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da;i kth-roug-h-ignorance, and we c.vw',e w1y ! fitut how-how werc ye torui away
yo. But that wa my Thnmas's sent! ttwclveý --)ni ii, rny love ? A iid, 0 hitny ! where
yeare this very day-his hirith-day-he îj'r- -Wlmort. ha~e ve breti VI
,shed-Heaven kens hnw ! lie tvent ont It I.Q; lt i,r story. iiotliîcr," said he, " and
(romn Our stight, like the cloud ilhat papewts over %voilgi taie a i week to tell it. But, hîowsorver,
the hilla-never-never lç rcturn. And, ID ýo iiiace a Imil P-tory short, you remnember
Sir, ispare a faither's fe5elgs ! for tul sOc it whleî tite suh'nwere pîureued, and
fllec wringe the blood (ront mXy Iiezirt E wîilîed to conceal their brandy in our flouse,

«' Give Laîe your hanri, my worthy soul! " iny f<itie.r î'revented them ; the)- leit mut-
exclaîzned tLqe seaman; 1'i revere-niay, hiang reritig revenigc-andt they have been reveng-
ii 11 would die fur your ièelînigs ! But Tomi ed. The day twelve yeara 1 went ont with
Elliot wua w> fricnd, andI 1 cat aticlor in rte intention of meeting Elizabeth and ber
this chair by apecial commisionj. i1 0w) f:tther, iien 1 came upon a gang of the
tbat a audden broadside vt JOY la a bad thi 11g; !party roncealcd in HelI'a Hole. In a me-
but, as 1 doli't know lîow to preisch a ecrînion
before telling you, ail I have to aay ià-that
Toim an't dead."1

"'Net dead !1" &aid Peter, grasping the hand
of the stranger, andi sîieakinS %vitit att eager-
ncu that almost cholied hit; utteratce; O*
Sir ! Sir ! tell me how !-hoiv !-Duid ye aay
living ?-la my ain Thiomas living V"

"Net dead. do0 ye say ?" cried Mrs. Eliiot,
burrying towvards him andi graspiing Iliéçot er
hond-" not dead ! And shîl 11i see my bairn
again?7 Oh ! nay the blessings o' Heaven
and the blessings o' a broken-hearted ruother
be upon the bearer o the gracious3 tid inga !l
But tell mne-tell me, how ts it pfflile !As

me(nt iaît i, dozen pistole were held te My'
hrcast, and, tyinc, my hand@ te my aides

they rned me inte the cavern. Herm 1
had nlot been long their prisoner. when the
suow, rolting, down the mountains, aimont
totaity blocked up ita mouth. On the second
nighit they eut through the enow, and hur-
riîung me alotig with thern, 1 waa bound to
a hxorse, between two; andi, belibre day-lîght,
round myseWl stotved, like a piece f oid junk,
n the holti of a smuggling lugger. Wîthin

a week 1 was Ehipped on bc>ard a Dutch man
of wr ; and for six yeara was kept dogging
about on diflèrent, stations, tilI our okt yawing
hulk receiveti orders to jein the ifleet whicli

ye weuîu expect nappînoss noce or heeatLer, wvas to fiight against the gallant Duncan at
dinna, dinna deceive me! Ca' I dwn To think of fig-htin& againat

Dece'ive you.' returned the sranger,' My own countrynien, rny owil flesh and
greuping, with impassioned oarnestness, their ooiawrsthnohoclopecsb

b;i inod hv-s Neyer t-nver teî ail euiepics
hand inhis- Neer!-eve ! ad al 1a cat-o'*iue tails ; and under couer of" the

can say is-Tom Elliot is alive and heari y." smoke of the rst h.n?,,siù' 1 enrane unon
"No ! neo!" raid Elizabeth, rising Urorn

her seat, " he dees net decei ve us; there is
(bat in hie ceuntenanco which bespeaku a
làiaehood impossible." And she alse endea-
iroured te meve towards him, wlien Johnson
threw his arm around ber te, wittthold ber.

" Handu off, yen land-lubber V' exclaimed
the usaman, springing towards theni, " or,
shiver me ! 1'11 shew daylight through your
timbmrs intheturniiugol a handQpîke E" And
clasping the lovel y girl in bis arme, "»Betty !
Betty I w>' love t"; he cnied, " don't you knew
your own Tom?7 Father, mother, den'tyou
knew me?7 Have you reahlly forgoe your own
son? If twelve yearu have made some change
on bis face, his beart ia sotnd as ever."1

Hia father, hie mother, and bis brothers,
elung around him, weeping, uzniing, andi
mingling a hundred queutions together. He
threw hie armas around the neck ol'each, and,
ini anWer to their inquiries, rep ied-" We&Il!
well! there iu time eneug-ti te answer quos-
tions, but not to-day-net te-day V'

"No, my baire,"1 said hie niether, 'lweil
aàyou ne que.toaa-noboy abaIt u.k ye

the gunivale, lu'ged min the msa, and
.swani for the English fleet. Nover, neyer
shah i forget the mioment that mny WL~e fiut
trot upon the deck ot'a British figate ! My
perves Ibli as firmn as ber oak, and nmy heart
free as the pentiant thtt waved tefiance
f-ron her mast-heat! I wa8 as acti ve as aoy
one during the battle ; and when it wauover
1 found myseif agaiii arnong my own coun-
trytnen, and ait speal<ing my own language,
1 fancied-nay, bang it! 1 almoat believeti-
1 should, meet my father, my mether, or my
dear Bes, on board ot the Britishi f1rigate.-
1 expected te sec you ail again in a few
weeks at fartheat ; but, instead of returning
to OId England, bebre 1 %vas aware, 1 faund
it was heimn about with us. As to writing, I
neyer had an opportunit>' but once. We
were anchored before a French fort; a pack-
et was lying- alongside ready tu sout; 1 had
half -a aide wriaten, and was ecratching my
head te think hew I shoulti corne over writing
about you, Beau, w>' love, when, au bad
luck would have it, our lieutenant cernes te
mie, a.nd sayil he, 1 Shliet,' vays he, «'1 know


