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    Amid haunted halls and contested bloodlines, the measure of true nobility is tested not by birth alone but by conscience, patience, and the quiet courage to face the shadows of inherited wrongs.

Clara Reeve’s The Old English Baron is an early English Gothic novel set in medieval England, first published in 1777 under the title The Champion of Virtue and revised and retitled in 1778. Writing in the wake of Horace Walpole’s pioneering experiment with the form, Reeve pursued a more disciplined approach to the marvelous, grounding terror in plausibility and moral purpose. The book places readers within a feudal household whose rituals, loyalties, and suspicions provide both a historical frame and a crucible for examining the roots of authority.

The premise follows a youth of obscure origin nurtured within a noble family, where lingering whispers of past injustice mingle with unsettling occurrences in an ancient castle. Without rushing into spectacle, the narrative layers unease through decorous manners, hushed corridors, and the faint pressure of secrets too long kept. Readers can expect measured, lucid prose and a calm, judicial narrator who values testimony, prudence, and moral scrutiny. The mood is one of accumulating tension rather than shock, offering a reflective, dignified Gothic experience grounded in character and circumstance.

Reeve’s central concerns are legitimacy and justice: who has the right to inherit, and by what standard is that right judged? The novel explores how personal virtue interacts with rank, how reputation can be earned or forfeited, and how conscience may correct the errors of power. Themes of duty, loyalty, and providence move through the story, challenging fatalism without dismissing fate’s weight in human affairs. Readers encounter questions that remain resonant today, including the ethics of authority, the durability of truth under pressure, and the moral claims that outlast legal or social advantage.

Stylistically, the book favors restraint. Supernatural elements appear, but they are sparing and shaped to support credibility rather than overwhelm it, creating a sober, anticipatory dread rather than lurid shock. Dialogue and description uphold decorum; conflicts unfold through steady inquiry, trials of character, and deliberate revelations. This composure does not reduce the suspense—it sharpens it—placing emphasis on motive, memory, and the evidence of small details. The result is a Gothic atmosphere that rewards close attention, inviting readers to weigh statements, examine conduct, and trace the ethical logic beneath the gloom.

Within the literary history of the Gothic, The Old English Baron stands as a bridge between medieval romance and the realist novel, joining chivalric ideals to emerging eighteenth-century expectations of probability. Reeve’s approach helped codify a tradition in which fear serves moral clarity, and antiquarian settings illuminate contemporary concerns. Her English manor and its customs are not mere trappings; they are instruments for testing how communities negotiate lineage, honor, and redress. The book’s influence persists in later Gothic narratives that favor psychological coherence, historical texture, and a disciplined handling of the uncanny.

For modern readers, the novel offers both an origin point and a lens: a way to see how Gothic fiction uses the past to interrogate the present. Its questions—about who deserves power, how truth surfaces from rumor, and what standards should govern judgment—are still alive. The atmosphere is contemplative, the terror muted yet insistent, and the satisfactions come from moral recognition as much as mystery. Approached on its own terms, The Old English Baron provides a principled, haunting study of inheritance and responsibility, and a compelling invitation to explore the foundations of the Gothic imagination.
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    The Old English Baron sets its action in late medieval England, where feudal ties, chivalric honor, and the memory of civil conflict shape daily life. At the center stands a prudent nobleman, an old English baron, who governs his household with measured justice and hospitality. His castle, once belonging to a now-silent noble line, becomes the stage for questions of lineage, loyalty, and rightful possession. The narrative introduces a society guided by law and custom yet shadowed by rumor and the uncanny. Against this backdrop, the story explores how private conscience and public duty intersect when a buried past begins to press upon the present.

Into this household comes Edmund, a youth of obscure birth, reared among humble neighbors and admitted into the baron’s service for his diligence and good conduct. As he grows, his manners, courage, and modesty attract notice from the lady of the house and several dependents, but also provoke the jealousy of a proud young kinsman. The baron, valuing merit, advances Edmund cautiously, placing him near his sons and under the eye of trusted officers. Quiet hints about Edmund’s unknown parentage circulate in the hall, yet he remains dutiful, governed by gratitude and a firm sense of propriety in all his obligations.

Sir Philip Harclay, a renowned knight long absent on campaigns, returns to England and seeks news of an old friend whose fortunes once centered on the very castle the baron now inhabits. Received with honor, he observes the household with a discerning eye and is struck by Edmund’s bearing and reserve. From stewards, tenants, and travelers, he gathers fragments of a story about a great family’s sudden eclipse and a lost heir never publicly accounted for. Sir Philip’s experience and integrity lead him to suspect a hidden wrong, and he quietly resolves to pursue the truth by lawful means and patient inquiry.

The castle harbors a long-whispered tale of a haunted chamber, believed to contain traces of the prior lord’s fate. To test valor and for want of a clear explanation, the baron assigns Edmund to keep watch there, trusting to his steadiness. During a night of solitude, Edmund endures alarms and witnesses a solemn apparition that seems to beckon him toward concealed recesses. He discovers objects and writings suggesting that violence and secrecy once governed this place. Choosing prudence over rash display, he shares what he can with a discreet confidant and awaits proper guidance, aware that household peace hangs in balance.

The signs from the chamber unsettle the castle. Some urge silence for fear of scandal; others press for open examination. Meanwhile, rivalry sharpens. The envious kinsman interprets Edmund’s growing reputation as presumption and agitates against him, stirring quarrels and leveling accusations. Edmund answers with patience, avoids private vengeance, and submits to the baron’s judgment. Yet plots to disgrace him briefly prevail, leading to restraints on his liberty and further suspicions. The baron, concerned for order and fairness, hesitates between affection and prudence, while the household’s wiser servants keep careful note of dates, testimonies, and marks observed in the chamber.

Sir Philip, convinced that mere rumor will not suffice, undertakes a circuit to consult aged retainers, religious houses, and legal officers who recall the former lord’s last days. Piece by piece, he learns of disputed titles, unexplained absences, and a clandestine departure that never found a public record. He collects sworn statements and identifies persons willing to testify to the customs and conveyances governing the estate. With this evidence, Sir Philip returns to the baron, declares his purpose to champion the injured party, and petitions for a formal hearing, offering to submit the whole to recognized laws of honor and realm.

A council of neighboring nobles and magistrates is convened to weigh the competing claims. The current possessor asserts legal grant and long possession; Sir Philip counters with depositions, newly discovered writings, and the moral claim of an unredressed injury. Given the period’s practice, and the insufficiency of written proof alone, a judicial duel is proposed as the surest test permitted by custom. Oaths are taken, heralds proclaim the terms, and the principals name their seconds. Edmund, whose conduct has helped preserve key discoveries, is called to recount facts within his knowledge, but he remains secondary to the formal challenge.

The ensuing combat, conducted under strict ceremony, coincides with the unsealing of documents and the recovery of items hidden in the haunted apartments. Taken together with witness testimonies, these disclosures shape a coherent account of what befell the former lord and how a rightful claim was obscured. The assembly recognizes the weight of combined proof, and judgments follow in accordance with law and conscience. Remorse, confession, or flight settle the matter for those implicated, while authority moves to correct the wrong. The household sees in these events both the end of uncertainty and the vindication of courage disciplined by duty.

With the central question resolved, relations between houses are repaired through measured acts of restitution and alliance. Honors and lands are arranged to reflect rightful order; dependents find their stations secured; and the baron’s concern for justice is confirmed by his willingness to yield to truth. Modest celebrations and prudent marriages restore harmony without excess. The novel closes by reaffirming the value of tempered chivalry, lawful process, and a limited, solemn supernatural that serves rather than subverts reason. The overall message presents virtue as steady and practical, capable of bearing trial, and rewarded not by marvels but by equitable human judgment.
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    Clara Reeve situates The Old English Baron in late medieval England, conventionally in the mid-fifteenth century, when baronial castles still dominated rural power and the monarchy under Henry VI (r. 1422–1461, 1470–1471) struggled to impose order. The narrative unfolds around a great household in a remote shire, with forests, moated walls, and dependent tenants that evoke the social geography of the north and midlands. Feudal and customary ties structure daily life: vassalage, household service, and seigneurial justice. The military culture is chivalric, shaped by recent campaigns in France, yet the domestic sphere is unsettled by private feuds, contested inheritances, and the porous boundary between public law and a lord’s informal authority.

The Hundred Years’ War (1337–1453) frames the martial biographies and ideals of Reeve’s characters. English victories under Henry V—Harfleur and Agincourt (1415)—and the Treaty of Troyes (1420) gave way to French resurgence marked by the relief of Orléans (1429) and the decisive English defeat at Castillon (1453). Demobilization flooded England with veterans and weapons, and royal revenues and prestige sagged. In the novel, the seasoned knight Sir Philip Harclay returns from “foreign wars,” a clear nod to these Anglo-French campaigns. His chivalric code, shaped by that conflict’s oaths, ransoms, and honor culture, becomes the ethical counterweight to domestic intrigue and the unlawful seizure of a baronial estate.

The Wars of the Roses (1455–1487) provide the political climate that most deeply informs the book’s world. The rivalry between Lancaster and York, ignited at the First Battle of St Albans (1455), spiraled through Wakefield (1460) and culminated in Towton (1461), the bloodiest battle on English soil, securing Edward IV’s throne. Henry VI’s brief restoration (1470–1471) ended with Tewkesbury (1471); Richard III’s brief reign (1483–1485) concluded at Bosworth Field (22 August 1485), where Henry Tudor triumphed; the Yorkist remnant was finally broken at Stoke Field (1487). Northern magnates, armed affinities, and hurried attainders defined these decades, when the extinction or displacement of noble lines through battle, treason charges, or clandestine killings was common. The historical Lovell/Lovell name resonates here: Francis Lovell, Viscount Lovell (c. 1456–c. 1487), a close ally of Richard III, fought at Bosworth, joined the 1487 rebellion, and vanished after Stoke—his forfeited estates symbolizing the precariousness of baronial fortunes. Reeve’s plot—an heir concealed, a kinsman’s murder and usurpation, and a subsequent restoration—echoes the era’s frequent crises of title shaped by death in battle, attainder, and opportunistic kin. The castle setting captures a world where private armies, hurried oaths, and the weakness of central enforcement allowed powerful men to convert proximity to inheritance into possession. The novel’s staged exposure of crime, culminating in the public vindication of the rightful heir, mirrors the Tudor-era ideal of postwar settlement: violent baronial autonomy curbed, lineage clarified, and lawful sovereignty restored after decades of factional bloodletting.

Medieval land law and inheritance practices are central to the novel’s conflicts. Primogeniture concentrated estates in the eldest male line; entails (created under the Statute De Donis, 1285) preserved family lands from alienation, while Quia Emptores (1290) curtailed subinfeudation. Wardship allowed lords or the Crown to control the estates and marriages of minors; attainder for treason caused forfeiture and corruption of blood. These rules generated fierce incentives for guardianship, strategic marriages, and, at times, violent suppression of rival claims. The hidden noble birth and ultimate recovery of an entailed barony in Reeve’s story dramatize how proof of descent, witnesses, and confession might overcome unlawful possession in a system obsessed with lineage.

“Bastard feudalism” shaped local power in the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries, as nobles retained followers with annuities and livery rather than strict land bonds. This practice fueled maintenance and intimidation in shire politics. Statutes sought restraint—measures under Richard II (1380s–1390s), a significant statute under Edward IV (1468), and Henry VII’s rigorous enforcement culminating in the 1504 licensing Act and famous fines (e.g., George, Lord Bergavenny, penalized in 1507). Reeve’s castle household—with stewards, retainers, and armed servants—reflects that milieu. The ability of a powerful kinsman to overawe tenants and manipulate evidence in the novel mirrors the historical problem of private affinities eclipsing impartial justice.

Judicial combat, or wager of battle, offers a legal-historical lens for the novel’s climactic single combat. While trial by ordeal was abolished after the Fourth Lateran Council (1215), appeals of felony in English common law still technically permitted battle. The practice waned but endured in principle into the early modern era, astonishingly resurfacing in Ashford v Thornton (1818) and finally abolished in 1819 (59 Geo. III c.46). Reeve adapts this medieval form: a formal challenge and regulated duel, under noble or quasi-judicial oversight, to decide an accusation of secret murder. The episode gives archaic legal ritual to moral truth, enacting public vindication where ordinary proofs have been suppressed.

Ecclesiastical structures also undergird the book’s world. The right of sanctuary—recognized at major churches such as Westminster, Durham, and Beverley—shielded felons from immediate arrest until statutory curbs under Henry VIII (1536) and final abolition in 1624. Coroners’ inquests (established in the 1190s) and church burial customs framed how violent deaths were investigated and memorialized. Confession and penance supplied moral closure even when civil courts failed. Reeve’s plot employs hidden remains in castle precincts and a confessed crime revealed before witnesses, aligning with medieval expectations that divine justice would surface through conscience, relics, or sacred space when secular authority was compromised by rank and retinue.

The Old English Baron functions as a quiet political critique of late medieval disorder and elite impunity. By opposing a virtuous, paternal lordship to predatory kinship and corrupt maintenance, it indicts a social order where bloodline and armed affinity eclipse equity. The narrative favors transparent adjudication, witness testimony, and regulated combat over private terror, thereby elevating the rule of law above baronial will. It exposes class vulnerability—wards, servants, and tenants are easily coerced—while insisting that true nobility resides in justice, stewardship, and restraint. In restoring the dispossessed heir through public procedures, the book censures the era’s abuses and imagines a reformed aristocracy answerable to common right.
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As this Story is of a species which, though not new, is out of the common track, it has been thought necessary to point out some circumstances to the reader, which will elucidate the design, and, it is hoped, will induce him to form a favourable, as well as a right judgment of the work before him.

This Story is the literary offspring of The Castle of Otranto[1], written upon the same plan, with a design to unite the most attractive and interesting circumstances of the ancient Romance and modern Novel, at the same time it assumes a character and manner of its own, that differs from both; it is distinguished by the appellation of a Gothic Story, being a picture of Gothic times and manners. Fictitious stories have been the delight of all times and all countries, by oral tradition in barbarous, by writing in more civilized ones; and although some persons of wit and learning have condemned them indiscriminately, I would venture to affirm, that even those who so much affect to despise them under one form, will receive and embrace them under another.

Thus, for instance, a man shall admire and almost adore the Epic poems of the Ancients, and yet despise and execrate the ancient Romances, which are only Epics in prose.

History represents human nature as it is in real life, alas, too often a melancholy retrospect! Romance displays only the amiable side of the picture; it shews the pleasing features, and throws a veil over the blemishes: Mankind are naturally pleased with what gratifies their vanity;[1q] and vanity, like all other passions of the human heart, may be rendered subservient to good and useful purposes.

I confess that it may be abused, and become an instrument to corrupt the manners and morals of mankind; so may poetry, so may plays, so may every kind of composition; but that will prove nothing more than the old saying lately revived by the philosophers the most in fashion, “that every earthly thing has two handles.”

The business of Romance is, first, to excite the attention; and secondly, to direct it to some useful, or at least innocent, end: Happy the writer who attains both these points, like Richardson! and not unfortunate, or undeserving praise, he who gains only the latter, and furnishes out an entertainment for the reader!

Having, in some degree, opened my design, I beg leave to conduct my reader back again, till he comes within view of The Castle of Otranto; a work which, as already has been observed, is an attempt to unite the various merits and graces of the ancient Romance and modern Novel. To attain this end, there is required a sufficient degree of the marvellous, to excite the attention; enough of the manners of real life, to give an air of probability to the work; and enough of the pathetic, to engage the heart in its behalf.

The book we have mentioned is excellent in the two last points, but has a redundancy in the first; the opening excites the attention very strongly; the conduct of the story is artful and judicious; the characters are admirably drawn and supported; the diction polished and elegant; yet, with all these brilliant advantages, it palls upon the mind (though it does not upon the ear); and the reason is obvious, the machinery is so violent, that it destroys the effect it is intended to excite. Had the story been kept within the utmost verge of probability, the effect had been preserved, without losing the least circumstance that excites or detains the attention.

For instance; we can conceive, and allow of, the appearance of a ghost; we can even dispense with an enchanted sword and helmet; but then they must keep within certain limits of credibility: A sword so large as to require an hundred men to lift it; a helmet that by its own weight forces a passage through a court-yard into an arched vault, big enough for a man to go through; a picture that walks out of its frame; a skeleton ghost in a hermit’s cowl:—When your expectation is wound up to the highest pitch, these circumstances take it down with a witness, destroy the work of imagination, and, instead of attention, excite laughter. I was both surprised and vexed to find the enchantment dissolved, which I wished might continue to the end of the book; and several of its readers have confessed the same disappointment to me: The beauties are so numerous, that we cannot bear the defects, but want it to be perfect in all respects.

In the course of my observations upon this singular book, it seemed to me that it was possible to compose a work upon the same plan, wherein these defects might be avoided; and the keeping, as in painting, might be preserved.

But then I began to fear it might happen to me as to certain translators, and imitators of Shakespeare; the unities may be preserved, while the spirit is evaporated. However, I ventured to attempt it; I read the beginning to a circle of friends of approved judgment, and by their approbation was encouraged to proceed, and to finish it.
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In the minority of Henry the Sixth[2], King of England, when the renowned John, Duke of Bedford was Regent of France, and Humphrey, the good Duke of Gloucester, was Protector of England, a worthy knight, called Sir Philip Harclay, returned from his travels to England, his native country. He had served under the glorious King Henry the Fifth with distinguished valour, had acquired an honourable fame, and was no less esteemed for Christian virtues than for deeds of chivalry. After the death of his prince, he entered into the service of the Greek emperor, and distinguished his courage against the encroachments of the Saracens[3]. In a battle there, he took prisoner a certain gentleman, by name M. Zadisky, of Greek extraction, but brought up by a Saracen officer; this man he converted to the Christian faith; after which he bound him to himself by the ties of friendship and gratitude, and he resolved to continue with his benefactor. After thirty years travel and warlike service, he determined to return to his native land, and to spend the remainder of his life in peace; and, by devoting himself to works of piety and charity, prepare for a better state hereafter.

This noble knight had, in his early youth, contracted a strict friendship with the only son of the Lord Lovel, a gentleman of eminent virtues and accomplishments. During Sir Philip’s residence in foreign countries, he had frequently written to his friend, and had for a time received answers; the last informed him of the death of old Lord Lovel, and the marriage of the young one; but from that time he had heard no more from him. Sir Philip imputed it not to neglect or forgetfulness, but to the difficulties of intercourse, common at that time to all travellers and adventurers. When he was returning home, he resolved, after looking into his family affairs, to visit the Castle of Lovel, and enquire into the situation of his friend. He landed in Kent, attended by his Greek friend and two faithful servants, one of which was maimed by the wounds he had received in the defence of his master.

Sir Philip went to his family seat in Yorkshire. He found his mother and sister were dead, and his estates sequestered in the hands of commissioners appointed by the Protector. He was obliged to prove the reality of his claim, and the identity of his person (by the testimony of some of the old servants of his family), after which every thing was restored to him. He took possession of his own house, established his household, settled the old servants in their former stations, and placed those he brought home in the upper offices of his family. He then left his friend to superintend his domestic affairs; and, attended by only one of his old servants, he set out for the Castle of Lovel, in the west of England. They travelled by easy journeys; but, towards the evening of the second day, the servant was so ill and fatigued he could go no further; he stopped at an inn where he grew worse every hour, and the next day expired. Sir Philip was under great concern for the loss of his servant, and some for himself, being alone in a strange place; however he took courage, ordered his servant’s funeral, attended it himself, and, having shed a tear of humanity over his grave, proceeded alone on his journey.

As he drew near the estate of his friend, he began to enquire of every one he met, whether the Lord Lovel resided at the seat of his ancestors? He was answered by one, he did not know; by another, he could not tell; by a third, that he never heard of such a person. Sir Philip thought it strange that a man of Lord Lovel’s consequence should be unknown in his own neighbourhood, and where his ancestors had usually resided. He ruminated on the uncertainty of human happiness. “This world,” said he, “has nothing for a wise man to depend upon. I have lost all my relations, and most of my friends; and am even uncertain whether any are remaining. I will, however, be thankful for the blessings that are spared to me; and I will endeavour to replace those that I have lost. If my friend lives, he shall share my fortune with me; his children shall have the reversion of it; and I will share his comforts in return. But perhaps my friend may have met with troubles that have made him disgusted with the world; perhaps he has buried his amiable wife, or his promising children; and, tired of public life, he is retired into a monastery. At least, I will know what all this silence means.”

When he came within a mile of the Castle of Lovel, he stopped at a cottage and asked for a draught of water; a peasant, master of the house, brought it, and asked if his honour would alight and take a moment’s refreshment. Sir Philip accepted his offer, being resolved to make farther enquiry before he approached the castle. He asked the same questions of him, that he had before of others.

“Which Lord Lovel,” said the man, “does your honour enquire after?”

“The man whom I knew was called Arthur,” said Sir Philip.

“Ay,” said the Peasant, “he was the only surviving son of Richard, Lord Lovel, as I think?”

“Very true, friend, he was so.”

“Alas, sir,” said the man, “he is dead! he survived his father but a short time.”

“Dead! say you? how long since?”

“About fifteen years, to the best of my remembrance.”

Sir Philip sighed deeply.

“Alas!” said he, “what do we, by living long, but survive all our friends! But pray tell me how he died?”

“I will, sir, to the best of my knowledge. An’t please your honour[4], I heard say, that he attended the King when he went against the Welch rebels, and he left his lady big with child; and so there was a battle fought, and the king got the better of the rebels. There came first a report that none of the officers were killed; but a few days after there came a messenger with an account very different, that several were wounded, and that the Lord Lovel was slain; which sad news overset us all with sorrow, for he was a noble gentleman[5], a bountiful master, and the delight of all the neighbourhood.”

“He was indeed,” said Sir Philip, “all that is amiable and good; he was my dear and noble friend, and I am inconsolable for his loss. But the unfortunate lady, what became of her?”

“Why, a’nt please your honour, they said she died of grief for the loss of her husband; but her death was kept private for a time, and we did not know it for certain till some weeks afterwards.”

“The will of Heaven be obeyed!” said Sir Philip; “but who succeeded to the title and estate?”

“The next heir,” said the peasant, “a kinsman of the deceased, Sir Walter Lovel by name.”

“I have seen him,” said Sir Philip, “formerly; but where was he when these events happened?”

“At the Castle of Lovel, sir; he came there on a visit to the lady, and waited there to receive my Lord, at his return from Wales; when the news of his death arrived, Sir Walter did every thing in his power to comfort her, and some said he was to marry her; but she refused to be comforted, and took it so to heart that she died.”

“And does the present Lord Lovel reside at the castle?”

“No, sir.”

“Who then?”

“The Lord Baron Fitz-Owen.”

“And how came Sir Walter to leave the seat of his ancestors?”

“Why, sir, he married his sister to this said Lord; and so he sold the Castle to him, and went away, and built himself a house in the north country, as far as Northumberland, I think they call it.”

“That is very strange!” said Sir Philip.

“So it is, please your honour; but this is all I know about it.”

“I thank you, friend, for your intelligence; I have taken a long journey to no purpose, and have met with nothing but cross accidents. This life is, indeed, a pilgrimage! Pray direct me the nearest way to the next monastery.”

“Noble sir,” said the peasant, “it is full five miles off, the night is coming on, and the ways are bad; I am but a poor man, and cannot entertain your honour as you are used to; but if you will enter my poor cottage, that, and every thing in it, are at your service.”

“My honest friend, I thank you heartily,” said Sir Philip; “your kindness and hospitality might shame many of higher birth and breeding; I will accept your kind offer;—but pray let me know the name of my host?”

“John Wyatt, sir; an honest man though a poor one, and a Christian man, though a sinful one.”

“Whose cottage is this?”

“It belongs to the Lord Fitz-Owen.”

“What family have you?”

“A wife, two sons and a daughter, who will all be proud to wait upon your honour; let me hold your honour’s stirrup whilst you alight.”

He seconded these words by the proper action, and having assisted his guest to dismount, he conducted him into his house, called his wife to attend him, and then led his horse under a poor shed, that served him as a stable. Sir Philip was fatigued in body and mind, and was glad to repose himself anywhere. The courtesy of his host engaged his attention, and satisfied his wishes. He soon after returned, followed by a youth of about eighteen years.

“Make haste, John,” said the father, “and be sure you say neither more nor less than what I have told you.”

“I will, father,” said the lad; and immediately set off, ran like a buck across the fields, and was out of sight in an instant.

“I hope, friend,” said Sir Philip, “you have not sent your son to provide for my entertainment; I am a soldier, used to lodge and fare hard; and, if it were otherwise, your courtesy and kindness would give a relish to the most ordinary food.”

“I wish heartily,” said Wyatt, “it was in my power to entertain your honour as you ought to be; but, as I cannot do so, I will, when my son returns, acquaint you with the errand I sent him on.”

After this they conversed together on common subjects, like fellow-creatures of the same natural form and endowments, though different kinds of education had given a conscious superiority to the one, a conscious inferiority to the other; and the due respect was paid by the latter, without being exacted by the former. In about half an hour young John returned.

“Thou hast made haste,” said the father.

“Not more than good speed,” quoth the son.

“Tell us, then, how you speed?”

“Shall I tell all that passed?” said John.

“All,” said the father; “I don’t want to hide any thing.”

 John stood with his cap in his hand, and thus told his tale—


“I went straight to the castle as fast as I could run; it was my hap to light on young Master Edmund first, so I told him just as you had me, that a noble gentleman was come a long journey from foreign parts to see the Lord Lovel, his friend; and, having lived abroad many years, he did not know that he was dead, and that the castle was fallen into other hands; that upon hearing these tidings he was much grieved and disappointed, and wanting a night’s lodging, to rest himself before he returned to his own home, he was fain to take up with one at our cottage; that my father thought my Lord would be angry with him, if he were not told of the stranger’s journey and intentions, especially to let such a man lie at our cottage, where he could neither be lodged nor entertained according to his quality.”

Here John stopped, and his father exclaimed—

“A good lad! you did your errand very well; and tell us the answer.”

John proceeded—

“Master Edmund ordered me some beer, and went to acquaint my Lord of the message; he stayed a while, and then came back to me.—‘John,’ said he, ‘tell the noble stranger that the Baron Fitz-Owen greets him well, and desires him to rest assured, that though Lord Lovel is dead, and the castle fallen into other hands, his friends will always find a welcome there; and my lord desires that he will accept of a lodging there, while he remains in this country.’—So I came away directly, and made haste to deliver my errand.”

Sir Philip expressed some dissatisfaction at this mark of old Wyatt’s respect.

“I wish,” said he, “that you had acquainted me with your intention before you sent to inform the Baron I was here. I choose rather to lodge with you; and I propose to make amends for the trouble I shall give you.”

“Pray, sir, don’t mention it,” said the peasant, “you are as welcome as myself; I hope no offence; the only reason of my sending was, because I am both unable and unworthy to entertain your honour.”

“I am sorry,” said Sir Philip, “you should think me so dainty; I am a Christian soldier; and him I acknowledge for my Prince and Master, accepted the invitations of the poor, and washed the feet of his disciples. Let us say no more on this head; I am resolved to stay this night in your cottage, tomorrow I will wait on the Baron, and thank him for his hospitable invitation.”

“That shall be as your honour pleases, since you will condescend to stay here. John, do you run back and acquaint my Lord of it.”

“Not so,” said Sir Philip; “it is now almost dark.”

“‘Tis no matter,” said John, “I can go it blindfold.”

Sir Philip then gave him a message to the Baron in his own name, acquainting him that he would pay his respects to him in the morning. John flew back the second time, and soon returned with new commendations from the Baron, and that he would expect him on the morrow. Sir Philip gave him an angel of gold, and praised his speed and abilities.

He supped with Wyatt and his family upon new-laid eggs and rashers of bacon, with the highest relish. They praised the Creator for His gifts, and acknowledged they were unworthy of the least of His blessings. They gave the best of their two lofts up to Sir Philip, the rest of the family slept in the other, the old woman and her daughter in the bed, the father and his two sons upon clean straw. Sir Philip’s bed was of a better kind, and yet much inferior to his usual accommodations; nevertheless the good knight slept as well in Wyatt’s cottage, as he could have done in a palace.

During his sleep, many strange and incoherent dreams arose to his imagination. He thought he received a message from his friend Lord Lovel, to come to him at the castle; that he stood at the gate and received him, that he strove to embrace him, but could not; but that he spoke to this effect:—“Though I have been dead these fifteen years, I still command here, and none can enter these gates without my permission; know that it is I that invite, and bid you welcome; the hopes of my house rest upon you.” Upon this he bid
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