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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND
CHAPTER VI

THE 20TH DEOCEMBER

Young Castlewood came clambering over the stalls be-
fore the clergy were fairly gone, and running up to Esmond,
eagerly embraced him. ‘My dear, dearest old Harry,
he said, ‘are you come back? Have you been to the wars?
You'll take me with you when you go again? Why didn’t
you write to us? Come to mother.’

Mr. Esmond could hardly say more than a God bless
vou, my hoy, for hig jieart was very full and grateful at
all this tenderness on the la’s part; and he was as much
moved at seeing Frank, as he was iearful shout that
other interview which was now to take place; for he knew
rot if the widow would reject him as she had doue so
cruelly a year ago.

‘It was kind of you to come back to us, Henry,” Lady
Fsmond said. ‘I thought you might coms,’

‘We read of the fleet coming to Portsmouth, Why did
you not come from Portsmouth? Frank asked, or my
Lord Viscount as he now must be called.

Esmond had thought of that tco. He would have given
one of his eyes so that he might see his dear friends again
once more; but believing that his mistress had: forbidden
him her house, he had obeyed her, and remamed at &
distance.
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

‘You had but to ask, and you knew I would be here,’ he
said.

She gave him her hand, her little fair hand: there was
only her marriage ring on it. The quarrel was all over.
The year of grief and estrangement was past. They
never had been separated. His mistress had never been
out of his mind all that time. No, not once. No, not in
the prison; nor in the camp; nor on shore before the enemy;
nor at sea under the stars of solemn midnight, nor as he
watched the glorious rising of the dawn: not even at the
table where he sate carousing with friends, or at the theatre
yonder where he tried to fancy that other eyes were bright-
er than hers. Brighter eyes there might be, and faces
more beautiful, but none so dear—no voice so sweet s
that of his beloved mistress, who had been sister, mother,
goddess to him during his youth—goddess now no more,
for he knew of her weaknesses; and by thought, by suffer-
ing, and that experience it brings, was older now than she;
but more fondly cherished as woman perhaps than ever
she had bheen adored as divinity., What is it? Where
lies it? the secret which makes one littls hand the dearest of
all? Whoever can unriddle that mystery? Here she was,
her son by his side, his dear boy. Here she was, weaping
and, happy. She took his hand in both hers; he felt her
tears. It was a rapture of reconciliation. . , .

‘Your heart was never in the Church, Harry,” the widow
said, in her sweet low tone, as they walked away together.
(Now, it seemed they had never beon parted, and again,
as if they had been ages asunder.) ‘I always thought
you had no vocation that way; and that 'twas a pity to
ghut you out from the world. You would but have pined!

1 pined A 3.
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

and chafed at Castlowood: and ’tis! better you should
make a name for yourself. I often said so to my dear lord.
How he loved you! ’'Twas my lord that made you stay
with us.’

‘I asked no better than to stay near you always,’ said
Mr. Esmond.

‘But to go was best, Harry. When the world cannob
give peace, you will know where to find it; but one of your
gtrong imagination and eager desires must try the world
first before he tires of it. ’Twas not to be thought of,
or if it once was, it was only by my selfishness, that you
should remain as chaplain to a country gentleman and
tutor to a little boy. You are of the blood of the Esmonds,
kinsman; and that was always wild in youth. . ..

‘And now we are drawing near to home,’ she continued.
‘T knew you would come, Harry, if—if it was but to for-
giv  me for having spoken unjustly to you after that
horrid—horrid misfortune., I was half frantick with grief
then, when I saw you. And I know now—they have
told me. That wretch, whose name I can never mention,
even has said it: how vou tried to avert the quarrel, and
would have taken it on yourself, my poor child: but it
was God’s will that I should be punished, and that my
deat lord should fall.’

‘He gave me his blessing on his death-bed,” Esmond
said. ‘Thank God for that legacy!’

‘Amen, amen! dear Henry,’ says the lady, pressing his
arm. ‘I knew it. Mr. Atterbury, of St. Bride’s, who was
called to him, told me so. And I thanked God, too, and
in my prayers ever since, remembered it,’

8°tis gy it in.
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

“You had spared me many a bitter night, had you told
me sooner,” Mr. Esmond said.

‘T know it, I know it,” she answered, in a tone of such
sweet humility, as made Esmond repent that he should
ever have dared to reproach her. ‘I know how wicked
my heart has been; and I have suffered too, my dear. I
confessed to Mr. Atterbury-—I must not tell any more.
Ho—I gaid I would not write to you or go to you—and
it was better, even, that having parted, we should part.
But I knew you would come back—I own that. That is
no one's fault. And to-day, Henry, in the anthem, when
they sang it, “When the Lord turned the captivity of
Zion, we were like them that dream,” I thought, yes,
like them that dream-—them that dream. And then it
went, “‘They that sow in tears shall reap in joy; and he
that geeth forth and weepeth, shall doubtless come home
again with rejoicing, bringing his sheaves with him;” I
looked up from the book, and saw you. 1 was not sur-
piised when I saw you. I knew you would come, my
dear, and saw the gold sunshine round your head.’

She smiled an almost wild smile, as she looked up at
him. The moon was up by this time, glittering keen in
the frosty sky. He could see, for the first time now clearly,
her sweet careworn face.

‘Do you know what day it is?’ she continued. ‘It is
the 29th of December—it is your birthday! But last
year we did not drink it—mo, no. My lord was cold, and
my Harry was likely to die: and my brain was in a fever;
and we had no wine. But now--now you are come again,
bringing your sheaves with you, my dear.’ She burst
into a wild flood of weeping as she spoke; she laughed and
gobbed on the young man’s heart, crying out wildly, ‘bring-
ing your sheaves with you—your sheaves with youl’ . . .

+
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

CHAPTER XIII

I MEET AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE IN FLANDERS, AND
FIND MY MOTHER’S GRAVE AND MY OWN
ORADLE THERE

Holt’s friendship encouraged Captain Esmond to ask,
what he long wished to know, and none could tell him,
gomo history of the poor mother whom he had often
imagined in his dreams, and whom he never knew. He
described to Holt those circumstances which are already
put down in the first part of this story—the promise he
had made to his dear lord, and that dying friend’s con-
fession; and he besought Mr. Holt to tell him what he
knew regarding the poor woman from whom he had been
taken.

‘She was of this very town,” Holt said, and took Esmond
to see the street where her father lived, and where, as he
believed, she was born. ‘In 1676, when your father came
hither in the retinue! of the late king, then Duke of York,
end banished hither in disgrace, Captain Thomas Esmond
became acquainted with your mother, pursued her, aund
made a victim of her: he hath told ms in many subsequent
conversations, which I felt bound to keep private then,
that she was a woman of great virtue and tenderness,
and in all respects a most fond, faithful creature. Ile
called himself Captain Thomas, having good rcason to
he ashemed of his conduct towards her, and hath spoken
to me many times with sincere remorse for that, as with
fond love for her many amiable qualities. He owned to
having treated her very ill; and that at this time his life

Iretinue B¥ & A ¥.
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

was one of profligacy, gambling, and poverty. She be-
came with child of you; was cursed by her own parents
at that discovery; though she never upbraided, except
by her involuntary tears, and the misery depicted on her
countenance, the author of her wretchedness and ruin.

‘Thomas Esmond—Captain Thomas, as he was called—
became engaged in a gaming-house brawl, of which the
consequence was a duel, and a wound, so severe that he
never—his surgeon said— could outlive it. Thinking his
death certain, and touched with remorse, he sent for a
priest, of the very Church of St. Gudule, where I met
you; and on the same day, after his making submission
to our Church, was married to your mother a few weeks
before you were born. My Lord Viscount Castlewood,
Marquis of Esmond by Xing James’s patent, which I
myself took to your father, your lordship was christened
at St. Gudule by the same curé who married your parents,
and by the name of Henry Thomas, son of E. Thomas,
officer Anglois, and Gertrude Maes. You see you belong
to us from your birth, and why I did not christen you
when you became my dear little pupil at Castlewood.

‘Your father’s wound took a favourable turn—perhaps
his conscience was eased by the right he had done—and
to the surprise of the doctors he recovered. But as his
health came back, his wicked nature, too, returned. He
was tired of the poor girl, whom he had ruined; and receiv-
ing some remittance from his uncle, my lord the old Vis.
count, then in England, he pretended business, promised
return, and never saw your poor mother more.

‘He owned to me, in confession first, but afterwards in
talk before your aunt, his wife, eclse I never could have
disclosed what I now tell you, that on coming to London

6
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

he writ a pretended confession to poor Gertrude Maes—
Gertrude Esmond—of his having been married in England
previously, before uniting himself with her; said that his
name was not Thomas; that he was about to quit Turope
for the Virginia plantations, where, indeed, your family
had a grant of land from King Charles the First; sent her
a supply of money, the half of the last hundred guineas he
had, entreated her pardon, and bade her farewell.

‘Poor Gertrude never thought that the news in this letter
might be untrue as the rest of your father’s conduet to her.
But though a young mam of her own degree, who knew
her history, and whom she liked before she saw the English
gentleman who was the cause of all her misery, offered to
marry her, and to adopt you as his own child, and give
you his name, she refused him. This refusal only angered
her father, who had taken her home; she mever held up
her head there, being the subject of constant unkindness
after her fall; and some devout! ladies of her acquaintance
offering to pay a little pension for her, she went into a
convent, and you were put out to nurse.

‘A sister of the young fellow, who would have adopted
you as his son, was the person who took charge of you.
Your mother and this person were cousins. She had just
lost a child of her own, which you replaced, your own
mother being too sick and feeble to feed you; and presently
your nurse grew so fond of you, that she even grudged
letting you visit the convent where your mother was,
and where the nuns petted the little infant, as they pitied
and loved its unhappy parent. Her vocation became
stronger every day, and at the end of two years she was
received as a sister of the house.

Vdevout % ¥ 1 &,
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THE AISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

‘Your nurse’s falﬁily were silk-weavers out of France,
whither they returned to Arras in French Flanders, shortly
before your mother took her vows, carrying you with
them, thon a child of three years old. I'was a town,
before the late vigorous measures of the French king,
full of Protestants, and here your nurse’s father, old Past-
oureau, he with whom you afterwards lived at Ealing,
adopted the Reformed doctrines, perverting? all his house
with him. They were expelled thence by the edict® of
his Most Christian Majesty,® and came to London, and
set up their looms in Spittlefields. The old man brought
“a little money with him, and carried on his trade, but in a
poor way. He was a widower; by this time his daughter,
a widow too, kept house for him, and his son and he laboured
together at their vocation. Meanwhile your father had
publicly owned his conversion just before King Charles’s
death, was reconeciled to my Lord Viscount Castlewood, and
married, as you know, to his daughter.

It chanced that the younger Pastoureau, going with a
piece of brocade to the mercer who employed him, on
Ludgate Hill, met his old rival coming out of an ordinary
there. Pastoureau knew your father at once, seized him
by the collar, and upbraided him ag a villain, who had
seduced his mistress, and afterwards deserted her and her
son. Mr. Thomas Esmond also recognised Pastoureau at
once, besought him to calm his indignation, and not to
bring a crowd round about them; and bade him to enter
into the tavern, out of which he had just stepped, when
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

he would give him any explanation. Pastoureau entered,
and heard the landlord order the drawer to show Captain
Thomas to a room; it was by his Christian name that
your father was familiarly called at his tavern haunts,
which, to say the truth, were none of the most reputable.

‘I must tell you that Captain Thomas, or my Lord
Viscount afterwards, was never at a loss for a story, and
could cajole a woman or a dun?® with a volubility, and an
air of simplicity at the same time, of which many a creditor
of his has been the dupe. His tales used to gather veri-
similitude? as he went on with them. He strung together
fact after fact with a wonderful rapidity and coherence.
It required, saving your presence,® a very long habit of
acquaintance with your father to know when his lordship
was 1 ,—telling the truth or no.

‘He told me with rueful remorse when he was ill—for the
fear of death set him instantly repenting, and with shrieks
of laughter when he was well, his lordship having a very
great sense of humourt—how in half an hour’s time, and
before a botile was drunk, he had completely aucceedsd
in biting® poor Pastoureau. The seduction he owned to;
that he could not help: he was quite ready with tears at
8 moment’s warning, and shed them profusely to melt
his credulous listener. He wept for your mother even
more than Pastoureau did, who cried very heartily, poor
fellow, as my lord informed me; he swore upon his honour
that he had twice sent money to Brussels, and mentioned
the name of the merckant with whom it was lying for
poor Gertrude’s use. He did not even know whether
ghe had a child or no, or whether she was alive or dead;

ldun 5 gl dunce {® . 2 verisimilitude §¥ @ & & &Y. $gaving
your presence 3§ f 27 $£. 4fhumour B i%, 75 {f l4 BA. ® biting kg,
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

L

but got: these facts easily out of honest Pastoureau’s answers
to him. When he heard that she was in a convent, he
said he hoped to end his days in one himself, should he
survive his wife, whom he hated, and had been forced
by a cruel father to marry; and when he was told that
QGertrude’s son was alive, and actually in London, “I
started,” says he; “for then, damme, my wife was expecting
to lie-in, and I thought, should this old Put,® my father-
in-law, run rusty, here would be a good chance to frighten
him.”

‘Ho expressed the deepest gratitude to the Pastoureau
family for their care of the infant: you were now near
six years old; and on Pastoureau bluntly telling him, when
he proposed to go that instant and see the darling child,
that they never wished to see his ill.omened face again
within their doors; that he might have the boy, though
they should all be very sorry to lose him; and that they
would takc his money, they being poor, if he gave it;
or bring him up, by God’s help, as they had hitherio
done, without; he acquiesced in this at once, with a sigh,
and said, “Well, ’twas better that the dear child should
romain with friends who had been so admirably kind to
him;”” and in his talk to me afterwards, honestly praised
and admired the weaver’s conduct and spirit; owned that
the Irenchman was a right fellow, and he, the Lord have
mercy upon him, a sad villain.

‘Your father,” Mr. Holt went on to say, ‘was good-
natured with his money when he had it; and having that
day received a supply from his uncle, gave the weaver
ten pieces with perfect freedom, and promised him fur-

1Put % Bt 7 o A
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

ther remittances. He took down eagerly Pastoureaun’s
name and place of abode in his table-book, and when
the other asked him for his own, gave, with the utmost
readiness, his name as Captain Thomas, New Lodge,
Penzance, Cornwall; he said he was in London™ for a
fow days only on business connected with his wife’s pro-
perty; described her as a shrew, though a woman of kind
disposition; and depicted his father as a Cornish squirs,
in an infirm state of health, at whose death he hoped for
gomething handsome, when he promised richly to reward
the admirable protector of his child, and to provide for
the boy. ‘““And by Gad, sir,” he said to me in his strange
laughing way, “I ordered a piece of brocade of the very
same pattern as that which the fellow was carrying, and
presented it to my wife for a morning wrapper, to receive
company in after she lay-in of our little boy.”

“Your little pension was paid regularly enough; and
when your father becams Viscount Castlewood on his
uncle’s demise, I was employed to keep & watch over
you, and ’twas at my instance! that you were brought
home. Your foster-mother was dead; her father made
acquaintance with a woman whom he married, who quar-
relled with his son. The faithful creature came back
to Brussels to be near the woman he loved, and died,
too, a few months before her. Will you see her cross in
the convent cemetery? The Superior is an old penitent
of mine, and remembers Sceur Marie Madeleine fondly
still.’

Ksmond came to this spot in one sunny evening of
spring, and saw, amidst a thousand black crosses, casting

lab my insiance th R iy R.
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

their shadows across the grassy mounds, that particular
one which marked his mother’s resting-place. Many more
of those poor ercatures that lay there had adopted that
same name, with which sorrow had rebaptised her, and
which fondly scemed to hint their individual story of
love and grief. He fancied her, in tears and darkness,
kneecling at the foot of her cross, under which her cares
were buried. Surely he knelt down, and said his own
prayer there, not in sorrow so much as in awe (for even
his memory had no recollection of her), and in pity for
the pangs which the gentle soul in life had been made
to suffer. To this cross she brought them; for this heavenly
bridegroom she cxchanged the husband who had wooed
her, the traitor! who had left her. A thousand such
hillocks lay round about, the gentle daisies springing out
of the grass over them, and each bearing its cross and
requieseat.? A nun, veiléed in black, was kneeling hard
by, at a sleeping sister’s bed-side (so fresh made, that the
spring had scarce had time to spin a coverlid for it); be.
yond the cemetery walls you had glimpses of life and the
world, and the spires and gables of the city. A bird came
down from a roof opposite, and lit first on a cross, and then
on the grass below it, whence it flew away presently with
a leaf in its mouth: then came a sound as of chanting,
from the chapel of the sisters hard by: others had long
since filled the place which poor Mary Magdaleine once
had there, were kneeling at the same stall, and hearing
the same hymns and prayers in which her stricken heart
had found consolation. Might she sleep in peace—might

troitor [ 4%, 3% % K7 {k 7 £ K. 2 roquiescat &) K & e A
BUL BRI P e, R A 42 (K
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

she sleop in peace; and we, too, when our struggles and
pains aro over! But the earth is the Lord’s, as the Heaven
is; we are alike His creatures, here and yonder. I took a
little flower off the hillock, and kissed it, and went my
way, like the bird that had just lighted on the cross by
me, back into the world again. Silent receptacle of death!
tranquil depth of calm, out of reach of tempest and trouble!
I felt a5 one who had been walking below the sea, and
treading amidst the bones of shipwrecks.

CHAPTER X

WE ENTERTAIN A VERY DISTINGUISHED
GUEST AT KENSINGTON

Boatrix’s tale told, and the young lady herself calmed
somewhat of her agitation, we asked with regard to the
Prince, who was absent with Bishop Atterbury, and were
informed that ’twas likely he might remain abicad tihe
whole day. Beatrix's three kinsfolk looked at one another
at this intelligence; "twas clear the same thought was pass-
ing through the minds of all.

But who should begin to break the news! Monsisur
Baptiste, that is Frank Castlewcod, turned very red, and
looked towards Esmond; the Colonel bit his lips, and fairly
beat a retreat! inito the window: it was Lady Castlewood
that opened upon Beatrix with the news which we kmew
would do anything but please her.

‘We are glad,’ says she, taking her daughter’s hand,
and speaking in a gentle voice, ‘that the guest is away.’

Beatrix drew back in an instant, looking round her at
us three, and as if divining a danger. ‘Why glad?’ says

1beat a retreat if I,
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

she, her breast beginning to heave; ‘are you so soon tired
of him?

‘We think one of us is devilishly! too fond of him,’ cries
out Frank Castlewood.

‘And which is it—you, my lord, or is it mamma, who is
jealous because he drinks my health? or is it the head of
the family’ (here she turned with an imperious look to-
wards Colonel Esmond) ‘who has taken of late to preach
the King sermons?’2

‘We do not say you are too free with his Majesty.’

‘1 thank you, madam,’ says Beatrix, with a toss of the
head and a curtsey.

But her mother continued, with very great calmness
and dignity—‘At least we have not said so, though we
might, were it possible for a mother to say such words
to her own daughter, your father’s daughter.’

‘Eh! mon pére.’ breaks out Beatrix, ‘was no better than
other persons’ fathers;’ and again she looked fowards the
Colonel.

We aill felt & shock as she uttered those two or three
French words; her manner was exactly imitated from that
of our foreign guest.

‘You had not learned to speak Trench a month ago,
Beatrix,’ says her mother, sadly, ‘nor to speak ili of your
father.’

Beatrix, no doubt, saw that slip she had made in her
flurry, for she blushed erimson: ‘I have learnt to honour
the King,’ says she, drawing up, ‘and 'twere® as well that
others suspected neither his Majesty. nor me.’

1devilishly & 8. 3preach sermons i i3, i M §2 48 & 0.
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

‘If you respected your mother a little more,” Frank
said, ‘ "Trix, you would do yourself no hurt.’

‘T am no child,’” says she, turning round on him; ‘we
have lived very well these five ycars without the benefit
of your advice or example, and I intend to take neither
now. Why does not the head of the house speak?’ she
went on; ‘he rules everything here; when his chaplain
has done singing the psalms, will his lordship deliver the
sermon?! I am tired of the psalms’ The Prince had
used almost the very same words in regard to Colonel
Esmond, that the imprudent girl repeated in her wrath.

“‘You show yourself a very apt scholar, madam,' says
the Colonel; and turning to his mistress: ‘Did your guest
use these words in your ladyship’s hearing, or was it to
Beatrix in private that he was pleased to impart his
opinion regarding my tiresome sermon?’

‘Have you seen him alone? cries my lord, starting up
with an oath: ‘by God, have you seen him alone?’

‘Were he hers, yon wouldn’t dare so to insult me; no,
you would not darel’ cries Frank’s sister. ‘Keep your
oaths, my lord, for your wife; we are not used here to such
language. Till you came, there used to be kindness
between me and mamma, and I cared for her when you
never did, when you were away for years with your horses,
and your mistress, and your popish wife.’

‘By . says my lord, rapping out another oath,
‘Clotilda is an angel; how dare you say a word against
Clotilda?’ .

Colonel Esmond could net refrain from a smile, to see
how easy Frank’s attack was drawn off by that feint:—
‘I fancy Clotilda is not the subject in hand,’ says Mr.
Esmond, rather scornfully; ‘her ladyship is at Paris, a

10
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hondred leagues off, preparing baby-linen. It is about
my Lord Castlewood’s sister, and not his wife, the quea-
tion is.’

‘He is not my Lord Castlewood,’” says Beatrix, ‘and hs
knows he is not; he is Colonel Francis Esmond’s son, and
no more, and he wears a false title; and he lives on another
man’s land, and he knows it.” Here was another desperate
sally of the poor beleaguered garrison, and an alerfe! in
another quarter. ‘Again, I beg your pardon,’ says Esmond;
‘if there are no proofs of my claim, I have no claim. If
my father acknowledged no heir, yours was his lawful
successor, and my Lord Castlewood hath as good a right
to his rank and small estate as any man in England. But
that again is not the question, as you know very well:
let us bring our talk back to it, as you will have me meddle
in it. And I will give you frankly my opinion, that a
house where a Prince lies all day, who respects no woman,
is no house for a young unmarried lady; that you were
better in the country than here; that he is here on a great
end, from which no folly should divert® him; and that
having nobly done your part of this morning, Beatrix,
you should retire off the scene awhile, and leave it to the
other actors of the play.’

As the Colonel spoke with a perfect calmness and polite-
ness, his mistress stood by him on one side of the table,
and Frank Castlewood on the other hemming in poor
Beatrix, that was behind it, and, as it were, surrounding
her with our approaches.

Lalorte BF . 2divert { A 3} sfp.
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Having twice sallied out, and been beaten back, she
now, as I expected, tried the ultima ratio' of women, and
had recourse to® tears. Her beautiful eyes filled with
them; I never could bear in her, nor in any woman, that
oxpression of pain:—‘l am alone,” sobbed she; ‘you are
three against me, my brother, my mother, and you. What
have I done, that you should speak and look so unkindly
at me? Is it my fault that the Prince should, as you
say, admire me? Did I bring him here? Did T do aught
but what you bade me, in making him welcome? Did
you not tell me that our duty was to die for him? Did
vau-not teach me, mother, night and morning, to pray
for the King, before even ourselves? What would yow
have of me, eousin, for you are the chief of the conspiracy
against me; I know you are, sir, and that my mother
and brother are acting but as you bid them; whither
would you have me go?’

‘T would but remove from the Prince,” says Esmond,
gravely, ‘a dangerous temptation; Heaven forbid I should
say you would yield: I would only have him free of it.
Your honour needs no guardian, please God, but his
imprudence doth. He is so far removed from all women
by his rank, that his pursuit of them cannot but be un-
lawful. We would remove the dearest and fairest of our
family from the chance of that insult, and that is why we
would have you go, dear Beatrix.’

‘Harry speaks like a book,’ says Frank, with one of his
oaths, ‘and, by , every word he saith is truc. You
can’t help being handsome, *T'tix, no more oan the Prince
kelp following you. My counse! is that you go out of

lultima ratio ¥ 4% &Y 77 ®% 2% 3 3% 2had recourse to Ji} 7 &.
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harm’s way; for, by the Lord, were the Prince to play
any tricks with you, King as he is, or is to be, Harry
Esmond and I would have justice of him.’

‘Are not two such champions enough to guard me?’
says Beatrix, something sorrowfully; ‘sure, with you two
watching, no evil could happen to me.’

‘In faith, I think not, Beatrix,” says Colonel Esmond;
‘nor if the Prince knew us would he try.’

‘But does he know you? interposed Lady Esmond,
very quiet; ‘he comes of a country where the pursuit of
kings is thought no dishonour to a woman: let us go,
dearest Beatrix. Shall we go to Walcote or to Castlewood?
We are best away from the city; and when the Prince is
acknowledged, and our champions have restored him, and
he hath his own houss at Saint James’s or Windsor, we
can come back to ours here. Do you not think so, Harry
and Franl?’

Frank and Harry thoughit with her, you may be sure.

‘We will go, then,’ says Beatrix, turning a littla pale;
‘Lady Masham is to give me warning to-tight how her
Majesty is, and to-morrow ’

‘I think we had best go to.day, my dear,’ says my
Lady, Castlewood; ‘we might have the coach, and sleep
at Hounslow, and reach home to-morrow. ’Tis twelve
o’clock; bid the coach, cousin, be ready at one.’

‘For shame,’ burst out Beatrix, in a passion of tears
and mortification: ‘you disgrace me by your cruel precau-
tions; my own mother is the first to suspect me, and would
take me away as my gaoler. I will not go with you,
mother; I will go as no one’s prisoner. If I wanted to
deceive, do you think I could find no means of evading
you? My family suspects me. As those mistrust me that
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ought to love me most, let me leave them; I will go, but
I will go alone: to Castlewood, be it. 1 have been unhappy
there and lonely enough, let me go back, but spare me at
least the humiliation of setting a watch over my misery,
which is a trial I can’t bear. Let me go when you will,
but alone, or not at all. You three can stay and triumph
over my unhappiness, and I will bear it as I have borne
it before. Tet my gaoler-in-chief go order the coach that
is to take me away. I thank you, Henry Esmond, for
your share in the conspiracy. All my life long, T'll thank
you, and remember you; and you, brother, and you,
mother, how shall I show my gratitude to you for your
careful defence of my honour?’

She swept out of the room with the air of an empress,
flinging glances of defiance at us all, and leaving us con-
quercrs of the field, but scared, and almost ashamed of
our victory. It did indeed seem hard and cruel that we
throo shiould have conspired the banishment and humilia.
tion of that fair creature. We loocked at each other in
gilence; ‘twas not the first stroke by many of our actions
in that unlucky time, which being done, we wished undone,
We agreed it was best she should go alone, speaking
stealthily to oiie another, and under our breaths, like
persous engaged in an ach they felt ashamed in doing.

In & half-hour, it might be, after our talk she came back,
her countenance wearing the same defiant air which it
had borne when she left us. She held a shagreen-case in
her hand; Esmond knew it as containing his diamonds
which he had given to her for her marriage with Duke
Hamilton, and which she had worn so splendidly on the
inauspicious night of the Prince’s arrival. ‘I have brought
back,’ says she, ‘to the Marquis of Esmond the present
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he deigned to make me in days when he trusted me better
than now. I will never accept a benefit or a kindness
from Henry Esmond more, and I give back these family
diamonds, which belonged to one king’s mistress, to the
gentleman that suspected I would be another. Have you
been upon your message of coach-caller, my Lord Marquis?
Will you send your valet to see that I do not run away?’
We were right: yet, by her manner, she had put us all in
the wrong; we were conquerors, yet the honours of the day
seemed to be with the poor oppressed girl.

That luckless box containing the stones had first been
ornamented with a baron’s coronet, when Beatrix was
engaged to the young gentleman from whom she parted,
and afterwards the gilt ecrown of a duchess figured on the
cover, which also poor Beatrix was destined! never to
wear. Lady Castlewood opened the case mechanically
and scarce thinking what she did; and behold, besides
the diamonds, Ksmond’s present, there lay in the box the
enamelled miniature of the late Duke, which Besatrix had
laid aside with her mourning when the King came into
the house; and which the poor heedless thing very likely
bad forgotten.

‘Do you leave this too, Beatrix? says her mother,
taking the miniature out, and with a cruelty? she did
not very often show; but there are some moments when
the tenderest women are cruel, and some trivmphs which
angels can’t forgo.

Having delivered this stab, Lady Esmond was frightened
at the effect of her blow, It went to poor Beatrix’s heart;
ghe flushed up and passed a handkerchief across her eyes,

1deetined ¥ . 2cruelty %8 JW.
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and kissed the miniature, and put it into her bosom:—
‘T had forgot it,’ says she, ‘my injury made me forget my
grief, my mother has recalled both to me. Farewell,
mother, I think I never can forgive you, something hath
broke between us that no tears nor years can repair; I
always said I was alone, you never loved me, never, and
were jealous of me from the time I sat on my father's
knee. Let me go away, the sooner the better, I can bear
to be with you no more.’

‘(io, child,’ says her mother still very stern, ‘go and bend
your proud knees and ask forgiveness, go pray in solitude
for humility and repentance. ’Tis not your reproaches
that make me unhappy, ’tis your hard heart, my poor
Beatrix; may God soften it and teach you one day to feel
for your mother.’

If my mistress was ernel, at least she never could be
got to own as much. Her haughtiness quite ovortopped
Beatrix’s; and if the girl had & proud spirit, 1 very much
fear it came to her by inheritance.

CHAPTER X1

OUR GUEST QUITS US AS NOT BEING
HOSPITABLE ENOUGH

The Prince’s meals were commonly served in the cham.
ber which had been Beatrix’s bed-room, adjoining that in
which he slept. And the dutiful practice of his enter-
tainers was to wait until their Royal Guest bade them
take their places at table before they sat down to partake
of the meal. On this night, as you may suppose, only
Frank Castlewood and his mother were in waiting when
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the supper was announced to receive the Prince; who had
passed the whole of the day In his own apartment, with
the Bishop as his Minister of State, and Colonel Esmond
officiating as Secretary of his Couneil.

The Prince’s countenance wore an expression by no
means pleasant, when looking towards the little company
‘assembled, and waiting for him, he did not see Beatrix’s
bright face there as usual to greet him. He asked Lady
Esmond for his fair introducer of yesterday: her lady-
ship only cast her eyes down, and said quietly, Beatrix
could not be of the supper that night; nor did she show
the least sign of confusion, whereas Castlewood turned
red, and Esmond was no leas embarrassed. I think women
have an instinet of dissimulation; they know by nature
how to disguise their emotions far better than the most
consummate! male courtiers can do. Is not the better
part of the life of many of them spent in hiding their
feelings, in eajoling their tyrants, in mesking over with
fond smiles and artful gaiety their doubt, or their grief, or
taeir terror?

Our guest swallowed his supper very sulky; it was not till
the second bottle his Highness began to rally; when Lady
Castlewood asked leave to depart, he sent a message to
Beatrix, hoping she would be present at the next day’s
dinner, and applied himself to drink, and to talk after-
wards, for which there was subject in plenty.

The next day, we heard from our Informer at Kensington,
that the Queen was somewhat better, and had been up for
an hour, though she was not well enough yet to receive any
visitor.

I consummate £¥ 52 .
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

At dinner a single cover was laid for his Royal Highness;
and the two gentlemen alone waited on him. We had had
a consultation in the morning with Lady Castlewood, in
which it had been determined, that should his Highness
ask further questions about Beatrix he should be answered
by the gentlemen of the house.

He was evidently disturbed and uneasy, looking towards
the door constantly, as if expecting some one. There came,
however, nobody, except honest John Lockwood, when he
knocked with a dish, which those within took from him;
go the meals were always arranged, and, I believe, the
council in the kitchen were of opinion, that my young
lord had brought over a priest, who had converted us all
into Papists, and that Papists were like Jews, eating
together, and not choosing to take their meals in the sight
of Christians.

The Prince tried to cover his displeasure; he was but &
clumsy dissembler at that time, and when out of humour,
could with difficulty keep a serene countenance; and Laving
made some foolish attempts at trivial talk, he came to
his point presently, and in as easy a manner as he could,

aying to Lord Castlewood, he hoped, he requested, his
lordship’s mother and sister would be of the supper that
night.” As the time hung heavy on bim, and he must not
go abroad, would not Miss Beatrix hold hima company atb &
game of cards?

At this, looking up at Esmond, and taking the signal
from him, Lord Castlewood informed his Royal Highness
that his sister Beatrix was not at Xensington: and that her
family had thought it best she should quit the town.

‘Not at Kensington!’ says he; ‘is she ill? she was well,
yesterday; wherefore should she quit the town? Is it at
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your orders, my lord, or Colonel Esmond’s, who seems the
master of this house?’

‘Not of this, sir,’ says Frank very nobly, ‘only of our
house in the country, which he hath given to us. This
' is my mother’s house, and Walcote is my father’s, and the
Marquis of Esmond knows he hath but to give his word,
and I return his to him.’

“The Marquis of Esmond!—the Marquis of Esmond,’
says the Prince, tossing off a glass, ‘meddles too much
with my affairs, and presumes on the service he hath done
me. If you want to carry your suit with Beatrix, my
lord, by blocking her up in goal, let me tell you that is
not the way to win a woman.’

‘I was not aware, sir, that I had spoken of my suit to
Madam Beatrix to your Royal Highness.’

‘Bah, bah, Monsieur! we need not be a conjurer to see
that. It makes itself seon at all moments. You are jealous,
my lord, and the Maid of Honour cannot look at another
face without yours beginning to scowl. That which you
do is unworthy, Mionsisur; is inhospitable, is, is ldche,? yes
lache’ (he spoke rapidly in French, his rage carrying him
away with each phrase): ‘I come to your house; I risk
my life; I pass it in ennui;? I repose myself on your fidelity;
I have no company, but your lordship’s sermons or the
conversations of that adorable young lady, and youn take
her from me; and you, you rest! Merci,® Monsieur! I
ghall thank you when I have the means; I shall know to
recompense a devotion, a little importunate,® my lord,—a
little importunate. For a month past your airs of protector

lache (i &) vf Bb, % &, 2ennui G B). 3Morci 38t i, ¢im-
portunate 5 R, Bk & B.
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have annoyed me beyond measure. You deign to ofier
me the crown, and bid me take it on my knees like King
John; Eh! I know my history, Monsieur, and mock my-
gelf of! frowniug barons. I admire your mistress and you
send her to a Bastille? of the Province; I enter your house
and you mistrust me. I will leave it, Monsieur; from
to-night I will leave it. I have other friends, whose loyalty
will not be so ready to question mine. If I have garters®
to give away, ’tis to noblemen who are not so ready to think
evil. Bring me a coach and let me quit this place, or
let the fair Beatrix return to it. I will not have your
hospitality at the expense of the freedom of that fair
creature,’

This harangue was uttered with rapid gesticulations?
such as the French use, and in the language of that nation.
The Prince striding up and down the room; his face flushed,
and his hands trembling with anger. He was very thin
and frail from repeated illness and a life of pleasure.
Either Castlewcod or Esmond could have broke him
across their knee, and in half a minute’s struggle put an
end to him; and here he was insulting us both, and scarce
deigning to hide from the two whose honour it most con-
cerned, the passion he felt for the young lady of our family.
My Lord Castlewcod replied to the Prince’s tirade® very
nobly and simply.

‘Sir,” says he, ‘your Royal Highness is pleased to forget
that others risk their lives, and for your cause. Very
few Englishmen, please God, would dare to lay hands on
your sacred person, though mone would ever think of

tmock myself of 5%, 2Bastlile ¥ B &) KB S, By 2 x
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respecting ours. Our family’s lives are at your service,
and everything we have except our honour.’

‘Honour! bah, sir, who ever thought c¢f hurting your

honour?’ says the Prince with a peevish air.
* ‘We implore your Royal Highness, never to think of
hurting it,” says Lord Castlewood, with a low bow. The
night being warm, the windows were open both towards
the Gardens and the Square. Colonel ¥smond heard
through the closed door the voice of a watchman, calling
the hour, in the Square on the other side. He opened
the door communicating with the Prince’s room; Martin,
the sorvant, that had rode with Beatrix to Hounslow,
was just going out of the chamber as Esmond entered
it, and when the fellow was gone, and the watchman again
sang his cry of ‘Past ten o’clock, and a starlight night,’
Esmond spoke to the Prince in a low voice, and said:
“Your Royal Highness hears that man.’

‘Aprés,! Monsieur?’ says the Prince.

‘I have but to beckon him from the window, and send
him fifty yards, and he returns with a guard of men, and
I deliver up to him the body of the person calling himself
James the Third, for whose capture Parliament hath
offered s reward of 5000l., as your Royal Highness saw
on our ride from Rochester. I have but to say the word,
and, by the Heaven that made me, I would say it, if 1
thought the Prince, for his honour’s sake, would not desist
from insulting ours. But the first gentleman of England?
knows his duty too well to forget himself with the humblest,
or peril his crown for a deed that were shameful if it were
done.’

1 £prés GE %0 B8 5L 48 25 P2 4. 2 tho first gentlernan of England
xE.
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‘Has your lordship anything to say,” says the Prince,
turning to Frank Castlewood, and quite pale with anger;
‘any threat or any insult, with which you would like to
end this agrecable night’s entertainment?’

‘I follow the head of our house,’ says Castlewood, bowing
gravely. ‘At what time shall it please the Prince that we
ghould wait upon him in the morning?’

“You will wait on the Bishop of Rochester carly, you
will bid him bring his coach hither; and prepare an apart-
ment for me in his own house, or in a place of safety.
The King will reward you handsomely, never fear, for
all you have done in his behalf. I wish you a good-night,
and shall go to bed, unless it pleases the Marquis of Esmond
to call his colleague, the watchman, and that I should
pass the night with the Xensington guard. Fare you
well, be sure 1 will remember you. My Lord Castlewood,
I can go to bed to-night without need of a chamberlain.’
And the Prince dismissed us with a grim bow, locking
one door as ho spoke, that into the supping.-room, and the
other through whioh we passed, after us, It led into the
small chamber which Frank Castlewood or Monsieur Bap-
fiste occupied, and by which Martin entered, when Colonel
Esmond but now saw him in the chamber.,

At an carly hour next morning the Bishop arrived, and
was closeted for some time with his master in his own
apartment, where the Prince laid open to his councilior
the wrongs which, according to his version, he had received
from the gentlemen of the Esmond family. The worthy
prelate came out from the conference with an air of great
satisfaction: he was a man full of resources, and of a
most assured fidelity, and possessed of genius and a hundred
good qualitics; but captious and of a most jealous temper,
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that could not help exulting at the downfall of any
favourite; and he was ploased in spite of himself! to heat
that the Esmond ministry was at an end.

‘T have soothed your Guest,’ says he, coming out to the
two gentlemen and the widow, who had been made ac.
quainted with somewhat of the dispute of the night before.
‘But I think, all things considered, ’tis as well he should
leave this house; and then, my Lady Castlewood,’ says
the Bishop, ‘my pretty Beatrix may come back to it.’

‘She i3 quite as well at home at Castlewood,” Esmond’s
mistress said, ‘till everything is over,’

‘You anall have your tifle, Ksmond, that I promise
you,’ says the good Bishop, assuming? the airs of a Prime
Minister. ‘The Prince hath expressed himself most nobly
in regard of the little difference of last night, and I promise
you he hath listened to my sermon, as well as to that of
other folks,” says the Doctor archly; ‘he hath every great
and generous guality, with perhaps & weakness for the
sex which belongs to his family, and hath been known
in scores of popular sovereigns from King David down.
wards.’

‘My lord, my lord,” breaks out Lady Esmond, ‘the levity
with which you speak of such conduct towards our sex
shocks me, and what you call weakness 1 call deplorable
gin.’

‘Sin it is, my dear creature,” says the Bishop with a
shrug, taking snuff; ‘but consider, what a sinner King
Solomon was, and in spite of a thousand of wives too.’

‘Enough of this, my lord,’ says Lady Castlewood with a
fine blush, and walked out of the room very stately.

Lin spite of himself K fy 3 %. 2assuming §# H.
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The Prince entered it presently with a smile on his face,
and if he felt any offence against us on the previous night,
at present exhibited none. He offered a hand to each
gentleman with great courtesy: ‘If all your bishops preach

.so well as Doctor Atterbury,’ says he, ‘I don’t know, gentle-

men, what may happen to me. I spoke very hastily,
my lords, last night, and ask pardon of both of you. But
I must not stay any longer,” says he, ‘giving umbrage to
good friends, or keeping pretty girls away from their
homes. My Lord Bishop hath found a safe place for me,
hard by at a curate’s house, whom the Bishop can trust,
and whose wife is so ugly as to be beyond all danger; ve
will decamp! into those new quarters, and 1 leave you,
thanking you for a hundred kindnesses here. Where is my
hostess, that I may bid her farcwell; to welcome her in a
house of my own, soon I trust, where my friends shall
have no cause to quarrel with me.’

Lady Castlewood arrived presently, blushing with great
grace, and tears filling her eyes as the Prince gracionsly
saluted her. She leoked so charming and young, that
the Doctor, in his bantering way, could not help speaking
of her beauty to the Prince; whose compliment made Ler
blush, and look more charming still.

CHAPTER XII
A GREAT SCHEME, AND WHO BAULKED IT

At noon, on the 30th of July, a message came to the
Prince’s friends that the Committee of Council was sitting

tdecamp 1R 4%, ik Bi.
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at Kensington Palace, their Graces of Ormonde and Shrews-
bury, the Archbishop of Canterbury and the three Sccre-
taries of State being there assembled. In an hour after-
wards hurried news was brought that the two great Whig
Dukes, Argyle and Somerset, had broke into the Council-
" Chamber without a summons, and taken their seat at
table. After holding a debate there the whole party
proceeded to the chamber of the Queen, who was lying
in great weakness, but still sensible, and the Lords recom-
mended his Grace of Shrewsbury as the fittest person
to take the vacant place of Lord Treasurer; her Majesty
gave him the staff, as all know. ‘And now,” writ my mes-
senger from Court, ‘now or never is the time.’

Now or never was the time indced. In spite of the
Whig Dukes, our side had still the majority in the Council,
and Fsmond, to whom the message had been brought (the
nerronage at Court not being aware that the Prince had
quitted his lodging in Kensington Square), and Esmond’s
gallant young aide-de-camp, Frank Castlewood, putting
on sword and uniform, took a brief leave of their dear
lady, who embraced and blessed them both; and went to
her chamber to pray for the issue of the great event which
was then pending.?

Castlewood sped to the barrack to give warning to the
captain of the Guard there; and then went to the King’s
Arms tavern at Kensington, where our friends were assem-
bled, having come by parties of twos and threes, riding
or in coaches, and were got together in the upper chamber,
fifty-three of them; their servants, who had been instructed
to bring arms likewise, being below in the garden of the

Ypending % Rt =% & X 4 & .
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tavern, where they were served with drink. Out of this
garden is a little door that leads into the road of the Palace,
and through this it was arranged that masters and servants
were to march; when that Signal was given, and That
Personage appeared, for whom all were waiting. There
was in our company the famous officer next in command
to the Captain-General of the Forces, his Grace the Duke
of Ormonde, who was within at the Council. There were
with him two more lieutenant-generals, nine major-generala
and brigadiers, seven colonels, eleven peers of Parliament,
and twenty-one members of the House of Commons., The
Guard was with us within and without the Palace: the
Queen was with us; the Council (save the two Whig Dukes,
that must have succumbed); the day was our own, and
with a beating heart Esmond walked rapidly to the Mall
at Kensington, where he had parted with the Prince on
the night before. For three nights the Colonel had not
been to bed: the last had been passed summoning the
Prince’s [riends iogether, of whom the gieat majorily
had no sort of inkling of the transaction pending until
they were told that he was actually on the spot, and were
summoned to strike the blow. The night before, and after
the altercation with the Prince, my gentleman, having
suspicions of his Royal Highness, and fearing lest he should
be minded to give us the slip, and fly off after his fugitive
beauty, had spent, if the truth must be told, at the Grey-
hound tavern, over against my ILady Esmond’s house
in Kensington Square, with an eye on the door, lest the
Prince should escape from it. The night before that he
had passed in his boots, at the Crown at Hounslow, where
he must watch forsooth all night, in order to get one
moment’s glimpse of Beatrix in the morning. And fate
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had decreed that he was to have a fourth night’s ride and
wakefulness before his business was ended.

He ran to the curate’s house in Kensington Mall, and
asked for Mr. Bates, the name the Prince went by. The
curate’s wife said Mr. Bates had gone abroad very early
in the morning in his boots, saying he was going to the
Bishop of Rochester’s house at Chelsey. But the Bishop
had been at Kensington himself two hours ago to seek
for Mr. Bates, and had returned in his coach to his own
house, when he heard that the gentleman was gone thither
to seek him.

This absence was most unpropitious, for an hour’s delay
might cost a kingdom; Esmond had nothing for it but to
hasten to the King’s Arms, and tell the gentlemen there
assembled, that Mr. George (as we called the Prince there)
was not at home, but that Esmond would go fetch him;
and taking a general’s coach that happened to be there,
Esmond drove across the country to Chelsey to the Bishop’s
house there.

The porter said two gentlemen were with his lordship,
and Esmond ran past this sentry up to the locked door
of the Bishop’s study, at which he rattled, and was ad-
mitted presently. Of the Bishop’s guests one was a
brother prelate, and the other the Abbé G .

‘Where is Mr. George? says Mr. Esmond, ‘now is the
time.” The Bishop looked scared; ‘I went to his lodging,’
he said, ‘and they told me he was come hither, I returned
as quick as coach would carry me; and he hath not been here.’

The Colonel burst out with an oath; that was all he
could say to their reverences;! ran down the stairs again,

tiheir reverences & £ 4.
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and bidding the coachman, an old friend and fellow-
campaigner, drive as if he was charging the French with
his master at Wynendael, they were back at Kensington
in half an hour.

Again Esmond went to the curate’s house. Mr. George
had not returned. The Colonel had to go with this blank
errand to the gentlemen at the King’s Arms, that were
grown very impatient by this time.

Out of the window of the tavern, and looking over
the garden wall, you can see the green before Kensington
Palace, the Palace gate (round which the Ministers’ coaches
were standing), and the barrack building. As we were
looking out from this window in gloomy discourse, we
heard presently trumpets blowing, and some of us ran
to the window of the front-room, looking into the High
Street of Kensington, and saw a regiment of Horse coming.

‘It’s Ormonde’s Guards,’ says one.

‘No, by Ged, it’s Argyle’s old regiment,” says oy General,
clapping down his crutch.

It was, indeed, Argyle's regiment that was brought from
Westminster, and that took the place of the regiment at
Kensington on which we couid rely.

‘Ob, Harry!” says one of the generals there present,
‘vou were born under an unlucky star; 1 begin to
think that there’s no Mr. George, nor Mr, Dragon either.
'Tig not the peerage I care for, for our name is so ancient
and famous, that merely ic be called Lord Lydiard would
do me no good; but ’tis the chance you promised me of
fighting Marlborough.’

As we were talking, Castlewood entered the room with a
disturbed air.

‘What news, Frank?’ says the Colonel, ‘is Mr. George
coming at last?’
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‘Damn him, look here,’ says Castlewood, holding out a
paper; ‘I found it in the book,—the what you call it,
Eikum Basilikum—that villain Martin put it there,—he
said his young mistress bade him. It was directed to
me, but it was meant for him I know, and I broke the seal
and read it.’

The whole assembly of officers seemed to swim away
before Esmond’s eyes as he read the paper; all that was
written on it was:—‘Beatrix Esmond is sent away to
prison, to Castlewood, where she will pray for happier
days.’

- ‘Can you guess where he is?’ says Castlewood.

“Yes,” says Colonel Esmond. He knew full well, Frank
knew full well: our instinet told whither that traitor had fled.

He had courage to turn to the compsny and say, ‘Gentle-
men, I fear very much that Mr. George will not be here
to-day; something hath happened—and—and—1I very much
fear some accident may befall him, which must keep him
out of the way. Iaving had your noon’s draught, you
had best pay the reckoning and go home; there can be
no game where there is no one to play it.’

Some of the gentlemen went away without a word,
others called to pay their duty to her Majesty and ask
for her health. The little army disappeared into the
darkness out of which it had been called; there had been
no writings, no paper to implicate? any man. Some few
officers and Members of Parliament bad been invited
over-night to breakfast at the King’s Arms, at Kensington;
and they had called for their bill and gone home.

1Eikum Basilikum (F ) E X I B 2 aRXTETHAS
-- 8 — 5 4 ¥, 2implicate A FB, 3K K.
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CHAPITER XIII
AUGUST IST, 1714

‘Does my mistress know of this?” Esmond asked of
Frank, as they walked along.

‘My mother found the letter in the book, on the toilet-
table. She had writ it ere she had left home,” Frank said.
‘Mother met her on the stairs, with her hand upon the
door, trying to enter, and never left her after that till she
went away. He did not think of looking at it there, nor
had Martin the chance of telling him. I believe the poor
devil! meant no harm, though I half killed him; he thought
’twas to Beatrix’s brother he was bringing the le{ter.’

Frank never said a word of reproach to me, for having
brought the villain amongst us. As we knocked at the
door I said, ‘When will the horses be ready? Frank
pointed with his cane, they were turning the strect that
moment,.

We went up and bade adieu to our mistress; she was
in a dreadful state of agitation by this time, and that
Bishop was with her whose company she was sc¢ fond
of.

" ‘Did you tell him, my lord,” says Esmond, ‘that Beatrix
was at Castlewood? The Bishop blushed and stammered:
‘Well,” says he, ‘I. .

‘You served the villain right,”> broke out Mr. Esmond,
‘and he has lost a crown by what you told him.’

My mistreas turned quite white; ‘Henry, Henry,’ says
she, ‘do not kill him.’

Lpoor devil 5 £% A. Zserve right & ¥ #% 4F.
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‘It may not be too late,” says Esmond; ‘he may nof
have gone to Castlewood; pray God, it is not too late.
The Bishop was breaking out with some banales! phrases
about loyalty and the sacredness of the Sovereign’s person;
but Esmond sternly bade him hold his tongue, burn all
papers, and take care of Lady Castlewood; and in five
minutes he and Frank were in the saddle, John Lockwood
behind them, riding towards Castlewood at a rapid pace,

We were just got to Alton, when who should meet us but
old Lockwood, the porter from Castlewood, John’s father,
walking by the side of the Hexham flying-coach, who
slept the night at Alton. Lockwood seid his young mis-
tress had arrived ot home on Wednesday night, and this
morning, Friday, had despatched him with a packet for
my lady at Kensington, saying the letter was of great
importance.

We took the freedom to break ib, while Lockwood stared
with wonder, and eried out his Lord bless me’s, and Who'd
a thought it’s, at tho sight of his young lord whom he had
not seen these seven years.

The packet from Beatrix contained no news of importance
at all. 1t waa written in a jocular strain, affecting to make
light of her captivity. She asked whether she might have
leave to visit Mrs. Tusher, or to walk beyond the court,
. and the garden wall. She gave news of the peacocks, and
a fawn she had there. She bade her mother send hér cer
tain gowns and smocks by old Lockwood; she sent her
duty? to a certain Person, if certain other persons permitted
her to take such a freedom; how that as she was not able
to play cards with him, she hoped he would read good

1banales 3 ¥, ¢ ) % 3. 2sent duty #§ .
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books, such as Doctor Atterbury’s sermons and HEikon
Basilihe: she was going to read good hooks: she thought
her pretty mamma would like to know she was not crying
her eyes out.

‘Who is in the house besides you, Lockwood?’ says the
Colonel.

‘There be the laundry-maid, and the kitchen-maid,
Madam Beatrix’s maid, the man from London, and that
be all: and he sleepeth in my lodge away from the maids,’
says old Lockwood.

Esmond scribbled a line with a pencil on the note,
giving it to the old man, and bidding him go on to his
lady. We knew why Beatrix had been so dutiful on a
sudden, and why she spoke of Eikon Basilike. She writ
this letter to put the Prince on the scent, and the porter
out of the way.

‘We have a fine moonlight night for riding on,” says
Esmond; ‘Frank, we may reach Castlewood in time yet.’
All the way along they made inquiries at the post-houses,
when a tall young gentleman in a grey suit, with a light-
brown perriwig,! just the colour of my lord’s, had been
seen to pass. He had set off at six that morning, and we
at three in the afternoon. He rode almost as quickly
as we had done; he was seven hours ahead of us still when
we reached the last stage.

We rode over Castlewood Downs before the breaking of
dawn., The village was not up yet, nor the forge lighted,
as we rode through it, passing by the elms, where the rooks
were still roosting, and by the church, and over the bridge.
We got off our horses at the bridge and walked up to the gate.

1 perriwig 4+ ffz periwig /b & 1.
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

‘If she is safe,” says Frank, trembling, and his honest
eyes filling with tears, ‘a silver statue to Our Lady!’ He
was going to rattle at the great iron knocker on the oak
gate; but Esmond stopped his kinsman’s hand. He had
his own fecars, his own hopes, his own despairs and griefs,
too: but he spoke not a word of these to his companicu, or
showed any signs of emotion.

He went and tapped at the little window at the porter’s
lodge, gently, but repeatedly, until the man came to the
bars.

‘Who’s there?’ says he, looking out; it was the servant
from Kensington.

‘My Lord Castlewood and Colonel Esmond,” we said,
from below. ‘Open the gate and let us in without any
noise.’

‘My Lord Castlewood?’ says the other; ‘my lord’s here,
and in bed.’

“Dpen, d n you,’ says Castlewood, with a curso.

‘T shall open to no one,’ says the man, shutting the
glass window as Frank drew a pistol. He would have
fired at the porter, but Esmond again held his hand.

‘There are more ways than one,’ says he, ‘of entering
such a great house as this”—Frank grumbled that the
west gate was half a mile round.—‘But I know of a way
that’s not a hundred yards off,” says Mr. Esmond; and
leading his kinsman close along the wall, and by the
shrubs, which had now grown thick on what had been
an old moat about the house, they came to the buttress, at
the side of which the little window was, which was Father
Holt’s private door. Esmond climbed up to this easily,
broke a pane that had been mended, and touched the spring
inside, and the two gentlemen passed in that way, treading
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as Jightly as they could; and so going through the passage
into the court, over which the dawn was now reddening,
and where the fountain plashed in the silence.

They sped instantly to the porter's lodge, where the
fellow had not fastened his door that led into the court;
and pistol in hand came upon the terrified wretch, and
bade him be silent. Then they asked him (Esmond’s
head reeled, and he almost fell as he spoke) when Lord
Castlewood had arrived? He said on the previous eve-
ning, about eight of the clock.—‘And what then?—His
lordship supped with his sister—‘Did the man wait?’
Yes, he and my lady’s maid, both waited: the other servants
made the supper;—and there was no wine, and they could
give his lordship but milk, at which he grumbled; and—
and Madam Beatrix kept Miss Lucy always in the room
with her. And there being a bed across the court in the
Chaplain’s room, she had arranged my lord was to sleep
there. Madam Beatrix had come down stairs laughing
with the maids, and had locked herself in, and my lord
had stood for a while talking to her through the door,
and she Jaughing at him. And then he paced the court
a while, and she came again to the upper window; and
my lord implored her to come down and walk in the room;
but she would not, and Jaughed at him again, and shut
the window; and so my lord uttering what seemed curses,
but in a foreign language, went to the Chaplain’s room to
bed. ¢

‘Was this all?’>~—‘All,” the man swore upon his honour,
‘all as he hoped to be saved.—Stop, there was one thing
more. My lord, on arriving, and once or twice during
supper, did kiss his sister as was natural, and she kissed
him.’ At this Esmond ground his teeth with rage, and
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well-nigh throttled the amazed miscreant, who was speak.
ing, whereas Castlewood, seizing hold of his cousin’s hand,
burst into a great fit of laughter.

‘If it amuses thee,” says Esmond in French, ‘that your
sister should be exchanging of kisses with a stranger, I
fear poor Beatrix will give thee plenty of sport.’—Esmond
darkly thought, bow Hamilton, Ashburnham, had before
been masters of those roses that the young Prince’s lips
were now feeding on. He sickened at that notion. Her
cheek was desecrated,! her beauty tarnished;? shame and
honour stood between it and him. The love was dead
within him; had she a crown to bring him with her love, he
felt that both would degrade him.

But this wrath against Beafrix did not lessen the angry
feslings of the Colonel against the man who had been the
occasion if not the cause of the evil. Frank sat down
on & stone bench in the conrdyard, and fairly fell asleop,
while Esmond paced up and down the couri, debaling
what should ensue. What mattered how much or how
little had passed between the Prince and the poor faithless
girl? They were arrived in time perhaps to rescue her
person, but not her mind; had she not instigated the young
.Prince to come to her; suborned servants, dismissed others,
go that she might communicate with him? "The tfreach-
erous heart within her had surrendered, though the place
was gafe; and it was to win this that he had given a life’s
struggle and devotion; this, that she was ready to give away
for the bribe of a coronet or a wink of the Prince’s eye.

When he had thought his thoughts out he shook up
poor Frank from his sleep, who rose yawning, and said

1desocrated 23 T ¥E ¥§. 2tarnished & T 3% & =t B 4.
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he had been dreaming of Clotilda:—‘You must back me,’
says llsmond, ‘in what I am going to do. I have been
thinking that yonder scoundrel may have been instructed
to tell that story, and that the whole of it may be a lie:
if it be, we shall find it out from the gentleman who is
asleep yonder. See if the door leading to my lady’s
rooms’ (so we called the rooms at the north-west angle of
the house),—‘see if the door is barred as he saith.” We
tried; it was indeed as the lacquey had said, closed within.

‘It may have been open and shub afterwards,’ says
poor Esmond, ‘the foundress of our family let our ancestor
in in that way.’

‘“What will you do, Harry, if—if what that fellow saith
gshould turn out wuntrue? The young man leocked scared
and frightened into his kinsman’s face: I dare say it
wore no very pleasant expression.

‘Let us first go see whether the two stories agree,” says
Esmond: and went in at the passage and opened the door
into what had been his own chamber now for well-nigh
five-and-twenty years. A candle was still burning, and
the Prince asleep dressed on the bed—Esmond did not
care for making a noise. The Prince started up in his
bed, seeing two men in his chamber: ‘Qui est 1la?’! says he,
and took a pistol from under his pillow.

‘It is the Marquis of Esmond,’ says the Colonel, ‘come to
welcome his Majesty to his house of Castlewood, and to
report of what hath happened in London. Pursuant to
the King’s orders, I passed the night before last, after
leaving his Majesty, in waiting upon the friends of the
King. Itisa pity that his Majesty’s desire to see the coun-

1 Qui est 1a? (3 ) 2 7 AR =7
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try and to visit our poor house should have caused the
King to quit London without notice yesterday, when the
opportunity happened which in all human probability may
not occur again; and had the King not chosen to ride to
Castlewood, the Prince of Wales might have slept at St.
James’s.’

‘’Sdeath!? gentlemen,’ says the Prince, starting off his
bed, whereon he was lying in his clothes, ‘the Doctor was
with me yesterday morning, and after watching by my
sister all night, told me I might not hope to see the Queen.’

‘It would have been otherwise,” says Iismond with
-another bow; ‘as, by this time, the Queen may be dead
in spite of the Doctor.—The Council was met, a new
Treasurer was appointed, the troops were devoted to the
King’s cause; and fifty loyal gentlemen of the greatest
names of this kingdom were assembled to accompany
the Prince of Wales, who might have been the acknow-
ledged heir of the throne, or the possessor of it by this time,
had your Majesty not chosen to take the air.? We were
ready; there was only one person that failed us, your
Majesty’s gracious ’

‘Morbleu,® Monsieur, you give me too much Majesty,’
gaid the Prince; who had now risen up and seemed to be
looking to one of us to help him to his ccat. But neither
stirred.

“We shall take care,’” says Esmond, ‘not much oftener to
offend in that particular.’ ,

‘What mean you, my lord?’ says the Prince, and muttered
gsomething about a guet-d-pens,$ which Esmond caught up.

1'Sdeath — 47 21 8 2%. 2to take theair {1y [. 3Morblou (i
%) B % 8. 4guet-a-pens (3 %) — B .
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“The snare, sir,” says he, ‘“was not of our laying; it is
not we that invited you. We came to avenge, and not to
compass, the dishonour of our family.’

‘Dishonour! Morbleu, there has been no dishonour,’ says
the Prince, turning scarlet, ‘only a little harmless playing.’

‘That was meant to end seriously.’

‘I swear,” the Prince broke out impetuously, ‘upon the
honour of a gentleman,! my lords—’

‘That we arrived in time. No wrong hath been done,
Frank,’ says Colonel Esmond, turning round to young
Castlewood, who stood at the door as the talk was going
on. ‘Seel here is a paper whercon his Majesty hath deigned
to commence some verses in honour, or dishonour, of
Beatrix. Here is “Madame” and “Flamme,” ‘“‘Cruelle”
and “Rebelle,” and “Amour” and “Jour,” in the Royal
writing and spelling. Had the Gracious lover been happy,
he had not passed his time in sighing.” In fact, and
actually as he wae speaking, ¥smond cast his eyes down
towards the table, and saw a paper on which my young
Prince had been scrawling s madrigal, that was to finish
his charmer on the morrow.

‘Sir,” says the Prince, burning with rage (he had assumed
his Royal coat unassisted by this time), ‘did I come here
-to receive insults?’

“To confer them, may it please your Majesty,” says the
Colonel, with a very low bow, ‘and the gentlemen of our
family are come to thank you.’

‘Malédiction!’? says the young man, tears starting into
his eyes, with helpless rage and mortification. ‘What
will you with me, gentlemen?’

Iupon the lonour of a gentleman j§ & SL B R R G 4) — 4
11 i i8. ?malédiction (H: ) X /MWL -
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‘If your Majesty will please to enter the next apartment,’
says Esmond, preserving his grave tone, ‘I have some
papers there which I would gladly submit to you, and by
your permission I will lead the way;’ and taking the taper
up, and backing before the Prince with very great coremony,
Mr. IEsmond passed into the little Chaplain’s room, through
which we had just entered into the house:—‘Please to set
a chair for his Majesty, Frank,’ says the Colonel to his com-
panion, who wondered almost as much at this scene, and
was as much puzzled by it, as the other actor in it. Then
going to the crypt over the mantel-piece, the Colonel
opened it, and drew thence the papers which so long had
lain there.

‘Here, may it please your Majesty,’ says he, ‘is the
Patent of Marquis sent over by your Royal Father at St.
Germains to Viscount Castlewood, my father: here is the
witnessed certificate of my father’s marriage to my mother,
and of my birth and christening; I was christened of that
religion of which your sainted sire gave all through life so
shining example. These are my titles, dear Frank, and
this what I do with them: here go Baptism and Marriage,
and here the Marguisate and the August Sign-Manual,
with which your predecessor was pleased to honour our
race.” And as Esmond spoke he set the papers burning
in the brazier. ‘You will please, sir, to remember,” he
continued, ‘that our family hath ruined itself by fidelity
to yours: that my grandfather apent his estate, and gave
his blood and his son to die for your service; that my dear
lord’s grandfather (for lord you are now, Frank, by right
and title too) died for the same cause; that my poor

44



B aRwWwER

B f 8 R AR R A 09 3 BRAE TR, 33, TRE R R
ERESEIR BEOY R T2, I BRI BRI I, PR R
an IR A H I EERE IR, WA SBATRHIR . IR S e MR
FR RSP EEAT, B Sttt E, EAH
iR R T, RPN R AEE sl e 0 ——k
e B R, BRI, ER i —ItR A &
AR, JE:RH YR R E R AR AN, IR BRI 2R, T
THERA—RR, RIS EBRG, 8 T _ LB —8 /b5, 185
FESLUHARA 6 3R 1 2K,

KEFE, BT, 8—HRREMr FELHEX
W A F I FF O E—HREARLH
RIRTEBR AL R0 T2, RO 440 H Ay AR, 58
ARG R BETNESEHG AL, RAH TN EG
B, BHCEESEEL § R ORI A DA BB,
W3, 8 BR T BT AL SR R A W 308, (IR E IR EAEAT
B SEUEESTE, R RAMENEY), BRAFERP
Wy RABATE T o | 0 G 32— 1858 SERACR
ﬁﬁ%iﬁ‘h’f&%&éﬁiﬁ;fﬁ’&éﬁ ’ f@:@%ﬁ%’ 321?‘1—*%’5 b Fg
BRI —2E, B RFM A 2T REERA, R
3, AERMRIL A ST, e fdu ik T , 104l
R 32 T IR, AT R IR AR (M
52 , (RRAEAHER IR, iR ABER T) LREBMRY
A7 FE6Y; RBECAE, RO T RO TR, BEE R B

44



THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND

kinswoman, my father’s second wife, after giving away
her honour to your wicked perjured race, sent all her wealth
to the King: and got in return that precious title that lies
in ashes, and this inestimable yard of blue ribband. I
lay this at your feet and stamp upon it: I draw this sword,
and break it and deny you; and had you completed the
wrong you designed us, by Heaven, I would have driven
it through your heart, and no more pardoned you than your
father pardoned Monmouth. ¥rank will do the same,
won’t you, cousin?’

Frank, who had been looking on with a stupid air at
- the papers as they flamed in the old bhrazier, took out his
sword and broke it, holding his head down:—I go with
my cousin,’ says he, giving Esmond a grasp of the hand.
‘Marquis or not, by , I stand by him any day. I beg
your Majesty’s pardon for swearing; that is—that is—I'm
for the Elector of Hanover. It’s all your Majesty’s own
fauit, The Queen’s dead most likely by this time. And
you might have been King if you hadn’t come dangling
after "['rix.’

‘Thus to lose & crown,’ says the young Prince, starting
up, and speaking French in his eager way; ‘to lose the
loveliest woman in the world; to lose the loyalty of such
hearts as yours, is not this, my lords, enough of humilia-
tion?—Marquis, if I go on my knees, will you pardon me?—
No, I can’t do that, but I can offer you reparation, that
of honour, that of gentlemen. Iavour me by crossing the
sword with mine; yours is broke—see, yoLder in the armoire
are two;” and tho Prince took them out as eager as a boy,
and held them towards Esmond:— Ah! you willt Mereci,
moansieur, mercil’
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THE HISTORY OF HENRY XESMORD

Extremely touched by this immense mark of condescen-
sion and repentance for wrong done, Colonel Esmond
bowed down so low, as almost to kiss the gracious young
hand that conferred on him such an honour, and took his
guard in silence. The swords were no sooner met, than
Castlewood knocked up ¥smond’s with the blade of his
own, which he had broke off short at the shell; and the
Colonel falling back a step dropped his point with another
very low bow, and declared himself perfectly satisfied.

‘Eh bien,! Vicomte!’ says the young Prince, who was a
boy, and a French boy, ‘il ne nous reste qu'une chose &
faire;’ he placed his sword upon the table, and the fingers
of his two hands upon his breast:—‘We have one more
thing to do,” says he, ‘you do not divine it?* He stretched
out his arms:—'Embrassons nous!’

The talk was scarce over when Beatrix entered the
rooma:—What came she to geelk there? She started and
turned pale at the sight of her brother and kinsman, diawn
swoids, broken swordblades, and papers yet smouldering
in the brazier. i

‘Charming Beatrix,” says the Prince, with a blush which
became him very well, ‘these lords have come a horse-back
from London, where my sister lies in a despaired state, and
twhere her successor makes himself desired. Pardon me
for my escapade of last evening. I had been so long a
prisoner, that I seized the occasion of a promenade on
horse-back, and my horses naturally bore me towards you.
I found you a Queen in your little Court, where you deigned
to entertain me. Present my homages to your Maids

1Eh, bien, il ne &e., &o. (X)) T8, Hof, A L #H— 14 &
Bi fft 9. 2Embrassons nous! (i %) ]| 4 1 3l .
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of Honour. I sighed as you slept, under the window of
your chamber, and then retired to seek rest in my own.
It was there that these gentlemen agreeably roused me,
Yes, milords,! for that is a happy day that makes a Prince
acquainted, at whatever cost to his vanity, with such a
noble heart as that of the Marquis of Esmond. Mademoi-
selle, may we take your coach to town? I saw it in the
hangar, and this poor Marquis must be dropping with
sleep.’

‘Will it please the King to breakfast before he goes?’
was all Beatrix could say. The roses had shuddered out
of her cheeks; her eyes were glaring; she looked quite old.
She came up to Esmond and hissed out a word or two:—
‘If I did not love you before, cousin,” says she, ‘think how
I love you now.” If words could stab, no doubt she would
have killed Esmond; she looked at him as if she could.

Bub Ler keen weords gave no wound to Mr. Esmond;
his heart was too hard. As he looked at her, he wondered
that he could ever have loved her. His love of ten years
was over, it fell down dead on the spot, at the Kensington
Tavern, where Frank brought him the note out of Eikon
Basilike. The Prince blushed and bowed low, as she
gazed at him, and quitted the chamber. I have never
geen her from that day. . ..

$ milords g}l my lords.
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