peak from
Jjoining the gallant Earl of Derby the night before
the fatal engagement in Wiggan-lane, where the
Eari's forces were digpersed. Sir Geoffrey bav-
ing had his share in that action, escaped with the
relics of the royalists after the defeat, to join
Charles II, He witnessed also the final defeat of
Worcester, where he was & second time made
prisoner; and as in the opinion of Cromwell and
the language of the times, he was regarded as an
obstinate malignant, he was in great danger of
having shared with the Earl of Derby his execu-
tion at Bolton-le-Moor, having partaken with him
the dangers of twoactions. But Sir Geoffrey’s
life was preserved by the interest of a friend, who
possessed influence in the councils of Oliver.—
This was a Mr. Bridgenorth, a gentleman of mid-
diing quality, whose father had been successful in
gome commercial adventure during the peaceful
reign of James T. ; and who had bequeathed his
son a considerable sum of money, in addition to
the moderate patrimony which he inherited from
his father.

The subgtantial, thongh small-gized brick build-

of Monltrassie Hall, was but two miles distant
from Martindale Castle, and the young Bridge-
north attended the same school with the heir of
the Peverils. A sort of companionship, if not in-
timacy, took place betwixt them, which continued
daring their youthful sports—the rather tha
Bridgenorth, though he did not at heart admit Sir
Geoffrey’s mg of superiority to the extent
which the othe anity wounld have exacted, paid
deference in a reasonable degzree to therepresent-
ative of a family so much more ancient and im-
portant than his own, without e iving that he
in any respect degraded himself by doing so.

srth did not, however, car
iwce g0 far as to embrace Sir Geoffy
ng the Civil War. On the contrar;
uch as-
ance in arraying the militia in the cause of th
Parliament, and for some e held a military
commission in that service. This was p
ing to his religious principles, for he wa
ous Presbyterian, partly to his political
which, withont being absoluiely democ
favored the popular side of the great national
question. Besides, he was a moneyed man, and
to a certain extent had a shrewd eye to his world-
ly intere He understend bow to improve the
opportunities which civil war afforded, of advan-
zing hie fortune, by a dexterous use ofhis capital ;
pnd he was not at a loss to perceive that these
were likely to be obtained by jolning the Parlia
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ment ; while the King’s cause, a8 it was manag,
held out nothing to the wealthy but a course of
exaction and compulsory loans. Forthese reasons,
Bridgenorth became a decided Roundhead, and al]
friendly communication betwixt his neighbor and
him was abruptly broken asunder. This was done
with the less acrimony, that, during the Civil
War, Sir Geoffrey was almost constantly in the
field, following the vacillating and anbappy for
tunes of his master; while Major Brid
who goon renonnced active military gervice, re-
ed chiefly in London, and cnly occasionally
visited the Hall.

Upon these visits, it was with great pleasure
he received the intelligence, that Lady Peveril
had shown muach kindness to Mrs. Bridgenorth,
and had actnally given her and her family shelter
in Martindale le, whep Moultrassie Hall was
threatened with pillaze by a body of Prince Ra-
pert’s ill-digciplined Cavaliers. This acquaintance
had been matured by frequent walks together,
which the vicinity of their places of residence suf-
fered the Lady Peveril to have with Mrs. Bridge-
nerth, who deemed herself much honored in be'ﬁ]g
thus admitted into the society of so distinguished
a lady. Major Bridgenorth heard of this growing
intimacy with great pleasure, and he determined
to repay the obligation, as far as he could without
much hurt to himeelf, by interfering, with all his
influence, in behalf of her unfortunate husband.
It was chiefly owing to Major Bridgenorth’s me-
diation, that Sir Geoffrey’s Jife was saved after the
battle of Worcester. He obtained him permis-
sion to compound for his esfate on easier terms
than many who had been I obstinate in ma-

ignaney ; , finally, when, in order to raise
the money to the eomposition, the Knight was
oblized to sell a considerable portion of his patri-
mony, Major Bridgenorth became the purchaser,
and that s ¢ than had been paid to
any C r such circumstances, by a men-
ber of the Committee for Segnestrations. It is
true, the prodent committee-man did not, by any
means, lose sight of his own interest in the trans-
action, for the price was, after all, very moderate,
and the pri ent to Moultrassie Hall,
h was at least trebled by the ac-
quisition. Bat then it was also true, that the un-
fortunate owner must have submitted to much
worse conditions, had the committee-man used, a8
:rs did, the full advantages whic natien
gave him ; and Bridgenorth took eredi tto Inm\:Il'
and received it from others, for having, on this
occasion, fairly sacrificed his interest to bis liber-
ality. iy

Sir Geoffrey Peveril was of the same opinion,
and the rather that Mr. Bridgenorth seemed to
bear hiz exaltation with great moderation, and
was disposed to show him personally the same

leference in his present sunshine of progperity
\.] ¢h he had exhibited formerly in their early 8¢
ce. Itisbut justiceto Ms lJr:rBrldf'Lﬂﬂl‘m

to ohserve, that in this conduct he paid respectat
mueh to the misfortunes as to the prelensions of
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his far-descended neighbor, '!:1 that, with the
frank generosity of a blunt Eng iman, he con-
peded pomrrs of ceremony, alnnni which he himself
was indiffereut, merely because he saw that his
doing so gave pleasure to 8ir Geofirey.

Peveril of the Peak did justice to his neighbor’s
delicacy, in consideration of which he fo
things. He forgot that Major Bridgenorth was
already in possession of a fair 1]111‘& 01' his estate,
and had various pecuniary elair the re-
mainder, to the extent of one-third mor He en-
deavored even to forzet, what it was still more
difficult not to remember, the altered situation in
which they and their mansions ncw stood to each
other.

Before the Civil War, the snperb battlements
and tarrets of Martindale Castle looked down on
the red brick-built Hall, as it stole out from the
green plantations, just as an oak in Martindale
Chase would have looked beside one of the stunted
and formal young beech-trees with which Bri
north had graced his avenue; but after the
which we have commemorated, the enlarred and
angmented Hall wae as much predominant in the
landseape over the shattered and blackened ruins
of the Castle, of which only one wing was left
habitable, as the youthful beech, in all its vigor of
shoot and bud, would appear to the same
oak stripped of its 1
one hall laid in shivers on the "'l,uud. and the
otherremaining a blackened and ungraceful trunk,

d not but feel, that the
gitnation and prespects of the fwo neighbors were
exchanged as disadvantazeo for himself as the
fippearance of their mansions; and that thougl
the aathority of the man in office under the Parlia-
ment, the sequestrator, and the committee-man,
had been only e ed for the protection of the
Cavalier and the mal nt, they wounld have been
as effeetual if applied to procure his utter rui
and that he was become a client, while his neizh-
hor was elevated into a patron.

There were two considerations, besides the
necessity of the caze and the constant advice of
his lady, which enabled Pev of the Peak to
endure, with some patience, this state of degra-
dation. The first was, that the politics of Major
Bridgenorth began, on many points, to assimilate
themselves to his own. As a Presbyterian, he
was not an utter anmy to rmnurc
been considerably she
and execution of the I n and a
man of property, he feared the domination of the
military and th ugh he wished not to sce Charles
re:torcd by force of arn ot he arrived at the

pected trial

£ure the protection of those popular immunities
and privileges for which the Long Parliamen

at first contended, wounld be the surest and most
desirable termination to the mutations in state af-
faire which had agitated Britain. Indeed. the
Major's ideas on this point approached so nearly

those of his neighbor, that he had well-nigh suf-
fered Sir Geoffrey, who bad a finger in almost all
the conspiracies of the Royalists, to involve him
in the unfortunate rising of Penruddock and
Groves, in the west, in which ms any of the Pres-
rian interest, ns well as the Cavalier party,
were engaged. And though his habitual prudence
eventually kept him out of this and other dangers,
Major Bridgenorth was considered during the last
years of Cromwell's domination, and the inter-
regnum which euncceeded, as a disaffected per=on
to the Commonwealth, and a favorer of Charles
Brewart,

But besides this approximation to the same
political opinions, another bond of intimacy unit-
ed the families of the Castle and the Hall. Major
Bridgenorth, fortunate, and eminently so, in all
his worldly transactions, was visited by severe
and reiterated misfortunes in his family, and be-
came, in this particular, an object of compassion
to his poorer and more decayed neizhbor. Be
twixt the breaking out of the Civil War and the

i st successively a family of no
ic=s than six children, appar nll\ through a deli-
cacy of constitution, which cut off the little prat-
tlers at the early age when they most wind them-
selves around the heart of the parents,

In the beginning of the year 1658, Major Bridge-
north was childless; it ended, he had a daugh-
ter, indeed, but her birth was purchased by the
death of an affectionate wife, whose cons
had been exhausted by maternal grief, and by the
anxious and harrowing reflection, that from her
the children they had lost derived that delicacy
of health, which proved unable to undergo the
tear and wear of existence. The eame voice

rorth that he was father of a

communicated to him

ence that he was no longer a
The feelings of Major Bridgzenorth were strong
and deep, rather than hasty and vehement; and
his grief assumed the form of a sullen stupor,
from which neither the friendly remonstrances
of Sir Geoffrey, who did not fail to be with his
neighbor at this distressing conjuncture, even
though he kmew he must meet the Presbyterian
pastor, nor the ghostly exhortations of this lat-
ter person, were able to rouse the unfortunate
widower,

At length Lady Peveril, with the ready inven-
tion of a female sharpened by the
and the feelings of sympathy, tri
one of those experiments by which grief is often
awakened from despondency into tears.
placed in north's arms the infant whose
birth had cost him so dear, and conjured him to
remember that his ce was not yet dead, since
ghe survived in the heipless child she had left to
his paternal care.

“ Take her away—take her away!" said the
uchappy man, and they were the first words he
had spoken; *let me not look on her—'t ‘s bui
another blossom that has bloomed to fade
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and the tree that bore it will mever flourich
more |

He almost threw the child into Lady Peveril’s
arms, placed his hands before his face, and wept
gloud. Lady Peveril did not say ** be comforted,”
but she ventured to promise that the bloszom
ghonld ripen to fruit

**Never, never!” said Bridgenorth; * take
the nnhappy child away, and let me only know
when I shall wear black for her—Wear black ™
he exclaimed, interrupting himself, ** what other
color shall I wear during the remainder of my
lm. 91

“T will take the child for a season,” said Lady
Peveril, “*since the sight of her is go painful to
you; and the little Alice shall ghare the nursery
of our Julian, until it shall be pleasure, and uot
pain for you to look on her."

“That hour will never come,” said the un-
happy father; ‘“her doom is written—she wiil
follow the rest—God’s will be done.—Lady, I
thank you—I trust her to your care; and I thank
God that my eye shall not see her dying ago-
nies."

Without detaining the render’s attention longer
on thiz painfol theme, it is enough to say that the
Lady Peveril did undertake the daties of & mother

aps it was owing,
judieio ment
nt, that its fee .11\, hold of life was pre-
ice the glimmering spark might proba-

The lady was the more ready to unde
charge, that she herself had lost two infant

children; and that she attributed the preserva-
tion of the third, now a fine healthy ehild of three
years old, to Julian’s being sub] d to rather a
different course of , 8 atment than was
then generally practised. She resolved to follow
the same regimen with the little orphan, which
she had observed iu the case of her own boy ; and
it was equally successful. By & more sparing use
of medicine, by a bolder admission of fresh air,
by a firm, yet cautious atter to encourage
réther than to snpersede the exertions of nature,
the puny infant, under the care of an excellent
purse, improved in strength and in
liveline
Sir Geoffreyslike most men of his fi
good-natured disposition, was naturally fond of
children, and =0 much compassionated the sor-
rows of his neighbor, that he entirely forgot his
beinz a Presby an, nntil it became nec ry
that the infant ghould be christened by a teacher
of ths pm'~
Th i 1se—ihe father seemed in-
tion; and that the threshold
should be violated by the
lwlw.lu"d & issenting clergyman,” was
matter of horror to its orthodox owner. He had
#een the famous Hugh Peters, with a Bible in one

hand and a pistol in the other, ride in triumph
through the court-door when Martindale was sur-
rendered; and the bitterness of that hour had
entered like iron into his soul. Yet sneh was
Lady Peveril’s influence over the prejudices ot
her husband, that he was induced to connive at
the ceremony taking place in a remote garden-
housge, which was not properly within the pre-
cincts of the Castle-wall. The lady even dared
to be present while the ceremony was performed
by the Reverend Master Solsgrace, who had once
preached a sermon of three hours' length before
Touse of Commons, upon a than

8 after the relief of Exeter. Bir Geoffrey
Peveril took care to be absent the whole day from
the Castle, and it was only from the great interest
which he took in the washing, perfuming, and as it
were purification of the summer-hcouse, that it
could have been guessed he knew any thing of
what had taken place in it.

But, whatever prejudices the good Enight

might entertain against his neizhbor’s form of re-
ligion, they did not in any way inflnence his feel-
inrs towards him asa rer, under severe af-
fliction. The mode in which he showed his sym-
pathy was rather singular, but exactly suited the
character of both, and the terms on which they
stood with each other.

Morning after morning the good Baronet made
Moulirassie Hall the termination of his wulk or
ride, and said a single word of kindness as he

1. Sometimes he entered the old parlor

are the proprietor sat in solitary wretchedness
and despondency; but more frequently (for Sir
rey did not pretend to great talents of con-

ed on the terrace, and stopping

e by the latticed window, said

aloud to Ehe melancholy inmate, ** How is it with
you, Master Bridzenorth?” (the Enight would
never acknowledge his neighbor’s military rank
of Major); * I just lo in to bid you keep &
good heart, man, and to tell you that Julian i8
well, and little -\hﬂe is well, and all are well at

es co!m]cd\\'ith 1 thank
i grateful duty waits on
1,” was generally Bridgenorth’s only
answer. But the news was received on the one
part with the kindness which was designed upon
he other; it gradually became less painful and
more interesting ; the lattice window was never
closed, nor was the leathern easy-chair which
gtood next to it, ever empty, when the nsnal hour
of the Barouet’s momentary visit approached. At
length the expeciation of that passing minute be-
the pivot upon which the thoughts of poot
B north turned during all the rest of the day.
Most men have known t‘nz iufluence of such brief
Dut.ruling moments at some period of their lives.
The moment when a lover passes the window of
his migt the moment when the epicure he
the dinner-bell,—is that into which is crow
the whole mie of the day; the hours whic
precede it are spenf-in anticipation; the hours
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which follow, in reflection on what has passed;
and fancy, dwelling on cach briel circumstance,
gives to seconds the duration of minutes, to min-
utes that of hours. Thus seatcd in his lonely
chair, Bridgenorth could catch at a distance the
stately step of Sir Geoffrey, or the heavy tramp of
his war-horse, Black Hagtings, which had borne
him in many an action; he conld hear t!le hum
of **The King shall enjoy his own again,” or the
hahitual whistle of * Cuckolds and Roundheads,”
die into reverential silence, as the Enight ap-
proached the mansion of affliction ; and then
came the strong hale voice of the buntsman sol-
dier with its usnal greeting.

By degrees the communication became some-
thing more protracted, as Major Bridgenorih's
grief, like all human feelings, lost its overwhelm-
ing violence, and permitted him to attend, in some
degree, to what passed around him, to discharge
various duties which pressed upon him, and to
give a share of atfention to the situation of the
country, distracted as it was by the contending
factions, whose gtrife only terminated in the Res-
toration, Still, however, though slowly recover-
ing from the effects of the shock which he had
gustained, Major Bridgenorth felt himself as yet
unable to make up his mind to the effort neces-
gary to see his infant; and thongh separated by
go ehort a distance from the being in whose ex-
istence he was more interested than in any thing
the world afforded, lie only made himself ac-
quainted with the windows of the apartment
where little Alice was lodged, and was often ob-
gerved to watch them from the terrace, as they
brightened in the evening under the influence of
the getting sun. In truth, though a strong-minded
man in most res pects, h(. was unable to ]m aside
the gloomy impression that this remaining pledge
of affection was scon to be conveyed to that
grave which had already devoured all besides
that was dear to him; and he aw 1in misera-
ble suspense the mement when he shounld hear
that symptoms of the fatal malady had begun to
show themselves,

The voice of Peveril continued to be that of a
comforter until the month of Aprily 1660, when it
snddenly assumed & new and different tone,
*The King shall enjoy his own again,” far from
ceasing, as the hasty tread of Black Hastings

eame up the avenue, bore burden to the clatter of
nis hoofs on the paved conrt-yard, as 8ir Geoffrey
gprang from his great war-saddle, now once more
garnished with pistols of two feet in length, and,
armed with steel-cap, back and breast, and a
trancheon in his hand, he rushed into the apart-
ment of the astonished Major, with his eyes
eparkling, and his cheek inflamed, while he called
oat, *Up! up, neighbor| No time now to mope
in the chimney-corner | Where is vour bufi-coat
and broadsword, man? Take the true side once
in your life, and mend past mistakes. he King
is all lenity, man—all royal nature and mercy. I
will get your full pardon.”

* What means all this? " said Bridgenorth—

)
“

1)

“Is all well with yon—all well at Martindale Cas-
tle, Bir Geoffrey t
“Well as you could wish them, Alice, and
Julian, and all. But I have news worth twentv
of lh.u—-Mouk has declared at London against
g scoundrels the Rump, F. ig
uc—for the King—for the King,
man | Clmrchm en, Presbyteriang, and all, are in
buff and bandoleer for King Charles. I have a
letter from Fairfax to secure Derby and Chester-
field with all the men I can make., D—n him, fine
that T should take orders from him! But never
mind that—all are friends now, aud you and I,
good neighbor, will charge abreast, as good neigh-
bors should, Bee there! read—read—read—and
then boot and saddle in an instant.

ub-a-dub, dub-a-du
Have at old Bel. ‘Peunh
Oliver shakes in his bler1’

After thundering forth this elezant effusion of
loyal enthusiasm, the sturdy Cavalier’s heart be-
came too full, He threw himself on a seat, and
exclaiming, * Did ever Ithink to live to see this
happy day!™ he wept, to his own surprise, as
much as to that of Brideenorth.

Upon considering the 8in which the coun-
try was placed, it appeared to Major Bridgenorth,
as it had done to Fairfax, and other leaders of the
Presbyterian party, that their frank embracing of
the royal interest was the wisest and most pa-
triotic measnre which they could adopt in the
circumstances, when all ranks and classes of men
were seeking refuge from the uncertainty and va-
ried oppression attending the repeated contests
between the factions of Westminster Hall and of
Wallingford Honse, Accordingly he joined with
Sir Geofirey, with less enthusiasm indeed, but
with equal sincerity, taking such measares as
geemed p:up\r to secure their part of the country
on the King's behalf, which was done as effect-
ually and ]u.-mcahfg as in other parts of England.
The neighbors were both at Chesterfield, when
news arrived that the King had landed in Eng-
land ; and Sir Geoffrey instantly announced his
purpose of waiting upon his Majesty, even before
his return to the Castle of Martindale.

* Who knows, neighbor,” he said, ** whether
Sir Geoffrey Peveril will ever return to Martin-
dale? Titles must be going amongst them yon-
der, and I have deserved something among the
rest.—Lord Peveril would sound well—or stay,
Earl of Martindale—no, not of Martindale—Earl
of the Peak.—Meanwhile, trust your affairs to me
—I will see you secured—I would you had been
no Presl ian, neighbor—a knighthood,—1I
mean & knight bfmhc‘.ur not a knight-baronet,—
wonld have served your turn well.”

“Tleave thege things to my betters, 8ir Geof
frey,” said the Major, “and desire nothing sc
c]mutlJ as to find all well at Martindale when I
retarn.”

% You will—you will find them all well,” sald




