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TALES OF THE BORDERS.

bairn's no dead ??  Menie could not reply—
she pressed her hand before her eyes and
wept alond.  “ My ron ! my son”’ exclaimed
the wretched widow—"Oh! is my bairn
dead?? The paragraph, which had filled
Menie with anguish, stated thata daring
assault had been led on by Serjeant Forbes
of'the 21st, alter his superiors had fallen, but
that he also fell mortally wounded in the
moment of victory. I will not attempt to
paint theirsorrow, Menie pat on the gar-
ments of widowhood for Willie, and she
mourneid for him not only many but every
day—he had fallen in the arms of glory, yet
she accused herself as his murderer.

Five years more had pased. It was
March; but the snow lay upon the ground,
and the face of the roads was as glass. A
stranger gentleman had been thrown {rom
his horee in the neighborhood of the widow’s
cottage. His life had been endangered by
the fall, and he was conveyed beneath her
lowly roof, where he remained for weeks
unable to be removed. He was about fifty
or sixty years of age, aad his dres and ap-
pearauce indicated the mihtary officer. Me-
nie was hisnurse, and ifher beaunty and kind-
ness did not inspire the soul of the veteran
with love, they moved it with sympathy.—
_He wished to make her a return, and, at
length, he reselved that that return should
be an offer of hus hand. He konew he wasin
his “sere and yellow leal” and his face was
marked with wounds--but for those wounds
he had a pension--he had his half-pay as
Major, and three thousand pounds in the
funds. He would shew his gratitude by
tendering his hand and fortune tothe vil-
tage maiden. He made known his proposal
to the old woman—maternal feeling sug-
gested her first reply: *She was to be iny
Willie’s wife,” said she ruelally, and wiped
away a tear; she was to be my daughter,
and she 7s my daughter,---f canna part wi’
my Menie.” But prudence at lengih pre
vailed, and she added, “ But why should she
be buried for me? No, Sir, I winna wrang
her, ye are ower kind, yet she deserves it
aw' I will advise her e though she had been
my ain bairn.” Buf” Meule refused to listen
to them, <3

When the sun began to grow warm in the
heavens. a chiair was brought to the door for
the invalid, and Menie and her mother would
sit spinning by his side, while he would re~
count his “* battles, sieges, fortunes,” and
inan evening in May asthe sun was des-
cending on the hills, ran his story-- Rifty of

ue were made prisoners,  'We were chaiia
man to man, and cast into a dark, nargt
and damp dungeon. Our’only food wy'
cup of water once in twenty-four hoy
Deatl in mercy thinned our numbere, i
worse than plague raged amonget us—
dead comrades lay amongst our feet. 0
living lay chained to a corpse. All died 91
myselt and my comparion to whom I
fettered. He cheered me in fever and 58
ness.  And, maiden, 1 have been interes¥
in you for Lis sake-for in his sleep he wo)
start, and mention the nume of Menie !

*“ Oh, sir P interrnpted Menie and the®
woman at once, " what ? what wast

name 77 3
* If the world were mine I would v:ve:;

koow,” replied the Major, and continu
* He succeeded in breaking our fetters:
were left unguarded. Let us fly, said helg
1 wagunableto follow him : he took me uj
his shoulders. 1t was midnight : he bore
1o the woods, For five days he carried
along, or supported me on his arm, till §
were withinsicht of the British lines. Thi§
a party of native horsemen came upon 1§
my deliverer, with no weapon but a bral &
which he had torn from a tree, defended h
self like a lion inits decert.  But he fell bag
woutded, and was taken prisoner. A cig
pany of our troops came to our assistance
was rescued—but my noble deliverer v
borne agiin into the interior, and three yelg
have passed, and I have heard no morel
him.” P
“ But it is five years since my Willie fe/®
sighed Menie Morrison. Yetshe hfoodcdxl:

the word—Hente.
A wayfaring man was seen approachn&

the cottage. As he drew near, the eyes’
the Major glistened,~hig lips moved,-
threw down his crutch. He started unaiv
to his feet—* Gracious Heaven! it ig hi’
sell ¥’ he exclaimed, * my companion '-—u

deliverer
The stranger rushed forward with op’

arms—"" Menie !—mother 1” he cried, &
speech failed him. It was Willie Forbes®

Q)

@’, | Menie was on his bosom—his mother’s ar.

were round his neck—the old Major grasy
his hand. Reader, need I tell you more-
Willi~ Forbes had fallen, wounded as v
thought mortally ; but he had recoveret
he had been made a prisoner. He wask
turned. Menie gave him her hand. T
Major procured his discharge, and ma
him his heir. He took a farm, and onth

farm the Major dwelt with them, and * loug.
his battles oer again,’ to the thldreu

Willie and Meuie Forbea,



