done it through ignorance, and wo e’(mh‘e
ye. But that was my Thomas’s ceat ! twelve
years this very day~his birth-day—he per-
ished—Heaven kena how! He went out
from our sight, like the cloud that passes over
the hills—never—uever to return. And, O
Sir, spare a faither’s feelings ! lor to sece it
filled wrings the blood from my heart!”

“ Give e your hand, my worthy soul I
exclaimed tne seaman; "I revere—nay, hang

it! I would die for your leelings ! But Tom |

RKiliot was my fricnd, and I cast anchior in
this chair by special commission. 1 know
that a sudden broadside of joy is a bad thiug;
but, as 1 don’t know how to preach a ecrmon
before teiling you, all I have to say is—that
Tom an’t dead.”

“ Not dead !" said Peter, grasping the hand
of the stranger, and speaking with au eager-
ness that almost choked his utterance; “ O
Sic! Sir! tell me how !—how !—Did ye say
living 7—Is my ain Thomas living ?’

“ Not dead. do ye say ?” cried Mrs. Elliot,
hurrying towards him and grasping hisother
hand—"not dead ! And shall 1 see my baira
again? Oh! mny the blessings o’ Heaven,
and the blessings o' a broken-hearted miother
be upon the bearer o the gracious tidings!
But tell me—tell me, how is it possible ! Ae
ye would expect happiness here or hereafter,
dinna, dinna deceive me!”

* Deceive you!” returned the stranger,
graeping, with impassioned earnestness, their
hands in his—" Never !—never ! and all I
can say is—Tom Elliot is alive and hearty.”

“No! no!” said Elizabeth, rising from
herseat, “ he does not deceive us; there is
that in his countenance which bespeaks a
falsehood impossible.” And she also endea-
voured to move towards him, when Johnson
threw his arm around her to withhold her,

“ Hands off, you land-lubber !” exclaimed
the seaman, springing towards them, “ or,
shiver me ! I'll shew daylight through your
timbers in the turning ol a handspike !” And
clasping the lovely girl in his arins, “ Betty !
Betty ! my love !” he cried, “ don’t you know
yourown Tom ? Father, mother, don’t you
know me ? Have you really forgot your own
son? Iftwelve years have made some change
on his face, his beart is sound as ever.”

His father, his mother, and his brothers,
clang around him, weeping, smiling, and
mingling a hundred questions together. He
threw his arms around the neck ol each, and,
in answerto their inquiries, replied—" Wel} !}
well! there is time enough to answer ques-
tions, but not to-day—not to-day !

“ No, my bairn,” eaid his mother, “ we'll
ask you no questions—nobody shall ask ye
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m) ' liul how—-luow were ye torn away
from us, my love? And, O hiuny! where
—wliere hae yve been 7

* It 1= o lone story, mother,” said he,  and
would take a week to tell it. But, howsoever,
1o makea jong etory short, you remember
when the smugglers were pursued, and
wished to coneceal thete brandy in our house,
my father prevented them ; they leit mut~
tering revenge—and they have been reveng-
ed. This day twelve years | went out with
the intention of meeting Elizabeth and her
father, when ] came upon a gang of the
party concealed in Hell’s Hole. In a mo-
went nalf » dozen pistols were held to my
breast, and, tving my hands to my sides,
they dragged me into the cavern. Here I
had not been long their prisoner. when the
snow, rolling down the mountains, almoet
totally blocked up its mouth. On the second
night they cut through the enow, and hur-
rving me along with them, { waa bound to
a horse, between two; and, before day-light,
found myeell stowed, like a piece of old junk,
in the hold of a smuggling lugger. Within
a week I was shipped on beard a Dutch man
of waur ; and for six years was kept dogging
about on diflerent stations, till our old yawing
hulk received orders to join the fleet which
was to ficht against the gallant Duncan at
Camperdown. Tothink of fizhting againat

‘my own countrymen, my own flesh and

blood, was warse than to be cut to pieces by
a cat-o-nine tails; and under cover of the
smoke of the first broadside, I sprang upon
the gunwale, plunged into the sea, and
swam for the Englsh fleet. Never, never
ghall I forget the moment that my leet first
trod upon the deck of a British frigate ! My
nerves Jelt as firn as her oak, and my heart
free as the pennant that waved defiance
from her mast-head! 1 was as activeas any
one during the buttle ; and when it wasover
I found myself again among my own coun-
trymen, and ail speaking my own language,
I fancied—nay, hang it! I almost believed—
I should meet my father, my mother, or my
dear Bess, on board ot the British frigate.—
I expected to see you all again in a few
weeks at farthest ; but, instead of returning
to Old England, before I was aware, 1 found
it was helm about with us. As to writiog, {
never had an opportunity but once. We
were anchored before a French fort ; a pack-
et was lying alongside ready tosail; Ihad
halfa side written, and was scratching my
head to think how I should come over writing
about you, Bess, my love, when, as bad
luck would have it, our lieutenant comes ta
me, and says he, ‘ Eiliot,’ says he, ‘I know



