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TALES OF THE BORDERS.

s e.yet lived—the confiding victim of 2 vil -
lain.

Phe harouche. the horees, the trinkets that,

deformed Msa. Donuldson, with a piano that
had been bought for Rebeee 1 wera sold, and
Andrew Donaldson with his family left Lon-
don and procecded to Lottery Hall Bgt
there, though he endeavoured to carry h{S
head high, thongh he still walked tvith his
ailver cane; and though it was known, (and
he took care to make it be known,) that he
had-polled within one of being a member of
parlisment, still the squire did not acknow-
lede him~-his old acquaintances did not h.ﬁ
their hata to him,—but all seemed certain
thiat he was coming down. “by the run,” (1
think that was the slang or provincial phrase
they used,) to his-old level. They perceived
that he kept no horses now,—save one to
work the twenty acres around the Lodge,—
for he had ploughed.up and sowa with barley
and et out as potatoe ground, what he at first
laid out as & park., This spoke volumes.
They also saw .that he had parted with his
coach, that he kept but one servant, and that
servant told tales in the village. He was
laughed at by hig neighbours and thoee who
had been his fellow labourers, and witha
Sardoaic chuckle they were wont to speakof
his house as “the Member o Panliament's;”
1 have said that I would say no more of poor
Rebecca, but the tongues of the women in
the village dwelt also on her ; but she died,
and in the same hour died also a new-born
habe, chitd of the villain Edwards.

Peter had left his father’s heuse and com-
menced the profession of an artist in a town
about twenty miles from thw. Mr. Donaldson
was now humbled; It was his intention with
the sorry remnant of his {ortune, to take a
farm for Jacob{but oh ! Jacob had bathed
in a sea of vice, and the bitter waters of ad-
versity- could ‘not wash out the pollution it
had left behind, luto his native village he
carried the habits he had acquired or wit-
nessed beneath the cerulean akies of Italy, or
amid the dark eyed daughters of France.
Shame followed his footsteps. Yea, although
the squire despised Mr. Donaideon, his gon, a
youth of ninetéan, bocame the boon compan-
fonof Jacob; They held midnight orgies to-
gether. Jacob initiated the squireling into
themysteries; of Paris and Rome, of Naples
and Munich, whither he was about to pro-
ceed. - But 1 will not dwell upon their short
caveer: Extravagance_atlended it, shame
andteays followed 2, -

Andrew Donaldson no longer possessed the
meuns of upholding nisson in folly and wick-
edness. He urged him to eettle in the
world,~to take a farm while he had the
power left of placing him in it,—but Jaceb's
sing pursued him. He fled from his father's
house nnd enlisted in o marching regiment
about to embark for the East Indies. No
more was heard of him for many years, until
& letter arrived from one of his comrades an-
nouncing that he had fallen at Corunna.

To defray the expenses which his son Ja-
cob had brought upon him, Mr. Donaldson
had not only to part with the small remnant
which was left him of his fiftcen thousand,
but to take a heavy mortgage upon Lottery
Hall. Again he was compelled to put his
hand to the spade and to the plough, and his
wifé, deprived ‘of her daughters, again be-
came her ownservant, Sorrow, shame, and
disappointment gnawed in his heart. ,8is
garments of pride, now warn. threadbare,
were cast off for ever. The persecution, the
mockery of his neighbours increased. They
asked each other “if they had seen the
Memtber o’ Parliament wi’ the spade in his
hand again?’ They quoted the text, “a
haughty spirit goes before a fall,” and they
remembered passages of the preacher’s lec-
ture against pride and vanity on the day
when Andrew appeared in his purple coat.
He hecame a solitary man, and on the face
of this globe which we inhabit there existed
not a more miserable being than Andrew
Donaldson, . ,

Peter was generally admitted tobe a young
man of great talents, and bade fair to rise to
eminence in his profession as an artist.
There was to be an exhibition of the warks
of living artists in Rdinburgh, and Peter
went through to it, taking with liin more

than a dozen pictures on all vubjects and of
all sizes. He had landscapes, sea pieces, his-

torical paintings, portraits, fish, game, and
compositions, the groupings of which would
have done credit to a master. In size, they
were {rom five feet square to five inches.
His brother Punl, who was still at the ol
lege, and who now supported himself by pri-
vate teaching, wassurprised when one morn-
ing Peter arrived at his lodgings, with thres
cadjesat his-hack bearing his Joad of pictures
Paul welcomed him with open arms; for he

| wag proud of his brother ; he had admired his
early talents, and had heard of the progress

he had made in his art. 'W]ith & proud heart
and a delighted eye Peter unpacked his
paintings and placed them round the room



