Reuben Purves.
“lage, and farm-stead within sixty miles of

1e Borders—to the north and to the south ;
pdtaking in the entire breadth of the island.
15 visits became as regular as clock-work.
‘omerchant now-a-days knows more exact-
ythe day and almost the hour when he may
wect @ visit from the traveller of the house
ith which he deals, accompanied with an
-vitation to drink a bottle of wine, and pay

~ saccount, than the people in the Border
Tages knew when Reuben would appear
mongst them.

it waeshrewdly suspected that Revben did
stconfine himself solely to the sale of rib—
15 gown-pieces, and such like ware, but
his goodly pack was in fact a magazine,
“which was concealed tea, cogniac, and to-
reeo. At all events he prospered amazing-
,and in the course of three years—though
» lesened its weightat every village he
:meto—his pack overgrew his shoulders,
~dprosperity compelled him, first, 1o have
urse to u pack-horse, and, before he had
kingto a covered ciirt or caravan. Inshort,

ariving at a village, instead of going
and'from house to house, with his stock
o his shoulders, as he was wont to do, he
round the drummer or bellman; or,
here ro such funetionaries were known, he
iployed some other individeal, with a key
datreecher, to go round the village and
- the proclamation—

“This is to give notice, that Mr. Reuben
ives, with his grand and elegaut assort-
tof the newest fashionable varieties of
tware goods, and vther commodities, all
1htby him for ready money, so that great
gains may be expected, has just arrived,
-auchan inn,) and will remain for this day
y; therefore, those who wish the real su-
+or articles, at most excellent bargains
Uembrace the present opportunity !”

-4 not the reader despise Reuben, because
_practised and understood the mysteries of
Jrg. There is nothing done tn this world
hout it. No gardener ever “ lichtlied”
anleeks. Al men practise it, from the
«erof books to the maker of shoe-black~
wor the vender of matches. From the
“tdiloguent advestisement of a metropoli-
auctioneer, down to the “ only true and
izular account” of an execution, bawled
lying stationer on the streets, the spirit
uffing, in its various degrees, fis to be
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found. Theretore, we blame not Reuben ;
he ouly did what vther people di¢, though
perhaps after a dilerent fashion, and with
better success. It gave 4 promize of his suc-
cess as u tradesman. e said he ventured
on itasa speculation, and finding it Lo suit
his purpose, he continaed it.  In truth, scarce
had the herald made the proclamnation which
I have quoted, until Reuben's cart was liter-
ally besieged. His customers said, it went
like a cried fair”—* there was nae getting
forward to it.”

Moreover, he was always civil, he was
always obliging. e had a smile, and a
pleagant and merry word for every one. Buy
or not buy, his courtesy never failed him. In
short, he would do anything to oblige his cus-
tomers, save to give them credit; and that,
as he said, was not because he Lad any doubt
of their houesty, or that he was unwillng w
serve them, bul brcause he Liad laid it down
asa rule never 1o trusta single penny,which
rule he could not break. He was also pos-
sessed of a goodly person, was some five feet
ten inches in height, he had fair hair, a rud-
dy cheerful countenunce, intelligent blue
eyes, and his years but little exceeded thirty.

At this period of Reuben’s history, there
dwelt in the town of Moflat, one Miss Pris-
cilla Spottiswoode. Now, Priscilla was a
portly, and withal a comely personage, and
though rather stout, che wastall in propor-
tion to her thickness. Nothing could surpass
the smoothness of the clear red and white
upon her goodly countenance. There was by
nomeans too much red, and constitutional
good-nature shed asort of perpetual smile
over herfeawures, like a sun-beam irradiating
atranquil lake. In short, it was a reproach
10 every bachelor in the to wn and parish of
Moffat, to have permitted forty and four sum-~
mers 1o roll over the head of Priscila, with-
out one amongst them having the maasliness
to step forward and offer his hand to rescue
her from a state of single solitariness. She
had been for more than twenty years the
maid, or rather 1 might say the nurse, of an
oldand rich lady, who, at her death, be-
queathed to her five hundred pounds.

Reuben first saw Priseilla about three
months after sie had received the legacy.—
« Jjve hundred pounds,™ thought he “ would
set @ manon his feet” He also gazed on
her kind, comely, smiling countenance, and



