The History of Henry Esmond

Thackeray, William Makepeace

Published: 1852
Categorie(s): Fiction, Historical
Source: http://gutenberg.org



About Thackeray:

Thackeray, an only child, was born in Calcutta, India, where his father,
Richmond Thackeray (1 September 1781 D 13 September 1815),held the
high rank of secretary to the board of revenue in the British East India
Company. His mother, Anne Becher (1792D1864second daughter of
John Harman Becher,a writer for the EastIndia Company, and his wife
Harriet), married Richmond Thackeray on 13 October 1810 after being
sent to India in 1809.Shewas sent abroad after being told that the man
she loved, Henry Carmichael-Smyth, had died. This was not true, but
her family wanted a better marriage for her than with Carmichael-
Smyth, a military man. The truth was unexpectedly revealed in 1812,
when Richmond Thackeray unwittingly invited to dinner the sup-
posedly dead Carmichael-Smyth. Richmond Thackeray, born at South
Mimms, went to India at the age of sixteen to assume his duties as
writer. By 1804 he had fathered a daughter by a native mistress, the
mother and daughter being named in his will. Such liaisons being com-
mon among gentlemen of the East India Company, it formed no bar to
his courting and marrying Anne Becher.After Richmond's death, Henry
Carmichael-Smyth married Anne in 1818and they returned to England
the next year. William had beensentto England earlier, at the age of five,
with a short stopover at St. Helena where the imprisoned Napoleon was
pointed out to him. He was educated at schools in Southampton and
Chiswick and then at Charterhouse School, where he was a close friend
of John Leech. He disliked Charterhouse, parodying it in his later fiction
as "Slaughterhouse."” lliness in his last year there (during which he re-
portedly grew to his full height of 6'3") postponed his matriculation at
Trinity College, Cambridge, until February 1829.Never too keen on aca-
demic studies, he left the University in 1830.He travelled for some time
on the continent, visiting Paris and Weimar, where he met Goethe. He
returned to England and began to study law at the Middle Temple, but
soon gave that up. On reaching twenty-one, he cameinto his inheritance,
but he squandered much of it on gambling and by funding two unsuc-
cessful newspapers, The National Standard and The Constitutional,
which he had hoped to write for. He also lost a good part of his fortune
in the collapse of two Indian banks. Forced to consider a profession to
support himself, he turned first to art, which he studied in Paris, but he
did not pursue it, exceptin later years as the illustrator of some of his
own novels and other writings. Thackeray's years of semi-idleness ended
after he met and, on 20 August 1836, married Isabella Gethin Shawe
(1816-1893),second daughter of Matthew Shawe, a colonel, who had



died after extraordinary service, primarily in India, and his wife, Isabella
Creagh. The marriage appears to have been a very happy one, though
beset by problems (an overbearing mother-in-law and sickness). Their
three daughters were Anne lIsabella (1837-1919),Jane (1837; died at 8
months) and Harriet Marian (1840-1875)He now began "writing for his
life," as he put it, turning to journalism in an effort to support his young
family. He primarily worked for Fraser's Magazine, a sharp-witted and
sharp-tongued conservative publication, for which he produced art criti-
cism, short fictional sketches,and two longer fictional works, Catherine
and The Luck of Barry Lyndon. Later, through his connection to the il-
lustrator John Leech, he began writing for the newly created Punch
magazine, where he published The Snob Papers, later collected as The
Book of Snobs.This work popularized the modern meaning of the word
“snob." Meanwhile tragedy struck in his personal life as his wife suc-
cumbed to depression after the birth of their third child. Finding he
could get no work done at home, he spent more and more time away,
until September 1840, when he noticed how grave her condition was
and, struck by guilt, he took his ailing wife to Ireland. During the cross-
ing she threw herself from a water-closet into the sea (from which she
was rescued). They fled back home after a four-week domestic battle
with her mother. From November 1840to February 1842shewas in and
out of professional care, her condition waxing and waning. In the long
run she deteriorated into a permanent state of detachment from reality,
unaware of the world around her. Thackeray desperately sought cures
for her, but nothing worked, and she ended up confined in a home near
Paris, where she remained until 1893, outliving her husband by thirty
years. After his wife's illness, Thackeray became a de facto widower,
never establishing another permanent relationship. He did pursue other
women, in particular Mrs. JaneBrookfield and Sally Baxter. In 1851 Mr.
Brookfield barred Thackeray from further visits to or correspondence
with Jane,while Baxter, an American twenty years his junior whom he
met in New York City in 1852,married another man in 1855.In the early
1840s, Thackeray had some successwith two travel books, The Paris
Sketch Book and The Irish Sketch Book. Later in the decade, he achieved
some notoriety with his Snob Papers,but the work that really established
his fame was the novel Vanity Fair, which first appeared in serialized in-
stallments beginning in January 1847.Even before Vanity Fair completed
its serial run, Thackeray had becomea celebrity, sought after by the very
lords and ladies he satirized and hailed as the equal of Dickens. He re-
mained "at the top of the tree," ashe put it, for the remaining decadeand



a half of his life, producing several large novels, notably Pendennis, The
Newcomes, and The History of Henry Esmond, despite various illnesses,
including a near fatal one that struck him in 1849in the middle of writ-

ing Pendennis. He twice visited the United Stateson lecture tours during

this period, and there fell in love with a young American girl, Sally Bax-
ter. Thackeray also gave lectures in London, on the English humourists
of the eighteenth century, and on the first four Hanoverian monarchs,
the latter series being published in book form as The Four Georges.In
Oxford, he stood unsuccessfully as an independent for Parliament. He
was narrowly beaten by Cardwell (1070votes, against 1005for Thacker-
ay). In 1860, Thackeray becameeditor of the newly established Cornhill

Magazine, but was never comfortable as an editor, preferring to contrib-
ute to the magazine as a columnist, producing his Roundabout Papers
for it. His health worsened during the 1850sand he was plagued by the
recurring stricture of the urethra that laid him up for days at atime. He
also felt he had lost much of his creative impetus. He worsened matters
by over-eating and drinking and avoiding exercise,though he enjoyed
horsebackriding and kept a horse. On 23 December 1863,after returning

from dining out and before dressing for bed, Thackeray suffered a stroke
and was found dead on his bed in the morning. His death at the age of
fifty-three was entirely unexpected by his family, friends, and reading
public. An estimated 7000 people attended his funeral at Kensington
Gardens. He was buried on 29 December at Kensal Green Cemetery, and
a memorial bust sculpted by Marochetti can be found in Westminster
Abbey. Source: Wikipedia
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TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE

WILLIAM BINGHAM, LORD ASHBURTON.

MY DEAR LORD,

The writer of abook which copiesthe manners and language of Queen
Anne's time, must not omit the Dedication to the Patron; and | ask leave
to inscribe this volume to your Lordship, for the sake of the great kind-
ness and friendship which | owe to you and yours.

My volume will reach you when the Author is on his voyage to a
country where your name is as well known as here. Wherever | am, |
shall gratefully regard you; and shall not be the lesswelcomed in Amer-
ica because | am,

Your obliged friend and servant,

W. M. THACKERAY.

LONDON, October 18, 1852.



Preface

THE ESMONDS OF VIRGINIA.

The estate of Castlewood, in Virginia, which was given to our ancest-
ors by King Charles the First, as some return for the sacrifices made in
his Majesty's causeby the Esmond family, lies in Westmoreland county,
between the rivers Potomac and Rappahannock, and was once as great
as an English Principality, though in the early times its revenues were
but small. Indeed, for near eighty years after our forefathers possessed
them, our plantations were in the hands of factors, who enriched them-
selves one after another, though a few scores of hogsheads of tobacco
were all the produce that, for long after the Restoration, our family re-
ceived from their Virginian estates.

My dear and honored father, Colonel Henry Esmond, whose history,
written by himself, is contained in the accompanying volume, came to
Virginia in the year 1718, built his house of Castlewood, and here per-
manently settled. After a long stormy life in England, he passedthe re-
mainder of his many years in peaceand honor in this country; how be-
loved and respected by all his fellow-citizens, how inexpressibly dear to
his family, | need not say. His whole life was a benefit to all who were
connected with him. He gave the best example, the best advice, the most
bounteous hospitality to his friends; the tenderest careto his dependants;
and bestowed on those of his immediate family such a blessing of fath-
erly love and protection as can never be thought of, by us, at least,
without veneration and thankfulness; and my sons' children, whether es-
tablished here in our Republic, or at home in the always beloved mother
country, from which our late quarrel hath separated us, may surely be
proud to be descended from one who in all ways was so truly noble.

My dear mother died in 1736, soon after our return from England,
whither my parents took me for my education; and where | made the ac-
quaintance of Mr. Warrington, whom my children never saw. When it
pleased heaven, in the bloom of his youth, and after but a few months of
a most happy union, to remove him from me, | owed my recovery from
the grief which that calamity caused me, mainly to my dearest father's
tenderness, and then to the blessing vouchsafed to me in the birth of my
two beloved boys. | know the fatal differences which separated them in
politics never disunited their hearts; and as| can love them both, wheth-
er wearing the King's colors or the Republic's, | am sure that they love
me and one another, and him above all, my father and theirs, the dearest



friend of their childhood, the noble gentleman who bred them from their
infancy in the practice and knowledge of Truth, and Love and Honor.

My children will never forget the appearance and figure of their
revered grandfather; and | wish | possessedthe art of drawing (which
my papa had in perfection), so that | could leave to our descendantsa
portrait of one who was so good and so respected. My father was of a
dark complexion, with a very great forehead and dark hazel eyes, over-
hung by eyebrows which remained black long after his hair was white.
His nosewas aquiline, his smile extraordinary sweet. How well | remem-
ber it, and how little any description | can write can recall his image! He
was of rather low stature, not being above five feet seven inches in
height; he used to laugh at my sons, whom he called his crutches, and
say they were grown too tall for him to lean upon. But small as he was,
he had a perfect grace and majesty of deportment, such as | have never
seenin this country, except perhaps in our friend Mr. Washington, and
commanded respect wherever he appeared.

In all bodily exerciseshe excelled, and showed an extraordinary quick-
ness and agility. Of fencing he was especially fond, and made my two
boys proficient in that art; so much so, that when the French cameto this
country with Monsieur Rochambeau,not one of his officers was superior
to my Henry, and he was not the equal of my poor George, who had
taken the King's side in our lamentable but glorious war of
independence.

Neither my father nor my mother ever wore powder in their hair; both
their heads were as white as silver, as | can remember them. My dear
mother possessedto the last an extraordinary brightness and freshness
of complexion; nor would people believe that shedid not wear rouge. At
sixty years of age she still looked young, and was quite agile. It was not
until after that dreadful siege of our house by the Indians, which left me
a widow ere | was a mother, that my dear mother's health broke. She
never recovered her terror and anxiety of those days which ended so
fatally for me, then a bride scarcesix months married, and died in my
father's arms ere my own year of widowhood was over.

From that day, until the last of his dear and honored life, it was my de-
light and consolation to remain with him as his comforter and compan-
lon; and from those little notes which my mother hath made here and
there in the volume in which my father describes his adventures in
Europe, | can well understand the extreme devotion with which she re-
garded himNa devotion so passionate and exclusive asto prevent her, |
think, from loving any other person except with an inferior regard; her



whole thoughts being centred on this one object of affection and wor-
ship. | know that, before her, my dear father did not show the love which
he had for his daughter; and in her last and most sacred moments, this
dear and tender parent owned to me her repentance that she had not
loved me enough: her jealousy even that my father should give his affec-
tion to any but herself: and in the most fond and beautiful words of af-
fection and admonition, she bade me never to leave him, and to supply
the place which shewas quitting. With a clear conscience,and a heart in-
expressibly thankful, | think | can say that | fulfiled those dying com-
mands, and that until his last hour my dearest father never had to com-
plain that his daughter's love and fidelity failed him.

And it is since | knew him entirelyNfor during my mother's life he
never quite opened himself to meNsince | knew the value and splendor
of that affection which he bestowed upon me, that | have come to under-
stand and pardon what, | own, used to anger me in my mother's lifetime,
her jealousy respecting her husband's love. 'Twas a gift so precious, that
no wonder she who had it was for keeping it all, and could part with
none of it, even to her daughter.

Though | never heard my father use a rough word, ‘twas extraordin-
ary with how much awe his people regarded him; and the servants on
our plantation, both those assigned from England and the purchased
negroes,obeyed him with an eagernesssuch asthe most severetaskmas-
ters round about us could never get from their people. He was never fa-
miliar, though perfectly simple and natural; he was the same with the
meanestman as with the greatest, and as courteous to a black slave-girl
as to the Governor's wife. No one ever thought of taking a liberty with
him (except once a tipsy gentleman from York, and | am bound to own
that my papa never forgave him): he setthe humblest people at once on
their easewith him, and brought down the most arrogant by a grave
satiric way, which made persons exceedingly afraid of him. His courtesy
was not put on like a Sunday suit, and laid by when the company went
away; it was always the same; as he was always dressed the same,
whether for a dinner by ourselves or for a great entertainment. They say
he liked to be the first in his company; but what company was there in
which he would not be first? When | went to Europe for my education,
and we passeda winter at London with my half-brother, my Lord Cas-
tlewood and his second lady, | saw at her Majesty's Court some of the
most famous gentlemen of those days; and | thought to myself none of
these are better than my papa; and the famous Lord Bolingbroke, who
came to us from Dawley, said as much, and that the men of that time



were not like those of his youth:N"Were your father, Madam," he said,
“to go into the woods, the Indians would elect him Sachem;"and his
lordship was pleased to call me Pocahontas.

| did not see our other relative, Bishop Tusher's lady, of whom so
much is said in my papa's memoirsNalthough my mamma went to visit
her in the country. | have no pride (as| showed by complying with my
mother's request, and marrying a gentleman who was but the younger
son of a Suffolk Baronet), yet | own to A DECENT RESPECTfor my
name, and wonder how one who ever bore it, should changeit for that of
Mrs. THOMAS TUSHER. | passover as odious and unworthy of credit
those reports (which | heard in Europe and was then too young to un-
derstand), how this person, having LEFT HER FAMILY and fled to Paris,
out of jealousy of the Pretender betrayed his secretsto my Lord Stair,
King George's Ambassador, and nearly caused the Prince's death there;
how she came to England and married this Mr. Tusher, and became a
great favorite of King George the Second, by whom Mr. Tusher was
made a Dean, and then a Bishop. | did not seethe lady, who choseto re-
main AT HER PALACE all the time we were in London; but after visit-
ing her, my poor mamma said she had lost all her good looks, and
warned me not to settoo much store by any such gifts which nature had
bestowed upon me. She grew exceedingly stout; and | remember my
brother's wife, Lady Castlewood, sayingN"No wonder she becamea fa-
vorite, for the King likes them old and ugly, ashis father did before him."
On which papa saidN"All women were alike; that there was never one
so beautiful asthat one; and that we could forgive her everything but her
beauty." And hereupon my mamma looked vexed, and my Lord Castle-
wood beganto laugh; and I, of course, being a young creature, could not
understand what was the subject of their conversation.

After the circumstances narrated in the third book of these Memoirs,
my father and mother both went abroad, being advised by their friends
to leave the country in consequenceof the transactions which are recoun-
ted at the close of the volume of the Memoirs. But my brother, hearing
how the FUTURE BISHOP'SLADY had quitted Castlewood and joined
the Pretender at Paris, pursued him, and would have killed him, Prince
as he was, had not the Prince managed to make his escape.On his exped-
ition to Scotland directly after, Castlewood was so enraged against him
that he asked leave to serve asa volunteer, and join the Duke of Argyle's
army in Scotland, which the Pretender never had the courage to face;
and thenceforth my Lord was quite reconciled to the present reigning
family, from whom he hath even received promotion.



Mrs. Tusher was by this time as angry against the Pretender as any of
her relations could be, and used to boast, as | have heard, that she not
only brought back my Lord to the Church of England, but procured the
English peerage for him, which the JUNIOR BRANCH of our family at
present enjoys. Shewas a great friend of Sir Robert Walpole, and would
not rest until her husband slept at Lambeth, my papa used laughing to
say. However, the Bishop died of apoplexy suddenly, and his wife erec-
ted a great monument over him; and the pair sleep under that stone,
with a canopy of marble clouds and angels above themNthe first Mrs.
Tusher lying sixty miles off at Castlewood.

But my papa's genius and education are both greater than any a wo-
man can be expected to have, and his adventures in Europe far more ex-
citing than his life in this country, which was passedin the tranquil of-
fices of love and duty; and | shall say no more by way of introduction to
his Memoirs, nor keep my children from the perusal of a story which is
much more interesting than that of their affectionate old mother,

RACHEL ESMOND WARRINGTON.

CASTLEWOOD, VIRGINIA,

November 3, 1778.
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Part 1
The Early Youth of Henry Esmond, Up to
the Time of his Leaving Trinity College,
iIn Cambridge
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Chapter 1

An Account of the Family of Esmond of Castlewood
Hall

The actors in the old tragedies, aswe read, piped their iambics to a tune,
speaking from under a mask, and wearing stilts and a great head-dress.
‘Twas thought the dignity of the Tragic Muse required these appurten-
ances,and that she was not to move exceptto a measure and cadence.So
Queen Medea slew her children to a slow music: and King Agamemnon
perished in a dying fall (to use Mr. Dryden's words): the Chorus stand-
ing by in a set attitude, and rhythmically and decorously bewailing the
fates of those great crowned persons. The Muse of History hath en-
cumbered herself with ceremony aswell as her Sister of the Theatre. She
too wears the mask and the cothurnus, and speaksto measure. Shetoo,
In our age, busies herself with the affairs only of kings; waiting on them
obsequiously and stately, asif she were but a mistress of court ceremon-
les, and had nothing to do with the registering of the affairs of the com-
mon people. | have seenin his very old age and decrepitude the old
French King Lewis the Fourteenth, the type and model of king-
hoodNwho never moved but to measure, who lived and died according
to the laws of his Court-marshal, persisting in enacting through life the
part of Hero; and, divested of poetry, this was but a little wrinkled old
man, pock-marked, and with a great periwig and red heelsto make him
look tallNa hero for a book if you like, or for a brass statue or a painted
ceiling, agod in a Roman shape, but what more than a man for Madame
Maintenon, or the barber who shaved him, or Monsieur Fagon, his sur-
geon? | wonder shall History ever pull off her periwig and ceaseto be
court-ridden? Shall we see something of France and England besides
Versailles and Windsor? | saw Queen Anne at the latter place tearing
down the Park slopes, after her stag-hounds, and driving her one-horse
chaiseNa hot, red-faced woman, not in the least resembling that statue of
her which turns its stone back upon St. Paul's, and faces the coaches
struggling up Ludgate Hill. She was neither better bred nor wiser than
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you and me, though we knelt to hand her a letter or a wash-hand basin.
Why shall History go on kneeling to the end of time? | am for having her
rise up off her knees, and take a natural posture: not to be for ever per-
forming cringes and congees like a court-chamberlain, and shuffling
backwards out of doors in the presence of the sovereign. In a word, |
would have History familiar rather than heroic: and think that Mr. Hog-
arth and Mr. Fielding will give our children a much better idea of the
manners of the present age in England, than the Court Gazette and the
newspapers which we get thence.

There was a German officer of Webb's, with whom we used to joke,
and of whom a story (whereof | myself was the author) was got to be be-
lieved in the army, that he was eldest son of the hereditary Grand Boot-
jack of the Empire, and the heir to that honor of which his ancestorshad
beenvery proud, having been kicked for twenty generations by one im-
perial foot, asthey drew the boot from the other. | have heard that the
old Lord Castlewood, of part of whose family these present volumes are
a chronicle, though he came of quite as good blood asthe Stuarts whom
he served (and who asregards mere lineage are no better than a dozen
English and Scottish houses | could name), was prouder of his post
about the Court than of his ancestral honors, and valued his dignity (as
Lord of the Butteries and Groom of the King's Posset)so highly, that he
cheerfully ruined himself for the thankless and thriftless race who be-
stowed it. He pawned his plate for King Charles the First, mortgaged his
property for the same cause,and lost the greater part of it by fines and
seqguestration: stood a siege of his castle by Ireton, where his brother
Thomas capitulated (afterward making terms with the Commonwealth,
for which the elder brother never forgave him), and where his second
brother Edward, who had embraced the ecclesiastical profession, was
slain on Castlewood Tower, being engaged there both as preacher and
artilleryman. This resolute old loyalist, who was with the King whilst his
house was thus being battered down, escapedabroad with his only son,
then a boy, to return and take a part in Worcester fight. On that fatal
field EustaceEsmond was killed, and Castlewood fled from it once more
into exile, and henceforward, and after the Restoration, never was away
from the Court of the monarch (for whose return we offer thanks in the
Prayer-Book) who sold his country and who took bribes of the French
king.

What spectacleis more august than that of a great king in exile? Who
Is more worthy of respectthan a brave man in misfortune? Mr. Addison
has painted such a figure in his noble piece of Cato. But suppose fugitive
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Cato fuddling himself at a tavern with a wench on each knee, a dozen
faithful and tipsy companions of defeat, and a landlord calling out for
his bill; and the dignity of misfortune is straightway lost. The Historical
Muse turns away shamefaced from the vulgar scene, and closes the
doorNon which the exile's unpaid drink is scored upNupon him and his
pots and his pipes, and the tavern-chorus which he and his friends are
singing. Such a man as Charles should have had an Ostade or Mieris to
paint him. Your Knellers and Le Bruns only deal in clumsy and im-
possible allegories: and it hath always seemedto me blasphemy to claim
Olympus for such a wine-drabbled divinity as that.

About the King's follower, the Viscount CastlewoodNorphan of his
son, ruined by his fidelity, bearing many wounds and marks of bravery,
old and in exileNhis kinsmen | suppose should be silent; nor if this patri-
arch fell down in his cups, call fie upon him, and fetch passers-by to
laugh at his red face and white hairs. What! does a stream rush out of a
mountain free and pure, to roll through fair pastures, to feed and throw
out bright tributaries, and to end in a village gutter? Lives that have
noble commencements have often no better endings; it is not without a
kind of awe and reverence that an observer should speculate upon such
careersas he traces the course of them. | have seentoo much of success
in life to take off my hat and huzzah to it asit passesin its gilt coach:and
would do my little part with my neighbors on foot, that they should not
gape with too much wonder, nor applaud too loudly. Is it the Lord May-
or going in state to mince-pies and the Mansion House? Is it poor Jackof
Newgate's procession, with the sheriff and javelin-men, conducting him
on his last journey to Tyburn? | look into my heart and think that | sin as
good asmy Lord Mayor, and know | am asbad as Tyburn Jack.Give me
a chain and red gown and a pudding before me, and | could play the
part of Alderman very well, and sentenceJack after dinner. Starve me,
keep me from books and honest people, educate me to love dice, gin, and
pleasure, and put me on Hounslow Heath, with a purse before me, and |
will take it. "And | shall be deservedly hanged," say you, wishing to put
an end to this prosing. | don't say No. | can't but acceptthe world as|
find it, including a rope's end, as long as it is in fashion.

When Francis, fourth Viscount Castlewood, came to his title, and
presently after to take possessionof his house of Castlewood, county
Hants, in the year 1691, almost the only tenant of the place besidesthe
domestics was a lad of twelve years of age, of whom no one seemedto
take any note until my Lady Viscountess lighted upon him, going over
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the house with the housekeeperon the day of her arrival. The boy was in
the room known as the Book-room, or Yellow Gallery, where the por-
traits of the family used to hang, that fine piece among others of Sir An-
tonio Van Dyck of George, second Viscount, and that by Mr. Dobson of
my lord the third Viscount, just deceased,which it seemshis lady and
widow did not think fit to carry away, when she sent for and carried off
to her house at Chelsey, near to London, the picture of herself by Sir
Peter Lely, in which her ladyship was represented as a huntress of
Diana's court.

The new and fair lady of Castlewood found the sad, lonely, little occu-
pant of this gallery busy over his great book, which he laid down when
he was aware that a stranger was at hand. And, knowing who that per-
son must be, the lad stood up and bowed before her, performing a shy
obeisance to the mistress of his house.

Shestretched out her handNindeed when was it that that hand would
not stretch out to do an act of kindness, or to protect grief and ill-for-
tune? "And this is our kinsman," she said "and what is your name,
kinsman?"

"My name is Henry Esmond," said the lad, looking up at her in a sort
of delight and wonder, for she had come upon him as a Dea certe, and
appeared the most charming object he had ever looked on. Her golden
hair was shining in the gold of the sun; her complexion was of a dazzling
bloom; her lips smiling, and her eyes beaming with a kindness which
made Harry Esmond's heart to beat with surprise.

"His name is Henry Esmond, sure enough, my lady," says Mrs. Work-
sop, the housekeeper (an old tyrant whom Henry Esmond plagued more
than he hated), and the old gentlewoman looked significantly towards
the late lord's picture, asit now is in the family, noble and severe-look-
ing, with his hand on his sword, and his order on his cloak, which he
had from the Emperor during the war on the Danube against the Turk.

Seeingthe great and undeniable likeness between this portrait and the
lad, the new Viscountess, who had still hold of the boy's hand as she
looked at the picture, blushed and dropped the hand quickly, and
walked down the gallery, followed by Mrs. Worksop.

When the lady came back, Harry Esmond stood exactly in the same
spot, and with his hand asit had fallen when he dropped it on his black
coat.

Her heart melted, | suppose (indeed she hath since owned asmuch), at
the notion that she should do anything unkind to any mortal, great or
small; for, when shereturned, she had sent away the housekeeper upon
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an errand by the door at the farther end of the gallery; and, coming back
to the lad, with a look of infinite pity and tendernessin her eyes, she
took his hand again, placing her other fair hand on his head, and saying
some words to him, which were so kind, and said in a voice so sweet,
that the boy, who had never looked upon so much beauty before, felt as
if the touch of a superior being or angel smote him down to the ground,
and kissed the fair protecting hand as he knelt on one knee. To the very
last hour of his life, Esmond remembered the lady asshethen spoke and
looked, the rings on her fair hands, the very scentof her robe, the beam
of her eyeslighting up with surprise and kindness, her lips blooming in
a smile, the sun making a golden halo round her hair.

As the boy was yet in this attitude of humility, enters behind him a
portly gentleman, with alittle girl of four yearsold in his hand. The gen-
tleman burst into a great laugh at the lady and her adorer, with his little
gueer figure, his sallow face, and long black hair. The lady blushed, and
seemedto deprecate his ridicule by alook of appeal to her husband, for
it was my Lord Viscount who now arrived, and whom the lad knew,
having once before seen him in the late lord's lifetime.

"So this is the little priest" says my lord, looking down at the lad;
"welcome, kinsman."

"He is saying his prayers to mamma," saysthe little girl, who came up
to her papa's knees;and my lord burst out into another great laugh at
this, and kinsman Henry looked very silly. He invented a half-dozen of
speechesin reply, but 'twas months afterwards when he thought of this
adventure: as it was, he had never a word in answer.

“Le pauvre enfant, il n‘a que nous," saysthe lady, looking to her lord;
and the boy, who understood her, though doubtless she thought other-
wise, thanked her with all his heart for her kind speech.

"And he shan't want for friends here," says my lord in a kind voice,
"shall he, little Trix?"

The little girl, whose name was Beatrix, and whom her papa called by
this diminutive, looked at Henry Esmond solemnly, with a pair of large
eyes,and then a smile shone over her face,which was asbeautiful asthat
of a cherub, and she came up and put out a little hand to him. A keen
and delightful pang of gratitude, happiness, affection, filled the orphan
child's heart, as he received from the protectors, whom heaven had sent
to him, these touching words and tokens of friendliness and kindness.
But an hour since, he had felt quite alone in the world: when he heard
the great peal of bells from Castlewood church ringing that morning to
welcome the arrival of the new lord and lady, it had rung only terror and
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anxiety to him, for he knew not how the new owner would deal with
him; and those to whom he formerly looked for protection were forgot-
ten or dead. Pride and doubt too had kept him within-doors, when the
Vicar and the people of the village, and the servants of the house, had
gone out to welcome my Lord CastlewoodNfor Henry Esmond was no
servant, though a dependant; no relative, though he bore the name and
inherited the blood of the house; and in the midst of the noise and ac-
clamations attending the arrival of the new lord (for whom, you may be
sure, a feast was got ready, and guns were fired, and tenants and do-
mestics huzzahed when his carriage approached and rolled into the
court-yard of the hall), no one ever took any notice of young Henry Es-
mond, who sat unobserved and alone in the Book-room, until the after-
noon of that day, when his new friends found him.

When my lord and lady were going away thence, the little girl, still
holding her kinsman by the hand, bade him to come too. "Thou wilt al-
ways forsake an old friend for a new one, Trix," says her father to her
good-naturedly; and went into the gallery, giving an arm to his lady.
They passed thence through the music-gallery, long since dismantled,
and Queen Elizabeth's Rooms, in the clock- tower, and out into the ter-
race, where was a fine prospect of sunset and the great darkling woods
with a cloud of rooks returning; and the plain and river with Castlewood
village beyond, and purple hills beautiful to look atNand the little heir
of Castlewood, a child of two years old, was already here on the terrace
in his nurse's arms, from whom he ran acrossthe grassinstantly he per-
ceived his mother, and came to her.

“If thou canst not be happy here," says my lord, looking round at the
scene, "thou art hard to please, Rachel."

"I am happy where you are," she said, "but we were happiest of all at
Walcote Forest." Then my lord beganto describe what was before them
to his wife, and what indeed little Harry knew better than heN viz., the
history of the house: how by yonder gate the page ran away with the
heiress of Castlewood, by which the estatecameinto the present family;
how the Roundheads attacked the clock-tower, which my lord's father
was slain in defending. "l was but two years old then," sayshe, "but take
forty-six from ninety, and how old shall | be, kinsman Harry?"

“Thirty," says his wife, with a laugh.

"A great deal too old for you, Rachel,” answers my lord, looking
fondly down at her. Indeed she seemedto be a girl, and was at that time
scarce twenty years old.
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"You know, Frank, | will do anything to pleaseyou," says she, "and |
promise you | will grow older every day."

"You mustn't call papa, Frank; you must call papa my lord now," says
Miss Beatrix, with a toss of her little head; at which the mother smiled,
and the good-natured father laughed, and the little trotting boy laughed,
not knowing whyNbut becausehe was happy, no doubtNas every one
seemedto be there. How those trivial incidents and words, the landscape
and sunshine, and the group of people smiling and talking, remain fixed
on the memory!

As the sun was setting, the little heir was sentin the arms of his nurse
to bed, whither he went howling; but little Trix was promised to sit to
supper that nightN"and you will come too, kinsman, won't you?" she
said.

Harry Esmond blushed: "INI have supper with Mrs. Worksop," says
he.

"DNn it," saysmy lord, "thou shalt sup with us, Harry, to-night! Shan't
refuse a lady, shall he, Trix?"Nand they all wondered at Harry's per-
formance as a trencher-man, in which character the poor boy acquitted
himself very remarkably; for the truth is he had had no dinner, nobody
thinking of him in the bustle which the house was in, during the prepar-
ations antecedent to the new lord's arrival.

“"No dinner! poor dear child!" says my lady, heaping up his plate with
meat, and my lord, filling a bumper for him, bade him call a health; on
which Master Harry, crying "The King," tossed off the wine. My lord was
ready to drink that, and most other toasts: indeed only too ready. He
would not hear of Doctor Tusher (the Vicar of Castlewood, who cameto
supper) going away when the sweetmeatswere brought: he had not had
a chaplain long enough, he said, to be tired of him: so his reverence kept
my lord company for some hours over a pipe and a punch-bowl; and
went away home with rather a reeling gait, and declaring a dozen of
times, that his lordship's affability surpassedevery kindness he had ever
had from his lordship's gracious family.

As for young Esmond, when he got to his little chamber, it was with a
heart full of surprise and gratitude towards the new friends whom this
happy day had brought him. He was up and watching long before the
house was astir, longing to seethat fair lady and her childrenNthat kind
protector and patron: and only fearful lest their welcome of the past
night should in any way be withdrawn or altered. But presently little Be-
atrix came out into the garden, and her mother followed, who greeted
Harry as kindly as before. He told her at greater length the histories of
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the house (which he had beentaught in the old lord's time), and to which
she listened with great interest; and then he told her, with respectto the
night before, that he understood French, and thanked her for her
protection.

"Do you?" saysshe,with a blush; “"then, sir, you shall teach me and Be-
atrix." And she asked him many more questions regarding himself,
which had best be told more fully and explicitly than in those brief
replies which the lad made to his mistress's questions.
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Chapter 2

Relates how Francis, Fourth Viscount, arrives at
Castlewood

‘Tis known that the name of Esmond and the estate of Castlewood, com.
Hants, came into possession of the present family through Dorothea,
daughter and heiressof Edward, Earl and Marquis Esmond, and Lord of
Castlewood, which lady married, 23 Eliz., Henry Poyns, gent.; the said
Henry being then a page in the household of her father. Francis, son and
heir of the above Henry and Dorothea, who took the maternal name
which the family hath borne subsequently, was made Knight and Baron-
et by King Jamesthe First; and being of a military disposition, remained
long in Germany with the Elector- Palatine, in whose service Sir Francis
incurred both expenseand danger, lending large sums of money to that
unfortunate Prince; and receiving many wounds in the battles against
the Imperialists, in which Sir Francis engaged.

On his return home Sir Francis was rewarded for his services and
many sacrifices, by his late Majesty Jamesthe First, who graciously con-
ferred upon this tried servant the post of Warden of the Butteries and
Groom of the King's Posset,which high and confidential office he filled
in that king's and his unhappy successor's reign.

His age,and many wounds and infirmities, obliged Sir Francis to per-
form much of his duty by deputy: and his son, Sir George Esmond,
knight and banneret, first as his father's lieutenant, and afterwards asin-
heritor of his father's title and dignity, performed this office during al-
most the whole of the reign of King Charles the First, and his two sons
who succeeded him.

Sir George Esmond married, rather beneath the rank that a person of
his name and honor might aspire to, the daughter of Thos. Topham, of
the city of London, alderman and goldsmith, who, taking the Parlia-
mentary side in the troubles then commencing, disappointed Sir George
of the property which he expected at the demise of his father-in-law,
who devised his money to his second daughter, Barbara, a spinster.
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Sir George Esmond, on his part, was conspicuous for his attachment
and loyalty to the Royal causeand person: and the King being at Oxford
in 1642,Sir George, with the consentof his father, then very aged and in-
firm, and residing at his house of Castlewood, melted the whole of the
family plate for his Majesty's service.

For this, and other sacrifices and merits, his Majesty, by patent under
the Privy Seal,dated Oxford, Jan.,1643,was pleasedto advance Sir Fran-
cis Esmond to the dignity of Viscount Castlewood, of Shandon, in Ire-
land: and the Viscount's estatebeing much impoverished by loans to the
King, which in those troublesome times his Majesty could not repay, a
grant of land in the plantations of Virginia was given to the Lord Vis-
count.; part of which land is in possessionof descendantsof his family to
the present day.

The first Viscount Castlewood died full of years, and within a few
months after he had been advanced to his honors. He was succeededby
his eldest son, the before-named George; and left issue besides, Thomas,
a colonel in the King's army, who afterwards joined the Usurper's
Government; and Francis, in holy orders, who was slain whilst defend-
ing the House of Castlewood against the Parliament, anno 1647.

George Lord Castlewood (the second Viscount), of King Charles the
First's time, had no male issue save his one son, Eustace Esmond, who
was killed, with half of the Castlewood men beside him, at Worcester
fight. The lands about Castlewood were sold and apportioned to the
Commonwealth men; Castlewood being concerned in almost all of the
plots against the Protector, after the death of the King, and up to King
Charles the Second's restoration. My lord followed that king's Court
about in its exile, having ruined himself in its service. He had but one
daughter, who was of no great comfort to her father; for misfortune had
not taught those exiles sobriety of life; and it is said that the Duke of
York and his brother the King both quarrelled about Isabel Esmond. She
was maid of honor to the Queen Henrietta Maria; she early joined the
Roman Church; her father, a weak man, following her not long after at
Breda.

On the death of EustaceEsmond at Worcester, Thomas Esmond, neph-
ew to my Lord Castlewood, and then a stripling, becameheir to the title.
His father had taken the Parliament side in the quarrels, and so had been
estranged from the chief of his house; and my Lord Castlewood was at
first so much enraged to think that his title (albeit little more than an
empty one now) should passto a rascally Roundhead, that he would
have married again, and indeed proposed to do so to a vintner's
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daughter at Bruges, to whom his lordship owed a scorefor lodging when
the King was there, but for fear of the laughter of the Court, and the an-
ger of his daughter, of whom he stood in awe; for she was in temper as
imperious and violent asmy lord, who was much enfeebled by wounds
and drinking, was weak.

Lord Castlewood would have had a match between his daughter Isa-
bel and her cousin, the son of that Francis Esmond who was killed at
Castlewood siege. And the lady, it was said, took a fancy to the young
man, who was her junior by several years (which circumstance she did
not consider to be a fault in him); but having paid his court, and being
admitted to the intimacy of the house, he suddenly flung up his suit,
when it seemedto be pretty prosperous, without giving a pretext for his
behavior. His friends rallied him at what they laughingly chose to call
his infidelity; JackChurchill, Frank Esmond's lieutenant in the Royal Re-
giment of Foot-guards, getting the company which Esmond vacated,
when he left the Court and went to Tangier in a rage at discovering that
his promotion depended on the complaisance of his elderly affianced
bride. He and Churchill, who had been condiscipuli at St. Paul's Schooal,
had words about this matter; and Frank Esmond said to him with an
oath, "Jack, your sister may be so-and-so, but by Jove my wife shan't!"
and swords were drawn, and blood drawn too, until friends separated
them on this quarrel. Few men were so jealous about the point of honor
in those days; and gentlemen of good birth and lineage thought a royal
blot was an ornament to their family coat. Frank Esmond retired in the
sulks, first to Tangier, whence he returned after two years' service, set-
tling on a small property he had of his mother, near to Winchester, and
becamea country gentleman, and kept a pack of beagles,and never came
to Court again in King Charles'stime. But his uncle Castlewood was nev-
er reconciled to him; nor, for some time afterwards, his cousin whom he
had refused.

By places, pensions, bounties from France, and gifts from the King,
whilst his daughter was in favor, Lord Castlewood, who had spentin the
Royal service his youth and fortune, did not retrieve the latter quite, and
never cared to visit Castlewood, or repair it, since the death of his son,
but managed to keep a good house, and figure at Court, and to save a
considerable sum of ready money.

And now, his heir and nephew, Thomas Esmond, began to bid for his
uncle's favor. Thomas had served with the Emperor, and with the Dutch,
when King Charles was compelled to lend troops to the States; and
against them, when his Majesty made an alliance with the French King.
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In these campaigns Thomas Esmond was more remarked for duelling,
brawling, vice, and play, than for any conspicuous gallantry in the field,
and came back to England, like many another English gentleman who
has travelled, with a character by no meansimproved by his foreign ex-
perience. He had dissipated his small paternal inheritance of a younger
brother's portion, and, as truth must be told, was no better than a
hanger-on of ordinaries, and a brawler about Alsatia and the Friars,
when he bethought him of a means of mending his fortune.

His cousin was now of more than middle age,and had nobody's word
but her own for the beauty which she said she once possessed.She was
lean, and yellow, and long in the tooth; all the red and white in all the
toy-shops in London could not make a beauty of herNMr. Killigrew
called her the Sybil, the death's-head put up at the King's feast as a
memento mori, &c.Nin fine, a woman who might be easy of conquest,
but whom only a very bold man would think of conquering. This bold
man was Thomas Esmond. He had afancy to my Lord Castlewood's sav-
ings, the amount of which rumor had very much exaggerated. Madame
Isabel was said to have Royal jewels of great value; whereas poor Tom
Esmond's last coat but one was in pawn.

My lord had at this time a fine house in Lincoln's-Inn-Fields, nigh to
the Duke's Theatre and the Portugal ambassador'schapel. Tom Esmond,
who had frequented the one aslong as he had money to spend among
the actresses,now cameto the church as assiduously. He looked so lean
and shabby, that he passedwithout difficulty for arepentant sinner; and
so, becoming converted, you may be sure took his uncle's priest for a
director.

This charitable father reconciled him with the old lord, his uncle, who
a short time before would not speak to him, as Tom passed under my
lord's coach window, his lordship going in state to his place at Court,
while his nephew slunk by with his battered hat and feather, and the
point of his rapier sticking out of the scabbardNto his twopenny ordin-
ary in Bell Yard.

Thomas Esmond, after this reconciliation with his uncle, very soon
beganto grow sleek, and to show signs of the benefits of good living and
clean linen. He fasted rigorously twice a week, to be sure; but he made
amends on the other days: and, to show how great his appetite was, Mr.
Wycherley said, he ended by swallowing that fly-blown rank old morsel
his cousin. There were endless jokes and lampoons about this marriage
at Court: but Tom rode thither in his uncle's coach now, called him fath-
er, and having won could afford to laugh. This marriage took place very
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shortly before King Charles died: whom the Viscount of Castlewood
speedily followed.

The issue of this marriage was one son, whom the parents watched
with an intense eagernessand care; but who, in spite of nurses and phys-
icians, had only a brief existence.His tainted blood did not run very long
in his poor feeble little body. Symptoms of evil broke out early on him;
and, part from flattery, part superstition, nothing would satisfy my lord
and lady, especially the latter, but having the poor little cripple touched
by his Majesty at his church. They were ready to cry out miracle at first
(the doctors and quack-salvers being constantly in attendance on the
child, and experimenting on his poor little body with every conceivable
nostrum) but though there seemed,from some reason, a notable amelior-
ation in the infant's health after his Majesty touched him, in afew weeks
afterward the poor thing diedNcausing the lampooners of the Court to
say, that the King, in expelling evil out of the infant of Tom Esmond and
Isabella his wife, expelled the life out of it, which was nothing but
corruption.

The mother's natural pang at losing this poor little child must have
beenincreased when she thought of her rival Frank Esmond's wife, who
was a favorite of the whole Court, where my poor Lady Castlewood was
neglected, and who had one child, a daughter, flourishing and beautiful,
and was about to become a mother once more.

The Court, as| have heard, only laughed the more becausethe poor
lady, who had pretty well passedthe age when ladies are accustomedto
have children, nevertheless determined not to give hope up, and even
when she came to live at Castlewood, was constantly sending over to
Hexton for the doctor, and announcing to her friends the arrival of an
heir. This absurdity of hers was one amongst many others which the
wags used to play upon. Indeed, to the last days of her life, my Lady Vis-
countess had the comfort of fancying herself beautiful, and persisted in
blooming up to the very midst of winter, painting roseson her cheeks
long after their natural season,and attiring herself like summer though
her head was covered with snow.

Gentlemen who were about the Court of King Charles, and King
James,have told the present writer a number of stories about this queer
old lady, with which it's not necessarythat posterity should be enter-
tained. Sheis said to have had great powers of invective and, if she
fought with all her rivals in King James'sfavor, 'tis certain she must have
had a vast number of quarrels on her hands. Shewas a woman of an in-
trepid spirit, and, it appears, pursued and rather fatigued his Majesty
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with her rights and her wrongs. Some say that the cause of her leaving
Court was jealousy of Frank Esmond's wife: others, that she was forced
to retreat after a great battle which took place at Whitehall, between her
ladyship and Lady Dorchester, Tom Killigrew's daughter, whom the
King delighted to honor, and in which that ill-favored Esther got the bet-
ter of our elderly Vashti. But her ladyship, for her part, always averred
that it was her husband's quarrel, and not her own, which occasionedthe
banishment of the two into the country; and the cruel ingratitude of the
Sovereign in giving away, out of the family, that place of Warden of the
Butteries and Groom of the King's Posset,which the two last Lords Cas-
tlewood had held so honorably, and which was now conferred upon a
fellow of yesterday, and a hanger-on of that odious Dorchester creature,
my Lord Bergamot; "l never," said my lady, could have come to seehis
Majesty's posset carried by any other hand than an Esmond. | should
have dashed the salver out of Lord Bergamot's hand, had | met him."
And those who knew her ladyship are aware that she was a person quite
capable of performing this feat, had she not wisely kept out of the way.
Holding the purse-strings in her own control, to which, indeed, she
liked to bring most persons who came near her, Lady Castlewood could
command her husband's obedience, and so broke up her establishment
at London; she had removed from Lincoln's-Inn-Fields to Chelsey, to a
pretty new house she bought there; and brought her establishment, her
maids, lap-dogs, and gentlewomen, her priest, and his lordship her hus-
band, to Castlewood Hall, that she had never seensince she quitted it as
a child with her father during the troubles of King Charles the First's
reign. The walls were still open in the old house asthey had beenleft by
the shot of the Commonwealthmen. A part of the mansion was restored
and furbished up with the plate, hangings, and furniture brought from
the house in London. My lady meant to have a triumphal entry into Cas-
tlewood village, and expected the people to cheer as she drove over the
Green in her great coach, my lord beside her, her gentlewomen, lap-
dogs, and cockatoos on the opposite seat, six horsesto her carriage, and
servants armed and mounted following it and preceding it. But ‘twas in
the height of the No-Popery cry; the folks in the village and the

1.Lionel Tipton, created Baron Bergamot, ann. 1686, Gentleman Usher of the Back
Stairs, and afterwards appointed Warden of the Butteries and Groom of the King's
Posset (on the decease of George, second Viscount Castlewood), accompanied his
Majesty to St. Germain's, where he died without issue. No Groom of the Posset was
appointed by the Prince of Orange, nor hath there been such an officer in any suc-
ceeding reign.
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neighboring town were scared by the sight of her ladyship's painted face
and eyelids, as she bobbed her head out of the coachwindow, meaning,
no doubt, to be very gracious; and one old woman said, "Lady Isabel!
lord-a-mercy, it's Lady Jezebel!"a name by which the enemies of the
right honorable Viscountess were afterwards in the habit of designating
her. The country was then in a great No-Popery fervor; her ladyship's
known conversion, and her husband's, the priest in her train, and the ser-
vice performed at the chapel of Castlewood (though the chapel had been
built for that worship before any other was heard of in the country, and
though the service was performed in the most quiet manner), got her no
favor at first in the county or village. By far the greater part of the estate
of Castlewood had been confiscated, and been parcelled out to Common-
wealthmen. One or two of theseold Cromwellian soldiers were still alive
in the village, and looked grimly at first upon my Lady Viscountess,
when she came to dwell there.

She appeared at the Hexton Assembly, bringing her lord after her,
scaring the country folks with the splendor of her diamonds, which she
always wore in public. They said shewore them in private, too, and slept
with them round her neck; though the writer can pledge his word that
this was a calumny. "If she were to take them off," my Lady Sark said,
"Tom Esmond, her husband, would run away with them and pawn
them." "Twas another calumny. My Lady Sark was also an exile from
Court, and there had been war between the two ladies before.

The village people beganto be reconciled presently to their lady, who
was generous and kind, though fantastic and haughty, in her ways; and
whose praises Dr. Tusher, the Vicar, sounded loudly amongst his flock.
As for my lord, he gave no great trouble, being considered scarcemore
than an appendage to my lady, who, asdaughter of the old lords of Cas-
tlewood, and possessorof vast wealth, asthe country folks said (though
indeed nine-tenths of it existed but in rumor), was looked upon as the
real queen of the Castle, and mistress of all it contained.
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Chapter

Whither, in the time of Thomas, Third Viscount, | had
preceded him as Page to Isabella

Coming up to London again some short time after this retreat, the Lord
Castlewood despatched a retainer of his to a little Cottage in the village
of Ealing, near to London, where for some time had dwelt an old French
refugee, by name Mr. Pastoureau, one of those whom the persecution of
the Huguenots by the French king had brought over to this country.
With this old man lived alittle lad, who went by the name of Henry Tho-
mas. He remembered to have lived in another place a short time before,
near to London too, amongst looms and spinning-wheels, and a great
deal of psalm- singing and church-going, and a whole colony of
Frenchmen.

There he had a dear, dear friend, who died, and whom he called Aunt.
Sheused to visit him in his dreams sometimes; and her face, though it
was homely, was a thousand times dearer to him than that of Mrs. Pas-
toureau, Bon Papa Pastoureau's new wife, who came to live with him
after aunt went away. And there, at Spittlefields, asit used to be called,
lived Uncle George,who was a weaver too, but used to tell Harry that he
was a little gentleman, and that his father was a captain, and his mother
an angel.

When he said so, Bon Papa used to look up from the loom, where he
was embroidering beautiful silk flowers, and say, "Angel! she belongsto
the Babylonish scarletwoman." Bon Papawas always talking of the scar-
let woman. He had a little room where he always used to preach and
sing hymns out of his great old nose. Little Harry did not like the preach-
ing; he liked better the fine stories which aunt used to tell him. Bon
Papa'swife never told him pretty stories; she quarrelled with Uncle Ge-
orge, and he went away.

After this, Harry's Bon Papaand his wife and two children of her own
that she brought with her, cameto live at Ealing. The new wife gave her
children the best of everything, and Harry many a whipping, he knew
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not why. Besidesblows, he got ill namesfrom her, which need not be set
down here, for the sake of old Mr. Pastoureau,who was still kind some-
times. The unhappiness of those days is long forgiven, though they casta
shade of melancholy over the child's youth, which will accompany him,
no doubt, to the end of his days: asthose tender twigs are bent the trees
grow afterward; and he, at least, who has suffered as a child, and is not
quite perverted in that early school of unhappiness, learns to be gentle
and long-suffering with little children.

Harry was very glad when a gentleman dressed in black, on horse-
back, with a mounted servant behind him, cameto fetch him away from
Ealing. The noverca, or unjust stepmother, who had neglected him for
her own two children, gave him supper enough the night before he went
away, and plenty in the morning. Shedid not beathim once,and told the
children to keep their hands off him. One was a girl, and Harry never
could bearto strike a girl; and the other was a boy, whom he could easily
have beat, but he always cried out, when Mrs. Pastoureau came sailing
to the rescuewith arms like aflail. Sheonly washed Harry's facethe day
he went away; nor ever so much as once boxed his ears. Shewhimpered
rather when the gentleman in black came for the boy; and old Mr. Pas-
toureau, as he gave the child his blessing, scowled over his shoulder at
the strange gentleman, and grumbled out something about Babylon and
the scarlet lady. He was grown quite old, like a child almost. Mrs. Pas-
toureau used to wipe his noseasshedid to the children. Shewas a great,
big, handsome young woman; but, though she pretended to cry, Harry
thought ‘twas only a sham, and sprung quite delighted upon the horse
upon which the lackey helped him.

He was a Frenchman; his name was Blaise. The child could talk to him
in his own language perfectly well: he knew it better than English in-
deed, having lived hitherto chiefly among French people: and being
called the Little Frenchman by other boys on Ealing Green. He soon
learnt to speak English perfectly, and to forget some of his French: chil-
dren forget easily. Some earlier and fainter recollections the child had of
a different country; and a town with tall white houses:and a ship. But
these were quite indistinct in the boy's mind, asindeed the memory of
Ealing soon became, at least of much that he suffered there.

The lackey before whom he rode was very lively and voluble, and in-
formed the boy that the gentleman riding before him was my lord's
chaplain, Father HoltNthat he was now to be called Master Harry Es-
mondNthat my Lord Viscount Castlewood was his parrainNthat he was
to live at the great house of Castlewood, in the province of NNshire,
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where he would see Madame the Viscountess, who was a grand lady.
And so, seated on a cloth before Blaise's saddle, Harry Esmond was
brought to London, and to a fine square called Covent Garden, near to
which his patron lodged.

Mr. Holt, the priest, took the child by the hand, and brought him to
this nobleman, a grand languid nobleman in a great cap and flowered
morning-gown, sucking oranges. He patted Harry on the head and gave
him an orange.

"C'est bien ca," he said to the priest after eying the child, and the gen-
tleman in black shrugged his shoulders.

“Let Blaise take him out for a holiday,” and out for a holiday the boy
and the valet went. Harry went jumping along; he was glad enough to
go.

He will remember to his life's end the delights of those days. He was
taken to see a play by Monsieur Blaise, in a house a thousand times
greater and finer than the booth at Ealing FairNand on the next happy
day they took water on the river, and Harry saw London Bridge, with
the houses and booksellers' shops thereon, looking like a street, and the
Tower of London, with the Armor, and the great lions and bearsin the
moatNall under company of Monsieur Blaise.

Presently, of an early morning, all the party set forth for the country,
namely, my Lord Viscount and the other gentleman; Monsieur Blaise
and Harry on a pillion behind them, and two or three men with pistols
leading the baggage-horses.And all along the road the Frenchman told
little Harry stories of brigands, which made the child's hair stand on end,
and terrified him; sothat at the great gloomy inn on the road where they
lay, he besought to be allowed to sleep in a room with one of the ser-
vants, and was compassionated by Mr. Holt, the gentleman who trav-
elled with my lord, and who gave the child a little bed in his chamber.

His artless talk and answers very likely inclined this gentleman in the
boy's favor, for next day Mr. Holt said Harry should ride behind him,
and not with the French lacky; and all along the journey put athousand
questions to the childNas to his foster- brother and relations at Ealing;
what his old grandfather had taught him; what languages he knew;
whether he could read and write, and sing, and so forth. And Mr. Holt
found that Harry could read and write, and possessedthe two languages
of French and English very well; and when he asked Harry about
singing, the lad broke out with a hymn to the tune of Dr. Martin Luther,
which setMr. Holt a-laughing; and even causedhis grand parrain in the
laced hat and periwig to laugh too when Holt told him what the child
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was singing. For it appeared that Dr. Martin Luther's hymns were not
sung in the churches Mr. Holt preached at.

"You must never sing that song any more: do you hear, little manni-
kin?" says my Lord Viscount, holding up a finger.

"But we will try and teachyou a better, Harry," Mr. Holt said; and the
child answered, for he was a docile child, and of an affectionate nature,
“That he loved pretty songs, and would try and learn anything the gen-
tleman would tell him." That day he so pleased the gentlemen by his
talk, that they had him to dine with them at the inn, and encouraged him
in his prattle; and Monsieur Blaise, with whom he rode and dined the
day before, waited upon him now.

“Tis well, 'tis welll" said Blaise, that night (in his own language) when
they lay again at an inn. "We are a little lord here; we are a little lord
now: we shall seewhat we are when we come to Castlewood, where my
lady is."

"When shall we come to Castlewood, Monsieur Blaise?" says Harry.

"Parbleu! my lord does not press himself," Blaise says, with a grin;
and, indeed, it seemedasif his lordship was not in a great hurry, for he
spent three days on that journey which Harry Esmond hath often since
ridden in a dozen hours. For the last two of the days Harry rode with the
priest, who was sokind to him, that the child had grown to be quite fond
and familiar with him by the journey's end, and had scarcea thought in
his little heart which by that time he had not confided to his new friend.

At length, on the third day, at evening, they cameto a village standing
on a green with elms round it, very pretty to look at; and the people
there all took off their hats, and made curtsies to my Lord Viscount, who
bowed to them all languidly; and there was one portly person that wore
a cassockand a broad-leafed hat, who bowed lower than any oneNand
with this one both my lord and Mr. Holt had a few words. "This, Harry,
Is Castlewood church," says Mr. Holt, "and this is the pillar thereof,
learned Doctor Tusher. Take off your hat, sirrah, and salute Dr. Tusher!"

"Come up to supper, Doctor," saysmy lord; at which the Doctor made
another low bow, and the party moved on towards a grand house that
was before them, with many gray towers and vanes on them, and win-
dows flaming in the sunshine; and a great army of rooks, wheeling over
their heads, made for the woods behind the house, as Harry saw; and
Mr. Holt told him that they lived at Castlewood too.

They came to the house, and passed under an arch into a court-yard,
with afountain in the centre, where many men came and held my lord's
stirrup as he descended, and paid great respect to Mr. Holt likewise.
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And the child thought that the servants looked at him curiously, and
smiled to one anotherNand he recalled what Blaise had said to him
when they were in London, and Harry had spoken about his godpapa,
when the Frenchman said, "Parbleu, one seeswell that my lord is your
godfather;" words whereof the poor lad did not know the meaning then,
though he apprehended the truth in a very short time afterwards, and
learned it, and thought of it with no small feeling of shame.

Taking Harry by the hand as soon as they were both descended from
their horses, Mr. Holt led him acrossthe court, and under a low door to
rooms on a level with the ground; one of which Father Holt said was to
be the boy's chamber, the other on the other side of the passagebeing the
Father's own; and as soon as the little man's face was washed, and the
Father's own dress arranged, Harry's guide took him once more to the
door by which my lord had entered the hall, and up a stair, and through
an ante-room to my lady's drawing-roomNan apartment than which
Harry thought he had never seenanything more grandNno, not in the
Tower of London which he had just visited. Indeed, the chamber was
richly ornamented in the manner of Queen Elizabeth's time, with great
stained windows at either end, and hangings of tapestry, which the sun
shining through the colored glass painted of a thousand lines; and here
in state, by the fire, sat a lady to whom the priest took up Harry, who
was indeed amazed by her appearance.

My Lady Viscountess'sface was daubed with white and red up to the
eyes,to which the paint gave an unearthly glare: she had a tower of lace
on her head, under which was a bush of black curlsN borrowed
curlsNso that no wonder little Harry Esmond was scared when he was
first presented to herNthe kind priest acting as master of the ceremonies
at that solemn introductionNand he stared at her with eyes almost as
great as her own, as he had stared at the player woman who acted the
wicked tragedy-queen, when the players came down to Ealing Fair. She
sat in a great chair by the fire-corner; in her lap was a spaniel-dog that
barked furiously; on alittle table by her was her ladyship's snuff-box and
her sugar- plum box. Shewore a dress of black velvet, and a petticoat of
flame-colored brocade. She had as many rings on her fingers as the old
woman of Banbury Cross; and pretty small feet which she was fond of
showing, with great gold clocks to her stockings, and white pantofles
with red heels; and an odor of musk was shook out of her garments
whenever she moved or quitted the room, leaning on her tortoise-shell
stick, little Fury barking at her heels.
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Mrs. Tusher, the parson's wife, was with my lady. She had been
waiting-woman to her ladyship in the late lord's time, and, having her
soul in that business,took naturally to it when the Viscountess of Castle-
wood returned to inhabit her father's house.

"I present to your ladyship your kinsman and little page of honor,
Master Henry Esmond," Mr. Holt said, bowing lowly, with a sort of com-
ical humility. "Make a pretty bow to my lady, Monsieur; and then anoth-
er litte bow, not so low, to Madame TusherNthe fair priestess of
Castlewood."

"Where | have lived and hope to die, sir," says Madame Tusher, giving
a hard glance at the brat, and then at my lady.

Upon her the boy's whole attention was for a time directed. He could
not keep his great eyesoff from her. Sincethe Empress of Ealing, he had
seen nothing so awful.

"Does my appearance please you, little page?" asked the lady.

"He would be very hard to please if it didn't," cried Madame Tusher.

"Have done, you silly Maria," said Lady Castlewood.

"Where I'm attached, I'm attached, MadameNand I'd die rather than
not say so."

"Jemeurs ou je m'attache,” Mr. Holt said with a polite grin. "The ivy
says so in the picture, and clings to the oak like a fond parasite as it is."

"Parricide, sir!" cries Mrs. Tusher.

"Hush, TusherNyou are always bickering with Father Holt," cried my
lady. "Come and kiss my hand, child;" and the oak held out a BRANCH
to little Harry Esmond, who took and dutifully kissed the lean old hand,
upon the gnarled knuckles of which there glittered a hundred rings.

"To kiss that hand would make many a pretty fellow happy!" cried
Mrs. Tusher: on which my lady crying out, "Go, you foolish Tusher!" and
tapping her with her great fan, Tusher ran forward to seize her hand and
kiss it. Fury arose and barked furiously at Tusher; and Father Holt
looked on at this queer scene, with arch, grave glances.

The awe exhibited by the little boy perhaps pleased the lady to whom
this artless flattery was bestowed: for having gone down on his knee (as
Father Holt had directed him, and the mode then was) and performed
his obeisance,she said, "Page Esmond, my groom of the chamber will in-
form you what your duties are, when you wait upon my lord and me;
and good Father Holt will instruct you as becomesa gentleman of our
name. You will pay him obedience in everything, and | pray you may
grow to be as learned and as good as your tutor."
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The lady seemedto have the greatestreverencefor Mr. Holt, and to be
more afraid of him than of anything elsein the world. If shewas ever so
angry, aword or look from Father Holt made her calm: indeed he had a
vast power of subjecting those who came near him; and, among the rest,
his new pupil gave himself up with an entire confidence and attachment
to the good Father, and became his willing slave almost from the first
moment he saw him.

He put his small hand into the Father's as he walked away from his
first presentation to his mistress, and asked many questions in his artless
childish way. "Who is that other woman?" he asked. "She is fat and
round; she is more pretty than my Lady Castlewood."

"She is Madame Tusher, the parson's wife of Castlewood. She has a
son of your age, but bigger than you."

"Why does she like so to kiss my lady's hand. It is not good to kiss."

"Tastes are different, little man. Madame Tusher is attached to my
lady, having been her waiting-woman before she was married, in the old
lord's time. Shemarried Doctor Tusher the chaplain. The English house-
hold divines often marry the waiting-women."

"You will not marry the French woman, will you? | saw her laughing
with Blaise in the buttery."

"l belong to a church that is older and better than the English church,”
Mr. Holt said (making a sign whereof Esmond did not then understand
the meaning, across his breast and forehead); "in our church the clergy
do not marry. You will understand these things better soon."

"Was not Saint Peter the head of your church?NDr. Rabbits of Ealing
told us so."

The Father said, "Yes, he was."

"But Saint Peter was married, for we heard only last Sunday that his
wife's mother lay sick of a fever." On which the Father again laughed,
and said he would understand this too better soon, and talked of other
things, and took away Harry Esmond, and showed him the great old
house which he had come to inhabit.

It stood on a rising green hill, with woods behind it, in which were
rooks' nests, where the birds at morning and returning home at evening
made a great cawing. At the foot of the hill was ariver, with a steep an-
cient bridge crossing it; and beyond that a large pleasant green flat,
where the village of Castlewood stood, and stands, with the church in
the midst, the parsonage hard by it, the inn with the blacksmith's forge
beside it, and the sign of the "Three Castles" on the elm. The London
road stretched away towards the rising sun, and to the west were
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swelling hills and peaks, behind which many a time Harry Esmond saw
the same sun setting, that he now looks on thousands of miles away
across the great oceanNin a new Castlewood, by another stream, that
bears, like the new country of wandering AEneas, the fond names of the
land of his youth.

The Hall of Castlewood was built with two courts, whereof one only,
the fountain-court, was now inhabited, the other having been battered
down in the Cromwellian wars. In the fountain-court, still in good re-
pair, was the great hall, near to the kitchen and butteries. A dozen of
living-rooms looking to the north, and communicating with the little
chapel that faced eastwards and the buildings stretching from that to the
main gate, and with the hall (which looked to the west) into the court
now dismantled. This court had been the most magnificent of the two,
until the Protector's cannon tore down one side of it before the place was
taken and stormed. The besiegersentered at the terrace under the clock-
tower, slaying every man of the garrison, and at their head my lord's
brother, Francis Esmond.

The Restoration did not bring enough money to the Lord Castlewood
to restore this ruined part of his house; where were the morning parlors,
above them the long music-gallery, and before which stretched the
garden-terrace, where, however, the flowers grew again which the boots
of the Roundheads had trodden in their assault,and which was restored
without much cost, and only a little care, by both ladies who succeeded
the second viscount in the government of this mansion. Round the
terrace-garden was a low wall with a wicket leading to the wooded
height beyond, that is called Cromwell's Battery to this day.

Young Harry Esmond learned the domestic part of his duty, which
was easy enough, from the groom of her ladyship's chamber: serving the
Countess, asthe custom commonly was in his boyhood, aspage, waiting
at her chair, bringing her scented water and the silver basin after din-
nerNsitting on her carriage-step on state occasions,or on public days in-
troducing her company to her. This was chiefly of the Catholic gentry, of
whom there were a pretty many in the country and neighboring city; and
who rode not seldom to Castlewood to partake of the hospitalities there.
In the second year of their residence, the company seemed especially to
increase. My lord and my lady were seldom without visitors, in whose
society it was curious to contrast the difference of behavior between
Father Holt, the director of the family, and Doctor Tusher, the rector of
the parishNMr. Holt moving amongst the very highest as quite their
equal, and as commanding them all; while poor Doctor Tusher, whose
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position was indeed a difficult one, having been chaplain once to the
Hall, and still to the Protestant servants there, seemedmore like an usher
than an equal, and always rose to go away after the first course.

Also there came in these times to Father Holt many private visitors,
whom, after alittle, Henry Esmond had little difficulty in recognizing as
ecclesiasticsof the Father's persuasion, whatever their dresses(and they
adopted all) might be. These were closeted with the Father constantly,
and often came and rode away without paying their devoirs to my lord
and ladyNto the lady and lord ratherNhis lordship being little more
than a cipher in the house, and entirely under his domineering partner.
A little fowling, alittle hunting, a great deal of sleep, and a long dine at
cards and table, carried through one day after another with his lordship.
When meetings took place in this second year, which often would hap-
pen with closed doors, the page found my lord's sheetof paper scribbled
over with dogs and horses,and 'twas said he had much ado to keep him-
self awake at these councils: the Countess ruling over them, and he act-
ing as little more than her secretary.

Father Holt began speedily to be so much occupied with these meet-
ings as rather to neglect the education of the little lad who so gladly put
himself under the kind priest's orders. At first they read much and regu-
larly, both in Latin and French; the Father not neglecting in anything to
impress his faith upon his pupil, but not forcing him violently, and treat-
ing him with a delicacy and kindness which surprised and attached the
child, always more easily won by these methods than by any severeexer-
cise of authority. And his delight in their walks was to tell Harry of the
glories of his order, of its martyrs and heroes, of its Brethren converting
the heathen by myriads, traversing the desert, facing the stake, ruling the
courts and councils, or braving the tortures of kings; so that Harry Es-
mond thought that to belong to the Jesuitswas the greatest prize of life
and bravest end of ambition; the greatest career here, and in heaven the
surest reward; and began to long for the day, not only when he should
enter into the one church and receive his first communion, but when he
might join that wonderful brotherhood, which was present throughout
all the world, and which numbered the wisest, the bravest, the highest
born, the most eloquent of men among its members. Father Holt bade
him keep his views secret,and to hide them as a great treasure which
would escapehim if it was revealed; and, proud of this confidence and
secretvested in him, the lad becamefondly attached to the master who
initiated him into a mystery so wonderful and awful. And when little
Tom Tusher, his neighbor, came from school for his holiday, and said
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how he, too, was to be bred up for an English priest, and would get what
he called an exhibition from his school, and then a college scholarship
and fellowship, and then a good livingNit tasked young Harry
Esmond's powers of reticence not to say to his young companion,
"Church! priesthood! fat living! My dear Tommy, do you call yours a
church and a priesthood? What is a fat living compared to converting a
hundred thousand heathensby a single sermon?What is a scholarship at
Trinity by the side of a crown of martyrdom, with angelsawaiting you as
your head is taken off? Could your master at school sail over the Thames
on his gown? Have you statues in your church that can bleed, speak,
walk, and cry? My good Tommy, in dear Father Holt's church these
things take place every day. You know Saint Philip of the Willows ap-
peared to Lord Castlewood, and caused him to turn to the one true
church. No saints ever come to you." And Harry Esmond, becauseof his
promise to Father Holt, hiding away these treasures of faith from T.
Tusher, delivered himself of them nevertheless simply to Father Holt;
who stroked his head, smiled at him with his inscrutable look, and told
him that he did well to meditate on these great things, and not to talk of
them except under direction.
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4

Chapter

| am placed under a Popish Priest and bred to that
Religion.-- Viscountess Castlewood

Had time enough beengiven, and his childish inclinations been properly
nurtured, Harry Esmond had been a Jesuit priest ere he was a dozen
years older, and might have finished his days a martyr in China or a vic-
tim on Tower Hill: for, in the few months they spent together at Castle-
wood, Mr. Holt obtained an entire mastery over the boy's intellect and
affections; and had brought him to think, asindeed Father Holt thought
with all his heart too, that no life was so noble, no death so desirable, as
that which many brethren of his famous order were ready to undergo.
By love, by a brightness of wit and good-humor that charmed all, by an
authority which he knew how to assume,by a mystery and silence about
him which increasedthe child's reverence for him, he won Harry's abso-
lute fealty, and would have kept it, doubtless, if schemesgreater and
more important than a poor little boy's admission into orders had not
called him away.

After being at home for a few months in tranquillity (if theirs might be
called tranquillity, which was, in truth, a constant bickering), my lord
and lady left the country for London, taking their director with them:
and his little pupil scarceever shed more bitter tears in his life than he
did for nights after the first parting with his dear friend, as he lay in the
lonely chamber next to that which the Father used to occupy. He and a
few domestics were left as the only tenants of the great house: and,
though Harry sedulously did all the tasks which the Father set him, he
had many hours unoccupied, and read in the library, and bewildered his
little brains with the great books he found there.

After a while, the little lad grew accustomed to the loneliness of the
place; and in after days remembered this part of his life asa period not
unhappy. When the family was at London the whole of the establish-
ment travelled thither with the exception of the porterN who was,
moreover, brewer, gardener, and woodmanNand his wife and children.
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These had their lodging in the gate-house hard by, with a door into the
court; and a window looking out on the green was the Chaplain's room;
and next to this a small chamber where Father Holt had his books, and
Harry Esmond his sleeping closet. The side of the house facing the east
had escapedthe guns of the Cromwellians, whose battery was on the
height facing the western court; so that this easternend bore few marks
of demolition, savein the chapel, where the painted windows surviving
Edward the Sixth had been broke by the Commonwealthmen. In Father
Holt's time little Harry Esmond acted as his familiar and faithful little
servitor; beating his clothes, folding his vestments, fetching his water
from the well long before daylight, ready to run anywhere for the service
of his beloved priest. When the Father was away, he locked his private
chamber; but the room where the books were was left to little Harry,
who, but for the society of this gentleman, was little less solitary when
Lord Castlewood was at home.

The French wit saith that a hero is none to his valet-de-chambre, and it
required less quick eyes than my lady's little page was naturally en-
dowed with, to seethat she had many qualities by no means heroic,
however much Mrs. Tusher might flatter and coax her. When Father
Holt was not by, who exercisedan entire authority over the pair, my lord
and my lady quarrelled and abused each other so as to make the ser-
vants laugh, and to frighten the little page on duty. The poor boy
trembled before his mistress, who called him by a hundred ugly names,
who made nothing of boxing his ears, and tilting the silver basin in his
face which it was his businessto present to her after dinner. Shehath re-
paired, by subsequentkindness to him, these severities, which it must be
owned made his childhood very unhappy. Shewas but unhappy herself
at this time, poor soul! and | suppose made her dependants lead her own
sad life. | think my lord was as much afraid of her as her page was, and
the only person of the household who mastered her was Mr. Holt. Harry
was only too glad when the Father dined at table, and to slink away and
prattle with him afterwards, or read with him, or walk with him. Luckily
my Lady Viscountess did not rise till noon. Heaven help the poor
waiting-woman who had charge of her toilet! | have often seenthe poor
wretch come out with red eyes from the closet where those long and
mysterious rites of her ladyship's dress were performed, and the
backgammon-box locked up with a rap on Mrs. Tusher's fingers when
she played ill, or the game was going the wrong way.

Blessedbe the king who introduced cards, and the kind inventors of
piquet and cribbage, for they employed six hours at least of her
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ladyship's day, during which her family was pretty easy. Without this
occupation my lady frequently declared she should die. Her dependants
one after another relieved guardN'twas rather a dangerous post to play
with her ladyshipNand took the cards turn about. Mr. Holt would sit
with her at piquet during hours together, at which time she behaved her-
self properly; and as for Dr. Tusher, | believe he would have left a
parishioner's dying bed, if summoned to play a rubber with his patron-
ess at Castlewood. Sometimes, when they were pretty comfortable to-
gether, my lord took a hand. Besidesthesemy lady had her faithful poor
Tusher, and one, two, three gentlewomen whom Harry Esmond could
recollect in his time. They could not bear that genteel service very long;
one after another tried and failed at it. Theseand the housekeeper, and
little Harry Esmond, had a table of their own. Poor ladies their life was
far harder than the page's. He was sound asleep, tucked up in his little
bed, whilst they were sitting by her ladyship reading her to sleep, with
the "News Letter" or the "Grand Cyrus." My lady used to have boxes of
new plays from London, and Harry was forbidden, under the pain of a
whipping, to look into them. | am afraid he deserved the penalty pretty
often, and got it sometimes. Father Holt applied it twice or thrice, when
he caught the young scapegracewith a delightful wicked comedy of Mr.
Shadwell's or Mr. Wycherley's under his pillow.

These,when he took any, were my lord's favorite reading. But he was
averseto much study, and, as his little page fancied, to much occupation
of any sort.

It always seemedto young Harry Esmond that my lord treated him
with more kindness when his lady was not present, and Lord Castle-
wood would take the lad sometimes on his little journeys a- hunting or
a-birding; he loved to play at cards and tric-trac with him, which games
the boy learned to pleasure his lord: and was growing to like him better
daily, showing a special pleasure if Father Holt gave a good report of
him, patting him on the head, and promising that he would provide for
the boy. However, in my lady's presence, my lord showed no such
marks of kindness, and affected to treat the lad roughly, and rebuked
him sharply for little faults, for which he in a manner asked pardon of
young Esmond when they were private, saying if he did not speak
roughly, she would, and his tongue was not such a bad one as his
lady'sNa point whereof the boy, young as he was, was very well
assured.

Great public events were happening all this while, of which the simple
young page took little count. But one day, riding into the neighboring
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town on the step of my lady's coach, his lordship and she and Father
Holt being inside, a great mob of people came hooting and jeering round
the coach, bawling out "The Bishops for ever!" "Down with the Pope!"
“No Popery! no Popery! Jezebel Jezebel!"so that my lord beganto laugh,
my lady's eyesto roll with anger, for she was as bold as a lioness, and
feared nobody; whilst Mr. Holt, as Esmond saw from his place on the
step, sank back with rather an alarmed face, crying out to her ladyship,
"For God's sake, madam, do not speak or look out of window; sit still."
But she did not obey this prudent injunction of the Father; she thrust her
head out of the coachwindow, and screamedout to the coachman, "Flog
your way through them, the brutes, James, and use your whip!"

The mob answered with a roaring jeer of laughter, and fresh cries of
"JezebellJezebel"My lord only laughed the more: he was a languid gen-
tleman: nothing seemed to excite him commonly, though | have seen
him cheer and halloo the hounds very briskly, and his face (which was
generally very yellow and calm) grow quite red and cheerful during a
burst over the Downs after a hare, and laugh, and swear, and huzzah at
a cockfight, of which sport he was very fond. And now, when the mob
began to hoot his lady, he laughed with something of a mischievous
look, asthough he expected sport, and thought that she and they were a
match.

Jamesthe coachman was more afraid of his mistress than the mob,
probably, for he whipped on his horses as he was bidden, and the post-
boy that rode with the first pair (my lady always rode with her coach-
and-six,) gave a cut of his thong over the shoulders of one fellow who
put his hand out towards the leading horse's rein.

It was a market-day, and the country-people were all assembledwith
their basketsof poultry, eggs,and such things; the postilion had no soon-
er lashed the man who would have taken hold of his horse, but a great
cabbage came whirling like a bombshell into the carriage, at which my
lord laughed more, for it knocked my lady's fan out of her hand, and
plumped into Father Holt's stomach. Then came a shower of carrots and
potatoes.

"For Heaven's sake be stilll" says Mr. Holt; "we are not ten pacesfrom
the '‘Bell' archway, where they can shut the gateson us, and keep out this
canaille.”

The little page was outside the coach on the step, and a fellow in the
crowd aimed a potato at him, and hit him in the eye, at which the poor
little wretch set up a shout; the man laughed, a great big saddler's ap-
prentice of the town. "Ah! you dN little yelling Popish bastard," he said,
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and stooped to pick up another; the crowd had gathered quite between
the horsesand the inn door by this time, and the coachwas brought to a
dead stand-still. My lord jumped as briskly asa boy out of the door on
his side of the coach, squeezing little Harry behind it; had hold of the
potato- thrower's collar in an instant, and the next moment the brute's
heels were in the air, and he fell on the stones with a thump.

"You hulking coward!" says he; "you pack of screaming blackguards!
how dare you attack children, and insult women? Fling another shot at
that carriage, you sneaking pigskin cobbler, and by the Lord I'll send my
rapier through you!"

Someof the mob cried, "Huzzah, my lord!" for they knew him, and the
saddler's man was a known bruiser, near twice as big as my lord
Viscount.

"Make way there," says he (he spoke in a high shrill voice, but with a
great air of authority). "Make way, and let her ladyship's carriage pass."
The men that were between the coach and the gate of the "Bell" actually
did make way, and the horseswent in, my lord walking after them with
his hat on his head.

As he was going in at the gate, through which the coach had just
rolled, another cry begins, of "No PoperyNno Papists!" My lord turns
round and faces them once more.

"God save the King!" says he at the highest pitch of his voice. "Who
dares abusethe King's religion? You, you dNd psalm-singing cobbler, as
sure as I'm a magistrate of this county I'll commit you!" The fellow
shrank back, and my lord retreated with all the honors of the day. But
when the little flurry causedby the scenewas over, and the flush passed
off his face, he relapsed into his usual languor, trifled with his little dog,
and yawned when my lady spoke to him.

This mob was one of many thousands that were going about the coun-
try at that time, huzzahing for the acquittal of the sevenbishops who had
been tried just then, and about whom little Harry Esmond at that time
knew scarceanything. It was Assizes at Hexton, and there was a great
meeting of the gentry at the "Bell;" and my lord's people had their new
liveries on, and Harry alittle suit of blue and silver, which he wore upon
occasionsof state; and the gentlefolks cameround and talked to my lord:
and a judge in ared gown, who seemeda very great personage, espe-
cially complimented him and my lady, who was mighty grand. Harry re-
members her train borne up by her gentlewoman. There was an as-
sembly and ball at the great room at the "Bell," and other young gentle-
men of the county families looked on as he did. One of them jeered him
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for his black eye, which was swelled by the potato, and another called
him a bastard, on which he and Harry fell to fisticuffs. My lord's cousin,
Colonel Esmond of Walcote, was there, and separated the two ladsNa
great tall gentleman, with a handsome good-natured face. The boy did
not know how nearly in after-life he should be allied to Colonel Esmond,
and how much kindness he should have to owe him.

There was little love between the two families. My lady used not to
spare Colonel Esmond in talking of him, for reasons which have been
hinted already; but about which, at his tender age,Henry Esmond could
be expected to know nothing.

Very soon afterwards, my lord and lady went to London with Mr.
Holt, leaving, however, the page behind them. The little man had the
great house of Castlewood to himself; or between him and the house-
keeper, Mrs. Worksop, an old lady who was a kinswoman of the family
in some distant way, and a Protestant, but a staunch Tory and king's-
man, as all the Esmonds were. He used to go to school to Dr. Tusher
when he was at home, though the Doctor was much occupied too. There
was a great stir and commotion everywhere, even in the little quiet vil-
lage of Castlewood, whither a party of people came from the town, who
would have broken Castlewood Chapel windows, but the village people
turned out, and even old Sieveright, the republican blacksmith, along
with them: for my lady, though she was a Papist, and had many odd
ways, was kind to the tenantry, and there was always a plenty of beef,
and blankets, and medicine for the poor at Castlewood Hall.

A kingdom was changing hands whilst my lord and lady were away.
King Jameswas flying, the Dutchmen were coming; awful stories about
them and the Prince of Orange used old Mrs. Worksop to tell to the idle
little page.

He liked the solitude of the great house very well; he had all the play-
books to read, and no Father Holt to whip him, and a hundred childish
pursuits and pastimes, without doors and within, which made this time
very pleasant.
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Chapter

My Superiors are engaged in Plots for the Restoration
of King James Il

Not having been able to sleep, for thinking of some lines for eels which
he had placed the night before, the lad was lying in his little bed, waiting
for the hour when the gate would be open, and he and his comrade, John
Lockwood, the porter's son, might go to the pond and seewhat fortune
had brought them. At daybreak John was to awaken him, but his own
eagernessfor the sport had served asareveillez long sinceNso long, that
it seemed to him as if the day never would come.

It might have beenfour o'clock when he heard the door of the opposite
chamber, the Chaplain's room, open, and the voice of a man coughing in
the passage.Harry jumped up, thinking for certain it was a robber, or
hoping perhaps for a ghost, and, flinging open his own door, saw before
him the Chaplain's door open, and a light inside, and a figure standing
in the doorway, in the midst of a great smoke which issued from the
room.

"Who's there?" cried out the boy, who was of a good spirit.

"Silentium!" whispered the other; "tis I, my boy!" and, holding his
hand out, Harry had no difficulty in recognizing his master and friend,
Father Holt. A curtain was over the window of the Chaplain's room that
looked to the court, and Harry saw that the smoke came from a great
flame of papers which were burning in a brazier when he entered the
Chaplain's room. After giving a hasty greeting and blessing to the lad,
who was charmed to seehis tutor, the Father continued the burning of
his papers, drawing them from a cupboard over the mantel-piece wall,
which Harry had never seen before.

Father Holt laughed, seeing the lad's attention fixed at once on this
hole. "That is right, Harry," he said; "faithful little famuli, seeall and say
nothing. You are faithful, | know."

"l know | would go to the stake for you," said Harry.
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"I don't want your head," said the Father, patting it kindly; all you
have to do is to hold your tongue. Let us burn these papers, and say
nothing to anybody. Should you like to read them?"

Harry Esmond blushed, and held down his head; he HAD looked as
the fact was, and without thinking, at the paper before him; and though
he had seenit, could not understand a word of it, the letters being quite
clear enough, but quite without meaning. They burned the papers, beat-
ing down the ashesin a brazier, so that scarce any traces of them
remained.

Harry had been accustomed to see Father Holt in more dressesthan
one; it not being safe, or worth the danger, for Popish ecclesiasticsto
wear their proper dress; and he was, in consequence,in no wise aston-
ished that the priest should now appear before him in a riding-dress,
with large buff leather boots, and a feather to his hat, plain, but such as
gentlemen wore.

"You know the secretof the cupboard," said he, laughing, "and must
be prepared for other mysteries;" and he openedNbut not a secret cup-
board this timeNonly a wardrobe, which he usually kept locked, and
from which he now took out two or three dressesand perruques of dif-
ferent colors, and a couple of swords of a pretty make (Father Holt was
an expert practitioner with the small-sword, and every day, whilst he
was at home, he and his pupil practised this exercise,in which the lad
becamea very great proficient), a military coat and cloak, and a farmer's
smock, and placed them in the large hole over the mantel-piece from
which the papers had been taken.

"If they miss the cupboard,” he said, "they will not find these;if they
find them, they'll tell no tales, exceptthat Father Holt wore more suits of
clothes than one. All Jesuits do. You know what deceivers we are,
Harry."

Harry was alarmed at the notion that his friend was about to leave
him; but "No," the priest said, "I may very likely come back with my lord
in a few days. We are to be tolerated; we are not to be persecuted. But
they may take a fancy to pay a visit at Castlewood ere our return; and, as
gentlemen of my cloth are suspected,they might chooseto examine my
papers, which concern nobodyNat least not them." And to this day,
whether the papers in cipher related to politics, or to the affairs of that
mysterious society whereof Father Holt was a member, his pupil, Harry
Esmond, remains in entire ignorance.

The rest of his goods, his small wardrobe, &c. Holt left untouched on
his shelves and in his cupboard, taking downNwith a laugh,
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howeverNand flinging into the brazier, where he only half burned them,
some theological treatiseswhich he had beenwriting against the English
divines. "And now," said he, "Henry, my son, you may testify, with a
safe conscience,that you saw me burning Latin sermons the last time |
was here before | went away to London; and it will be daybreak directly,
and | must be away before Lockwood is stirring."

"Will not Lockwood let you out, sir?" Esmond asked. Holt laughed; he
was never more gay or good-humored than when in the midst of action
or danger.

"Lockwood knows nothing of my being here, mind you," he said; "nor
would you, you little wretch! had you slept better. You must forget that |
have been here; and now farewell. Close the door, and go to your own
room, and don't come out tillNstay, why should you not know one
secret more? | know you will never betray me."

In the Chaplain's room were two windows; the one looking into the
court facing westwards to the fountain; the other, a small casement
strongly barred, and looking on to the green in front of the Hall. This
window was too high to reach from the ground; but, mounting on a buf-
fet which stood beneathit, Father Holt showed me how, by pressing on
the base of the window, the whole framework of lead, glass, and iron
stanchions descended into a cavity worked below, from which it could
be drawn and restored to its usual place from without; abroken pane be-
ing purposely open to admit the hand which was to work upon the
spring of the machine.

"When | am gone," Father Holt said, "you may push away the buffet,
so that no one may fancy that an exit has been made that way; lock the
door; place the keyNwhere shall we put the key?Nunder 'Chrysostom'
on the book-shelf; and if any ask for it, say | keep it there, and told you
where to find it, if you had need to go to my room. The descentis easy
down the wall into the ditch; and so, once more farewell, until | seethee
again, my dear son." And with this the intrepid Father mounted the buf-
fet with great agility and briskness, stepped across the window, lifting
up the bars and framework again from the other side, and only leaving
room for Harry Esmond to stand on tiptoe and kiss his hand before the
casementclosed, the barsfixing asfirmly asever, seemingly, in the stone
arch overhead. When Father Holt next arrived at Castlewood, it was by
the public gate on horseback;and he never so much asalluded to the ex-
istence of the private issue to Harry, except when he had need of a
private messengerfrom within, for which end, no doubt, he had instruc-
ted his young pupil in the means of quitting the Hall.
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Esmond, young as he was, would have died sooner than betray his
friend and master, as Mr. Holt well knew; for he had tried the boy more
than once, putting temptations in his way, to seewhether he would yield
to them and confessafterwards, or whether he would resist them, as he
did sometimes, or whether he would lie, which he never did. Holt in-
structing the boy on this point, however, that if to keep silence is not to
lie, as it certainly is not, yet silence is, after all, equivalent to a nega-
tionNand therefore a downright No, in the interest of justice or your
friend, and in reply to a question that may be prejudicial to either, is not
criminal, but, on the contrary, praiseworthy; and aslawful a way asthe
other of eluding a wrongful demand. For instance (says he), suppose a
good citizen, who had seen his Majesty take refuge there, had been
asked, "Is King Charles up that oak-tree?"his duty would have been not
to say, YesNso that the Cromwellians should seizethe king and murder
him like his fatherNbut No; his Majesty being private in the tree, and
therefore not to be seenthere by loyal eyes:all which instruction, in reli-
gion and morals, aswell asin the rudiments of the tongues and sciences,
the boy took eagerly and with gratitude from his tutor. When, then, Holt
was gone, and told Harry not to seehim, it was asif he had never been.
And he had this answer pat when he came to be questioned a few days
after.

The Prince of Orange was then at Salisbury, asyoung Esmond learned
from seeing Doctor Tusher in his best cassock (though the roads were
muddy, and he never was known to wear his silk, only his stuff one, a-
horseback), with a great orange cockade in his broad-leafed hat, and
Nahum, his clerk, ornamented with a like decoration. The Doctor was
walking up and down in front of his parsonage,when little Esmond saw
him, and heard him say he was going to pay his duty to his Highness the
Prince, as he mounted his pad and rode away with Nahum behind. The
village people had orange cockadestoo, and his friend the blacksmith's
laughing daughter pinned one into Harry's old hat, which he tore out in-
dignantly when they bade him to cry "God save the Prince of Orange
and the Protestant religion!" but the people only laughed, for they liked
the boy in the village, where his solitary condition moved the general
pity, and where he found friendly welcomes and facesin many houses.
Father Holt had many friends there too, for he not only would fight the
blacksmith at theology, never losing his temper, but laughing the whole
time in his pleasant way; but he cured him of an ague with quinquina,
and was always ready with a kind word for any man that asked it, so
that they said in the village 'twas a pity the two were Papists.
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The Director and the Vicar of Castlewood agreed very well; indeed,
the former was a perfectly-bred gentleman, and it was the latter's busi-
nessto agree with everybody. Doctor Tusher and the lady's- maid, his
spouse,had a boy who was about the age of little Esmond; and there was
such a friendship between the lads, as propinquity and tolerable kind-
ness and good-humor on either side would be pretty sure to occasion.
Tom Tusher was sent off early, however, to a school in London, whither
his father took him and a volume of sermons,in the first year of the reign
of King James;and Tom returned but once, a year afterwards, to Castle-
wood for many years of his scholastic and collegiate life. Thus there was
less danger to Tom of a perversion of his faith by the Director, who
scarceever saw him, than there was to Harry, who constantly was in the
Vicar's company; but aslong as Harry's religion was his Majesty's, and
my lord's, and my lady's, the Doctor said gravely, it should not be for
him to disturb or disquiet him: it was far from him to say that his
Majesty's Church was not a branch of the Catholic Church; upon which
Father Holt used, according to his custom, to laugh, and say that the
Holy Church throughout all the world, and the noble Army of Martyrs,
were very much obliged to the Doctor.

It was while Dr. Tusher was away at Salisbury that there came a troop
of dragoons with orange scarfs, and quartered in Castlewood, and some
of them came up to the Hall, where they took possession,robbing noth-
ing however beyond the hen-house and the beer-cellar: and only insist-
ing upon going through the house and looking for papers. The first room
they asked to look at was Father Holt's room, of which Harry Esmond
brought the key, and they opened the drawers and the cupboards, and
tossed over the papers and clothesN but found nothing except his books
and clothes, and the vestments in a box by themselves, with which the
dragoons made merry, to Harry Esmond's horror. And to the questions
which the gentleman put to Harry, he replied that Father Holt was a
very kind man to him, and a very learned man, and Harry supposed
would tell him none of his secretsif he had any. He was about eleven
years old at this time, and looked as innocent as boys of his age.

The family were away more than six months, and when they returned
they were in the deepeststate of dejection, for King Jameshad been ban-
ished, the Prince of Orange was on the throne, and the direst persecu-
tions of those of the Catholic faith were apprehended by my lady, who
said shedid not believe that there was aword of truth in the promises of
toleration that Dutch monster made, or in a single word the perjured
wretch said. My lord and lady were in a manner prisoners in their own
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house; so her ladyship gave the little pageto know, who was by this time
growing of an age to understand what was passing about him, and
something of the characters of the people he lived with.

"We are prisoners," saysshe;"in everything but chains, we are prison-
ers. Let them come, let them consign me to dungeons, or strike off my
head from this poor little throat" (and she clasped it in her long fingers).
"The blood of the Esmonds will always flow freely for their kings. We
are not like the ChurchillsNthe Judases,who kiss their master and be-
tray him. We know how to suffer, how even to forgive in the royal
cause" (no doubt it was to that fatal business of losing the place of
Groom of the Possetto which her ladyship alluded, as she did half a
dozen times in the day). "Let the tyrant of Orange bring his rack and his
odious Dutch torturesNthe beast! the wretch! | spit upon him and defy
him. Cheerfully will I lay this head upon the block; cheerfully will | ac-
company my lord to the scaffold: we will cry 'God save King James!
with our dying breath, and smile in the face of the executioner.”" And she
told her page, a hundred times at least, of the particulars of the last inter-
view which she had with his Majesty.

"l flung myself before my liege's feet,” she said, "at Salisbury. | devoted
myselfNmy husbandNmy house, to his cause.Perhaps he remembered
old times, when Isabella Esmond was young and fair; perhaps he re-
called the day when 'twas not | that kneltNat least he spoke to me with a
voice that reminded ME of days gone by. 'Egad!" said his Majesty, 'you
should go to the Prince of Orange; if you want anything." ‘No, sire," |
replied, 'l would not kneel to a Usurper; the Esmond that would have
served your Majesty will never be groom to a traitor's posset.' The royal
exile smiled, even in the midst of his misfortune; he deigned to raise me
with words of consolation. The Viscount, my husband, himself, could
not be angry at the august salute with which he honored me!"

The public misfortune had the effect of making my lord and his lady
better friends than they ever had beensince their courtship. My lord Vis-
count had shown both loyalty and spirit, when these were rare qualities
in the dispirited party about the King; and the praise he got elevated him
not a little in his wife's good opinion, and perhaps in his own. He
wakened up from the listless and supine life which he had beenleading;
was always riding to and fro in consultation with this friend or that of
the King's; the page of course knowing little of his doings, but remarking
only his greater cheerfulness and altered demeanor.

Father Holt came to the Hall constantly, but officiated no longer
openly as chaplain; he was always fetching and carrying: strangers,
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military and ecclesiastic(Harry knew the latter, though they camein all
sorts of disguises), were continually arriving and departing. My lord
made long absencesand sudden reappearances, using sometimes the
means of exit which Father Holt had employed, though how often the
little window in the Chaplain's room let in or let out my lord and his
friends, Harry could not tell. He stoutly kept his promise to the Father of
not prying, and if at midnight from his little room he heard noisesof per-
sons stirring in the next chamber, he turned round to the wall, and hid
his curiosity under his pillow until it fell asleep.Of course he could not
help remarking that the priest's journeys were constant, and understand-
ing by a hundred signs that some active though secret business em-
ployed him: what this was may pretty well be guessed by what soon
happened to my lord.

No garrison or watch was put into Castlewood when my lord came
back, but a Guard was in the village; and one or other of them was al-
ways on the Green keeping a look-out on our great gate, and those who
went out and in. Lockwood said that at night especially every person
who came in or went out was watched by the outlying sentries. 'Twas
lucky that we had a gate which their Worships knew nothing about. My
lord and Father Holt must have made constant journeys at night: once or
twice little Harry acted as their messenger and discreet little aide-de-
camp. He remembers he was bidden to go into the village with his
fishing-rod, enter certain houses, ask for a drink of water, and tell the
good man, "There would be a horse-market at Newbury next Thursday,"
and so carry the same message on to the next house on his list.

He did not know what the messagemeant at the time, nor what was
happening: which may as well, however, for clearness' sake, be ex-
plained here. The Prince of Orange being gone to Ireland, where the
King was ready to meet him with a great army, it was determined that a
great rising of his Majesty's party should take place in this country; and
my lord was to head the force in our county. Of late he had taken a great-
er lead in affairs than before, having the indefatigable Mr. Holt at his el-
bow, and my Lady Viscountess strongly urging him on; and my Lord
Sark being in the Tower a prisoner, and Sir Wilmot Crawley, of Queen's
Crawley, having gone over to the Prince of Orange's sideNmy lord be-
came the most considerable person in our part of the county for the af-
fairs of the King.

It was arranged that the regiment of Scots Grays and Dragoons, then
guartered at Newbury, should declare for the King on a certain day,
when likewise the gentry affected to his Majesty's causewere to come in
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with their tenants and adherents to Newbury, march upon the Dutch
troops at Reading under Ginckel; and, these overthrown, and their in-
domitable little master away in Ireland, ‘twas thought that our side
might move on London itself, and a confident victory was predicted for
the King.

As these great matters were in agitation, my lord lost his listless man-
ner and seemedto gain health; my lady did not scold him, Mr. Holt came
to and fro, busy always; and little Harry longed to have been a few
inches taller, that he might draw a sword in this good cause.

One day, it must have been about the month of July, 1690,my lord, in
a great horseman's coat, under which Harry could seethe shining of a
steel breastplate he had on, called little Harry to him, put the hair off the
child's forehead, and kissed him, and bade God bless him in such an af-
fectionate way as he never had used before. Father Holt blessedhim too,
and then they took leave of my Lady Viscountess, who came from her
apartment with a pocket-handkerchief to her eyes,and her gentlewoman
and Mrs. Tusher supporting her. "You are going toNto ride," says she.
"Oh, that | might come tooN but in my situation | am forbidden horse
exercise."

"We kiss my Lady Marchioness's hand," says Mr. Holt.

"My lord, God speed you!" she said, stepping up and embracing my
lord in a grand manner. "Mr. Holt, | ask your blessing:" and she knelt
down for that, whilst Mrs. Tusher tossed her head up.

Mr. Holt gave the same benediction to the little page, who went down
and held my lord's stirrups for him to mount; there were two servants
waiting there tooNand they rode out of Castlewood gate.

As they crossedthe bridge, Harry could seean officer in scarlet ride
up touching his hat, and address my lord.

The party stopped, and came to some parley or discussion, which
presently ended, my lord putting his horse into a canter after taking off
his hat and making a bow to the officer, who rode alongside him step for
step: the trooper accompanying him falling back, and riding with my
lord's two men. They cantered over the Green, and behind the elms (my
lord waving his hand, Harry thought), and so they disappeared. That
evening we had a great panic, the cow-boy coming at milking-time rid-
ing one of our horses, which he had found grazing at the outer park-
wall.

All night my Lady Viscountess was in a very quiet and subdued
mood. She scarcefound fault with anybody; she played at cards for six
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hours; little page Esmond went to sleep. He prayed for my lord and the
good cause before closing his eyes.

It was quite in the gray of the morning when the porter's bell rang, and
old Lockwood, waking up, let in one of my lord's servants, who had
gone with him in the morning, and who returned with a melancholy
story. The officer who rode up to my lord had, it appeared, said to him,
that it was his duty to inform his lordship that he was not under arrest,
but under surveillance, and to request him not to ride abroad that day.

My lord replied that riding was good for his health, that if the Captain
choseto accompany him he was welcome; and it was then that he made
a bow, and they cantered away together.

When he came on to Wansey Down, my lord all of a sudden pulled
up, and the party came to a halt at the cross-way.

"Sir," says he to the officer, "we are four to two; will you be so kind as
to take that road, and leave me go mine?"

"Your road is mine, my lord," says the officer.

"ThenN" saysmy lord; but he had no time to say more, for the officer,
drawing a pistol, snapped it at his lordship; asat the same moment Fath-
er Holt, drawing a pistol, shot the officer through the head. It was done,
and the man dead in an instant of time. The orderly, gazing at the officer,
looked seared for a moment, and galloped away for his life.

"Fire! fire!" cries out Father Holt, sending another shot after the troop-
er, but the two servants were too much surprised to use their pieces,and
my lord calling to them to hold their hands, the fellow got away.

"Mr. Holt, qui pensait a tout,” saysBlaise, "gets off his horse, examines
the pockets of the dead officer for papers, gives his money to us two, and
says, The wine is drawn, M. le Marquis,'Nwhy did he say Marquis to M.
le Vicomte?N'we must drink it.'

“The poor gentleman's horse was a better one than that | rode," Blaise
continues; "Mr. Holt bids me get on him, and so | gave a cut to White-
foot, and she trotted home. We rode on towards Newbury; we heard fir-
ing towards midday: at two o'clock a horseman comes up to us as we
were giving our cattle water at an innNand says, 'All is done! The
Ecossaisdeclared an hour too soonNGeneral Ginckel was down upon
them.' The whole thing was at an end.

"“And we've shot an officer on duty, and let his orderly escape,'says
my lord.

"Blaise,'says Mr. Holt, writing two lines on his table-book, one for my
lady and one for you, Master Harry; 'you must go back to Castlewood,
and deliver these,' and behold me."
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And he gave Harry the two papers. He read that to himself, which
only said, "Burn the papers in the cupboard, burn this. You know noth-
ing about anything." Harry read this, ran up stairs to his mistress's apart-
ment, where her gentlewoman slept near to the door, made her bring a
light and wake my lady, into whose hands he gave the paper. Shewas a
wonderful object to look at in her night attire, nor had Harry ever seen
the like.

As soon as she had the paper in her hand, Harry stepped back to the
Chaplain's room, opened the secretcupboard over the fireplace, burned
all the papers in it, and, as he had seenthe priest do before, took down
one of his reverence'smanuscript sermons, and half burnt that in the bra-
zier. By the time the papers were quite destroyed it was daylight. Harry
ran back to his mistress again. Her gentlewoman ushered him again into
her ladyship's chamber; she told him (from behind her nuptial curtains)
to bid the coach be got ready, and that she would ride away anon.

But the mysteries of her ladyship's toilet were as awfully long on this
day as on any other, and, long after the coach was ready, my lady was
still attiring herself. And just as the Viscountess stepped forth from her
room, ready for departure, young John Lockwood comes running up
from the village with news that a lawyer, three officers, and twenty or
four-and-twenty soldiers, were marching thence upon the house. John
had but two minutes the start of them, and, ere he had well told his
story, the troop rode into our court-yard.
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Chapter 6

The Issue of the Plots.--The Death of Thomas, Third
Viscount of Castlewood; and the Imprisonment of his
Viscountess

At first my lady was for dying like Mary, Queen of Scots(to whom she
fancied she bore a resemblance in beauty), and, stroking her scraggy
neck, said, "They will find Isabel of Castlewood is equal to her fate." Her
gentlewoman, Victoire, persuaded her that her prudent course was, as
she could not fly, to receive the troops asthough she suspected nothing,
and that her chamber was the best place wherein to await them. So her
black Japan casket, which Harry was to carry to the coach, was taken
back to her ladyship's chamber, whither the maid and mistress retired.
Victoire came out presently, bidding the page to say her ladyship wasiill,
confined to her bed with the rheumatism.

By this time the soldiers had reached Castlewood. Harry Esmond saw
them from the window of the tapestry parlor; a couple of sentinels were
posted at the gateNa half-dozen more walked towards the stable; and
some others, preceded by their commander, and a man in black, a lawyer
probably, were conducted by one of the servants to the stair leading up
to the part of the house which my lord and lady inhabited.

Sothe Captain, a handsome kind man, and the lawyer, came through
the ante-room to the tapestry parlor, and where now was nobody but
young Harry Esmond, the page.

“Tell your mistress, little man," saysthe Captain, kindly, "that we must
speak to her."

"My mistress is ill a-bed," said the page.

"What complaint has she?" asked the Captain.

The boy said, "The rheumatism!"

"Rheumatism! that's a sad complaint," continues the good-natured
Captain; "and the coach is in the yard to fetch the Doctor, | suppose?"

"l don't know," says the boy.

"And how long has her ladyship been ill?"
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"l don't know," says the boy.

"When did my lord go away?"

"Yesterday night."

"With Father Holt?"

"With Mr. Holt."

"And which way did they travel?" asks the lawyer.

“They travelled without me," says the page.

"We must see Lady Castlewood."

"| have orders that nobody goesin to her ladyshipNshe is sick," says
the page; but at this moment Victoire came out. "Hush!" saysshe;and, as
if not knowing that any one was near, "What's this noise?" says she."ls
this gentleman the Doctor?"

"Stuff! we must see Lady Castlewood," says the lawyer, pushing by.

The curtains of her ladyship's room were down, and the chamber
dark, and she was in bed with a nightcap on her head, and propped up
by her pillows, looking none the less ghastly becauseof the red which
was still on her cheeks, and which she could not afford to forego.

"Is that the Doctor?" she said.

“There is no use with this deception, madam," Captain Westbury said
(for so he was named). "My duty is to arrest the person of Thomas, Vis-
count Castlewood, a nonjuring peerNof Robert Tusher, Vicar of Castle-
woodNand Henry Holt, known under various other namesand designa-
tions, a Jesuit priest, who officiated as chaplain here in the late king's
time, and is now at the head of the conspiracy which was about to break
out in this country against the authority of their Majesties King William
and Queen MaryNand my orders are to search the house for such pa-
pers or tracesof the conspiracy as may be found here. Your ladyship will
please give me your keys, and it will be as well for yourself that you
should help us, in every way, in our search."

"You see,sir, that | have the rheumatism, and cannot move," said the
lady, looking uncommonly ghastly as she sat up in her bed, where,
however, she had had her cheekspainted, and a new cap put on, so that
she might at least look her best when the officers came.

"l shall take leave to place a sentinel in the chamber, so that your lady-
ship, in caseyou should wish to rise, may have an arm to lean on," Cap-
tain Westbury said. "Your woman will show me where | am to look;" and
Madame Victoire, chattering in her half French and half English jargon,
opened while the Captain examined one drawer after another; but, as
Harry Esmond thought, rather carelessly, with a smile on his face, as if
he was only conducting the examination for form's sake.
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Before one of the cupboards Victoire flung herself down, stretching
out her arms, and, with a piercing shriek, cried, "Non, jamais, monsieur
I'officier! Jamais! | will rather die than let you see this wardrobe."

But Captain Westbury would open it, still with a smile on his face,
which, when the box was opened, turned into a fair burst of laughter. It
containedNnot papers regarding the conspiracyNbut my lady's wigs,
washes, and rouge-pots, and Victoire said men were monsters, as the
Captain went on with his perquisition. He tapped the back to seewheth-
er or no it was hollow, and as he thrust his hands into the cupboard, my
lady from her bed called out, with a voice that did not sound like that of
a very sick woman, "Is it your commission to insult ladies as well asto
arrest gentlemen, Captain?"

"These articles are only dangerous when worn by your ladyship," the
Captain said, with a low bow, and a mock grin of politeness. "l have
found nothing which concerns the Government as yetNonly the
weapons with which beauty is authorized to kill," says he, pointing to a
wig with his sword-tip. "We must now proceed to searchthe rest of the
house."

"You are not going to leave that wretch in the room with me," cried my
lady, pointing to the soldier.

"What can | do, madam? Somebody you must have to smooth your
pillow and bring your medicineNpermit meN"

"Sir!" screamed out my lady.

"Madam, if you are too ill to leave the bed," the Captain then said,
rather sternly, "I must have in four of my men to lift you off in the sheet.
| must examine this bed, in a word; papers may be hidden in a bed as
elsewhere; we know that very well and * * *."

Here it was her ladyship's turn to shriek, for the Captain, with his fist
shaking the pillows and bolsters, at last cameto "burn" asthey say in the
play of forfeits, and wrenching away one of the pillows, said, "Look! did
not | tell you so? Here is a pillow stuffed with paper.”

"Some villain has betrayed us," cried out my lady, sitting up in the
bed, showing herself full dressed under her night-rail.

"And now your ladyship can move, | am sure; permit me to give you
my hand to rise. You will have to travel for some distance, as far as Hex-
ton Castle to-night. Will you have your coach?Your woman shall attend
you if you likeNand the japan-box?"

"Sirl you don't strike a MAN when he is down," said my lady, with
some dignity: "can you not spare a woman?"
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"Your ladyship must pleaseto rise, and let me searchthe bed," said the
Captain; "there is no more time to lose in bandying talk."

And, without more ado, the gaunt old woman got up. Harry Esmond
recollected to the end of his life that figure, with the brocade dress and
the white night-rail, and the gold-clocked red stockings, and white red-
heeled shoes, sitting up in the bed, and stepping down from it. The
trunks were ready packed for departure in her ante-room, and the horses
ready harnessed in the stable: about all which the Captain seemed to
know, by information got from some quarter or other; and whence Es-
mond could make a pretty shrewd guessin after-times, when Dr. Tusher
complained that King William's government had basely treated him for
services done in that cause.

And here he may relate, though he was then too young to know all
that was happening, what the papers contained, of which Captain West-
bury had made a seizure, and which papers had been transferred from
the japan-box to the bed when the officers arrived.

There was a list of gentlemen of the county in Father Holt's hand writ-
ingNMr.  Freeman's (King James's)friendsNa similar paper being found
among those of Sir John Fenwick and Mr. Coplestone, who suffered
death for this conspiracy.

There was a patent conferring the title of Marquis of Esmond on my
Lord Castlewood and the heirs-male of his body; his appointment as
Lord-Lieutenant of the County, and Major-General. 2

There were various letters from the nobility and gentry, some ardent
and some doubtful, in the King's service; and (very luckily for him) two
letters concerning Colonel Francis Esmond: one from Father Holt, which
said, "I have been to seethis Colonel at his house at Walcote, near to
Wells, where he resides since the King's departure, and pressedhim very
eagerly in Mr. Freeman's cause, showing him the great advantage he
would have by trading with that merchant, offering him large premiums
there as agreed between us. But he says no: he considers Mr. Freeman
the head of the firm, will never trade against him or embark with any
other trading company, but considers his duty was done when Mr.

2.To have this rank of Marquis restored in the family had always been my Lady
Viscountess's ambition; and her old maiden aunt, Barbara Topham, the goldsmith's
daughter, dying about this time, and leaving all her property to Lady Castlewood, |
have heard that her ladyship sent almost the whole of the money to King James, a
proceeding which so irritated my Lord Castlewood that he actually went to the par-
ish church, and was only appeased by the Marquis's title which his exiled Majesty
sent to him in return for the 15,000L. his faithful subject lent him.
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Freeman left England. This Colonel seemsto care more for his wife and
his beaglesthan for affairs. He asked me much about young H. E., 'that
bastard," as he called him; doubting my lord's intentions respecting him.
| reassured him on this head, stating what | knew of the lad, and our in-
tentions respecting him, but with regard to Freeman he was inflexible."

And another letter was from Colonel Esmond to his kinsman, to say
that one Captain Holton had beenwith him offering him large bribes to
join, YOU KNOW WHO, and saying that the head of the house of Castle-
wood was deeply engaged in that quarter. But for his part he had broke
his sword when the K. left the country, and would never again fight in
that quarrel. The P. of O. was a man, at least, of a noble courage, and his
duty, and, as he thought, every Englishman's, was to keep the country
quiet, and the French out of it: and, in fine, that he would have nothing
to do with the scheme.

Of the existenceof thesetwo letters and the contents of the pillow, Co-
lonel Frank Esmond, who became Viscount Castlewood, told Henry Es-
mond afterwards, when the letters were shown to his lordship, who con-
gratulated himself, as he had good reason, that he had not joined in the
schemewhich proved so fatal to many concernedin it. But, naturally, the
lad knew little about these circumstanceswhen they happened under his
eyes: only being aware that his patron and his mistress were in some
trouble, which had causedthe flight of the one and the apprehension of
the other by the officers of King William.

The seizure of the papers effected, the gentlemen did not pursue their
further search through Castlewood House very rigorously. They ex-
amined Mr. Holt's room, being led thither by his pupil, who showed, as
the Father had bidden him, the place where the key of his chamber lay,
opened the door for the gentlemen, and conducted them into the room.

When the gentlemen came to the half-burned papers in the brazier,
they examined them eagerly enough, and their young guide was a little
amused at their perplexity.

"What are these?" says one.

“They're written in aforeign language,” saysthe lawyer. "What are you
laughing at, little whelp?" adds he, turning round as he saw the boy
smile.

"Mr. Holt said they were sermons,” Harry said, "and bade me to burn
them;" which indeed was true of those papers.

"Sermons indeedNit's treason, | would lay a wager," cries the lawyer.

"Egad! it's Greek to me," says Captain Westbury. "Can you read it,
little boy?"
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"Yes, sir, a little," Harry said.

“Then read, and read in English, sir, on your peril," said the lawyer.
And Harry began to translate:N

"Hath not one of your own writers said, 'The children of Adam are
now laboring asmuch ashe himself ever did, about the tree of the know-
ledge of good and evil, shaking the boughs thereof, and seeking the fruit,
being for the most part unmindful of the tree of life." Oh blind genera-
tion! 'tis this tree of knowledge to which the serpent has led you"Nand
here the boy was obliged to stop, the rest of the page being charred by
the fire: and asked of the lawyerN"Shall | go on, sir?"

The lawyer saidN"This boy is deeper than he seems:who knows that
he is not laughing at us?"

“Let's have in Dick the Scholar," cried Captain Westbury, laughing:
and he called to a trooper out of the windowN"Ho, Dick, come in here
and construe."

A thick-set soldier, with a square good-humored face, camein at the
summons, saluting his officer.

“Tell us what is this, Dick," says the lawyer.

"My name is Steele, sir," says the soldier. "I may be Dick for my
friends, but | don't name gentlemen of your cloth amongst them."

"Well then, Steele."

"Mr. Steele,sir, if you please. When you address a gentleman of his
Majesty's Horse Guards, be pleased not to be so familiar."

"l didn't know, sir," said the lawyer.

"How should you? | take it you are not accustomedto meet with gen-
tlemen," says the trooper.

"Hold thy prate, and read that bit of paper,” says Westbury.

"Tis Latin,” says Dick, glancing at it, and again saluting his officer,
"and from a sermon of Mr. Cudworth's,” and he translated the words
pretty much as Henry Esmond had rendered them.

"What a young scholar you are," says the Captain to the boy.

"Depend on't, he knows more than he tells," says the lawyer. "I think
we will pack him off in the coach with old Jezebel."

"For construing a bit of Latin?" said the Captain, very good- naturedly.

"I would as lief go there as anywhere," Harry Esmond said, simply,
“for there is nobody to care for me."

There must have been something touching in the child's voice, or in
this description of his solitudeNfor the Captain looked at him very
good-naturedly, and the trooper, called Steele,put his hand kindly on
the lad's head, and said some words in the Latin tongue.

58



"What does he say?" says the lawyer.

"Faith, ask Dick himself," cried Captain Westbury.

"l said | was not ignorant of misfortune myself, and had learned to
succor the miserable, and that's not YOUR trade, Mr. Sheepskin," said
the trooper.

"You had better leave Dick the Scholar alone, Mr. Corbet," the Captain
said. And Harry Esmond, always touched by a kind face and kind word,
felt very grateful to this good-natured champion.

The horseswere by this time harnessedto the coach;and the Countess
and Victoire came down and were put into the vehicle. This woman,
who quarrelled with Harry Esmond all day, was melted at parting with
him, and called him "dear angel," and "poor infant,” and a hundred other
names.

The Viscountess, giving him her lean hand to kiss, bade him always be
faithful to the house of Esmond. "If evil should happen to my lord," says
she, "his SUCCESSOR| trust, will be found, and give you protection.
Situated as| am, they will not dare wreak their vengeanceon me NOW."
And she kissed a medal she wore with great fervor, and Henry Esmond
knew not in the least what her meaning was; but hath since learned that,
old as she was, she was for ever expecting, by the good offices of saints
and relics, to have an heir to the title of Esmond.

Harry Esmond was too young to have beenintroduced into the secrets
of politics in which his patrons were implicated; for they put but few
guestions to the boy (who was little of stature, and looked much younger
than his age), and such questions as they put he answered cautiously
enough, and professing even more ignorance than he had, for which his
examiners willingly enough gave him credit. He did not say a word
about the window or the cupboard over the fireplace; and these secrets
guite escaped the eyes of the searchers.

Sothen my lady was consigned to her coach, and sent off to Hexton,
with her woman and the man of law to bear her company, a couple of
troopers riding on either side of the coach.And Harry was left behind at
the Hall, belonging asit were to nobody, and quite alone in the world.
The captain and a guard of men remained in possessionthere; and the
soldiers, who were very good-natured and kind, ate my lord's mutton
and drank his wine, and made themselves comfortable, as they well
might do in such pleasant quarters.

The captains had their dinner served in my lord's tapestry parlor, and
poor little Harry thought his duty was to wait upon Captain Westbury's
chair, as his custom had been to serve his lord when he sat there.
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After the departure of the Countess, Dick the Scholar took Harry Es-
mond under his special protection, and would examine him in his hu-
manities and talk to him both of French and Latin, in which tongues the
lad found, and his new friend was willing enough to acknowledge, that
he was even more proficient than Scholar Dick. Hearing that he had
learned them from a Jesuit, in the praise of whom and whose goodness
Harry was never tired of speaking, Dick, rather to the boy's surprise,
who began to have an early shrewdness, like many children bred up
alone, showed a great deal of theological science,and knowledge of the
points at issue between the two churches; so that he and Harry would
have hours of controversy together, in which the boy was certainly
worsted by the arguments of this singular trooper. "I am no common sol-
dier,"” Dick would say, and indeed it was easy to see by his learning,
breeding, and many accomplishments, that he was not. | am of one of the
most ancient families in the empire; | have had my education at a famous
school, and a famous university; | learned my first rudiments of Latin
near to Smithfield, in London, where the martyrs were roasted."

"You hanged as many of ours," interposed Harry; "and, for the matter
of persecution, Father Holt told me that a young gentleman of Edin-
burgh, eighteen years of age, student at the college there, was hanged for
heresy only last year, though he recanted, and solemnly asked pardon
for his errors."

"Faith! there has been too much persecution on both sides: but ‘twas
you taught us."

“Nay, 'twas the Pagansbeganit,” cried the lad, and beganto instance a
number of saints of the Church, from the proto-martyr down-
wardsN"this one's fire went out under him: that one's oil cooled in the
caldron: at a third holy head the executioner chopped three times and it
would not come off. Show us martyrs in YOUR church for whom such
miracles have been done."

"Nay," saysthe trooper gravely, "the miracles of the first three centur-
les belong to my Church as well asyours, Master Papist," and then ad-
ded, with something of a smile upon his countenance, and a queer look
at HarryN"And yet, my little catechiser,| have sometimes thought about
those miracles, that there was not much good in them, since the victim's
head always finished by coming off at the third or fourth chop, and the
caldron, if it did not boil one day, boiled the next. Howbeit, in our times,
the Church has lost that questionable advantage of respites. There never
was a shower to put out Ridley's fire, nor an angel to turn the edge of
Campion's axe. The rack tore the limbs of Southwell the Jesuit and
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Sympson the Protestant alike. For faith, everywhere multitudes die will-
ingly enough. | have read in Monsieur Rycaut's 'History of the Turks," of
thousands of Mahomet's followers rushing upon death in battle as upon
certain Paradise;and in the great Mogul's dominions people fling them-
selvesby hundreds under the cars of the idols annually, and the widows
burn themselves on their husbands' bodies, as 'tis well known. 'Tis not
the dying for a faith that's so hard, Master HarryNevery man of every
nation has done thatN'tis the living up to it that is difficult, as| know to
my cost," he added with a sigh. "And ah!" he added, "my poor lad, | am
not strong enough to convince thee by my lifeNthough to die for my re-
ligion would give me the greatest of joysNbut | had a dear friend in
Magdalen College in Oxford; | wish Joe Addison were here to convince
thee, as he quickly couldNfor | think he's a match for the whole College
of Jesuits;and what's more, in his life too. In that very sermon of Dr.
Cudworth's which your priest was quoting from, and which suffered
martydom in the brazier,"NDick added with a smile, "l had a thought of
wearing the black coat (but was ashamed of my life, you see,and took to
this sorry red one); | have often thought of JoeAddisonNDr. Cudworth
says,'A good conscienceis the bestlooking-glass of heaven'Nand there's
serenity in my friend's face which always reflects itNlI wish you could
see him, Harry."

"Did he do you a great deal of good?" asked the lad, simply.

"He might have done," said the otherN"at least he taught me to see
and approve better things. 'Tis my own fault, deteriora sequi."

"You seem very good," the boy said.

"I'm not what | seem, alas!" answered the trooperNand indeed, as it
turned out, poor Dick told the truthNfor that very night, at supper in the
hall, where the gentlemen of the troop took their repasts, and passed
most part of their days dicing and smoking of tobacco, and singing and
cursing, over the Castlewood aleNHarry Esmond found Dick the Schol-
ar in a woful state of drunkenness. He hiccupped out a sermon and his
laughing companions bade him sing a hymn, on which Dick, swearing
he would run the scoundrel through the body who insulted his religion,
made for his sword, which was hanging on the wall, and fell down flat
on the floor under it, saying to Harry, who ran forward to help him, "Ah,
little Papist, | wish Joseph Addison was here!"

Though the troopers of the King's Life-Guards were all gentlemen, yet
the rest of the gentlemen seemedignorant and vulgar boors to Harry Es-
mond, with the exception of this good-natured Corporal Steelethe Schol-
ar, and Captain Westbury and Lieutenant Trant, who were always kind
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to the lad. They remained for some weeks or months encamped in Cas-
tlewood, and Harry learned from them, from time to time, how the lady
at Hexton Castle was treated, and the particulars of her confinement
there. 'Tis known that King William was disposed to deal very leniently
with the gentry who remained faithful to the old King's cause;and no
prince usurping a crown, as his enemiessaid he did, (righteously taking
it, as| think now,) ever causedlessblood to be shed. As for women-con-
spirators, he kept spies on the least dangerous, and locked up the others.
Lady Castlewood had the bestrooms in Hexton Castle, and the gaoler's
garden to walk in; and though sherepeatedly desired to be led out to ex-
ecution, like Mary Queen of Scots,there never was any thought of taking
her painted old head off, or any desire to do aught but keep her person
in security.

And it appeared she found that some were friends in her misfortune,
whom she had, in her prosperity, considered as her worst enemies. Col-
onel Francis Esmond, my lord's cousin and her ladyship's, who had mar-
ried the Dean of Winchester's daughter, and, since King James'sdepar-
ture out of England, had lived not very far away from Hexton town,
hearing of his kinswoman's strait, and being friends with Colonel Brice,
commanding for King William in Hexton, and with the Church dignitar-
les there, came to visit her ladyship in prison, offering to his uncle's
daughter any friendly serviceswhich lay in his power. And he brought
his lady and little daughter to seethe prisoner, to the latter of whom, a
child of great beauty and many winning ways, the old Viscountess took
not a little liking, although between her ladyship and the child's mother
there was little more love than formerly. There are some injuries which
women never forgive one another; and Madam Francis Esmond, in mar-
rying her cousin, had done one of those irretrievable wrongs to Lady
Castlewood. But as she was now humiliated, and in misfortune, Madam
Francis could allow atruce to her enmity, and could be kind for a while,
at least, to her husband's discarded mistress. So the little Beatrix, her
daughter, was permitted often to go and visit the imprisoned Viscount-
ess,who, in sofar asthe child and its father were concerned, got to abate
in her anger towards that branch of the Castlewood family. And the let-
ters of Colonel Esmond coming to light, as has been said, and his con-
duct being known to the King's council, the Colonel was put in a better
position with the existing government than he had ever before been;any
suspicions regarding his loyalty were entirely done away; and so he was
enabled to be of more service to his kinswoman than he could otherwise
have been.
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And now there befell an event by which this lady recovered her
liberty, and the house of Castlewood got a new owner, and fatherless
little Harry Esmond a new and most kind protector and friend.
Whatever that secretwas which Harry was to hear from my lord, the boy
never heard it; for that night when Father Holt arrived, and carried my
lord away with him, was the last on which Harry ever saw his patron.
What happened to my lord may be briefly told here. Having found the
horses at the place where they were lying, my lord and Father Holt rode
together to Chatteris, where they had temporary refuge with one of the
Father's penitents in that city; but the pursuit being hot for them, and the
reward for the apprehension of one or the other considerable, it was
deemed advisable that they should separate;and the priest betook him-
self to other places of retreat known to him, whilst my lord passedover
from Bristol into Ireland, in which kingdom King Jameshad a court and
an army. My lord was but a small addition to this; bringing, indeed, only
his sword and the few piecesin his pocket; but the King received him
with some kindness and distinction in spite of his poor plight, confirmed
him in his new title of Marquis, gave him aregiment, and promised him
further promotion. But titles or promotion were not to benefit him now.
My lord was wounded at the fatal battle of the Boyne, flying from which
field (long after his master had set him an example) he lay for a while
concealed in the marshy country near to the town of Trim, and more
from catarrh and fever caught in the bogs than from the steel of the en-
emy in the battle, sank and died. May the earth lie light upon Thomas of
Castlewood! He who writes this must speak in charity, though this lord
did him and his two grievous wrongs: for one of these he would have
made amends, perhaps, had life been spared him; but the other lay bey-
ond his power to repair, though 'tis to be hoped that a greater Power
than a priest has absolved him of it. He got the comfort of this absolu-
tion, too, such asit was: a priest of Trim writing a letter to my lady to in-
form her of this calamity.

But in those days letters were slow of travelling, and our priest's took
two months or more on its journey from lIreland to England: where,
when it did arrive, it did not find my lady at her own house; she was at
the King's house of Hexton Castle when the letter came to Castlewood,
but it was opened for all that by the officer in command there.

Harry Esmond well remembered the receipt of this letter, which Lock-
wood brought in as Captain Westbury and Lieutenant Trant were on the
green playing at bowls, young Esmond looking on at the sport, or read-
ing his book in the arbor.
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"Here's news for Frank Esmond," says Captain Westbury; "Harry, did
you ever seeColonel Esmond?" And Captain Westbury looked very hard
at the boy as he spoke.

Harry said he had seenhim but once when he was at Hexton, at the
ball there.

"And did he say anything?"

"He said what | don't careto repeat," Harry answered. For he was now
twelve years of age: he knew what his birth was, and the disgrace of it;
and he felt no love towards the man who had most likely stained his
mother's honor and his own.

"Did you love my Lord Castlewood?"

"I wait until | know my mother, sir, to say,"the boy answered, his eyes
filling with tears.

"Something has happened to Lord Castlewood," Captain Westbury
said in a very grave toneN"something which must happen to us all. He
Is dead of a wound received at the Boyne, fighting for King James."

"I am glad my lord fought for the right cause," the boy said.

"It was better to meet death on the field like a man, than face it on
Tower-hill, as some of them may," continued Mr. Westbury. "l hope he
has made some testament, or provided for thee somehow. This letter
says he recommends unicum filium suum dilectissimum to his lady. |
hope he has left you more than that."

Harry did not know, he said. He was in the hands of Heaven and Fate;
but more lonely now, asit seemedto him, than he had beenall the rest of
his life; and that night, ashe lay in his little room which he still occupied,
the boy thought with many a pang of shame and grief of his strange and
solitary condition: how he had a father and no father; a namelessmother
that had beenbrought to ruin, perhaps, by that very father whom Harry
could only acknowledge in secretand with a blush, and whom he could
neither love nor revere. And he sickened to think how Father Holt, a
stranger, and two or three soldiers, his acquaintances of the last six
weeks, were the only friends he had in the great wide world, where he
was now quite alone. The soul of the boy was full of love, and he longed
as he lay in the darkness there for some one upon whom he could be-
stow it. He remembers, and must to his dying day, the thoughts and
tears of that long night, the hours tolling through it. Who was he, and
what? Why here rather than elsewhere?l have a mind, he thought, to go
to that priest at Trim, and find out what my father said to him on his
death-bed confession. Is there any child in the whole world so unprotec-
ted as| am? Shall | get up and quit this place, and run to Ireland? With

64



these thoughts and tears the lad passed that night away until he wept
himself to sleep.

The next day, the gentlemen of the guard, who had heard what had
befallen him, were more than usually kind to the child, especially his
friend Scholar Dick, who told him about his own father's death, which
had happened when Dick was a child at Dublin, not quite five years of
age."That was the first sensation of grief," Dick said, "l ever knew. | re-
member | went into the room where his body lay, and my mother sat
weeping besideit. | had my battledore in my hand, and fell a-beating the
coffin, and calling Papa; on which my mother caught me in her arms,
and told me in aflood of tears Papa could not hear me, and would play
with me no more, for they were going to put him under ground, whence
he could never come to us again. And this," said Dick kindly, "has made
me pity all children ever since;and causedme to love thee, my poor fath-
erless,motherless lad. And, if ever thou wantest a friend, thou shalt have
one in Richard Steele."

Harry Esmond thanked him, and was grateful. But what could Cor-
poral Steeledo for him? take him to ride a spare horse, and be servant to
the troop? Though there might be a bar in Harry Esmond's shield, it was
a noble one. The counsel of the two friends was, that little Harry should
stay where he was, and abide his fortune: so Esmond stayed on at Castle-
wood, awaiting with no small anxiety the fate, whatever it was, which
was over him.
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Chapter 7

| am left at Castlewood an Orphan, and find most kind
Protectors there

During the stay of the soldiers in Castlewood, honest Dick the Scholar
was the constant companion of the lonely little orphan lad Harry Es-
mond: and they read together, and they played bowls together, and
when the other troopers or their officers, who were free-spoken over
their cups, (as was the way of that day, when neither men nor women
were over-nice,) talked unbecomingly of their amours and gallantries be-
fore the child, Dick, who very likely was setting the whole company
laughing, would stop their jokes with a maxima debetur pueris reveren-
tia, and once offered to lug out against another trooper called Hulking

Tom, who wanted to ask Harry Esmond a ribald question.

Also, Dick seeingthat the child had, as he said, a sensibility above his
years, and a great and praiseworthy discretion, confided to Harry his
love for a vintner's daughter, near to the Tollyard, Westminster, whom
Dick addressed as Saccharissain many verses of his composition, and
without whom he said it would be impossible that he could continue to
live. He vowed this a thousand times in a day, though Harry smiled to
seethe love-lorn swain had his health and appetite as well asthe most
heart-whole trooper in the regiment: and he swore Harry to secrecytoo,
which vow the lad religiously kept, until he found that officers and
privates were all taken into Dick's confidence, and had the benefit of his
verses.And it must be owned likewise that, while Dick was sighing after
Saccharissain London, he had consolations in the country; for there
came a wench out of Castlewood village who had washed his linen, and
who cried sadly when she heard he was gone: and without paying her
bill too, which Harry Esmond took upon himself to discharge by giving
the girl a silver pocket-piece, which Scholar Dick had presented to him,
when, with many embracesand prayers for his prosperity, Dick parted
from him, the garrison of Castlewood being ordered away. Dick the
Scholar said he would never forget his young friend, nor indeed did he:
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and Harry was sorry when the kind soldiers vacated Castlewood, look-
ing forward with no small anxiety (for care and solitude had made him
thoughtful beyond his years) to his fate when the new lord and lady of
the house came to live there. He had lived to be past twelve years old
now; and had never had a friend, save this wild trooper, perhaps, and
Father Holt; and had a fond and affectionate heart, tender to weakness,
that would fain attach itself to somebody, and did not seemat rest until
it had found a friend who would take charge of it.

The instinct which led Henry Esmond to admire and love the gracious
person, the fair apparition of whose beauty and kindness had so moved
him when he first beheld her, becamesoon a devoted affection and pas-
sion of gratitude, which entirely filled his young heart, that asyet, except
in the caseof dear Father Holt, had had very little kindness for which to
be thankful. O Dea certe, thought he, remembering the lines out of the
AEneas which Mr. Holt had taught him. There seemed, as the boy
thought, in every look or gesture of this fair creature, an angelical soft-
nessand bright pityNin motion or repose she seemedgracious alike; the
tone of her voice, though she uttered words ever so trivial, gave him a
pleasure that amounted almost to anguish. It cannot be called love, that a
lad of twelve years of age, little more than a menial, felt for an exalted
lady, his mistress: but it was worship. To catch her glance, to divine her
errand and run on it before she had spoken it; to watch, follow, adore
her; becamethe business of his life. Meanwhile, asis the way often, his
idol had idols of her own, and never thought of or suspectedthe admira-
tion of her little pigmy adorer.

My lady had on her side her three idols: first and foremost, Jove and
supreme ruler, was her lord, Harry's patron, the good Viscount of Castle-
wood. All wishes of his were laws with her. If he had a headache, she
was ill. If he frowned, she trembled. If he joked, she smiled and was
charmed. If he went a-hunting, she was always at the window to seehim
ride away, her little son crowing on her arm, or on the watch till his re-
turn. Shemade dishes for his dinner: spiced wine for him: made the toast
for his tankard at breakfast: hushed the house when he slept in his chair,
and watched for a look when he woke. If my lord was not a little proud
of his beauty, my lady adored it. Sheclung to his arm as he paced the
terrace, her two fair little hands clasped round his great one; her eyes
were never tired of looking in his face and wondering at its perfection.
Her little son was his son, and had his father's look and curly brown
hair. Her daughter Beatrix was his daughter, and had his eyesNwere
there ever such beautiful eyesin the world? All the house was arranged
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so asto bring him easeand give him pleasure. Sheliked the small gentry
round about to come and pay him court, never caring for admiration for
herself; those who wanted to be well with the lady must admire him.
Not regarding her dress, shewould wear a gown to rags, becausehe had
once liked it: and, if he brought her a brooch or aribbon, would prefer it
to all the most costly articles of her wardrobe.

My lord went to London every year for six weeks, and the family be-
ing too poor to appear at Court with any figure, he went alone. It was
not until he was out of sight that her face showed any sorrow: and what
a joy when he came back! What preparation before his return! The fond
creature had his arm-chair at the chimney- sideNdelighting to put the
children in it, and look at them there. Nobody took his place at the table;
but his silver tankard stood there as when my lord was present.

A pretty sight it was to see,during my lord's absence,or on those
many mornings when sleep or headachekept him a-bed, this fair young
lady of Castlewood, her little daughter at her knee, and her domestics
gathered round her, reading the Morning Prayer of the English Church.
Esmond long remembered how she looked and spoke, kneeling rever-
ently before the sacred book, the sun shining upon her golden hair until
it made a halo round about her. A dozen of the servants of the house
kneeled in aline opposite their mistress; for a while Harry Esmond kept
apart from these mysteries, but Doctor Tusher showing him that the
prayers read were those of the Church of all ages,and the boy's own in-
clination prompting him to be always asnear ashe might to his mistress,
and to think all things she did right, from listening to the prayers in the
ante- chamber, he came presently to kneel down with the rest of the
household in the parlor; and before a couple of years my lady had made
athorough convert. Indeed, the boy loved his catechiserso much that he
would have subscribed to anything she bade him, and was never tired of
listening to her fond discourse and simple comments upon the book,
which she read to him in a voice of which it was difficult to resist the
sweet persuasion and tender appealing kindness. This friendly contro-
versy, and the intimacy which it occasioned,bound the lad more fondly
than ever to his mistress. The happiest period of all his life was this; and
the young mother, with her daughter and son, and the orphan lad whom
she protected, read and worked and played, and were children together.
If the lady looked forwardNas what fond woman does not?Ntowards
the future, she had no plans from which Harry Esmond was left out; and
a thousand and a thousand times, in his passionate and impetuous way,
he vowed that no power should separatehim from his mistress; and only
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asked for some chanceto happen by which he might show his fidelity to
her. Now, at the close of his life, as he sits and recalls in tranquillity the
happy and busy scenesof it, he can think, not ungratefully, that he has
beenfaithful to that early vow. Suchalife is so simple that years may be
chronicled in a few lines. But few men's life-voyages are destined to be
all prosperous; and this calm of which we are speaking was soon to
come to an end.

As Esmond grew, and observed for himself, he found of necessity
much to read and think of outside that fond circle of kinsfolk who had
admitted him to join hand with them. He read more books than they
cared to study with him; was alone in the midst of them many a time,
and passed nights over labors, futile perhaps, but in which they could
not join him. His dear mistress divined his thoughts with her usual jeal-
ous watchfulness of affection: began to forebode a time when he would
escapefrom his home-nest; and, at his eager protestations to the con-
trary, would only sigh and shake her head. Before those fatal decreesin
life are executed,there are always secretprevisions and warning omens.
When everything yet seemscalm, we are aware that the storm is coming.
Ere the happy days were over, two at least of that home-party felt that
they were drawing to a close;and were uneasy, and on the look-out for
the cloud which was to obscure their calm.

‘Twas easyfor Harry to see,however much his lady persisted in obedi-
enceand admiration for her husband, that my lord tired of his quiet life,
and grew weary, and then testy, at those gentle bonds with which his
wife would have held him. As they say the Grand Lama of Thibet is very
much fatigued by his character of divinity, and yawns on his altar as his
bonzes kneel and worship him, many a home-god grows heartily sick of
the reverence with which his family-devotees pursue him, and sighs for
freedom and for his old life, and to be off the pedestal on which his de-
pendants would have him sit for ever, whilst they adore him, and ply
him with flowers, and hymns, and incense, and flattery;Nso, after a few
years of his marriage my honest Lord Castlewood began to tire; all the
high- flown raptures and devotional ceremonieswith which his wife, his
chief priestess, treated him, first sent him to sleep, and then drove him
out of doors; for the truth must be told, that my lord was a jolly gentle-
man, with very little of the august or divine in his nature, though his
fond wife persisted in revering itNand, besides,he had to pay a penalty
for this love, which persons of his disposition seldom like to defray: and,
in aword, if he had aloving wife, had a very jealous and exacting one.
Then he wearied of this jealousy; then he broke away from it; then came,
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no doubt, complaints and recriminations; then, perhaps, promises of
amendment not fulfilled; then upbraidings not the more pleasant be-
cause they were silent, and only sad looks and tearful eyes conveyed
them. Then, perhaps, the pair reached that other stage which is not un-
common in married life, when the woman perceives that the god of the
honeymoon is a god no more; only a mortal like the rest of usN and so
shelooks into her heart, and lo! vacuae sedeset inania arcana. And now,
supposing our lady to have a fine genius and a brilliant wit of her own,
and the magic spell and infatuation removed from her which had led her
to worship as a god a very ordinary mortalNand what follows? They
live together, and they dine together, and they say "my dear" and "my
love" as heretofore; but the man is himself, and the woman herself: that
dream of love is over as everything elseis over in life; as flowers and
fury, and griefs and pleasures, are over.

Very likely the Lady Castlewood had ceasedto adore her husband
herself long before she got off her knees, or would allow her household
to discontinue worshipping him. To do him justice, my lord never exac-
ted this subservience: he laughed and joked and drank his bottle, and
swore when he was angry, much too familiarly for any one pretending to
sublimity; and did his bestto destroy the ceremonial with which his wife
chose to surround him. And it required no great conceit on young
Esmond's part to seethat his own brains were better than his patron's,
who, indeed, never assumed any airs of superiority over the lad, or over
any dependant of his, save when he was displeased, in which casehe
would expresshis mind in oaths very freely; and who, on the contrary,
perhaps, spoiled "Parson Harry," as he called young Esmond, by con-
stantly praising his parts and admiring his boyish stock of learning.

It may seem ungracious in one who has received a hundred favors
from his patron to speak in any but a reverential manner of his elders;
but the present writer has had descendants of his own, whom he has
brought up with aslittle aspossible of the servility at present exacted by
parents from children (under which mask of duty there often lurks indif-
ference, contempt, or rebellion): and as he would have his grandsons be-
lieve or represent him to be not an inch taller than Nature has made him:
so, with regard to his past acquaintances,he would speak without anger,
but with truth, as far as he knows it, neither extenuating nor setting
down aught in malice.

So long, then, as the world moved according to Lord Castlewood's
wishes, he was good-humored enough; of a temper naturally sprightly
and easy, liking to joke, especially with his inferiors, and charmed to
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receive the tribute of their laughter. All exercisesof the body he could
perform to perfectionNshooting at a mark and flying, breaking horses,
riding at the ring, pitching the quoit, playing at all games with great
skill. And not only did he do these things well, but he thought he did
them to perfection; hence he was often tricked about horses, which he
pretended to know better than any jockey; was made to play at ball and
billiards by sharpers who took his money, and came back from London
wofully poorer eachtime than he went, asthe state of his affairs testified
when the sudden accident came by which his career was brought to an
end.

He was fond of the parade of dress, and passedas many hours daily at
his toilette as an elderly coquette. A tenth part of his day was spent in
the brushing of his teeth and the oiling of his hair, which was curling
and brown, and which he did not like to conceal under a periwig, such
as almost everybody of that time wore. (We have the liberty of our hair
back now, but powder and pomatum along with it. When, | wonder, will
thesemonstrous poll-taxes of our age be withdrawn, and men allowed to
carry their colors, black, red, or gray, as Nature made them?) And as he
liked her to be well dressed, his lady spared no pains in that matter to
please him; indeed, she would dress her head or cut it off if he had bid-
den her.

It was a wonder to young Esmond, serving as page to my lord and
lady, to hear, day after day, to such company as came, the same boister-
ous stories told by my lord, at which his lady never failed to smile or
hold down her head, and Doctor Tusher to burst out laughing at the
proper point, or cry, "Fie, my lord, remember my cloth!" but with such a
faint show of resistance, that it only provoked my lord further. Lord
Castlewood's stories rose by degrees, and became stronger after the ale
at dinner and the bottle afterwards; my lady always taking flight after
the very first glassto Church and King, and leaving the gentlemen to
drink the rest of the toasts by themselves.

And, asHarry Esmond was her page, he also was called from duty at
this time. "My lord has lived in the army and with soldiers," she would
say to the lad, "amongst whom great license is allowed. You have had a
different nurture, and I trust thesethings will changeasyou grow older;
not that any fault attachesto my lord, who is one of the bestand most re-
ligious men in this kingdom." And very likely she believed so. 'Tis
strange what a man may do, and a woman yet think him an angel.

And as Esmond has taken truth for his motto, it must be owned, even
with regard to that other angel, his mistress, that she had a fault of
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character which flawed her perfections. With the other sex perfectly tol-
erant and kindly, of her own shewas invariably jealous;and a proof that
she had this vice is, that though she would acknowledge a thousand
faults that she had not, to this which she had she could never be got to
own. But if there cameawoman with even a semblanceof beauty to Cas-
tlewood, she was so sure to find out some wrong in her, that my lord,
laughing in his jolly way, would often joke with her concerning her
foible. Comely servant-maids might come for hire, but none were taken
at Castlewood. The housekeeperwas old; my lady's own waiting-woman
squinted, and was marked with the small-pox; the housemaids and scul-
lion were ordinary country wenches, to whom Lady Castlewood was
kind, as her nature made her to everybody almost; but as soon as ever
she had to do with a pretty woman, she was cold, retiring, and haughty.
The country ladies found this fault in her; and though the men all ad-
mired her, their wives and daughters complained of her coldness and
aims, and said that Castlewood was pleasanterin Lady Jezebel'stime (as
the dowager was called) than at present. Somefew were of my mistress's
side. Old Lady Blenkinsop Jointure, who had beenat court in King James
the First's time, always took her side; and so did old Mistress Crook-
shank, Bishop Crookshank's daughter, of Hexton, who, with some more
of their like, pronounced my lady an angel: but the pretty women were
not of this mind; and the opinion of the country was that my lord was
tied to his wife's apron-strings, and that she ruled over him.

The second fight which Harry Esmond had, was at fourteen years of
age,with Bryan Hawkshaw, Sir John Hawkshaw's son, of Bramblebrook,
who, advancing this opinion, that my lady was jealous and henpecked
my lord, put Harry in such afury, that Harry fell on him and with such
rage, that the other boy, who was two years older and by far bigger than
he, had by far the worst of the assault, until it was interrupted by Doctor
Tusher walking out of the dinner-room.

Bryan Hawkshaw got up bleeding at the nose, having, indeed, been
surprised, as many a stronger man might have been, by the fury of the
assault upon him.

"You little bastard beggar!" he said, "I'll murder you for this!"

And indeed he was big enough.

"Bastard or not," said the other, grinding his teeth, "I have a couple of
swords, and if you like to meet me, as a man, on the terrace to-nightN"

And here the Doctor coming up, the colloquy of the young champions
ended. Very likely, big as he was, Hawkshaw did not careto continue a
fight with such a ferocious opponent as this had been.
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Chapter

After Good Fortune comes Evil

Sincemy Lady Mary Wortley Montagu brought home the custom of in-
oculation from Turkey (a perilous practice many deem it, and only a use-
less rushing into the jaws of danger), | think the severity of the small-
pox, that dreadful scourge of the world, has somewhat been abated in
our part of it; and remember in my time hundreds of the young and
beautiful who have been carried to the grave, or have only risen from
their pillows frightfully scarred and disfigured by this malady. Many a
sweet face hath left its roseson the bed on which this dreadful and with-
ering blight haslaid them. In my early days, this pestilence would enter
a village and destroy half its inhabitants: at its approach, it may well be
imagined, not only the beautiful but the strongest were alarmed, and
those fled who could. One day in the year 1694(l have good reasonto re-
member it), Doctor Tusher ran into Castlewood House, with a face of
consternation, saying that the malady had made its appearance at the
blacksmith's house in the village, and that one of the maids there was
down in the small-pox.

The blacksmith, besides his forge and irons for horses, had an ale-
house for men, which his wife kept, and his company sat on benchesbe-
fore the inn-door, looking at the smithy while they drank their beer.
Now, there was a pretty girl at this inn, the landlord's men called Nancy
Sievewright, a bouncing, fresh-looking lass,whose face was asred asthe
hollyhocks over the pales of the garden behind the inn. At this time
Harry Esmond was a lad of sixteen, and somehow in his walks and
rambles it often happened that he fell in with Nancy Sievewright's bonny
face;if he did not want something done at the blacksmith's he would go
and drink ale at the "Three Castles,"or find some pretext for seeing this
poor Nancy. Poor thing, Harry meant or imagined no harm; and she, no
doubt, as little, but the truth is they were always meetingNin the lanes,
or by the brook, or at the garden-palings, or about Castlewood: it was,
"Lord, Mr. Henry!" and "how do you do, Nancy?" many and many atime
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in the week. 'Tis surprising the magnetic attraction which draws people
together from ever so far. | blush as| think of poor Nancy now, in ared
bodice and buxom purple cheeksand a canvas petticoat; and that | de-
vised schemes,and set traps, and made speechesin my heart, which |
seldom had courage to say when in presenceof that humble enchantress,
who knew nothing beyond milking a cow, and opened her black eyes
with wonder when | made one of my fine speechesout of Waller or
Ovid. Poor Nancy! from the midst of far-off years thine honest country
face beams out; and | remember thy kind voice as if | had heard it
yesterday.

When Doctor Tusher brought the news that the small-pox was at the
“Three Castles,"whither atramper, it was said, had brought the malady,
Henry Esmond's first thought was of alarm for poor Nancy, and then of
shame and disquiet for the Castlewood family, lest he might have
brought this infection; for the truth is that Mr. Harry had beensitting in a
back room for an hour that day, where Nancy Sievewright was with a
little brother who complained of headache,and was lying stupefied and
crying, either in a chair by the corner of the fire, or in Nancy's lap, or on
mine.

Little Lady Beatrix screamed out at Dr. Tusher's news; and my lord
cried out, "God blessme!" He was a brave man, and not afraid of death
in any shape but this. He was very proud of his pink complexion and fair
hairNbut the idea of death by small-pox scared him beyond all other
ends. "We will take the children and ride away to-morrow to Walcote:"
this was my lord's small house, inherited from his mother, near to
Winchester.

“That is the best refuge in casethe diseasespreads," said Dr. Tusher.
“Tis awful to think of it beginning at the ale-house; half the people of the
village have visited that to-day, or the blacksmith's, which is the same
thing. My clerk Nahum lodges with themNI can never go into my
reading-desk and have that fellow so near me. | WON'T have that man
near me."

"If a parishioner dying in the small-pox sent to you, would you not
go?" asked my lady, looking up from her frame of work, with her calm
blue eyes.

"By the Lord, | wouldn't," said my lord.

"We are not in a popish country; and a sick man doth not absolutely
need absolution and confession,” said the Doctor. "'Tis true they are a
comfort and a help to him when attainable, and to be administered with
hope of good. But in a casewhere the life of a parish priest in the midst
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of his flock is highly valuable to them, he is not called upon to risk it
(and therewith the lives, future prospects, and temporal, even spiritual

welfare of his own family) for the sake of a single person, who is not
very likely in a condition even to understand the religious message
whereof the priest is the bringerNbeing uneducated, and likewise stu-
pefied or delirious by disease.If your ladyship or his lordship, my excel-
lent good friend and patron, were to take it E "

"God forbid!" cried my lord.

"Amen," continued Dr. Tusher. "Amen to that prayer, my very good
lord! for your sake | would lay my life down"Nand, to judge from the
alarmed look of the Doctor's purple face, you would have thought that
that sacrifice was about to be called for instantly.

To love children, and be gentle with them, was an instinct, rather than
a merit, in Henry Esmond; so much so, that he thought almost with a
sort of shame of his liking for them, and of the softnessinto which it be-
trayed him; and on this day the poor fellow had not only had his young
friend, the milkmaid's brother, on his knee, but had been drawing pic-
tures and telling stories to the little Frank Castlewood, who had occu-
pied the same place for an hour after dinner, and was never tired of
Henry's tales, and his pictures of soldiers and horses. As luck would
have it, Beatrix had not on that evening taken her usual place, which
generally shewas glad enough to have, upon her tutor's lap. For Beatrix,
from the earliesttime, was jealous of every caresswhich was given to her
little brother Frank. Shewould fling away even from the maternal arms,
if she saw Frank had beenthere before her; insomuch that Lady Esmond
was obliged not to show her love for her son in the presenceof the little
girl, and embraced one or the other alone. Shewould turn pale and red
with rage if she caught signs of intelligence or affection between Frank
and his mother: would sit apart, and not speak for a whole night, if she
thought the boy had a better fruit or alarger cake than hers; would fling
away a ribbon if he had one; and from the earliest age, sitting up in her
little chair by the great fireplace opposite to the corner where Lady Cas-
tlewood commonly sat at her embroidery, would utter infantine sar-
casmsabout the favor shown to her brother. These,if spoken in the pres-
enceof Lord Castlewood, tickled and amused his humor; he would pre-
tend to love Frank best,and dandle and kiss him, and roar with laughter
at Beatrix's jealousy. But the truth is, my lord did not often witness these
scenes,nor very much trouble the quiet fireside at which his lady passed
many long evenings. My lord was hunting all day when the seasonad-
mitted; he frequented all the cock-fights and fairs in the country, and
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would ride twenty miles to seea main fought, or two clowns break their
headsat a cudgelling-match; and he liked better to sit in his parlor drink-

ing ale and punch with Jackand Tom, than in his wife's drawing-room:

whither, if he came, he brought only too often bloodshot eyes, a hiccup-
ping voice, and a reeling gait. The management of the house, and the
property, the care of the few tenants and the village poor, and the ac-
counts of the estate,were in the hands of his lady and her young secret-
ary, Harry Esmond. My lord took charge of the stables,the kennel, and
the cellarNand he filled this and emptied it too.

Soit chanced that upon this very day, when poor Harry Esmond had
had the blacksmith's son, and the peer's son, alike upon his knee, little
Beatrix, who would come to her tutor willingly enough with her book
and her writing, had refused him, seeing the place occupied by her
brother, and, luckily for her, had sat at the further end of the room, away
from him, playing with a spaniel dog which she had, (and for which, by
fits and starts, shewould take a great affection,) and talking at Harry Es-
mond over her shoulder, as she pretended to caressthe dog, saying that
Fido would love her, and she would love Fido, and nothing but Fido all
her life.

When, then, the news was brought that the little boy at the "Three
Castles" was ill with the small-pox, poor Harry Esmond felt a shock of
alarm, not so much for himself asfor his mistress's son, whom he might
have brought into peril. Beatrix, who had pouted sufficiently, (and who,
whenever a stranger appeared, began, from infancy almost, to play off
little gracesto catch his attention,) her brother being now gone to bed,
was for taking her place upon Esmond's knee: for, though the Doctor
was very obsequious to her, she did not like him, becausehe had thick
boots and dirty hands (the pert young miss said), and becauseshe hated
learning the catechism.

But as she advanced towards Esmond from the corner where she had
beensulking, he started back and placed the great chair on which he was
sitting between him and herNsaying in the French language to Lady
Castlewood, with whom the young lad had read much, and whom he
had perfected in this tongueNMadam, the child must not approach me; |
must tell you that | was at the blacksmith's to-day, and had his little boy
upon my lap."

"Where you took my son afterwards,” Lady Castlewood said, very
angry, and turning red. "l thank you, sir, for giving him such company.
Beatrix," she said in English, "I forbid you to touch Mr. Esmond. Come
away, childNcome to your room. Come to your roomNI wish your
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Reverencegood-nightNand you, sir, had you not better go back to your
friends at the ale-house?"her eyes, ordinarily so kind, darted flashes of
anger as she spoke; and shetossedup her head (which hung down com-
monly) with the mien of a princess.

"Hey-day!" says my lord, who was standing by the fireplaceNindeed
he was in the position to which he generally came by that hour of the
eveningN"Hey-day! Rachel, what are you in a passion about? Ladies
ought never to be in a passion. Ought they, Doctor Tusher? though it
does good to see Rachelin a passionNDamme, Lady Castlewood, you
look dev'lish handsome in a passion."

"It is, my lord, becauseMr. Henry Esmond, having nothing to do with
his time here, and not having a taste for our company, has been to the
ale-house, where he has SOME FRIENDS."

My lord burst out, with a laugh and an oathN"You young slyboots,
you've beenat Nancy Sievewright. DN the young hypocrite, who'd have
thought it in him? | say, Tusher, he's been afterN"

"Enough, my lord," said my lady, "don't insult me with this talk."

"Upon my word," said poor Harry, ready to cry with shame and morti-
fication, "the honor of that young person is perfectly unstained for me."

"Oh, of course, of course," says my lord, more and more laughing and
tipsy. "Upon his HONOR, DoctorNNancy SieveN E "

"Take Mistress Beatrix to bed," my lady cried at this moment to Mrs.
Tucker her woman, who came in with her ladyship's tea. "Put her into
my roomNno, into yours," she added quickly. "Go, my child: go, | say:
not aword!" And Beatrix, quite surprised at so sudden a tone of author-
ity from one who was seldom accustomed to raise her voice, went out of
the room with a scared countenance,and waited even to burst out a-cry-
ing until she got to the door with Mrs. Tucker.

For once her mother took little heed of her sobbing, and continued to
speak eagerlyN"My lord," she said, "this young manNyour depend-
antNtold me just now in FrenchNhe was ashamed to speak in his own
languageNthat he had been at the ale-house all day, where he has had
that little wretch who is now ill of the small-pox on his knee. And he
comes home reeking from that placeNyes, reeking from itNand takes
my boy into his lap without shame,and sits down by me, yes,by ME. He
may have killed Frank for what | knowN killed our child. Why was he
brought in to disgrace our house? Why is he here? Let him goNlet him
go, | say, to-night, and pollute the place no more."

Shehad never once uttered a syllable of unkindness to Harry Esmond,;
and her cruel words smote the poor boy, so that he stood for some
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moments bewildered with grief and rage at the injustice of such a stab
from such a hand. He turned quite white from red, which he had been.

"I cannot help my birth, madam," he said, "nor my other misfortune.
And as for your boy, ifNif my coming nigh to him pollutes him now, it
was not so always. Good-night, my lord. Heaven blessyou and yours for
your goodnessto me. | have tired her ladyship's kindness out, and | will
go;" and, sinking down on his knee, Harry Esmond took the rough hand
of his benefactor and kissed it.

"He wants to go to the ale-houseNlet him go," cried my lady.

"I'm dNd if he shall," said my lord. "I didn't think you could be so
dNd ungrateful, Rachel."

Her reply was to burst into a flood of tears, and to quit the room with
a rapid glance at Harry Esmond,Nas my lord, not heeding them, and
still in great good-humor, raised up his young client from his kneeling
posture (for a thousand kindnesseshad causedthe lad to revere my lord
as a father), and put his broad hand on Harry Esmond's shoulder.

"Shewas always so,"my lord said; "the very notion of awoman drives
her mad. | took to liqguor on that very account, by Jove,for no other reas-
on than that; for she can't be jealous of a beer- barrel or a bottle of rum,
can she, Doctor? DN it, look at the maidsNjust look at the maids in the
house" (my lord pronounced all the words togetherNjust-look-at-the-
maze-in-the-house: jever-see-such-maze?)"You wouldn't take a wife out
of Castlewood now, would you, Doctor?" and my lord burst out
laughing.

The Doctor, who had beenlooking at my Lord Castlewood from under
his eyelids, said, "But joking apart, and, my lord, as a divine, | cannot
treat the subjectin a jocular light, nor, as a pastor of this congregation,
look with anything but sorrow at the idea of so very young a sheep go-
ing astray."

"Sir," said young Esmond, bursting out indignantly, "she told me that
you yourself were a horrid old man, and had offered to kiss her in the
dairy."

"For shame, Henry," cried Doctor Tusher, turning asred as a turkey-
cock, while my lord continued to roar with laughter. "If you listen to the
falsehoods of an abandoned girlN"

"Sheis ashonest asany woman in England, and as pure for me," cried
out Henry, "and, as kind, and as good. For shame on you to malign her!"

"Far be it from me to do so," cried the Doctor. "Heaven grant | may be
mistaken in the girl, and in you, sir, who have a truly PRECOCIOUS
genius; but that is not the point at issue at present. It appears that the
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small-pox broke out in the little boy at the 'Three Castles;'that it was on
him when you visited the ale-house, for your OWN reasons;and that
you sat with the child for some time, and immediately afterwards with
my young lord." The Doctor raised his voice as he spoke, and looked to-
wards my lady, who had now come back, looking very pale, with a
handkerchief in her hand.

“This is all very true, sir," said Lady Esmond, looking at the young
man.

"Tis to be feared that he may have brought the infection with him."

"From the ale-houseNyes," said my lady.

"DN it, | forgot when | collared you, boy," cried my lord, stepping
back. "Keep off, Harry my boy; there's no good in running into the wolf's
jaws, you know."

My lady looked at him with some surprise, and instantly advancing to
Henry Esmond, took his hand. "I beg your pardon, Henry," she said; "I
spoke very unkindly. | have no right to interfere with youNwith yourN"

My lord broke out into an oath. "Can't you leave the boy alone, my
lady?" Shelooked a little red, and faintly pressed the lad's hand as she
dropped it.

“There is no use, my lord," she said; "Frank was on his knee as he was
making pictures, and was running constantly from Henry to me. The evil
Is done, if any."

"Not with me, damme," cried my lord. "I've been smoking,"Nand he
lighted his pipe again with a coalN"and it keeps off infection; and asthe
diseaseis in the villageNplague take itNlI would have you leave it. We'll
go to-morrow to Walcote, my lady."

"l have no fear," said my lady; "I may have had it asan infant: it broke
out in our house then; and when four of my sisters had it at home, two
years before our marriage, | escaped it, and two of my dear sisters died."

"I won't run the risk," said my lord; "I'm asbold asany man, but I'll not
bear that."

“Take Beatrix with you and go," said my lady. "For us the mischief is
done; and Tucker can wait upon us, who has had the disease."

"You take careto choose'em ugly enough," said my lord, at which her
ladyship hung down her head and looked foolish: and my lord, calling
away Tusher, bade him cometo the oak parlor and have a pipe. The Doc-
tor made a low bow to her ladyship (of which salaamshe was profuse),
and walked off on his creaking square-toes after his patron.

When the lady and the young man were alone, there was a silence of
some moments, during which he stood at the fire, looking rather
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vacantly at the dying embers, whilst her ladyship busied herself with the
tambour-frame and needles.

"| am sorry," she said, after a pause, in a hard, dry voice,N"| REPEAT |
am sorry that | showed myself so ungrateful for the safety of my son. It
was not at all my wish that you should leave us, | am sure, unless you
found pleasure elsewhere. But you must perceive, Mr. Esmond, that at
your age, and with your tastes,it is impossible that you can continue to
stay upon the intimate footing in which you have been in this family.
You have wished to go to the University, and | think 'tis quite as well
that you should be sent thither. | did not press this matter, thinking you
a child, asyou are, indeed, in yearsNquite a child; and | should never
have thought of treating you otherwise untilNuntil these
CIRCUMSTANCES cameto light. And | shall beg my lord to despatch
you asquick aspossible: and will go on with Frank's learning aswell asl
can, (I owe my father thanks for a little grounding, and you, I'm sure, for
much that you have taught me,)NandNand | wish you a good-night,
Mr. Esmond."

And with this she dropped a stately curtsy, and, taking her candle,
went away through the tapestry door, which led to her apartments. Es-
mond stood by the fireplace, blankly staring after her. Indeed, he scarce
seemed to seeuntil she was gone; and then her image was impressed
upon him, and remained for ever fixed upon his memory. He saw her re-
treating, the taper lighting up her marble face, her scarlet lip quivering,
and her shining golden hair. He went to his own room, and to bed,
where he tried to read, as his custom was; but he never knew what he
was reading until afterwards he remembered the appearance of the let-
ters of the book (it was in Montaigne's Essays),and the events of the day
passed before himN that is, of the last hour of the day; for as for the
morning, and the poor milkmaid yonder, he never so much as once
thought. And he could not get to sleep until daylight, and woke with a
violent headache, and quite unrefreshed.

He had brought the contagion with him from the "Three Castles" sure
enough, and was presently laid up with the smallpox, which spared the
hall no more than it did the cottage.
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Chapter 9

| have the Small-pox, and prepare to leave Castlewood

When Harry Esmond passed through the crisis of that malady, and re-
turned to health again, he found that little Frank Esmond had also
suffered and rallied after the disease,and the lady his mother was down

with it, with a couple more of the household. "It was a Providence, for

which we all ought to be thankful," Doctor Tusher said, "that my lady

and her son were spared, while Death carried off the poor domestics of
the house;" and rebuked Harry for asking, in his simple way, For which

we ought to be thankfulNthat the servants were killed, or the gentlefolks

were saved? Nor could young Esmond agree in the Doctor's vehement
protestations to my lady, when he visited her during her convalescence,
that the malady had not in the least impaired her charms, and had not
been churl enough to injure the fair features of the Viscountess of Castle-
wood; whereas, in spite of these fine speeches,Harry thought that her
ladyship's beauty was very much injured by the small-pox. When the
marks of the diseasecleared away, they did not, it is true, leave furrows

or scarson her face (except one, perhaps, on her forehead over her left
eyebrow); but the delicacy of her rosy color and complexion was gone:
her eyeshad lost their brilliancy, her hair fell, and her face looked older.

It was as if a coarsehand had rubbed off the delicate tints of that sweet
picture, and brought it, asone has seenunskilful painting-cleaners do, to
the dead color. Also, it must be owned, that for a year or two after the
malady, her ladyship's nose was swollen and redder.

There would be no need to mention these trivialities, but that they ac-
tually influenced many lives, astrifles will in the world, where a gnat of-
ten plays a greater part than an elephant, and a mole- hill, aswe know in
King William's case,can upset an empire. When Tusher in his courtly
way (at which Harry Esmond always chafed and spoke scornfully)
vowed and protested that my lady's face was none the worseNthe lad
broke out and said, "It IS worse and my mistress is not near so handsome
as she was;" on which poor Lady Castlewood gave a rueful smile, and a
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look into alittle Venice glassshe had, which showed her, | suppose, that
what the stupid boy said was only too true, for sheturned away from the
glass, and her eyes filled with tears.

The sight of these in Esmond's heart always created a sort of rage of
pity, and seeing them on the face of the lady whom he loved best, the
young blunderer sank down on his knees, and besought her to pardon
him, saying that he was a fool and an idiot, that he was a brute to make
such a speech,he who had caused her malady; and Doctor Tusher told
him that a bear he was indeed, and a bear he would remain, at which
speech poor young Esmond was so dumbstricken that he did not even
growl.

"He is MY bear, and | will not have him baited, Doctor," my lady said,
patting her hand kindly on the boy's head, as he was still kneeling at her
feet. "How your hair has come off! And mine, too," she added with an-
other sigh.

"It is not for myself that | cared,”" my lady said to Harry, when the par-
son had taken his leave; "but AM | very much changed? Alas! | fear 'tis
too true."

"Madam, you have the dearest, and kindest, and sweetestface in the
world, I think," the lad said; and indeed he thought and thinks so.

"Will my lord think so when he comes back?"the lady asked with a
sigh, and another look at her Venice glass. "Suppose he should think as
you do, sir, that | am hideousNyes, you said hideousNhe will ceaseto
carefor me. 'Tis all men carefor in women, our little beauty. Why did he
selectme from among my sisters?'Twas only for that. We reign but for a
day or two: and be sure that Vashti knew Esther was coming."

"Madam," said Mr. Esmond, "Ahasuerus was the Grand Turk, and to
change was the manner of his country, and according to his law."

"You are all Grand Turks for that matter," said my lady, "or would be
if you could. Come, Frank, come, my child. You are well, praised be
Heaven. YOUR locks are not thinned by this dreadful small-pox: nor
your poor face scarredNis it, my angel?"

Frank began to shout and whimper at the idea of such a misfortune.
From the very earliest time the young lord had beentaught to admire his
beauty by his mother: and esteemedit as highly as any reigning toast
valued hers.

One day, as he himself was recovering from his fever and illness, a
pang of something like shame shot acrossyoung Esmond's breast, as he
remembered that he had never once during his iliness given athought to
the poor girl at the smithy, whose red cheeks but a month ago he had
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beenso eagerto see.Poor Nancy! her cheekshad shared the fate of roses,
and were withered now. Shehad taken the illness on the same day with
EsmondNshe and her brother were both dead of the small-pox, and bur-
led under the Castlewood yew-trees. There was no bright face looking
now from the garden, or to cheerthe old smith at his lonely fireside. Es-
mond would have liked to have kissed her in her shroud (like the lassin
Mr. Prior's pretty poem); but she rested many a foot below the ground,
when Esmond after his malady first trod on it.

Doctor Tusher brought the news of this calamity, about which Harry
Esmond longed to ask, but did not like. He said almost the whole village
had been stricken with the pestilence; seventeenpersons were dead of it,
among them mentioning the namesof poor Nancy and her little brother.
He did not fail to say how thankful we survivors ought to be. It being
this man's business to flatter and make sermons, it must be owned he
was most industrious in it, and was doing the one or the other all day.

And so Nancy was gone; and Harry Esmond blushed that he had not a
single tear for her, and fell to composing an elegy in Latin verses over
the rustic little beauty. He bade the dryads mourn and the river-nymphs
deplore her. As her father followed the calling of Vulcan, he said that
surely she was like a daughter of Venus, though Sievewright's wife was
an ugly shrew, as he remembered to have heard afterwards. He made a
long face, but, in truth, felt scarcely more sorrowful than a mute at a fu-
neral. Thesefirst passions of men and women are mostly abortive; and
are dead almost before they are born. Esmond could repeat, to his last
day, some of the doggerel lines in which his muse bewailed his pretty
lass; not without shameto remember how bad the verseswere, and how
good he thought them; how false the grief, and yet how he was rather
proud of it. 'Tis an error, surely, to talk of the simplicity of youth. | think
no persons are more hypocritical, and have a more affected behavior to
one another, than the young. They deceive themselves and each other
with artifices that do not impose upon men of the world; and so we get
to understand truth better, and grow simpler as we grow older.

When my lady heard of the fate which had befallen poor Nancy, she
said nothing solong as Tusher was by, but when he was gone, she took
Harry Esmond's hand and saidN

"Harry, | beg your pardon for those cruel words | used on the night
you were taken ill. | am shocked at the fate of the poor creature, and am
sure that nothing had happened of that with which, in my anger, |
charged you. And the very first day we go out, you must take me to the
blacksmith, and we must seeif there is anything | can do to console the
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poor old man. Poor man! to lose both his children! What should | do
without mine?"

And this was, indeed, the very first walk which my lady took, leaning
on Esmond's arm, after her illness. But her visit brought no consolation
to the old father; and he showed no softness, or desire to speak. "The
Lord gave and took away," he said; and he knew what His servant's duty
was. He wanted for nothingNless now than ever before, as there were
fewer mouths to feed. He wished her ladyship and Master Esmond good
morningNhe had grown tall in his illness, and was but very little
marked; and with this, and a surly bow, he went in from the smithy to
the house, leaving my lady, somewhat silenced and shamefaced, at the
door. He had a handsome stone put up for his two children, which may
be seenin Castlewood churchyard to this very day; and before a year
was out his own name was upon the stone. In the presenceof Death, that
sovereign ruler, a woman's coquetry is seared; and her jealousy will
hardly pass the boundaries of that grim kingdom. 'Tis entirely of the
earth, that passion, and expires in the cold blue air, beyond our sphere.

At length, when the danger was quite over, it was announced that my
lord and his daughter would return. Esmond well remembered the day.
The lady his mistress was in a flurry of fear: before my lord came, she
went into her room, and returned from it with reddened cheeks.Her fate
was about to be decided. Her beauty was goneN was her reign, too,
over? A minute would say. My lord came riding over the bridgeNhe
could be seenfrom the great window, clad in scarlet, and mounted on
his gray hackneyNhis little daughter ambled by him in a bright riding-
dress of blue, on a shining chestnut horse. My lady leaned against the
great mantel-piece, looking on, with one hand on her heartNshe seemed
only the more pale for those red marks on either cheek. She put her
handkerchief to her eyes, and withdrew it, laughing hystericallyNthe
cloth was quite red with the rouge when shetook it away. Sheran to her
room again, and came back with pale cheeksand red eyesNher son in
her handNjust asmy lord entered, accompanied by young Esmond, who
had gone out to meet his protector, and to hold his stirrup as he descen-
ded from horseback.

"What, Harry, boy!" my lord said, good-naturedly, "you look as gaunt
as a greyhound. The small-pox hasn't improved your beauty, and your
side of the house hadn't never too much of itNho, ho!"

And he laughed, and sprang to the ground with no small agility, look-
ing handsome and red, within a jolly face and brown hair, like a Beef-
eater; Esmond kneeling again, as soon as his patron had descended,
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performed his homage, and then went to greet the little Beatrix, and help
her from her horse.

"Fie! how yellow you look," shesaid; "and there are one, two, red holes
in your face;"which, indeed, was very true; Harry Esmond's harsh coun-
tenancebearing, aslong asit continued to be a human face,the marks of
the disease.

My lord laughed again, in high good-humor.

"DN it!" said he, with one of his usual oaths, "the little slut sees
everything. Shesaw the Dowager's paint t'other day, and asked her why
shewore that red stuffNdidn't you, Trix? and the Tower; and St. James's;
and the play; and the Prince George, and the PrincessAnneNdidn't you,
Trix?"

“They are both very fat, and smelt of brandy," the child said.

Papa roared with laughing.

"Brandy!" he said. "And how do you know, Miss Pert?"

"Becauseyour lordship smells of it after supper, when | embrace you
before you go to bed,” said the young lady, who, indeed, was as pert as
her father said, and looked as beautiful a little gipsy as eyesever gazed
on.

"And now for my lady," said my lord, going up the stairs, and passing
under the tapestry curtain that hung before the drawing- room door. Es-
mond remembered that noble figure, handsomely arrayed in scarlet.
Within the last few months he himself had grown from a boy to be a
man, and with his figure his thoughts had shot up, and grown manly.

My lady's countenance, of which Harry Esmond was accustomed to
watch the changes,and with a solicitous affection to note and interpret
the signs of gladness or care, wore a sad and depressed look for many
weeks after her lord's return: during which it seemedas if, by caresses
and entreaties, she strove to win him back from some ill humor he had,
and which he did not chooseto throw off. In her eagernessto please him
she practised a hundred of those arts which had formerly charmed him,
but which seemed now to have lost their potency. Her songs did not
amuse him; and she hushed them and the children when in his presence.
My lord sat silent at his dinner, drinking greatly, his lady opposite to
him, looking furtively at his face,though also speechlessHer silence an-
noyed him asmuch as her speech;and he would peevishly, and with an
oath, ask her why she held her tongue and looked so glum; or he would
roughly check her when speaking, and bid her not talk nonsense. It
seemedas if, since his return, nothing she could do or say could please
him.
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When a master and mistress are at strife in a house, the subordinates
in the family take the one side or the other. Harry Esmond stood in so
great fear of my lord, that he would run a league barefoot to do a mes-
sagefor him; but his attachment for Lady Esmond was such a passion of
grateful regard, that to spare her a grief, or to do her a service, he would
have given his life daily: and it was by the very depth and intensity of
this regard that he began to divine how unhappy his adored lady's life
was, and that a secret care (for she never spoke of her anxieties) was
weighing upon her.

Can any one, who has passed through the world and watched the
nature of men and women there, doubt what had befallen her? | have
seen,to be sure, some people carry down with them into old agethe ac-
tual bloom of their youthful love, and | know that Mr. Thomas Parr lived
to be ahundred and sixty years old. But, for all that, threescoreand ten is
the age of men, and few get beyond it; and 'tis certain that a man who
marries for mere beaux yeux, as my lord did, considers this part of the
contract at an end when the woman ceasesto fulfil hers, and his love
does not survive her beauty. | know 'tis often otherwise, | say; and can
think (as most men in their own experience may) of many a house,
where, lighted in early years, the sainted lamp of love hath never been
extinguished; but so there is Mr. Parr, and so there is the great giant at
the fair that is eight feet highNexceptions to menNand that poor lamp
whereof | speak, that lights at first the nuptial chamber, is extinguished
by a hundred winds and draughts down the chimney, or sputters out for
want of feeding. And thenNand then it is Chloe, in the dark, stark
awake, and Strephon snoring unheeding; or vice versa, 'tis poor Stre-
phon that has married a heartlessjilt, and awoke out of that absurd vis-
lon of conjugal felicity, which was to last for ever, and is over like any
other dream. One and other has made his bed, and so must lie in it, until
that final day when life ends, and they sleep separate.

About this time young Esmond, who had a knack of stringing verses,
turned some of Ovid's Epistles into rhymes, and brought them to his
lady for her delectation. Those which treated of forsaken women
touched her immensely, Harry remarked; and when Oenone called after
Paris, and Medea bade Jasoncome back again, the lady of Castlewood
sighed, and said she thought that part of the verseswas the most pleas-
ing. Indeed, shewould have chopped up the Dean, her old father, in or-
der to bring her husband back again. But her beautiful Jasonwas gone,
as beautiful Jasonswill go, and the poor enchantresshad never a spell to
keep him.
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My lord was only sulky aslong as his wife's anxious face or behavior
seemedto upbraid him. When she had got to master these,and to show
an outwardly cheerful countenance and behavior, her husband's good-
humor returned partially, and he swore and stormed no longer at din-
ner, but laughed sometimes, and yawned unrestrainedly; absenting him-
self often from home, inviting more company thither, passingthe greater
part of his days in the hunting-field, or over the bottle asbefore; but with
this difference, that the poor wife could no longer seenow, as she had
done formerly, the light of love kindled in his eyes.He was with her, but
that flame was out: and that once welcome beacon no more shone there.

What were this lady's feelings when forced to admit the truth whereof
her foreboding glass had given her only too true warning, that within
her beauty her reign had ended, and the days of her love were over?
What does a seamando in a storm if mast and rudder are carried away?
He ships a jurymast, and steersashe bestcanwith an oar. What happens
If your roof falls in atempest? After the first stun of the calamity the suf-
ferer starts up, gropes around to seethat the children are safe,and puts
them under a shed out of the rain. If the palace burns down, you take
shelter in the barn. What man's life is not overtaken by one or more of
these tornadoes that send us out of the course, and fling us on rocks to
shelter as best we may?

When Lady Castlewood found that her great ship had gone down, she
began as best she might after she had rallied from the effects of the loss,
to put out small ventures of happiness; and hope for little gains and re-
turns, as a merchant on '‘Change, indocilis pauperiem pati, having lost
his thousands, embarks a few guineas upon the next ship. Shelaid out
her all upon her children, indulging them beyond all measure,aswas in-
evitable with one of her kindness of disposition; giving all her thoughts
to their welfareNlearning, that she might teachthem; and improving her
own many natural gifts and feminine accomplishments, that she might
impart them to her young ones. To be doing good for some one else,is
the life of most good women. They are exuberant of kindness, asit were,
and must impart it to some one. She made herself a good scholar of
French, Italian, and Latin, having beengrounded in theseby her father in
her youth; hiding these gifts from her husband out of fear, perhaps, that
they should offend him, for my lord was no bookmanNpish'd and
psha'd at the notion of learned ladies, and would have been angry that
his wife could construe out of a Latin book of which he could scarceun-
derstand two words. Young Esmond was usher, or house tutor, under
her or over her, as it might happen. During my lord's many absences,
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these school-days would go on uninterruptedly: the mother and daugh-
ter learning with surprising quickness; the latter by fits and starts only,
and as suited her wayward humor. As for the little lord, it must be
owned that he took after his father in the matter of learningNliked
marbles and play, and the great horse and the little one which his father
brought him, and on which he took him out a-hunting, a great deal bet-
ter than Corderius and Lily; marshalled the village boys, and had a little
court of them, already flogging them, and domineering over them with a
fine imperious spirit, that made his father laugh when he beheld it, and
his mother fondly warn him. The cook had a son, the woodman had two,
the big lad at the porter's lodge took his cuffs and his orders. Doctor
Tusher said he was a young nobleman of gallant spirit; and Harry Es-
mond, who was his tutor, and eight years his little lordship's senior, had
hard work sometimes to keep his own temper, and hold his authority
over his rebellious little chief and kinsman.

In a couple of years after that calamity had befallen which had robbed
Lady Castlewood of alittleNa very littleNof her beauty, and her careless
husband's heart (if the truth must be told, my lady had found not only
that her reign was over, but that her successorwas appointed, a Princess
of a noble house in Drury Lane somewhere, who was installed and vis-
ited by my lord at the town eight miles offNpudet haecopprobria dicere
nobis)Na great change had taken place in her mind, which, by struggles
only known to herself, at least never mentioned to any one, and unsus-
pected by the person who caused the pain she enduredNhad been
schooled into such a condition as she could not very likely have ima-
gined possible a score of months since, before her misfortunes had
begun.

She had oldened in that time as people do who suffer silently great
mental pain; and learned much that she had never suspectedbefore. She
was taught by that bitter teacher Misfortune. A child the mother of other
children, but two years back her lord was a god to her; his words her
law; his smile her sunshine; his lazy commonplaces listened to eagerly,
asif they were words of wisdomN all his wishes and freaks obeyed with
a servile devotion. Shehad beenmy lord's chief slave and blind worship-
per. Somewomen bear farther than this, and submit not only to neglect
but to unfaithfulness tooNbut here this lady's allegiance had failed her.
Her spirit rebelled, and disowned any more obedience. First she had to
bear in secretthe passion of losing the adored object; then to get further
Initiation, and to find this worshipped being was but a clumsy idol: then
to admit the silent truth, that it was she was superior, and not the
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monarch her master: that she had thoughts which his brains could never
master, and was the better of the two; quite separate from my lord al-
though tied to him, and bound, as almost all people (save a very happy
few), to work all her life alone. My lord sat in his chair, laughing his
laugh, cracking his joke, his face flushing with wineNmy lady in her
place over against himNhe never suspecting that his superior was there,
in the calm resigned lady, cold of manner, with downcast eyes.When he
was merry in his cups, he would make jokes about her coldness, and,
"DN it, now my lady is gone, we will have t'other bottle," he would say.
He was frank enough in telling his thoughts, such as they were. There
was little mystery about my lord's words or actions. His Fair Rosamond
did not live in a Labyrinth, like the lady of Mr. Addison's opera, but
paraded with painted cheeksand a tipsy retinue in the country town.
Had she a mind to be revenged, Lady Castlewood could have found the
way to her rival's house easily enough; and, if she had come with bowl
and dagger, would have beenrouted off the ground by the enemy with a
volley of Billingsgate, which the fair person always kept by her.

Meanwhile, it has been said, that for Harry Esmond his benefactress's
sweet face had lost none of its charms. It had always the kindest of looks
and smiles for himNsmiles, not so gay and artless perhaps as those
which Lady Castlewood had formerly worn, when, a child herself, play-
ing with her children, her husband's pleasure and authority were all she
thought of; but out of her griefs and cares,as will happen I think when
thesetrials fall upon akindly heart, and are not too unbearable, grew up
a number of thoughts and excellenceswhich had never come into exist-
ence, had not her sorrow and misfortunes engendered them. Sure, occa-
sion is the father of most that is good in us. As you have seenthe awk-
ward fingers and clumsy tools of a prisoner cut and fashion the most del-
icate little piecesof carved work; or achieve the most prodigious under-
ground labors, and cut through walls of masonry, and saw iron bars and
fetters; 'tis misfortune that awakens ingenuity, or fortitude, or endur-
ance, in hearts where these qualities had never come to life but for the
circumstance which gave them a being.

“Twas after Jasonleft her, no doubt,” Lady Castlewood once said with
one of her smiles to young Esmond (who was reading to her a version of
certain lines out of Euripides), "that Medea became a learned woman
and a great enchantress."

"And she could conjure the stars out of heaven," the young tutor ad-
ded, "but she could not bring Jason back again."

"What do you mean?" asked my lady, very angry.
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“Indeed | mean nothing," said the other, "save what I've read in books.
What should | know about such matters? | have seen no woman save
you and little Beatrix, and the parson's wife and my late mistress, and
your ladyship's woman here."

“The men who wrote your books," says my lady, "your Horaces, and
Ovids, and Virgils, asfar as| know of them, all thought ill of us, asall
the heroesthey wrote about used us basely. We were bred to be slaves
always; and even of our own times, asyou are still the only lawgivers, |
think our sermons seemto say that the bestwoman is shewho bearsher
master's chains most gracefully. 'Tis a pity there are no nunneries permit-
ted by our church: Beatrix and | would fly to one, and end our days in
peace there away from you."

"And is there no slavery in a convent?" says Esmond.

"At least if women are slaves there, no one seesthem," answered the
lady. "They don't work in street gangswith the public to jeerthem: and if
they suffer, suffer in private. Here comes my lord home from hunting.
Take away the books. My lord does not love to seethem. Lessonsare
over for to-day, Mr. Tutor." And with a curtsy and a smile she would
end this sort of colloquy.

Indeed "Mr. Tutor,” as my lady called Esmond, had now business
enough on his hands in Castlewood house. He had three pupils, his lady
and her two children, at whose lessonsshewould always be present; be-
sides writing my lord's letters, and arranging his accompts for
himNwhen these could be got from Esmond's indolent patron.

Of the pupils the two young people were but lazy scholars,and as my
lady would admit no discipline such as was then in use, my lord's son
only learned what he liked, which was but little, and never to his life's
end could be got to construe more than six lines of Virgil. Mistress Beat-
rix chattered French prettily, from a very early age; and sang sweetly,
but this was from her mother's teachingNnot Harry Esmond's, who
could scarcedistinguish between "Green Sleeves"and “Lillibullero;" al-
though he had no greater delight in life than to hear the ladies sing. He
seesthem now (will he ever forget them?) asthey used to sit together of
the summer eveningsNthe two golden heads over the pageNthe child's
little hand, and the mother's beating the time, with their voices rising
and falling in unison.

But if the children were careless, 'twas a wonder how eagerly the
mother learnt from her young tutorNand taught him too. The happiest
instinctive faculty was this lady'sNa faculty for discerning latent beau-
ties and hidden gracesof books, especially books of poetry, asin a walk
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she would spy out field-flowers and make posies of them, such as no
other hand could. She was a critic, not by reason but by feeling; the
sweetestcommentator of those books they read together; and the happi-
esthours of young Esmond's life, perhaps, were those passedin the com-
pany of this kind mistress and her children.

Thesehappy days were to end soon, however; and it was by the Lady
Castlewood's own decree that they were brought to a conclusion. It
happened about Christmas-time, Harry Esmond being now past sixteen
years of age, that his old comrade, adversary, and friend, Tom Tusher,
returned from his school in London, a fair, well-grown, and sturdy lad,
who was about to enter college, with an exhibition from his school, and a
prospect of after promotion in the church. Tom Tusher's talk was of
nothing but Cambridge now; and the boys, who were good friends, ex-
amined each other eagerly about their progress in books. Tom had
learned some Greek and Hebrew, besides Latin, in which he was pretty
well skilled, and also had given himself to mathematical studies under
his father's guidance, who was a proficient in those sciences,of which Es-
mond knew nothing; nor could he write Latin sowell asTom, though he
could talk it better, having beentaught by his dear friend the JesuitFath-
er, for whose memory the lad ever retained the warmest affection, read-
ing his books, keeping his swords cleanin the little crypt where the Fath-
er had shown them to Esmond on the night of his visit; and often of a
night sitting in the chaplain's room, which he inhabited, over his books,
his verses, and rubbish, with which the lad occupied himself, he would
look up at the window, thinking he wished it might open and let in the
good Father. He had come and passed away like a dream; but for the
swords and books Harry might almost think the Father was an imagina-
tion of his mindNand for two letters which had come to him, one from
abroad, full of advice and affection, another soon after he had been con-
firmed by the Bishop of Hexton, in which Father Holt deplored his fall-
ing away. But Harry Esmond felt so confident now of his being in the
right, and of his own powers as a casuist, that he thought he was able to
face the Father himself in argument, and possibly convert him.

To work upon the faith of her young pupil, Esmond's kind mistress
sent to the library of her father the Dean, who had beendistinguished in
the disputes of the late king's reign; and, an old soldier now, had hung
up his weapons of controversy. These he took down from his shelves
willingly for young Esmond, whom he benefited by his own personal
advice and instruction. It did not require much persuasion to induce the
boy to worship with his beloved mistress. And the good old nonjuring
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Dean flattered himself with a conversion which, in truth, was owing to a
much gentler and fairer persuader.

Under her ladyship's kind eyes(my lord's being sealedin sleep pretty
generally), Esmond read many volumes of the works of the famous Brit-
ish Divines of the last age, and was familiar with Wake and Sherlock,
with Stillingfleet and Patrick. His mistress never tired to listen or to read,
to pursue the texts with fond comments, to urge those points which her
fancy dwelt on most, or her reason deemed most important. Since the
death of her father the Dean, this lady hath admitted a certain latitude of
theological reading which her orthodox father would never have al-
lowed; his favorite writers appealing more to reason and antiquity than
to the passions or imaginations of their readers, so that the works of
Bishop Taylor, nay, those of Mr. Baxter and Mr. Law, have in reality
found more favor with my Lady Castlewood than the severervolumes of
our great English schoolmen.

In later life, at the University, Esmond reopened the controversy, and
pursued it in a very different manner, when his patrons had determined
for him that he was to embrace the ecclesiastical life. But though his
mistress's heart was in this calling, his own never was much. After that
first fervor of simple devotion, which his beloved Jesuit priest had in-
spired in him, speculative theology took but little hold upon the young
man's mind. When his early credulity was disturbed, and his saints and
virgins taken out of his worship, to rank little higher than the divinities
of Olympus, his belief became acquiescencerather than ardor; and he
made his mind up to assume the cassockand bands, as another man
doesto wear a breastplate and jack-boots, or to mount a merchant's desk,
for a livelihood, and from obedience and necessity, rather than from
choice. There were scoresof such men in Mr. Esmond's time at the uni-
versities, who were going to the church with no better calling than his.

When Thomas Tusher was gone, a feeling of no small depression and
disquiet fell upon young Esmond, of which, though he did not complain,
his kind mistress must have divined the cause:for soon after she showed
not only that she understood the reason of Harry's melancholy, but
could provide a remedy for it. Her habit was thus to watch, unob-
servedly, those to whom duty or affection bound her, and to prevent
their designs, or to fulfil them, when she had the power. It was this
lady's disposition to think kindnesses, and devise silent bounties and to
schemebenevolence,for those about her. We take such goodness,for the
most part, asif it was our due; the Marys who bring ointment for our
feet get but little thanks. Some of us never feel this devotion at all, or are
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moved by it to gratitude or acknowledgment; others only recall it years
after, when the days are past in which those sweet kindnesses were
spent on us, and we offer back our return for the debt by a poor tardy

payment of tears. Then forgotten tones of love recur to us, and kind

glances shine out of the pastNoh so bright and clear!Noh so longed
afterlNbecause they are out of reach; asholiday music from withinside a
prison wallNor sunshine seen through the bars; more prized because
unattainableNmore bright becauseof the contrast of present darkness
and solitude, whence there is no escape.

All the notice, then, which Lady Castlewood seemedto take of Harry
Esmond's melancholy, upon Tom Tusher's departure, was, by a gayety
unusual to her, to attempt to dispel his gloom. Shemade his three schol-
ars (herself being the chief one) more cheerful than ever they had been
before, and more docile, too, all of them learning and reading much
more than they had been accustomed to do. "For who knows," said the
lady, "what may happen, and whether we may be able to keep such a
learned tutor long?"

Frank Esmond said he for his part did not want to learn any more, and
cousin Harry might shut up his book whenever he liked, if he would
come out a-fishing; and little Beatrix declared she would send for Tom
Tusher, and HE would be glad enough to come to Castlewood, if Harry
chose to go away.

At last comesa messengerfrom Winchester one day, bearer of a letter,
with a great black seal, from the Dean there, to say that his sister was
dead, and had left her fortune of 2,000L.among her six nieces,the Dean's
daughters; and many a time since has Harry Esmond recalled the
flushed face and eager look wherewith, after this intelligence, his kind
lady regarded him. Shedid not pretend to any grief about the deceased
relative, from whom she and her family had been many years parted.

When my lord heard of the news, he also did not make any very long
face. "The money will come very handy to furnish the music-room and
the cellar, which is getting low, and buy your ladyship a coach and a
couple of horsesthat will do indifferent to ride or for the coach.And, Be-
atrix, you shall have a spinnet: and, Frank, you shall have a little horse
from Hexton Fair; and, Harry, you shall have five pounds to buy some
books," said my lord, who was generous with his own, and indeed with
other folk's money. "l wish your aunt would die once a year, Rachel;we
could spend your money, and all your sisters', too."

"| have but one auntNandNand | have another use for the money, my
lord," says my lady, turning very red.
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"Another use, my dear; and what do you know about money?" cries
my lord. "And what the devil is there that | don't give you which you
want!"

"| intend to give this moneyNcan't you fancy how, my lord?"

My lord swore one of his large oaths that he did not know in the least
what she meant.

"l intend it for Harry Esmond to go to college. Cousin Harry," saysmy
lady, "you mustn't stay longer in this dull place, but make a name to
yourself, and for us too, Harry."

"DNn it, Harry's well enough here," says my lord, for a moment look-
ing rather sulky.

"Is Harry going away? You don't mean to say you will go away?" cry
out Frank and Beatrix at one breath.

"But he will come back: and this will always be his home," cries my
lady, with blue eyeslooking a celestial kindness: "and his scholars will
always love him; won't they?"

"By G-d, Rachel, you're a good woman!" says my lord, seizing my
lady's hand, at which she blushed very much, and shrank back, putting
her children before her. "l wish you joy, my kinsman," he continued, giv-
ing Harry Esmond a hearty slap on the shoulder. "I won't balk your luck.
Go to Cambridge, boy, and when Tusher dies you shall have the living
here, if you are not better provided by that time. We'll furnish the
dining-room and buy the horses another year. I'll give thee a nag out of
the stable: take any one except my hack and the bay gelding and the
coach-horses; and God speed thee, my boy!"

"Have the sorrel, Harry; 'tis a good one. Father says'tis the bestin the
stable," says little Frank, clapping his hands, and jumping up. "Let's
come and seehim in the stable." And the other, in his delight and eager-
ness, was for leaving the room that instant to arrange about his journey.

The Lady Castlewood looked after him with sad penetrating glances.
"He wishes to be gone already, my lord," said she to her husband.

The young man hung back abashed."Indeed, | would stay for ever, if
your ladyship bade me," he said.

"And thou wouldst be a fool for thy pains, kinsman," said my lord.
“Tut, tut, man. Go and seethe world. Sow thy wild oats; and take the
bestluck that Fate sendsthee. | wish | were a boy again, that | might go
to college, and taste the Trumpington ale."

"Ours, indeed, is but a dull home," cries my lady, with a little of sad-
nessand, maybe, of satire, in her voice: "an old glum house, half ruined,
and the rest only half furnished; a woman and two children are but poor
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company for men that are accustomed to better. We are only fit to be
your worship's handmaids, and your pleasures must of necessitylie else-
where than at home."

"Curse me, Rachel, if | know now whether thou art in earnestor not,"
said my lord.

“In earnest,my lord!" saysshe,still clinging by one of her children. "Is
there much subject here for joke?" And she made him a grand curtsy,
and, giving a stately look to Harry Esmond, which seemed to say,
"Remember; you understand me, though he does not," she left the room
with her children.

"Since she found out that confounded Hexton business,” my lord
saidN"and be hanged to them that told her!Nshe has not beenthe same
woman. She,who used to be as humble as a milkmaid, is asproud asa
princess," says my lord. "Take my counsel, Harry Esmond, and keep
clear of women. Since | have had anything to do with the jades, they
have given me nothing but disgust. | had a wife at Tangier, with whom,
as she couldn't speak a word of my language, you'd have thought |
might lead a quiet life. But shetried to poison me, becauseshe was jeal-
ous of a Jew girl. There was your aunt, for aunt she isNaunt Jezebel,a
pretty life your father led with HER! and here'smy lady. When | saw her
on a pillion, riding behind the Dean her father, shelooked and was such
a baby, that a sixpenny doll might have pleased her. And now you see
what she isNhands off, highty-tighty, high and mighty, an empress
couldn't be grander. Passus the tankard, Harry my boy. A mug of beer
and a toast at morn, says my host. A toast and a mug of beer at noon,
says my dear. DNn it, Polly loves a mug of ale, too, and laced with
brandy, by Jove!"Indeed, | suppose they drank it together; for my lord
was often thick in his speechat mid-day dinner; and at night at supper,
speechless altogether.

Harry Esmond's departure resolved upon, it seemed as if the Lady
Castlewood, too, rejoiced to lose him; for more than once, when the lad,
ashamed perhaps at his own secret eagernessto go away (at any rate
stricken with sadnessat the idea of leaving those from whom he had re-
ceived so many proofs of love and kindness inestimable), tried to express
to his mistress his senseof gratitude to her, and his sorrow at quitting
those who had so sheltered and tended a nameless and houseless
orphan, Lady Castlewood cut short his protests of love and his lamenta-
tions, and would hear of no grief, but only look forward to Harry's fame
and prospectsin life. "Our little legacy will keep you for four yearslike a
gentleman. Heaven's Providence, your own genius, industry, honor,
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must do the rest for you. Castlewood will always be a home for you; and
these children, whom you have taught and loved, will not forget to love
you. And, Harry," said she (and this was the only time when she spoke
with atear in her eye, or a tremor in her voice), "it may happen in the
course of nature that | shall be called away from them: and their fath-
erNandNand they will need true friends and protectors. Promise me
that you will be true to themNasNas | think | have beento youNand a
mother's fond prayer and blessing go with you."

"So help me God, madam, | will," said Harry Esmond, falling on his
knees, and kissing the hand of his dearest mistress. "If you will have me
stay now, | will. What matters whether or no | make my way in life, or
whether a poor bastard dies asunknown ashe is now? 'Tis enough that |
have your love and kindness surely; and to make you happy is duty
enough for me."

"Happy!" says she; "but indeed | ought to be, with my children, andN"

“"Not happy!" cried Esmond (for he knew what her life was, though he
and his mistress never spoke a word concerning it). "If not happiness, it
may be ease.Let me stay and work for youNlet me stay and be your
servant."

“Indeed, you are best away," said my lady, laughing, as she put her
hand on the boy's head for a moment. "You shall stay in no such dull
place. You shall go to college and distinguish yourself as becomesyour
name. That is how you shall please me best; andNand if my children
want you, or | want you, you shall cometo us; and | know we may count
on you."

"May heaven forsake me if you may not!" Harry said, getting up from
his knee.

"And my knight longs for a dragon this instant that he may fight," said
my lady, laughing; which speech made Harry Esmond start, and turn
red; for indeed the very thought was in his mind, that he would like that
some chance should immediately happen whereby he might show his
devotion. And it pleased him to think that his lady had called him "her
knight,” and often and often he recalled this to his mind, and prayed that
he might be her true knight, too.

My lady's bed-chamber window looked out over the country, and you
could seefrom it the purple hills beyond Castlewood village, the green
common betwixt that and the Hall, and the old bridge which crossed
over the river. When Harry Esmond went away for Cambridge, little
Frank ran alongside his horse as far as the bridge, and there Harry
stopped for a moment, and looked back at the house where the best part
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of his life had been passed. It lay before him with its gray familiar
towers, a pinnacle or two shining in the sun, the buttresses and terrace
walls casting great blue shadeson the grass.And Harry remembered, all
his life after, how he saw his mistress at the window looking out on him
in a white robe, the little Beatrix's chestnut curls resting at her mother's
side. Both waved a farewell to him, and little Frank sobbed to leave him.
Yes, he WOULD be his lady's true knight, he vowed in his heart; he
waved her an adieu with his hat. The village people had Good-by to say
to him too. All knew that Master Harry was going to college, and most of
them had a kind word and a look of farewell. | do not stop to say what
adventures he beganto imagine, or what careerto devise for himself be-
fore he had ridden three miles from home. He had not read Monsieur
Galland's ingenious Arabian tales asyet; but be sure that there are other
folks who build castlesin the air, and have fine hopes, and kick them
down too, besides honest Alnaschar.
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Chapter 1 O

| go to Cambridge, and do but little Good there

Mr lord, who said he should like to revisit the old haunts of his youth,
kindly accompanied Harry Esmond in his first journey to Cambridge.
Their road lay through London, where my Lord Viscount would also
have Harry stay afew days to show him the pleasures of the town before
he entered upon his university studies, and whilst here Harry's patron
conducted the young man to my Lady Dowager's house at Chelsey near
London: the kind lady at Castlewood having specially ordered that the
young gentleman and the old should pay a respectful visit in that
quarter.

Her ladyship the Viscountess Dowager occupied a handsome new
house in Chelsey, with a garden behind it, and facing the river, always a
bright and animated sight with its swarms of sailors, barges, and wher-
ries. Harry laughed at recognizing in the parlor the well- remembered
old piece of Sir Peter Lely, wherein his father's widow was represented
asavirgin huntress, armed with a gilt bow-and- arrow, and encumbered
only with that small quantity of drapery which it would seemthe virgins
in King Charles's day were accustomed to wear.

My Lady Dowager had left off this peculiar habit of huntress when she
married. But though shewas now considerably past sixty years of age, |
believe shethought that airy nymph of the picture could still be easily re-
cognized in the venerable personagewho gave an audience to Harry and
his patron.

Shereceived the young man with even more favor than she showed to
the elder, for she choseto carry on the conversation in French, in which
my Lord Castlewood was no great proficient, and expressedher satisfac-
tion at finding that Mr. Esmond could speak fluently in that language.
"Twas the only one fit for polite conversation," she condescendedto say,
"and suitable to persons of high breeding."

My lord laughed afterwards, as the gentlemen went away, at his
kinswoman's behavior. He said he remembered the time when she could
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speak English fast enough, and joked in his jolly way at the loss he had
had of such a lovely wife as that.

My Lady Viscountessdeigned to ask his lordship news of his wife and
children; she had heard that Lady Castlewood had had the small- pox;
she hoped she was not so VERY much disfigured as people said.

At this remark about his wife's malady, my Lord Viscount winced and
turned red; but the Dowager, in speaking of the disfigurement of the
young lady, turned to her looking-glass and examined her old wrinkled
countenance in it with such a grin of satisfaction, that it was all her
guests could do to refrain from laughing in her ancient face.

She asked Harry what his profession was to be; and my lord, saying
that the lad was to take orders, and have the living of Castlewood when
old Dr. Tusher vacated it, shedid not seemto show any particular anger
at the notion of Harry's becoming a Church of England clergyman, nay,
was rather glad than otherwise, that the youth should be so provided
for. She bade Mr. Esmond not to forget to pay her a visit whenever he
passedthrough London, and carried her graciousnessso far asto send a
purse with twenty guineas for him, to the tavern at which my lord put
up (the "Greyhound," in Charing Cross); and, along with this welcome
gift for her kinsman, she sent a little doll for a present to my lord's little
daughter Beatrix, who was growing beyond the age of dolls by this time,
and was as tall almost as her venerable relative.

After seeing the town, and going to the plays, my Lord Castlewood
and Esmond rode together to Cambridge, spending two pleasant days
upon the journey. Thoserapid new coacheswere not established, as yet,
that performed the whole journey between London and the University in
a single day; however, the road was pleasant and short enough to Harry
Esmond, and he always gratefully remembered that happy holiday
which his kind patron gave him.

Mr. Esmond was entered a pensioner of Trinity College in Cambridge,
to which famous college my lord had also in his youth belonged. Dr.
Montague was master at this time, and received my Lord Viscount with
great politeness: so did Mr. Bridge, who was appointed to be Harry's tu-
tor. Tom Tusher, who was of Emanuel College, and was by this time a ju-
nior soph, cameto wait upon my lord, and to take Harry under his pro-
tection; and comfortable rooms being provided for him in the great court
close by the gate, and near to the famous Mr. Newton's lodgings, Harry's
patron took leave of him with many kind words and blessings, and an
admonition to him to behave better at the University than my lord him-
self had ever done.
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‘Tis needlessin these memoirs to go at any length into the particulars
of Harry Esmond's college career. It was like that of a hundred young
gentlemen of that day. But he had the ill fortune to be older by a couple
of years than most of his fellow-students; and by his previous solitary
mode of bringing up, the circumstances of his life, and the peculiar
thoughtfulness and melancholy that had naturally engendered, he was,
In a great measure, cut off from the society of comrades who were much
younger and higher-spirited than he. His tutor, who had bowed down to
the ground, as he walked my lord over the college grass-plats, changed
his behavior as soon as the nobleman's back was turned, and wasNat
least Harry thought soNharsh and overbearing. When the lads used to
assemblein their gregesin hall, Harry found himself alone in the midst
of that little flock of boys; they raised a great laugh at him when he was
seton to read Latin, which he did with the foreign pronunciation taught
to him by his old master, the Jesuit, than which he knew no other. Mr.
Bridge, the tutor, made him the object of clumsy jokes, in which he was
fond of indulging. The young man's spirit was chafed, and his vanity
mortified; and he found himself, for some time, aslonely in this place as
ever he had been at Castlewood, whither he longed to return. His birth
was a source of shame to him, and he fancied a hundred slights and
sneersfrom young and old, who, no doubt, had treated him better had
he met them himself more frankly. And ashe looks back, in calmer days,
upon this period of his life, which he thought so unhappy, he can see
that his own pride and vanity causedno small part of the mortifications
which he attributed to other's ill will. The world deals good- naturedly
with good-natured people, and | never knew a sulky misanthropist who
quarrelled with it, but it was he, and not it, that was in the wrong. Tom
Tusher gave Harry plenty of good advice on this subject, for Tom had
both good senseand good humor; but Mr. Harry choseto treat his senior
with a great deal of superfluous disdain and absurd scorn, and would by
no meanspart from his darling injuries, in which, very likely, no man be-
lieved but himself. As for honest Doctor Bridge, the tutor found, after a
few trials of wit with the pupil, that the young man was an ugly subject
for wit, and that the laugh was often turned against him. This did not
make tutor and pupil any better friends; but had, so far, an advantage for
Esmond, that Mr. Bridge was induced to leave him alone; and solong as
he kept his chapels,and did the college exercisesrequired of him, Bridge
was content not to seeHarry's glum facein his class,and to leave him to
read and sulk for himself in his own chamber.
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A poem or two in Latin and English, which were pronounced to have
some merit, and a Latin oration, (for Mr. Esmond could write that lan-
guage better than pronounce it,) got him alittle reputation both with the
authorities of the University and amongst the young men, with whom he
began to pass for more than he was worth. A few victories over their
common enemy, Mr. Bridge, made them incline towards him, and look
upon him asthe champion of their order against the seniors. Such of the
lads as he took into his confidence found him not so gloomy and
haughty as his appearanceled them to believe; and Don Dismallo, ashe
was called, became presently a person of some little importance in his
college, and was, as he believes, setdown by the seniors there asrather a
dangerous character.

Don Dismallo was a staunch young Jacobite,like the rest of his family;
gave himself many absurd airs of loyalty; used to invite young friends to
Burgundy, and give the King's health on King James'shirthday; wore
black on the day of his abdication; fasted on the anniversary of King
William's coronation; and performed athousand absurd antics, of which
he smiles now to think.

Thesefollies caused many remonstrances on Tom Tusher's part, who
was always a friend to the powers that be, as Esmond was always in op-
position to them. Tom was a Whig, while Esmond was a Tory. Tom nev-
er missed a lecture, and capped the proctor with the profoundest of
bows. No wonder he sighed over Harry's insubordinate courses, and
was angry when the others laughed at him. But that Harry was known to
have my Lord Viscount's protection, Tom no doubt would have broken
with him altogether. But honest Tom never gave up a comrade aslong as
he was the friend of a great man. This was not out of scheming on Tom's
part, but a natural inclination towards the great. "Twas no hypocrisy in
him to flatter, but the bent of his mind, which was always perfectly
good-humored, obliging, and servile.

Harry had very liberal allowances, for his dear mistress of Castlewood
not only regularly supplied him, but the Dowager of Chelsey made her
donation annual, and received Esmond at her house near London every
Christmas; but, in spite of these benefactions, Esmond was constantly
poor; whilst ‘twas a wonder with how small a stipend from his father
Tom Tusher contrived to make a good figure. 'Tis true that Harry both
spent, gave, and lent his money very freely, which Thomas never did. |
think he was like the famous Duke of Marlborough in this instance, who,
getting a present of fifty pieces,when a young man, from some foolish
woman who fell in love with his good looks, showed the money to
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Cadoganin adrawer scoresof years after, where it had lain ever since he
had sold his beardlesshonor to procure it. | do not mean to say that Tom
ever let out his good looks so profitably, for nature had not endowed
him with any particular charms of person, and he ever was a pattern of
moral behavior, losing no opportunity of giving the very best advice to
his younger comrade; with which article, to do him justice, he parted
very freely. Not but that he was a merry fellow, too, in his way; he loved
ajoke, if by good fortune he understood it, and took his share generously
of a bottle if another paid for it, and especially if there was a young lord
in company to drink it. In these casesthere was not a harder drinker in
the University than Mr. Tusher could be; and it was edifying to behold
him, fresh shaved and with smug face, singing out "Amen!" at early
chapel in the morning. In his reading, poor Harry permitted himself to
go a-gadding after all the Nine Muses, and so very likely had but little
favor from any one of them; whereas Tom Tusher, who had no more
turn for poetry than a ploughboy, nevertheless, by a dogged persever-
ance and obsequiousnessin courting the divine Calliope, got himself a
prize, and some credit in the University, and a fellowship at his college,
asareward for his scholarship. In this time of Mr. Esmond's life, he got
the little reading which he ever could boast of, and passeda good part of
his days greedily devouring all the books on which he could lay hand. In
this desultory way the works of most of the English, French, and Italian
poets came under his eyes, and he had a smattering of the Spanish
tongue likewise, besidesthe ancient languages, of which, at least of Lat-
in, he was a tolerable master.

Then, about midway in his University career, he fell to reading for the
profession to which worldly prudence rather than inclination called him,
and was perfectly bewildered in theological controversy. In the course of
his reading (which was neither pursued with that seriousnessor that de-
vout mind which such a study requires) the youth found himself at the
end of one month a Papist, and was about to proclaim his faith; the next
month a Protestant, with Chillingworth; and the third a sceptic, with
Hobbes and Bayle. Whereas honest Tom Tusher never permitted his
mind to stray out of the prescribed University path, acceptedthe Thirty-
nine Articles with all his heart, and would have signed and sworn to
other nine-and-thirty with entire obedience. Harry's wilfulness in this
matter, and disorderly thoughts and conversation, so shocked and afflic-
ted his senior, that there grew up a coldness and estrangement between
them, so that they became scarce more than mere acquaintances, from
having beenintimate friends when they cameto college first. Politics ran
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high, too, at the University; and here, also, the young men were at vari-
ance. Tom professed himself, albeit a high-churchman, a strong King
William's-man; whereas Harry brought his family Tory politics to college
with him, to which he must add a dangerous admiration for Oliver
Cromwell, whose side, or King James'sby turns, he often choseto take in
the disputes which the young gentlemen used to hold in each other's
rooms, where they debated on the state of the nation, crowned and de-
posed kings, and toasted past and present heroesand beautiesin flagons
of college ale.

Thus, either from the circumstances of his birth, or the natural melan-
choly of his disposition, Esmond cameto live very much by himself dur-
ing his stay at the University, having neither ambition enough to distin-
guish himself in the college career, nor caring to mingle with the mere
pleasuresand boyish frolics of the students, who were, for the most part,
two or three years younger than he. He fancied that the gentlemen of the
common-room of his college slighted him on account of his birth, and
hence kept aloof from their society. It may be that he made the ill will,
which he imagined came from them, by his own behavior, which, as he
looks back on it in after life, he now seeswas morose and haughty. At
any rate, he was as tenderly grateful for kindness as he was susceptible
of slight and wrong; and, lonely ashe was generally, yet had one or two
very warm friendships for his companions of those days.

One of these was a queer gentleman that resided in the University,
though he was no member of it, and was the professor of a sciencescarce
recognized in the common course of college education. This was a
French refugee-officer, who had beendriven out of his native country at
the time of the Protestant persecutions there, and who came to Cam-
bridge, where he taught the science of the small-sword, and set up a
saloon-of-arms. Though he declared himself a Protestant, ‘twas said Mr.
Moreau was a Jesuitin disguise; indeed, he brought very strong recom-
mendations to the Tory party, which was pretty strong in that
University, and very likely was one of the many agents whom King
Jameshad in this country. Esmond found this gentleman's conversation
very much more agreeableand to his taste than the talk of the college di-
vines in the common-room; he never wearied of Moreau's stories of the
wars of Turenne and Conde, in which he had borne a part; and being fa-
miliar with the French tongue from his youth, and in a place where but
few spoke it, his company becamevery agreeableto the brave old pro-
fessor of arms, whose favorite pupil he was, and who made Mr. Esmond
a very tolerable proficient in the noble science of escrime.
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At the next term Esmond was to take his degree of Bachelor of Arts,
and afterwards, in proper season,to assume the cassock and bands
which his fond mistress would have him wear. Tom Tusher himself was
a parson and a fellow of his college by this time; and Harry felt that he
would very gladly cedehis right to the living of Castlewood to Tom, and
that his own calling was in no way to the pulpit. But as he was bound,
before all things in the world, to his dear mistress at home, and knew
that a refusal on his part would grieve her, he determined to give her no
hint of his unwillingness to the clerical office: and it was in this unsatis-
factory mood of mind that he went to spend the last vacation he should
have at Castlewood before he took orders.
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Chapter 1 1

| come home for a Holiday to Castlewood, and find a
Skeleton in the House

At his third long vacation, Esmond came as usual to Castlewood, always
feeling an eager thrill of pleasure when he found himself once more in
the house where he had passedso many years, and beheld the kind fa-
miliar eyesof his mistress looking upon him. Sheand her children (out
of whose company she scarceever saw him) cameto greet him. Miss Be-
atrix was grown so tall that Harry did not quite know whether he might
kiss her or no; and she blushed and held back when he offered that sa-
lutation, though shetook it, and even courted it, when they were alone.
The young lord was shooting up to be like his gallant father in look,
though with his mother's kind eyes: the lady of Castlewood herself
seemedgrown, too, since Harry saw herNin her look more stately, in her
person fuller, in her face still asever most tender and friendly, a greater
air of command and decision than had appeared in that guileless sweet
countenance which Harry remembered so gratefully. The tone of her
voice was so much deeper and sadder when she spoke and welcomed
him, that it quite startled Esmond, who looked up at her surprised asshe
spoke, when she withdrew her eyesfrom him; nor did she ever look at
him afterwards when his own eyeswere gazing upon her. A something
hinting at grief and secret,and filling his mind with alarm undefinable,
seemedto speak with that low thrilling voice of hers, and look out of
those clear sad eyes. Her greeting to Esmond was so cold that it almost
pained the lad, (who would have liked to fall on his knees, and kiss the
skirt of her robe, so fond and ardent was his respectand regard for her,)
and he faltered in answering the questions which she, hesitating on her
side, beganto put to him. Was he happy at Cambridge? Did he study too
hard? She hoped not. He had grown very tall, and looked very well.

"He has got a moustache!" cries out Master Esmond.

"Why does he not wear a peruke like my Lord Mohun?" asked Miss
Beatrix. "My lord says that nobody wears their own hair."
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"l believe you will have to occupy your old chamber," saysmy lady. "I
hope the housekeeper has got it ready."

"Why, mamma, you have been there ten times these three days your-
self!" exclaims Frank.

"And she cut some flowers which you planted in my gardenNdo you
remember, ever so many years ago? when | was quite a little girl," cries
out Miss Beatrix, on tiptoe. "And mamma put them in your window."

"I remember when you grew well after you were ill that you used to
like roses,"said the lady, blushing like one of them. They all conducted
Harry Esmond to his chamber; the children running before, Harry walk-
ing by his mistress hand-in-hand.

The old room had been ornamented and beautified not a little to re-
ceive him. The flowers were in the window in a china vase; and there
was a fine new counterpane on the bed, which chatterbox Beatrix said
mamma had made too. A fire was crackling on the hearth, although it
was June. My lady thought the room wanted warming; everything was
done to make him happy and welcome: "And you are not to be a page
any longer, but a gentleman and kinsman, and to walk with papa and
mamma," said the children. And as soon as his dear mistress and chil-
dren had left him to himself, it was with a heart overflowing with love
and gratefulness that he flung himself down on his knees by the side of
the little bed, and asked a blessing upon those who were so kind to him.

The children, who are always house tell-tales, soon made him acquain-
ted with the little history of the house and family. Papahad beento Lon-
don twice. Papa often went away now. Papa had taken Beatrix to West-
lands, where she was taller than Sir George Harper's second daughter,
though she was two years older. Papa had taken Beatrix and Frank both
to Bellminster, where Frank had got the better of Lord Bellminster's son
in a boxing-matchNmy lord, laughing, told Harry afterwards. Many
gentlemen came to stop with papa, and papa had gotten a new game
from London, a French game, called a billiardNthat the French king
played it very well: and the Dowager Lady Castlewood had sent Miss
Beatrix a present; and papa had gotten a new chaise, with two little
horses, which he drove himself, beside the coach, which mamma went
in; and Dr. Tusher was a crossold plague, and they did not like to learn
from him at all; and papa did not care about them learning, and laughed
when they were at their books, but mamma liked them to learn, and
taught them; and "I don't think papa is fond of mamma," said Miss Beat-
rix, with her great eyes. She had come quite close up to Harry Esmond
by the time this prattle took place, and was on his knee, and had
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examined all the points of his dress, and all the good or bad features of
his homely face.

"You shouldn't say that papa is not fond of mamma," said the boy, at
this confession. "Mamma never said so; and mamma forbade you to say
it, Miss Beatrix."

‘Twas this, no doubt, that accounted for the sadness in Lady
Castlewood's eyes, and the plaintive vibrations of her voice. Who does
not know of eyes, lighted by love once, where the flame shines no
more?Nof lamps extinguished, once properly trimmed and tended?
Every man has suchin his house. Such mementoes make our splendidest
chamberslook blank and sad; such facesseenin a day casta gloom upon
our sunshine. So oaths mutually sworn, and invocations of heaven, and
priestly ceremonies,and fond belief, and love, sofond and faithful that it
never doubted but that it should live for ever, are all of no avail towards
making love eternal: it dies, in spite of the banns and the priest; and |
have often thought there should be a visitation of the sick for it, and a fu-
neral service, and an extreme unction, and an abi in pace. It has its
course, like all mortal thingsNits beginning, progress, and decay. It buds
and it blooms out into sunshine, and it withers and ends. Strephon and
Chloe languish apart; join in a rapture: and presently you hear that
Chloe is crying, and Strephon has broken his crook acrossher back. Can
you mend it soasto show no marks of rupture? Not all the priests of Hy-
men, not all the incantations to the gods, can make it whole!

Waking up from dreams, books, and visions of college honors, in
which for two years, Harry Esmond had beenimmersed, he found him-
self, instantly, on his return home, in the midst of this actual tragedy of
life, which absorbed and interested him more than all his tutor had
taught him. The persons whom he loved bestin the world, and to whom
he owed most, were living unhappily together. The gentlest and kindest
of women was suffering ill usage and shedding tears in secret:the man
who made her wretched by neglect, if not by violence, was Harry's bene-
factor and patron. In houseswhere, in place of that sacred,inmost flame
of love, there is discord at the centre, the whole household becomeshy-
pocritical, and each lies to his neighbor. The husband (or it may be the
wife) lies when the visitor comesin, and wears a grin of reconciliation or
politeness before him. The wife lies (indeed, her businessis to do that,
and to smile, however much she is beaten), swallows her tears, and lies
to her lord and master; lies in bidding little Jackeyrespectdear papa; lies
In assuring grandpapa that sheis perfectly happy. The servantslie, wear-
ing grave faces behind their master's chair, and pretending to be
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unconscious of the fighting; and so, from morning till bedtime, life is
passedin falsehood. And wiseacres call this a proper regard of morals,
and point out Baucis and Philemon as examples of a good life.

If my lady did not speak of her griefs to Harry Esmond, my lord was
by no meansreserved when in his cups, and spoke his mind very freely,
bidding Harry in his coarseway, and with his blunt language, beware of
all women as cheats, jades, jilts, and using other unmistakable monosyl-
lables in speaking of them. Indeed, ‘twas the fashion of the day, as| must
own; and there's not a writer of my time of any note, with the exception
of poor Dick Steele,that does not speak of a woman as of a slave, and
scorn and use her as such. Mr. Pope, Mr. Congreve, Mr. Addison, Mr.
Gay, every one of ‘'em, sing in this key, eachaccording to his nature and
politeness, and louder and fouler than all in abuse is Dr. Swift, who
spoke of them as he treated them, worst of all.

Much of the quarrels and hatred which arise between married people
comein my mind from the husband's rage and revolt at discovering that
his slave and bedfellow, who is to minister to all his wishes, and is
church-sworn to honor and obey himNis his superior; and that HE, and
not she,ought to be the subordinate of the twain; and in these controver-
sies, | think, lay the causeof my lord's anger against his lady. When he
left her, she beganto think for herself, and her thoughts were not in his
favor. After the illumination, when the love-lamp is put out that anon we
spoke of, and by the common daylight we look at the picture, what a
daub it looks! what a clumsy effigy! How many men and wives come to
this knowledge, think you? And if it be painful to a woman to find her-
self mated for life to a boor, and ordered to love and honor a dullard; it is
worse still for the man himself perhaps, whenever in his dim compre-
hension the idea dawns that his slave and drudge yonder is, in truth, his
superior; that the woman who does his bidding, and submits to his hu-
mor, should be his lord; that she can think athousand things beyond the
power of his muddled brains; and that in yonder head, on the pillow op-
posite to him, lie athousand feelings, mysteries of thought, latent scorns
and rebellions, whereof he only dimly perceives the existence as they
look out furtively from her eyes: treasures of love doomed to perish
without a hand to gather them; sweet fancies and images of beauty that
would grow and unfold themselves into flower; bright wit that would
shine like diamonds could it be brought into the sun: and the tyrant in
possessioncrushesthe outbreak of all these,drives them back like slaves
into the dungeon and darkness, and chafes without that his prisoner is
rebellious, and his sworn subject undutiful and refractory. So the lamp

108



was out in Castlewood Hall, and the lord and lady there saw eachother
as they were. With her illness and altered beauty my lord's fire for his
wife disappeared; with his selfishness and faithlessness her foolish fic-
tion of love and reverence was rent away. Love!Nwho is to love what is
baseand unlovely? Respect!Nwho is to respectwhat is gross and sensu-
al? Not all the marriage oaths sworn before all the parsons, cardinals,
ministers, muftis, and rabbins in the world, can bind to that monstrous
allegiance. This couple was living apart then; the woman happy to be al-
lowed to love and tend her children (who were never of her own good-
will away from her), and thankful to have saved such treasures as these
out of the wreck in which the better part of her heart went down.

Theseyoung ones had had no instructors save their mother, and Doc-
tor Tusher for their theology occasionally, and had made more progress
than might have been expected under a tutor so indulgent and fond as
Lady Castlewood. Beatrix could sing and dance like a nymph. Her voice
was her father's delight after dinner. Sheruled over the house with little
imperial ways, which her parents coaxed and laughed at. She had long
learned the value of her bright eyes,and tried experiments in coquetry,
in corpore vili, upon rustics and country squires, until she should pre-
pare to conquer the world and the fashion. She put on a new ribbon to
welcome Harry Esmond, made eyes at him, and directed her young
smiles at him, not a little to the amusement of the young man, and the
joy of her father, who laughed his great laugh, and encouraged her in her
thousand antics. Lady Castlewood watched the child gravely and sadly:
the little one was pert in her replies to her mother, yet eagerin her prot-
estations of love and promises of amendment; and asready to cry (after a
little quarrel brought on by her own giddiness) until she had won back
her mamma's favor, as she was to risk the kind lady's displeasure by
fresh outbreaks of restlessvanity. From her mother's sad looks she fled
to her father's chair and boozy laughter. She already set the one against
the other: and the little rogue delighted in the mischief which she knew
how to make so early.

The young heir of Castlewood was spoiled by father and mother both.
He took their caressesas men do, and asif they were his right. He had
his hawks and his spaniel dog, his little horse and his beagles.He had
learned to ride, and to drink, and to shoot flying: and he had a small
court, the sons of the huntsman and woodman, as becamethe heir-ap-
parent, taking after the example of my lord his father. If he had a head-
ache, his mother was as much frightened as if the plague were in the
house: my lord laughed and jeeredin his abrupt wayN(indeed, ‘twas on
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the day after New Year's Day, and an excessof mince-pie)Nand said
with some of his usual oathsN"DNn it, Harry EsmondNyou see how
my lady takes on about Frank's megrim. Sheused to be sorry about me,
my boy (passthe tankard, Harry), and to be frightened if | had a head-
acheonce. Shedon't care about my head now. They're like thatNwomen

areN all the same,Harry, all jilts in their hearts. Stick to collegeN stick to
punch and buttery ale: and never seea woman that's handsomer than an
old cinder-faced bed-maker. That's my counsel.”

It was my lord's custom to fling out many jokes of this nature, in pres-
enceof his wife and children, at mealsNclumsy sarcasmswhich my lady
turned many a time, or which, sometimes, she affected not to hear, or
which now and again would hit their mark and make the poor victim
wince (asyou could seeby her flushing face and eyesfilling with tears),
or which again worked her up to anger and retort, when, in answer to
one of these heavy bolts, she would flash back with a quivering reply.
The pair were not happy; nor indeed was it happy to be with them. Alas
that youthful love and truth should end in bitterness and bankruptcy! To
see a young couple loving each other is no wonder; but to seean old
couple loving each other is the best sight of all. Harry Esmond became
the confidant of one and the otherNthat is, my lord told the lad all his
griefs and wrongs (which were indeed of Lord Castlewood's own mak-
ing), and Harry divined my lady's; his affection leading him easily to
penetrate the hypocrisy under which Lady Castlewood generally chose
to go disguised, and see her heart aching whilst her face wore a smile.
‘Tis a hard task for women in life, that mask which the world bids them
wear. But there is no greater crime than for a woman who is ill used and
unhappy to show that sheis so. The world is quite relentless about bid-
ding her to keep a cheerful face;and our women, like the Malabar wives,
are forced to go smiling and painted to sacrifice themselves with their
husbands; their relations being the most eagerto push them on to their
duty, and, under their shouts and applauses, to smother and hush their
cries of pain.

So, into the sad secret of his patron's household, Harry Esmond be-
came initiated, he scarceknew how. It had passed under his eyes two
years before, when he could not understand it; but reading, and thought,
and experience of men, had oldened him; and one of the deepestsorrows
of a life which had never, in truth, been very happy, came upon him
now, when he was compelled to understand and pity a grief which he
stood quite powerless to relieve.
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