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All my early life being spent in Manchester, where I was born, bred, and schooled, I am naturally familiar with the scenes I have attempted to depict in this Tale.
Little of the old town, however, is now left. The lover of antiquity—if any such should visit Manchester—will search in vain for those picturesque black and white timber habitations, with pointed gables and latticed windows, that were common enough sixty years ago. Entire streets, embellished by such houses, have been swept away in the course of modern improvement. But I recollect them well. No great effort of imagination was therefore needed to reconstruct the old town as it existed in the middle of the last century; but I was saved from the possibility of error by an excellent plan, almost of the precise date, designed by John A. Berry, to which I made constant reference during my task. Views are given in this plan of the principal houses then recently erected, and as all these houses were occupied by Prince Charles and the Highland Chiefs during their stay in Manchester, I could conduct the Rebel leaders to their quarters without difficulty. One of the houses, situated in Deansgate, belonged to my mother’s uncle, Mr. Touchet. This is gone, as is Mr. Dickenson’s fine house in Market Street Lane, where the Prince was lodged. Indeed, there is scarcely a house left in the town that has the slightest historical association belonging to it.
[image: William Thomas Lewis as Mercutio in ‘Romeo and Juliet’]William Thomas Lewis as Mercutio in ‘Romeo and Juliet’ — Gainsborough Dupont (1794)When I was a boy, some elderly personages with whom I was acquainted were kind enough to describe to me events connected with Prince Charles’s visit to Manchester, and the stories I then heard made a lasting impression upon me. The Jacobite feeling must have been still strong among my old friends, since they expressed much sympathy with the principal personages mentioned in this Tale—for the gallant Colonel Townley, Doctor Deacon and his unfortunate sons, Jemmy Dawson, whose hapless fate has been so tenderly sung by Shenstone, and, above all, for poor Tom Syddall. The latter, I know not why, unless it be that his head was affixed on the old Exchange, has always been a sort of hero in Manchester.
[image: William Wyndham Grenville, 1st Baron Grenville]William Wyndham Grenville, 1st Baron Grenville — Gainsborough Dupont (1790)The historical materials of the story are derived from the Chevalier de Johnstone’s Memoirs of the Rebellion, and Dr. Hibbert Ware’s excellent account of Prince Charles’s sojourn in the town, appended to the History of the Manchester Foundations. But to neither of these authorities do I owe half so much as to Beppy Byrom’s delightful Journal, so fortunately discovered among her father’s papers at Kersal Cell, and given by Dr. Parkinson in the Remains of John Byrom, published some twenty years ago, by the Chetham Society. Apart from the vivid picture it affords of the state of Manchester at the period, of the consternation into which the inhabitants were thrown by the presence of the Rebel Army, and the striking description given in it of the young Chevalier and his staff, the Journal is exceedingly interesting, and it is impossible to read it without feeling as if one were listening to the pleasant chat of the fair writer. Pretty Beppy is before us, as sprightly and as loveable as she was in life. In no diary that I have read is the character of the writer more completely revealed than in this.
[image: Landscape with a Rainbow]Landscape with a Rainbow — Joseph Wright of Derby (1793)Of Beppy, the bewitching, and her admirable father, I have endeavored to give some faint idea in these pages.
While speaking of the Chetham Society, which has brought out so many important publications, edited with singular ability by the learned President Mr. James Crossley, Dr. Hibbert Ware, Mr. William Beamont, Canon Raines, and others, I desire to express the great satisfaction I feel at learning that a very large collection of the letters of Humphrey Chetham, and some of his friends and contemporaries, have been placed, for publication, in the hands—and in no better hands could they have been placed—of Canon Raines.
Unquestionably, this will be the crowning work of the Chetham Society, and at last, from the able editor of The Journal of Nicholas Assbeton, of Downham, we shall no doubt receive an adequate biography of the great Lancashire worthy.
To return to my tale. I must not omit to mention that the tragic incident I have connected with Rawcliffe Hall really occurred—though at a much more remote date than is here assigned to it—at Bewsey House, an old moated mansion, near Warrington, still, I believe, in existence.
At one circumstance I must needs rejoice. Since the publication of this Tale, and incited, I am told, by its perusal, Mr. Samuel Brierley , of Rochdale, has put together a very interesting collection of anecdotes relating to the visit of Lochiel, with a small portion of the Highland Army, to Rochdale, in 1745. 1
These stories, I understand, were narrated to Mr. Brierley by his great grandmother, who died in 1806, aged ninety-three. That they were well worth preserving will be apparent from some extracts which I propose to make from the little work.
Here is a well-told incident which might be entitled “Lochiel and the Lancashire Lad.”
“On the 25th November, 1745, the rebel army, supposed to be 5,000 or 6,000 strong, and composed of cavalry, infantry, and artillery, arrived at Lancaster, under the personal command of Prince Charles, who gave instructions that the greater portion of this force should, on its arrival at Preston, proceed to Manchester by way of Wigan, and the smaller part through Blackburn and Rochdale, and thus concentrate the main body at Manchester. The latter portion was seen marching over Ashworth Moor, under the command of Lochiel of Glengarry, where they halted to have refreshment, which consisted of oatmeal steeped in water. Most of the country people fled on their approach, but there was one who stood looking on, and that was James Lomax, of Woolstenholme; he was asked to join the army but feigned not to understand the question, but said he would jump agen the measter (pointing to Glengarry) o’er that big stone fence, for a gallon of ale. The bet was accepted, and Lomax had the first jump. Being a lithe and supple fellow, he cleared it at a bound, ran down the back of the fence wall, and was no more seen. The officers and men laughed at this incident; and Lochiel, on turning round, perceived a streak of smoke rising from the top of Knowle Hill. This and Lomax disappearing so suddenly, caused great perplexity to those in command; and suspecting that there might be a surprise before they got to the town, the troops were ordered to fall in and make ready, and the advanced scouts to keep a watchful eye both right and left of the road.”
Another very amusing story relates to a Highlander who was billeted at the Union Hotel.
“One of the privates, a kilted man, went into the kitchen and spoke to Betty the cook, told her she was a bonnie lassie, and said, ‘Wull ye let me put a piece of bread in the drippin?’ pointing to the beef on the spit; she replied, ‘Naw, haw winnut,’ but at the same time he threw a piece of black bannock into the dripping pan, and cook said in a loud voice, ‘Hom noan gooin to hav ony o thaw impidunce,’ at the same time throwing out the bread with her basting spoon, into the ashes. This so exasperated the Scot that he placed his hand on his sword, but Betty, as quick as thought, got the basting spoon full of hot dripping, and threw it at him, covering his face, hands, and bare knees with it, thereby causing him to scream with the burning pain; at the same moment Mally Garlic, who had been paring potatoes, said, ‘Do go away, for this dog is breakin out of his cage,’—she had privately opened the door, and the dog rushed at the Scot, and chased him out of the house, tore a large piece out of the back part of his kilt, which he had to get repaired before he could decently attend another parade. But the scalds or burns inflicted upon him proved more serious than was anticipated, and he was placed under the medical skill of Doctor Moult. The doctor recommended a short rest from his laborious duties; this rest, with the unremitting attentions bestowed upon him by the relenting cook, led to mutual affection, and when he recovered he never rejoined the invading force, but married her who had caused his injuries, settled in the town, became a thriving tradesman, and has descendants here who are highly respectable and wealthy.”
Our last extract describes the interview of Valentine Holt, a young volunteer in the Stuart cause, with Prince Charles.
“After a little conversation, Lochiel wrote him a note and told him to go to Manchester forthwith, and present it at the house of Mr. Dickenson, at the top of Market Street Lane, which is now called the Palace Inn, and wait for an answer—the interview lasted only a few minutes. Clegg and Holt then went into the churchyard, and the latter looked upon his native town and the hills surrounding, and said with a sigh, ‘I feel a presentiment that I shall never see my native town again. Ah, my dear mother, do forgive the many faults of an erring son. I confess I have caused thee many pangs of sorrow, and I leave the town with an idea that if I get weaned from my wild companions, I may become a wiser and a better man.’ These and other sorrowful thoughts came crowding upon his mind, and Clegg observing that he was in deep thought, proposed to have a parting glass in the neighboring tavern; after which he departed for Manchester, along what are now called the back lanes of Castleton, as at this time there was no road by Pinfold. He arrived at Manchester late in the evening, and was stirring early on the morrow; being at the house aforementioned at 10 a.m., he presented the letter given to him by Lochiel (which was directed in such a way that Holt was unable to imagine who it was for) to the orderly standing at the door; the latter appeared astonished, looking at Holt with a scrutinizing eye, and told him he must wait at the door until he delivered the letter. He returned in a few minutes and ushered Holt into a room in which was seated a young man, tall, well-built, with a handsome face, auburn hair, and good eyes; the latter speaking to Holt, said, ‘You are the young man from Rochdale (this was no less a person than the Prince himself) who has offered to join our cause?’ Holt replied ‘I am.’ ‘I hear you use the rifle with unerring aim.’ The Prince taking up a loaded rifle that was in the corner, said, ‘You see that jackdaw on the ridge of the house opposite, try to bring it down!’ Holt fired, and it rolled down the roof. ‘Ah! very good,’ exclaimed the Prince, and calling in the orderly, said, ‘Tell Dickson that he must enroll this man as Sergeant in the Manchester contingent.’”
THE MANCHESTER REBELS of THE FATAL ‘45.
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ATHERTON LEGH.

[image: ]Chapter I. How the Infant Heir Was Stolen.

About midnight, in the autumn of 1724, two persons cautiously approached an old moated mansion, situated in Cheshire, though close to the borders of Lancashire. The night being almost pitch-dark, very little of the ancient fabric could be distinguished; but the irregular outline of its numerous gables showed that it was of considerable size. It was, in fact, a large picturesque hall, built in the early days of Elizabeth, and was completely surrounded by an unusually broad, deep moat. The moat was crossed by a drawbridge, but this being now raised, access to the mansion could only be obtained by rousing the porter, who slept over the gateway. All the inmates of the house seemed buried in repose. Not a sound was heard. No mastiff barked to give the alarm.
A melancholy air had the old hall, even when viewed by daylight. Of late years it had been much neglected, and portions were allowed to go to decay. Several rooms were shut up. Its owner, who died rather more than a year before the date of our story, preferred a town residence, and rarely inhabited the hall. Extravagant, and fond of play, he had cut down the fine timber that ornamented his park to pay his debts. Death, however, put an end to his career before he had quite run through his fortune. He left behind him a wife and an infant son—the latter being heir to the property. As there would be a long minority, the estates, by prudent management, might be completely retrieved. On the demise of her husband, the widow quitted her town house, and took up her abode with her child at the old hall. With a greatly reduced establishment, she lived in perfect seclusion. As she was young, very beautiful, and much admired, people wondered that she could thus tear herself from the world. But her resolution remained unchanged. Her affections seemed centered in her infant son. She had few visitors, declined all invitations, and rarely strayed beyond the limits of the park.
[image: The ‘Out of Town’ Party]The ‘Out of Town’ Party — Joshua Reynolds (1760)She had got it into her head that her child would be taken from her, and would not, therefore, let him out of her sight. The infant was as carefully watched as if he had been heir to a dukedom; and at night, for fear of a surprise, the drawbridge was always raised. In the event of the young heir dying under age, the estates passed to the brother of her late husband, and of him she entertained dark suspicions that did not seem altogether unwarranted.
[image: Anne, Viscountess Townsend, Later Marchioness Townshend]Anne, Viscountess Townsend, Later Marchioness Townshend — Joshua Reynolds (1780)Having offered this brief explanation, we shall return to the mysterious pair whom we left making their way to the hall. As their design was to enter the house secretly, they did not go near the drawbridge, being provided with other means of crossing the moat. One of them carried a coracle—a light boat formed of a wicker framework covered with leather.
[image: Charles Townley in his Sculpture Gallery]Charles Townley in his Sculpture Gallery — Johann Zoffany (1781)Though they had now reached the margin of the moat, which was fringed with reeds and bulrushes, they did not put their plan into immediate execution, but marched on in silence, till a light was observed glimmering from one of the windows. A taper had been thus placed to guide them, proving that they had a confederate in the house.
On perceiving this light, which streamed from the partly-opened casement on the dusky water beneath it, the foremost of the twain immediately halted. He was a tall man wrapped in a long black cloak, with a broad-leaved hat pulled over his brows, and was well-armed.
[image: Georgiana Anne, Lady Townshend]Georgiana Anne, Lady Townshend — George Romney (1794)As soon as the coracle was launched, he stepped into it, and was followed by his attendant, who pushed the frail bark noiselessly across the moat.
On reaching the opposite side, the chief personage sprang ashore, leaving his follower in the boat, and made his way to a postern, which he found open, as he expected. Before entering the house, he put on a mask.
The postern communicated with a back staircase, up which the midnight visitor quickly mounted, making as little noise as possible. The staircase conducted him to a gallery, and he had not advanced far when a door was softly opened, and a young woman, who had hastily slipped on a dressing-gown, came forth, bearing a light. It was the nurse. She almost recoiled with terror on beholding the masked figure standing before her.
“What’s the matter with you, Bertha? Don’t you know me?” asked the mysterious personage in a low voice.
“Yes, I know you now, sir,” she rejoined in the same tone. “But you look like—I won’t say what.”
“A truce to this folly. Where is the child?”
“In his mother’s bed. I offered to take him, but she would not part with him tonight.”
“She will be obliged to part with him. I must have him.”
“Oh, sir! I beseech you to abandon this wicked design. I am certain it will bring destruction upon all concerned in it. Do not rob her of her child.”
“These misgivings are idle, Bertha. Bring me the child without more ado, or I will snatch it from its mother’s arms.”
“I cannot do it. The poor soul will go distracted when she finds she has lost her darling.”
“What means this sudden change, Bertha?” he said, surprised and angry. “You had no such commiseration for her when we last talked over the matter. You were willing enough to aid me then.”
“You tempted me by your offer; but I now repent. I understand the enormity of the offense, and will not burden my soul with so much guilt.”
“You have gone too far to retreat. Having made a bargain you must fulfill it.”
“Swear to me that you will not injure the child, or I will not bring it to you.”
“I have already told you I do not mean to harm it.”
“But swear by all you hold sacred that you have no design upon the child’s life. Do this, or I will give the alarm.”
“Attempt to utter a cry and I will kill you,” he said, sternly. “I have not come here to be thwarted in my purpose. Go in at once.”
Terrified by the menacing tone in which the order was given, Bertha obeyed, and returned to the room from which she had issued. Perhaps she might have fastened the door if time had been allowed, but the man in the mask followed her too quickly.
It was an antechamber which she occupied as nurse. A door communicating with the inner apartment stood partly open, and in obedience to an imperious gesture from the terrible intruder, she passed through it.
She was now in a large antique bed-chamber, imperfectly lighted up by a lamp placed on a small table near the bed, in which lay one of the fairest creatures imaginable. The contour of the sleeper’s countenance was exquisite, and her raven tresses, which had not been confined, flowed over her neck, contrasting strongly with its dazzling whiteness.
Close beside her, with its little head resting upon a rounded arm that might have served a sculptor as a model, slept her babe. A smile seemed to play upon the slumbering mother’s lips, as if her dreams were pleasant.
The sight of this picture smote Bertha to the heart. Only a fiend, it seemed to her at that moment, could mar such happiness. Could she turn that smile to tears and misery? Could she requite the constant kindness shown her, and the trust placed in her, by the basest ingratitude and treachery? She could not do it. She would rather die. She would return to the terrible man who was waiting for her, and brave his fury.
[image: The Artist’s Daughter Margaret]The Artist’s Daughter Margaret — Thomas Gainsborough (1772)But she found herself quite unequal to the effort, and while she remained in this state of irresolution he entered the room with his drawn sword in his hand.
He signed to her to go to the bed and take the child, but she did not obey. Half paralyzed with terror, she could neither move nor utter a cry.
At once comprehending the state of the case, he determined to act alone, and stepping softly forward he extinguished the lamp that was burning on a small table beside the bed, and seizing the child enveloped it in his cloak.
The daring deed was so rapidly executed that the poor lady did not wake till she was robbed of her treasure. But becoming instantly aware that her child was gone, and hearing footsteps in the room, she raised herself, and called out in accents of alarm, “Is it you, Bertha?”
“Make no answer, but follow me quickly,” whispered the terrible intruder to the nurse.
But she had now burst the spell that had hitherto bound her, and seizing him before he could reach the door held him fast.
Finding his departure effectually prevented, the remorseless villain unhesitatingly liberated himself by plunging his sword into Bertha’s breast.
The wound was mortal. The unfortunate woman fell speechless, dying, just as her mistress, who had sprung from the couch, came up; while the assassin escaped with his prize.
The poor lady understood what had happened, but fright almost deprived her of her senses. She uttered scream after scream, but before any of the household came to her assistance all was silent.
When they ventured into the room a shocking spectacle greeted them. Their young mistress was lying in a state of insensibility by the side of the slaughtered nurse. The child could not be found.
How the perpetrator of this dark and daring deed entered the house remained a mystery. No one supposed that poor murdered Bertha, who had paid the penalty of her crime with life, had been his accomplice. On the contrary, it was believed that she had flown to her mistress’s assistance, and had perished in the attempt to save the child.
How the murderer had crossed the moat was likewise a mystery, for the coracle was carried away when its purpose had been fulfilled. On examination, the postern-door was found to be locked and the key taken out. Nothing had been seen of the terrible visitor, the gloom of night shrouding his arrival and departure. Thus he remained wholly undiscovered.
When the poor lady recovered from the fainting fit into which she had fallen, her senses were gone. Nor did she long survive the dreadful shock she had sustained.
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[image: ]Chapter II. Manchester in 1745.

When Dr. Stukeley visited Manchester in 1724, he described the town, from personal observation, as “the largest, most rich, populous, and busy village in England.” In twenty years from that date, it could no longer be called a village. Its population had doubled, and the number of houses had greatly increased. Many new streets had been completed, an Exchange built, and a fine new square laid out.
But though the town had thus grown in size and wealth, it had not yet lost its provincial air. The streets had a cheerful, bustling look, denoting that plenty of business was going on, but they were not crowded either with carts or people. The country was close at hand, and pleasant fields could be reached in a few minutes’ walk from the market-place.
Seen from the ancient stone bridge spanning the Irwell, the town still presented a picturesque appearance. The view comprehended the old collegiate church (which wore a much more venerable air than it does now, inasmuch as it had not been renovated), the old houses on Hunt’s Bank, Chetham Hospital crowning the red sandstone banks of the Irk, just beyond its junction with the larger river, the old water-mill, and the collection of black and white plaster habitations in the neighborhood of the church.
This was the oldest part of the town, and its original features had not been destroyed. In all the narrow streets surrounding the collegiate church the houses bore the impress of antiquity, having served as dwelling-places for several generations. In Mill-gate, in Toad-lane, in Hanging Ditch, and Cateaton-street, scarcely a modern habitation could be descried. All the houses, with their carved gables, projecting upper stories, and bay-windows, dated back a couple of centuries. In Deansgate similar picturesque old structures predominated. Two new churches formed part of the picture—Trinity Church in Salford, and St. Ann’s in the square we have already mentioned—and of course many other modern buildings were discernible, but from the point of view selected the general air of the place was ancient.
[image: Edward Richard Gardiner]Edward Richard Gardiner — Thomas Gainsborough (1764)From this glance at Manchester in 1745, it will be seen that it formed an agreeable mixture of an old and new town. The rivers that washed its walls were clear, and abounded in fish. Above all, the atmosphere was pure and wholesome, unpolluted by the smoke of a thousand factory chimneys. In some respects, therefore, the old town was preferable to the mighty modern city.
The inhabitants are described by a writer of the period “as very industrious, always contriving or inventing something new to improve and set off their goods, and not much following the extravagance that prevails in other places, by which means many of them have acquired very handsome fortunes, and live thereupon in a plain, useful, and regular manner, after the custom of their forefathers.”
Their manners, in fact, were somewhat primitive. The manufacturers kept early hours, and by ten o’clock at night the whole town might be said to be at rest. There were two political clubs, Whig and Tory, or Jacobite, the latter being by far the most numerous and important. The members met at their favorite taverns to drink punch, and toast King or Pretender, according to their predilections. Only four carriages were kept in the town, and these belonged to ladies. There were no lamps in the streets, lanterns being carried by all decent folks on dark nights.
In regard to the amusements of the place it may be mentioned that the annual horse-races, established at Kersal Moor in 1730, had latterly been discontinued, but they were soon afterward revived. Under the patronage of Lady Bland—a person of great spirit—public assemblies were given at a ball-room in King-street—then, as now, the most fashionable street. A famous pack of hounds, of the old British breed, was kept near the town, and regularly hunted in the season. The leading merchants lived in a very unostentatious manner, but were exceedingly hospitable. Many of them were far more refined and much more highly educated than might have been expected; but this is easily accounted for when we state that they belonged to good county families. It had been the custom for a long period with the Lancashire and Cheshire gentry, who could not otherwise provide for their younger sons, to bring them up to mercantile pursuits, and with that object they apprenticed them to the Manchester merchants. Thenceforward a marked improvement took place in the manners and habits of the class.
[image: ]
[image: ]Chapter III. Introduces Dr. Deacon, Dr. Byrom, and Colonel Townley.

Descended from Cavaliers, it was certain that the Manchester merchants would embrace the political opinions of their fathers, and support the hereditary claims of the House of Stuart. They did so enthusiastically. All were staunch Jacobites, and more or less concerned in a plot which had long been forming for the restoration of James the Third to the throne. Constant meetings were held at a small inn at Didsbury, near the ferry, where the conspirators drank “The King over the Water.” A secret correspondence was kept up with the exiled court, and assurances were given to the Chevalier de St. George that the whole population of the town would rise in his favor whenever the expected invasion took place.
The great spread of Jacobite opinions throughout the town could be traced to two or three influential individuals. Chief among these was Dr. Deacon—a very remarkable man, whose zeal and earnestness were calculated to extend his opinions, and make converts of those opposed to him. Dr. Deacon had been concerned in the former rebellion, and in his quality of a Nonjuring priest had assisted at the dying moments of the Reverend William Paul and Justice Hall, who were executed in 1716. The declaration delivered by them to the sheriff was written by Dr. Deacon, and produced an immense effect from its force and eloquence. Having incurred the suspicion of the Government, Dr. Deacon deemed it expedient to change his profession. Repairing to Manchester, he began to practice as a physician, and with considerable success. But this did not prevent him from carrying on his spiritual labors. He founded a Nonjuring church, of which he was regarded as the bishop. His fervor and enthusiasm gained him many disciples, and he unquestionably produced an effect upon the clergy of the collegiate church, all of whom, except the warden, Dr. Peploe, adopted his opinions, and inculcated Jacobitism from the pulpit. Though a visionary and mystic, Dr. Deacon was a man of great erudition, and a profound theologian. He had three sons, all of whom shared his political and religious opinions.
[image: The Bridge]The Bridge — Thomas Gainsborough (1786)Another person quite as zealous as Dr. Deacon in promoting the cause of the Pretender, though he observed much greater caution in his proceedings, was Dr. John Byrom, whose name is still held in the greatest respect in Manchester. A native of the town, and well connected, Dr. Byrom occupied an excellent social position. He was a man of great versatility of talent—a wit, a scholar, a linguist, and a charming poet. But his witty sayings were playful, and, though smart, entirely divested of ill-nature. Clever at most things, he invented a new system of short-hand, which he taught, so long as it was necessary for him to improve his income; but on the death of his elder brother he succeeded to the family property, Kersal Cell, situated in the neighborhood of the town. His diary and correspondence, published by the Chetham Society, give a complete insight into his truly amiable character, and not only display him in the most pleasing colors, but place him in the first rank as a letter-writer. Dr. Byrom contributed two papers to the Spectator, and wrote many delightful songs and humorous poems, but he will be best remembered by his admirable letters. He was fortunate in his wife, and equally fortunate in his children—a son and daughter—and it is to these members of his family, to whom he was tenderly attached, that most of his letters are addressed.
At the time of our story, Dr. Byrom was between fifty and sixty—a striking-looking person, tall, thin, erect. Without being handsome, his features were pleasing and benevolent in expression. His manner was singularly courteous, and his temper so even that it could scarcely be ruffled.
A third person, who made his appearance in Manchester immediately after the outbreak of the rebellion in Scotland, was Colonel Francis Townley. He belonged to an old Lancashire Roman Catholic family, the head of which, Richard Townley, of Townley Hall, took part in the rebellion of 1715, and was tried before Judge Powis, but acquitted.
Born at his father’s house near Wigan, Frank Townley, at the period of our story, was just thirty-eight. Some seventeen years previously he went over to France, and being remarkably handsome, made a figure at the court of Versailles. Befriended by the Duke of Berwick, he received a commission from Louis the Fifteenth, served at the siege of Philipsburg, and was close beside the duke when the latter was killed by a cannon-shot. Subsequently he served under Marshal de Broglie in the campaign against Austria, and was present at several sieges and actions, in all of which he displayed great spirit and intrepidity, and acquired a very brilliant military reputation.
Frank Townley continued in the French service for fifteen years, and then returned to England, living for some little time in retirement. When the young Chevalier landed in Scotland, and an invasion was meditated by France, Louis sent him a colonel’s commission to enable him to raise forces for the prince. With this design he came to Manchester, thinking he should have no difficulty in raising a regiment, but he was not so successful as he anticipated.
A simultaneous rising of the Jacobites in the northern counties and in some of the larger towns had been confidently looked for by the partisans of the House of Stuart, but as this did not take place, the excitement in the prince’s behalf, which had been roused in Manchester, began quickly to subside. The intelligence that the victor of Preston Pans was marching southward at the head of an army of five thousand Highlanders, though it raised the hopes of some of the bolder spirits, carried consternation among the bulk of the towns-people—not only among those who were loyal, but among the disaffected. The Jacobites wished well to the Pretender, but declined to fight for him. Numbers left the town, and the shopkeepers began to remove their goods and valuables. The Presbyterians were especially alarmed, and sent away their wives and families.
News that the prince had reached Carlisle increased the excitement. The militia was quartered in the town for its defense; but the men were disbanded before the insurgent army appeared. The bridge at Warrington was destroyed to impede the march of the rebels; other bridges were blown up; and Salford Bridge was threatened, but escaped destruction.
In the midst of the general alarm and confusion now prevailing in the place, Colonel Townley found it impossible to enroll a sufficient number of men to form a regiment. All those who had been lavish in promises made excuses, or got out of the way.
By this time Carlisle had surrendered, and the prince, whose army moved in two divisions, was marching southward. Greatly disappointed by his ill success, Colonel Townley resolved to set out and meet him at Lancaster, in order to prepare him for his probable reception at Manchester.
On the night before his departure on this errand, the colonel had a conference with Dr. Deacon and Dr. Byrom at the Bull’s Head in the market-place—a tavern frequented mainly by the High Church Tories and Jacobites; just as the Angel Inn in Market Street Lane was resorted to by Whigs and Presbyterians.
[image: Hester, Countess of Sussex, and Her Daughter, Lady Barbara Yelverton]Hester, Countess of Sussex, and Her Daughter, Lady Barbara Yelverton — Thomas Gainsborough (1771)The party met in a private room at the back of the house. A cheerful fire blazed on the hearth—it must be borne in mind that it was then in November—and a flask of claret stood on the table; but the serious looks of the three gentlemen betokened that they had not met merely for convivial purposes.
With the tall, thin figure, benevolent countenance, and courteous manner of Dr. Byrom, we have endeavored to familiarize the reader. The doctor was attired in a murrey-colored coat with long skirts, and wore a full-bottomed tie-wig, and a laced cravat, but had laid aside his three-cornered hat.
Dr. Deacon was somewhat advanced in years, but seemed full of vigor, both of mind and body. He had a highly intellectual physiognomy, and a look about the eyes that bespoke him an enthusiast and a visionary. He was dressed in black, but his costume was that of a physician, not a divine. Still, the Nonjuring priest could not be wholly disguised.
Colonel Townley had a very fine presence. His figure was tall, well-proportioned, and commanding. He might easily have been taken for a French officer; nor was this to be wondered at, considering his fifteen years’ service in France. A gray cloth riding-dress faced with purple displayed his lofty figure to advantage. An aile-de-pigeon wig, surmounted by a small cocked hat edged with silver lace and jack-boots, completed his costume.
“Now, gentlemen,” said the colonel, drawing his chair closer to them, “before I join the prince at Lancaster, I desire to have your candid opinion as to the chance of a rising in his favor in this town. Latterly I have met with nothing but disappointment. The conduct of your leading merchants fills me with rage and disgust, and how they can reconcile it with the pledges they have given his royal highness of support, I cannot conceive. Still, I hope they will act up to their professions, and maintain the honorable character they have hitherto borne. How say you, gentlemen? Can the prince calculate on a general declaration in his favor? You shake your heads. At least he may count on a thousand recruits? Five hundred? Surely five hundred Manchester men will join his standard?”
“A few weeks ago I firmly believed half the town would rise,” replied Dr. Deacon. “But now I know not what to say. I will not delude the prince with any more false promises.”
“’Twill be an eternal disgrace to Manchester if its inhabitants desert him at this critical juncture,” cried the colonel, warmly. “Is this to be the miserable conclusion of all your plots and secret meetings? You have invited him, and now that he has complied with the invitation, and is coming hither with an army, you get out of the way, and leave him to his own resources. ‘Tis infamous!”
“I still hope my fellow-townsmen may redeem their character for loyalty,” said Dr. Deacon. “Perchance, when his royal highness appears, he may recall them to their duty.”
“I doubt it,” observed the colonel.
“I will not attempt to defend the conduct of the Manchester Jacobites,” observed Dr. Byrom; “but they are not quite so culpable as they appear. They ought not to have invited the prince, unless they were resolved to support him at all hazards. But they have become alarmed, and shrink from the consequences of their own rashness. They wish him every success in his daring enterprise, but will not risk their lives and fortunes for him, as their fathers did in the ill-starred insurrection of 1715.”
“In a word, they consider the prince’s cause hopeless,” said the colonel.
“That is so,” replied Dr. Byrom. “You will do well to dissuade his royal highness from advancing beyond Preston, unless he is certain of receiving large reinforcements from France.”
“Dissuade him from advancing! I will never give him such dastardly counsel. Were I indiscreet enough to do so, he would reject it. His royal highness is marching on London.”
“So I conclude. But I fear the Duke of Cumberland will never allow him to get there.”
“Bah! He will beat the Duke as he beat Johnnie Cope at Preston Pans. But he need not hazard a battle. He can easily elude the duke if he thinks proper.”
“Not so easily, I think; but, should he do so, he will find the Elector of Hanover prepared for him. The guards and some other regiments are encamped at Finchley, as we learn by the last express, for the defense of the capital.”
“You are just as timorous as the rest of your fellow-townsmen, sir. But no representations of danger will deter the heroic prince from his projected march on London. Ere long, I trust he will drive out the usurper, and cause his royal father to be proclaimed at Westminster.”
“Heaven grant it may be so!” exclaimed Dr. Deacon, fervently. “’Twill be a wondrous achievement if it succeeds.”
“I do not think it can succeed,” said Dr. Byrom. “You think me a prophet of ill, colonel, but I am solely anxious for the prince’s safety. I would not have him fall into the hands of his enemies. Even retreat is fraught with peril, for Field-Marshal Wade, with a strong force, is in his rear.”
“Better go on, then, by your own showing, sir. But retreat is out of the question. I am at a loss to understand how you can reconcile your conduct with the principles you profess. The prince has need of zealous adherents, who will sacrifice their lives for him if required. Yet you and your friends, who are pledged to him, keep aloof.”
“I am too old to draw the sword for the prince,” said Dr. Deacon; “but I shall identify myself with his cause, and I have enjoined my three sons to enroll themselves in the Manchester Regiment.”
“You have done well, sir, but only what might have been expected from you,” said Colonel Townley. “Your conduct contrasts favorably with that of many of his self-styled adherents.”
“I can bear the taunt, colonel,” said Dr. Byrom, calmly. “Whatever opinion you may entertain to the contrary, my friends and myself are loyal to the House of Stuart, but we are also discreet. We have had our lesson, and mean to profit by it. To be plain with you, Colonel Townley, we don’t like the Highlanders.”
“Why not, sir? They are brave fellows, and have done no mischief. They will do none here—on that you may depend.”
“Maybe not, but the people are desperately afraid of them, and think they will plunder the town.
“Mere idle fears,” exclaimed Colonel Townley.
“Have you a list of recruits, colonel?” inquired Dr. Deacon.
Colonel Townley replied in the affirmative, and produced a memorandum-book.
“The list is so brief, and the names it comprises are so unimportant, that I shall feel ashamed to present it to the prince,” he said. “The first person I have set down is James Dawson.”
“Jemmy Dawson is a young man of very respectable family—in fact, a connection of my own,” observed Dr. Byrom. “He belongs to St. John’s College, Cambridge.”
“Next on the list is Mr. Peter Moss, a gentleman of this county,” pursued the colonel. “Then come Mr. Thomas Morgan, a Welshman, and Mr. John Saunderson, a Northumberland gentleman. All those I have enumerated will be officers, and with them I shall couple the names of your sons, Dr. Deacon—Thomas Theodorus, Charles, and Robert.”
“All three are prepared to lay down their lives in asserting the rights of their only lawful sovereign, King James the Third,” said the doctor. “They have constantly prayed that Heaven may strengthen him so that he may vanquish and overcome all his enemies, that he may be brought to his kingdom, and the crown be set upon his head.”
“In that prayer we all join,” said the colonel. “I shall not fail to mention your sons to the prince. Then we have a young parson named Coppock, who desires to be chaplain of the regiment. From his discourse he seems to be a good specimen of the church militant.”
“He will give up a good benefice if he joins you,” remarked Dr. Byrom.
“He will be rewarded with a bishopric if we succeed. With a few exceptions, the rest are not persons of much rank—Andrew Blood, George Fletcher, John Berwick, Thomas Chadwick, and Thomas Syddall. The last is a member of the Nonjuring church, I believe, Dr. Deacon?”
“I am proud of him, though he is only a barber,” replied the doctor. “He has never sworn allegiance to the usurper, and never will. He is the son of that Thomas Syddall who was put to an ignominious death in 1716, and his head fixed on the market-cross of this town. Thomas Syddall, the younger, inherits his father’s loyalty and courage.”
“He shall be an ensign,” said the colonel. “Next, there is a young man, whom I have put down, though I don’t feel quite sure of him. He is the handsomest young fellow I have seen in Manchester, and evidently full of spirit.”
“I think I can guess whom you mean,” said Dr. Byrom. “’Tis Atherton Legh.”
“Right! that is the youngster’s name. He was introduced to me by Theodore Deacon. Who is he? He looks as if he belonged to a good family.”
“Atherton Legh is Atherton Legh—that is all I know of his family history, and I believe it is all he knows himself,” replied Dr. Deacon.
“I can tell you something more about him,” said Dr. Byrom. “He was brought up by a small tradesman, named Heywood, dwelling in Deansgate, educated at our grammar-school under Mr. Brooke, and afterward apprenticed to Mr. Hibbert, a highly respectable merchant; but as to his parentage, there is a mystery. Beyond doubt, he has some wealthy relative, but he has prudently abstained from making inquiries, since it has been intimated to him that, if he does so, the present liberal allowance, which is regularly paid by some person who styles himself his guardian, will cease.”
“A very good reason for remaining quiet,” observed the colonel. “But I suppose Heywood is acquainted with the guardian?”
“He has not even heard his name. Atherton’s allowance is paid through a banker, who is bound to secrecy. But you shall hear all I know about the matter. Some eighteen years ago, an elderly dame, who described herself as Madame Legh, having the appearance of a decayed gentlewoman, and attired in mourning, arrived in Manchester, and put up at this very inn. She had traveled by post, it appeared, from London, and brought with her a very pretty little boy, about three years old, whom she called her grandson, stating that his name was Atherton Legh. From this, it would seem, there was no disguise about the old dame, but there is every reason to believe that the names given by her were fictitious. Having made some preliminary inquiries respecting the Heywoods, and ascertained that they had no family, Madame Legh paid them a visit, taking her little grandson with her, and after some talk with Mrs. Heywood, who was a very kind-hearted woman, easily prevailed upon her to take charge of the child. All the arrangements were very satisfactorily made. Mrs. Heywood received a purse of fifty guineas, which she was told came from the boy’s guardian—not his father. She was also assured that a liberal allowance would be made by the guardian for the child’s maintenance and education, and the promise was most honorably fulfilled. All being settled, Madame Legh kissed her little grandson and departed, and was never seen again. The child quickly attached himself to the worthy pair, who became as fond of him as if he had been their own son. In due time, Atherton grew into a fine spirited lad, and, as I have just intimated, was sent to the grammar-school. When his education was completed, in compliance with the injunctions of his mysterious guardian, conveyed through the banker who paid the allowance, the youth was apprenticed to Mr. Hibbert—the fee being five hundred pounds, which, of course, was paid. Thenceforth, Atherton resided with Mr. Hibbert.
“Such is the young man’s history, so far as it is known, and it is certainly curious. No wonder you have been struck by his appearance, colonel. He has decidedly a fine physiognomy, and his look and manner proclaim him the son of a gentleman. Whether he will venture to enroll himself in your regiment without his guardian’s consent, which it is next to impossible for him to obtain, is more than I can say.
“It does not seem to me that he is bound to consult his guardian on the point,” remarked Dr. Deacon. “I have told him so; but he has some scruples of conscience, which I hope to remove.”
“If his guardian is a Hanoverian, he ought to have no authority over him,” said the colonel. “You must win him over to the good cause, doctor. But let us have a glass of claret,” he added, helping himself, and pushing the bottle toward Dr. Byrom, who was nearest him.
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“By-the-bye,” continued Colonel Townley, looking at his watch. “I forgot to mention that I expect Sir Richard Rawcliffe, of Rawcliffe Hall, tonight. He will be here anon. ‘Tis about the hour he named. You know him, I think?”
“I knew him slightly some years ago,” replied Dr. Byrom. “But I dare say he has quite forgotten me. He rarely, if ever, comes to Manchester. Indeed, he leads a very secluded life at Rawcliffe, and, as I understand, keeps no company. He has the character of being morose and gloomy, but I daresay it is undeserved, for men are generally misrepresented.”
“Sir Richard Rawcliffe is certainly misrepresented, if he is so described,” said Colonel Townley. “He is haughty and reserved, but not moody. When I left for France he had only just succeeded to the title and the property, and I knew little of him then, though he was an intimate friend of my uncle, Richard Townley of Townley.”
“He was not, I think, engaged in the insurrection of 1715?” remarked Dr. Deacon.
“Not directly,” replied the colonel. “His father, Sir Randolph, who was friendly to the Hanoverian succession, was alive then, and he did not dare to offend him.”
“I thought the Rawcliffes were a Roman Catholic family?” remarked Dr. Deacon.
“Sir Randolph abjured the faith of his fathers,” said Colonel Townley; “and his elder son, Oswald, was likewise a renegade. Sir Richard, of whom we are now speaking, succeeded his brother Sir Oswald on the failure of the heir.”
“It has never been positively proved that the heir is dead,” observed Dr. Byrom. “Sir Oswald Rawcliffe married the beautiful Henrietta Conway, and had a son by her, who was carried off while an infant in a most mysterious manner, and has never been heard of since. This happened in ‘24, but I cannot help thinking the true heir to Rawcliffe Hall may yet be found.”
“Meantime, Sir Richard is in possession of the title and property,” said Colonel Townley.
As he spoke, the door was opened by the landlord, who ushered in a tall personage, whom he announced as Sir Richard Rawcliffe.
Bowing to the company, all of whom rose on his entrance, Sir Richard sprang forward to meet Colonel Townley, and a hearty greeting passed between them.
[image: Returning From Market]Returning From Market — Thomas Gainsborough (1771)It would have been difficult to determine the new-comer’s age, but he was not fifty, though he looked much older. His features were handsome, but strongly marked, and had a somber expression, which, however, disappeared when he was animated by converse. His eyes were dark and penetrating, and overhung by thick black brows. His pallid complexion and care-worn looks seemed to denote that he was out of health. Altogether, it was a face that could not be regarded without interest. He wore a dark riding-dress, with boots drawn above the knee. A black peruke descended over his shoulders, and a sword hung by his side.
[image: Ullswater]Ullswater — Joseph Wright of Derby (1795)Habitually, Sir Richard Rawcliffe’s manner was haughty, but he was extremely affable toward the present company, expressing himself delighted to meet Dr. Byrom again. Toward Dr. Deacon he was almost deferential.
While they were exchanging civilities, Diggles, the landlord, re-appeared with a fresh bottle of claret and clean glasses; and bumpers being filled, Colonel Townley called out, “Here’s to our master’s health!”
The toast having been drunk with enthusiasm, Diggles, preparatory to his departure, inquired whether the gentlemen desired to be private.
“No,” replied Colonel Townley. “I will see my friends. I don’t think you will introduce a Hanoverian, Diggles.”
“You may trust me, colonel,” said the landlord. “No Whig shall enter here.”
After another glass of wine, Colonel Townley said to the baronet—
“Now, Sir Richard, let us to business. I hope you bring us some recruits. We are terribly in want of them.”
“I am surprised to hear that,” replied Sir Richard; “and I regret that I cannot supply your need. All my tenants refuse to go out. ‘Tis to explain this difficulty that I have come to Manchester. Money I can promise his royal highness, but not men.”
“Well, money will be extremely useful to him. How much may I venture to tell him you will furnish?”
“A thousand pounds,” replied Sir Richard. “I have brought it with me. Here ‘tis,” he added, giving him a pocket-book.
“By my faith, this is very handsome, Sir Richard, and I am sure the prince will be much beholden to you. I am about to join him at Lancaster, and I will place the money in the hands of his treasurer, Mr. Murray. If every Jacobite gentleman in Cheshire would contribute a like sum his royal highness would not lack funds.”
Both Dr. Byrom and Dr. Deacon expressed their sense of the baronet’s liberality.
“I am amazed by what you just stated about your want of recruits,” said Sir Richard. “I understood that some thousands had been enrolled in Manchester.”
Significant looks passed between the others, and Colonel Townley shrugged his shoulders.
“I am sorry to be obliged to undeceive you, Sir Richard,” he said. “The enrollment has proceeded very badly.”
“But you have the leading merchants with you. They are all pledged to the House of Stuart.”
“They are indifferent to their pledges.”
“Zounds!” exclaimed Sir Richard. “I was wholly unprepared for this. At all the Jacobite meetings I have attended, the boldest talkers were your Manchester merchants. How many campaigns have they fought over the bottle! But are there no young men in the town who will rally round the prince’s standard?”
“Plenty, I am sure, Sir Richard,” replied Dr. Deacon. “When the drum is beaten, numbers will answer to the call.”
“Better they should enroll themselves beforehand, so that we might know on whom we can count. You have so much influence, Dr. Deacon, that you ought to be able to raise a regiment yourself. Your sons might lend you aid. They must have many friends.”
“Theodore Deacon has already found me a fine young fellow, whom I should like to make an officer,” observed Colonel Townley.
“Ah! who may that be?”
“You will be little the wiser when I mention his name, Sir Richard. ‘Tis Atherton Legh.”
“Atherton Legh. Is he of a Lancashire family?”
“I am unable to answer that question, Sir Richard. In fact, there is a mystery about him. But he is a gentleman born, I’m certain. You would say so yourself were you to see him. Ah! the opportunity offers—here he is.”
As he spoke the door was opened, and the young man in question was ushered in by the landlord.
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Atherton Legh had a fine, open, intelligent countenance, clear gray eyes, classically molded features, a fresh complexion, and a tall graceful figure. His manner was frank and prepossessing. His habiliments were plain, but became him well, and in lieu of a peruke, he wore his own long, flowing, brown locks. His age might be about one-and-twenty.
Such was the tall, handsome young man who stood before the company, and it may be added that he displayed no embarrassment, though he felt that a scrutinizing look was fixed upon him by the baronet.
“Was I not right, Sir Richard?” whispered Colonel Townley. “Has he not the air of a gentleman?”
The baronet assented; adding in an undertone, “Tell me, in a word, who and what he is?”
“I have already stated that a mystery attaches to his birth, and so carefully is the secret kept, that, although he has a guardian who supplies him with funds, he is not even acquainted with his guardian’s name.”
“Strange!” exclaimed the baronet.
“Shall I present him to you, Sir Richard?”
“By all means,” was the reply.
Colonel Townley then went up to the young man, shook hands with him, and after a little talk, brought him to Sir Richard, who rose on his approach, and received him very graciously.
[image: An Italian river landscape with a bridge and tower at sunset, with figures in the foreground]An Italian river landscape with a bridge and tower at sunset, with figures in the foreground — Joseph Wright of Derby (1785)But though the baronet’s manner was exceedingly courteous, Atherton felt unaccountably repelled. Sir Richard’s features seemed familiar to him, but he could not call to mind where he had seen him.
“I hope you have come to signify to Colonel Townley your adhesion to the cause of King James the Third?” remarked Sir Richard.
“Yes, yes, he means to join us,” cried Colonel Townley, hastily. “I am enchanted to see him. Say that you will belong to the Manchester Regiment, Mr. Atherton Legh—say the word before these gentlemen—and I engage that you shall have a commission.”
“You are too good, sir,” said the young man.
“Not at all,” cried the colonel. “I could not do his royal highness a greater service than to bring him such a fine young fellow.”
“I shall seem but ill to repay your kindness, colonel,” said Atherton, “when I decline the honorable post you offer me. I would serve in the ranks were I a free agent. You are aware that I have a guardian, whom I feel bound to obey as a father. Since you spoke to me this morning I have received a letter from him, peremptorily forbidding me to join the prince. After this interdiction, which I dare not disobey, I am compelled to withdraw the half promise I gave you.”
“Were I in Colonel Townley’s place I should claim fulfillment of the promise,” observed Sir Richard. “As a man of honor you cannot retract.”
“Nay, I must say Mr. Atherton Legh did not absolutely pledge himself,” said Colonel Townley; “and he is perfectly at liberty, therefore, to withdraw if he deems proper. But I hope he will reconsider his decision. I shall be truly sorry to lose him. What is your opinion of the matter, sir?” he added, appealing to Dr. Deacon. “Is Mr. Atherton Legh bound to obey his guardian’s injunctions?”
“Assuredly not,” replied the doctor, emphatically. “Duty to a sovereign is paramount to every other consideration. A guardian has no right to impose such restraint upon a ward. His authority does not extend so far.”
“But he may have the power to stop his ward’s allowance, if his authority be set at defiance,” remarked Dr. Byrom. “Therefore, I think Mr. Atherton Legh is acting very prudently.”
“My opinion is not asked, but I will venture to offer it,” observed Sir Richard. “Were I in Mr. Atherton Legh’s place, I would run the risk of offending my guardian, and join the prince.”
“I am inclined to follow your counsel, Sir Richard,” cried the young man.
“No, no—you shall not, my dear fellow,” interposed Colonel Townley. “Much as I desire to have you with me, you shall not be incited to take a step you may hereafter repent. Weigh the matter over. When I return to Manchester you can decide. Something may happen in the interim.”
Atherton bowed, and was about to retire, when Sir Richard stopped him.
“I should like to have a little talk to you, Mr. Atherton Legh,” he said, “and shall be glad if you will call upon me tomorrow at noon. I am staying at this inn.”
“I will do myself the honor of waiting upon you, Sir Richard,” replied the young man.
“I ought to mention that my daughter is with me, and she is an ardent Jacobite,” remarked Sir Richard.
“If I have Miss Rawcliffe’s assistance, I foresee what will happen,” remarked Colonel Townley, with a laugh. “Her arguments are sure to prove irresistible. I consider you already enrolled. Au revoir!”
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Atherton Legh had quitted the inn, and was lingering in the market-place, not altogether satisfied with himself, when Dr. Byrom came forth and joined him.
“Our road lies in the same direction,” said the doctor. “Shall we walk together?”
“By all means, sir,” replied the young man.
It was a beautiful night, calm and clear, and the moon shone brightly on the tower of the collegiate church, in the vicinity of which Dr. Byrom resided.
“How peaceful the town looks tonight,” observed Byrom. “But in a few days all will be tumult and confusion.”
“I do not think any resistance will be offered to the insurgents, sir,” replied Atherton; “and luckily the militia is disbanded, though I believe a few shots would have dispersed them had they attempted to show fight.”
“No, there will be no serious fighting,” said Byrom. “Manchester will surrender at discretion. I don’t think the prince will remain here long. He will raise as many recruits as he can, and then march on. I have no right to give you advice, young sir, but I speak to you as I would to my own son. You have promised to call upon Sir Richard Rawcliffe tomorrow, and I suppose you will be as good as your word.”
“Of course.”
“Then take care you are not persuaded to disobey your guardian. There is a danger you do not apprehend, and I must guard you against it. Miss Rawcliffe is exceedingly beautiful, and very captivating—at least, so I have been informed, for I have never seen her. Her father has told you she is an ardent Jacobite. As such she will deem it her duty to win you over to the good cause, and she will infallibly succeed. Very few of us are proof against the fascinations of a young and lovely woman. Though Sir Richard might not prevail, his daughter will.”
“I must go prepared to resist her,” replied Atherton, laughing.
“You miscalculate your strength, young man,” said Byrom, gravely. “Better not expose yourself to temptation.”
“Nay, I must go,” said Atherton. “But I should like to know something about Sir Richard Rawcliffe. Has he a son?”
“Only one child—a daughter. Besides being very beautiful, as I have just described her, Constance Rawcliffe will be a great heiress.”
“And after saying all this, you expect me to throw away the chance of meeting so charming a person. But don’t imagine I am presumptuous enough to aspire to a wealthy heiress. I shall come away heart-whole, and bound by no pledges stronger than those I have already given.”
“We shall see,” replied Dr. Byrom, in a tone that implied considerable doubt.
They had now arrived at the door of the doctor’s residence—a tolerably large, comfortable-looking house, built of red brick, in the plain, formal style of the period.
[image: Before]Before — William Hogarth (1730)Before parting with his young companion, Dr. Byrom thought it necessary to give him a few more words of counsel.
“It may appear impertinent in me to meddle in your affairs,” he said; “but believe that I am influenced by the best feelings. You are peculiarly circumstanced. You have no father—no near relative to guide you. An error now may be irretrievable. Pray consult me before you make any pledge to Sir Richard Rawcliffe, or to Dr. Deacon.”
There was so much paternal kindness in his manner that Atherton could not fail to be touched by it.
“I will consult you, sir,” he said, in a grateful tone; “and I thank you deeply for the interest you take in me.”
“Enough,” replied Dr. Byrom. “I shall hope to see you soon again. Give me your impressions of Constance Rawcliffe.”
He then bade the young man good night, rang the door bell, and entered the house.
[image: ]
Contents
	Cover
	Copyright
	The Manchester Rebels of the Fatal ‘45
	Preface.
	Book I · ATHERTON LEGH.	Chapter I. How the Infant Heir Was Stolen.
	Chapter II. Manchester in 1745.
	Chapter III. Introduces Dr. Deacon, Dr. Byrom, and Colonel Townley.
	Chapter IV. Sir Richard Rawcliffe.
	Chapter V. Introduces Our Hero.
	Chapter VI. Advice.
	Chapter VII. Rencounter Near the Old Town Cross.
	Chapter VIII. Beppy Byrom.
	Chapter IX. The Two Curates of St. Ann’s.
	Chapter X. Constance Rawcliffe.
	Chapter XI. The Boroughreeve of Manchester.
	Chapter XII. The Rescue.
	Chapter XIII. Constance Makes a Discovery.
	Chapter XIV. St. Ann’s Square.
	Chapter XV. How Salford House Was Saved from Destruction.
	Chapter XVI. Tom Syddall.
	Chapter XVII. How Tom Syddall Was Carried Home in Triumph.
	Chapter XVIII. The Meeting in the Garden.
	Chapter XIX. Mrs. Butler.
	Chapter XX. The Jacobite Meeting in Tom Syddall’s Back Room.
	Chapter XXI. Ben Birch, the Bellman of Manchester.


	Book II · PRINCE CHARLES EDWARD IN MANCHESTER.	Chapter I. How Manchester Was Taken by a Sergeant, a Drummer, and a Scottish Lassie.
	Chapter II. The Proclamation at the Cross.
	Chapter III. Father Jerome.
	Chapter IV. General Sir John Macdonald.
	Chapter V. Helen Carnegie’s Story.
	Chapter VI. Captain Lindsay.
	Chapter VII. A Residence Is Chosen for the Prince.
	Chapter VIII. Interview Between Secretary Murray and the Magistrates.
	Chapter IX. Arrival of the First Division of the Highland Army. Lord George Murray.
	Chapter X. The Duke of Perth.
	Chapter XI. Arrival of the Second Division.
	Chapter XII. The Young Chevalier.
	Chapter XIII. The Prince’s Interview with Mrs. Butler and the Two Damsels.
	Chapter XIV. The Prince’s March to Head-Quarters.
	Chapter XV. The Prince’s Levee.
	Chapter XVI. The Illuminations.
	Chapter XVII. A Quarrel at Supper.
	Chapter XVIII. Captain Weir.
	Chapter XIX. Captain Weir Is Interrogated by the Prince.
	Chapter XX. The Duel.
	Chapter XXI. Castle Field.
	Chapter XXII. Father Jerome Counsels Sir Richard.
	Chapter XXIII. The Prince Attends Service at the Collegiate Church.
	Chapter XXIV. The Prince Inspects the Manchester Regiment.
	Chapter XXV. An Unsatisfactory Explanation.
	Chapter XXVI. The Ride to Rawcliffe Hall.
	Chapter XXVII. Rawcliffe Hall.
	Chapter XXVIII. A Startling Disclosure.
	Chapter XXIX. The Mysterious Chamber.
	Chapter XXX. A Terrible Catastrophe.
	Chapter XXXI. Sir Richard Rawcliffe’s Confession.
	Chapter XXXII. Atherton’s Decision Is Made.


	Book III · THE MARCH TO DERBY, AND THE RETREAT.	Chapter I. An Old Jacobite Dame.
	Chapter II. Atherton’s Gift to Constance.
	Chapter III. A Retreat Resolved Upon.
	Chapter IV. How the Manchester Regiment Was Welcomed on Its Return.
	Chapter V. A Fresh Subsidy Demanded.
	Chapter VI. A False Message Brought to Helen.
	Chapter VII. A Court-Martial.
	Chapter VIII. Helen Pleads in Vain.
	Chapter IX. Together to the Last.
	Chapter X. Mr. James Bayley.
	Chapter XI. The Vision.
	Chapter XII. The Retreat from Manchester to Carlisle.


	Book IV · CARLISLE.	Chapter I. Colonel Townley Appointed Commandant of the Carlisle Garrison.
	Chapter II. Atherton Taken Prisoner.
	Chapter III. The Duke of Cumberland.
	Chapter IV. Surrender of Carlisle to the Duke of Cumberland.


	Book V · JEMMY DAWSON.	Chapter I. The Escape at Wigan.
	Chapter II. The Meeting at Warrington.
	Chapter III. Atherton Takes Refuge at Rawcliffe Hall.
	Chapter IV. An Enemy in the House.
	Chapter V. A Point of Faith.
	Chapter VI. A Letter from Beppy Byrom.
	Chapter VII. Atherton Questions the Priest.
	Chapter VIII. The Search.
	Chapter IX. Who Was Found in the Dismantled Rooms.
	Chapter X. A Successful Stratagem.
	Chapter XI. Atherton Meets with Dr. Deacon at Rosthern.
	Chapter XII. A Sad Communication Is Made to Dr. Deacon.
	Chapter XIII. A Journey to London Proposed.
	Chapter XIV. Jemmy Dawson’s Letter.
	Chapter XV. The Parting Between Monica and Her Mother.
	Chapter XVI. The Journey.


	Book VI · KENNINGTON COMMON.	Chapter I. Monica Visits Jemmy in Newgate.
	Chapter II. Colonel Conway.
	Chapter III. Cumberland House.
	Chapter IV. The Trial of the Manchester Rebels.
	Chapter V. The Night Before the Executions.
	Chapter VI. The Fatal Day.
	Chapter VII. Five Years Later.
	About the Author



	Cover

OEBPS/images/pl10.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
WILLIAM HARRISON AINSWORTH






OEBPS/images/pl9.jpg





OEBPS/images/pl3.jpg





OEBPS/images/pl14.jpg





OEBPS/images/pl5.jpg





OEBPS/images/pl2.jpg





OEBPS/orn/tail_1.png





OEBPS/orn/tail_3.png





OEBPS/orn/tail_2.png





OEBPS/orn/hp_1.png





OEBPS/orn/hp_2.png





OEBPS/orn/hp_3.png





OEBPS/images/pl13.jpg





OEBPS/images/pl6.jpg





OEBPS/images/pl1.jpg





OEBPS/images/pl12.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
WILLIAM HARRISON
AINSWORTH

Manchester

Rebels
of the Fatal ‘45

Lancashire
in the Jacobite Rising






OEBPS/images/pl11.jpg





OEBPS/images/pl7.jpg







OEBPS/images/pl4.jpg





OEBPS/images/pl8.jpg





OEBPS/images/pl15.jpg





