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Mine was a mere bog-reed to his; independ-
ent ¢ its being fully six inches shorter—and,
it ye kenony thing about cudgelling, that
wasa material point. *Ods sir, I found 1
couldna cope wi’ him. My stick, or rather
switch, was nae better than half a dozen ¢
rashes plaited together. * Will ony o’ye lend
me astick, gentlemen? cried I to the by-
standers, while I keepit guarding him off the
best way Icould. Aboon a dozen were of-
fered inan instant. I gript at the nearest.
Now, ‘Heaven hae mercy on ye ¥ said I,
and gied him a whissel beneath the elbow,
and befure ye could say Jock Robinson ! cam’
¢link across hisknee. 1 declare to ye, sir, he
cam’ spinning down like a totum. He talked
nae mair o’ wreetling, or cudgelling, or ony
thing else that day. Isettled him for four-
and-twenty hours at ony rate. Weel, sir, 1
was perfectly delighted when 1saw you lay
him on the broad o’ hisback yesterday; and
I saw nac mair o’ him, to speak to, frac the
day that I humbled him, until about four
hours syne, when I metin wi’ him on the
Moor, amang three or four o’ his cronies, at
his auld trade o’ boasting again. I had nae
patience with him. But he had a drop owre
meikle, and, at ony rate, I thought there
could be nae honour in beating the same man
twice. But says I to him, *ye needna craw
sac loud, for independent o' me bringing ye
to the ground at cudgelling, and makin’ ye
no worth a doit, I saw a youngster that
wrestled wi’ ye yesterday, twist ye like a
barley-sirae.” And to do him justice, sir, he
didna attempt to deny it, but said that ye
wud do the same by me, if 1 would try ye,
and offered to back ye against ony main in the
twakingdoms. Now, sir, I looked about all
the day in the crowd, just to see if I could
clap iny een on ye, and toask ye, in a friendly
way, if ye would let me try what sort o’ stuft
ye were made 0’; and now P’m really glad
that 1 hae met wi’ ye—and as thisis a gay
ievel place here, and the ground is not very
hard, what do ye say to try a thraw, in a
neighbourly way ; and after that, we cancut
a bit branch frae ane ¢ the allers, for a cud-
gelling bout. Ye wil really very particularly
oblige me, sir, if ye will.?

The stranger readily replied, * with all
my heart, friend—be it 50.”

Anarew caet off his jacket and bonnet, and
throwing the:r on the 2round, his laree wa-
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ter dog, which wae called Caxsar, placel
itself beside them.

“ Dinna thraw till I get a grip,” cried An.
drew, asthe stranger had him already lifiec
from his feet—‘* that's no fair—it’s no oy
country way o’ thrawing.”

The request was granted,and only grante!
when Andrew measured his length upon the
around, and his dog sprang forward toattacd
the victor.

“ Get back, Cesar!” shouted his master~
“ It was a fair fa’, I canna deny it! Sorres
tak me if I thought there was a man in te
parishes, could hae done the like! Gie’sye
hand,” said he, as he rose to his feet ; “ I3
thraw nor cudgel nae mair wi’ you; but a
sure as my name’s Andrew, I would bitery
laat coin through the middle, to gie ye ik
half o't,should ye want it. I liketo meetw
a good man, even il he should be better thay
mysel—and in the particular o' wrestling, |
allow that ye do bang me—though 1 ding
say how we imight stand in other respees
for they’ve no been tried. Butit was a fv
fa’. ’0d, ye gied me a jirk as though I't.,
been kissed by a lightning.”

Before reaching Eyemouth, they came:
a change-house by the wayside, which w:
kept by a widow, called Nancy Hewitt, a
who was not only noted on account of t
excellence of the liquor with which she st
plied her customers, but who also had:
daughter, named Janet, whose beauty re
dered her the toast of the countryside.

“ I am always in the habit,” said Andres
** 0 stopping here for refreshment, and if &
Liae nae objections, we'll toum a stoup tog
ther.”

* Cheerily, cheerily,” answered his coz

. paunion.

The fair daughter of the hostess was i
home when they entercd, and Andrew >
quired after her with w solicitude that besper
something m-re between them than mex
acquaintanceship. The stranger slight:
intimated that he had heard of her, and afe
a few seemingly indifferent questions respe
ing her, for a few minutes became silentax
thoughtful.

“Hoot, man,” said Andrew, “ I’'m vex
to sce ye sac dowie—gie cauld care ake
like a foot ba’. This is nac time tobe &
when the king is merry, and the countrs’
merry and we're @ happy thegither, Che



