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A1 bail 10 thee, Chief, (rom the oaken gin “hoce !
The hopes so long noarished in doubt aud & pain

Are warmed into life in our bosom one: more—
Thou wilt not—thou camst not e'er erush them

ain !

We give thee no traiter’s Tow bend of the knee—-
We echo no sycophani’s unmeaning cry

We hail thee as (recmen should weleome the (roe |
Wo hail thee as Brotons should baw 1o the high

fty heart is & Britoa's—~thy rule be the sqmne—
And then should stotms come, and the thuwd:
bolt fall,
We pledge thee oox beurts shull e bared 10 the

fume,
And our hands be “ ave ready™ ta strike at thy
call !

We foar not the hordes from the Tand of the slave-
We fear not the shalts of our own Jatent fog 3

e laed that we love, far away o'er the wave,
in folly or fear can alone sirike the blow !

Mo on—~and God speed (hee ! Thy destinies eall
Toa wild, rugged path where vo fowers sy
bloom,
Ty course be right oawerd, thatugl tempesin svmid
fall

all,
And thy footsteps be shrandid in darkness M{ Peter’s highest
i Scotchman 5 all his aral

gloom.
oo many have fallen, Dt yet may we stew
Though dengers aud vares may owcinde iloe
no

good, sod te frer,
thy brew !

Franseriph )

THE BROKEN NEART.

Yarewell ! in despaie

§ cacape (rom thy wiles )
Tay frowns | can boar,
And even thy smiles

Take back tha' dear token
That b exsed me before,
The heurt you hive broken
€an prze it no move.

Cotwinud by the gallant,
Fhe taarel und olive in pr

{For the Liten

Now vain were Uy favaar,
Thy pily more vam §

¥ am lost, and for ceer,
10 pleasure Lo pain.
Words sweetly spoken
Deceived me before—
The heart you have broken
Can trust it no more.

I'HE VACANT CHALR,

You have all feard of the Cheviot noun
tains. If you have not, they are a ough,
rageed, majestic chan of hills, which a po.t
mizht term the Ronan wall of Natu CrOwWil-
~1 with snow, belted with storins, surrounded
Wy pastares and fraitful fields, and still divid-
ing the notaemn kmmvm of Great Brtaia from
v southern,  With their proul
mietcing th
declivities
tary apy

mts

rowning upon the glens below,
symbolical of the wild ant un.
tameable spirits of the Borlerers who once in-
habite! their siles. We say, you have all
heard of the Cheviots, and know them to be
v vigh hills, like a buge clasp rivetting
England and Scotland together 5 but we
not aware that you may have heard of March-
taw, an old, grey-looking lain-liense, sub-
stautisl as a modern f 1t ess, recently, and, for
anght we know to the contrary, still inhabit-
od by Peter Ell'ot, the proprictor of some five
hundred surrounding 2cres.  The bourdaries
of Peter’s furm indeed were defined neither
hy helds, hedges, nor stone walls. A woode..
stake here, and astone there, at considerable
+-nneg from cach other, were the general
ilgs 5 but neither Peter nor his neig
idered afew actes v.orth quarrelling
:‘ml their sheep frequently visite!
cr’s pastares in a friendly way, har-
wiy sharin g @ family dinnar in the same
nl"u-iv masters made themselves free
asther’s table.
was placed in very unpleasant cir-
c4ty, owingto the situation of March.

a8

londs, and their dark rocky |

frw-house, whick unfortunately was huiit im-
medilivl{ across the “ ideal fine” dividin
the two kingdoms ; and his misfortune was
that, being born within it, he knew not
whether heywas an Englishman or a Scotchman
He could trace hisancestral liae no farther
back than s great-grandfather, who, it ap-
peared from the fawily Bible, had, together
with his grandfather an! father, claimed
Marchlaw as their birtht-place. They however,
were not involved in the sume perplexities as
their descendent. The parour was distincly
acknowledged to be in Scotland, and two-
thirds of the Kitchen were as certainly allowed
tobe in Ergland ; bis threa ancestors wire
born in the mom over the parloar, and there-
| fore were Scotchinen beyond question ; but
Peter, unluckily, Leing brought into the world
before the death of his grandfather, his parents
vecupied a room immediately over the de-
bateable bountary line, which crossed the

leel square, was evidently situated fetween
tue two countries ; but, ne one heing able to
| asgertain whtat portion belonzed to each, Peter
| after many argunents and altercations upon
the subjecty, was diiven to the disatroedble
talternative of confossing he kuew wnot what

antry nvan be was.  What rendere | the
confession tha more puofl was, € wos
ambition to be thought a
fand lay on the
sSeotch side ! his mother s collaterully re
tated to the Stuarts , and few families were
nore ancient of respeciohite than the Elliots,
Peter’s speech, indeed, betrayed him to be

doms, a living tegeesentation of the Union;
for iy one word he prevounced the lettery
withthe wroad, seasculine sound of the North
Briton, and in the next with she ligwid burr
of the Northwrhiiams.

Peter, or, of you prefer i, Peter Liliot,
Faquire, of darchlaw, in Ve counties of
Northunberland and Roxbuigh, was fot many
years the best runuer, leaper, and wresticr,
betweon  Weoler and Jedburgh
from his hand the ponderous bullet whizzed

sompetition. As @ feather in his grasp, b
scized the waweild y hammer, swept it round
wid round his head, accompanying with agile
iimh its evolutions, swiftly o swallows play
around a circle, and harled it from his hamds
like @ shot from a rifle, Gl antiogonists s hrank
hark, and the spectators hurst into a
“ Welldone, Squire! the Squire for ever
mee excliimes a sepvile o v
| * Squire ! whaare ye squiring at
| Peter. Confound ye ! where was ye when |
| was christensd Squire ! My pame’s Peler
Ellhot—your man, or eny bedy’ man, at
‘ whatever they like 9 °

shout,

of titles.

Peters soul was free, bounding,
it as the wind that carolled in a 2 phyr,
sinated in a harnicane, upon his native H
ind his body was thirteen stone of healthy,
sowtantial flosh steeped in the spivits of fe,
11 hat been long married, but 1, nriags had

ange upon him.  Tocy wh

Suppos wedlock transforms the lark int
an owloffsr an insult to the lovely hein 19 whe
brightening our darkest hours with the smiles
f affection, teach us thatthat enly is unbe-
comin £ in the husband which is diszraceful in
the man. Nearly twenty years had passed
over them, but Janet was il as kind, and in
his rr-‘ as beautiful, as when, bestowing on
him her hand, she hlashed her vos

altar ; and he was still as happy,

ana Nine fair children sat around
their domestic hearth, and one, the younglin «
of the flock, smiled upon its mot'ior's kree.
Peter had never known sorrow ; he was blest
in his wife, in his ehildren, in his flocks,
He had became richer than lus fathers, H
was beloved by his neighbours, the tillers of
his zronnd, and his herdimen; yea, no mar
snvied his p osperity.  But a blight pass
wer the Narvest of his joys, and pall v
rained wto the cup of his felicity.

It was Christmas-day, and a maore malan
choly-le: Xing sun never rese on a25thof De

ur

kitchen. The room, thouzh scarcely eight |

awdlking partition belween the two king- |

Whiiled |

tarowsh the air like a pizeon om the wing il
nd the hest putter on Lie Borders quiled from §

returned |

v buay - |

- — AP _

cember.One vast, sable cload, tilke a wniversal Fehe eontioged, in an

pally overspred the Lheavens.  For wecks, the
ground had heen covered with clear, dazzling
snow ; and as, throughout the day, th "
continued its unwearied and moneto eus diiz

zle, the earth assumed & characles «nd ap- | the hrjohtest »

pearance  wmelancholy and Goubled s the
.lnlwm Like amastift that hus lost its awie.
er, the wind howled dolefully
and was ge-echoed from the eaves of the
mountains, asthe lamentations of a f o of
inwisible spirits.  The flowmne, smow-clad
precipices were instinet with motion, as ava.
{anche upon avalanche, the larzer buryin:
the less, crowded downward o Cwir tromen.
dows journey to the plain,  The simple
moyntain rills had asumed Whe maj <y o

s woades streams wete swollvn inte

torvent, and, wushing forth
taracts by fory and in from, eave'oped the
valleys in an augey flood. But st M law
the fire Mazed blithely § the kitchen ¢

5 Ca-

I,

own the glens, |

'

vanedt !

heneatn the Joad of preparutions for @ oy il

feast; uod glad faces gliled from g0 o

Tons,

Peter Elfiot kept Christmas, oot so mych
because it was Christmas, as in hooewr of s
heing the birth-day of Thomas, his first-iom,
who that day entered his mindeent's year,
With a father’s love his heart yearned |
his children, but Thomas was the pride of bis
eves. Cards of apolozy bad pot then found
their way smong our Border hills ; and, as ol
knew that, aithensh Peter admitted no syir:
within bhis threshold, nor & drankard ot his
talde, he was wevertheless no niggard in Lis
hospitality, his #ovitations were accey

dithout ceremony, The cnests were asee
bled + and, the kitchen being the only apart-
ment in the builling large enough ta contain
them, the cloth wanspread upon a long, clea,
oaken table, stretching from Englens into
Seotland,
were Thaced aparderous plum pudding studd
ed with temptation, and a smoking sirloin
on Scotland, a savoury and well seasoned
haagis, with a sheep’s head and trotters:
while the intermediate space was filled with
the good things in this life vemmnon ta bots
Linadons and to the season,

Yie guests from the
south were arrenzed promiscucusty.
seat was Gilled one,

Every

~save The chair by

| Peter’s right hand remained unoceupied. i

Pud raised his hand before his eyes, and he.
soug'ita hlessing on what was ed hefore
them, and was preparing to carve for his vi-
sitors, when his eyes felt upon the wacant
chair. The knife dropped upon the table,
Anvicty flashed across his conntenance, like
an arrow from an unseen hand.

# Janct, where is Thomas 1" he inquired ; siet him in

% have, none o' ve seen him 72 and without
wauiting an answer he continued, ¢ How is it
possible he canbe absrnt at a time like this?
And on such a day, too? Excuse me a mi.
note, friends, till 1 just st=p out and see if |
can find him,  Since ever 1 kept t'is day, as

many o’ ye has always been at my right hand | <" =n
and 1 canna think 0® be. ["po” the storm,

in that very ehair,
ginnine our dinner while 1 sev it en
“ Ifthe filling of the cliair be a)l,” said a

1y

Peter, and walked cut of the room.
Minute succerded minute, but Peter re-

turned not.  The guests beeame hungry,

)

1ehe dapr,

{
[

On the English end of the hoard |

i

north and foem the

l
I

- — o ]

anxious whisper,  Dig
ve soe nacthing o him, Elizabethy hinny 2
The maiden binshed deeply ; the questioy
evidently eave freedom to a tear, which had
forsome time heen an unwilling prisone; iy
inthe room ; and the mo.
No,” that trembled fior, her
ine, was audible only to the ear of he in.
aviter, In vain Mrs, Elliot dispatched one
of ber elitren pfteranother, inanest of their
“ather and hrother s hew came and went, bot
Mouste na tidines mors (heerine than the
masnineof the bollow wind, Minutes rolled
into hewre, vt neither eome,  She pererived
the gronder of bep onoste weaparine o with-
dram, and otecrvine that € Thomas’s absence
woe g sinoy and unsecountable, and
untite eit'er Lim ar his faither, sho
Yenwhat apn'o v ta make o hee {
fneh trentment : hut it was needless waiting,
n? oo \;t'rv would use no eeremeny, but
iy

nosyTlahle

et b

N gorond ineitation wes neeessary,
Pemour apneare? to !
L
none likp the

Good
restored § and sivlning,
and marrfowl, began to demp.
lost son,  Fora momeat, Mys,
Pk soparent’ partook in the restoration of
rheerfulaces s but a low sich 2t her elbow
vonin Mave the colonr from her rosy ehoeks
farther end of the
ol rested on the unaerupied seort of
hoe hushand and the vacant ehair of her firet-
born,  Hor heart €0 heavily within her ; all
the mother onched inte her hagam : and,
the tMe,  « What in the world
neanine o this 7 said she, asshe
ith a tsonhled countensmee towards
Het husband met her on the

nastios,

o nye wanderod to the

rieine frney
rom he tha
Yurtied

thraehald,
# Wheee hawe ve heen, Peter,

" gl ehe,
soperie :

o3 ¢ hawe vo soon nashins o him
« Naethine ¥ pasthine veplind he 3 € is
neextun vet ? and, with a malencholy
'
anse, hic eyec son bt on answe
? ¢!
faltesed,
& Qi forsie me ™ gaid |
My for pv

n the de-

his toneue

o His lips quivered,

wi % oand such a
he ont in! T've
nevery way thet I ean think.
ne ereatire has seen or heard
M evens

nencmy t
and dow
tnot a lied
Y me, neirhhours X
" vinrthe house 5 ¢ 7 must away
agnin, for 1 conna peet. Y4
@1 Lon by ionde® waid Adam
antaliokine Northugthrian, o that
1 hooot 12 o sencitioh us e apple o B
mnd Tthink we wonld show a wont
o natnral gymnathy

i
he added, 1o

Wi

mveall, ¢

" v *nd respect for ane worthy
noizhhanr, if we di'na evary one et his foot *
int the stirmn withont lose o time, and ns~}
srely Fosin my roneh,
eountty wav o thinkine, it most he som
thine partien'srly ont o* the common thall P
eovld tomnt Thomus to he amiseine, Tndeed,
T nnedna cay templ, for there conld ha pa i
clivabon in the wav,  And our Nl K
ded in a lowar tone, « srs not ow
ev in other respects hesides the breaking

WONM e

fo tell the eonse_tut e cance is come
Ingt! And my dosr Thowas—the yery
and st2ff o' my life—in lost !—lost to me.

- . 1 ! Mr Eliot, wrin+ing
Phands, @ 1 hava had the romine n? thia o)
port young sheep-furmer, named Johnson, | o far doyeand ¢ ‘,P";":‘_‘"';':‘ is F“
“ 1 will step into it till Master ‘Thoinas ar- | 1i,,¢ with hanrine <. bt Bicehis "::":
rive.” [ ine wnon me like ohoste, and T falt o
“Ye are not a foither, young man,® said | ¢oprhin - ahont me ha \-mon;"wi.nr

pevvish, and eloomy. while an excellentdin- {ever 7

ner continued spoiling before them, Mrs,
Flliot, whose good.nature was the most pro-
minent feature in her character, strove hv

svery possible effort to besuile the unp'ensant | 5y ¢ g foal,
o perceive! gathering wpon their [

impression
rountenanee
& Petor is just os bad as Lim,»* she remark-
A1, % 1o hove gone to ek him when he ken-
vwd the dinner won!Mna keep.  And 1 am
sure Thomas kenned it would be realy ot ene
?olock to% minnte,  Itis sae anthintine and
anfriendly like to kerp folic waitin”®  And,
ndeavontine to smile npon a beeutiful black-
“aired Cirlofseventern, who sat by hey elbow,

|

“ Tren, Mre, Elliot,” roplied the N,
nmbrien, & it is an essy matter to pay
nose vovrself, for them that dinna ken
s Rui. ot the same time,
#in, conntry wav o’ thinki we a
wave ready to heliove the worst,  ['ve
heard mv faither say, and DPve as ofte

{marked it myself, that, before sny

hanreae to a Vody, thera is a something
owet them, like a elond hefore the
the enn: a short of dumb whisperi
the hrasst fram the ather vx'mld..p" n':l'
T trust there e nacthing o* the kind
case, yet, 23 yon ol sorye, when I find




