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WOODSTOCK.

CHAPTER I

Being skilless in these parts, which, to a stranger,
Unguided and unfriended, often prove
Rough and inhospitable.

Twelfth Night,

THERE was a little attempt at preparation, now
that the dinner hour was arrived, which showed
that, in the opinion of his few but faithful- domes-
tics, the good knight had returned in triumph to
his home.

The great tankard, exhibiting in bas-relief the
figure of Michael subduing the Arch-enemy, was
placed on the table, and Joceline and Pheebe duti-
fully attended; the one behind the chair of Sir
Henry, the other to wait upon her young mistress,
and both to make out, by formal and regular
observance, the want of a more numerous train.

“A health to King Charles!” said the old
knight, handing the massive tankard to his daugh-
ter. “Drink it, my love, though it be rebel ale
which they have left us. I will pledge thee; for
the toast will excuse the liquor, had Noll himself
brewed it.”

The young lady touched the goblet with her
lip, and returned it to her father, who took 1

copious draught.
VOL. IL. —1



2 WOODSTOCK.

“T will not say blessing on their hearts,” said
he; “ though I must own they drank good ale.”

“No wonder, sir; they come lightly by the
malt, and need not spare it,” said Joceline.

“ Say’st thou?” said the knight. “Thou shalt
finish the tankard thyself for that very jest’s
sake.” Nor was his follower slow in doing reason
to the royal pledge. He bowed, and replaced the
tankard, saying,cafter a triumphant glance at the
sculpture, “I had a gibe with that same red-coat
about the Saint Michael just now.”

“ Red-coat — ha! what red-coat ? ” said the hasty
old man. “ Do any of these knaves still lurk about
Woodstock ? — Quoit him downstairs instantly,
Joceline. — Know we not Galloway nags?”

“So please you, he is in some charge here, and
will speedily be gone. — It is he — he who had a
rencontre with your honour in the wood.”

“Ay, but I paid him off for it in the hall, as
you yourself saw. I was never in better fence in
my life, Joceline. ~That same steward fellow is
not so utterly black-hearted a rogue as the most of
them, Joceline. He fences well — excellent well.
I will have thee try a bout in the hall with him
to-morrow, though I think he will be too hard for
thee. I know thy strength to an inch.”

He might say this with some truth; for it was
Joceline’s fashion, when called on, as sometimes
happened, to fence with his patron, just to put
forth as much of his strength and skill as obliged
the knight to contend hard for the victory, which,
in the long-run, he always contrived to yield up to
him, like a discreet serving-man.

“ And what said this Roundheaded steward of
our great Saint Michael’s standing cup?”
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“ Marry, he scoffed at our good saint, and said
he was little better than one of the golden calves
of Bethel. But I told him he should not talk so,
until one of their own Roundheaded saints had
given the devil as complete a cross-buttock as
Saint Michael had given him, as ’tis carved upon
the cup there. I trow that made him silent
enough. And then he would know whether your
honour and Mistress Alice, not to mention old
Joan and myself, since it is your honour’s plea-
sure I should take my bed here, were not afraid to
sleep in a house that had been so much disturbed.
But I told him we feared no fiends or goblins,
having the prayers of the Church read every
evening.”

“ Joceline,” said Alice, interrupting him, “ wert
thou mad? You know at what risk to ourselves
and the good doctor-the performance of that duty
takes place.”

“0Oh, Mistress Alice,” said Joceline, a little
abashed, “ you may be sure I spoke not a word of
the doctor — No, no — I did not let him into the
secret that we had such a reverend chaplain. — I
think I know the length of this man’s foot. We
have had a jollification or so together. He is
hand and glove with me, for as great a fanatic as
he is.”

“Trust him not too far,” said the knight.
“Nay, I fear thou hast been imprudent already,
and that it will be unsafe for the good man to
come here after nightfall, as is proposed. These
Independents have noses like bloodhounds, and
can smell out a loyalist under any disguise.”

“If your honour thinks so,” said Joceline, “ 1’1l
watch for the doctor with good-will, and bring



4 ‘WOODSTOCK.

him into the Lodge by the old condemned postern,
and so up to this apartment; and sure this man
Tomkins would never presume to come hither; and
the doctor may have a bed in Woodstock Lodge,
and he never the wiser; or, if your honour does
not think that safe, I can cut his throat for you,
and I would not mind it a pin.”

“God forbid!” said the knight. “He is under
our roof, and a guest, though not an invited one.—
Go, Joceline; it shall be thy penance, for having
given thy tongue too much licence, to watch for
the good doctor, and to take care of his safety
while he continues with us. An October night or
two in the forest would finish the good man.”

“ He is wore like to finish our October than our
October is to finish him,” said the keeper, and
withdrew under the encouraging smile of his
patron.

He whistled Bevis along with him to share in
his watch, and, having received exact information
where the clergyman was most likely to be found,
assured his master that he would give the most
pointed attention to his safety. When the atten-
dants had withdrawn, having previously removed
the remains of the meal, the old knight, leaning
back in his chair, encouraged pleasanter visions
than had of late passed through his imagination,
until by degrees he was surprised by actual slum-
ber; while his daughter, not venturing to move
but on tiptoe, took some needlework, and, bring-
ing it close by the old man’s side, employed her
fingers on this task, bending her eyes from time to
time on her parent, with the affectionate zeal, if
not the effective power, of a guardian angel. At
length, as the light faded away and night came
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on, she was about to order candles to be brought.
But, remembering how indifferent a couch Joceline’s
cottage had afforded, she could not think of inter-
rupting the first sound and refreshing sleep which
her father had enjoyed, in all probability, for the
last two nights and days.

She herself had no other amusement, as she sat
facing one of the great oriel windows, the same by
which Wildrake had on a former occasion looked
in upon Tomkins and Joceline while at their com-
potations, than watching the clouds, which a lazy
wind sometimes chased from the broad disk of the
harvest moon, sometimes permitted to accumulate,
and exclude her brightness. (There is, I know not.
why, something peculiarly pleasing to the imagi-
nation in contemplating the Queen of Night, when
she is wading, as the expression is, among the
vapours which she has not power to dispel, and
which on their side are unable entirely to quench
her lustre. It is the striking image of patient
virtue, calmly pursuing her path through good
report and bad report, having that excellence in
herself which ought to command all admiration,
but bedimmed in the eyes of the world, by suffer-
ing, by misfortune, by calumny.

As some such reflections, perhaps, were passing
through Alice’s imagination, she became sensible,
to her surprise and alarm, that some one had clam-
bered up upon the window, and was looking into
the room. The idea of supernatural fear did not
in the slightest degree agitate Alice. She was too
much accustomed to the place and situation; for
folk do not see spectres in the scenes with which
they have been familiar from infancy. But dan-
ger from marauders in a disturbed country was a
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more formidable subject of apprehension, and the
thought armed Alice, who was naturally high-
spirited, with such desperate courage, that she
snatched a pistol from the wall, on which some
firearms hung, and, while she screamed to her
father to awake, had the presence of mind to pre-
sent it at the intruder. She did so the more
readily, because she imagined she recognised in
the visage, which she partially saw, the features
of the woman whom she had met with at Rosa-
mond’s Well, and which had appeared to her pecu-
liarly harsh and suspicious. Her father at the
same time seized his sword and came forward,
while the person at the window, alarmed at these
demonstrations, and endeavouring to descend,
missed footing, as had Cavaliero Wildrake before,
and went down to the earth with no small noise.
Nor was the reception on the bosom of our com-
mon mother either soft or safe; for, by a most
terrific bark and growl, they heard that Bevis had
come up and seized on the party, ere he or she
could gain their feet.

“ Hold fast, but worry not,” said the old knight.
— “ Alice, thou art the queen of wenches! Stand
fast here till I run down and secure the rascal.”

“For God’s sake, no, my dearest father!”
Alice exclaimed. “ Joceline will be up immedi-
ately — Hark ! —1I hear him.”

There was indeed a bustle below, and more than
one light danced to and fro in confusion, while
those who bore them called to each other, yet sup-
pressing their voices as they spoke, as men who
would only be heard by those they addressed. The
individual who had fallen under the power of
Bevis ‘'was most impatient in his situation, and
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called with least precaution — “ Here, Lee —
Forester — take the dog off, else I must shoot
him!”

“If thou dost,” said Sir Henry from the window,
“I blow thy brains out on the spot-— Thieves,
Joceline, thieves! come up and secure this ruffian.
— Bevis, hold on!”

“ Back, Bevis; down, sir!” cried Joceline. —
“1 am coming, I am coming, Sir Henry — Saint
Michael, I shall go distracted!”

A terrible thought suddenly occurred to Alice,
—could Joceline have become unfaithful, that he
was calling Bevis off the villain, instead of encou-
raging the trusty dog to secure him? Her father,
meantime, moved perhaps by some suspicion of the
same kind, hastily stepped aside out of the moon-
light, and pulled Alice close to him, so as to be
invisible from without, yet so placed as to hear
what should pass. The scuffle between Bevis and
his prisoner seemed to be ended by Joceline’s
interference, and there was close whispering for
an instant, as of people in consultation.,

“ All is quiet now,” said one voice; “I will up
and prepare the way for you.” — And immediately
a form presented itself on the outside of the win-
dow, pushed open the lattice, and sprang into the
parlour. But almost ere his step was upon the
floor, certainly before he had obtained any secure
footing, the old knight, who stood ready with his
rapier drawn, made a desperate pass, which bore
the intruder to the ground. Joceline, who clam-
bered up next with a dark lantern in his hand,
uttered a dreadful exclamation, when he saw what
had happened, crying out, “Lord in heaven, he
has slain his own son!”



8 WOODSTOCK.

“ No, no, — I tell you no,” said the fallen young
man, who was indeed young Albert Lee, the only
son of the old knight —“I am mnot hurt. — No
noise, on your lives — get lights instantly.” At
the same time, he started from the floor as quickly
as he could, under the embarrassment of a cloak
and doublet skewered as it were together by the
rapier of the old knight, whose pass, most fortu-
nately, had been diverted from the body of Albert
by the interruption of his cloak, the blade passing
right across his back, piercing the clothes, while
the hilt, coming against his side with the whole
force of the lunge, had borne him to the ground.

Joceline all the while enjoined silence to every
one, under the strictest conjurations. “ Silence,
as you would long live on earth — silence, as you
would have a place in heaven, — be but silent for
a few minutes — all our lives depend on it.”

Meantime he procured lights with inexpressible
despatch, and they then beheld that Sir Henry, on
hearing the fatal words, had sunk back on one of
the largg chairs, without either motion, colour, or
sign of life.

“Oh, brother, how could you come in this
manner?” said Alice.

“ Ask no questions — Good God! for what am I
reserved!” He gazed on his father as he spoke,
who, with clay-cold features rigidly fixed, and his
arms extended in the most absolute helplessness,
looked rather the image of death upon a monu-
ment, than a being in whom existence was only
suspended. “ Was my life spared,” said Albert,
raising his hands with a wild gesture to heaven,
“only to witness such a sight as this?”

“We suffer what Heaven permits, young man—
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we endure our lives while Heaven continues them.
Let me approach.” The same clergyman who
had read the prayers at Joceline’s hut now came
forward. “ Get water,” he said, “instantly.”
And the helpful hand and light foot of Alice, with
the ready-witted tenderness which never stagnates
in vain lamentations while there is any room for
hope, provided with incredible celerity all that
the clergyman called for.

“It is but a swoon,” he said, on feeling Sir
Henry’s palm, — “a swoon produced from the
instant and unexpected shock. Rouse thee up,
Albert; I promise thee it will be nothing save a
syncope — A cup, my dearest Alice, and a riband,
or a bandage — I must take some blood — some
aromatics, too, if they can be had, my good
Alice.”

But while Alice procured the cup and bandage,
stripped her father’s sleeve, and seemed by intui-
tion even to anticipate every direction of the
reverend doctor, her brother, hearing no word, and
seeing no sign of comfort, stood with both hands
clasped and elevated into the air, a monument of
speechless despair. Every feature in his face
seemed to express the thought, “ Here lies my
father’s corpse, and it is I whose rashness has
slain him!”

But when a few drops of blood began to follow
the lancet —at first falling singly, and then trick-
ling in a freer stream — when, in consequence of
the application of cold water to the temples, and
aromatics to the nostrils, the old man sighed
feebly, and made an effort to move his limbs,
Albert Lee changed his posture, at once to throw
himself at the feet of the clergyman, and kiss, if
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he would have permitted him, his shoes and the
hem of his raiment.

“ Rise, foolish youth, ” said the good man, with a
reproving tone ; “ must it be always thus with you?
— Kneel to Heaven, not to the feeblest of its agents.
You have been saved once again from great danger
—would you deserve Heaven’s bounty, remember
you have been preserved for other purposes than
you now think on. Begone, you and Joceline
— you have a duty to discharge; and be assured it
will go better with your father’s recovery that he
see you not for a few minutes. Down —down to
the wilderness, and bring in your attendant. ”

“ Thanks, thanks, a thousand thanks,” answered
Albert Lee; and, springing through the lattice, he
disappeared as unexpectedly as he had entered.
At the same time Joceline followed him, and by
the same road.

Alice, whose fears for her father were now some-
thing abated, upon this new movement among the
persons of the scene could not resist appealing to
her venerable assistant. “ Good Doctor, answer
me but one question. Was my brother Albert
here just now, or have I dreamed all that has hap-
pened for these ten minutes past? Methinks, but
for your presence, I could suppose the whole had
passed in my sleep — that horrible thrust — that
deathlike, corpse-like old man - - that soldier in
mute despair — I must indeed h: /e dreamed. ”

“If you have dreamed, my weet Alice,” said
the doctor, “I wish every sick-nurse had your
property, since you have been attending to our
patient better during your sleep than most of these
old dormice can do when they are most awake.
But your dream came through the gate of horn, my
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pretty darling, which you must remind me to
explain to you at leisure. Albert has really heen
here, and will be here again.”

“ Albert!” repeated Sir Henry. “ Who names
my son?”

“It is I, my kind patron,” said the doctor;
“ permit me to bind up your arm.”

“My wound ? — with all my heart, Doctor,”
said Sir Henry, raising himself, and gathering his
recollection by degrees. “I knew of old thou wert
body-curer as well as soul-curer, and served my
regiment for surgeon as well as chaplain. — But
where is the rascal I killed? — I never made a
fairer strama¢on in my life. The shell of my
rapier struck against his ribs. So dead he must
be, or my right hand has forgot its cunning.”

“ Nobody was slain,” said the doctor; “ we must
thank God for that, since there were nonc but
friends to slay. Here is a good cloak and doublet,
though, wounded in a fashion which will require
some skill in tailor-craft to cure. But I was your
last antagonist, and took a little blood from you,
merely to prepare you for the pleasure and surprise
of seeing your son, who, though hunted pretty
close, as you may believe, hath made his way from
‘Worcester hither, where, with Joceline’s assis-
tance, we will care well enough for his safety. It
was even for this reason that I pressed you to
accept of your nephew’s proposal to return to the
old Lodge, where a hundred men might be con-
cealed, though a thousand were making search to
discover them. Never such a place for hide-and-
seek, as I shall make good when I can find means
to publish my Wonders of Woodstock. ”

“ But, my son — my dear son,” said the knight,
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“ shall I not then instantly see him? And where-
fore did you not forewarn me of this joyful
event ?”

“ Because I was uncertain of his motions,” said

the doctor, “ and rather thought he was bound for
the sea-side, and that it would be best to tell you
of his fate when he was safe on board, and in full
sail for France. We had appointed to let you
know all when I came hither to-night to join you.
But there is a red-coat in the house whom we care
not to trust further than we could not help. We
dared not, therefore, venture in by the hall; and
so, prowling round the building, Albert informed
us that an old prank of his, when a boy, consisted
of entering by this window. A lad who was with
us would needs make the experiment, as there
seemed to be no light in the chamber, and the
moonlight without made us liable to be detected.
His foot slipped, and our friend Bevis came upon
us.”
“In good truth, you acted simply,” said Sir
Henry, “ to attack a garrison without a summons.
But all this is nothing to my son Albert — where
is he? Let me see him.”

“ But, Sir Henry, wait,” said the doctor, “till
your restored strength ” ——

“A plague of my restored strength, man!”
answered the knight, as his old spirit began to
awaken within him. — “ Dost not remember, that
I lay on Edgehill-field all night, bleeding like a
bullock from five several wounds, and wore my
armour within six weeks ? and you talk to me of
the few drops of blood that follow such a scratch
as a cat’s claw might have made!”

“Nay, if you feel so courageous,” said the
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doctor, “I will fetch your son —he is not far
distant. ”

So saying, he left the apartment, making a sign
to Alice to remain, in case any symptoms of her
father’s weakness should return.

It was fortunate, perhaps, that Sir Henry never
seemed to recollect the precise nature of the alarm,
which had at once, and effectually as the shack of
the thunderbolt, for the moment suspended his
faculties. Something he said more than once of
being certain he had done mischief with that
stramagon, as he called it; but his mind did not
recur to that danger as having been incurred by
his son. Alice, glad to sec that her father ap-
peared to have forgotten a circumstance so fearful
(as men often forget the blow, or other sudden
cause, which has thrown them into a swoon),
readily excused herself from throwing much light
on the matter, by pleading the general confusion.
And in a few minutes Albert cut off all further
inquiry by entering the room, followed by the
doctor, and throwing himself alternately into the
arms of his father and of his sister.



CHAPTER IIL

The boy is — hark ye, sirrah — what’s your name? —
Oh, Jacob — ay, I recollect — the same.
CRABBE.

THE affectionate relatives were united as those
who, meeting under great adversity, feel still the
happiness of sharing it in common. They em-
braced again and again, and gave way to those
expansions of the heart which at once express and
relieve the pressure of mental agitation. At length
the tide of emotion began to subside; and Sir
Henry, still holding his recovered son by the hand,
resumed the command of his feelings which he
usually practised.

“So you have seen the last of our battles,
Albert,” he said, “and the King’s colours have
fallen for ever before the rebels?”

“Tt is but even so,” said the young man: “ the
last cast of the die was thrown, and, alas! lost, at
Worcester ; and Cromwell’s fortune carried it there,
as it has wherever he has shown himself.”

. “ Well — it can but be for a time — it can but be
for a time,” answered his father; “ the devil is po-
tent, they say, in raising and gratifying favourites,
but he can grant but short leases.— And the King
—the King, Albert —the King—in my ear—
close, close!”

“Qur last news were confident that he had
escaped from Bristol.”
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“ Thank God for that —thank God for that !”
said the knight. “ Where didst thou leave him ?”

“ Our men were almost all cut to picces at the
bridge,” Albert replied; “but I followed his
Majesty, with about five hundred other officers
and gentlemen, who were resolved to die around
him, until, as our numbers and appearance drew
the whole pursuit after us, it pleased his Majesty
to dismiss us, with many thanks and words of
comfort to us in general, and some kind expres-
sions to most of us in especial. He sent his royal
greeting to you, sir, in particular, and said more
than becomes me to repeat.”

“Nay, I will hear it every word, hoy,” said
Sir Henry. “Is not the certainty that thou hast
discharged thy duty, and that King Charles
owns it, enough to console me for all we have
lost and suffered, and wouldst thou stint me of
it from a false shamefacedness? —1 will have
it out of thee, were it drawn from thee with
cords!”

“TIt shall need no such compulsion,” said the
young man. “It was his Majesty’s pleasure to
bid me tell Sir Henry Lee, in his name, that if
his son could not go before his father in the race
of loyalty, he was at least following him closely,
and would soon move side by side.”

“8aid he so?” answered the knight—“Old
Victor Lee will look down with pride on thee,
Albert! — But I forget — you must be weary and
hungry.”

“Even so, sir,” said Albert; “but these are
things which of late I have been in the habit of
enduring for safety’s sake.”

“ Joceline | — what ho, Joceline!”
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The under-keeper entered, and received orders
to get supper prepared directly.

“My son and Doctor Rochecliffe are half star-
ving,” said the knight.

“ And there is a lad, too, below,” said Joceline;
“ a page, he says, of Colonel Albert’s, whose belly
rings cupboard too, and that to no common tune;
for I think he could eat a horse, as the Yorkshire-
man says, behind the saddle. He had better eat
at the sideboard ; for he has devoured a whole loaf
of bread and butter, as fast as Pheebe could cut it,
and it has not stayed his stomach for a minute —
and truly I think you had better keep him under
your own eyes, for the steward beneath might ask
him troublesome questions if he went below —
And then he is impatient, as all your gentlemen
pages are, and is saucy among the women.”

“ Whom is it he talks of? "What page hast thou
got, Albert, that bears himself so ill?” said Sir
Henry.

“The son of a dear friend, a noble lord of Scot-
land, who followed the great Montrose’s banner —
afterwards joined the King in Scotland, and came
with him as far as Worcester. He was wounded
the day before the battle, and conjured me to take
this youth under my charge, which I did, some-
thing unwillingly ; but I could not refuse a father,
perhaps on his death-bed, pleading for the safety
of an only son.”

“Thou hadst deserved .an halter, hadst thou
hesitated,” said Sir Henry; “the smallest tree
can always give some shelter, —and it pleases me
to think the old stock of Lee is not so totally
prostrate, but it may yet be a refuge for the dis-
tressed. Fetch the youth in;—he is of noble
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blood, and these are no times of ceremony — he
shall sit with us at the same table, page though
he be; and if you have not schooled him hand-
somely in his manners, he may not be the worse
of some lessons from me.”

“You will excuse his national drawling accent,
sir?” said Albert, “though I know you like 1t
not.”

“1 have small cause, Albert,” answered the
knight — “ small cause. — Who stirred up these
disunions ? —the Scots. Who strengthened the
hands of Parliament, when their cause was well-
nigh ruined ?— the Scots again. Who delivered
up the King, their countryman, who had flung
himself upon their protection ? — the Scots again.
But this lad’s father, you say, has fought on the
part of the noble Montrose ; and such a man as the
great Marquis may make amends fér the degeneracy
of a whole nation.”

“ Nay, father,” said Albert, “and I must add,
that though this lad is uncouth and wayward,
and, as you will see, something wilful, yet the
King has not a more zealous friend in England;
and, when occasion offered, he fought stoutly, too,
in his defence — T marvel he comes not. ”

“ He hath taken the bath,” said Joceline, “ and
nothing less would serve than that he should have
it immediately — the supper, he said, might be got
ready in the meantime; and he commands all
about him as if he were in his father’s old castle,
where he might have called long enough, I war-
rant, without any one to hear him.”

“Indeed ?” said Sir Henry. “This must be a
forward chick of the game, to crow so early. —
What is his name?”

VOL. 1L, — 2
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“ His name ? — it escapes me every hour, it is so
hard a one,” said Albert —“ Kerneguy is his name
— Louis Kerneguy; his father was Lord Kill-
stewers, of Kincardineshire.”

“ Kerneguy, and Killstewers, and Kin — what
d’ye call it ? — Truly,” said the knight, “these
northern men’s names and titles smack of their
origin — they sound like a north-west wind, rum-
bling and roaring among heather and rocks.”

“ It is but the asperities of the Celtic and Saxon
dialects,” said Doctor Rochecliffe, “ which, ac-
cording to Verstegan, still linger in those north-
ern parts of the island. — But peace — here comes
supper, and Master Louis Kerneguy.”

Supper entered accordingly, borne in by Joceline
and Pheebe, and after it, leaning on a huge knotty
stick, and having his nose in the air like a quest-
ing hound — for his attention was apparently more
fixed on the good provisions that went before him
than anything else — came Master Kerneguy, and
seated himself, without much ceremony, at the
lower end of the table.

He was a tall, rawboned lad, with a shock head
of hair, fiery red, like many of his country, while
the harshness of his national features was in-
creased by the contrast of his complexion, turned
almost black by the exposure to all sorts of weather,
which, in that skulking and rambling mode of life,
the fugitive Royalists had been obliged to encoun-
ter. His address was by no means prepossessing,
being a mixture of awkwardness and forwardness,
and showing, in a remarkable degree, how a want
of easy address may be consistent with an ad-
mirable stock of assurance. His face intimated
having received some recent scratches, and the
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care of Doctor Rochecliffe had decorated it with
a number of patches, which even enhanced its
natural plainness. Yet the eyes were brilliant
and expressive, and, amid his ugliness — for it
amounted to that degree of irregularity — the face
was not deficient in some lines which expressed
both sagacity and resolution.

The dress of Albert himself was far beneath his
quality, as the son of Sir Henry Lee, and com-
mander of a regiment in the royal service; but
that of his page was still more dilapidated. A
disastrous green jerkin, which had been changed
to a hundred hues by sun and rain, so that the
original could scarce be discovered, huge clouterly
shoes, leathern breeches — such as were worn by
hedgers — coarse grey worsted stockings, were the
attire of the honourable youth, whose limping gait,
while it added to the ungainliness of his manner,
showed, at the same time, the extent of his suf-
ferings. His appearance bordered so much upon
what is vulgarly called the queer, that even with
Alice it would have excited some sense of ridicule,
had not compassion heen predominant.

The grace was said; and the young Squire of
Ditchley, as well as Doctor Rochecliffe, made an
excellent figure at a meal, the like of which, in
quality and abundance, did not seem to have lately
fallen to their share. But their feats were child’s-
play to those of the Scottish youth. Far from
betraying any symptoms of the bread and butter
with which he had attempted to close the orifice
of his stomach, his appetite appeared to have been
sharpened by a nine days’ fast; and the knight
was disposed to think that the very genius of
famine himself, come forth from his native regions
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of the north, was in the act of honouring him with
a visit, while, as if afraid of losing a moment’s
exertion, Master Kerneguy never looked either
to right or left, or spoke a single word to any at
table.

“I am glad to see that you have brought a good
appetite for our country fare, young gentleman,”
said Sir Henry.

“Bread of gude! sir,” said the page, “an ye’ll
find flesh, I'se find appetite conforming, ony day
o’ the year. DBut the truth is, sir, that the appe-
teezement has been coming on for three days or
four, and the meat in this southland of yours has
been scarce, and hard to come by; so, sir, T’'m
making up for lost time, as the piper of Sligo said,
when he ate a hail side o’ mutton. ”

“ You have been country-bred, young man,” said
the knight, who, like others of his time, held the
reins of discipline rather tight over the rising
generation; “at least, to judge from the youths
of Scotland whom I have seen at his late Majesty’s
court in former days;—they had less appetite,
and more — more ” — As he sought the qualifying
phrase, which might supply the place of “ good
manners,” his guest closed the sentence in his own
way —“ And more meat, it may be — the better
luck theirs.”

Sir Henry stared and was silent. His son
seemed to think it time to interpose — “ My dear
father,” he said, “ think how many years have run
since the Thirty-eighth, when the Scottish troubles
first began, and I am sure that you will not wonder
that, while the Barons of Scotland have been, for
one cause or other, perpetually in the field, the
education of their children at home must have
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been much neglected, and that young men of my
friend’s age know better how to use a hroadsword,
or to toss a pike, than the decent ceremonials of
society. ”

“ The reason is a suflicient one,” said the knight,
“and, since thou sayest thy follower Kernigo can
fight, we’ll not let him lack victuals, a God’s name.
— See, he looks angrily still at yonder cold loin of
mutton — for Gtod’s sake put it all on his plate!”

“I can bide the bit and the buffet,” said the
Honourable Master Kerneguy — “a hungry tike
ne’er minds a bland with a rough bane.”

“ Now, (God ha’e mercy, Alhert, but if this be
the son of a Scots peer,” said Sir Henry to his son,
in a low tone of voice, “ T would not he the English
ploughman who would change manners with him,
for his ancient blood, and his nobility, and his
estate to boot, an he has one. He has eaten, as I
am a Christian, near four pounds of solid butcher’s
meat, and with the grace of a wolf tugging at the
carcass of a dead horse. — Oh, he is about to drink
at last — Soh!—he wipes his mouth, though, —
and dips his fingers in the ewer — and dries them,
I profess, with the napkin!— there is some grace
in him, after all.”

“ Here is wussing all your vera gude healths!”
said the youth of quality, and took a draught in
proportion to the solids which he had sent before;
he then flung his knife and fork awkwardly on the
trencher, which he pushed back towards the centre
of the table, extended his feet beneath it till they
rested on their heels, folded his arms on his well-
replenished stomach, and, lolling back in his chair,
looked much as if he was about to whistle himself

asleep.
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“Soh |” said the knight—*the Honourable Mas-
ter Kernigo hath laid down his arms.—Withdraw
these things, and give us our glasses — Fill them
around, Joceline; and if the devil or the whole
Parliament were within hearing, let them hear
Henry Lee of Ditchley drink a health to King
Charles, and confusion to his enemies!”

“Amen!” said a voice from behind the door.

All the company looked at each other in as-
tonishment, at a response so little expected. It
was followed by a solemn and peculiar tap, such
as a kind of freemasonry had introduced among
Royalists, and by which they were accustomed to
make themselves and their principles known to
each other, when they met by accident.

“ There is no danger,” said Albert, knowing the
sign — “ it is a friend ;— yet I wish he had been
at a greater distance just now.”

“And why, my son, should you wish the ab-
sence of one true man, who may, perhaps, wish to
share our abundance, on one of those rare occasions
when we have superfluity at our disposal ?— Go,
Joceline, see who knocks —and, if a safe man,
admit him.”

“ And if otherwise,” said Joceline, “ methinks I
shall be able to prevent his troubling the good
company. ”

“No violence, Joceline, on your life,” said
Albert Lee; and Alice echoed, “ For God’s sake,
no violence! ”

“ No unnecessary violence at least,” said the
good knight; “for if the time demands it, I will
have it seen that I am master of my own house.”
Joceline Joliffe nodded assent to all parties, and
went on tiptoe to exchange one or two other myste-
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rious symbols and knocks ere he opened the door.
It may be here remarked that this species of secret
association, with its signals of union, existed among
the more dissolute and desperate class of Cavaliers,
men habituated to the dissipated life which they
had been accustomed to in an ill-disciplined army,
where everything like order and regularity was too
apt to be accounted a badge of Puritanism. These
were the “roaring boys” who met in hedge ale-
houses, and, when they had by any chance ob-
tained a little money or a little credit, determined
to create a counter-revolution by declaring their
sittings permanent, and proclaimed, in the words
of one of their choicest ditties, —

We'll drink till we bring
In triumph back the King.

The leaders and gentry, of a higher description and
more regular morals, did not indeed partake such
excesses, but they still kept their eye upon a class
of persons who, from courage and desperation,
were capable of serving on an advantageous occa-
sion the fallen cause of royalty; and recorded the
lodges and blind taverns at which they met, as
wholesale merchants know the houses of call of
the mechanics whom they may have occasion to
employ, and can tell where they may find them
when need requires. It is scarce necessary to add,
that among the lower class, and sometimes even
among the higher, there were men found capable
of betraying the projects and conspiracies of their
associates, whether well or indifferently combined,
to the governors of the state. Cromwell, in par-
ticular, had gained some correspondents of this
kind of the highest rank, and of the most un-
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doubted character, among the Royalists, who, if
they made scruple of impeaching or betraying
individuals who confided in them, had no hesita-
tion in giving the government such general infor-
mation as served to enable him to disappoint the
purposes of any plot or conspiracy.

To return to our story. In much shorter time
than we have spent in reminding the reader of
these historical particulars, Joliffe had made his
mystic communication; and, being duly answered
as by one of the initiated, he undid the door, and
there entered our old friend Roger Wildrake, Round-
head in dress, as his safety and his dependence on
Colonel Everard compelled him to be, but that
dress worn in a most Cavalier-like manner, and
forming a stronger contrast than usual with the
demeanour and language of the wearer, to which
it was never very congenial.

His Puritanic hat, the emblem of that of Ralpho
in the prints to Hudibras, or, as he called it, his
felt umbrella, was set most knowingly on one side
of the head, as if it had been a Spanish hat and
feather; his straight square-caped sad-coloured
cloak was flung gaily upon one shoulder, as if it
had been of three-piled taffeta, lined with crimson
silk; and he paraded his huge calf-skin boots, as
if they had been silken hose and Spanish leather
shoes, with roses on the instep. In short, the
airs which he gave himself, of a most thorough-
paced wild gallant and Cavalier, joined to a glis-
tening of self-satisfaction in his eye, and an
inimitable swagger in his gait, which completely
announced his thoughtless, conceited, and reckless
character, formed a most ridiculous contrast to his
gravity of attire.
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It could not, on the other hand, be denied that,
in spite of the touch of ridicule which attached to
his character, and the loose morality which he had
learned in the dissipation of town pleasures, and
afterwards in the disorderly life of a soldier,
Wildrake had points about him both to make
him feared and respected. He was handsome,
even in spite of his air of debauched effrontery;
a man of the most decided courage, though his
vaunting rendered it sometimes doubtful; and
entertained a sincere sense of his political prin-
ciples, such as they were, though he was often so
imprudent in asserting and boasting of them, as,
joined with his dependence on Colonel Everard,
induced prudent men to doubt his sincerity.

Such as he was, however, he entered the parlour
of Victor Lee, where his presence was anything
but desirable to the parties present, with a jaunty
step, and a consciousness of deserving the best
possible reception. This assurance was greatly
aided by circumstances which rendered it obvious
that if the jocund Cavalier had limited himself to
one draught of liquor that evening, in terms of his
vow of temperance, it must have been a very deep
and long one.

“ Save ye, gentlemen, save ye. — Save you, good
Sir Henry Lee, though I have scarce the honour to
be known to you. — Save you, worthy Doctor, and
a speedy resurrection to the fallen Church of
England.”

“You are welcome, sir,” said Sir Henry Lee,
whose feelings of hospitality, and of the fraternal
reception due to a Royalist sufferer, induced him
to tolerate this intrusion more than he might have
done otherwise. “If you have fought or suffered
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for the King, sir, it is an excuse for joining us,
and commanding our services in anything in our
power — although at present we are a family party.
—But I think I saw you in waiting upon Master
Markham Everard, who calls himself Colonel Eve-
rard. — If your message is from him, you may
wish to see me in private?”

“Not at all, Sir Henry, not at all. It is true,
as my ill hap will have it, that being on the
stormy side of the hedge — like all honest men —
you understand me, Sir Henry — 1 am glad, as it
were, to gain something from my old friend and
comrade’s countenance — not by truckling or dis-
owning my principles, sir—1I defy such practices;
—but, in short, by doing him any kindness in
my power when he is pleased to call on me.
So I came down here with a message from him
to the old Roundheaded son of a (I beg
the young lady’s pardon, from the crown of
her head down to the very toes of her slipper)
— And so, sir, chancing as I was stumbling
out in the dark, I heard you give a toast, sir,
which warmed my heart, sir, and ever will, sir,
till death chills it;—and so I made bold to
let you know there was an honest man within
hearing. ”

Such was the self-introduction of Master Wild-
rake, to which the knight replied by asking him to
sit down and take a glass of sack to his Majesty’s
glorious restoration. ~'Wildrake, at this hint,
squeezed in without ceremony beside the young
Scotsman, and not only pledged his landlord’s
toast, but seconded its import, by volunteering a
verse or two of his favourite loyal ditty —“ The
King shall enjoy his own again.” The heartiness
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which he threw into his song opened still further
the heart of the old knight, though Albert and
Alice looked at each other with looks resentful of
the intrusion, and desirous to put an end to it.
The Honourable Master Kerneguy cither possessed
that happy indifference of temper which does not
deign to notice such circumstances, or he was able
to assume the appearance of it to perfection, as he
sat sipping sack, and cracking walnuts, without
testifying the least sense that an addition had been
made to the party. Wildrake, who liked the liquor
and the company, showed no unwillingness ‘to
repay his landlord, by being at the expense of the
conversation.

“You talk of fighting and suffering, Sir Henry
Lee — Lord help us, we have all had our share.
All the world knows what Sir Henry Lee has done
from Edgefield downwards, wherever a loyal sword
was drawn, or a loyal flag fluttered. — Ah, God
help us! I have done something too. — My name
is Roger Wildrake of Squattlesea-mere, Lincoln —
not that you are ever like to have heard it before,
but I was captain in Lunsford’s light horse, and
afterwards with Goring. I was a child-eater, sir
—a babe-bolter. ”

“I have heard of your regiment’s exploits, sir;
and perhaps you may find I have seen some of
them, if we should spend ten minutes together —
And I think I have heard of your name too. —1
beg to drink your health, Captain Wildrake of
Squattlesea-mere, Lincolnshire.”

“8ir Henry, I drink yours in this pint bumper,
and upon my knee; and I would do as much for
that young gentleman” — (looking at Albert) —
“and the squire of the green cassock too, holding
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it for green, as the colours are not to my eyes
altogether clear and distinguishable.”

It was a remarkable part of what is called by
theatrical folk the by-play of this scene, that
Albert was conversing apart with Doctor Roche-
cliffe in whispers, even more than the divine
seemed desirous of encouraging;—yet, to what-
ever their private conversation referred, it did not
deprive the young colonel of the power of listening
to what was going forward in the party at large,
and interfering from time to time, like a watch-
dog, who can distinguish the slightest alarm, even
wheun employed in the engrossing process of taking
his food.

“ Captain Wildrake,” said Albert, “ we have no
objection — I mean my friend and I —to be com-
municative on proper occasions; but you, sir, who
are so old a sufferer, must needs know, that at
such casual meetings as this, men do not mention
their names unless they are specially wanted. It
is a point of conscience, sir, to be able to say, if
your principal, Captain Everard or Colonel Everard,
if he be a colonel, should examine you upon oath,
I did not know who the persons were whom I heard
drink such and such toasts.”

“ Faith, I have a better way of it, worthy sir,”
answered Wildrake; “I never can, for the life of
me, remember that there were any such and such
toasts drunk at all —It’s a strange gift of forget-
fulness I have.”

“ Well, sir,” replied the younger Lee; “ but we,
who have unhappily more tenacious memories,
would willingly abide by the more general rule.”

“ Oh, sir,” answered Wildrake, “ with all my

 heart. I intrude on no man’s confidence, d—n
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me—and I only spoke for civility’s sake, having
the purpose of drinking your health in a good
fashion. ”— (Then he broke forth into melody) —

“Then let the health go round, a-round, a-round, a-round,
Then let the health go round:
For though your stocking be of silk,
Yourknee shall kiss the ground, a-ground, a-ground, a-ground,
Your knee shall kiss the ground.”

“ Urge it no further,” said Sir Henry, addressing
his son; “ Master Wildrake is one of the old school
—one of the tantivy boys; and we must bear a
little, for if they drink hard they fought well.
I will never forget how a party came up and rescued
us clerks of Oxford, as they called the regiment 1
belonged to, out of a cursed imbroglio during the
attack on Brentford. I tell you we were enclosed
with the cockneys’ pikes both front and rear, and
we should have come off but ill, had not Luns-
ford’s light horse, the babe-eaters as they called
them, charged up to the pike’s point, and brought
us off.”

“I am glad you thought on that, Sir Henry,”
said Wildrake; “and do you remember what the
officer of Lunsford’s said ?”

“I think I do,” said Sir Henry, smiling.

“Well, then, did not he call out, when the
women were coming down, howling like sirens as
they were — ‘Have none of you a plump child that
you could give us, to break our fast upon?’”

“ Truth itself!” said the knight; “and a great
fat woman stepped forward with a baby, and
offered it to the supposed cannibal.”

All at the table, Master Kerneguy excepted,
who seemed to think that good food of any kind
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required no apology, held up their hands in token
of amazement.

“ Ay,” said Wildrake,“ the ——a-hem ! — I crave
the lady’s pardon again, from tip of top-knot to
hem of farthingale — but the cursed creature proved
to be a parish nurse, who had been paid for the
child half a year in advance. Gad, I took the
baby out of the bitch-wolf’s hand; and I haye
contrived, though God knows I have lived in a
skeldering sort of way myself, to breed up bold
Breakfast, as I call him, ever since. —It was
paying dear for a jest, though.”

“8ir, I honour you for your humanity,” said
the old knight — “ Sir, I thank you for your courage
—&Sir, T am glad to.see you here,” said the good
knight, his eyes watering almost to overflowing.
“ So you were the wild officer who cut us out of the
toils 2 — Oh, sir, had you but stopped when I
called on you, and allowed us to clear the streets
of Brentford with our musketeers, we would have
been at London Stone that day! But your good-
will was the same.”

“ Ay, truly was it,” said Wildrake, who now sat
triumphant and glorious in his easy-chair. “ And
here is to all the brave hearts, sir, that fought and
fell in that same storm of Brentford. ~We drove
all before us like chaff, till the shops, where they
sold strong waters, and other temptations, brought
us up — Gad, sir, we, the babe-eaters, had too many
acquaintances in Brentford, and our stout Prince
Rupert was ever better at making way than draw-
ing off. Gad, sir, for my own poor share, I did
but go into the house of a poor widow lady, who
maintained a charge of daughters, and whom I
had known of old, to get my horse fed, a morsel
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of meat, and so forth, when these cockney pikes
of the artillery ground, as you very well call them,
rallied, and came in with their armed heads, as
boldly as so many Cotswold rams. I sprang down-
stairs — got to my horse — but, egad, I fancy all
my troop had widows and orphan maidens to com-
fort as well as I, for only five of us got together.
We cut our way through successfully —and Gad,
gentlemen, I carried my little Breakfast on the
pommel before me; and there was such a hol-
lowing and screeching, as if the whole town
thought I was to kill, roast, and eat the poor
child, so soon as I got to quarters. But devil a
cockney charged up to my bonny bay, poor lass,
to rescue little cake-bread; they only cried haro,
and out upon me.”

“ Alas! alas!” said the knight, “ we made our-
selves seem worse than we were; and we were too
bad to deserve God’s blessing even in a good cause.
But it is needless to look back — we did not de-
serve victories when God gave them, for we never
improved them like good soldiers, or like Christian
men ; and so we gave these canting scoundrels the
advantage of us, for they assumed, out of mere
hypocrisy, the discipline and orderly behaviour
which we, who drew our swords in a better cause,
ought to have practised out of true principle. But
here is my hand, Captain. I have often wished
to see the honest fellow who charged up so smartly
in our behalf, and I reverence you for the care you
took of the poor child. T am glad this dilapi-
dated place has still some hospitality to offer you,
although we cannot treat you to roasted babes or
stewed sucklings—eh, Captain?”

“ Troth, Sir Henry, the scandal was sore against
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us on that score. I remember Lacy, who was an
old play-actor, and a lieutenant in ours, made
drollery on it in a play which was sometimes
acted at Oxford, when our hearts were something
up, called, I think, the Old Troop.”*

So saying, and feeling more familiar as his merits
were known, he hitched his chair up against that
of the Scottish lad, who was seated next him, and
who, in shifting his place, was awkward enough
to disturb, in his turn, Alice Lee, who sat opposite,
and, a little offended, or at least embarrassed, drew
her chair away from the table.

“T crave pardon,” said the honourable Master
Kerneguy; “but, sir,” to Master Wildrake, “ye
hae e’en garr’d me hurt the young lady’s shank.”

“T crave your pardon, sir, and much more that
of the fair lady, as is reasonable; though, rat me,
sir, if it was I set your chair a-trundling in that
way. Zooks, sir, I have brought with me no
plague, nor pestilence, nor other infectious dis-
order, that ye should have started away as if I had
been a leper, and discomposed the lady, which I
would have prevented with my life, sir. Sir, if
ye be northern born, as your tongue bespeaks,
egad, it was I ran the risk in drawing near you;
80 there was small reason for you to bolt.”

“ Master Wildrake,” said Albert, interfering,
“ this young gentleman is a stranger as well as
you, under protection of Sir Henry’s hospitality,
and it cannot be agreeable for my father to see
disputes arise among his guests. You may mis-
take the young gentleman’s quality from his
present appearance — this is the Honourable Mas-
ter Louis Kerneguy, sir, son of my Lord Kill-

1 Note I. — Cannibalism imputed to the Cavaliers,
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stewers of Kincardineshire, one who has fought
for the King, young as he is.”

“No dispute shall rise through me, sir — none
through me,” said Wildrake; “ your exposition
sufficeth, sir. — Master Louis Girnigo, son of my
Lord Kilsteer, in Gringardenshire, I am your
humble slave, sir, and drink your health, in token
that T honour you, and all true Scots who draw
their Andrew Ferraras on the right side, sir.”

“ I"se beholden to you, and thank you, sir,” said
the young man, with some haughtiness of manner,
which hardly corresponded with his rusticity ; “ and
I wuss your health in a ceevil way.”

Most judicious persons would have here dropped
the conversation; but it was one of Wildrake’s
marked peculiarities that he could never let mat-
ters stand when they were well. He continued to
plague the shy, proud, and awkward lad with his
observations. “ You speak your national dialect
pretty strongly, Master Girnigo,” said he, “ but I
think not quite the lanauaoe of the gallants that
I have known among the bcottlsh Lavahers —1I
knew, for example, some of the Gordons, and others
of good repute, who always put an f for the wh, as
JSaat for what, fan for when, and the like.”

Albert Lee here interposed, and said that the
provinces of Scotland, like those of England, had
their different modes of pronunciation.

“You are very right, sir,” said Wildrake. “I
reckon myself, now, a pretty good speaker of their
cursed jargon — no offence, young gentleman; and
yet, when I took a turn with some of Montrose’s
folk, in the South Hielands, as they call their
beastly wildernesses (no offence again), I chanced
to be by myself, and to lose my way, when I said

vor, 11.— 38
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to a shepherd-fellow, making my mouth as wide
and my voice as broad as I could, Whore am I
ganging till ?— confound me if the fellow could
answer me, unless, indeed, he was sulky, as the
bumpkins will be now and then to the gentlemen
of the sword.”

This was familiarly spoken, and, though partly
addressed to Albert, was still more directed to his
immediate neighbour, the young Scotsman, who
seemed, from bashfulness or some other reason,
rather shy of his intimacy. To one or two per-
sonal touches from Wildrake’s elbow, administered
during his last speech, by way of a practical appeal
to him in particular, he only answered, “ Mis-
understandings were to be expected when men
converse in national deealects.”

Wildrake, now considerably drunker than he
ought to have been in civil company, caught up
the phrase, and repeated it: “ Misunderstanding,
sir — Misunderstanding, sir! I do not know how
I am to construe that, sir; but to judge from the
information of these scratches on your honourable
visnomy, I should augur that you had been of late
at misunderstanding with the cat, sir.”

“ You are mistaken, then, friend, for it was with
the dowg,” answered the Scotsman, drily, and
cast a look towards Albert.

“We had some trouble with the watch-dogs in
entering so late in the evening,” said Albert, in
explanation, “ and this youth had a fall among some
rubbish, by which he came by these scratches. ”

“ And now, dear Sir Henry,” said Doctor Roche-
cliffe, “ allow us to remind you of your gout, and
our long journey. I do it the rather that my good
friend your son has been, during the whole time of
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supper, putting questions to me aside, which had
much better be reserved till to-morrow — May we
therefore ask permission to retire to our night’s
rest ?”

“ These private committees in a merry meeting,”
said Wildrake, “are a solecism in breeding.
They always put me in mind of the cursed com-
mittees at Westminster. But shall we to roost
before we rouse the night-owl with a catch?”

“ Aha, canst thou quote Shakspeare?” said Sir
Henry, pleased at discovering a new good quality
in his acquaintance, whose military services were
otherwise but just able to counterbalance the in-
trusive freedom of his conversation. “In the
name of merry Will,” he continued, “ whom I
never saw, though I have seen many of his com-
rades, as Alleyn, Hemmings, and so on, — we will
have a single catch, and one rouse about, and then
to bed.”

After the usual discussion about the choice of
the song, and the parts which each was to bear,
they united their voices in trolling a loyal glee,
which was popular among the party at the time,
and in fact believed to be composed by no less a
person than Doctor Rocheeliffe himself.

GLEE FOR KING CHARLES.

Bring the bowl which you boast,
Fill it up to the brim ;
"Tis to him we love most,
And to all who love him.
Brave gallants, stand up,
And avaunt, ye base carles!
Were there death in the cup,
Here’s a health to King Charles!
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Though he wanders through dangers,
Unaided, unknown,

Dependent on strangers,
Estranged from his own ;

Though ’tis under our breath,
Anmidst forfeits and perils,

Here’s to honour and faith,
And a health to King Charles!

Let such honours abound
As the time can afford,
The knee on the ground,
And the hand on the sword;
But the time shall come round,
When, 'mid lords, dukes, and earls,
The loud trumpets shall sound
Here's a health to King Charles!

After this display of loyalty, and a final liba-
tion, the party took leave of each other for the
night. Sir Henry offered his old acquaintance
Wildrake a bed for the evening, who weighed the
matter somewhat in this fashion: “ Why, to speak
truth, my patron will expect me at the borough —
but then he is used to my staying out of doors
a-nights. Then there’s the devil, that they say
haunts Woodstock ; but, with the blessing of this
reverend Doctor, I defy him and all his works —
I saw him not when I slept here twice before, and
T am sure if he was absent then, he has not come
back with Sir Henry Lee and his family. So I
accept your courtesy, Sir Henry, and I thank you,
as a Cavalier of Lunsford should thank one of the
fighting clerks of Oxon. God bless the King! I
care not who hears it, and confusion to Noll and
his red nose!” Off he went accordingly with a
bottle-swagger, guided by Joceline, to whom Albert,
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in the meantime, had whispered, to be sure to
quarter him far enough from the rest of the family.

Young Lee then saluted his sister, and, with the
formality of those times, asked and received his
father’s blessing with an affectionate embrace.
His page seemed desirous to imitate one part of
his example, but was repelled by Alice, who only
replied to his offered salute with a curtsy. He
next bowed his head in an awkward fashion to her
father, who wished him a good-night. “I am glad
to see, young man,” he said, “that you have at
least learned the reverence due to age. It should
always be paid, sir; because in doing so you render
that honour to others which you will expect your-
self to receive when you approach the close of your
life. More will I speak with you at leisure, on
your duties as a page, which office in former days
used to be the very school of chivalry; whereas of
late, by the disorderly times, it has become little
better than a school of wild and disordered licence;
which made rare Ben Jonson exclaim ”

“Nay, father,” said Albert, interposing, “you
must consider this day’s fatigue, and the poor lad
is almost asleep on his legs — to-morrow, he will
listen with more profit to your kind admonitions.
— And you, Louis, remember at least one part of
your duty —take the candles and light us — here
Joceline comes to show us the way. Once more,
good-night, good Doctor Rochecliffe — good-night,
all.”




CHAPTER IIL

Groom. Hail, noble prince!
King Richard. Thanks, noble peer !
The cheapest of us is a groat too dear.
Richard II.

ALBERT and his page were ushered by Joceline to
what was called the Spanish Chamber, a huge old
scrambling bedroom, rather in a dilapidated con-
dition, but furnished with a large standing-bed for
the master, and a truckle-bed for the domestic, as
was common at a much later period in old English
houses, where the gentleman often required the
assistance of a groom of the chambers to help him
to bed, if the hospitality had been exuberant.
The walls were covered with hangings of cordovan
leather, stamped with gold, and representing fights
between the Spaniards and Moriscoes, bull-feasts,
and other sports peculiar to the Peninsula, from
which it took its name of the Spanish Chamber.
These hangings were in some places entirely torn
down, in others defaced and hanging in tatters.
But Albert stopped not to make observations, anx-
ious, it seemed, to get Joceline out of the room;
which he achieved by hastily answering his offers
of fresh fuel, and more liquor, in the negative,
and returning, with equal conciseness, the under-
keeper’s good wishes for the evening. He at
length retired, somewhat unwillingly, and as if he
thought that his young master might have bestowed
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a few more words upon a faithful old retainer after
so long absence.

Joliffe was no sooner gone than, before a single
word was spoken between Albert Lee and his page,
the former hastened to the door, examined lock,
latch, and bolt, and made them fast, with the
most scrupulous attention. He superadded to these
precautions that of a long screw-bolt, which he
brought out of his pocket, and which he screwed
on to the staple in such a manner as to render it
impossible to withdraw it, or open the door, unless
by breaking it down. The page held a light to
him during the operation, which his master went
through with much exactness and dexterity. But
when Albert arose from his knee, on which he had
rested during the accomplishment of this task, the
manner of the companions was on the sudden
entirely changed towards each other. The Honour-
able Master Kerneguy, from a cubbish lout of a
raw Scotsman, seemed to have acquired at once all
the grace and ease of motion and manner which
could be given by an acquaintance of the earliest
and most familiar kind with the best company of
the time.

He gave the light he held to Albert with the
easy indifference of a superior, who rather graces
than troubles his dependant by giving him some
slight service to perform. Albert, with the great-
est appearance of deference, assumed in his turn
the character of torch-bearer, and lighted his page
across the chamber, without turning his back upon
him as he did so. He then set the light on a table
by the bedside, and, approaching the young man
with deep reverence, received from him the soiled
green jacket, with the same profound respect as if
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he had been a first lord of the bedchamber, or
other officer of the household of the highest dis-
tinction, disrobing his sovereign of the mantle of
the Garter. The person to whom this ceremony
was addressed endured it for a minute or two with
profound gravity, and then, bursting out a-laughing,
exclaimed to Albert, “ What a devil means all
this formality ?— thou complimentest with these
miserable rags as if they were silks and sables,
and with poor Louis Kerneguy as if he were the
King of Great Britain!”

“And if your Majesty’s commands, and the
circumstances of the time, have made me for a
moment seem to forget that you are my sovereign,
surely I may be permitted to render my homage as
such while you are in your own royal palace of
Woodstock ? ”

“Truly,” replied the disguised monarch, “ the
sovereign and the palace are not ill matched; —
these tattered hangings and my ragged jerkin suit
each other admirably. — 7%his Woodstock ! — this
the bower where the royal Norman revelled with
the fair Rosamond Clifford! — Why, it is a place
of assignation for owls!” Then, suddenly recol-
lecting himself, with his natural courtesy, he
added, as if fearing he might have hurt Albert’s
feelings — “ But the more obscure and retired, it is
the fitter for our purpose, Lee; and if it does seem
to be a roogt for owls, as there is no denying,
why, we know it has nevertheless brought up
eagles.”

He threw himself as he spoke upon a chair, and
indolently, but gracefully, received the kind offices
of Albert, who undid the coarse buttonings of the
leathern gamashes which defended his legs, and
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spoke to him the whilst : —“ What a fine specimen
of the olden time is your father, Sir Henry! It
is strange I should not have seen him hefore; —
but I heard my father often speak of him as heing
among the flower of our real old English gentry.
By the mode in which he began to school me, I
can guess you had a tight taskmaster of him,
Albert — I warrant you never wore hat in his
presence, eh?”

“I never cocked it at least in his presence,
please your Majesty, as I have seen some young-
sters do,” answered Albert; “indeed if T had, it
must have been a stout beaver to have saved me
from a broken head.”

“ Oh, I doubt it not,” replied the king; “a tine
old gentleman — but with that, methinks, in his
countenance, that assures you he would not hate
the child in sparing the rod. — Hark ye, Albert —
Suppose the same glorious Restoration come round,
— which, if drinking to its arrival can hasten it,
should not be far distant, — for in that particular
our adherents never neglect their duty, — suppose
it come, therefore, and that thy father, as must be
of course, becomes an earl, and one of the Privy
Council, oddsfish, man, T shall be as much afraid
of him as ever was my grandfather Henri Quatre
of old Sully. —Imagine there were such a trinket
now about the Court as the fair Rosamond, or La
Belle Gabrielle, what a work there would be of
pages, and grooms of the chamber, to get the pretty
rogue clandestinely shuffled out by the backstairs,
like a prohibited commodity, when the step of the
Earl of Woodstock was heard in the antechamber! ”

“Tam glad to see your Majesty so merry after
your fatiguing journey.”
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“The fatigue was nothing, man,” said Charles;
“a kind welcome and a good meal made amends
for all that. But they must have suspected thee
of bringing a wolf from the braes of Badenoch
along with you, instead of a two-legged being,
with no more than the usual allowance of mortal
stowage for provisions. I was really ashamed of
my appetite; but thou knowest I had eaten noth-
ing for twenty-four hours, save the raw egg you
stole. for me from the old woman’s hen-roost — I
tell thee, I blushed to show myself so ravenous
before that high-bred and respectable old gentle-
man your father, and the very pretty girl your
gister —or cousin, is she?”

“ 8he is my sister,” said Albert Lee, drily, and
added, in the same breath, “ Your Majesty’s appe-
tite suited well enough with the character of a raw
northern lad. — Would your Majesty now please
to retire to rest?”

“Not for a minute or two,” said the king,
retaining his seat. “ Why, man, I have scarce had
my tongue unchained to-day; and to talk with
that northern twang, and besides, the fatigue of
being obliged to speak every word in character, —
Gad, it’s like walking as the galley slaves do on
the Continent, with a twenty-four pound shot
chained to their legs — they may drag it along,
but they cannot move with comfort. And, by the
way, thou art slack in paying me my well-deserved
tribute of compliments on my counterfeiting. —
Did I not play Louis Kerneguy as round as a
ring?”

“If your Majesty asks my serious opinion, per-
haps I may be forgiven if I say your dialect was
somewhat too coarse for a Scottish youth of high
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birth, and your behaviour perhaps a little too
churlish. I thought, too — though I pretend not
to be skilful —that some of your Scottish sounded
as if it were not genuine.”

“Not genuine? — there is no pleasing thee,
Albert. — Why, who should speak genuine Scot-
tish but myself?— Was I not their King for a
matter of ten months ? and if I did not get know-
ledge of their language, I wonder what else I got
by it. Did not east country, and south country,
and west country, and Highlands, caw, croak, and
shriek about me, as the deep guttural, the broad
drawl, and the high sharp yelp predominated by
turns ?— Oddsfish, man, have 1 not been speeched
at by their orators, addressed by their senators,
rebuked by their kirkmen? Have I not sat on the
cutty stool, mon [again assuming the northern dia-
lect], and thought it grace of worthy Mas John
Gillespie (a)! that I was permitted to do penance
in mine own privy chamber, instead of the face of
the congregation ? and wilt thou tell me, after all,
that I cannot speak Scottish enough to baffle an
Oxon knight and his family ?”

“ May it please your Majesty, — I began by say-
ing I was no judge of the Scottish language.”

“ Pshaw — it is mere envy; just so you said at
Norton’s, that I was too courteous and civil for a
young page — now you think me too rude.”

“ And there is a medium, if one could find it,”
said Albert, defending his opinion in the same
tone in which the king attacked him; “so this
morning, when you were in the woman’s dress,

1 See Editor’s Notes at the end of the Volume. Wherever a
similar reference occurs, the reader will understand that the same
direction applies.
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you raised your petticoats rather unbecomingly
high, as you waded through the first little stream ;
and when I told you of it, to mend the matter,
you draggled through the next without raising
them at ‘all.”

“ Oh, the devil take the woman’s dress!” said
Charles; “I hope I shall never be driven to that
disguise again. Why, my ugly face was enough
to put gowns, caps, and kirtles out of fashion for
ever — the very dogs fled from me — Had I passed
any hamlet that had but five huts in it, I could
not have escaped the cucking-stool. I was a libel
on womanhood. These leathern conveniences are
none of the gayest, but they are propria que mari-
bus; and right glad am I to be repossessed of
them. I can tell you too, my friend, I shall
resume all my masculine privileges with my proper
habiliments; and, as you say I have been too
coarse to-night, I will behave myself like a courtier
to Mistress Alice to-morrow. I made a sort of
acquaintance with her already, when I seemed to
be of the same sex with herself, and found out
there are other colonels in the wind besides you,
Colonel Albert Lee.”

“May it please your Majesty,” said Albert —
and then stopped short, from the difficulty of find-
ing words to express the unpleasant nature of his
feelings. They could not escape Charles; but he
proceeded without scruple: “I pique myself on
seeing as far into the hearts of young ladies as
most folk, though God knows they are sometimes
too deep for the wisest of us. But I mentioned to
your sister in my character of fortune-teller, —
thinking, poor simple man, that a country girl
must have no one but her brother to dream about,
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— that she was anxious about a certain colonel.
I had hit the theme, but not the person; for I
alluded to you, Albert; and I presume the blush
was too deep ever to be given to a brother. So up
she got, and away she flew from me like a lap-
wing. I can excuse her — for, looking at myself
in the well, T think if T had met such a creature
as I seemed, I should have called fire and fagot
against it. — Now, what think you, Albert — who
can this colonel be, that more than rivals you in
your sister’s affection?”

Albert, who well knew that the king’s mode of
thinking, where the fair sex was concerned, was
far more gay than delicate, endeavoured to put a
stop to the present topic by a grave answer.

“ His sister,” he said, “ had been in some mea-
sure educated with the son of her maternal uncle,
Markham Everard; but as his father and he him-
self had adopted the cause of the Roundheads, the
families had in consequence been at variance; and
any projects which might have been formerly
entertained were of course long since dismissed
on all sides.”

“You are wrong, Albert, you are wrong,” said
the king, pitilessly pursuing his jest. “You
colonels, whether you wear blue or orange sashes,
are too pretty fellows to be dismissed so easily,
when once you have acquired an interest. But
Mistress Alice, so pretty, and who wishes the
restoration of the King with such a look and
accent, as if she were an angel whose prayers must
needs bring it down, must not be allowed to re-
tain any thoughts of a canting Roundhead — What
say you — will you give me leave to take her to
task about it?— After all, I am the party most
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concerned in maintaining true allegiance among my
subjects; and if I gain the pretty maiden’s good-
will, that of the sweetheart’s will soon follow.
This was jolly King Edward’s way — Edward the
Fourth, you know. The king-making Earl of
Warwick — the Cromwell of his day — dethroned
him more than once; but he had the hearts of the
merry dames of London, and the purses and veins
of the cockneys bled freely, till they brought him
home again. How say you?—shall T shake off
my northern slough, and speak with Alice in my
own character, showing what education and man-
ners have done for me, to make the best amends
they can for an ugly face?”

“ May it please your Majesty,” said Albert, in
an altered and embarrassed tone, “I did not
expect” ——

Here he stopped, not able to find words ade-
quate at the same time to express his sentiments,
and respectful enough to the king, while in his
father’s house, and under his own protection.

“And what is it that Master Lee does not
expect ? " said Charles, with marked gravity on
his part.

Again Albert attempted a reply, but advanced
no further than, “I would hope, if it please your
Majesty,” when he again stopped short, his deep
and hereditary respect for his sovereign, and his
sense of the hospitality due to his misfortunes,
preventing his giving utterance to his irritated
feelings.

“ And what does Colonel Albert Lee hope?”
said Charles, in the same dry and cold manner in
which he had before spoken. —“ No answer?—
Now, I hope that Colonel Lee does not see in a
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silly jest anything offensive to the honour of his
family, since methinks that were an indifferent
compliment to his sister, his father, and himself,
not to mention Charles Stuart, whom he calls his
King; and 1 expect, that I shall not be so hardly
construed, as to be supposed capable of forgetting
that Mistress Alice Lee is the daughter of my
faithful subject and host, and the sister of my
guide and preserver. — Come, come, Albert,” he
added, changing at once to his naturally frank and
unceremonious manner, “you forget how long I
have been abroad, where men, women, and children
talk gallantry morning, noon, and night, with no
more serious thought than just to pass away the
time ; and I forget, too, that you are of the old-
fashioned English school, a son after Sir Henry’s
own heart, and don’t understand raillery upon
such subjects. — But I ask your pardon, Albert,
sincerely, if I have really hurt you.”

So saying, he extended his hand to Colonel Lee,
who, feeling he had been rather too hasty in con-
struing the king’s jest in an unpleasant sense,
kissed it with reverence, and attempted an apology.

“Not a word —not a word,” said the good-
natured prince, raising his penitent adherent as he
attempted to kneel; “ we understand each other.
You are somewhat afraid of the gay reputation
which I acquired in Scotland ; but I assure you, I
will be as stupid as you, or your cousin Colonel
could desire, in presence of Mistress Alice Lee,
and only bestow my gallantry, should I have any
to throw away, upon the pretty little waiting-maid
who attended at supper — unless you should have
monopolised her ear for your own benefit, Colonel
Albert,”
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“ Tt is monopolised, sure enough, though not by
me, if it please your Majesty, but by Joceline
Joliffe, the under-keeper, whom we must not dis-
oblige, as we have trusted him so far already, and
may have occasion to repose even entire confidence
in him. I half think he suspects who Louis
Kerneguy may in reality be.”

“You are an engrossing set, you wooers of
Woodstock,” said the king, laughing. “ Now, if
I had a fancy, as a Frenchman would not fail to
have in such a case, to make pretty speeches to
the deaf old woman T saw in the kitchen, as a
pis aller, T dare say 1 should be told that Zer
ear was engrossed for Doctor Rochecliffe’s sole
use?”

“I marvel at your Majesty’s good spirits,” said
Albert, “that, after a day of danger, fatigue, and
accidents, you should feel the power of amusing
yourself thus.”

“That is to say, the groom of the chambers
wishes his Majesty would go to sleep? — Well,
one word or two on more serious business, and I
have done. — I have been completely directed by
you and Rochecliffe —I have changed my dis-
guise from female to male upon the instant, and
altered my destination from Hampshire to take
shelter here —Do you still hold it the wiser
course ?”

“T have great confidence in Doctor Rochecliffe,’
replied Albert, “whose acquaintance with the
scattered Royalists enables him to gain the most
accurate intelligence. His pride in the extent of
his correspondence, and the complication of his
plots and schemes for your Majesty’s service, is
indeed the very food he lives upon; but his

"
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sagacity is equal to his vanity. I repose, besides,
the utmost faith in Joliffe. Of my father and
sister I would say nothing; yet I would not, with-
out reason, extend the knowledge of your Majesty’s
person further than it is indispensably necessary.”

“Is it handsome in me,” said Charles, pausing,
“to withhold my full confidence from Sir Henry
Lee?”

“Your Majesty heard of his almost death-swoon
of last night — what would agitate him most
deeply must not be hastily communicated.”

“True; but are we safe from a visit of the red-
coats — they have them in Woodstock as well as in
Oxford ?” said Charles.

“ Doctor Rochecliffe says, not unwisely, ” answered
Lee, “ that it is best sitting near the fire when the
chimney smokes; and that Woodstock, so lately
in possession of the sequestrators, and still in the
vicinity of the soldiers, will be less suspected, and
more carelessly searched, than more distant cor-
ners, which might seem to promise more safety.
Besides,” he added, “ Rochecliffe is in possession
of curious and important news concerning the state
of matters at Woodstock, highly favourable to your
Majesty’s being concealed in the palace for two or
three days, till shipping is provided. The Parlia-
ment, or usurping Council of State, had sent down
sequestrators, whom their own evil consciences,
assisted, perhaps, by the tricks of some daring
Cavaliers, had frightened out of the Lodge, with-
out much desire to come back again. Then the
more formidable usurper, Cromwell, had granted a
warrant of possession to Colonel Everard, who had
only used it for the purpose of repossessing his
uncle in the Lodge, and who kept watch in person

VOL. 1I, — 4
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at the little borough, to see that Sir Heunry was
not disturbed.”

“What! Mistress Alice’s Colonel?” said the
king — “ that sounds alarming; — for grant that
he keeps the other fellows at bay, think you not,
Master Albert, he will have a hundred errands a
day to bring him here in person?”

“Doctor Rochecliffe says,” answered Lee, “the
treaty between Sir Henry and his nephew binds
the latter not to approach the Lodge, unless in-
vited ; — indeed, it was not without great diffi-
culty, and strongly arguing the good consequences
it might produce to your Majesty’s cause, that my
father could be prevailed on to occupy Woodstock
at all: but be assured he will be in no hurry to
send an invitation to the Colonel.”

“ And be you assured that the Colonel will come
without waiting for one,” said Charles. “ Folk
cannot judge rightly where sisters are concerned —
they are too familiar with the magnet to judge of
its powers of attraction. — Everard will be here,
as if drawn by cart-ropes — fetters, not to talk of
promises, will not hold him — and then, methinks,
we are in some danger.”

“T hope not,” said Albert. “In the first place,
I know Markham is a slave to his word; besides,
were any chance to bring him here, I think I could
pass your Majesty upon him without difficulty as
Louis Kerneguy. Then, although my cousin and
I have not been on good terms for these some
years, I believe him incapable of betraying your
Majesty ; and, lastly, if I saw the least danger of
it, T would, were he ten times the son of my
mother’s sister, run my sword through his body,
ere he had time to execute his purpose.”
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“ There is but another question,” said Charles,
“and I will release you, Albert:— You seem to
think yourself secure from search. It may be so;
but, in any other country, this tale of goblins
which is flying about would bring down priests
and ministers of justice to examine the reality of
the story, and mobs of idle people to satisfy their
curiosity. ”

“ Respecting the first, sir, we hope and under-
stand that Colonel Everard’s influence will prevent
any immediate inquiry, for the sake of preserving
undisturbed the peace of his uncle’s family; and
as for any one coming without some sort of autho-
rity, the whole neighbours have so much love and
fear of my father, and are, besides, so horribly
alarmed about the goblins of Woodstock, that fear
will silence curiosity. ”

“On the whole, then,” said Charles, “the
chances of safety seem to be in favour of the plan
we have adopted, which is all T can hope for
in a condition where absolute safety is out of
the question. The Bishop recommended Doctor
Rochecliffe as one of the most ingenious, boldest,
and most loyal sons of the Church of England;
you, Albert Lee, have marked your fidelity by a
hundred proofs. To you and your local knowledge
I submit myself. — And now, prepare our arms —
alive I will not be taken ; — yet I will not believe
that a son of the King of England, and heir of
her throne, could be destined to danger in his
own palace, and under the guard of the loyal
Lees.”

Albert Lee laid pistols and swords in readiness
by the king’s bed and his own; and Charles, after
some slight apology, took his place in the larger
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and better bed, with a sigh of pleasure, as from
one who had not lately enjoyed such an indul-
gence. He bid good-night to his faithful atten-
dant, who deposited himself on his truckle; and
both monarch and subject were soon fast asleep.



CHAPTER 1IV.

Give Sir Nicholas Threlkeld praise;
Hear it, good man, old in days,

Thou tree of succour and of rest

To this young bird that was distress’d;
Beneath thy branches ho did stay;
And he was free to sport and play,
‘When falcons were abroad for prey.

WORDSWORTH.

THE fugitive prince slept, in spite of danger, with
the profound repose which youth and fatigue in-
spire.  But the young Cavalier, his guide and
guard, spent a more restless night, starting from
time to time, and listening; anxious, notwith-
standing Doctor Rochecliffe’s assurances, to pro-
cure yet more particular knowledge concerning the
state of things around them, than he had been yet
able to collect.

He rose early after daybreak; but although he
moved with as little noise as was possible, the
slumbers of the hunted prince were easily dis-
turbed. He started up in his bed, and asked if
there was any alarm.

“ None, please your Majesty, ” replied Lee ; “ only,
thinking on the questions your Majesty was asking.
last night, and the various chances there are of
your Majesty’s safety being endangered from un-
foreseen accidents, I thought of going thus early,
both to communicate with Doctor Rochecliffe, and
to keep such a look-out as befits the place where
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are lodged for the time the fortunes of England.
I fear I must request of your Majesty, for your
own gracious security, that you have the goodness
to condescend to secure the door with your own
hand after I go out.”

“ Oh, talk not to Majesty, for Heaven’s sake,
dear Albert!” answered the poor king, endeavour-
ing in vain to put on a part of his clothes in
order to traverse the room. — “ When a king’s
doublet and hose are so ragged that he can no
more find his way into them than he could have
travelled through the forest of Deane without a
guide, good faith, there should be an end of
Majesty, until it chances to be better accommo-
dated. Besides, there is the chance of these big
words bolting out at unawares, when there are ears
to hear them whom we might think dangerous.”

“Your commands shall be obeyed,” said Lee,
who had now succeeded in opening the door; from
which he took his departure, leaving the king, who
had hustled along the floor for that purpose, with
his dress wofully ill arranged, to make it fast again
behind him, and begging him in no case to open
to any one, unless he or Rocbecliffe were of the
party who summoned him.

Albert then set out in quest of Doctor Roche-
cliffe’s apartment, which was only known to him-
self and the faithful Joliffe, and had at different
times accommodated that steady Churchman with
a place of concealment, when, from his bold and
busy temper, which led him into the most exten-
sive and hazardous machinations on the king’s
behalf, he had been strictly sought after by the
opposite party. Of late, the inquest after him
had died entirely away, as he had prudently with-
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drawn himself from the scene of his -intrigues.
Since the loss of the battle of Worcester, he had
been afloat again, and more active than ever; and
had, by friends and correspondents, and especially
the Bishop of , been the means of directing
the king’s flight towards Woodstock, although it
was not until the very day of his arrival that he
could promise him a safe reception at that ancient
mansion.

Albert Lee, though he revered both the un-
daunted spirit and ready resources of the bustling
and intriguing Churchman, felt he had not been
enabled by him to answer some of Charles’s ques-
tions yesternight, in a way so distinct as one
trusted with the king’s safety ought to have done;
and it was now his object to make himself per-
sonally acquainted, if possible, with the various
bearings of so weighty a matter, as became a man
on whom so much of the responsibility was likely
to descend.

Even his local knowledge was scarce adequate
to find the doctor’s secret apartment, had he not
traced his way after a genial flavour of roasted
game through divers blind passages, and up and
down certain very useless stairs, through cup-
boards and hatchways, and so forth, to a species
of sanctum sanctorum, where Joceline Joliffe was
ministering to the good doctor a solemn breakfast
of wild-fowl with a cup of small beer stirred with
a sprig of rosemary, which Doctor Rochecliffe pre-
ferred to all strong potations. Beside him sat
Bevis on his tail, slobbering and looking amiable,
moved by the rare smell of the breakfast, which had
quite overcome his native dignity of disposition.

The chamber in which the doctor had established
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himself was a little octangular room, with walls
of great thickness, within which were fabricated
various issues, leading in different directions, and
communicating with different parts of the building.
Around him were packages with arms, and near
him one small barrel, as it seemed, of gunpowder;
many papers in different parcels, and several keys
for correspondence in cipher; two or three scrolls
covered with hieroglyphics were also beside him,
which Albert took for plans of nativity; and
various models of machinery, in which Doctor
Rochecliffe was an adept. There were also tools
of various kinds, masks, cloaks, and a dark lantern,
and a number of other indescribable trinkets be-
longing to the trade of a daring plotter in dangerous
times. Last, there was a casket with gold and
silver coin of different countries, which was left
carelessly open, as if it were the least of Doctor
Rochecliffe’s concern, although his habits in gene-
ral announced narrow circumstances, if not actual
poverty. Close by the divine’s plate lay a bible
and prayer-book, with some proof-sheets, as they
are technically called, seemingly fresh from the
press. There was also within the reach of his
hand a dirk, or Scottish poniard, a powder-horn,
and a musketoon, or blunderbuss, with a pair of
handsome pocket-pistols. In the midst of this
miscellaneous collection, the doctor sat eating his
breakfast, with great appetite, as little dismayed
by the various implements of danger around him
as a workman is when accustomed to the perils
of a gunpowder manufactory.

“Soh, young gentleman,” he said, getting up
and extending his hand, “ are you come to break-
fast with me in good fellowship, or to spoil my
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meal this morning, as you did my supper last
night, by asking untimely questions?”

“I will pick a bone with you, with all my
heart,” said Albert; “and if you please, Doctor,
I would ask some questions which seem not quite
untimely. ”

So saying, he sat down, and assisted the doctor
in giving a very satisfactory account of a brace
of wild-ducks and a leash of teal. Bevis, who
maintained his place with great patience and
insinuation, had his share of a collop, which was
also placed on the well-furnished board; for, like
most high-bred dogs, he declined eating waterfowl.

“ Come hither, then, Albert Lee, ” said the doctor,
laying down his knife and fork, and plucking the
towel from his throat, so soon as Joceline was
withdrawn ;  thou art still the same lad thou wert
when I was thy tutor — never satisfied with having
got a grammar rule, but always persecuting me
with questions why the rule stood so, and not
otherwise — over-curious after information which
thou couldst not comprehend, as Bevis slobbered
and whined for the duck-wing, which he could
not eat.”

“I hope you will find me more reasonable,
Doctor,” answered Albert; “and, at the same
time, that you will recollect I am not now sud
Serula, but am placed in circumstances where I
am not at liberty to act upon the ipse dizit of any
man, unless my own judgment be convinced. I
shall deserve richly to be hanged, drawn, and
quartered, should any misfortune happen by my
misgovernment in this business.”

“ And it is therefore, Albert, that I would have
thee trust the whole to me, without interfering.
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which, oblique and distorted, sees nothing but the
end of his nose, while the other, instead of par-
taking the same defect, views strongly, sharply,
and acutely whatever is subjected to its scrutiny.”

“But we will put a patch on the better eye,”
said the doctor, “ and he shall only be allowed to
speculate with the imperfect optic. ~You must
know, this fellow has always seen the greatest
number, and the most hideous apparitions; he has
not the courage of a cat in such matters, though
stout enough when he hath temporal antagonists
before him. I have placed him under the charge
of Joceline Joliffe, who, betwixt plying him with
sack and ghost-stories, would make him incapable
of knowing what was done, if you were to prociaim
the King in his presence.”

“ But why keep such a fellow here at all?”

“ Oh, sir, content you;—he lies leaguer, as a
sort of ambassador for his worthy masters, and we
are secure from any intrusion so long as they get
all the news of Woodstock from Trusty Tomkins. ”

“I know Joceline’s honesty well,” said Albert;
“and if he can assure me that he will keep a watch
over this fellow, I will so far trust in him. He
does not know the depth- of the stake, ’tis true,
but that my life is concerned will be quite enough
to keep him vigilant. — Well, then, I proceed : —
What if Markham Everard comes down on us?”

“ We have his word to the contrary,” answered
Rochecliffe —“ his word of honour transmitted by
his friend. — Do you think it likely he will break
it?”

“I hold him incapable of doing so,” answered
Albert; “ and, besides, I think Markham would
make no bad use of anything which might come
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to his knowledge — Yet God forbid we should be
under the necessity of trusting any who ever wore
the Parliament’s colours in a matter of such dear
concernment ! ”

“Amen!” said the doctor. —“ Are your doubts
silenced now?”

“1 still have an objection,” said Albert, “to
yonder impudent rakehelly fellow, styling himself
a Cavalier, who pushed himself on our company
last night, and gained my father’s heart by a story
of the storm of Brentford, which I dare say the
rogue never saw.”

“You mistake him, dear Albert,” replied Roche-
cliffe — “ Roger Wildrake, although till of late T
only knew him by name, is a gentleman, was bred
at the Inns of Court, and spent his estate in the
King’s service.”

“ Or rather in the devil’s service,” said Albert.
“It is such fellows as he, who, sunk from the
licence of their military habits into idle debauched
ruffians, infest the land with riots and robberies,
brawl in hedge alehouses and cellars where strong
waters are sold at midnight, and, with their deep
oaths, their hot loyalty, and their drunken valour,
make decent men abominate the very name of
Cavalier. ”

“Alas!” said the doctor, “it is but too true;
but what can you expect? When the higher and
more qualified classes are broken down and mmfrled
undistinguishably with the lower orders, they are
apt to lose the most valuable marks of their quality
in the general confusion of morals and manners —
just as a handful of silver medals will become
defaced and discoloured if jumbled about among
the vulgar copper coin. Even the prime medal of
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all, which we Royalists would so willingly wear
next our very hearts, has not, perhaps, entirely
escaped some deterioration — But let other tongues
than mine speak on that subject.”

Albert Lee paused deeply after having heard
these communications on the part of Rochecliffe. —
“Doctor,” he said, “it is generally agreed, even
by some who think you may occasionally have been
a little over busy in putting men upon dangerous
actions” ——

“ May God forgive them who entertain so false
an opinion of me!” said the doctor.

—— “ That, nevertheless, you have done and
suffered more in the King’s behalf than any man
of your function.”

“They do me but justice there,” said Doctor
Rochecliffe — “ absolute justice.”

“I am therefore disposed to abide by your
opinion, if, all things considered, you think it
safe that we should remain at Woodstock.”

“ That is not the question, ” answered the divine.

“ And what is the question, then?” replied the
young soldier.

“ Whether any safer course can be pointed out.
I grieve to say, that the question must be com-
parative, as to the point of option. Absolute safety
is — alas the while! — out of the question on all
sides. Now, I say Woodstock is, fenced and
guarded as at present, by far the most preferable
place of concealment.”

“ Enough,” replied Albert, “I give up to you
the question, as to a person whose knowledge of
such important affairs, not to mention your age
and experience, is more intimate and extensive
than mine can be.”
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“You do well,” answered Rochecliffe; “ and if
others had acted with the like distrust of their
own knowledge, and confidence in competent per-
sons, it had been better for the age. This makes
Understanding bar himself up within his fortalice,
and Wit betake himself to his high tower.” (Here
he looked around his cell with an air of self-com-
placence.) “ The wise man foreseeth the tempest,
and hideth himself.”

“ Doctor,” said Albert, “ let our foresight serve
others far more precious than either of us. — Let
me ask you, if you have well considered whether
our precious charge should remain in society with
the family, or betake himself to some of the more
hidden corners of the house?”

“Hum!” said the doctor, with an air of deep
reflection — “ I think he will be safest as Louis
Kerneguy, keeping himself close beside you ”

“T fear it will be necessary,” added Albert, “ that
I scout abroad a little, and show myself in some
distant part of the country, lest, coming here in
quest of me, they should find higher game.”

“ Pray do not interrupt me — Keeping himself
close beside you or your father, in or near to Victor
Lee’s apartment, from which you are aware he can
make a ready escape, should danger approach. —
This occurs to me as best for the present — I hope to
hear of the vessel to-day — to-morrow at farthest. ”

Albert Lee bid the active but opinionated man
good-morrow ; admiring how this species of in-
trigue had become a sort of element in which the
doctor seemed to enjoy himself, notwithstanding
all that the poet has said concerning the horrors
which intervene betwixt the conception and execu-
tion of a conspiracy.
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In returning from Doctor Rochecliffe’s sanctuary,
he met with Joceline, who was anxiously seeking
him. “The young Scotch gentleman,” he said, in
a mysterious manner, “ has arisen from bed, and,
hearing me pass, he called me into his apartment. ”

“Well,” replied Albert, “T will see him
presently. ”

“ And he asked me for fresh linen and clothes.
Now, sir, he is like a man who is quite accustomed
to be obeyed, so T gave him a suit which happened
to be in a wardrobe in the west tower, and some of
your linen to conform; and when he was dressed,
he commanded me to show him to the presence of
Sir Henry Lee and my young lady. —T would have
said something, sir, about waiting till you came
back, but he pulled me good-naturedly by the hair
(as, indeed, he has a rare humour of his own), and
told me he was guest to Master Albert Lee, and
not his prisoner; — so, sir, though I thought you
might be displeased with me for giving him the
means of stirring abroad, and perhaps being seen
by those who should not see him, what could I
say ?”

“ You are a sensible fellow, Joceline, and com-
prehend always what is recommended to you. —
This youth will not be controlled, T fear, by either
of us; but we must look the closer after his safety
—You keep your watch over that prying fellow
the steward?”

“ Trust him to my care — on that side have no
fear. —But ah, sir! I would we had the young
Scot in his old clothes again, for the riding-suit
of yours which he now wears hath set him off in
other-guess fashion.”

From the manner in which the faithful de-
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pendant expressed himself, Albert saw that he
suspected who the Scottish page in reality was;
yet he did not think it proper to acknowledge to
him a fact of such importance, secure as he was
equally of his fidelity, whether explicitly trusted
to the full extent or left to his own conjectures.
Full of anxious thought, he went to the apartment
of Victor Lee, in which Joliffe told him he would
find the party assembled. The sound of laughter,
as he laid his hand on the lock of the door, almost
made him start, so singularly did it jar with the
doubtful and melancholy reflections which engaged
his own mind. He entered, and found his father
in high good-humour, laughing and conversing
freely with his young charge, whose appearance
was, indeed, so much changed to the better in
externals, that it seemed scarce possible a night’s
rest, a toilet, and a suit of decent clothes could
have done so much in his favour in so short a
time. It could not, however, be imputed to the
mere alteration of dress, although that, no doubt,
had its effect. There was nothing splendid in that
which Louis Kerneguy (we continue to call him
by his assumed name) now wore. It was merely
a riding-suit of grey cloth, with some silver lace,
in the fashion of a country gentleman of the time.
But it happened to fit him very well, and to become
his very dark complexion, especially as he now
held up his head, and used the manners not only
of a well-behaved but of a "highly accomplished
gentleman. When he moved, his clumsy and
awkward limp was exchanged for a sort of shuftle,
which, as it might be the consequence of a wound
in those perilous times, had rather an interesting

than an ungainly effect. At least it was as genteel
voL. 1. —§
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an expression that the party had been overhard
travelled, as the most polite pedestrian could
propose to himself.

The features of the Wanderer were harsh as ever,
but his red shock peruke, for such it proved, was
laid aside, his sable elf-locks were trained, by a
little of Joceline’s assistance, into curls, and his
fine black eyes shone from among the shade of
these curls, and corresponded with the animated,
though not handsome, character of the whole head.
In his conversation he had laid aside all the coarse-
ness of dialect which he had so strongly affected
on the preceding evening; and although he con-
tinued to speak a little Scotch, for the support of
his character as a young gentleman of that nation,
yet it was not in a degree which rendered his
speech either uncouth or unintelligible, but merely
afforded a certain Doric tinge essential to the per-
sonage he represented. No person on earth could
better understand the society in which he moved;
exile had made him acquainted with life in all its
shades and varieties — his spirits, if not uniform,
were elastic—he had that species of Epicurean
philosophy which, even in the most extreme diffi-
culties and dangers, can in an interval of ease,
however brief, avail itself of the enjoyments of
the moment-—he was, in short, in youth and
misfortune, as afterwards in his regal condition,
a good-humoured but hard-hearted voluptuary —
wise, save where his passions intervened — benefi-
cent, save when prodigality had deprived him of
the means, or prejudice of the wish, to confer
benefits — his faults such as might often have
drawn down hatred, but that they were mingled
with so much urbanity that the injured person
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felt it impossible to retain the full sense of his
wrongs.

Albert Lee found the party, consisting of his
father, sister, and the supposed page, seated by
the breakfast-table, at which he also took his
place. He was a pensive and anxious beholder
of what passed, while the page, who had already
completely gained the heart of the good old Cava-
lier, by mimicking the manner in which the Scot-
tish divines preached in favour of Ma gude Lord
Marquis of Argyle and the Solemn League and
Covenant, was now endeavouring to interest the
fair Alice by such anecdotes, partly of warlike
and perilous adventure, as possessed the same
degree of interest for the female ear which they
have had ever since Desdemona’s days. But it
was not only of dangers by land and sea that the
disguised page spoke; but much more, and much
oftener, on foreign revels, banquets, balls, where
the pride of France, of Spain, or of the Low
Countries was exhibited in the eyes of their most
eminent beauties. Alice being a very young girl,
who, in consequence of the Civil War, had been
almost entirely educated in the country, and often
in great seclusion, it was certainly no wonder that
she should listen with willing ears, and a ready
smile, to what the young gentleman, their guest,
and her brother’s protégé, told with so much gaiety,
and mingled with such a shade of dangerous adven-
ture, and occasionally of serious reflection, as pre-
vented the discourse from being regarded as merely
light and frivolous.

In a word, Sir Henry Lee laughed, Alice smiled
from time to time, and all were satisfied but Albert,
who would himself, however, have been scarce
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able to allege a sufficient reason for his depression
of spirits.

The materials of breakfast were at last removed,
under the active superintendence of the neat-
handed Pheebe, who looked over her shoulder, and
lingered more than once, to listen to the fluent
discourse of their new guest, whom, on the pre-
ceding evening, she had, while in attendance at
supper, accounted one of the most stupid inmates
to whom the gates of Woodstock had been opened
since the times of Fair Rosamond.

Louis Kerneguy then, when they were left only
four in the chamber, without the interruption of
domestics, and the successive bustle occasioned by
the discussion and removal of the morning meal,
became apparently sensible that his friend and
ostensible patron Albert ought not altogether to be
suffered to drop to leeward in the conversation,
while he was himself successfully engaging the
attention of those members of his family to whom
he had become so recently known. He went
behind his chair, therefore, and, leaning on the
back, said with a good-humoured tone, which made
his purpose entirely intelligible —

“ Either my good friend, guide, and patron has
heard worse news this morning than he cares to
tell us, or he must have stumbled over my tattered
jerkin and leathern hose, and acquired, by contact,
the whole mass of stupidity which I threw off last
night with those most dolorous garments. Cheer
up, my dear Colonel Albert, if your affectionate
page may presume to say 80 — you are in company
with those whose society, dear to strangers, must
be doubly so to you. Oddsfish, man, cheer up!
I have seen you gay on a biscuit and a mouthful
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of watercresses —don’t let your heart fail you on
Rhenish wine and venison.”

“ Dear Louis, ” said Albert, rousing himself into
exertion, and somewhat ashamed of his own
silence, “ I have slept worse, and been astir earlier
than you.”

“Be it so,” said his father; “ yet I hold it no
good excuse for your sullen silence. Albert, you
have met your sister and me, so long separated
from you, so anxious on your behalf, almost like
mere strangers, and yet you are returned safe to
us, and you find us well.”

“ Returned indeed — but for safety, my dear
father, that word must be a stranger to us Worces-
ter folk for some time. However, it is not my
own safety about which I am anxious.”

“ About whose, then, should you be anxious ? —
All accounts agree that the King is safe out of the
dogs’ jaws. ”

“Not without some danger, though,” muttered
Louis, thinking of his encounter with Bevis on the
preceding evening.

“ No, not without danger, indeed,” echoed the
knight; “ but, as old Will says —

There’s such divinity doth hedge a king,
That treason dares not peep at what it would.

No, no — thank God, that’s cared for; our Hope
and Fortune is escaped, so all news affirm, escaped
from Bristol —if I thought otherwise, Albert, I
should be as sad as you are. For the rest of it, T
have lurked a month in this house when discovery
would have been death, and that is no longer since
than after Lord Holland and the Duke of Bucking-
ham’s rising at Kingston; and hang me, if I
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thought once of twisting my brow into such a
tragic fold as yours, but cocked my hat at misfor-
tune as a Cavalier should.”

“If T might put in a word,” said Louis, “it
would be to assure Colonel Albert Lee that I
verily believe the King would think his own hap,
wherever he may be, much the worse that his
best subjects were seized with dejection on his
account. ”

“You answer boldly on the King’s part, young
man,” said Sir Henry.

“Oh, my father was meikle about the King’s
hand,” answered Louis, recollecting his present
character.

“No wonder, then,” said Sir Henry, “ that you
have so soon recovered your good spirits and good
breeding, when you heard of his Majesty’s escape.
Why, you are no more like the lad we saw last
night than the best hunter 1 ever had was like a
dray-horse. ”

“Oh, there is much in rest, and food, and
grooming,” answered Louis. “You would hardly
know the tired jade you dismounted from last
night, when she is brought out prancing and
neighing the next morning, rested, refreshed, and
ready to start again — especially if the brute hath
some good blood, for such pick up unco fast.”

“ Well, then, but since thy father was a courtier,
and thou hast learned, I think, something of the
trade, tell us a little, Master Kerneguy, about him
we love most to hear about — the King; we are all
safe and secret, you need not be afraid. He was
a hopeful youth; I trust his flourishing blossom
now gives promise of fruit?”

As the knight spoke, Louis bent his eyes on the
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ground, and seemed at first uncertain what to
answer. But, admirable at extricating himself
from such dilemmas, he replied, “ That he really
could not presume to speak on such a subject in
the presence of his patron, Colonel Albert Lee,
who must be a much better judge of the character
of King Charles than he could pretend to be.”

Albert was accordingly next assailed by the
knight, seconded by Alice, for some account of his
Majesty’s character.

“I will speak but according to facts,” said
Albert; “and then I must be acquitted of par-
tiality. If the King had not possessed enterprise
and military skill, he never would have attempted
the expedition to Worcester; —had he not had
personal courage, he had not so long disputed the
battle that Cromwell almost judged it lost. That
he possesses prudence and patience must be argued
from the circumstances attending his flight; and
that he has the love of his subjects is evident,
since, necessarily known to many, he has been
betrayed by none.”

“ For shame, Albert!” replied his sister. “Is
that the way a good Cavalier doles out the charac-
ter of his prince, applying an instance at every
concession, like a pedlar measuring linen with his
rod 2 — Out upon you! — no wonder you were
beaten, if you fought as coldly for your King as
you now talk for him.”

“I did my best to trace a likeness from what I
have seen and known of the original, sister Alice,”
replied her brother. — “ If you would have a fancy
portrait, you must get an artist of more imagina-
tion than I have to draw it for you.”

“T will be that artist myself,” said Alice, “ and,
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in my portrait, our monarch shall show all that he
ought to be, having such high pretensions — all
that he must be, being so loftily descended — all
that T am sure he is, and that every loyal heart
in the kingdom ought to believe him.”

“Well said, Alice,” quoth the old knight. —
“Look thou upon this picture, and on this!—
Here is our young friend shall judge. I wager my
best nag — that is, I would wager him had I one
left — that Alice proves the better painter of the
two. — My son’s brain is still misty, I think,
since his defeat —he has not got the smoke of
Worcester out of it. Plague on thee! —a young
man, and cast down for one beating! Had you
been banged twenty times like me, it had been
time to look grave. — But come, Alice, forward;
the colours are mixed on your pallet — forward
with something that shall show like one of Van-
dyke’s living portraits, placed beside the dull dry
presentation there of our ancestor Victor Lee.”

Alice, it must be observed, had been educated
by her father in the notions of high and even exag-
gerated loyalty which characterised the Cavaliers,
and she was really an enthusiast in the royal
cause. But, besides, she was in good spirits at
her brother’s happy return, and wished to prolong
the gay humour in which her father had of late
scarcely ever indulged.

“ Well, then, ” she said, “ though I am no Apelles,
I will try to paint an Alexander, such as I hope,
and am determined to believe, exists in the person
of our exiled sovereign, soon I trust to be restored.
And I will not go further than his own family.
He shall have all the chivalrous courage, all the
warlike skill, of Henry of France, his grandfather,



WOODSTOCK. 73

in order to place him on the throne;—all his
benevolence, love of his people, patience even of
unpleasing advice, sacrifice of his own wishes and
pleasures to the commonweal, that, seated there,
he may be blest while living, and so long remem-
bered when dead, that for ages after it shall be
thought sacrilege to breathe an aspersion against
the throne which he has occupied! Long after he
is dead, while there remains an old man who has
seen him, were the condition of that survivor no
higher than a groom or a menial, his age shall be
provided for at the public charge, and his grey
hairs regarded with more distinction than an
earl’s coronet, because he remembers the second
Charles, the monarch of every heart in England!”

While Alice spoke, she was hardly conscious of
the presence of any one save her father and brother;
for the page withdrew himself somewhat from the
circle, and there was nothing to remind her of
him. She gave the reins, therefore, to her enthu-
siasm, and as the tears glittered in her eye, and
her beautiful features became animated, she seemed
like a descended cherub proclaiming the virtues of
a patriot monarch. The person chiefly interested
in her description held himself back, as we have
said, and concealed his own features, yet so as to
preserve a full view of the beautiful speaker.

Albert Lee, conscious in whose presence this
eulogium was pronounced, was much embarrassed ;
but his father, all whose feelings were flattered by
the panegyric, was in rapture.

“So much for the King, Alice,” he said; “and
now for the Man.”

“ For the man,” replied Alice in the same tone,
“need I wish him more than the paternal virtues
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of his unhappy father, of whom his worst enemies
have recorded, that if moral virtues and religious
faith were to be selected as the qualities which
merited a crown, no man could plead the posses-
gion of them in a higher or more indisputable
degree. Temperate, wise, and frugal, yet munifi-
cent in rewarding merit —a friend to letters and
the muses, but a severe discourager of the misuse
of such gifts — a worthy gentleman —a kind mas-
ter — the best friend, the best father, the best
Christian ” Her voice began to falter, and
her father’s handkerchief was already at his eyes.

“ He was, girl —he was! ” exclaimed Sir Henry;
“but no more on’t, T charge ye — no more on’t —
enough ; — let his son but possess his virtues, with
better advisers, and better fortunes, and he will be
all that England, in her warmest wishes, could
desire. ”

There was a pause after this; for Alice felt as
if she had spoken too frankly and too zealously,
for her sex and youth. Sir Henry was occupied
in melancholy recollections on the fate of his late
sovereign, while Kerneguy and his supposed patron
felt embarrassed, perhaps from a consciousness
that the real Charles fell far short of his ideal
character, as designed in such glowing colours.
In some cases, exaggerated or unappropriate praise
becomes the most severe satire.

But such reflections were not of a nature to be
long willingly cherished by the person to whom
they might have been of great advantage. He
assumed a tone of raillery, which is, perhaps, the
readiest mode of escaping from the feelings of self-
reproof. “ Every Cavalier,” he said, “ should bend
his knee to thank Mistress Alice Lee for having
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made such a flattering portrait of the King their
master, by laying under contribution for his benefit
the virtues of all his ancestors; — only there was
one point he would not have expected a female
painter to have passed over in silence. When she
made him, in right of his grandfather and father,
a muster of royal and individual excellences, why
could she not have endowed him at the same time
with his mother’s personal charms ? — Why should
not the son of Henrietta Maria, the finest woman
of her day, add the recommendations of a hand-
some face and figure to his internal qualities? —
he had the same hereditary title to good looks as
to mental qualifications; and the picture, with
such an addition, would be perfect in its way —
and God send it might be a resemblance!”

“T understand you, Master Kerneguy,” said
Alice, “but T am no fairy, to bestow, as those do
in the nursery tales, gifts which Providence has
denied. I am woman enough to have made in-
quiries on the subject, and I know the general
report is, that the King, to have been the son
of such handsome parents, is unusually hard-
favoured. ”

“Good God, sister!” said Albert, starting im-
patiently from his seat.

“Why, you yourself told me so,” said Alice,
surprised at the emotion he testified; “ and you
said * ——

“This is intolerable,” muttered Albert — “I
must out to speak with Joceline without delay —
Louis * (with an imploring look to Kerneguy),
“you will surely come with me?”

“I would with all my heart,” said Kerneguy,
smiling maliciously ; “ but you see how I suffer still
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from lameness. — Nay, nay, Albert,” he whis-
pered, resisting young Lee’s attempts to prevail on
him to leave the room, “can you suppose I am
fool enough to be hurt by this? On the contrary,
I have a desire of profiting by it.”

“ May God grant it!” said Lee to himself, as he
left the room — “it will be the first lecture you
ever profited by ; and the devil confound the plots
and plotters who made me bring you to this
place!” So saying, he carried his discontent forth
into the Park.



CHAPTER V.

For there, they say, he daily doth frequent
With unrestrainéd loose companions ;

‘While he, young, wanton, and effeminate boy,
Takes on the point of honour, to support

So dissolute a crew.
Richard 11.

THE conversation which Albert had in vain en-
deavoured to interrupt, flowed on in the same
course after he had left the room. It entertained
Louis Kerneguy; for personal vanity, or an over-
sensitiveness to deserved reproof, were not among
the faults of his character, and were indeed incompa-
tible with an understanding, which, combined with
more strength of principle, steadiness of exertion,
and self-denial, might have placed Charles high on
the list of English monarchs. On the other hand,
Sir Henry listened with natural delight to the
noble sentiments uttered by a being so beloved as
his daughter. His own parts were rather steady
than brilliant; and he had that species of imagi-
nation which is not easily excited without the
action of another, as the electrical globe only scin-
tillates when rubbed against its cushion. He was
well pleased, therefore, when Kerneguy pursued
the conversation, by observing that Mistress Alice
Lee had not explained how the same good fairy that
conferred moral qualities could not also remove
corporeal blemishes.
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“You mistake, sir,” said Alice. “I confer
nothing. I do but attempt to paint our King such
as I hope he is —such as I am sure he may be,
should he himself desire to be so. The same
general report which speaks of his countenance
as unprepossessing, describes his talents as being
of the first order. He has, therefore, the means
of arriving at excellence, should he cultivate them
sedulously and employ them usefully — should he
rule his passions and be guided by his understand-
ing. Every good man cannot be wise; but it is in
the power of every wise man, if he pleases, to be
as eminent for virtue as for talent.”

Young Kerneguy rose briskly, and took a turn
through the room; and ere the knight could make
any observation on the singular vivacity in which
he had indulged, he threw himself again into his
chair, and said, in rather an altered tone of voice —
“ It seems, then, Mistress Alice Lee, that the good
friends who have described this poor King to you
have been as unfavourable in their account of his
morals as of his person?”

“The truth must be better known to you, sir,”
said Alice, “ than it can be to me. Some rumours
there have been which accuse him of a licence
which, whatever allowance flatterers make for it,
does not, to say the least, become the son of the
Martyr — I shall be happy to have these contra-
dicted on good authority.”

“T am surprised at your folly,” said Sir Henry
Lee, “in hinting at such things, Alice; a pack of
scandal, invented by the rascals who have usurped
the government — a thing devised by the enemy. ”

“ Nay, sir,” said Kerneguy, laughing, “ we must
not let our zeal charge the enemy with more scan-
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dal than they actually deserve. Mistress Alice
has put the question to me. I can only answer,
that no one can be more devotedly attached to the
King than I myself, —that I am very partial to
his merits and blind to his defects ;— and that, in
short, I would be the last man in the world to give
up his cause where it was tenable. Nevertheless,
I must confess that, if all his grandfather of
Navarre’s morals have not descended to him, this
poor King has somehow inherited a share of the
specks that were thought to dim the lustre of that
great Prince — that Charles is a little soft-hearted
or so, where beauty is concerned. — Do not blame
him too severely, pretty Mistress Alice; when a
man’s hard fate has driven him among thorns, it
were surely hard to prevent him from trifling with
the few roses he may find among them ?”

Alice, who probably thought the conversation
had gone far enough, rose while Master Kerneguy
was speaking, and was leaving the room bhefore he
had finished, without apparently hearing the inter-
rogation with which he concluded. Her father
approved of her departure, not thinking the turn
which Kerneguy had given to the discourse alto-
gether fit for her presence ; and, desirous civilly to
break off the conversation, “ I see,” he said, “ this
is about the time when, as Will says, the house-
hold affairs will call my daughter hence; I will
therefore challenge you, young gentleman, to
stretch your limbs in a little exercise with me,
either at single rapier, or rapier and poniard,
back-sword, spadroon, or your national weapons
of broadsword and target; for all, or any of which,
I think we shall find implements in the hall.”

It would be too high a distinction, Master
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Kerneguy said, for a poor page to be permitted to
try a passage of arms with a knight so renowned
as Sir Henry Lee, and he hoped to enjoy so great
an honour before he left Woodstock; but at the
present moment his lameness continued to give
him so much pain, that he should shame himself
in the attempt.

Sir Henry then offered to read him a play of
Shakspeare, and for this purpose turned up “ King
Richard IL.” But hardly had he commenced with

Old John of Gaunt, time-honoured Lancaster,

when the young gentleman was seized with such
an incontrollable fit of the cramp as could only
be relieved by immediate exercise. He therefore
begged permission to be allowed to saunter abroad
for a little while, if Sir Henry Lee considered he
might venture without danger.

“T can answer for the two or three of our people
that are still left about the place,” said Sir Henry;
“and I know my son has disposed them so as to be
constantly on the watch. 1f you hear the bell toll
at the Lodge, I advise you to come straight home
by the way of the King’s Oak, which you see in
yonder glade towering above the rest of the trees.
We will have some one stationed there to intro-
duce you secretly into the house.”

The page listened to these cautions with the
impatience of a schoolboy, who, desirous of enjoy-
ing his holiday, hears without marking the advice
of tutor or parent, about taking care not to catch
cold, and so forth.

The absence of Alice Lee had removed all which
had rendered the interior of the Lodge agreeable,
and the mercurial young page fled with precipita-
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tion from the exercise and amusement which Sir
Henry had proposed. He girded on his rapier,
and threw his cloak, or rather that which helonged
to his borrowed suit, about him, bringing up the
lower part so as to muffle the face and show only
the eyes over it, which was a common way of
wearing them in those days, both in streets, in the
country, and in public places, when men had a
mind to be private, and to avoid interruption from
salutations and greetings in the market-place. He
hurried across the open space which divided the
front of the Lodge from the wood, with the haste
of a bird escaped from the cage, which, though
joyful at its liberation, is at the same time sen-
sible of its need of protection and shelter. The
wood seemed to afford these to the human fugitive,
as it might have done to the bird in question.

‘When under the shadow of the branches, and
within the verge of the forest, covered from
observation, yet with the power of surveying the
front of the Lodge, and all the open ground before
it, the supposed Louis Kerneguy meditated on his
escape.

“ What an infliction — to fence with a gouty old
man, who knows not, I dare say, a trick of the
sword which was not familiar in the days of old
Vincent Saviolo! or, as a change of misery, to hear
him read one of those wildernesses of scenes
which the English call a play, from prologue to
epilogue — from Enter the first to the final Huceunt
omnes — an unparalleled horror — a penance which
would have made a dungeon darker, and added
dulness even to Woodstock!”

Here he stopped and looked around, then con-
tinued his meditations —“ So then, it was here
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that the gay old Norman secluded his pretty mis-
tress — I warrant, without having scen her, that
Rosamond Clifford was never half so handsome as
that lovely Alice Lee. And what a soul there is
in the girl’s eye!— with what abandonment of all
respects, save that expressing the interest of the
moment, she poured forth her tide of enthusiasm !
Were I to be long here, in spite of prudence, and
half a dozen very venerable obstacles besides, I
should be tempted to try to reconcile her to the
indifferent visage of this same hard-favoured
prince. — Hard-favoured ? — it is a kind of treason
for vne who pretends to so much loyalty to say so
of the King’s features, and in my mind deserves
punishment. Ah, pretty Mistress Alice! many a
Mistress Alice before you has made dreadful ex-
clamations on the irregularities of mankind, and
the wickedness of the age, and ended by being
glad to look out for apologies for their own share
in them. But then her father — the stout old
Cavalier — my father’s old friend — should such a
thing befall, it would break his heart!— Break a
pudding’s end — he has more sense. If I give his
grandson a title to quarter the arms of England,
what matter if a bar sinister is drawn across
them ? —Pshaw! far from an abatement, it is a
point of addition — the heralds in their next visi-
tation will place him higher in the roll for it.
Then, if he did wince a little at first, does not the
old traitor deserve it? — first, for his disloyal
intention of punching mine anointed body black
and blue with his vile foils; and, secondly, his
atrocious complot with Will Shakspeare, a fellow as
much out of date as himself, to read me to death
with five acts of & historical play, or chronicle,
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‘ being the piteous Life and Death of Richard the
Second.’ Oddstish, my own life is piteous enough,
as I think; and my death may match it, for aught
I see coming yet. Ah, but then the brother — my
friend — my guide — my guard — So far as this
little proposed intrigue concerns him, such prac-
tising would be thought not quite fair. But your
bouncing, swaggering, revengeful brothers exist
only on the theatre. Your dire revenge, with
which a brother persecuted a poor fellow who had
seduced his sister, or been seduced by her, as the
case might be, as relentlessly as if he had trodden
on his toes without making an apology, is entirely
out of fashion, since Dorset killed the Lord Bruce
many a long year since.! Pshaw! when a king is
the offender, the bravest man sacrifices nothing by
pocketing a little wrong which he cannot perso-
nally resent. And in France there is not a noble
house where each individual would not cock his
hat an inch higher, if they could boast of such a
left-handed alliance with the Grand Monarque. ”(d)

Such were the thoughts which rushed through
the mind of Charles, at his first quitting the Lodge
of Woodstock, and plunging into the forest that
surrounded it. His profligate logic, however, was
not the result of his natural disposition, nor re-
ceived without scruple by his sound understanding.
It was a train of reasoning which he had been led
to adopt from his too close intimacy with the
witty and profligate youth of quality by whom
he had been surrounded. It arose from the evil
communication with Villiers, Wilmot, Sedley, and

1 This melancholy story may be found in the “Guardian.” An
intrigue of Lord Sackville, afterwards Earl of Dorset, was the
cause of the fatal duel.
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others, whose genius was destined to corrupt that
age, and the monarch on whom its character after-
wards came so much to depend. Such men, bred
amidst the licence of civil war, and without expe-
riencing that curb which in ordinary times the
authority of parents and relations imposes upon
the headlong passions of youth, were practised in
every species of vice, and could recommend it as
well by precept as by example, turning into piti-
less ridicule all those nobler feelings which with-
hold men from gratifying lawless passion. The
events of the king’s life had also favoured his
reception of this Epicurean doctrine. He saw
himself, with the highest claims to sympathy and
assistance, coldly regarded by the coufts which
he visited, rather as a permitted suppliant than
an exiled monarch. He beheld his own rights
and claims treated with scorn and indifference;
and, in the same proportion, he was reconciled to
the hard-hearted and selfish course of dissipation
which promised him immediate indulgence. If
this was obtained at the expense of the happiness
of others, should he of all men be scrupulous upon
the subject, since he treated others only as the
world treated him ?

But although the foundations of this unhappy
system had been laid, the prince was not at this
early period so fully devoted to it as he was found
to have become, when a door was unexpectedly
opened for his restoration. On the contrary, though
the train of gay reasoning which we have above
stated, as if it had found vent in uttered language,
did certainly arise in his mind, as that which
would have been suggested by his favourite coun-
sellors on such occasions, he recollected that what
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might be passed over as a peccadillo in France or
the Netherlands, or turned into a diverting novel
or pasquinade by the wits of his own wandering
court, was likely to have the aspect of horrid
ingratitude and infamous treachery among the
English gentry, and would inflict a deep, perhaps
an incurable, wound upon his interest, among the
more aged and respectable part of his adherents.
Then it occurred to him — for his own interest
did not escape him, even in this mode of con-
sidering the subject — that he was in the power
of the Lees, father and son, who were always
understood to be at least sufficiently punctilious
on the score of honour; and if they should suspect
such an affront as his imagination had conceived,
they could be at no loss to find means of the most
ample revenge, either by their own hands or by
those of the ruling faction.

“The risk of reopening the fatal window at
Whitehall, and renewing the tragedy of the Man
in the Mask, were a worse penalty,” was his final
reflection, “than the old stool of the Scottish
penance ; and, lovely though Alice Lee is, I can-
not afford to intrigue at such a hazard. So, fare-
well, pretty maiden! unless, as sometimes has
happened, thou hast a humour to throw thyself at
thy King’s feet, and then I am too magnanimous
to refuse thee my protection. — Yet, when I think
of the pale clay-cold figure of the old man, as he
lay last night extended before me, and imagine the
fury of Albert Lee raging with impatience, his
hand on a sword which only his loyalty prevents
him from plunging into his sovereign’s heart —
nay, the picture is too horrible! Charles must for-
ever change his name to Joseph, even if he were
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strongly tempted; which may fortune in mercy
prohibit!”

To speak the truth of a prince more unfortu-
nate in his early companions, and the callousness
which he acquired by his juvenile adventures and
irregular mode of life, than in his natural dis-
position, Charles came the more readily to this
wise conclusion, because he was by mno means
subject to those violent and engrossing passions,
to gratify which the world has been thought well
lost. His amours, like many of the present day,
were rather matters of habit and fashion than of
passion and affection; and, in comparing himself
in this respect to his grandfather Henry IV., he
did neither his ancestor nor himself perfect justice.
He was, to parody the words of a bard, himself
actuated by the stormy passions which an intriguer
often only simulates —

None of those who loved so kindly,
None of those who loved so blindly.

An amour was with him a matter of amusement,
a regular consequence, as it seemed to him, of the
ordinary course of things in society. He was not
at the trouble to practise seductive arts, because
he had seldom found occasion to make use of them ;
his high rank, and the profligacy of part of the
female society with which he had mingled, ren-
dering them unnecessary. Added to this, he had,
for the same reason, seldom been crossed by the
obstinate interference of relations, or even of hus-
bands, who had generally seemed not unwilling
to suffer such matters to take their course.

So that, notwithstanding his total looseness of
principle, and systematic disbelief in the virtue
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of women and the honour of men, as connected
with the character of their female relatives, Charles
was not a person to have studiously introduced
disgrace into a family, where a conquest might
have been violently disputed, attained with diffi-
culty, and accompanied with general distress, not
to mention the excitation of all fiercer passions
against the author of the scandal.

" But the danger of the king’s society consisted in
his being much of an unbeliever in the existence
of such cases as were likely to be embittered by
remorse on the part of the principal victim, or
rendered perilous by the violent resentment of her
connections or relatives. He had even already
found such things treated on the Continent as
matters of ordinary occurrence, subject, in all
cases where a man of high influence was con-
cerned, to an easy arrangement; and he was really,
generally speaking, sceptical on the subject of
severe virtue in either sex, and apt to consider it
as a veil assumed by prudery in women, and hypo-
crisy in men, to extort a higher reward for their
compliance.

While we are discussing the character of his
disposition to gallantry, the Wanderer was con-
ducted, by the walk he had chosen, through several
whimsical turns, until at last it brought him under
the windows of Victor Lee’s apartment, where he
descried Alice watering and arranging some flowers
placed on the oriel window, which was easily
accessible by daylight, although at night he had
found it a dangerous attempt to scale it. But not
Alice only, her father also showed himself near
the window, and beckoned him up. The family
party seemed now more promising than before, and
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the fugitive prince was weary of playing battle-
dore and shuttlecock with his conscience, and
much disposed to let matters go as chance should
determine.

He climbed lightly up the broken ascent, and
was readily welcomed by the old knight, who held
activity in high honour. Alice also seemed glad
to see the lively and interesting young man; and
by her presence, and the unaffected mirth with
which she enjoyed his sallies, he was animated
to display those qualities of wit and humour,
which nobody possessed in a higher degree.

His satire delighted the old gentleman, who
laughed till his eyes ran over as he heard the
youth, whose claims to his respect he little dreamed
of, amusing him with successive imitations of the
Scottish Presbyterian clergyman, of the proud and
poor Hidalgo of the North, of the fierce and over-
weening pride and Celtic dialect of the mountain
chief, of the slow and more pedantic Lowlander,
with all of which his residence in Scotland had
made him familiar. Alice also laughed and ap-
plauded, amused herself, and delighted to see that
her father was so; and the whole party were in the
highest glee, when Albert Lee entered, eager to
find Louis Kerneguy, and to lead him away to a
private colloquy with Doctor Rochecliffe, whose
zeal, assiduity, and wonderful possession of infor-
mation had constituted him their master-pilot in
those difficult times.

It is unnecessary to introduce the reader to the
minute particulars of their conference. The in-
formation obtained was so far favourable, that the
enemy seemed to have had no intelligence of the
king’s route towards the south, and remained per-
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suaded that he had made his escape from Bristol,
as had been reported, and as had indeed been
proposed; but the master of the vessel prepared
for the king’s passage had taken the alarm, and
sailed without his royal freight. His departure,
however, and the suspicion of the service in which
he was engaged, served to make the belief general,
that the king had gone off along with him.

"But though this was cheering,