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smile and a profound courtesy, in presence of the rector, the curate,
the clerk, and the whole congregation of the united parishes of
Waverley cum Beverley.

I beg pardon, once and for all, of those readers who take up
novels merely for amusement, for plaguing them so long with old-
fashioned politics, and Whig and Tory, and Hanoverians and
Jacobites, The truth is, I cannot promise them that this story shall
be intelligible, not to say probable, without it. My plan: requires
that I should explain the motives on which its action proceeded ;
and these motives necessarily arose from the feelings, prejudices,
and parties of the times. I do not invite my fair readers, whose sex
and impatience give them the greatest right to complain of these
circumstances, into a flying chariot drawn by hippogriffs, or moved
by enchantment. Mine is a humble English post-chaise, drawn
upon four wheels, and keeping his Majesty’s highway. Such as
dislike the vehicle may leave it at the next halt, and wait for the
conveyance of Prince Hussein’s tapestry, or Malek the Weaver’s
flying sentry-box. Those who are contented to remain with me will
be occasionally exposed to thc dulness inseparable from heavy
roads, steep hills, sloughs, and other terrestrial retardations ; but,
with tolerable horses and a civil driver (as the advertisements have
it), I engage to get as soon as possible into a more picturesque and
romantic country, if my passengers incline to have some patience
with me during my first stages.*

CHAPTER VL
THE ADIEUS OF WAVERLEY.

It was upon the evening of this memorable Sunday that Sit
Everard entered the library, where he narrowly missed surprising
our young hero as he went through the guards of the broadsword
with the ancient weapon of old Sir Hildebrand, which, being pre-
served ‘as an heir-loom, usually hung over the chimney in the
library, beneath a picture of the knight and his horse, where the
features were almost’ entirely hidden by the knight's profusion of
curled he’r, and the Bucephalus which he bestrode concealed by the
voluminots robes of the Bath with which he was decorated. Sir
Everard entered, and after a glance at the picture and another at his
nephew, began a little speech, which, however, soon dropt into the
npatural simplicity of his common manner, agitated upon the present
accasion by no common feeling.  “ Nephew,” he said ; and then,
as mending his phrase; “ My dear Edward, it is God’s will,and also
the will of your father, whom, under God, it is your duty to obey,
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that you should leave us to take up the profession of arms, in which
so many of your ancestors have been distinguished. I have made
such arrangements as will enablz you to take the field as their
descendant, and as the probable heir of the house of Waverley ;
and, sir, in the ficld of battle you will remember what name you
bear.. And, Edward, my dear boy, remember also that you are the
last of that racc, and the only hope of its revival depends upon you;
therefore, as far as duty and honour will permit, avoid danger—I
mean unneccssary danger—and keep no company with rakes,
gamblers, and Whigs, of whom, it is o be feared, there are but too
many in the service into which you are going. Your colonel, as 1
am informed, is an excellent man—for a Presbyterian ; but you will
remember your duty to God, the Church of England, and the”
(this breach ought to have been supplied, according to the rubrick,
with the word Z7zzg; but as, unfortunately, that word conveyed a
double and embarrassing sense, one meaning ¢ faclo, and the
other de jure, the knight filled up the blank otherwise)—*the
Church of England, and all constituted authoritics.” Then, not
trusting himsclf with any further oratory, he carried his nephew to
his stables to see the horses destined for his campaign. Two were
black (the regimental colour), superb chargers both; the other
three were stout active hacks, designed for the road, or for his
domestics, of whom two were to attend him from the Hall; an
additional groom, if nccessary, might be picked up in Scotland,
“You will depart with but a small retinue,” quoth the Baronet,
“ compared to Sir Hildebrand, when he mustered before the gate of
the Hall a larger body of horse than your whole regiment consists
of. I could have wished that these twenty young fellows from my
estate, who have enlisted in’ your troop, had been to march with you
on your journcy to Scotland. It would have been something, at
least; but I am told their attendance would be thought unusual in
these days, when every new and foolish fashion is introduced to
break the natural dependence of the people upon their landlords.”
Sir Everard had done his best to correct this unnatural disposi-
tion of the times ; for he had brightened the chain of attachment
between the recruits and their young captain, not only by a copious
repast of beef and ale, by way of parting feast, but bv such a
pecuniary donation to each individual, as tended rather tp improve
the conviviality than the discipline of their march, After inspecting
the cavalry, Sir Everard again conducted his nephew to the library,
where he produced a letter, carefully folded, surrounded by a little
stripe of floss-silk, according to ancient form, and sealed with an
accurate impression of the Waverley coat-of-arms. It was ad
dresscd with great formality, “To Cosmo Comyne Bradwardinz
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Esq,, of Bradwardine, at his principal mansion of Tully-Veolan, in
Perthshire, North Britain. These—By the hands of Captain
Edward Waverley, nephew of Sir Everard Waverley, of Waverley-
Honour, Bart.”

The gentleman to whom this enormous greeting was addressed,
of whom we shall have more to say in the sequel, had been in arms
for the exiled family of Stewart in the year 1715, and was made
prisoner at Preston in Lancashire. He was of a very ancient
family, and somewhat embarrassed fortune ; a scholar, according to
the scholarship of Scotchmen, that is, his learning was more diffuse
than accurate, and he was rather a recader than a grammarian, Of
his zeal for the classic authors he is said to have given an uncom-
mon instance. On the road between Preston and London he made
his escape from his guards ; but being afterwards found loitering
near the place where they had lodged the former night, he was
recognised, and again arrested His companions, and even his
escort, were surprised at his infatuation, and could not help inquir-
ing, why, being once at liberty, he had not made the best of his way
to a place of safety ; to which he replied, that he had intended to
do so, but, in good faith, he had returned to seek his Titus Livius,
which he had forgot in the hurry of his escape.® The simplicity of
this anecdote struck the gentleman, who, as we before observed,
had managed the defence of some of those unfortunate persons, at
the expense of Sir Everard, and perhups some others of the party.
He was, besides, himscif a special admirer of the old Patavinian ;
and though probably his own zeal might not have carried him such
extravagant lengths, even to recover the edition of Sweynheim and
Pannartz (supposed to be the princeps), he did not the less estimate
the devotion of the North Briton, and :n consequence exerted him-
self to so much purpose to remove and soften evidence, detect legal
flaws, ef cefera, that he accomplished the final discharge and
deliverance of Cosmo Comyne Bradwardine from certain very
awkward consequences of a plea before our sovereign lord the king
tn Westminster.

The Baron of Bradwardine, for he was generally so called in
Scotland (although his intimates, from his place of residence, used
to denominate him Tully-Veolan, or more familiarly, Tully), no
sooner stood rectus in curia, than he posted down to pay his
respects and make his acknowledgments at Waverley-Honour. A
congenial passion for field-sports, and a general coincidence in
‘olitical opinions, cemented his friendship with Sir Everard, not.
withstanding the difference of their habits and studies in other
particulars ; and, having spent several wecks at Waverley-Honour,
the Baron departed with many expressions of regard, warmly
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pressing the Baronet to return his visit, and partake of the diversion
of grouse-shooting upon his moors in Perthshire next season
Shortly after, Mr. Bradwardine retiitted from Scotland a sum in
reimbursement of expenses incurred in the King’s High Court of
Westminster, which, although not quite so formidable when reduced
to the English denomination, had, in its original form of Scotch
pounds, shillings, and pence, such a formidable effect upon the
frame of Duncan Macwheeble, the laird’s confidential factor, baron-
bailie, and man of resource, that he had a fit of the cholic which
lasted for five days, occasioned, he said, solely and utterly by be-
coming the unhappy instrument of conveying such a serious sum
of money out of his native country into the hands of the false
English. But patriotism, as it is the faircst, so it is oftén the most
suspicious mask of other feelings; and many who knew Bailie
Macwheeble, concluded that his professions of regret were not
altogether disinterested, and that he would have grudged the
moneys paid to the /oous at Westminster much less had they not
come from Bradwardine estate, a fund which he considered as more
particularly his own, But the Bailie protested he was absolutely
disinterested—

“Woe, woe, for Scotland, not a whit for me !”

The laird was only rejoiced that his worthy friend, Sir LEverard
‘Waverley of Waverley-Honour, was reimbursed of the expenditure
which he had outlaid on account of the house of Bradwardine; It
concerned, he said, the credit of his own family, and of the king-
dom of Scotland at large, that these disbursements should be
repaid forthwith, and, if delayed, it would be a matter of national
reproach. Sir' Everard, accustomed to treat mnch larger sums
with indifference, received the remittance of £294,13s. 6d., without
being aware that the payment was an international concern, and,
indeed, would probably have forgot the circumstance altogether, if
Bailiec Macwheeble had thought of comforting his cholic by inter-
cepting the subsidy. A yearly intercourse took place, of a short
letter, and "a hamper or a cask or two, between Waverley-Honour
and Tully-Veolan, the English exports consisting of mighty cheeses
and mightier ale, pheasants, and venison, and the Scottish returns
being vested in grouse, white hares, pickled salmon, and usque-
baugh, All which were meant, sent, and received, as pledges of
constant friendship and amity between two important houses, It
followed as a matter of course, that the heir-apparent of Waverley-
Honour could not with propriety visit Scotland without being
furnished with credentials to the Baron of Bradwardine,

‘When this matter was explained and settled, Mr. Pembroke
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expressed hit, wish to take a private and particular leave of his
dear pupil. The good man’s exhortations to Edward to preserve
an unblemished life and morals, to hold fast the principles of the
Christian religion, and to eschew the profane company of scoffers
and latitudinarians, too much abounding in the army, were not
unmingled with his political prejudices. It had pleased Heaven,
he said, to place Scotland (doubtless for the sins of their ancestors
in 1642) in a more deplorable state of darkness than even this
unhappy kingdom of England. Here, at least, although the candle.
stick of the Church of England had been in some degree removed
from its place, it yet afforded a glimmering light ; there was a
hierarchy, though schismatical, and fallen from the principles
maintained by those great fathers of the church, Sancroft and his
brethren j there was a liturgy, though wofully perverted in some of
the principal petitions. But in Scotland it was utter darkness ;
and, excepting a sorrowful, scattered, and persecuted remnant, the
pulpits were abandoned to Presbyterians, and he feared, to sectaries
of every description, It should be his duty to fortify his dear
pupil to resist such unhallowed and pernicious doctrines in church
and state, as must necessarily be forced at times upon his unwilling
ears,

Here he produced two immense folded packets, which appeared
each to contain a whole ream of closely written manuscript.  They
had been the labour of the worthy man’s whole life ; and never
were labour and zeal more absurdly wasted. He had at one time
gone 15 London, with the-intention of giving them to the world, by
the medium of a bookseller in Little Britain, well known to deal in
such commodities, and to whom he was instructed to address him-
self in a particular phrase, and with a zeitain sign, which, it seems,
passed at that time current among the initiated Jacobites, The
moment Mr, Pembroke had uttered the Shibboleth, with the appro-
priate gesture, the bibliopolist greeted him, notwithstanding every
disclamation, by the title of Doctor, and conveying him into his
back shop, after inspecting every possible and impossible place of
concealment, he commenced : * Eh, doctor !—Well—all under the
rose—snug—I keep no holes here even for a Hanoverian rat to
hide in. And, what—eh ! any good news from our friends over
the water?—and how does the worthy King of France ?—Or per-
haps you are more lately from Rome ? it must be Rome will do it
at last—the church must light its candle at the old lamp.—Eh—
what, cautious ? I like you the better ; but no fear.”

Here Mr. Pembroke with some difficulty stopt a torrent of inter.
1ogations, eked out with signs, nods, and winks ; and, baving at
length convinced the bookseller that he did him too much honour
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in supposing him an emissary of exiled royalty, he explained his
actual business,

The man of books with a much more composed air proceeded
to examine the manuscripts. The title of the first was * A Dissent
from Dissenters, or the Comprehension confuted ; showing the
Impossibility of any Composition between the Church and Purie
tans, Presbyterians, or Sectaries of any Description ; illustrated
from the Scriptures, the Fathers of the Church, and the soundest
Controversial Divines.” To this work the bookseller positively
demurred. “ Well meant,” he-said, “and learned, doubtless ; but
the time had gone by. Printed on small-pica it would run to eight
hundred pages, and could never pay. Begged thercfore to be
‘excused—Loved and honoured the truc church from his soul, and,
bad it been a sermon on the martyrdom, or any twelve-penny
touch-—why I would venture something for the honour of the cloth
—But come, let’s see the other. ‘Right Hereditary righted !"—
Ah! there’s some sense in this. Hum-—hum—hum—pages so
many, paper so much, letter-press——Ah! Pl tell you, though,
doctor, you must knock out some of the Latin and Greek ; heavy,
doctor, damn’d heavy—(beg your pardon) and if you throw in a
few grains more pepper—I am he that never peached my author—
I have published for Drake and Charlwood Lawton, and poor
Amhurst ¥—Ah, Caleb ! Caleb! Well, it was a shame to let poor
Caleb starve, and so many fat rectors and squires among us. [
gave him a dinner once a-week ; but, Lord love you, what's once
a-weck, when a man does not know where to go the other six days?
—Well, but I must show the manuscript to little Tom Alibi the
solicitor, who manages all my law affairs—must keep on the windy
side—the mob were very uncivil the last time I mounted in Old
Palace Yard—all Whigs and Roundheads every man of them,
Williamites and Hanover rats.” : ‘

The next day Mr. Pembroke again called on the publisher, but
found Tom Alibi’s advice had determined him against undertaking
the work. “ Not but what I would go to—(what was I going to
say 7) to the Plantations for the church with pleasure—but, dear
floctor, I have a wife and family ; but, to show my zeal, Ill recom-
mend the job to my neighbour Trimmel—he is a bachelor, and
leaving off business, so a voyage in a western barge would not
inconvenience him,” But Mr. Trimmel was also obdurate, and
Mr. Pembroke, fortunately perchance for himself, was compelled to
return to Waverley-Honour with his. treatise in vindication of the
real fundamental principles of church and state safely packed in
his saddle-bags.

As the public were thus likely 10 be deprived of the benefit
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arising from his lucubrations by the selfish cowardice of the trade,
Mr. Pembroke resolved to make two copies of these tremendous
manuscripts for the use of Lis pupil. He felt that he had been
indolent as a tutor, and, besides, his conscience checked him for
complying with the request of Mr. Richard Waverley, that he
would impress no sentiments upon Edward’s mind inconsistent
with the present settlement in church and state.—But now, thought
he, I may, without breach of my word, since he is no longer undet
my tuition, afford the youth the means of judging for himself, and
have only to drcad his reproaches for so long concealing the light
which - the perusal will flash upon his mind.— While he thus
indulged the reveries of an author and a politician, his darling
proselyte, secing nothing very inviting in the title of the tracts,
and appalled by the bulk and compact lines of the manuscript,
quietly consigned them to a corner of his travelling trunk.

Aunt Rachels farewell was brief and affectionats. She only
cautioned her dear Edward, whom she probably deemed somewhat
susceptible, against the fascination of Scottish beauty. She allowed
that the northern part of the island contained some ancient families,
but they were all Whigs and Presbyterians except the Highlanders;
and respecting them she must needs say, there could be no great
delicacy among the ladies, where the gentlemen’s usual attire was,
as she had been assured, to say the least, very singular, and not at
all decorous. She concluded her farewell with a kind and moving
benediction, and gave the young officer, as a pledge of her regard,
a vawable diamond ring (often worn by the male sex at that time)
and a purse of broad gold picces, which also were more commor
Sixty Years since than they have been of late.

CHAPTER VIL
A HORSE-QUARTER IN SCOTLAND,

‘I'HE next morning, amid varied feelings, the chief of which was:
a predominant, anxious, and even solemn impression, that he was
now in a great measure abandoned to his own guidance and direc-
tion, Edward Waverley departed from the Hall amid the blessings
and tears of all the old domestics and the inhabitants of the village,
mingled with some sly petitions for sergeantcies and corporalships,
and so forth, on the part of those who professed that *they never
thoft to ha’ seen Jacob, and Giles, and Jonathan, go off for soldiers,
save to attend his honour, as in duty bound.” Edward, as in duty
bound, extricated himself from the supplicants with the pledge of
fewer promises than might have been expected from a young man
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so little accustomed to the world, After a short visit to London,
he proceeded on horseback, then the general mode of travelling,
to Edinburgh, and from thence to Dundee, a scaport on the eastern
coast of Angus-shire, where his regiment was then quartered.

He now entered upon a new. world, where, for a time, all was
beautiful because all was new. Colonel Gardiner, the commanding
officer of the regiment, was himself a study for a romantic, and at
the same time an inquisitive, youth. In person he was tall, hand-
some, and active, though somewhat advanced in life. In his early
years, he had been what is called, by manner of palliative, a very
gay young man, and strange stories were circulated about his sud-
den conversion from doubt, if not infidelity, to a serious and even
enthusiastic turn of mind. It was whispered- that a supernatural
communication, of a nature obvious even to the exterior senscs,
had produced this wondetful change ; and though some mentioned
the prosclyte as an enthusiast, none hinted at his being a hypocrite,
This singular and mystical circumstance gave Colonel Gardiner a
peculiar and solemn interest in the eyes of the young soldier.* It
may be casily imagined that the officers of a regiment commanded
by so respectable a person, composed a socicty more sedate and
orderly than a military mess always exhibits ; and that Waverley
escaped some temptations to which he might otherwise have been
exposed.

Meanwhile his military education procceded. Already a good
horseman, he was now initiated into the arts f the manege, which,
when carried to perfection, almost realize the fable of the Centaur,
the guidance of the horse appearing to proceed from the rider's
mere volition, rather than from the use of any external and
apparent signal of motion. e received also instructions in his
field duty ; but I must own, that when his first ardour was past,
his progress fell short in the latter particular of what he wished
and cxpected. The duty of an officer, the most imposing of all
others to the inexperienced mind, because accompanied with so
much outward pomp and circumstance, is in its essence a very dry
and abstract task, depending chiefly upon arithmetical combi-
mations, requiring much attention and a cool ard reasoning head
to bring them into action. Our hero was liable to fits of absence,
in which his blunders excited some mirth, and called down some
reproof, This circumstance impressed him with a painful sense of
inferiority in those qualities which appeared most to deserve and
obtain regard in his new profession. He asked himself in vain,
why his eye could not judge of distance or space so well as those
of his companions; why his head was not always successful in
disentangling the various partial movements necessary to execute
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a particular evolution ; and why his memory, so alert upon most
occasions, did not correctly retain technical phrases, and minute
points of etiquette -or field discipline.. Waverley was naturally
modest, and thereforc did not fall into the egregious mistake of
supposing such minuter rules of military duty beneath his hotice,
or conceiting himself to be born a general, because he made an
indifferent subaltern. The truth was, that the vague and unsatis-
factory course of reading which he had pursued, working upon a
temper naturally retired and abstracted, had given him that waver-
ing and unsettled habit of mind, which is most averse to study and
riveted attention. Time, in the meanwhile, hung heavy on his
hanlls, The gentry of the neighbourhood were disaffected, and
showed little hospitality to the military guests ; and the people of
the town, chiefly engaged in mercantile pursuits, were not such as’
Waverley chose to associate with. The arrival of summer, and a
curiosity to know something more of Scotland than he could see
in a ride from his quarters, determined him to request leave of
absence for a few weeks. He resolved first to visit his uncle’s
ancient friend and correspondent, with the purpose of extending or
shortening the time of his residence according to circumstances.
He travelled of course on horseback, and with a single attendant,
and passed his first night at a miserable inn, where the landlady
had neither shoes nor stockings, and the landlord, who called him-
self a gentleman, was disposed to be rude to his guest, because he
had not bespoke the pleasure of his socicty to supper.* The next
day, traversing an open and uninclosed country, Edward gra-
dually approached the Highlands of Perthshire, which at first had
appeared a blue outline in the horizon, hut now swelled into huge
gigantic masses, which frowned defiance over .the more level
country that lay beneath them. Near the bottom of this stupen-
dous barrier, but still in the Lowland country, dwelt. Cosmo Comyne
Bradwardine of Bradwardine ; and, if grey-haired eld can be in
aught believed, there had dwelt his ancestors, with all their heritage,
since the days of the gracious King Duncan,

CHAPTER VIIIL
A SCOTTISH MANOR-HOUSE SIXTY VZARS SINCE.

IT was about noon when Captain Waverley entered the strag-
gling village, or rather hamlet of Tully-Veolan, close to which was
situated the mansion of the proprictor. The houses secmed
miserable in the extreme; especially to an eye accustomed to the
smiling neatness of English cottages. They stood, without any
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respect for regularity, on each side of a straggling kind of unpaved
street, where children, almost in a primitive state of nakedness,
lay sprawling, as if to be crushed by the hoofs of the first passing
horse, Occasionally, indeed, when such a consummation seemed
‘nevitable, a watchful old grandam, with her close cap, distaff, and
spindle, rushed like a sibyl in frenzy out of one of these miserable
cells, dashed into the middle of the path, and snatching up her
own charge from among the sun-burnt loiterers, saluted him with
a sound cuff, and transported him back to his dungeon, the little
white-headed varlet screaming all the while from the very top of
nis lungs, a shrilly treble to the growling remonstrances of the
enraged matron. Another part in this concert was sustained by
the incessant yelping of a score of idle uscless curs, which followed,
snarling, barking, howling, and snapping at the horses’ heels ; a
nuisance at that time so common in Scotland, that a French
tourist, who, like other travellers, longed to find a good and rational
reason for everything he saw, has recorded, as one of the memo-
rabilia of Caledonia, that the state maintained in each village a
relay of curs, called col/ies, whose duty it was to chase the chevans
de poste (too starved and exhausted to move without such a stimulus)
from one hamlet to another, till their annoying convoy drove them to
the end of their stage, The evil and remedy (such as it is) still cxist:
But this is remote from our present purpose, and is only thrown
out for consideration of the collectors under Mr. Dent’s dog-bill.
As Waverley moved on, here and there an old man, bent as
much by toil as years, his eyes bleared with "age and smoke,
tottered to the door of his hut, to gaze on the dress of the stranger
and the form and motions of the horses, and then assembled, with
his neighbours, in a little group at the smithy, to di-cuss the proba-
bilities of whence the stranger came, and where he might be going.
Three or four village girls, returning from the well or brook with
pitchers and pails upon their heads, formed more pleasing objects,
and, with their thin short-gowns and single petticoats, bare arms,
legs, and feet, uncovered heads and braided hair, somewhat
resembled Italian forms of landscape. Nor could a lover of the
picturesque have challenged either the elegance of their costume,
or the symmetry of their shape ; aithough, to say the truth. a mere
Englishman, in search of the comyortadle, a word peculiar to his
vative tongue, might have wished the clothes less scanty, the feet
and legs somewhat protected from the weather, the head and com-
plexion shrouded from the sun, or perhaps might even have thought
the whole person and dress considerably improved, by a plentiful
application of spring water, with a guwartum sujficit of soap. Tha
whole scene was depressing ; for it argued, at the first glance, at
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Jeast a stagnation of industry, and perhaps of intellect. Even
curiosity, the busicst passion of the idle, scemed of a listless cast
in the village of Tully-Veolan : the curs aforesaid alone showed
any part of its activity ; with the villagers it was passive. They
stogd and gazed at the handsome young officer and his attendant,
but without any of those quick motions and eager looks, that indi-
cate the earnestness with which those who live in monotonous ease
at home look out for amusement abroad. Yet the physiognomy
of the pcople, when more closely cxamined, was far from exhibiting
the indifference of stupidity; their features were rough, but re-
markably intclligent ; grave, but the very reverse of stupid ; and
from among the young women, an artist might have chosen more
than one model, whose features and form resembled those of
Minerva. ‘The children also, whose skins were burnt black, and
whose hair was bleached white, by the influence of the sun, had a
look and manner of life and interest. It seemed, upon the whole,
as if poverty, and indolence, its too frequent companion, were com-
bining to depress the natural genius and acquired information of a
hardy, intelligent, and reflecting peasantry.

Some such thoughts crossed Waverley’s mind as he paced his
horse slowly through the rugged and flinty street of Tully-Veolan,
interrupted only in his meditations by the occasional caprioles
which his charger exhibited at the rciterated assaults of those
canine Cossacks, the collics before mentioned. The village was
more than half a miwe long, the'cottages being irregularly divided
from cach other by gardens, or yards, as the inhabitants called
them, of diffcrent sizes, where (for it is Sixty Years since) the now
universal potato was unknown, but which were stored with
gigantic plants of #ale or colewort, encircled with groves of nettles,
and exhibited here and there a huge hemlock, or the national
thistle, overshadowing a quarter of the petty inclosure, The
broken ground on which the village was built had never been
levelled ; so that these inclosures presented dcclivities of every
degree, here rising like terraces, there sinking like tan-pits. The
dry-stone walls which fenced, or seemed to fence (for they were
sorely breached), these hanging gardens of Tully-Veolan, were
intersected by a narrow lane leading to the common field, where.
the joing labour of the villagers cultivated alternate ridges and.
patches of rye, oats, barley, and pease, each of such minute extent,.
that at a little distance the unprofitable variety of the surface
resembled a tailor’s book of patterns. In a few favoured instances,
there appcared behind the cottages a miserable wigwam, compiled
of earth, loose stones, and turf, where the wealthy might perhaps
shelter a starve? agw or sorely gailed horse. But almost every
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hut was fenced in front by a huge black stack of turf on one side
of the door, while on the other the family dunghill ascended in
noble emulation.

About a bowshot from the end of the village appeared the inclo.
<ures, proudly denominated the Parks of Tully-Veolan, being
certain square fields, surrounded and divided by stone walls five
feet in height. In the centre of the exterior barrier was the upper
gate of the avenue, opening under an archway, battlemented on
the top, and adorned with two large weather-beaten mutilated
masses of upright stone, which, if the tradition of the hamlet could
be trusted, had once represented, at least had been once designed
to represent, two rampant Bears, the supporters of the family of
Bradwardine. This avenue was straight, and of moderate length,
tunning between a double row of very ancient horse-chestnuts,
planted alternately with sycamores, which rose to such huge height,
and flourished so luxuriantly, that their boughs completely over-
arched the broad road beneath. Beyond these vencrable ranks,
and running parallel to them, were two high walls, of apparently
the like antiquity, overgrown with ivy, honeysuckle, and other
climbing plants. The avenue seemed very little trodden, and
chiefly by foot-passengers ; so that being very broad, and enjoying
a constant shade, it was clothed with grass of a deep and rich ver-
dure, excepting where a foot-path, worn by occasional passengers,
tracked with a natural sweep the way from the upper to the lower
gate. This nether portal, like the former, opened in front of a wall
ornamented with some rude sculpture, with battlements on the top,
over which were seen, half hidden by the trees of the avenue, the
high steep roofs and narrow gables of the mansion, with lines
indented into steps, and corners decorated with small turrets.
One-of the folding leaves of the lower gate was open, and as the
sun shone full into the court behind, a long line of brilliancy was
flung upon the aperture up the dark and gloomy avenue. It was
one of those effects which a painter loves to represent, and mingled
well with the struggling light which found its way between the
boughs of the shady arch that vauited the broad green alley.

The solitude and reposc of the whole seemed almost romantic §
and Waverley, who had given his horse to his servant on e'ltenng
the first gate, walked slowly down the avenue, enjoying the grateful
and cooling shade, and so much pleased with the placid ideas of
rest and seclusion excited by this confined and quiet scene, that he
forgot the misery and dirt of the hamlet he had left behind hin,
The opening into the paved court-yard corresponded with the rest
of the scene. The house, which scemed to consist of two or three
high, narrow, and steep-roofcd buildings, projecting fromeach ather



WAVERLEY. 63

at right angles, formed one side of the inclosure. It had been
built at a period when castles were no longer necessary, and when
the Scottish architects had not yet acquired the art of designing a
domestic residence. The windows were numberless, but very
small ; the roof had some nondescript kind of projections, called,
bartizans, and.displayed at each frequent angle a small turret,
rather resembling a pepper-box than a Gothie watch-tower.
Neither did the front indicate absolute security from danger.
There were loop-holes for musketry, and iron stancheons on the
lower windows, probably to . repel any roving band of gipsies, or
resist a predatory visit from the Caterans of the neighbouring
Highlands. Stables and other offices occupied another side of the
square. The former were low vaults, with narrow slits instead of
windows, rescmbling, as Edward’s groom observed, “rather a
prison for murderers and larceners, and such like as arc tried at
sizes, than a place for any Christian cattle.” Above these dun-
geon-looking stables were granaries, called girnels, and other
offices, to which there was access by outside stairs of heavy
masonry, Two battlemented walls, one of which faced the
avenue, and the other divided the court from the garden, com-
pleted the inclosure,

Nor was the court without its ornaments. In ore corner was a
tun-bellicd pigeon-house, of great size and rotundity, resembling in
figure and proportion the curious edifice called Arthur’s Qven,
which would have turned the -brains of all the antiquaries in
England, had not the worthy proprietor pulled it down for the sake
of mending a neighbouring dam-dyke. This dovecot, or colum-
barium, as the owner called it, was no small resource to a Scottish
laird of that period, whose scanty Yents were eked out by the
contributions levied upon the farms by these light foragers, and
the conscriptions exacted from the latter for the benefit of the
table.

Another corner of the court displayed a fountain, where a huge
bear, carved in stone, predominated over a large stone basin, into
which he disgorged the water. This work of art was the wonder
of the country ten miles round. It must not be forgotten, that all
sorts of bears, small and large, demi or in full proportion, were
carved over the windows, upon the ends of the gables, terminated
the spouts, and supported the turrets, with the .ancient family
motto, “Befvar the Bar,” cut under each hyperborean form. The
court was spacious, well paved, and perfectly clean, there being
probably another entrance behind the stables for removing the
litter. Everything around appeared solitary, and would have been
silent, but for the continued plashing of the fountain ; and the
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whole scene still maintained the monastic illusion which the fancy
of Waverley had conjured up.—And here we beg permission to
close a chapter of still life.*

CHAPTER IX.
MORE OF THE MANOR-HOUSE AND ITS ENVIRONS.

AFTER having satisfied his curiosity by gazing around him for
a few minutes, Waverley applied himself to the massive knocker of
the hall-deor, the architrave of which bore the date 1594. But no
answer was returned, though the peal resounded through a number
of apartments, and was cchoed from the court-yard walls without
the house, startling the pigeons from the venerable rotunda which
they occupied, and alarming anew even the distant village curs,
which kad retired to sleep upon their respective dunghills. Tired
of the din which he created, and the unprofitable responses which
it excited, Waverley began to think that he had reached the castle
of Orgoglio, as cntered by the victorious Prince Arthur,

‘When ’gan he loudly through the house to call,
But no man cared to answer to his cry ;
There reign’d a solemn silence over all,
Nor voice was heard, nor wight was seen in bower or hall.

Filled almost with expectation of beholding some “old, old man,
with beard as white as snow,” whom he might question concerning
this deserted mansion, our hero turned to a little oaken wicket-
door, well clenched with iron nails, which opened in the court-yard
wall at its angle with the hcuse. It was only latched, notwith-
standing its fortified appearance, and, when opened, admitted him
into the garden, which prescnted a pleasant scene* The southern
side of the house, clothed with fruit-trees, and having many ever-
greens trained upon its walls, extended its irrcgular yet venerable
front, along-a terrace, partly paved, partly gravelled, partly
bordered with flowers and choice shrubs. This elevation de-
scended by three scveral flights of steps, placed in its centre and
at the extremities, into what might be cailed the garden praper,
and was fenced along the top by a stone parapet with a heavy
balustrade, ornamented from space to space with huge grotesque
figures of animals seated upon their haunches, among which the
favourite bear was repeatedly introduced. Placed in the middle
of the terrace, between a sashed-door opening from the house and
the central flight of steps, a huge animal of the same species sup-
ported on his head and fore-paws a sun-dial of large circumference,
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Inscribed with more diagrams than Edward’s mathematics enabled
him to decipher.

The garden, which sccmed to be kept with great accuracy,
abounded in fruit-trees, and cxhibited a profusion of flowers and
evergreens, cut into grotesque forms. It was laid out in terraces,
which descended rank by rank from the western wall tv a large
brook, which had a tranquil and smooth appearance, where it
served as a boundary to the garden ; but, near the extremity, leapt
in tumult over a strong dam, or wear-head, the cause of its
temporary tranquillity, and there forming a cascade, was overlooked
by an octangular summer-house, with a gilded bear on the top by
way of vane, After this feat, the brook, assuming its natural
rapid and fierce character, escaped from the eye down a deep and
weoded dell, from the copse of which arose a massive, but ruinous
tower, the former habitation of the Barens of Bradwardine. The
margin of the brook, opposite to the garden, displayed a narrow mea-
dow, or haugh, as it was called, which formed a small washing-green;
the bank, which retired behind it, was covered by ancient trees.

The scene, though pleasing, was not quite equal to the gardens
of Alcina; yet wanted not the “due donzelette garrule” of that
enchanted paradise, for upon the green aforesaid two bare-legged
damsels, each standing in a spacious tub, performed with their feet
the office of a patent washing-machine. These did not, however,
like the maidens of Armida, remain to greet with their harmony
the approaching guest, but, alarmed at the appecarance of a hand-
some stranger on the opposite side, dropped their garments (U
should say garment, to be quite correct) over their limbs, which
their occupation exposed somewhat too freely, and, with 2 shrill
exclamation of “Eh, sirs!” uttered Wwith an accent between
modesty and coquetry, sprung off like deer in different directions.

Waverley began to despair of gaining entrance into this solitary
and seemingly enchanted mansion, when a man advanced up one
of the garden alleys, where he still retained his station. Trusting
this might be a gardener, or some domestic belonging to the hot se,
Edward descended the steps in order to meet him; but as the
figure approached, and long before he could descry his features, he
was struck with the oddity of its appearance and gestures.—Some-
Cimes this mister wight held his hands clasped over his head, like
an Indian Jogue in the attitude of penance; sometimes he swung
them perpendicularly, like a pendulum, on each side ; and anon he
slapped them swiftly and repeatedly across his breast, like the
substitute uscd by a hackney-coachman for his usual flogging
exercise, when his cattle are idle upon the stand in a clear frosty
day. His gait was as singular as his gestures, for at times he

E
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hopp’d with great perseverance on the right foot, then exchangéd
that supporter to advance in the same manner on the left, and then
putting his feet close together, he hopp’d upon beth at once. Hig
attire, also, was antiquated and extravagant, It consisted in a sort
of grey jerkin, with scarlet cuffs and slash’d sleeves, showing a
scarlet lining ; the other parts of the dress corresponded in colour,
not forgetting a pair of scarlet stockings, and a scarlet bonnet,
proudly surmounted with a turkey’s feather. Edward, whom he
did not secm to observe, now perceived confirmation in his features
of what thc mein and gestures had already announced. It was
apparently neither idiocy nor insanity which gave that wild, un-
settled, irregular cxpression tg a face which naturally wac rather
handsome, but something that resembled a compound of both,
where the simplicity of the fool was mixed with the extravagance
of a crazed imagination. He sung with ‘great earnestness, and not
without some tastc, a fragment of an old Scottish ditty :—

* Falsc love, and hast thou play’d me this

In summer among the flowers?

I will repay thee back again
In winter among the showers,

Unless again, again, my love,
Unless you turn again ;

As you with other maidens rove,
I’lt smile on other men,

Here lifting up his eyes, which had hitherto been fixed in
observing how his fect kept time to the tune, he beheld Waverley,
and instantly doff'd his cap, with many grotesque signals of sur-
prise, respect, and salutation. Edward, though with little hope of
receiving an answer to a.y constant question, requested to know
whether Mr. Bradwardine were at home, or where he could find
any of the domestics, The questioned party replied,—and, like
the witch of Thalaba, “still his speech was song,”—

The Knight’s to the mountain
His bugle to wind ;

The Lady’s to greenwood
Her garland to bind.

The bower of Burd Ellcn
Has moss on the floor,

That the step of Lord William
Be silent and sure,

This conveyed no information, and Edward, repeating his
queries, received a rapid answer, in which, from the haste and
peculiarity of the dialect, the word “butler ” was alone intelligible,
Waverley then requested to see the butler ; upon which the fellow,
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with 4 knowing look and noa or mcrfigence, made a signal to
Edward to follow, and began te dance and caper down the alley
up which he had made his approacnes.—A strange guide this
thought Edward, and not much unlike one of Shakspeare’s roynish
clowns. I am not over prudent to trust to his pilotage ; but wiser
men have been led by fools,—By this time he reached the bottom
of the alley, where, turning short on a little partcrre of flowers,
shrouded from the east and north by a close yew edge, he found an
old man at work without his coat, whose appearance hovered
between that of an upper servant and gardener ; his red nosc and
ruffled shirt belonging to the former profession ; his hale and sun.
burnt visage, with his green apron, appearing to indicate

Old Adam’s likeness, sct to dress this garden,

The major domo—for such he was, and indisputably the second
officer of state in the barony (nay, as chief minister of the interior,
superior even to Bailie Macwheeble, in his own department of the
kitchen and cellar),—the major domo laid down his spade, slipped
on his coat in haste, and with a wrathful look at Edward’s guide,
probably excited by his having introduced a stranger while he was
engaged in this laborious, and, as he might suppose it, degrading
office, requested to know the gentleman’s commands. Being in-
formed that he wished to pay his respects to his master, that his
name was Waverley, and so forth, the old man’s countecnance as-
sumed a great deal of ruspectful importance, “He could take it
upon. his' conscience to say, his honour would have cxceeding
pleasure in secing him. Would not Mr. Waverley choose some
refreshinent after his journey? His honour was with the folk who-
were getting doon,the dark hag; the twa gardener lads (an em-
phasis on the word fzva) had been ordered to attend him ; and he
had been just amusing himself in the mean time with dressing
Miss Rose’s flower-bed, -that he might be near to reccive his
honour’s orders, if need were : he was very fond of a garden, but
had little time for such divertisements.”

“He canna get it wrought in abune twa days in the week at no
rate whatever,” said Edward’s fantastic conductor.

A grim look from the butler chastised his interference, and he
tommanded him, by the name of Davie Gellatley, in a tone which
admitted no discussion, to look for his honour at the dark hag, and
tell him there was a gentleman from the south had arrived at the Ha',

% Can this poor fellow deliver a letter?” asked Edward.

“With all fidelity, sir, to any one whom he respects. I would
fardly trust him with a long message by word of mouth—though
he is more knave than fool.”

#a
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Waverley delivered his credentials to Mr. Gellatley, who seemed
to confirm the butler’s last observation, by twisting his features at
aim, when he was looking another way, into the resemblance of
the grotesque face on the bole of a German tobacco pipe; after
which, with an odd congé to Waverley, he danced off to discharge
his errand.

“He is an innocent, sir,” said the butler ; “ there is one such in
almost every town in the country, but ours is brought far ben. He
used to work a day’s turn weel eneugh ; but he help’d Miss Rose
when she was flemit with the Laird of Killancureit’s new English
bull, and since that time we ca’ him Davie Do-little ; indeed we
might ca’ him Davie Do-naething, for sincc he got that gay
clothing, to please his honour and my young mistress (great folks
will have their fancies), he has done naething but dance up and
down about the Zou, without doing = single turn, unless trimming
the laird’s fishing-wand or busking his flics, or may be catching a
dish of trouts at-an orra-time. But here comes Miss Rose, who,
1 take burden upon me for her, will be especial glad to see one
of the house of Waverley at her father’s mansion at Tully-Veolan.

But Rose Bradwardine deserves better of her unworthy historian,
than to be introduced at the end of a chapter.

In the meanwhile it may be noticed, that Waverley learned two
things from this colloquy-; that in Scotland a single house was
called a fown, and a natural fool an Znuocent,*

CHAPTER X
ROSE BRADWARDINE AND HER FATHER.

Miss BRADWARDINE was but seventeen ; yet, at the last races
of the county town of —, upon her health being proposed
among a round of beauties, the Laird of Bumperquaigh, permanent
toastmaster and croupier of the Bautherwhillery Club, not only
said Aere to the pledge in a pint bumper of Dourdeaux, but, er¢
pouring forth the libation, denominated the divinity to whom it’
was dedicated, “the Rose of Tully-Veolan ;” upon which festive
occasion, three cheers were given by all the sitting members of
that respectable society, whose throats the wine had left capable of
such exertion. Nay, I am well assured, that the sleeping partners
of the company snorted applausc, and that although strong bumpers
and weak brains had consigned two or threce to the floor, yet evens
these, fallen as they were from their high estate, and weltering—
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I will carry the parody no farther-—uttered divers inarticulate
sounds, intiimating their assent to the motion.

Stich unanimous applause could not be extorted but by acknow-
ledged merit; and Rose Bradwardine not only descrved it, but
also the approbation of much more rational persons than the
Bautherwhillery Club could have mustered, even before discussion
of the first magnum. She was indeed a very pretty girl of the
Scotch cast of beauty, that is, with a profusion of hair of paley
gold, and a skin like the snow of her own mountains in whitencss.
Yet she had not a pallid or pensive caste of countenance; her
features, as well as her temper, had a lively expression; her com-
plexion, though not florid, was so pure as to seem transparent, and
the slightest emotion sent her whole blood at once to her face
and neck. Her form, though under the common size, was remark-
ably elegant, and her motions light, casy, and unembarrassed.
She came from another part of the garden to receive Captain
Waverley, with a manner that hovered between bashfulness and
courtesy.

The first grectings past, Edward learncd from her that the dark
Aag, which had somewhat puzzled him in the butler’s account of
his master’s avocations, had nothing to do either with a black cat
or a broomstick, but was simply a portion of oak copse which was
to be felled that day. She offered, with diffident civility, to show
the stranger the way to the spot, which, it secms, was not far
distant; but they were prevented by the appearance of the Baron
of Bradwardine in person, who, summoned by David Gellatley,
now appeared, “on hospitable thoughts intent,” clearing the ground
at a prodigious rate with swift and long strides, which reminded
Waverley of the seven-lcague boots of the nursery fable. He was
a tall, thin, athletic figure, old indced, and grey-haired, but with
every muscle rendered as tough as whip-cord by constant excrcise.
He was dressed carelessly, and more like a Frenchman than an
Englishman of the period, while, from his hard features and per-
pendicular rigidity of stature, he bore some resemblance to a Swiss
officer of the guards who had resided some time at Paris, and
caught the costume, hut not the case or manner of its inhabitants.
‘The truth was, that his language and habits were as heterogencous
43 his exterral appearance.

Owing to his natural disposition to study, or perhaps to a very
gencral Scottish fashion of giving young men of rank a legal
education, he had been bred with a view to the Bar. But the
politics of his family precluding the hope of his rising in that pro-
fession, Mr. Bradwardine travelled with high reputation for several
years, and made some campaigns in foreign service. After his



70 WAVERLEY.

demélée with the law of high treason in 1715, he had lived m
retirement, conversing almost entirely with those of his own prin-
ciples in the vicinage. The pedantry of the lawyer, superinduced
upon the military pride of the soldjer, might remind a modern of
the days of the zealous volunteer service, when the bar-gown of
our pleaders was often flung over a blazing uniform. To this must
be added the prejudices of ancient birth and Jacobite politics,
greatly strengthened by habits of solitary and secluded authority,
which, though exercised only within the bounds of his half-culti-
vated estate, was there indisputable and undisputed. For, as he
used to observe, “the lands of Bradwardine, Tully-Veolan, and
others, had been erected into a free barony by a charter from
David the First, cum liberali potest. habendi curias et justicias, cum
Jossa et furca (LIE pit and gallows) ef saka el solka, et thol et theam,
ot infang-thicf et ontfang-thicf, sive hand-habend. sive bak-barand.”
The peculiar meaning of all these cabalistical words few or none
could explain; but they implied, upon the whole, that the Baron
of Bradwardine might, in case of delinquency, imprison, try, and
exccute his vassals at his plcasure. Like James the First, how-
ever, the present possessor of this authority was more pleased in
talking about perogative than in exercising it; and, excepting that
he imprisoned two poachers in the dungeon of the old tower of
Tully-Veolan, where they were sorely frightened by ghosts, and
almost eaten by rats, and that he set an old woman in the jougs
(or Scottish pillory) for saying “there were mair fules in the laird’s
ha’ house than Davie Gellatlcy,” I do not lecarn that he was ac-
cused of abusing his high powers. Still, however, the conscious
pride of possessing them gave additional importance to his language
and deportment,

At his first address to Waverley, it would seem that the hearty
pleasure he felt to behold the nephew of his friend bad somewhat
discomposed the stiff and upright dignity of the Baron of Brad-
wardine’s demeanour, for the tears stood in the old gentleman’s
eyes, when, having first shaken Edward heartily by the hand in
the English fashion, he embraced him d-la-mode Fraugoise, and
kissed him on both sides of his face; while the hardness of his
gripe, and the quantity of Scotch snuff which his accolade com-
municated, called corresponding drops of moisture to the eves of
his guest.

“Upon the honour of a gentleman,” he said, “but it make. mt
young again to sec you here, Mr. Waverley ! A worthy scion ol
the old stock of Waverley-Honour---gfes alézra, as Maro hath it—
and you have the look of the e!d line, Captain Waverley; not so
portly yet as my old friend Sir Everard—mals cele viendra avec
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e temns, as my Dutch acquaintance, Baron Kikkitbroeck, said of
the sagesse of Madame son eponse—And so ye have mounted the
cockade? Right, right; thoughi I could have wished the colour
different, and so I would h#’ deemed might Sir Everard. But no
more of that; T am old, and times are changed—And how does
the worthy knight baronet, and the fair Mrs. Rachcl?—Ah, ye
laugh, young man! In troth she was the fair M.s, Rachel in the
year of grace scventeen hundred and sixtcen; but time passes—
¢t singula pradantur anni—that is most certain. But once again
ye are most heartily welcome to my poor house of Tully-Veolan !—
Hie to the house, Rosc, and see that Alexander Saumw.erson looks
out the old Chateau Margoux, which I sent from Bourdeaux to
Dundee in the year 1713.”

Rose tripped off demurely erough till she turned the first corner,
and then ran with the speed or a fairy, that she might gain leisure,
after discharging her father’s commission, to nut her own dress in
order, and produce all her little finery, an oct.upation for which the
approaching dinner-hour left but limited time.

“We cannot rival the luxur.es of your English table, Captain
‘Waverley, or give you the gpuwle lautiores of Waverley-Honour—
I say cpule rather than prandium, because the latter phrase is
popular; Epuim ad senatum, prandium vero ad popufum attint,
says Suetonius Tranquillus. But I trust ye will applaud my Bour-
deaux; c'est des denx oreilles, as Captain Vinsauf used to say—
Vinum prime note, the Principal of St. Andrews denominated it.
And, once more, Captain Waverley, right glad am I that ye are
here to drink the hest my cellar can make forthcoming.”

This speech, with the necessary interjectional answers, continued
from the lower ulley where they met, iip to the door of the house,
where four or five servants in old-fashioned liveries, headed by
Alexander Saunderson, the butler, who now bore no token of the
sable stains of the garden, received them in grand costumne,

In an old hall hung round with pikes and with bows,
With old bucklers and corslets that had borne many shrewd
blows.

With much ceremony, and still more real kindness, the Daron,
without stopping in any intcrmediate apartment, conducted his
guest through several into the great dining parlour, wainscotted
with black oak, and hung round with pictures of his ancestry,
where a table was set forth in form for six persons, and an old.
fashioned beaufet displayed all the ancient and massive plate of
the Bradwardine family. A bell was now heard at the head of the
gvenue; for an old man, who actcd as porter upon gala days, had
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caught the alarm given by Waverley’s arrival, and repairing to his
post, announced the arrival of other guests.

These, as the Baron assured his young friend, were very estis
mable persons. “ There was the young Laird of Balmawhapple, a
Falconer by surname, of the house of Glenfarquhar, given right
much to field-sports—gaudet equis ¢t canibus—but a very discreet
young gentleman. Then there was the Laird of Killancureit, who
had devoted his leisure #»#/ tillage and agriculture, and boasted
himself to be possessed of a bull of matchless merit, brought from
the county of Devon (the Damnonia of the Romans, if we can
trust Robert of Cirencester). He is, as ye may well suppose from
such a tendency, but of yeoman extraction--servabdit odorem lesta
diu—and 1 believe, between ourselves, his grandsire was from the
wrong side of the Border—one Bullsegg, who came hither as a
steward, or bailiff, or ground officer, or something in that depart-
ment, to the last Girnigo of Killancureit, who died of an atrophy.
After his master’s death, sir,—ye would hardly belicve such a
scandal,—but this Bullsegg, being portly and comely of aspect,
intermarried with the lady dowager, who was young and awmorous,
and possessed himself of the estate, which devolved on this un-
happy woman by a settlement of her umwhile husband, in direct
contravention of an unrecorded taillie, and to the prejudice of the
disponer’s own flesh and blood, in the person of his natural heir
and seventh cousin, Girnigo of Tipperhewit, whose family was so
reduced by the ensuing lawsuit, that his .cpresentative is now
serving as a private gentleman-sentinel in the Highland Black
Watch, But this gentleman, Mr. Bullsegg of Killancureit that now
is, has good blood in his veins by the. mother and grandmother,
who were both of the famiiy of Pickletillim, and he is well liked
and looked upon, and knows his own place. And God forbid,
Captair Waverley, that we of irreproachable lineage should exult
over him, when it may be, that in the eighth, ninth,-or tenth
generation, his progeny may rank, in a manner, with the old gentry
of the country. Rank and ancestry, sir, should be the last words
in the mouths of us of unblemished race—wvix ea nostra voco, as
Naso, saith.—There is, besides, a clergyman of the true (though
suffering) Episcopal church of Scotland. He was a confessor in
her cause after the year 1715, when a Whiggish mob destroyed his
mecting-house, tore his surplice, and plundered his dwelling-house
of four silver spoons, intromitting also with his mart and his meal-
ark, and with two barrels, one of single, and one of double ale,
besides three bottles of brandy.* My Baron-Bailie and doer, Mr.
Duncan Macwheeble, is the fourth on our list. There is a ques-
tion, owing to the incertitude of anciem orthography, whether he
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belongs to the clan of Wheedle or of Quibble, but both have pro-
ducesl persons emineat in the law.”—

As such he described them by person and name.
They enter’d, and dinner was served as they came.

CHAPTER XIL.
THE BANQUET.

THE entertainment was ample, and handsome, according to the
Scotch ideas of the period, and the guests did great honour to it.
The Baron ate like a famished soldier, the Laird of Balmawhapple
like a sportsman, Bullsegg of Killancureit like a farmer, Waverley
himself like a traveller, and Bailie Macwheeble like all four to-
gether; though, either out of more respect, or in order to preserve
that proper declination of person which showed a sense that he
was in the presence of his patron, he sat upon the edge of his
chair, placed at three feet distance from the table, and achieved a
communication with his plate by projecting his person towards it
in a line, which obliqued from the bottom of his spine, so that the
person who sat opposite to him could only see the foretop of his
riding periwig.

This stooping position might have been inconvenient to another
person; but long habit made it, whether scated or walking, per-
fectly easy to the worthy Bailie. In the latter posture, it occa-
sioned, no doubt, an unscemly projection of the person towards
those who happened to walk behind ; but those being at all times
his inferiors (for Mr. Macwheeble was very scrupulous in giving
place to all others), he cared very little what inference of con-
tempt or slight regard they might derive from the circumstance.
Hence, when he waddled across the court to and from his old
grey pony, he somewhat resembled a turnspit walking upon its
hind legs.

The nonjuring clergyman was a pensive and interesting old man.
with much the air of a sufferer for conscience sake. He was one
of those,

Who, undeprived, their benefice forsook.

For this whim, when the Baron was out of hearing, the Bailie
used sometimes gently to rally Mr. Rubrick, upbraiding him with
the nicety of his scruples. Indeed it must be owned, that he him-
self, though at heart a keen partisan of the exiled family, had kept
pretty fair with all the different turns of state in his time; so that
Davie Gellatley once described him as a particularly good man,





