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by him. “Give this,” he said to an attendant, “to Mac-Murrough
nan Fonn (7 ¢ of the songs), and when he has drank the juice, bid
him keep, for the sake of Vich lan Vohr, the shell of the gourd
which contained it.” The gift was received by Mac-Murrough with
profound gratitude; he drank the wine, and, kissing the cup,
shrouded it with reverence in the plaid which was folded on his
bosom. He then burst forth into what Edward justly supposed to
be an extemporaneous effusion of thanks, and praises of his Chicf,
It was received with applause, but did not produce the effect of his
first poem. It was obvious, however, that the clan regarded the
generosity of their Chieftain with high approbation, Many ap-
proved Gaelic toasts were then proposed, of some of which the
Chieftain gave his guest the following versions :—

“To him that will not turn his back on fricnd or foc.” *7To bim
that never forsook a comrade,” “To him that never bought or
sold justice.” ¢ Hospitality to the exile, and broken bones to the
tyrant.” “The lads with the kilts.” “ Highlanders, shoulder to
shoulder,”-—with many ather pithy sentiments of the like nature.

Edward was particularly solicitous to know the meaning of that
song which appeared to produce such effect upon the passions of
the company, and hinted his curiosity to his host. *As I observe,”
said the Chieftain, “ that you have passed the bottle during the Jast
three rounds, I was about to propose to you to retire to my sister’s
tea-table, who can explain these things to you better than I can.
Although I cannot stint my clan in the usual current of their
festivity, yet I neither am addicted myself to exceed in its amount,
nor do I,” added he, smiling, “ kecp a Bear to devour the intellects
of such as can make good use of them.”

Edward readily assented to this proposal, and the Chieftain,
saying a few words to those around him, left the table, followed by
Waverley. As the door closed behind them, Edward heard Vich
Ian Vohr's health invoked with a wild and animated cheer, that
expressed the satisfaction of the guests, and the depth of their
devotion to his service.

CHAPTER XXI.
THE CHIEFTAIN'S SISTER.

Tur drawing-room of Flora Mac-Ivor was furnished in the
plainest and most simple manner ; for at Glennaquoich every other
sort of expenditure was rctrenched as much as possible, for the
purpose of maintaining, in its full dignity, the hospitality of the
Chieftain, and rctaining and multiplying the number of his
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dependents and adherents. But there was no appearance of this
parsimony in the dress of the lady herself, which was in texture
elegant, and even rich, and arranged in a manner which partook
partly of the Parisian fashion, and partly of the more simple dress
of the Highlands, blended together with great taste. her hair
was not disfigured by the art of the friseur, but fell in jetty ringlets
on her neck, confined only by a circlet, richly set with diamonds.
This peculiarity she adopted in compliance with the Highland
prejudices, which could not endure that a woman’s head should be
covered before wedlock.

Flora Mac-Ivor bore a most striking resemblance to her brothcr
Fergus; so much so, that they might have played Viola and
Sebastian with the same exquisite effect produced by the appear-
ance of Mrs. Henry Siddons and her brother, Mr, William Murray,
in thesc characters. They had the same antique and regular
correctness of profile; the same dark cyes, eye-lashes, and eye-
brows ; the same clearness of complexion,cxcepting that Fergus'swas
embrowned by exercise, and Flora’s possessed the utmost feminine
delicacy. But the haughty, and somewhat stern regularity of
Fergus’s features, was bceautifully softened in those of Flora,
Their voices were also similar in tone, though differing in the key.
That of Fergus, especially while issuing orders to his followers
during their military exercise, reminded Edward: of a favourite
passage in the description of Emetrius:

—— whose voice was heard around,
Loud as a trumpet with a silver sound.

That of Flora, on the contrary, was soft and sweet,—“an
excellent thing in woman ;” yet, in urging any favourite topic,
which she often pursued with natural eloquence, it possessed as
well the toncs which impress awe and conviction, as those of
persuasive insinuation. The eager glance of the keen black eye,
which in the Chieftain seemed impatient even of the material
obstacles it encountered, had, in his sister, acquired a gentle pen-
siveness. His looks seemed to seek glory, power, all that could
exalt him above others in the race of humanity ; while those of his
sister, as if she were already conscious of mental superiority,
seemed to pity, rather than envy, those who were struggling for
any farther distinction. Her sentiments corresponded with the
expression of her countenance. Early education had impressed
upon her mind, as well as on that of the Chieftain, the most
devoted attachment to the exiled family of Stuart. .She believed it
the duty of her brother, of his clan, of every man in Britain, at
whatever personal hazard, to contribute to that restoration which
the partisans of the Chevalier de St. George had not ceased ta
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hope for. For this she was prepared to do all, to suffer all, to
sacrifice all, But her loyalty, as it exceeded her brother’s in
fanaticism, excelled it also in purity. Accustomed to petty
intrigue, and necessarily involved in a thousand paltry and selfish
discussiins, ambitious also by nature, his political faith was
tinctured, at least, if not tainted, by the views of interest and
advancement so easily combined with it; and at the moment he
should unsheathe his claymore, it might be difficult to say whether
it would be most with the view of making James Stuart a king, or
Fergus Mac-Ivor an earl. This, indeed, was a mixture of feeling
which he did not avow even to himself, but it existed, nevertheless,
in a powerful degree.

In Flora’s bosom, on the contrary, the zeal of loyalty burnt pure
and unmixed with any selfish feeling; she would have as soon
made religion the mask of ambitious and interested views, as have
shrouded them under the opinions which she had been taught to
think patriotism. Such instances of devotion were not uncommon
among the followers of the unhappy race of Stuart, of which many
memorable proofs will recur to the mind of most of my readers.
But peculiar attention on the part of the Chevalier de St George
and his princess to the parents of Fergus and his sister, and to
themselves when orphans, had riveted their faith. Fergus, upon
the death of his,parents, had been for some time a page of honour
in the train of the Chevalier’s lady, and, from his heauty and
sprightly temper, was uniformly treated by her with the utmost
distinction, This was also extended to Flora, who was maintained
for some time at a convent of the first order, at the princess’s
expense, and removed from thence into her own family, where she
spent nearly two years. Both brother and sister retained the
deepest and most grateful sense of her kindness.

Having thus touched upon the leading principle of Flora’s
character, I may dismiss the rest more slightly, She was highly
accomplished, and had acquired those elegant manners to be
expected from one who, in early youth, had been the companion of
a princess; yet she had not learned to substitute the gloss of
politeness for the reality of fecling, When settled in the lonely
regions of Glennaquoich, she found that her resources in French,
Ehglish, and . Italian literature, were likcly to be few and in-
terrupted ; and, in order to fill up the vacant time, she bestowed a
vart of it upon the music and poctical traditions of the High-
landers, and began really to feel the pleasure in the pursuit, which
her brother, whose perceptions of literary merit were more blunt,
rather affected for the sake of popularity than actually experienced,
Her resolution was strengthened in these researches, by the extreme
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delight which her inquiries scemed to afford those 1o whom she
resorted for information.

Her love of her clan, an attachment which was almost hereditary
in her bosom, was, like her loyalty, 2 more pure passion than that
of her brother. He was too thorough a politician, regarded his
patriarchal influence too much as the means of accomplishing his
own aggrandiscment, that we should term him the model of a
Highland Chicftain. Flora felt the same anxiety for cherishing and
extending their patriarchal sway, but it was with the generous
desire of vindicating from poverty, or at least from want and
foreign oppression, those whom her brother was by birth, according
to the notions of the time and country, entitled to govern. The
savings of her income, for she had a small pension from the
Princess Sobieski, were dedicated, not to add to the comforts of the
peasantry, for that was a word which they ncither knew nor
apparently wished to know, but to relieve their absolute necessitics,
when in sickness or extreme old age. At cvery other period, they
rather toiled to procure something which they might share with the
Chicf as a proof of their attachment, than expected other assistance
from him save what was afforded by the rude hospitality of his
castle, and the general division and subdivision of his estatc among
them. Flora was so much beloved by them, that when Mac-
Murrough composed a song, in which he enumerated all the prin-
cipal beauties of the district, and intimated her superiority by
concluding, that *the fairest apple hung on the highest bough,” he
received, in donatives from the individuals of the clan, more sced-
barley than would have sowed his Highland Parnassus, the Bard’s
¢roft, as it was called, ten iimes over.

From situation, as well as choice, Miss Mac-Ivor’s society was
extremcly limited. Her most intimate friend had been Rose
Bradwardine, to whom she was much attached ; and when scen
together, they would have afforded an artist two admirable subjects
for the gay and the melancholy muse. Indced Rose was so
tenderly watched by her father, and her circle of wishes was so
limited, that .none arcse but what he was willing to gratify, and
scarce any which did not come within thz compass of his power.
With Flora it was otherwise. While almost a girl, she had under-
gone the most complete change of scene, from gaiety and splendorr
to absolute solitude and comparative poverty ; and the ideas and
wishes which she chiefly fostered, respected great national events,
and changes not to be brought round without both hazard and
bloodshed, and therefore not to be thought of with levity, Her
manner, consequently, was grave, though she readily contributed
ber talents to the amusement of socicty, and stood very high in the
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opinion of the old Baron, who used to sing along with her such
French duets of Lindor and Cloris, &c., as were in fashion about
the end of the reign of old Louis le Grand.

It was generally believed, though no one durst have hinted it to
the Brron of Bradwardine, that Flora’s entreatics had no small
share in allaying the wrath of Fergus upon occasion of their
quarrel, She took her brother on the assailable side, by dwelling
first upon the Baron’s age, and then representing the injury which
the cause raight sustain, and the damage which must arise to his
own character in point of prudence, so neccessary to a political
agent, if he persisted in carrying it to cxtremity. Otherwise it is
probable it would have terminated in a duel, both because the
Baron had, on a former occasion, shed blood of the clan, though
the matter had been timely accomnmodated, and on account of his
high reputation for address at his weapon, which Fergus almost
condescended to envy. For the same reason she had urged their
reconciliation, which the Chicftain the more readily agreed to, as it
favoured some ulterior projects of liis own.

To this young lady, now presiding at the female empire of the
tea-table, Fergus introduced Captain Waverley, whom she received
with the usual forms of politeness.

CHAPTER XXII.
HIGHLAND MINSTRELSY.

WHEN the first salutations had passed, Fergus said to his sister,
“My dear Flora, before I return to the barbarous ritual of our fore-
fathers, I must tell you that Captain Waverley is a worshipper of the
Celtic muse, not the less so perhaps that he does not understand a
word of her language. I have told him you are eminent as a
translator of Highland poetry, and that Mac-Murrough admircs
your version of his songs upon the same principle that Captain
Waverley admires the original,—because he does not comprehend
them. Will you have the goodness to read or recite to our guest in
English, the extraordinary string of names which Mac-Murrough
has tacked together in Gaelic?—DMy life to a moorfowl's feather,
you are provided with a version; for I know you are in all the
bard’s councils, and acquainted with his songs long before he
rehearses them in the hall”

“How can you say so, Fergus? You know how little these
verses can possibly interest an English stranger, even if 1 could
translate them as you pretend.”

“ Not less than they interest me, lady fair. To-day your joint
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composition, for I insist you had a share in it, has cost me the last
silver cup in the castle, and I suppose will cost me something else
next time 1 hold coxr plénitre, if the muse descends on Mac-
Murrough; for you know our proverb,—When the hand of the
Chief ceases to bestow, the breath of the bard is frozen in the
utterance,—Well, I would it were even so: there are three things
that are useless to a modern Highlander,—a sword which he must
not draw,—a bard to sing of deeds which he dare not imitate,—and.
a large goat-skin purse without a louis-d’or to put into it.”

“ Well, brother, since you betray my secrets, you cannot expect
me to keep yours,—1 assure you, Captain Waverley, that Fergus is
too proud to exchange his broadsword for a marcechal’s baton ; that
he esteems Mac-Murrough a far greater poct than Homer, and
would not give up his goat-skin purse for all the louis-d’or which it
could contain.”

“Well pronounced, Flora ; blow for blow, as Conan¥* said to the
devil. Now do you two talk of bards and poetry, if not of purscs
and claymores, while I return to do the final honours to the
senators of the tribe of Ivor.,” So saying, he left the room.

The conversation continued between Flora and Waverley; for
two well-dressed young women, whose character scemed to hover
between that of companions and dependents, took no share in it.
They were both pretty girls, but served only as foils to the grace
and beauty of their patroness. The discourse followed the turn
which the Chieftain had given it, and Waverley was equally amused
and surprised with the account which the Jady gave him of Celtic
poetry.

“ The recitation,” she said, “of poems, recording the feats of
heroes, the complaints of lovers, and the wars of contending
tribes, forms the chief amusement of a winter fire-side in the High-
lands. Some of these are said to be very ancient, and if they are
ever translated into any of the languages of civilized Europe,
cannot fail to produce a deep and gencral sensation. Others are
more modern, the composition of those family bards whom the
chieftains of more distingujshed name and power retain as the
poets and historians of their tribes. These, of course, possess
various degrees of merit ; but much of it must evaporate in trans-
lation, or be lost on those who do not sympathize with ¢he feelings
of the poet.”

“And your bard, whose efflusions seemed to produce such effect
upon the company to-day,—is he reckoned among the favourite
poets of the mountain?”

“That is a trying question. His reputation is high among his
countrymen, and you must not cxpect me to depreciate it.”*
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“ But the song, Miss Mac-Ivor, scemed to awaken all those
warriors, both young and old.”

“The song is little more than a catalogue of names of the High-
land clans under their distinctive peculiarities, and an exhortation
to theia to remember and to emulate the actions of their fore-
fathers.”

“And am 1 wrong in conjecturing, however extraordinary the
guess appcars, that there was some allusion to me in the verses
which he recited ?”

“You have a quick observation, Captain Waverley, which in this
instance has not deceived you. Thé Gaelic language, being un-
commonly vocalic, is well adapted for sudden and extemporancous
poetry ; and a bard seldom fails to augment the effects of a pre-
meditated song, by throwing in any stanzas which may be suggeste.!
by the circumstances attending the recitation.”

“1 would give my best horse to know what the Highland bard
could find to say of such an unworthy Southron as myself.”

“It shall not even cost you a lock of his mane.—Una,
Mavourneen! (She spoke a few words to one of the young girls
in attendance, who instantly curtsied, and tripped out of the room.)
—1I have sent Una to learn from the bard the expressions he used,
and you shall command my skill as dragoman.”

Una returned in a few minutes, and repeated to her mistress a
few lines in Gaelic. Flora seemed to think for a moment, and then,
slightly colouring, she turned to Waverley—* It is impossible to
gratify your curiosity, Captain Waverley, without exposing my own
presumption, - If you will give me a few moments for con-
sideration, 1 will endeavour to engraft the meaning of these lines
upon 2 rude English translation, which I have attempted, of a part
of the original. The duties of the tea-table seem to be concluded,
and, as the evening is delightful, Una will show you the way to one
of my favourite haunts, and Cathleen and I will join you there.”

Una, having received instructions in her native language, con-
ducted Waverley out by a passage different from that through
which he had entered the apartment. At a distance he heard the
hall of the chief still resounding with the clang of bagpipes and
the high applause of his guests. Having gained the open air by a
postern door, they walked a little way up the wild, bleak, and
narrow valley in which the house was situated, following the course
of the stream that winded through it. In a spot, about d quarter
of a mile from the castle, two brooks, which formed the little river
had their junction. The larger of the two came down the long
bare valley, which extended, apparently without any change or
elevation of character, as far as the hills which formed its boundary
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permitted the ¢ye to reach. But the other stream, which had its
source among the mountains on the left hand of the strath, seemed
to issue from a very narrow and dark opening betwixt two larga
rocks. These streamns were different also in character, The larger
was placid, and even sullen in its course, wheeling in deep eddies,
or sleeping in dark blue pools ; but the motionsof the lesser brook
were rapid and furious, issuing from between precipices, like
a maniac from his confinement, all foam and uproar.

It was up the course of this last stream that Waverley, like a
knight of romance, was conducted by the fair Hightand damscl, his
silent guide, A small path, which had been rendered casy in many
places for Flora’s accommodation, led him through scenery of a very
different description from that which he had just quitted. Around the
castle, all was eold, bare, and desolate, yet tame even in desolation 3
but this narrow glen, at so short a distance, scemed to open into
the land of romance. The rocks assumed a thousand peculiar and
varied forms. In one place, a crag of huge size presented its
gigantic bulk, as if to forbid the passenger’s farther progress ; and
it was not until he approached its very base, that Waverley dis-
cerned the sudden and acute turn by which the pathway wheeled
its course around this formidable obstacle. In another spot, the
projecting rocksfrom the opposite sides of the chasm had approached
so near to cach other, that two pine-trecs laid across, and covercd
with turf formed a rustic bridge at the height of at least one hun-
dred and fifty feet. It had no ledges, and was barely three feet in
breadth.

While gazing at this pass of peril, which crossed, like a single
black line, the small portior. of blue sky not intercepted by the pro-
jecting rocks on <ither side, it was with a sensaticn of horror that
Waverley beheld Flora and her attendant appear, like inhabitants of
another region, propped, as it were, in mid air, upon this trembling
structure, She stopped upon observing him below, and, with an
air of graceful ease, which made him shudder, waved her handker-
chief to him by way of signal. He was unable, from the sense of
dizziness'which her situation conveyed, to return the salute; and
was never more rclicved than when the fair apparition passed on
from the precarious cminence which she scemed to occupy with so
much indiffercnce, and disappeared on the other side.

Advancing a few yards, and passing under the bridge which he
had viewed with so much terror, the path ascended rapidly from
the edge of the brook, and the glen widened inte a silvan amphi-
theatre, waving with birch, young oaks, and hazels, with here and
there a scattered yew-tree. The rocks now receded, but still
showed their grey and shaggy crests rising among the copse-wood.
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Still higher, rose cminences and peaks, some bare, some clothed
with wood, some round and purple with heath, and others splintered
into rocks and crags. At a shcrt turning, the path, which had for
some furlongs lost sight of the brook, suddenly placed Waverley in
tront of a yomantic waterfall. It was not so remarkable cither for
great height or quantity of water, as for the beautiful accompani-
ments which made the spot interesting, . After a broken cataract of
about twenty feet, the stream was received in a large natural basin
filled to the brim with water, which, where the bubbles of the fall
subsided, was so cxquisitely clear, that aithough it was of great
depth, the eye could discern each pebble at the bottom, Eddying
round this reservoir, the brook found its way over a broken part of
the ledge, and formed a second fall, which seemed to seck the very
abyss ; then, wheeling out beneath from among the smooth dark
rocks, which it had polished forages, it wandered murmuring down
the glen, forming the stream up which Waverley had just ascended.*
The borders of this romantic reservoir corresponded in beauty ; but
it was beauty of a stern and commanding cast, as if in the act of
expanding into grandeur. Mossy banks of turf were broken and
interrupted by huge fragments of rock, and decorated with trees and
shrubs, some of which had been planted under the direction of
Flora, but so cautiously, that they added to the grace, without
diminishing the romantic wildness of the scene,

Here, like one of those lovely forms which decorate the land-
scapes of Poussin, Waverley found Flora gazing on the waterfall,
“Two paces further back stood Cathleen, holding a small Scottish
harp, the use of which had been taught to Flora by Rory Dall, one
of the last harpers of the Western Highlands, The sun, now stoop-
ing in the west, gave a rich and varied tinge to all the objects
which surrounded Waverley, and seemed to add more than human
brilliancy to the full expressive darkness of Flora’s eye, cxalted the
richness and purity of her complexion, and enhanced the dignity
and grace of her beautiful form. Edward thought he had never,
even in his wildest dreams, imagined a figure of such exquisite and
interesting loveliness. The wild beauty of the retreat, bursting
upon him as if by magic, augmented the mingled feeling of delight
and awe with which he approached her, like a fair enchantress of
Boiardo or Ariosto, by whose nod the scenery around seemed to
have been created, an Eden in the wilderness.

Flora, like every beautiful woman, was conscious of her own
power, and pleased with its effects, which she could easily discern
from the respectful, yet confused address of the young soldier,
But, as she possessed excellent sense, she gave the romance of the
scene, and other accidental circumstances, full weight in appreci.
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ating the feclings with which Waverley secmed obviously to be
impressed ; and, unacquainted with the fanciful and susceptible
peculiarities of his character, considered his homage as the ppssing
tribute which a woman of even inferior charms might have expected
in such a situation. She thercfore quictly lcd the way to a spot at
such a distance from the cascade, that its sound should rather
accompany than interrupt that of her voice and instrument, and,
sitting down upon a mossy fragment of rock, she took the harp
from Cathlecn.

“I have given you the trouble of walking to this spot, Captain
Waverley, both because I thought the scenery would interest you,
and because a Highland song would suffer still more from my imper-
fect translation, were 1 to introduce it without its own wild and
appropriate accompaniments, To spcak in the poctical languageof
my country, the scat of the Celtic Muse is in the mist of the secret
and solitary hill, and her voice in the murmuar of the mountain
stream. He who wooes her must love the barren rock more than
the fertile valley, and the solitude of the descrt better than the
festivity of the hall.”

Few could have heard this lovely woman make this declaration,
with a voice where harmony was exalted by pathes, without
exclaiming that the muse whom she invoked could never find a
more appropriate representative. But Waverley, though the thought
rushed on his mind, found no courage to utter it. Indeed, the wild
fecling of romantic delight with which he heard the few first notes
she drew from her instrument, amounted almost to a sense of pain,
He would not for worlds have quitted his place by her side ; yet he
almost longed for solitude, that he might decipher and examine at
leisure the complication of emotions which now agitated his bosom.

Flora had exchanged the measured and monotonous recitative of
the bard for a lofty and uncommon Highland air, which had been
a battle-song in former ages. A few irregular strains introduced a
prelude of a wild and peculiar tone, which harmonized well with
the distant waterfall, and the soft sigh of the evening breeze in the
rustling leaves of an aspen which overhung the seat of the fair
harpress. The following verses convey but little idea of the feels
ings with which, so sung and accompanied, they were heard by
Waverley :—

There is mist on the mountain, and night on the vale,
But more dark is the slecp of the sons of the Gael.

A stranger commanded—it sunk on the land,

1t has frozen each heart, and benumb'd every hand,
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The dirk and the target lic sordid with dust,

*The bloodless claymore is but redden’d with rust ;
On the hill or the glen if a gun should appear,

1t is only to war with the heath-cock or decr.

The deeds of qur sires if our bards should rehearse,
Let a blush or a blow be the meed of their verse !
Be mute every string, and be hush’d every tone,
That shall bid us remember the fame that is flown !

But the dark hours of night and of slumber are past,
The morn on our mountains is dawning at last ;
Glenaladale’s peaks are illumed with the rays,

And the streams of Glenfinnan* Jeap brightin the blans,

O high-minded Moray !#—the cxiled—the dear!—
In the blush of the dawning the STANDARD uprear !
Wide, wide on the winds of the north let it fly,

Like the sun’s latest flash when the tempest is nigh !

Ye sons of the strang, when that dawning shall break,
Need the harp of the aged remind you to wake ?

‘That dawn never beam’d on your forefather’s eye,
But it roused cach high chieftain to vanquish or die.

0! sprung from the Kings who in Islay kept state,
Proud chiefs of Clan Ranald, Glengarry, and Sleat !
Combine like three streams from one mountain of snow,
And resistless in union rush down on the foe !

True son of Sir Evan, undaunted Lochicl,

Place thy targe on thy shoulder and burnish thy steel !
Rough Keppcch, give breath to thy bugle's bold swell,
Till far Coryarrick resound to the knell !

Stern son of Lord Kenneth, high chief of Kintail,
Let the stag in thy standard bound wild in the gale!
May the race of Clan Gillean, the fearless and free,
Remember Glenlivat, Harlaw, and Dundee !

Let the clan of grey Fingon, whose offspring has given
Such heroes to earth, and such martyrs to heaven,
Unite with the race of renown’d Rorri More,

To launch the long galley, and stretch to the oar.

How Mac-Shimei will joy when their chief shall display
The ewe-crested bonnet o'er tresses of grey !

How the race of wrong’d Alpine and murder'd Glencoe
Shall shout for revenge when they pour on the foe !

43
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Ye sons of brown Dermid, who slew the wild boar,
Resume the pure faith of the great Callum-More !
Mac-Necil of the Islands, and Moy of the lake,
For honour, for freedom, for vengeance awake !

Here a large greyhound, bounding up the glen, jump.d upon
Flora, and interrupted her music by his importunate caresses. At
a distant whistle, he turned, and shot down the path again with the
rapidity of an arrow, “Thatis Fergus’s faithful attendant, Captain
Waverley, and that was his signal. Hec likes no poetry but what is
humorous, and comes in good time to interrupt my long catalogue
of the tribes, whom onc of your saucy English poets calls

Our bootless host of high-born beggars,
Mac-Leans, Mac-Kenzies, and Mac-Gregors.”

Waverley expresscd his regret at the interruption.

“Q you cannot guess how much you have lost! Thebard, as in
duty bound, has addressed three long stanzas to Vich Ian Vohr of
the Banners, enumerating all his great properties, and not forgetting
his being a cheerer of the harper and bard—*a giver of bountcous
gifts” Besides, you should have heard a practical admonition to
the fair-haired son of the stranger, who lives in the land where the
grass is always green,—the rider on the shining pampered steed,
whose hue is like the raven, and whose neigh is like the scream of
the eagle for battle, This valiant horsemrn is affectionately con-
jured to remember that his ancestors were distinguished by their
loyalty, as well as by their courage~—All this you have lost; but,
since your curiosity is not satistied, I judge, from the distant sound
of my brother’s whistle, I may have time to sing the concluding
stanzas before he comes to laugh at my translation,”

Awake on your hills, on your islands awake,

Brave sons of the mountain, the frith, and the lake !
*T'is the bugle—but not for the chase is the call ;

*Tis the pibroch’s shrill summons—but not to the hall.

*Tis the summons of heroes for conquest or death,
‘When the banners are blazing on mountain and heath ;
They call to the dirk, the claymore, and the targe,
To the march and the muster, the line and the charge.

Be the brand of each Chieftain like Fin’s in his ire !

May the blood through his veins flow like currents of firg ¢
Burst the base forcign yoke as your sires did of yoré,

Or dielike yoyr sires, and endure it no more ! '
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CHAPTER XXIII.
WAVERLEY CONTINUES AT GLENNAQUOICH.

As Flora concluded her song, Fergus stood before them, €}
knew I should find you here, even without the assistance of my
friend Bran. A simple and unsublimed taste now, like my own,
would prefer a jet d’cau at Versailles to this cascade with all its
accompaniments of rock and roar ; but this is Flora’s Parnassus,
Captain Waverley, and that fountain her Helicon. It would be
greatly for the benefit of my cellar if she could teach her coadjutor,
Mac-Murrough, the value of its influence: he has just drunk a pint
of usquebaugh to correct, he said, the coldness of the claret—Let me
try its virtues.” He sipped a little water in the hollow of his hand,
and immediately commenced, with a theatrical air,—

“ O Lady of the desert, hail !
That lovest the harping of the Gael,
Through fair and fertile regions borne,
Where never yet grew grass or corn.

But English poetry will never succeed under the influence of a
Highland Helicon—A/lons, conrage—

Q vous, qui buvez, i tasse pleine,
A cette heureuse fontaine,
Ou on ne voit, sur le rivage,
Que quelques vilains troupeaux,
Suivis de nymphes de village,
Qui les escortent sans sabots '——

“A truce, dear Fergus ! spare us those most tedious and insipid
persons of all Arcadia. Do not, for Heaven’s sake, bring down
Coridon and Lindor upon us.”

“ Nay, if you cannot rclish la foulette et la chalumean, have
with you in heroic strains.”

“ Dear Fergus, you have certainly partaken of the inspiration of
Mac-Murrough’s cup, rather than of mine.”

%1 disclaim it, ma belle demoiselle, although I protest it would be
the more congenial of the two. Which of your cracked-brained
Italian romancers is it that says,

Io d’Elicona niente
Mi curo, in fe de Dio, che’l bore d’acque
(Bea chi ber ne vuol) sempre me spiacque ! *

But if you prefer the Gaelic, Captain Waverley, here is little Caths
K
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leen shall sing you Drimmindhu. Come, Cathlesn, asfore (4. e. my
dear), begin ; no apologies to the Cearn-binnl”

Cathleen sung with much liveliness a little Gaelic song, the bur-
tesque elegy of a countryman on the loss of his cow, the comic
tones of which, though he did not understand the language, made
Waverley laugh more than once.*

* Admirable Cathleen!* cried the Chieftain; “ I must find youa
handsome husband among the clansmen one of these days.”

Cathleen laughed, blushed, and sheltered herself behind her com-
panion,

In the progress of their return to the castle, the Chieftain warmly
pressed Waverley to remain for a week or two, in order to see a
grand hunting party in which he and some other Highland gentle-
men proposed to join. The charms of melody and beauty were too
strongly impressed in Edward’s breast to permit his declining an
invitation so pleasing. It was agteed, therefore, that he should
write a note to the Baron of Bradwardine, expressing his intention
to stay a fortnight at Glennaquoich, and requesting him to forward
by the bearer (a gé/ly of the Chieftain’s) any letters which might
have arrived for him.

This turned the discourse upon the Baron, whom Fergus highly
extolled as a gentleman and soldier., His character was touched
with yet more diserimination by Flora, who observed that he was
the very model of the old Scottish cavalier, with all his excellencies
and peculiarities. “Itis a character, Caprain Waverley, which is
fast disappearing ; for its best point was a self-respect, which was
never lost sight of till now. But,in the present time, the gentlemen
whose principles do not permit them to pay court to the existing
government, are neglected and degraded, and many conduct them-
selves accordingly ; and, like some of the persans you have seen at
Tully-Veolan, adopt habits and companions inconsistent with their
birth and breeding. The ruthless proscription of party seems to
degrade the victims whom it brands, however unjustly. But let us
hope that a brighter day is approaching, when a Scottish country-
gentleman may be a scholar without the pedantry of our friend the
Baron, a sportsman without the low habits of Mr. Falconer, and a
judicious improver of his property without becoming a boorish two-
legged steer like Killancureit.”

Thus did Flora prophesy a revolution, which time indeed has
produced, but in a manner very different from what she had in her
mind,

The amiable Rose wasnext mentioned, with the warmestencomium
on her person, manners,and mind, * That man,” said Flora, “will
find an inestimable treasure in the affections of Rose Bradwardine,
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who shall he so fortunate as to become their object. Her very sow
isin home, and in the discharge of all those quiet virtues of which
home is the centre. Her husband will be to her what her father
now is, the object of all her care, solicitude, and affection.  She will
sec nothing, and connect herself with nothing, but by him and
through him. If he is 2 man of sense and virtue, she will sympa-
thize in his sorrows, divert his fatigue, and share his pleasures, If
she becomes the property of a churlish or negligent husband, she
will stiit his taste also, for she will not long survive his unkindness,
And, alas! how great is the chance that some such unworthy lot
may be that of my poor friend !—O that I were 8 queen this
moment, and could command the most amiable and werthy youth
of my kingdom to accept happiness with the hand of Rose Brad-
wardine.”

“ [ wish you would command her to accept mine en atlendant,®
said Fergus, laughing.

I don’t know by what caprice it was that this wish, however jocu-
larly expressed, rather jarred on Edward’s feclings, notwithstanding
his growing inclination to Flora, and his indifference to Miss Brad-
wardine. This is one of the inexplicabilities of human nature,
which we leave without comment.

“ Yours, brother ?” answered Flora, regarding him steadily. #No;
you have another bride—Honour ; and the dangers you must run
in pursuit of her rival would break poor Rose’s heart.”

With this discourse tiiey reached the castle, and Waverley soon
prepared his-despatches for Tully-Veolan.  As he knew the Baron
was punctilious in such matters, he was about to impress his billet
with a scal on which his armorial bearingds were engraved, but he
did not find it at his watch, and thought he must have left it at
Tully-Veolan. He mentioned his loss, borrowing at the same time
the family scal of the Chicftain.

“ Surely,” said Miss Mac-Ivor, *Donald Bean Lean would
not "——

“ My tife for him, in such circumstances,” answered her brother ;
—*besides he would never have left the watch behind.”

“ After all, Fergus,” said Flora, “ and with every allowance, I am
surprised you can countenance that man.”

‘t1 countenance him ?~—This kind sister of mine would persuade
you, Captain Waverley, that I take what the pcople of old used to
call ‘a steakraid, that is, a ‘collop of the foray,’ or, in plainer
words, a portion of the robber’s booty, paid by him to the Laird, or
Chief, through whose grounds he drove his prey. O, it is certain,
that unless I can find some way to charm Flora's tongue, General
Blakeney will send a sergeant’s party from Stirling (this he said

K2
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with haughty and emphatic irony) to seize Vich Ian Volr, as they
nickname me, in his own castlc.”

“ Now, Fergus, most not our gucst be sensible that all this is
folly and affectation?  You have men enough to serve you withou
enlisting a banditti, and your own honour is above taint—Why
den’t you send this Donald Bean Lean, whom I hate for his smooth-
ness and duplicity, even more than for his rapine, out of your
country at once? No cause should induce me to tolerate such a
character.”

¢ Np cause, Flora ?” said the Chieftain, significantly.

“No cause, Fergus! not even that which is nearest to my heart.
Spare it the omen of such evil supporters !”

“ Q but, sister,” rejoined the chief, gaily, “ you don’t consider my
respect for Ja belle passion. Evan Dhu Maccombich is in love with
Donald’s daughter, Alice, and you cannot expect me to disturb him
in his amours. Why, the whole clan would cry shame on me.
You know it is one of their wise sayings, that'a kinsman is part of
a man’s body, but a foster-brother is a piece of his heart.”

“Well, Fergus, there is no disputing with you, but I would all
this may end well.”

“ Devoutly prayed, my dear and prophetic sister, and the best
way in the world to close a dubious argument.—But hear ye not the
pipes, Captain Waverley? Perhaps you will like better to danceto
them in the hall, than to be deafcned with their harmony without
taking part in the exercise they invite us t~.”

Waverley took Flora’s hand. The dance, song, and merry-
making proceeded, and closed the day’s entertainment at the castle
of Vich Ian Vohr. Edward at length retired, his mind agitated by
a variety of new and conflicting feelings, which detained him from
rest for some time, in that not unpleasing state of mind in which
fancy takes the helm, and the soul rather drifts passively along with
the rapid and confused tide of reflections, than exerts itself to
encounter, systcmatize, or cxamine them. At a late hour he fcll
asleep, and drcamed of Flora Mac-Ivor,

CHAPTER XXIV.
A STAG-HUNT AND ITS CONSEQUENCAS.

SHALL this be a long or a short chapter ?—This is a guestion in
which you, gentle reader, have no vote, however much you may be
interested in the consequences ; just as you may (like myself) pro-
bably have nothing to do with the imposing a new tax, excepting
the trifling circumstance of being obliged to =ay it. More happy
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gurely in the present case, since, though it lies within my arbitrary
power to extend my materials a3 I think proper, I cannot call you
into Exchequer if you do not think proper to read my narrative.
Lct me therefore consider. It is true, that the annals and docu-
ments ir my hands say but little of this Highland chase ; butthen I
can find copious materials for description elsewhere. There is old
Lindsay of Pitscottie ready at my elbow, with his Athole hunting, -
and his “lofted and joisted palace of green timber;” with all kind
of drink to be had in burgh and land, as ale, becr, wine, muscadel,
malvaise, hippocras, and aquavitae ; with wheat-bread, main-bread,
ginge-bread, beef, mutton, lamb, veal, venison, goose, grice, capon,
coney, crane, swan, partridge, plover, duck, drake, brissel-cock,
pawnies, black-cock, muir-fowl, and capercailzies ;7 not forgetting
the “ costly bedding, vaiselle, and napry,” and lcast of all the
“excelling stewards, cunning baxters, excellent cooks, and pot-
tingars, with confections and drugs for the desserts.” Besides the
particulars which may be thence gleaned for this Highland feast
(the splendour of which induccd the Pope’s legate to dissent from
an opinion which he had hitherto held, that Scotland, namely,
was the—the—the latter end of the world)—besides these, might
I not illuminate my pages with Taylor the Water Poet’s hunting in
the braes of Mar, where,

% Through heather, mosse, ‘mong frogs, and bogs, and fogs,
*Mongst craggy cliffs and thunder-batter’d hills,
Hares, hinds, bucks, roes, are chased by men and dogs,
Where two hours’ hunting fourscore fat deer kills,
Lowland, your sports are low as is your seat ;
‘The Highland games and minds are high and great.”

But without further tyranny over my readers, or display of the
extent of my own reading, I shall content myself with borrowing a
single incident from the memorable hunting at Lude, (ommemo-
rated in thé ingenious Mr. Gunn’s Essay on the Caledonian Harp,
and so proceed in my story with all the brevity that my natural
style of composition, partaking of what scholars call the peri-
phrastic and ambagitory, and the vulgar the circumbendibus, will
permit me.

The solemn hunting was delayed, from various causes, for abaut
liree weeks. The interval was spent by Waverley with great
satisfaction at Glennaquoich ; for the impression which Flora had
made on his mind at their first meeting grew daily stronger, She
was precisely the character to fascinate a youth of romantic imagi.
nation. Her manners, her language, her talents for poetry and
music, gave additional and varied influence to her eminent per-
sonal charms. Even in her hours of gaiety, she was in his fancy
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exalted above the ordinary daughters of Eve, and seemed only to

toop for an instant to those topics of amuserment and gallantry
which others appear to Live for. In the ncighbourhood of this
enchantress, while sport consumed the morning, and music and
the dance led on the hours of evening, Waverley became daily
more delighted with his hospitable landlord, and more enamoured
of his bewitching sister.

At length, the period fixed for the grand hunting arrived, and
Waverley and the Chieftain departed for the place of rendervous,
which was a day’s journey to the northward of Glennaquoich.
Fergus was attended on this occasion by about three hundred
of his clan, well armed, and accoutred in their best fashion.
Waverley complicd so far with the custom of the country as to
adopt the trews (he could not be reconciled to the kilt), brogues,
and bonnet, as the fittest dress for the exercise in which he was to
be engaged, and which least exposed him to he stared at as a
stranger when they should rcach the place of rendezvous. They
found, on the spot appointed, several powerful Chiefs, to all of
whom Waverley was formally presented, and by all cordially re-
ceived. Their vassals and clansmen, a part of whose feudal duty
it was to attend on these parties, appeared in such numbers as
amounted to a small army. These active assistants spread through
the country far and near, forming a circle, technically called the
tinchel, which, gradually closing, drove the deer in herds together
towards the glen where the Chiefs and principal sportsmen lay in
wait for them. In the meanwhile, these distinguished personages
bivouacked among the flowery heath, wrapped up in their plaids ;
a mode of passing a summer’s night which Waverley found by no
means unpleasant,

For many hours after sun-rise, the mountain ridges and passes
retained their ordinary appearance of silence and solitude, and the
Chiefs,. with their followers, amused themsclves with various pas-
times, in which the joys of the shell, as Ossian has it, were not
forgatten, ¢ Others apart sate on a hill retired ;” probably as
deeply engaged in the discussion of politics and news, as Milton’s
spirits in metaphysical disquisition. At length signals of the
approach of the game were descried and heard. Distant shouts
resounded from valley to valley, as the various parties of High-
landers, climbing rocks, struggling through copses, wading brooks,
and traversing thickets, approached more and more near to cach
other, and compclled the astonished deer, with the other wild
animals that fled before them, into a narrower circuit. Every now
and then the report of muskets was heard, repeated by a thousand
echoes. The baying of the dogs was soon added to the chorus,
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which grew ever loudet and more loud. At length the advanced
parties of the deer began to show themselves ; and as the stragglers
tame bounding down the pass Ry two or three at a time, the
Chicefs showed their skill by distinguishing the fattest deer, and
their dexterity in bringing them down with their guns. Fergus
exhibitcd re.narkable address, and Edward was also so fortunate
as to attract the notice and applause of the sportsmen.

But now the main body of the deer appeared at the head of the
glen, compelled into a very narrow compass, and presenting such a
formidable phalanx, that their antlers appeared at a distance, over
the ridge of the steep pass, like a leafless grove. Their number
was very great, and from a desperate stand which they made, with
the tallest of the red-deer stags arranged in front, in a sort of battle
array, gazing on the group which barred their passage down the
glen, the more experienced sportsmen began to augur danger. The
work of destruction, however, now commenced on all sides. Dogs
and hunters were at work, and muskets and fusees resounded froin
every quarter, The deer, driven to desperation, made at length a
fearful charge right upon the spot where the more distinguished
sportsmen had taken their stand, The word was given in Gaclic
to fling themselves upon their faces; but Waverley, on whose
English ears the signal was lost, had almost fallen a sacrifice to
his ignorance of the ancicnt language in which it was communi-
cated, Fergus, observing his danger, sprung up and pulled him
with violence to the ground, just as the whole herd broke down
upon them. The tide being absolutely irresistible, and wounds
from a stag's horn highly dangcrous,* the activity of the Chieftain
may be considered, on this occasion, as having saved his guest’s
life. He detained him with a firm grasp until the whole herd of
deer had fairly run’over them. Waverley then attempted to rise,
but found that he had suffered scveral very severe contusions, and,
upon a further examination, discovered that he had sprained his
ankle violently,

This checked the mirth of the meceting, although the High-
landers, accustomed to such incidents, and prepared for them, had
suffercd no harm themselves. A wigwam was erccted almost in an
instant, where Edward was deposited on a couch of heather. The
surgeon, or he who assumed the office, appeared to unite the
cflaracters of 2 leech and a conjuror. He was an old smoke-dricd
Highlander, wearing a venerable grey beard, and having for his
sole garment a tartan frock, the skirts of which descended to the
knee, and, being undivided in front, made the vestment serve at
once for doublet and breeches.* He observed great ceremony in
approaching Edward ; and though our hero was writhing with
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pain, would not proceed to any operation which might assuage it
until he had perambulated his couch three times, moving from east
to west, according to the course of the sun. This, which was called
making the deasi/,* both the leech and the assistants seemed to
consider as a matter of the last importance to the.accemplishment
of a cure; and Waverley, whom pain rendered incapable of ex-
postulation, and who indced saw no chance of its being attended
to, submitted in silence.

Alfter this ccremony was duly performed, the old Esculapizs let
his patient blood with a cupping-glass with great dexterity, and
proceeded, muttering all the while to himself in Gaelic, to boeil on
the fire certain herbs, with which he compounded an embrocation.
He then fomented the parts which had sustained injury, never
failing to murmur prayers or spells, which of the two Waverley
could not distinguish, as his ear only caught the words Gasper-
Melchior-Balthasar-max-praxr-fax, and similar gibberish. The
fomentation had a speedy effect in alleviating the pain and swell-
ing, which our hero imputed to the virtue of the herbs, or the cffect
of the chafing, but which was by the bystanders unanimously
ascribed to the spells with which the operation had been accom-
panied. Edward was given to understand, that not one of the
ingredients had Dbeen gathered except during the full moon, and
that the herbalist had, while collecting them, uniformly recited a
charm, which in English ran thus :(—

Hail to thee, thou holy herk,
That sprung on holy ground !
All in the Mount Olivet

First wert thou found :

Thou art boot for many a bruise,
And healest many a wound ;

In our Lady’s blesscd name,

I take thee from the ground. *

Edward observed, with some surprise, that even Fergus, not-
withstanding his knowledge and education, scemed to fall in with
the superstitious ideas of his countrymen, cither because he deemed
it impolitic to affect scepticism on a matter of general belief, or
more probably because, like most men who do not think deeply
or accurately on such subjects, he had in his mind a reserve of
superstition which balanced the frecedom of his expressions and
practice upon other occasions. Waverley made no commentary,
therefore, on the manncr of the treatment, but rewarded the pro-
fessor of medicine with a liberality beyond the utmost conception
of his wildest hopes, He uttered, on the occasion, so many inco-
herent blessings in Gaelic and English, that Mac-Ivor, rather scan
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dalised at the excess of his acknowledgments, cut them short, by
exclaiming,  Cend mile mhalloick ort!” i. e., ® A hundred thou-
sand curses on you !” and so pushed the helper of men out of the
cabin,

After Waverley was left alone, the exhaustion of pain and
fatigue,—for the whole day’s excrcise had been severe,—threw him
into a profound, but yet a feverish sleep, which he chiefly owed to
an opiate draught administered by the old Highlander from some
decoction of herbs in his pharmacopeia.

Early the next morning, the purpose of their meeting being over,
and their sports damped by the untoward accident, in which
Fergus and all his friends expressed the greatest sympathy, it
became a question how to dispose of the disabled sportsman.
This was settled by Mac-Ivor, who had a litter prepared, of ¢ birch
and hazel grey,”* which was borne by his people with such
caution and dexterity as renders it not improbable that they may
have been the ancestors of some of thosc sturdy Gacl, who have
now the happiness to transport the belles of Edinburgh, in their
sedan chairs, to ten routs in one evening. When Edward was
clevated upon their shoulders, he could not help being gratified
with the romantic effect produced by the breaking-up of this silvan
camp,*

The various tribes assembled, each at the pibroch of their native
clan, and each headed by their patriarchal ruler. Some, who had
alrcady begun to retire, were secen winding up the hills, or de-
scending the passes which led to the scene of action, the sound of
their bagpipes dying upon the ear. Others made still a moving
picture upon the narrow plain, forming various changeful groups,
their feathers and loose plaids waving in the morning breeze, and
their arms glittering in the rising sun. Most af the chiefs came to
take farewell of Waverley, and to express their anxious hope they
might again, and specdily, meet ; but the care of Fergus abridged
the cercmony of taking leave. At length, his own men being
completely assembled and mustered, Mac-Ivor commenced -his
march, but not towards the quarter from which they had come.
He gave Edward to understand, that the greater part of his
followers, now on the ficld, were bound on a distant expedition,
and that when he had deposited him in the house of a gentlerdan,
who he was sare would pay him every attention, he himself should
be under the necessity of accompanying them the greater part ot
the way, but would lose no time in rejoining his friend.

Waverley was rather surprised that Fergus had not mentioned
his ulterior destination when they sct out upon the hunting-party ;
but his situation did not admit of many intcrrogatorics. The greater



154 WAVERLEY.

part of the clansmen went forward under the guidance of old
Ballenkeiroch, and Evan Dhu Maccombich, apparently in high
spirits. A few rcmained for the purpose of escorting the Chiefe
tain, who walked by the side of Edward’s litter, and attended him
with the most affectionate assiduity. About noon, after a journev
which the nature of the conveyance, the pain of his oruises, and
the roughness of the way, rendered inexpressibly painful, Waverley
was hospitably received into the house of a gentleman related to
Fergus, who had prepared for him every accommodation which the
simple habits of living, then universal in the Highlands, put in his
power. In this person, an old man about seventy, Edward ad-
mired a relic of primitive simplicity. He wore no dress but what
his estate afforded; the cloth was the fleece of his own sheep,
woven by his own scrvants, and stained into tartan by the dyes
produced from the herbs and lichens of the hills around him. His
linen was spun by his daughters and maid-scrvants, from his own
flax, nor did his table, though plentiful, and varied with game and
fish, offer an article but what was of native produce.

Claiming himself no rights of clanship or vassalage, he was for-
tunate in the alliance gnd protection of Vich Ian Vohr, and other
bold and enterprising chieftains, wio protected him in the quiet
unambitious life he loved. It is truc, the youth born on his
grounds were often enticed to leave him for the service of his more
active friends ; but a few old servants and tenants used to shake
their grey locks when they heard their master censured for want of
spirit, and observed, “ When the wind is still, the shower falls soft.”
This good old man, whose charity and hospitality were unbounded,
would have received Waverley with kindness, had he been the
meanest Saxon peasant, since his situation required assistance.
But his attention to a friend and guest of Vich Ian Vohr was
anxious and unremitted. Other embrocations were applied to the
injured limb, and new spells were put in practice. At length, after
more solicitude than was perhaps for the advantage of his health,
Fergus took farewell of Edward for a few days, when, he said, he
would return to Tomanrait, and hoped by that time Waverley
would be able to ride one.of the Highland ponies of his landlord,
and in that manner return to Glennaquoich. '

The next day, when his good old host appeared, Edward learned
that his friend had departed with the dawn, lcaving none of his
followers except Callum Beg, the sort of foot-page who used to
attend his person, and who had it now in charge to wait upon
Woaverley. Or asking his host, if he knew where the chieftain
was gone? the old man looked fixedly at him, with something
mysterious and sad in the smile which was his only reply.
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Waverley repeated his question, to which his host answered in
a proverb,—

“What sent the messengers to hell,
Was asking what they knew full well.”*

He was about te proceed, but Callum Beg said, rather pertly, as
Edward thought, that “Ta Tighearnach (e, the Chief) did not
like ta Sassenagh Duinhé-wassel to be pingled with mickle speak-
ing; as she was nu tat weel.” From this Waverley concluded he
should diseblige his friend by inquiring of a stranger the object of
a journey which he himself had not communicated.

It is unnecessary to trace the progress of our hero’s recovery.
The sixth morning had arrived, and he was able to walk about
with a staff, when Fergus returned with about a score of his men.
He seemed in the highest spirits, congratulated Waverley on his
progress towards recovery, and finding he was able to sit on horse-
back, proposed their immediate return to Glennaquoich. Waverley
joyfully acceded, for the form of its fair mistress had lived in his
dreams during all the time of his confinement.

Now he has ridden o’er moor and moss,
O’er hill and many a glen,

Fergus, all the while, with his myrmidons, striding stoutly by his
side, or diverging.to get a shot at a roc ora heath-cock. Waverley’s
bosom beat thick when they approached the old tower of lIan nach
Chaistel, gnd could distinguish the fair form of its mistress
advancing to meet them.

Fergus began immediately, with his usual high spirits, to ex-
claim, * Open yoyr gates, incomparable princess, to the wounded
Moor Abindarez, whom Rodrigo de Narvaez, constable of Anti-
quera, conveys to your castle ; or open them, if you like it better,
to the renowned Marquis of Mantua, the sad attendant of his half-
slain friend, Baldovinos of the mountain.—Al, long rest to thy
soul, Cervantes! without quoting thy remnants, how should I
frame my language to befit romantic ears 1”

Flora now advanced, and welcoming Waverley with much kind-
ness, expressed her regret for his accident, of which she had
already heard the particulars, and her surprise that her brother
should not have taken better care to put a stranger on his guard
against the perils of the sport in which he engaged him. Edward
easily exculpated the Chieftain, who, indeed, at his own personal
risk, had probably saved his life,

This greeting over, Fergus said three or four words to his sister
in Gaelic. The tears instantly sprung to her eyes, but they seemed
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to be tears of devotion and joy, for she looked up to heaven, and
folded her hands as in a solemn expression of prayer or gratitude.
After the pause of a minute, she presented to Edward some letters
which had been forwarded from Tully-Veolan during his absence,
and, at the same time, delivered some to her brothe, To the
latter she likewise gave three or four numbers of the Caledonian
Mercury, the only newspaper which was then published to the
north of the Tweed.

Both gentlemen retired to examinc their despatches, and Edward
speedily found that those which he had received contained matters
of very deep interest.

CHAPTER XXV.
NEWS FROM ENGLAND.

THE letiers which Waverley had hitherto received from his
relations in England, were not such as required any particular
notice in this narrative. His father usually wrote to him with the
pompous affectation of one who was too muéh oppressed by public
aflairs to find leisure to attend to those of his own family. Now
and then he mentioned persons of rank in Scotland to whom he
wished his son should pay some attention ; but Waverley, hitherto
occupied by the amusements which he had found at Tully-Veolan
and Glennaquoich, dispensed with paying any attention to hints
so coldly thrown out, especially as distance, shortness - of leave of
absence, and so forth, furnished a ready apology. But latterly the
burden of Mr. Richard Waverley’s paternal epistles consisted in
certain mysterious hints of greatness and influence which he was
speedily to attain, and which would ensure his son’s obtaining the
most rapid promotion, should he remain in the military service.
Sir Everard’s letters were of a different tenor. They were short;
for the good Baronet was none of your illimitable correspondents,
whose manuscript overflows the folds of their large post paper,
and leaves no room for the secal; but they were kind and affec-
tionate, and seldom concluded without some allusion to our hero’s
stud, some question about the state of his purse, and a special
inquiry after such of his recruits as had preceded him from
Waverley-Honour. Aunt Rachel charged him to remember his
principles of religion, to take care of his hcalth, to beware of
Scotch mists, which, she had heard, would wet an Englishman
through and through ; never to go out at night without his great-
coat ; and, above all, to wear flannel next to his skin.

Mr, Pembroke only wrote to our hero one letter, but it was of
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the bulk of six epistles of these dcgenerats days, containing, in the
moderate compass of ten folio pages, closely written, a precis of a
supplementary quarto manuscript of addenda, delenda, et corri-
zenda, in reference to the two tracts with which he had presented
Waverley. - This he considered as a mere sop in the pan to stay
the appetite of Edward’s curiosity, until he should find an oppor-
funity of sending down the volume itsclf, which was much too
heavy for the post, and which he proposed to accompany with
certsin interesting pamphlets, lately published by his friend in
Little Britain, with whom he had kept up a sort of literary corre-
spondence, in virtue of which the library shelves of Waverley-
Honour were loaded with much trash, and a good round bill,
seldom summed in fewer than three figures, was yearly trans-
mitted, in which .Sir Everard Waverley, of Waverley-Honour,
Bart, was marked Dr. to Jonathan Grubbet, bookseller and
stationer, Little Britain. Such had hitherto been the style of the
letters which Edward had received from England ; but the packet
delivered to him at Glennaquoich was of a different and more
interesting complexion, It would be impossible for the reader;
even were I to insert the letters at full length, to comprehend the
real cause of their being written, without a glance into the interior
of the British Cabinet at the period in question.
The Ministers of the day happened (no very singular event) to
be divided into two parties ; the weakest of which, making up by
,assiduity of intrigue their inferiority in real conscquence, had of
late acquived some new preselytes, and with them the hope of
superseding their rivals in the favour of their sovereign, and over-
powering them in the House of Commons. Amongst others, they
had thought it vorth while to practise upon Richard Waverley.
This honest gentleman, by a grave mysterious demeanour, an
attention to the ctiquette of busincss, rather more than to its
essence, a facility in making long dull specches, consisting of
truisms and common-places, hashed up with a technical jargon of
office, which prevented the inanity of his orations from being dis-
covered, had acquired a certain name and credit in public life,
and even established, with many, the character of a profound
politician ; none of your shining orators, indeed, whose talents
«vaporate in tropes of rhetoric and flashes of wit, but one possessed
of steady parts for business, which would wear well, as the ladies
say in choosing their silks, and ought in all reason to be good for
tommon and every-day use, since they were confessedly formed of
no holiday texture.
This faith had become so general, that the insurgent party i®
the Cabinet of which we have made mention, after sounding Mr,
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Richard Waverley, were so satisfied with his sentiments and
abilitics, a3 to propose, that, in case of a certain revolution in the
ministry, he should take an ostensible place in the new order of
things, not indeed of the very first rank, but greatly higher, in
point both of emolument and influence, than that whi-a he now
enjoyed. There was no resisting so tempting a proposal, notwith-
standing that the Great Man, under whosc patronage he had
enlisted, and by whose banner he had hitherto stood firm, was the
principal object of the proposed attack by the new allies. Un-
fortunately this fair scheme of ambition was blighted in the very
bud, by a premature movement. All the official gentlemen con-
cerned in it, who hesitated to take the part of a voluntary resigna-
tion, were informed that the king had no farther occasion for their
services; and, in Richard Waverley’s case, which the Minister
considered as aggravated by ingratitude, dismissal was accom-
panied by something like personal contempt and contumely. The
public, and even the party of whom he shared the fall, sympathised
little in the disappointment of this selfish and interested states-
man; and he retired to the country under the comfortable reflec-
tion, that he had lost, at the same time, character, credit, and,—
what he at least equally deplored, emolument,

Richard Waverley's letter to his son upon this occasion was a
masterpiece of its kind. Aristides himself could not have made
out a harder case. An unjust monarch, and an ungrateful country,
were the burden of each rounded paragrapl.. .He spoke of long
scrvices, and unrequited sacrifices; though the former had been
overpaid by his salary, and nobody could guess in what the latter
consisted, unless it were in his deserting, not from conviction, but
for the lucre of gain, the Tory principles of his family. In the
conclusion, his resentment was wrought to such an excess by the
force of his own oratory, that he could not repress some threats of
vengeance, however vague and impotent, and finally acquainted
his son with his pleasure that he should testify his sense of the
ill-treatment he had sustained, by throwing up his commission, as
soon as the letter reached him. This, he said, was also his uncle’s
“esire, as he would himself intimate in due course.

Accordingly, the next letter which Edward opened was from
Sir Everard. His brother’s disgrace seemed to have removed fror.:
his well-natured bosom all recollection of their differences, and,
remote as he was from every means of learning that Richard’s
disgrace was in reality only the just, as well as natural conse-
Ruence, of his own unsuccessful intrigues, the good, but credulous
Baronet at once set it down as a new and enormous instance of
the injustice of the existing Government. It was true, he said,
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and he must not disguise it even from Edward, that his father
could not have sustained such an,insult as was now, for the first
time, offered to one of his house, unless he had subjected himself
to it. by accepting of an employment under the present system.
Sir Everarw:had no doubt that he now both saw and felt the
magnitude of this error, and it should be his (Sir Everard’s)
Lusiness, to take care that the cause of his regret should not
extend itsclf to pecuniary consequences. It was enough for a
Waverley to have sustained the public disgrace ; the patrimonial
injury could easily be obviated by the head of their family. But it
was both the opinion of Mr, Richard Waverley and his own, that
Edward, the representative of the family of Waverley-Honour,
should not remain in a situation which subjected him also to such
treatment as that with which his father had been stigmatized. He
requested his nephew therefore to take the fittest, and, at the same
time, the most speedy opportunity of transmitting his resignation
to the War-Office, and hinted, moreover, that little ceremony was
necessary where so little had been used to his father. He sent
multitudinous greetings to the Baron of Bradwardine,

A letter from Aunt Rachel spoke out even more plainly. She
considered the disgrace of brother Richard as the just reward of
his forfeiting his allegiance to a lawful, though exiled sovereign,
and taking the caths to an alien; a concession which her grand.
father, Sir Nigel Waverley, rcfused to make, either to the Round-
head Parliament or to Cromwell, when his life and fortune stood
in the utmost extremity. She hoped her dear Edward would follow
the footsteps of his ancestors, and as speedily as possible get rid
of the badge of servitude to the usurping family, and regard the
wrongs sustained oy his father as an admonition from Heaven,
that every desertion of the line of loyalty becomes its own punish-
ment. She 13lso concluded with her respects to Mr. Bradwardine,
and begged Waverley would inform her whether his' daughter,
Miss Rose, was old enough to wear a pair of very handsome ear-
rings, which she proposed to send as a token of her affection.
The good lady also desired to be informed whether Mr. Brad-
wardine took as much Scotch snuff, and danced as unwearily, as he
did when he was at Waverley-Honour about thirty ycars ago.

Yhese letters, as might have been expected, highly excited
Waverley’s indignation, From the desultory style of his studies,
he had not any fixed political opinion to place in opposition to the
movements of indignation which he felt at his father’s supposed
wrongs. Of the real cause of his disgrace, Edward was totally
ignorant; nor had his habits at all led him to investigate the
politics of the period in which he lived, or remark the intrigues in
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which his father had been so actively engaged. Indced, any im-
pressions which he had accidentally adopted concerning the parties
of the times, were (owing to the society in which he had lived a
Waverley-Honour) of a nature rather unfavourable to the existing
government and dynasty. He entered, therefore, wit*.out hesita-
tion, into the resentful feeling of the relations who had the best
title to dictate his conduct; and not perhaps the less willingly,
when he remembered the tedium of his quarters, and the inferior
figure which he had made among the officers of his regimem. If
he could have had any doubt upon the subject, it would have been
decided by the following letter from his commanding-officer, which,
as it is very short, shall be inserted verbatim ;—

* SIR,

“Having carried somewhat beyond the line of my duty, an
Indulgence which even the lights of nature, and much more those
of Christianity, direct towards crrors which may arise from youth
and inexperience, and that altogether without effect, I am reluctantly
compelled, at the present crisis, to use the only remaining remedy
which is in my power. You are, therefore, hereby commanded to
repair to ——, the head-quarters of the regiment, within three days
after the date of this letter. If you shall fail to do so, I must report
you to the War-Office as absent without leave, and also take other
steps, which will be disagrecable to you, as well as to, Sir,

¢ Your obedient Servan.,
“J. GARDINER, Lieut.-Ccl.,
“ Commanding the Regt. Dragoons.”

Edward’s blood boiled within him as he rezd this letter. le
had been accustomed from his very infancy to possess, in a great
measurc, the disposal of his own time, and thus acquired habits
which rendered the rules of military discipline as unpleasing to
him in this as they were in some other respects. An idea that in
his own case they would not be enforced in a very rigid manner,
had also obtaincd full possession of his mind, and had hitherto
been sanctioned by the indulgent conduct of his lieutenant-colonel.
Neither had anything occurred, to his knowledge, that should
have induced his commanding-officer, without any other warniag
than the hints we noticed at the end of the fourteenth chapter, so
suddenly tc assume a harsh, and, as Edward deemed it, so insolent
a tone of dictatorial authority, Connecting it with the letters he
had just received from his family, he could not but suppose that
it was designed to make him feel, i his present situation, the
same pressure of authority which had been exercised in his father’s
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case, and that the whole was a concerted scheme to depress and
degrade every member of the Waverley family.

‘Without a pause, therefore, Edward wrote a few cold lines,
thanking his licutenant-colonel for past civilities, and cxpressing
regret that I'e should have chosen to efface the remembrance of
them, by assuming a different tone towards him. The strain of
his letter, as well as what he (Edward) conceived to be his duty,
m the present crisis, called upon him to lay down his commis-
sion; end he therefore inclosed the formal resignation of a situa-
tion which subjected him te so unpleasant a correspondence, and
requested Colonel Gardiner would have the goodness to forward it
to the proper authorities.

Having finished this magnanimous epistle, he felt somewhat un-
certain concerning the terms in which his resignation ought to be
expressed, upon which subject he resolved te consult Fergus Mac-
Ivor. It may be observed in passing, that the bold and prompt
habits of thinking, acting, and speaking, which distinguished this
young Chieftain, had given himn a considerable ascendency over
the mind of Waverley. Endowed with at least equal powers of
understanding, and with much finer genius, Edward yet stooped to
the bold and decisive activity of an intellect which was sharpened
by the habit of acting on a preconceived and regular system, as
well as by extensive knowledge of the world.

‘When Edward found his friend, the latter had still in his hand
the newspaper which he had perused, and advanced to meet him
with the embarrassment of one who has unpleasing news to com-
municate. “Do your letters, Captain Waverley, confirm the un-
pleasing information which I find in this paper?”

He put the paper into his hand, where his father’s disgrace was
registered in the most bitter terms, transferred probably from some
London journal. At the end of the paragraph was this remarkable
innuendo :— v

“We understand that ¢ this same Rickard who hath done all this,’
is not the only example of the Wavering Honour of W-v-rl-y H-n-r.
See the Gazette of this day.”

With hurried and feverish apprehension our hero turned to the
place referred to, and found therein recorded, ¢ Edward Waverley,
captain in regiment dragoons, superseded for absence without
leave,” and in'the list of military promotions, referring to the same
regiment, he discovered this farther article,  Lieut. Julius Butler,
lo be captain, vice Edward Waverley, superseded.”

Our hero’s bosom glowed with the resentment which undeserved
and apparently premeditated insult was calculated to excite in the
bosom of one who had aspired after honour, and was thus wantonly

L
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held up to public scorn and disgrace. Upon comparing the-date
of his colonel's letter with that of the article in the Gazette, he
perceived that his threat of making a report upon his absence had
been literally fulfilled, and without Inquiry, as it seemed, whether
Edward had either reccived his summons, or was disrused to com-
ply with it. The whole, therefore,” appeared a formed plan to
degrade him in the eyes of the public; and the idea of its having
succeeded filled him with such bitter emotions, that, after various
attempts to conceal them, he at length threw himself into Mac-
Ivor’s arms, and gave vent to tears of shame and indignation.

It was none of this Chieftain’s faults to be indifferent to the
wrongs of his friends; and for Edward, independent of certain
plans with which he was connected, he felt a deep and sincere
interest. The proceeding appearcd as- extraordinary to him as it
had done to Edward. He indeed knew of more motives than
Waverley was privy to, for the peremptory order that he should
join his regiment. But that, without farther inquiry into the cir-
cumstances of a necessary delay, the commanding officer, in contra-
diction to ‘his known' and established character, should have
proceeded in so harsh and unusual a manner, was a mystery which
he could not penetrate. He soothed our hero, however, to the
best of his power, and began to turn his thoughts-on revenge for
his insulted honour. k

Edward eagerly grasped at the idea. “Will you carry a message
for me to Colonel Gardiner, my dear Fargus, and oblige me
for ever?”

Fergus paused. “Itis an act of friendship which you should
command, could it be useful, or lead to tlie righting your honour;
but in’ the present case, I doubt if your- commzhding-officer would
give you the meeting on account of his having taken measures
which, however harsh and exasperating, were still withih the strict
bounds of his duty. Besides, Gardiner is a precise Huguenot, and
has adopted certain ideas about the sinfulness of such rencontres,
from which'it would be impossible to make him depart, especially
as his courage is beyond all suspicion. - And besides, I—I—to say
the truth—1 dare not at this moment, for some very weighty
reasons, go near any of the military quarters or garrisons belong-
ing to this government.”

“ And am 1,” said Waverley, “to sit down quiet and contented
under the injury I have received ??

 That will I never advise my friend,” replied Mac-Ivor. - % But
I would have vengeance to fall on the head, not on the hand ; ox
the tyrannical and oppressive Government which designed :md
directed these premeditated and reiterated insults, not on the



WAVERLEY, 163

tools of office which they employed in the execution of the injuries
they aimed at you.”

“ On the Government !” said Waverley.

“Yes,” replied the impetuous Highlander, “on the usurping
House ¢f Hznover, whom your grandfather would no more have
served than he would have taken wages of red-hot gold from the
great fiend of hell!”

“ But since the time of my grandfather, two generations of this
dynasty have possessed the throne,” said Edward, coolly.

“True,” replied the Chicftain; “and because we have passively
given them so long the means of showing their native character,—
because both you and I myself have lived in quiet submission,
have even truckled to the times so far as to accept commissions
under them, and thus have given them an opportunity of dis-
gracing us publicly by resuming them, are we not on that account
to resent injuries which our fathers only apprehended, but which
we have actually sustained? Or is the cause of the unfortunate
Stuart family become less just, because their title has devolved
upon an heir who is innocent of the charges of misgovernment
brought against his father?—Do you remember the lines of your
favourite poct P—

Had Richard unconstrained resign’d the throne,
A king can give no more than is his own ;
The title stood entaild had Richard had 2 son.

You see, my dear Waverley, I can quote poetry as well as Flora
and you. But come, clear your moody brow, and’trust to me to
show you an honourable road to a speedy and’ glorious revenge.
Let us seek Flora, who perhaps has more news to tell us of what
has occurred during our absence. She will rejoice to hear that
you are relieved of your servitude, But first add a postscript to
your ietter, marking the time when you received this calvinistical
Colonel’s first summons, and express your regret that the hastiness
of his proceedings prevented your anticipating them by sending
your resignation. Then let him blush for his injustice.”

The letter was sealed accordingly, covering a formal resignation
of the commission, and Mac-Ivor dispatched it with some letters
of his own by a special messenger, with charge to put them into
the nearest post-office in the Lowlands,





