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CHAPTER XXVL

AN ECLAIRCISSEMENT.

THE hint which the Chicftain had thrown out respecting Flora
was not unpremeditated. He had observed with great satisfaction
the growing attachment of Waverley to his sister, nor did he see
any bar'to their union, excepting the situation which Waerley’s
cather held in the ministry, and Edward’s own commission in the
army of George II. These obstacles were now removed, and in a
manner which apparently paved the way for the son’s becoming
reconciled to another allegiance. In every other respect the match
would be most eligible. The safety, happiness, and honourable
provision of his sister, whom he dearly loved, appeared to be
ensured by the proposed union; and his heart swelled when he
considered how his own interest would be exalted in the eyes of the
ex-monarch to whom he had dedicated his service, by an alliance
with one of thosc ancient, powerful, and wealthy English familics
of the steady cavalier faith, to awaken whose decayed attachment
to the Stuart family was now a matter of such vital importance to
the Stuart cause. Nor could Fergus perceive any obstacle to such
a scheme. Waverley’s attachment was evident ; and as his person
was handsome, and his taste apparently coincided with her own,
he anticipated no opposition on the part of Flora., Indced, between
his ideas of patriarchal power, and those which he h~d acquired in
France respecting the disposal of females in marriage, any oppo-
sition from his sister, dear as she was to him, would have been the
iast obstacle on which he would have calcu'ated, even had the
union been less cligible.

Influenced by these feelings, the Chicf now led Waverley in
quest of Miss Mac-Ivor, not without the hope that the present
agitation of his guest’s spirits might give him courage to cut short
what Fergus termed the romance of the courtship, They found
Flora, with her faithﬁ?l attendants, Una and Cathleen, busied in
preparing what appeared to Waverley to be white bridal favours.
Disguising as well as he could the agitation of his mind, Waverley
asked for what joyful occasion Miss Mac-Ivor made such ample
preparation.

It is for Fergus’s bridal,” she said, smiling,

“Indeed !” said Edward ; “he has kept his secret well. I hope
ae will allow me to be his bridesman.”

“That is a man’s office, but not yours, as Beatrice says,” retorted
Flora,
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~And who is the fair lady, may I be permitted to ask, Miss
Mac-Ivor ?”

“ Did not I tell you long since, that Fergus wooed no bride bw
Honour ?” enswered Flora,

“ And am [ then incapable of being his assistant and counsellor
in the pursuit of honour?” said our hero, colouring decply, “Do
I rank so low in your opinion ? ¥

“Far from it, Captain Waverley. I would to God you were of
our determination! 2nd made use of the expression which dis-
pleased you, solely

Because you are not of our quality
But stand against us as an enemy.”

“That time is past, sister,” said Fergus; *and you may wish
LEdward Waverley (no longer captain) joy of being freed from
the slavery to an usurper implied in that sable and ill-omenca
emblem.”

“Yes,” said Waverley, undoing the cockade from his hat, *it
has pleased the king who bestowed this badge upon me, to resume
it in a manner which leaves me little reason to regret his service.”

“Thank God for that!” cried the enthusiast ;—* and O that
they may be blind enough to treat every man of honour who serves
them with the same indignity, that I may have less to sigh for
when the struggle approaches ! ?

“ And now, sister,” scid the Chicftain,  replace his cockade with
one of a mcre lively colour. I think it was the fashion of the
ladies of yore to arm and send forth their knights to high
achievement.”

“Not,” replied the lady, “till the knight adventurer had well
weighed the justice and the danger of the cause, Fergus. Mr.
Waverley is just now too much agitated by feclings of recent
emotion, for me to press upon him a resolution of conscquence.”

Waverley felt half alarmed at the thought of adopting the badge
of what was by the majority of the kingdom estcemed rebellion,
yet he could not disguise his chagrin at the coldness with which
Flora parried her brother’s hint. “Miss Mac-Ivor, I perceive,
thinks the knight unworthy of her encouragement and favour,”
sagd he, somewhat bitterly.

“Not so, Mr. Waverley,” she replied, with great swcetness.
“Why should I refuse my brother’s valued friend 2 boon which 1
am distributing to his whole clan? Most willingly would 1 enlist
every man of honour in the cause to which my brother has devoted
himself. But Fergus has taken his incasures with his eyes open.
His life has been devoted to this cause from fis cradle ; with him
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its call is sacred, were it even a summons to the tomb. But how
can 1 wish you, Mr. Waverley, so new to the world, so far from
every friend who might advise and ought to influence you,~in a
raoment too of sudden pique and indignation,—how can I wish
you to plunge yourself at ance into so despcrate an ent.rprise ?”

Fergus, who did not understand these delicacies, strode through
the apartment biting his lip, and then, with a constrained smile,
said, “ Well, sister, I leave you to act your new character of media-
tor between the Elector of Hanover and the subjects of your lawful
sovereign and benefactor,” and left the room.

There was a painful pause, which was at. length broken by Miss
Mac-Ivor, “ My brother is unjust,” she said, “because he can
bear no interruption that scems to thwart his loyal zcal.”

““ And do you not share his ardour ?” asked Waverley.

“Do I not?” answered Flora—* God knows mine exceeds his, if
that be possible. But I am not, like him, rapt by the bustle of military
preparation, and the infinite detail necessary to the present under-
taking, beyond consideration of the grand principles of justice and
truth, on which our enterprise is grounded ; and these, I am certain,
can only be furthered by measurcs in themselves true and just. To
operate upon your present feelings, my dear Mr. Waverley, to
induce you to an irretrievable step, of which you have not con-
sidered either the justice orthe danger, is, in my poor judgment,
neither the one nor the other.”

“Incomparable Flora!” said Edward, tnking her hand, * how
much do I need such a menitor

“A better one by far,” said Flora, gently withdrawing her hand,
“Mr. Waverley will always find in his own bosom, when he will
give its small still voice leisure to be heard,”

% No, Miss Mac-Ivor, I dare not hope it; a thousand circum-
stances of fatal self-indulgence have made me the creature rather
of imagination than reason. Durst I but hope—could I but think
—that you would deign to be to me that affectionate, that conde-
scending friend, who would strengthen me to redcem my errors,
my future life ’——

“ Hush, my dear sir!'now you carry your joy at escaping the
hands of a Jacobite recruiting officer to an unparalicled excess of
gratitude,”

“ Nay, dear Flora, trifle with me no longer; you cannot mistake
the meaning of those feclings which I have almost involuntarily
expressed ; and since I have broken the barrier of silence, let me
profit by my audacity—Or may I, with your permiscion, mention
to your brother ™

“ Not for the world, Mr. Waverley !”
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“What am I to understand ?” said Edward. * Is therc any fatal
bar—has any prepossession ¥——

“None, sir,” answered Flora. “I owe it to mysclf to say, that
I never- yet saw the person on whom I thought with reference to
the present wubject.”

“The shortiess of our acquaintance, perhaps—If Miss Mac-Ivor
will deign to give me time ”

“I have not even that excuse. Captain Waverley’s character is
50 open—is, in short, of that nature, that it cannot be misconstrued,
either in its strength or its weakness.”

“ And for that weakness you despise me?” said Edward.

¢ Forgive me, Mr. Waverley—and remember it is but within this
half hour that there existed between us a barrier of a nature to me
tnsurmountable, since I never could think of an officer in the ser-
vice of the Elector of Hanover in any other light than as a casual
acquaintance. Permit me then to arrange my ideas upon so unex-
pected a topic, and in less than an hour I will be ready to give you
such reasons for the resolution I shall express, as may be satis-
factory at least, if not pleasing to you.” - So saying, Flora withdrew,
leaving Waverley to meditate -upon the manner in which she had
received his addresses.

Ere he could make up his mind whether.to belicve his suit had
been acceptable or no, Fergus rc-entered the apartment. “ What,
d la mort, Waverley?” he cried. * Come down with me to the
court, and you shall see a sight worth all the tirades of your
romances. An hundred firelocks, my friend, and as many broad-
swords, just arrived from good friends ; and two or three hundred
stout fcllows almost fighting which shall first possess them,—But
let me look at you closer—Why, a true Highlander would say you
had been blighted by an cvil eye.—Or can it be this silly girl that
nas thus blanked your spirit>—Never mind her, dear Edward ;
the wisest of her sex are fools in what regards the business of life.”

“Indeed, my good friend,” answered Waverley, “all that I
can charge against your sister is, that she is too sensible, too
reasonable.”

“If that be all, I cnsure you for a louis-d’or against the mood
lasting four-and-twenty hours. No woman was ever steadily scn-
sible for that period ; and T will engage, if that will please you,
Flora shall be as unrcasonable to-morrow as any of her sex. You
must learn, my dear Edward, to consider women ex mrousquetaire®
So saying, he scized Waverley’s arin, and dragged him off to review
his military prcparations.
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CHAPTER XXVIL
UPON THE SAME SUBJECT.

FrrGUS MAC-1vok had too much tact and delicagy to renew the
subject which he had interrupted. His head was, or appeared to
be, so full of guns, broadswords, bonnets, canteens, and tartan hose,
that Waverley could not for some time draw his attention to any
other topic.

“ Are you to take the field so soon, Fergus,” he asked, ¢ that you
are making all these martial preparations ?”

“When we have settled that you go with me, you shall know all;
but otherwise, the knowledge might rather be prejudicial to you.”

“ But are you serious in your purpose, with such inferior forces,
to rise against an established government? It is mere frenzy.”

Y Laissez faire @ Don Antoine—1 shall take good care of myself,
We shall at least use the compliment of Conan, who never got a
stroke but he gave one. I would not, however,” continued the
Chieftain, “have you think me mad enough to stir till a favourable
opportunity : I will not slip my dog before the game’s afoot. But,
once more, will you join with us, and you shall know all ?”

“How can 1?” said Waverley; “1 who have so lately held that
commission which is now posting back to those that gave it? My
accepting it implied a promise of fidelity, and an acknowledgment
of the legality of the government.”

‘A rash promise,” answered Fergus, “is not 2 steel handcuff; it
may be shaken off, especially when it was given under deception,
and has been repaid by insult. But if you cannot immediately make
up your mind to a glorious revenge, go to England, and cre you
cross the Tweed, you will hear tidings that will make the world
ring ; and if Sir Everard be the gallant old cavalier I have heard
him described by some of our fonest gentlemen of the year one
thousand seven hundred and fifteen, he will find youa better horse-
troop and a better cause than you have lost.”

“But your sister, Fergus ?”

‘“QOut, hyperbolical fiend !” replied the Chicf, laughing ; “how
vexest thou this man !—Speak’st thou of nothing but of ladies??

“Nay, be serious, my dear friend,” said Waverley ; %I feel that
the happiness of my future life must depend upon the answer which
Miss Mac-Ivor shall make to what I ventured to tcll her thi
morning.”

“And is this your very sober earnest,” said Fergus, more gravely,
“or are we in the land of romance and fiction 7
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“ My carnest, undoubtedly. How could you suppose mc jesting
on such a subject?”

“Then, in very sober earnest,” answered his friend, “I am very
glad to hear it ; and so highly do I think of Flora, that you are the
only man in England for whom I would say so much.—But before
you shake m ’ hand so warmly, there is more to be considered.—
Your own family—will they approve your connecting yourself with
the sister of a high-born Highland beggar ?”

“My uncle’s situation,” said Waverley, “his general opinions,
and his uniform indulgence, entitle me to say, that birth and per-
sonal qualities arz all he would look to in such a connexion. And
where can I find both united in such excellence as in your sister?”

“ 0 nowhere t—cela va sans dire,” replied Fergus with a smile.
“ But your father will expect a father'’s prerogative in being con-
sulted.”

“Surely ; but his late breach with the ruling powers removes all
apprehension of objection on his part, especially as I am convinced
that my uncle will be warm in my cause.”

‘“ Religion, perhaps,” said Fergus, “ may make obstacles, though
we are not bigoted Catholics.”

“ My grandmother was of the Church of Rome, and her religion
was never objected to by my family.—-Do not think of sy friends,
dear Fergus ; let me rather have your influence where it may be
more necessary to remove obstacles—I mean with your lovely
sister,”

My lovely sister,” replied Fergus, “like her loving brother, is
very apt to have a pretty decisive will of her own, by which, in
this case, you must be ruled ; but you shall not want my interest,
nor my counsel. And, in the first place, I will give you one hint—
Loyalty is her ruling passion ; and since she could spell an English
book, she has becen in love with the memory of the gallant Captain
Wogan, who renounced the service of the usurper Cromwell to join
the standard of Charles 1I., marched a handful of cavalry from
London to the Highlands to join Middleton, then in arms for the
king, and at length died gloriously in the royal cause. Ask her to
show you some verses she made on his history and fate; they
have been much admired, I assure you. The next point is 1
think I saw Flora go up towards the waterfall 2 short time since—
follow, man, 1ollow ! don’t allow the garrison time to strengthen its
purposes of resistance—A/lerte @ la muraille ! Seek Flora out, and
learn her decision as soon as you can—and Cupid go with you,
while I go to look over belts and cartouch-boxes.”

Waverley ascended the glen'with an anxious and throbbing heart.
Love, with all its romantic train of hopes, fears, and wishes, was
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mingled with other feclings of a naturc less easily defined. He
could not but zemember how much this morning had changed his
fate, and into what a complication of perplexity it was likely to
plunge him. Sun-rise had seen him possessed of an estcemed
rank in the honourable profession of arms, his father to 1l appear-
ance rapidly rising in the favour of his sovereign ;~ -all this had
passed away like a dream—he himself was dishonoured, his father
disgraced, and he had become involuntarily the confidant at least,
if not the accomplice, of plans darls, deep, and dangerous, which
must infer either the subversion of the Government he had so lately
served, or the destruction of all who had participated in them.
Should Flora even listen to his suit favourably, what prospect was
there of its being brought to a happy termination, amid the tumult
of an impending insurrection? Or how could hec make the selfish
request that she should leave Fergus, to whom she was so much
attached, and, retiring with him to England, wait, as a distant
spectator, the success of her brother'’s undertaking, or the ruin of
all his hopes and fortunes?—Or, on the other hand, to engage
himself, with no other.aid than his single arm, in the dangecrous
and precipitate counscls of the Chicftain—to be whirled along by
him, the partaker of all his desperate and impetuous motions, re-
nouncing almost the power of judging, or deciding upon the recti-
tude or prudence of his actions,—this was no pleasing prospect for
the secret pride of Waverley to stoop to. And yet what other
conclusion remained, saving the rejection of his addresses by
Flora, an alternative not to be thought of in the present high-
wrought state of his feelings, with any thing short of mental agony.
Pondering the doubtful and dangerous prospect before him, he at
sength arrived near the cascadc, where, as Fergug had augured, ke
found Flora seated.

She was quite alone, and as soon as she observed his approach,
she rose, and came to meet him. Edward attempted to say some-
thing within the verge of ordinary compliment and conversation,
but found himself unequal to the task. Flora scemed at first
cqually embarrassed, but recovered herself more speedily, and (an
unfavourable augury for Waverley’s suit) was the first to enter upon
the subject of their last interview, “1It is too important, in every
point of view, Mr. Waverley, to permit me to Icave you in doubt
on my sentiments.”

“ Do not speak them speedily,” said Waverley, much agitated,
* unless they are such as, I fear from your manner, 1 must not dare
to anticipate. Let time—let my future conduct—let your brother’s
influence ™

“ Forgive me, Mr, Waverley,” said Flora, her complexion a little
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heightened. but her voice firm and composed. ¢ I should incur my
own heavy censure, did I delay expressing my sincere conviction
that I can never regard you otherwise than as a valued friend. 1
should do you the highest injustice did I conceal my sentiments for
a moment- —I see I distress you, and I grieve for it, but better now
than later ; aad O, better a thousand times, Mr, Waverley, that you
should feel a present momentary disappointment, than the long and
heart-sickening griefs which attend a rash and ill-assorted mar-
riage !”

“Good God !” exclaimed Waverley, “ why should you anticipate
such consequences from a union where birth is cqual, where fortune
is favourable, where, if I may venture to say so, the tastes are
similar, where you allege no preference for another, where you even
express a favourable opinion of him whom you reject ?”

“ Mr. Waverley, I tave that favourable opinion,” answered Flora;
“and so strongly, that though I would rather have been silent on
the grounds of my resolution, you shall command them, if you
exact such a mark of my esteem and confidence.”

She sat down upon a fragment of rock, and Waverley, placing
himself near her, anxiously pressed for the explanation she
offered.

“I dare hardly,” she said, “tell you the situation of my feelings,
they are so different from those usually ascribed to young women
at my period of life ; and I dare hardly touch upon what I conjec-
ture to be the nature of yours, lest I should give offence where 1
would willingly administer consolation. For myself, from my
infancy till this day, I have had but one wish—the restoration
of my royal benefactors to their rightful throne, It is impossible to
express to you the devotion of my feelings to this single subject;
and I will frankly confess, that it has so occupied my mind as to
exclude every thought respecting what is called my own settlement
in life. Let me but live to sce the day of that happy restoration,
and a Highland cottage, a French convent, or an English palace,
will be alike indifferent to me.”

“ But, dearest Flora, how is your enthusiastic zcal for the exiled
family inconsistent with my happiness ? ?

“Because you scck, or ought to seek, in the object ot your
attachment, a heart whose principal delight should be in augment-
ing your domestic felicity, and rcturning your affection, even
to the height of romance, To a man of less keen sensibility,
and less enthusiastic tenderness of disposition, Flora Mac-Ivor
might give content, if not happiness; for were the irrevocable
words spoken, never would she be deficient in the duties which
she vowed,”
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“ And why—why, Miss Mac-Ivor, should you think yourself a
more valuable treasure to one who is less capable of loving, of
admiring you, than to me?”

“ Simply because the tone of our affections would be more in
unison, and because his more blunted sensibility would not requira
the return of enthusiasm which I have not to bestcw. But you,
Mr. Waverley, would for ever refer to the idea of domestic happiness
which your imagination is capable of painting, and whatever fell
short of that ideal representation would be construed into coclness
and indiffecrence, while you might consider the cnthusiasm with
which I regarded the success of the royal family, as defrauding
your affection of its due return.”

“1In other words, Miss Mac-Ivor, you cannot love me ?” said her
suitor dejectedly.

“I could csteem you, Mr. Waverley, as much, perhaps more,
than any man I have ever seen; but I cannot love you as you
ought to be loved. O! do not, for your own sake, desire . so
hazardous an experiment! The woman whom you marry, ought to
have affections and opinions moulded upon yours. Her studies
ought to be your studies ;—her wishes, her feelings, her hopes, her
fears, should all mingle with yours. She should enhance your
pleasures, share your sorrows, and cheer your melancholy.”

“ And why will not you, Miss Mac-Ivor, who can so well describe
a happy union,—why will not you be yourself the person you de-
scribe ? ¥

“Is it possible you do not yet comprehend me ?” answered Flora.
“Have I not told you, that every keener sensation of my mind is
bent exclusively towards an event, upon which, indeed, I have no
power but those of my carnest praycrs?”?

“ And might not the granting the suit I solicit,” said Waverley,
Yoo earnest on his purpose to consider what he was about to say,
* even advance the interest to which you have devoted yourself?
My family is wealthy and powerful, inclined in principles to the
Stuart race, anrl should a favourable opportunity *-——

“ A favourable opportunity ! ” said Flora, somewhat scornfully,—
“inclined in principles !—Can such lukewarm adhcrence be
honourable to yoursclves, or gratifying to your lawful sovercign ?—
Think, from my present feelings, what 1 should suffer, when 1 held
the place of member in a family, where the rights which 1 hold
most sacred are subjected to cold discussion, and only deemed
worthy of support when they shall appear on the point of triumph-
ing without it 1”

“Your doubts,” quickly replied Waverley, “ are unjust as far as
concerns mysclf. The cause that I shall assert; I dare support
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through every danger, as undauntedly as the boldest who draws
sword in its behalf.”

“ Of that,” answered Flora, “ I cannot doubt for a moment. But
consult your own good sense and reason, rather than a preposses-
sion has.ily adopted, probably only becausc you have met a young
woman pos. essed of the ustial accomplishments, in a sequestcred and
romantic situation. Let your part in this great and perilous drama
rest upon conviction, and not on a hurried, and probably a tempo-
rarv feeling.”

Waverley attempted to reply, but his words failed him. Every
sentiment that Flora had uttered vindicated the strength of his
attachment ; for even her loyalty, although wildly enthusiastic, was
generous and noble, and disdained to avail itself of any indirect
means of supporting.the cause to which she was devoted.

After walking a little way in silence down the path, Flora thus
resumed the conversation.—*“ One word more, Mr. Wavetley, ere
we bid farewell to this topic for ever ; and forgive my boldness if
that word have the air of advice,. My brother Fergus is anxious
that you should join him in his present enterprise, But do not
consent to this: you could not, by your single excrtions, further
his success, and you would inevitably share his fall, if it be God’s
pleasure that fall he must. Your character would also suffer irre-
trievably. Let me beg you will return to your own country; and,
having publicly freed yourself from every tie to the usurping govern-
ment, I trust you will see cause, and find opportunity, to serve your
injured sovereign with effect, and stand forth, as your loyal ances-
tors, at the head of your natural followers and adherents, a worthy
yepresentative of the house of Waverley.”

“ And should I be so happy as thus to distinguish myself, might
I not hope "——

“Forgive my interruption,” said Flora. ¢ The present time only
is ours, and I can but explain to you with candour the feelings
which I now entertain ; how they might be altered by a train of
events too favourable perhaps to be hoped for, it were in vain even
to conjecture: Only be assured, Mr. Waverley, that, after my
brother’s honour and happiness, there is none which I shall more
sincerely pray for than for yours.”

With these words she parted from him, for they were now arrived
vhere two paths separated, Waverley reached the castle amidst a
nedley of conflicting passions. He avoided any private interview
with TFergus, as he did not find himself able either to encounter his
raillery, or reply to his solicitations. The wild revelry of the feast,
for Mac-Ivor kept open table for his clan, served in'some degree
o stun reflection. When their festivity was ended, bs began to
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consider how he sl.ould again meet Miss Mac-Ivor after the pain-
ful and interesting explanation of the morning. But Flora did not
appear. Fergus, whose eyes flashed when he was told by Cathleen
that her mistress designed to keep her apartment tha* evening,
went himself in quest of her; but apparently his remonst.ances
were in vain, for he returned with a heightened cowplexion, and
manifest symptoms of displeasure. The rest of the evening passed
on without any allusion, on the part cither of Fergus or Waverley,
to the subject which engrossed the reflections of the latter, and per-
haps of both,

When retired to his own apartment, Edward endeavoured to
sum up the business of the day. That the repulse he had received
from Flora would be persisted in for the present, there was no
doubt. But could he hope for ultimate suécess in case circum-
stances permitted the renewal of his suit? Would the enthusiastic
loyalty, which at this animating moment left no room for a softer
passion, survive, at least in its engrossing force, the success or the
failure of the present political machinations? And if so, could he
hope that the interest which she had acknowledged him to possess
in her favour, might be improved into a warmer attachment? He
taxed his memory to recall every word she had used, with the
appropriate looks and gestures which had enforced them, and
ended by finding himself in the same state of uncertainty. It was
very late before sleep brought relief to the tumult of his mind, after
the meost painful and agitating day which he l.ad ever passed.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
A LETTER FROM TULLY-VEOLAN,

IN the morning, when Wavetley’s troubled reflections had for
some time given way to reposc, there came music to his dreams,
but not the voice of Selma. He imagined himself transported back
to Tully-Veolan, and that htc heard Davie Gellatley singing in the
court those matins which used generally to be the first sounds that
disturbed his repose while a guest of the Baron of Bradwardine.
The notes which suggested this vision continued, and waxed louder,
until Edward awoke in earnest. The illusion, however, did not
seem entirely dispclled. The apartment was in the fortress of Ian
nan Chaistel, but it was still the voice of Davie Gellatley that made
the following lines resound under the window :—

My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here,
My heart’s in the Highlands a-chasing the deer*
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A-chasing the wild deer, and following the roe,
My heart’s in the Highlands wherever 1 go.*

Curious to know what could have detcrmined Mr. Gellatley on an
excursion “f such unwonted extent, Edward began to dress him-
self in all heste, during which operation the minstrelsy of Davie
changed its tune more than once :—

There’s nought in the Highlands but syboes and leeks,

And lang-leggit callants gaun wanting the breeks ;

Wanting the breeks, and without hose and shoon,

But we'll @’ win the breeks when King Jamie comes hame,”*

By the time Waverley was dressed and had issued forth, David
had associated himself with two or three of the numerous High-
land loungers who always graced the gates of the castle with their
presence, and was capering and dancing full merrily in the doubles
and full eareer of a Scotch foursome reel, to the music of his own
whistling. In this double capacity of dancer and musician, he
continued, until an idle piper who observed his zeal, obeyed the
unanimous call of Seid suas (2. e, blow up), and relieved him from
the latter part- of his trouble, Young and old then mingled in the
dance as they could find partners. The appearance of Waverley
did not interrupt Davie’s exercise, though he contrived, by grinning,
nodding, and throwing one or two inclinations of the body into the
graces with which he performed the Highland fling, to convey to
our hero symptoms of recognition. Then, while busily cmployed
in sctting, whooping all the while, and snapping his fingers over
his héad, he of a sudden prolonged his side-step until it brought
him to the place where Edward was standing, and, still keeping
time to the music !ike Harlequin in a pantomime, he thrust a letter
into our hero’s hand, and continued his saltation without pause or
intermission. Edward, who perceived that the address was in
Rose’s handwriting, retired to peruse it, lcaving the faithful bearcr
to continue his exercise until the piper or he should be tired out..

The contents of the letter greatly surprised him. It had origi-
nally commenced with Dear Sir,; but these words had been care-
fully crased, and the monosyllable, Si7, substituted in their place,
The rest of the contents shall be given in Rose’s own language : —

41 fear I am using an improper freedom by intruding upon you,
yet I cannot trust to any one else to let you know some things
which have happened here, with which it scems necessary you
should be acquainted, TForgive me, if I am wrong in what I am
doing ; for, alas! Mr. Waverley, I have no better advice than
that of my own feelings ;—my dear father is gone from this place,
and when he canreturn to my assistance and protection, God alone
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knows. You have probably hcard, that in conscquence of soma
troublesome news from the Highlands, warrants were sent out for
apprchending several gentlemen in these parts, and, among others,
my dear father. In spite of all my tears and entreaties that he would
surrender himself to the Government, he. joined with MMr. Falconer
and some other gentlemen, and they have all ge ie northwards,
with a body of about forty horsemen. So I am not so anxious
concerning his immediate safety, as about what may follow after-
wards, for these troubles are only beginning. But all this is
nothing to you, Mr. Waverley, only I thought you would be glad
to learn that my father has escaped, in case you happen to have
heard that he was in danger.

““The day after my father went off, there came a party of soldiers
to Tully-Veolan, and behaved very rudely to Bailie Macwheeble ;
but the officer was very civil to me, only said his duty obliged him
to search for arms and papers. My father had provided against
this by taking away all the arms except the old uscless things which
hung in the hall, and he had put all his papers out of the way.
But Ot Mr. Waverley, how shall I tell you that they made strict
inquiry after you, and asked when you had been at Tully-Veolan,
and where you now were. The officer is gone back with his party,
but a non-commissioned officer and four men remain as a sort of
garrison in the house. They have hitherto behaved very well, as
we are forced to keep them in good-humour. But these soldiers
have hinted as if on your falling into their hands you would be in
great danger; I cannot prevail on myself to write what wicked
falsehoods they said, for I am sure they are falsehoods: but you
will best judge what you ought to do. The party that returned
carried off your servant prisoner, with your twg horses, and every
thing that you left at Tully-Veolan. 1 hope God will protect you,
and that you will get safc home to England, where you used to tell
me there was no miilitary violence nor fighting among clans per-
witted, but every thing was done according to an equal law that
protected all who were harmless and innocent. I hope you will
exert your indulgence as to my boldness in writing to you, where
it seems to me, though perhaps erroncously, that your safety and
honour are concerned. I am sure—at least I think, my father
would approve of my writing ; for Mr. Rubric is fled to his cousin’s
ac the Duchran, to be out of danger from the scldiers and the
Whigs, and Bailie Macwheeble does not like to meddle (he says)
in other men’s concerns, though I hope what may serve my
father’s friend at such a time as this, cannot be termed improper
interference. Farewell, Captain Waverley ! I shall probably never
see you more ; for it would be very improper to wish you to call at
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Tally-Veolan just now, even if these men were gone; but 1 will
always remember with gratitude yonr kindness in assisting so poor
A scholar as myself, and your attentions to my dear, dear father.
“ I remain your obliged servant,
“ ROSE COMYNE BRADWARDINE.

“P.S.—I hope you will send me a line by David Gellatley, just
to say you have received this, and that you will take care of
yourself; and forgive me if I entreat you, for your own sake, to
join none of these unhappy cabals, but escape, as fast as possible,
to your own fortunate country. —My compliments to my dear
Flora, and to Glennaquoich. Is she not as handsome and accom-
plished as I described her ?” '

Thus concluded the letter of Rose Bradwardine, the contents of
which both surprised and affected Waverley. That the Baron
should fall under the suspicions of Government, in consequence of
the present stir among the partisans of the house of Stuart, seemed
only the natural consequence of his political predilections; but how
/e himself should have been involved in such suspicions, conscious
that until yesterday he had been free from harbouring a thought
against the prosperity of the reigning family, seemed inexplicable,
Both at Tully-Veolan and Glennaquoich, his hosts had respected
his engagements with the existing Government, and though enough
passed by accidental innuendo that might induce him to reckon
the Baron and the Chi.f among those disaffected gentlemen who
were still nunicrous in Scotland, yet until his own connexion with
the army had been broken off by the resumption of his commission,
he had no reason to suppose that they nourished any immediate or
hostile attempts against the present establishment. Still he was
awarc that unless he mcant at once'to embrace the proposal of
Fergus Mac-Ivor, it would deeply concern-him to leave the sus.
picious neighbourhood without delay, and repair where his conduct
might undergo a satisfactory examination. Upon this he the rather
determined, as Flora's advice favoured his doing so, and because
he felt inexpressible repugnance at the idea of being accessary to
the plague of civil war. Whatever were the original rights of the
Stuarts, calm reflection told him, that, omitting the question how
far James the Second could forfeit those of his posterity, he had,
according to the united voice of the whole nation, justly forfeited
his own. Since that period, four monarchs had reigned in peace
and glory over Britain, sustaining and exalting the character of the
nation abroad, and its liberties at home. Reason asked, was it
worth while to disturb a government so long settled and estabe
lished, and to plunge a kingdom into all the miseries of civil war,

13
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for the purpose of replacing upon the throne the descendants of a
manarch by whom it had been wilfully forfeited ?  1f, on the other
hand, his own final convictiori of the goodness of their wause, or
the commands of his father or uncle, should recommend to him
allegiance to the Stuarts, still it was necessary to ciear his own
character by showing that he had not, as seeme s to be falscly
insinuated, taken any step to this purpose, during his holding the
commission of the reigning monarch.

"The affectionate simplicity of Rose, and her anxiety for his
safety,—his ‘scnse too of her unprotected state, and of the terror
and actual dangers to which she might be gxposed, made an
impression upon his mind, and he instantly wrote to thank her in
the kindest terms for her solicitude on his account, to express his
earnest good wishes for her welfare and that of her father; and to
assure her of his own safety. The feelings which this task excited
were specdily lost in the necessity which he now saw of bidding
farcwell to Flora Mac-Ivor, perhaps for ever. The pang attending
this reflection was inexpressible ; for her high-minded elevation of
character, her self-devotion to the cause which she had embraced,
united to her scrupulous rectitude as to the means of serving it,
had vindicated to his judgment the choice adopted by his passions.
But time pressed, calumny was busy with his fame, and every
hour’s delay increased the power to injure it. His departure must
be instant,

With this determination he sought out Fergus, and communi-
cated to him the contents of Rose'’s letter, with his own resolution
instantly to go to Edinburgh, and put into the hands of some one
or other of those persons of influence to whom he had letters from
his father, his exculpation from any charge which might be pre-
ferred against him.

“You run your head into the lion’s mouth,” answered Mac-Ivor.
“You do not know the severity of a Government harassed by just
apprehensions, and a consciousness of their own illegality and inse-
curity. I shall have to deliver you from some dungeon in Stirling
or Edinburgh Castle.”

“ My innocence, my rank, my father's intimacy with Lord M—,
General G—, &c., will be a sufficient protection,” said Waverley.

“You will find 'the contrary,” replied the Chieftain ;— these
gentlemen will have enough to do about their own matters. Once
more, will you take the plaid, and stay a little while with us among
the mists and the crows, in the bravest cause ever sword was
drawn in?” *

“ For many reasons, my dear Fergus, you must hold me excused.”

“ Well, then,” said Mac-Ivor, “ I shall certainly find you exerting
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your poetical talents in elegies upon a prison, ur your antiqua-
rian researches in detecting the Oggam * character, or some Punic
hieroglyphic upon the key-stones of, a vault, curiously arched. Or
what say you to ux petit pendement bien joli # against which awk-
ward ceremony I don’t warrant you, should you meet a body of the
armed west-ccintry Whigs.”

““ And why should they use me so?” said Waverley.

“For a hundred good reasons,” answered Fergus:  First, you
are an Englishman ; secondly, 2 gentleman; thirdly, a prelatist
abjured; and, fourthly, they have not had an opportunity to exercise
their talents on such a subject this long while. But don’t be cast
down, beloved ; all will be done in the fear of the Lord.”

“Well, I must run my hazard.”

“You are determined, then?”

[11 I am‘)l

“Wilful will do’t,” said Fergus ;—“but you cannot go on foot,
and I shall want no horse, as I must march on foot at the head of
the children of Ivor; you shall have brown Dermid.”

“If you will sell him, I shall certainly be much obliged.”

“If your proud English heart cannot be obliged by a gift or loan,
I will not refuse money at the entrance of a campaign : his price is
twuaty guineas. [Remember, reader, it was Sixty Years since.]
And when do you propose to depart?”

“The sooner the better,” answered Waverley.

“You are right, since go you must, or rather, since go you will ;
I will take Flora’s pony, and ride with you as far as Bally-Brough.
—~Callum Bey, see that our horses are ready, with a pony for your-
self, to attend and carry Mr. Waverley’s baggage as far as
(naming a small town), where he can have a horse and guide to
Edinburgh. Put on a Lowland dress, Callum, and see you keep
your tongue close, if you would not have me cut it out: Mr. Waver-
ley rides Dermid.” Then turning to Edward, “ You will take leave
of my sister?”

“Surely—that is, if Miss Mac-Ivor will honour me so fatr.”

¢ Cathleen, let my sister know that Mr. Waverley wishes to bid
her farewell before he leaves us.—But, Rose Bradwardine,—her
situation must be thought of—I wish she were here—And why
should she not?—There are but four red-coats at Tully-Veolan,
ana their muskets would be very useful to us.”

To these broken remarks Edward made no answer; his ear
indeed received them, but his soul was intent upon the expected
entrance of Flora. The door opened—It was but Cathleen, with
her Iady’s excuse, and wishes for Captain Waverley’s health and
happiness.

-2
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CHAPTER XXIX.

WAVERLEY’S RECEPTION IN THE LOWLANDS AFTER HIS
HIGHLAND TOUR.

IT was noon when the two fricnds stood at the tup of the pass of
Bally-Brough. “I must go no farther,” said Fergus Mac-Ivor, who
during the journey had in vain endcavoured to raise his friend’s
spirits. * If my cross-grained sister has any share in your dgjection,
trust me she thinks highly of you, though her present anxicty about
the public causc prevents her listening to any other subject. Con-
fide your interest to me ; I will not betray it, providing you do not
again assumc that vile cockade.”

“ No fear of that, considering the manner in which it has been
recalled.  Adicu, Fergus; do not permit your sister to forget
me.”

“ And adicu, Waverley ; you may soon hear of her with a prouder
title. Get home, write letters, and make friends as many and as
fast as you can ; there will speedily be uncxpected guests on the
coast of Suffolk, or my news from France has deceived me,*

Thus parted the friends ; Fergus returning back to his castle,
while Edward, followed by Callum Beg, the latter transformed
from point to point into a Lew-country groom, proceeded to the
little town of ——.

Edward paced on under the painful and yet not altogether em-
bittered feelings, which separation and uncertainty produce in the
mind of a youthful lover. I am not sure if the ladies understand
the full value of the influence of absence, nor do I think it wise to
teach it them, lest, like the Clelias and Maridanes of yore, they
should resume the humour of sending their lovers into banishment.
Distance, in truth, produces in idea the same effect as in real per-
spective.  Objects are softened, and rounded, and rendered doubly
graccful ; the harsher and more ordinary points of character are
mellowed down, and those by which it is remembered are the
more striking outlines that mark sublimity, grace, or beauty. There
are mists too in the mental, as well as the natural horizon, to con-
ceal what is less pleasing in distant objects, and there are happy
tights, to stream in full glory upon those points which can prof.: by
brilliant illumination,

Waverley forgot Flora Mac-Ivor’s prejudices in her magnanimity,
and almost pardoned her indifference towards his affection, when
he recollected the grand and decisive object which seemed to fill
her whole soul.  She, whose sense of duty so whally engrossed her
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’n the cause of a benefactor,—what would be her feelings in favour
tf the happy individual who should be so fortunate as to awaken
fiem 2 Then came the doubtful question, whether he might not
be that happy man,—a questlon which fancy endeavoured to
answer in the a’irmative, by conjuring up all she had said in his
praise, with the addition of a comment much more flattering than
the text warranted. All that was commonplace, all that belonged
to the every-day world, was melted away and obliterated in thosc
dreams of imagination, which only remembered with advantage
the points of grace and dignity that distinguished Flora from the
generality of her sex, not the particulars which she held in common
with them. Edward was, in short, in the fair way of creating a
goddess out of a high-spirited, accomplished, and beautiful young
woman ; and the time was wasted in castle-building, until, at the
descent of a steep hill, he saw beneath him the market-town
of

The Highland politeness of Callum Beg—there are few nations,
by the way, who can boast of so much natural politeness as the
Highlanders * — the Highland civility of his attendant had not
permitted him to disturb the reveries of our hero. But observing
him rouse himself at the sight of the village, Callum presscd closer
to his side, and hoped “ When they cam to the public, his honour
wad not say nothing about Vich Ian Vohr, for ta people were bitter
Whigs, deil burst tem.”

Waverley assured the prudent page that he would be cautious;
and as he now distinguished, not indeed the ringing of bells, but
the tinkling of something like a hammer against the side of an old
mossy, green, inverted porridge-pot, that hung in an open booth, of
the size and shape of a parrot’s cage, erccted to grace the east end
of a building resembling an old barn, he asked Callum Beg if it
were Sunday.

“ Could na say just preceesely—Sunday seldom cam aboon the
pass of Bally-Brough.”

On entering the town, however, and advancing towards the most
apparent public house which presented itself, the numbers of old
women, in tartan screens and red cloaks, who streamed from the
barn-resembling building, debating, as they went, the comparative
merits of the biessed youth Jabesh Rentowel, and that chosen

vessel Maister Goukthrapple, induced Callum to assure his tem.
porary master, “that it was either ta muckle Sunday hersel], or ta
little government Sunday that they ca’d ta fast.”

On alighting at the sign of the Seven-branched Golden Candle-
stick, which, for the furthcr delectation of the gucsts, was graced
witha shon Hebrew motto, they were received by mine host, a tall
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thin puritanical figure, who seemed to debate with himself whether
he ought to give shelter to those who travelled on such a day.
Reflecting, however, in all probability, that he possessed the power
of mulcting them for this irregularity, a penalty which they might
escape by. passing into Gregor Duncanson’s, at.the sign-of the
Highlander and the Hawick Gill, Mr. Ebenezer Cruickshanks con-
descended to admit them into his dwelling,

To this sanctified person Wayerley addressed his request that he
would procure him a guide, with a saddle-horse, to carry his port-
manteau to Edinburgh.

“ And whar may ye be coming from?” demanded mine host of
the Candlestick.

“1 have told you where 1 wish .to go; I do not conceive any
further information necessary either for the guide or his saddle-
horse.”

“Hem! Ahem!” returned he of the Candlecstick, somewhat
disconcerted at this rebuff. ““It’s the general fast, sir,and I cannot
enter into ony carnal transactions on sic a day, when the people
should be humbled, and the backsliders ‘should return, as worthy
Mr. Goukthrapple said; and moreover when, as the precious
Mr., Jabesh Rentowel did weel observe, the land was mourning for
covenants burnt, broken, and buried.”

“ My good friend,” said Waverley, “if you cannot let me have a
horse and guide, my servant shall seek them elsewhere,”

“Aweel! Your servant—and what for gangs he not forward
wi’ you himsell ?”

Waverley had but very little of a captain of horse’s spirit within
him—I mean of that sort of spirit which I have been obliged to
when 1 happened, in a mail-coach, or dxl:gence, to mecet some
military man who has Xindiy taken upon him the disciplining of
the waiters, and the taxing of reckonings. Some of this useful
talent our hero had, however, acquired during his military service,
and on this gross provocation it began seriously to arise. “ Look
ye, sir; I came here for my own accommodation, and not to
answer impertinent ' questions. Either say you can, or cannot, get
me what I want; I shall pursue my course in either case.”

Mr. Ebenezer Cruickshanks. left the room with some indistinct
muttering ;. but whether negative or acquiescent, Edward could not
well distinguish., The hostess, a civil, quiet, laborious drudge, came
to take his orders for dinner, but declined to make answer on the
subject of the horse and guide; for the Salique law, it scems,
extended to the stables of the Golden Candlestick.

From a window which overlocked the dark and narrow court in
which Callum Beg rubbed down the horses after their journey,
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Waverley heard the following dialogue betwixt the subtle foot-pnge
«f Vich Ian Vohr and his landlord :—

“Ye'll be frae the north, young man?” began the latter.

“ And ye may say that,” answered Callum.

“And yc'll hae ridden a lang way the day, it may weel be ?”

¢ Sae lang, (hat I could weel tak a dram,”

% Gudewife, bring the gill stoup.”

Here some compliments passed, fitting the occasion, when my
host of the Golden Candlestick, having, as he thought, opened his
guest’s heart by this hospitable propitiation, resumed his scrutiny.

“Ye’ll no hae mickle better whisky than that aboon the Pass?”

“I am nae frae aboon the Pass.”

“Ye're a Highlandman by your tongue?”

“Na; I am but just Aberdeen-a-wa.”

“ And did your master come frae Aberdeen wi’ you ?”

¢ Ay—that’s when 1 left it mysell,” answered the cool and im.
penetrable Callum Beg.

¢ And what kind of a gentleman is he ?”

“1I believe he is ane o’ King George’s state officers ; at least he's
aye for ganging on to the south; and he has a hantle siller, and
never grudges ony thing till a poor body, or in the way of a lawing.”

“ He wants a guide and a horse frae hence to Edinburgh ?”

¢ Ay, and ye maun find it him forthwith.”

“ Ahem! It will be chargeable.”

¢ He cares na for that a bodle.”

“ Awecel, Duncan—did ye say your name was Duncan, or
Donald?”

“ Na, man—Jamie—Jamie Steenson—TI telt ye before.”

This last undaunted parry altogether foiled Mr. Cruickshanks,
who, though not quite satisfied either with the reserve of the master,
or the extreme readiness of the man, was contented to lay a tax on
the reckoning and horse-hire, that might compound for his un-
gratified curiosity. The circumstance of its being the fast-day was
not forgotten in the charge, which, on the whole, did not, how-
ever, amount to much more than double what in fairness it should
have been.

Callum Beg soon after announced in person the ratification of
this treaty, adding, “ Ta auld deevil was ganging to ride wi’ ta
Duinhé-wassel nersell.”

“‘That will not be very pleasant, Callum, nor altogether safe, for
our host seems a person of great curiosity; but a traveller must
submit to these inconveniences. Meanwhile, my good lad, here ig
a trifle for you to drink Vich Ian Vohr’s health.”

The hawk’s eye of Callum flashed delight upon a golden guinea,
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with which these last words were accompanied. He hastened, not
without a curse on the intricacics of a Saxon breeches pocket, or
splewckarn, as he called it, to dzposit the treasure in his fob; and
then, as if he conceived the benevolence called for some requital
on his part, he gathered close up to Edward, with an expression of
Jountenance peculiarly knowing, and spoke in an vader tone, “ If
his honour thought ta auld deevil Whig carle was a bit dangerous,
she could ecasily provide for him, and teil ane ta wiser.”

“ How, and in what manner?”

“ Her ain sell,” replied Callum, “ could wait for him a wee bit
frae the toun, and kittle his quarters wi’ her skene-occle s

“ Skene-occle ! what’s that ?” .

Callum unbuttoned his coat, raised his left arm, and, with an
emphatic nod, pointed to the hilt of a small dirk, snugly deposited
under it, in the lining of his jacket. Waverley thought he had
misunderstood his meaning; he gazed in his face, and discovered
in Callum’s very handsome, though embrowned features, just the
degrec of roguish malice with which a lad of the same age in
England would have brought forward a plan for robbing an
orchard.

“Good God, Callum, would you take the man’s life ?”

“ Indeed,” answered the young desperado, “ and 1 think he has
had just a lang enough lease o't, when he’s for betraying honest
folk, that come to spend siller at his public.”

LEdward saw nothing was to be gained by argument, and there-
fore contented himself with enjoining Caidum to lay aside all
practices against the person of Mr. Ebenczer Cruickshanks; in
which injunction the page scemed to acquicsce with an air of great
indifference.

“ Ta Duinhé-wassel might please himsell; ta auld rudas loon had
never done Callum nae ill. But here’s a bit line fra ta Tighearna,
that he bade me gie your honour cre I came back.”

The letter from the Chief contained Flora’s lines on the fate of
Captain Wogan, whose enterprising character is so well drawn by
Clarendon. He had originally engaged in the service of the Parlia-
ment, but had abjured that party upon the execution of Charles I.;
and upon hearing that the royal standard was set up by the Eail
of Glencairn and General Middleton in the Highlands of Scotland,
took leave of Charles 1L, who was then at Pa.is, passed into
England, assembled a body of cavaliers in the neighbourhood of
London, and traversed the kingdom, which had been so long under
domination of the usurper, by marches conducted with such skili,
dexterity, and spirit, that he safcly united his handful of horsemen
with the bedy of Highlanders then in arms.  After several months
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of desultory warfare, in which Wogan's skill and courage gained
him the highest reputation, he had the misfortune to be wounded
in a dangerous manner, and no surgical assistance being within
reach, he terminated his short but glorious career.

There were obvious reasons why the politic Chieftain was de-
sirous to placy the example of this young hero under the eye of
Waverley, with whose romantic disposition it coincided so pecu-
liarly, But his letter turned chiefly upon some trifling commissions
which Waverley had promised to execute for him in England, and
it was only towards the conclusion that Edward found these
words :—“1 owe Flora a grudge for refusing us her company
yesterday; and as I am giving you the trouble of reading these
lines, in order to keep in your memory your promise to procure
me the fishing-tackle and cross-bow from London, I will enclose
her verses on the Grave of Wogan. This I know will tease her;
for, to tell you the truth, I think her more in love with the memory
of that dead hero, than she is likely to be with any living one,
unless he shall trcad a similar path. But English squires of our
day keep their oak-trees to shelter their deer-parks, or repair the
losses of an evening at White's, and neither invoke them to wreath
their brows, nor shelter their graves. Let me hope for one brilliant
exception in a dear friend, to whom I would most gladly give a
dearer title.”

The verses were inscribed,

10 AN OAK TREE,

In the Churchyard of ——, in the Highlands of Scotland, said to
mark the Grave of Captain WWogan, killed in 1649.

EMeLEM of England’s ancient faith,
Full proudly may thy branches wave,
‘Where loyalty lies low in death,
And valour fills a timeless grave.

And thou, brave tenant of the tomb |
Repine not if our clime deny,

Above thine honour’d sod to bloom,
The flowerets of a milder sky.

These owe their birth to genial May;
Beneath a fiercer sun they pine,
Before the winter storm decay—
And can their worth be type of thine?

No! for ’mid storms of fate opposing,
Still higher swell’d thy dauntless heart,

And, while despair the scetie was closing,
Commenced thy brief but brilliant part,
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*Twas then thou sought’st on Albyn’s hill
(When England’s sons the strife resign’d),
A rugged race, resisting still,
And unsu? Jied though unrefined.
Thy death’s hour heard no kindred wail,
No holy knell thy requiem rung;
Thy mourners were the plaided Gael;
Thy dirge the clamorous pibroch sung.

Yet who, in Fortune’s summer-shine
To waste life’s longest term away,
Would change that glorious dawn of thine,
Though darken’d ere its noontide day?

Be thine the Tree whose dauntless boughs
Brave summer’s drought and winter’s gloom !
Rome bound with oak her patriot's brows,
As Albyn shadows Wogan’s tomb.

Whatever might be the real merit of Flora Mac-Ivor’s poetry,
the enthusiasm which it intimated was well calculated to make a
corresponding impression upon her lover. The lines were read—
read again—then deposited in Waverley’s bosom--then again
drawn out, and read line by line, in a low and smothered voice,
and with frequent pauses which prolonged the mental treat, as an
epicure protracts, by sipping slowly, the enjoyment cf a delicious
beverage. The entrance of Mrs. Cruickshanks, with the sublunary
articles of dinner and wine, hardly interrupted this pantomime ot
affectionate enthusiasm.

At length the tall ungainly figure and ungracious visage of
Ebenezer presented themselves. The upper part of his form, not-
withstanding the scason required no such deferce, was shrouded
in a large great-coat, belted over his under habiliments, and crested
with a huge cowl of the same stuff, which, when drawn over the
head and hat, completely overshadowed ' both, and being buttoned
beneath the chin, was ‘called a #7of-cosy. His hand grasped a
huge jockey-whip, garnished with brass mounting. His thin legs
tenanted a pair of gambadoes, fastened at the sides with rusty
clasps. Thus accoutred, he stalked into the midst of the apart-
ment, and announced his errand in brief phrase :—* Yer horses
are ready.”

“You gr with me yourself then, landlord 2%

“I dp, as far as Perth; where you may be supplicd with a guide
to Embro’, as your occasions shall require.”

‘Thus saying, he placed under Waverley’s eye the bill which he
held in his hand: and at the same time, self-invited, filled a glass
of wine, and drank devoutly to a blessing ou their journey,
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Waverley stared at the man’s impudence, but, as their ceanaxion
was to be short, and promised to be convenient, he made no obser-
vation upon it; and, having paid his reckoning, expressed his
intention to depart immediately, He mounted Dermid accords
ingly, and sallied forth from the Golden Candlestick, followed by
the puritanic.l figure we have described, after he had, at the expense
of some time and difficulty, and by the assistance of a “louping-on.
stane,” or structure of masonry erected for the traveller's con-
veniewce in front of the house, elevated his person to the back of
a long-backed, raw-boned, thin-gutted phantom of a broken-down
blood-horse, on which Waverley’s portmanteau was deposited.
Our hero, though not in a very gay humour, could hardly help
laughing at the appearance of his new squire, and at imagining
the astonishment which his person and ecquipage would have
excited at Waverley-Honour.

Edward’s tendency to mirth did not escape minc host of the
Candlestick, who, conscious of the cause, infused a double portion of
souring into the pharisaical leaven of his countenance, and resolved
internally, that in one way or other the young Englisher should
pay dearly for the contempt with which he seemed to regard him.
Callum also stood at the gate, and enjoyed, with undissembled
glee, the ridiculous. figure of Mr. Cruickshanks. As Waverley
passed him, he pulled off his hat tespectfully, and approaching
his stirrup, bade him “Tak heed the auld Whig deevil played him
nae cantrip.”

Waverley once more thanked, and bade him farewell, and then
rode briskly onward, not sorry to be out of hearing of the shouts
of the children, as they-bcheld old Ebenezer rise and sink in his
stirrups, to avoid the concussions occasioned by a hard trot upon

a half-paved street. The village of —— was soon several miles
behind him.

CHAPTER XXX.

SHOWS THA'l' THE 19SS OF A HORSE'S SHOE MAY BE A SERIOUS
INCONVENIENCE.

THE manner and air of Waverley, but, above all, the glittering
contents of his purse, and the indificrence with which he seemed
to regard them, somewhat overawed his companion, and deterred
him from making any attempts to enter upon conversation. His
own reflections were, moreover, agitated by various surmises, ana
oy plans of self-interest, with which these were intimately con-
nected. The travellers journcyed, thereiore, in silence, until it was
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interrupted by the annunciation, on the part of the gtide, that his
“*naig had lost a fore-foot shoe, which, doubtless, his honour w suld
consider it was his part to replace.”

This was what lawyers call a_fishing guestion, calculatec {» ascers
tain how far Waverley was disposed to submit to petty impcsition
“ My part to replace your horse’s shoe, you rascal 17 siid Waverley,
mistaking the purport of the intimation.

“ Indubitably,” answered Mr. Cruickshanks ; “ though there was
no preceese clause to that effect, it canna be expected that 1 .m to
pay for the casualties whilk may befall the puir naig while in your
honourt’s service.—Nathless, if your honour”——

“0, you mean I am to pay the farrier ; but where shall we find
one?”

Rejoiced at discerning there would be no objection made on
the part of his temporary master, Mr. Cruickshanks assured him
that Cairnvreckan, a village which they were about to enter, was
happy in an excellent blacksmith ; “but as he was a professor, he
would drive a nail for no man on the Sabbath, or kirk-fast, unlessit
were in a case of absolute necessity, for which he always charged
sixpence each shoe.” Themost important part of this communica-
tion, in the opinion of the speaker, made a very slight impression
on the hearer, who only internally wondered what college this
veterinary professor belonged to; not aware that the word was
used to denote any perscn who pretended to uncommon sanctity of
faith and manner.

As they entercd the village of Cairnvreckan, they speedily dis-
tinguished the smith’s house. Being also a publés, it was two storics
high, and proudly reared its crest, covered with grey slate, above
the thatched hovels by which it was surrounded.- The adjoining
smithy betokened none of the Sabbatical silence and repose which
Ebenezer had augured from the sanctity of his friend. On the con-
trary, hammer clashed and anvil rang, the bellows groaned, and the
whole apparatus of Vulcan appeared to be in full activity, Nor
was the labour of a rural and pacific nature. The master smith,
benempt, as his sign intimated, John Mucklewrath, with two assist-
ants, toiled busily in arranging, repairing, and furbishing old
muskets, pistols, and swords, which lay scattered around his work-
shop in military confusion. The open shed, containing the forge,
was crowded with persons who came and went as if receiving and
communicating important news ; and a single glance at the aspect
of the people who traversed the street in haste, or stood assembled
in groups, with cyes elevated, and hands uplifted, announced that
some extraorainary intelligence was agitating the public mind of
the municipality of Cairnv-eckan. *There is some news,” said
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mine host of the Candlestick, pushing his lantern-jawed visage and
bare-boned nag rudely forward into the crowd—*therc is some
news ; and if it please my Creatcr, I will forthwith obtain speirings
thercof.”

Waverley, with better regulated curiosity than his attendant’s,
dismounted, and gave his horse to a boy who stood idling near. It
arose, perhaps, from the shyness of his character in early youth,
that he felt dislike at applying to a stranger even for casual infor-
mation, without previously glancing at his physiognomy and
appearance. While he looked about in order to select the person
with whom he would most willingly hold communication, the buzz
around saved him in some degree the trouble of interrogatories.
The names of Lochiel, Clanronald, Glengarry, and other distin-
guished Highland Chiefs, among whom Vich Ian Vohr was re-
peatedly mentioned, were as familiar in men’s mouths as household
words; and from the alarm gencrally expressed, he easily conceived
that their descent into the Lowlands, at the head of their armed
tribes, had either already taken place, or was instantly appre-
hended.

Ere Waverley could ask particulars, a strong, large-boned, hard-
featured woman, about forty, dressed as if her clothes had been
flung on with a-pitchfork, her cheeks flushed with a scarlet red
where they were not smutted with soot and lamp-black, jostled
through the crowd, and, brandishing high a child of two years old,
which she danced in her arms, without regard to its screams of
terror, sang forth, wita all her might,—

“ Charlie is my darling, my darling, my darling,
Charlie is my darling,
The young Chevalier!”

“ D'ye hear what's come ower ye now,” continued the virago,
“ye whingeing Whig carles? D’ye hear wha’s coming to cow yer
cracks?

¢ Little wot ye wha’s coming,
Little wot ye wha’s coming,
A’ the wild Macraws are coming.’ "

The Vulcan of Cairnvreckan, who acknowledged his Venus in
this exulting Bacchante, regarded her with a grim and ire-fore-
boding countenance, while some of the senators of the village
hastened to interpose, “ Whisht, gudewife ; is this a time, or is this a
day, tobe singing your ranting fule sangs in’—a time when the wine
of wrath is poured out without mixture in the cup of iadignation,
and a dav when the land should give testimony against popery,
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and prelacy, and quakerism, and independency, and supremacy,
and erastianism, and antinomianism, and a’ the errors of the
church ?”

¢ And that's 2’ your Whiggery,” re-echoed the Jacobite heroine:
“that’s a’ your Whiggery, and your presbytery, ye: cut-lugged,
graning carles! What! d’ye think the lads wi’ the kilts wul care
tor yer synods and yer presbyteries, and yer buttock-mail, and yer
stool o’ repentence? Vengeance on the black face o't ! Mony an
honester woman’s been set upon it than streeks doon beside ony
Whig in the country. I mysell ”~—

Here John Mucklewrath, who dreaded her entering upona detail
of personal experience, interposed his matrimonial authority. “ Gae
hame, and be d— (that I should say sae), and put on the sowens
for supper.”

“ And you, ye doil'd dotard,” replied his gentle helpmate, her
wrath, which had hitherto wandered abroad over thewhole assembly,
being at once and violently impelled into its natural channel, “ye
stand there hammering dog-heads for fules that will never snap them
at a Highlandman, instead of earning bread, for your family, and
shoeing this winsome young gentleman’s horse that’s just come frae
the north ! I’se warrant him nane of your whingeing King George
folk, but a gallant Gordon, at the least o’ him.”

The eyes of the assembly were now turned upon Waverley, who
200k the opportunity to beg the smith to shoe his guide’s horse with
all speed, as he wished to proceed on his journey ;—for he had
heard cnough to make him sensible that the.e would be danger in
delaying long in this place. The smith’s eyes rested on him with
a look of displeasure and suspicion, not lessened by the eagerness
with which his wife enforced Waverley’s mandate. “D’ye hear
what the weel-favoured young gentleman says, ye drunken ne’er-do-
good ?”

# And what may your name be, sir?? quoth Mucklewrath.

“Jt is of no consequence to you, my friend, provided I pay your
labour.”.

“ But it may be of consequence to the state, sir,” replied an old
farmer, smelling strongly of whisky and peat-smoke ; “and I doubt
we maun delay your journey till you have seen the Laird.”

“You certainly,”, said Waverley, haughtily, “will find it both
difficult and dangerous to detain me, unless you can produce so.ne
proper authority.”

There was a pause and a whisper among the crowd—* Secretary
Murray 3¥ “ Lord Lewis Gordon ;” “May be the Chevalier him.
sell 1”  Such were the surmiscs that passed hurriedly among them,
and there was obviously an increased disposition to resist Wavers
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Iey’s departure.  He attempted to argue mildly with them, but his
voluntary ally, Mrs, Mucklewrath, broke in upon and drowned his
expostulations, taking his part with an abusive violence, which was
all set down to Edward’s account by those on whorm it was bestowed,
“ ¥e'll stop ony gentleman that’s the Prince’s fre.nd ?” for she too,
though with other feelings, had adopted the genera: opinion respect-
ing Waverley. “1daur ye to touch him,” spre:ding abroad her
long and muscular fingers, garnished with claws: which a vulture
might have envied. “I’ll set my ten commandmv.nts in the face o
the first loon that lays a finger on him.” :

“ Gae hame, gudewife,” quoth the . farmer aforesald ; “it wad
better set you to be nursing the gudeman’s bairns than to be deav-
ing us here.”

““ His bairns ! ” retorted the amazon, regarding her husband with
a grin of incffable contempt—* /s bairns !

“ 0 gin ye were dead, gudeman,
And a green turf on your head, gudeman
Then I would ware my widowhood
Upon a ranting Highlandman.”

This canticle, which excited a suppressed titter among the younger
part of the audience, totally overcame the patience -of the taunted
man of the anvil. “Deil be in me but I'll put this het gad . down
her throat ! ” cried he, in an ecstasy of wrath, snatching a bar from
the forge ; and he might have executed his threat, had he not been
withheld by a part of he .mob, while the rest endeavoured to force
the termagant out of his presence.

Waverley meditated a retreat in the confusion, but his horse was
nowhere to be seen. At length he observed, at some distance, his
faithful attendant, Ebenezer, who, as soon as he had perceived the
turn matters were likely to take, had withdrawn both horses from
the press, and, mounted on the one, and holding the other, answered
the loud and repeated calls of Waverley for his horse. “ Na,na!
if ye are nae friend to kirk and the king, and are detained as siccan
a person, ye maun answer to honest men of the country for breach
of contract ; and I maun keep the naig and the walise for damage
and expense, in respect my horse and mysell will lose to-morrow’s
day’s-wark, besides the afternoan preaching ”

dward, out of patience, hemmed in and hustled by the rabble on
every side, and every moment expecting personal viclence, resolved
to try measures of intimidation, and at length drew a pocket-pistol,
threatening, on the one hand, to shoot whomsoever dared to stop
him, and, on the other, menacing Ebenczer with a similar doom,
if he stirred a foot with the horses. ‘The sapient Partridge sayw,
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that one man with a pistol is equal toa hundred unarmed, because,
though he can shoot but one of the multitude, yet no onc knows but
that ho himself may be that luckless individual. - The Zewy en masst
of Cairnvreckan would therefore probably have given way, nor
would Ebenezer. whose natural palencss had waxed three shades
more cadaverous, have ventured to dispute a mandate so enforced,
had not the Vulcan of the village, eager to discharge upon some
more worthy objzct the fury which his helpmate had provoked, and
not ill-satisfied to find such an object in Waverley, rushed at him
with the red-hot bar of iron, with such determination as made
the discharge of his pistol an act of self-defence. The unfortunate
man fell ; and while Edward, thrilled with a natural horror at the -
incident, neither had presence of mind to unsheathe his sword nor
to draw his remaining pistol, the populace threw themselves upon
him, disarmed him, and were about to use him with great violence,
when the appearance of a venerable clergyman, the pastor of the
parish, put a curb on their fury.

This worthy man (none of the Goukthrapples or Rentowcls)
maintained his character with the common people, although he
preached the practical fruits of Christian faith, as well as its
abstract tenets, and was respected by the higher orders, notwith-
standing he declined soothing their speculative errors by convert-
ing the pulpit of the gospelinto a school of heathen morality. Per-
haps it is owing to this mixture of faith and practice in his doctrire,
that, although his memory has formed =2 sort of era in the annals
of Cairnvreckan, so that the parishioners, to denote what befell
Sixty Yearssince, still say it happened “in good Mr. Morton’s
time,” I have never becn able to discover which he belonged to,
the evangelical, or the moderate party in the kirk, Nor do I hold
the circumstance of much moment, since,in my own remembrance,
the one was headed by an Erskine, the other by a Robertson.*

Mr. Morton had been alarmed by the discharge of the pistol,
and the increasing hubbub around the smithy. His first attention,
after he had directed the bystanders to. detain Waverley, but to
abstain from injuring him, was turned to the body of Mucklewrath,
over which his wife, in a revulsion of feeling, was weeping, howling,
and tearing her elf-locks, in a state little short of distraction, On
raising up the smith, the first discovery was, that he was alive;
and the next, that he was likely to live as long as it he had never
heard the report of a: pistol in his life. He had made a narrow
escape, however ; the bullet had grazed his head, and stunned him
for 3 moment or two, which trance terror and confusion of spirit
had prolonged somewhat longer. He now arose to demand ven-
geance on the person of Waverley, and with difficulty acquiesced
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in the proposal of Mr. Morton, that he should be carried before the
Laird, as a justice of peace, and placed at his disposal. The rest
of the assistants unanimously agreed to the measure recommended ;
even Mrs. -Mucklewrath, who had begun to recover from her
hysterics, whimpered forth, “She wadna say naething against what
the minister p1oposed; he was e’en ower gude for his trade, and
she hoped to sec him wi’ a dainty decent bishop’s gown on his
back ; a comelier sight than your Geneva cloaks and bands, 1 wis.”

All ccrtroversy being thus laid aside, Waverley, escorted by the
whole inhabitants of the village who were not bed-ridden, was
conducted to the house of Cairnvreckan, which was about haif a
mile distant,

CHAPTER XXXI.
AN EXAMINATION,

Major MELVILLE of Cairnvreckan, an elderly gentleman, who
had spent his youth in the military service, received Mr. Morton
with great kindness, and our hero with civility, which the equivocal
circumstances wherein Edward was placed rendered constrained
and distant.

The nature of the smith’s hurt was inquired into, and as the
actual injury was likely to prove trifling, and the circumstances in
which it was received rendered the infliction, on Edward’s part,
a natural act of self-defence, the Major conceived he might dismiss
that matter, on Waverley’s depositing in his hands a small sum for
the benefit of the wounded person.

“ 1 could wish, sir,” continued the Major, ¢ that my duty termi-
nated here ; but it is necessary that we should have some further
inquiry into the cause of your journey through the country at this
unfortunate and distracted time.”

Mr. Ebenezer Cruickshanks now stood forth, and communicated
to the magistrate all he knew or suspected, from the reserve.of
Waverley, and the evasions of Callum Beg. The horse upon
which Edward rode, he said he knew to belong to Vich Ian Vohr,
though he dared not tax Edward’s former attendant with the fact,
lest he should have his house and stables burnt over his head some
night by that godless gang, the Mac-Ivors. He concluded by
exaggerating his own services to kirk and state, as having been the
means, under God (as he modestly qualified the assertion), of
attaching this suspicious and formidable delinquent. He intimated
hopes of future reward. and of jnstant reimburs¢ment for loss of
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