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leads astra ‘;Banh' Wanting the sense of §mel| which usually
‘w"‘fﬂotedy 1058 f‘.’ur-footed peopls, who, like the best of' t'he
Hiingleq amgener,no.n' have certain smul'l and general fr.mlues
Ktep mdef‘.’“gﬂ their many virtues—lacking  that temptation to
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of life op m cfnnny t!'ey 01151 spy out, and followmg‘every mdnczfn-
ot ¢qy dete::m“ whieh t.helr quick sense of seeing and hearing

ower lod m on every side 'Mafly a dance has my lamented May-

"ature wij) le, by her vaguries in this way ; mu.], s greyhouud
featyre 1 ¢ greyhound nature under all varieties of coat or
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tieney § t}?:, are P‘l?as.ed to nrrogat:a to themselves a total de-
“ w"men-ﬁ,nﬁ"m quality called curiosity. l.do not' see thnt.we
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the Wearers g?:!“d.m doublet and hose choose .to make o‘ver tn.
the great fueuly O:I(i]{c@ and petticoat the exclusive possession of

anfing ., ):ﬂ::)lt:h may be called tl.le very ke_yj u? kn.owled]ge,
nﬂbrgb)e i orce '“ why we shm'nh'.l dmc]nn.n a d}stlncllon so lo-

May cOun; ﬁ;r ) I‘t', .n:dbfed, the trifling cu.nmder.ntmn called truth,

(] myselr bo'l")dthmg m the argument ; in which case, I should
Servuign, the un “° fiec!zxre, that, according to my ll{n.ned oh-
Ween the sex;]:amy Inquestion is about as equally divided be-
Mimgyy with s 08 freel)': and hountifully scattered amo‘ngst all
"““drnpm ﬂs“y Pretensions to intelligence, whether biped or

i any—what shall we call it?—any questivnable
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"pe a; thlsﬁ:;’(::‘;“’g““ of inguisitiveness was as strongly deve-
: -amphell’s rough and faithful attendant, as in my
a ra::;b‘;\:m 'l“.ﬂde unpleasantly (fonscious to his fair mistress
g Janey which she, ﬂ(jcompnmed only by Luath and her
"ghlund ch'i(‘.r(“’hﬂﬂe functions about the daughter of the ‘o!d
Wag taking th-r much resembled those of a modern lady’s maid,)
Marionb ough her native glens, one fine morning in Avgust.
the heyd };":;e‘d along in silence ; wrapt, sooth to say—as, in
sant, iy wont tol:;r bloom, \.voman,'fmm the. princess m‘ the. pen-
Presepy instnnc € wrapt—in ¢ maiden meditation,”’ which, in the
Wag, with gy ¢ “”‘?ﬂﬁlt, and, as T euspect, in a good many others,
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?\ex,h Pnhqi ;’t“ 11 those days,) whese * Fables for the Female
ito g, iq;led A yearor two before, had just found their way
: :':js ; then the form of a heather sprig suggested an
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the chief of " ought of her poor fnef!d He!en Cameron,
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,'9%¢8 across the sun. *¢ Poor, poor Helen !’
eh a“.ghmg]y i Archibald used to be jealous of Dun-
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him, except as the brother of my friend, whatever might be his
wishes with regard to me ; and now, il indeed, he be still alive,
he is chased like the hill fox or the hare, and has nowhere to lay
his head. Poor Dungallan ! poor, poor Helen ! Oh, the sicken-
ing horrors of such a war as this has been !—kinsman, with kins-
man, f{riend with friend. Anq now this fearful search after a
‘vanquished enemy !-—this hunting down an old acquaintance, or
it may be, an honourable rival, like a beast of the field ! Oh, to
a brave spirit, it must be misery !* sighed Marion to herself, im-
puting, as a tender wowman so often doesimpute, her own feelings
to the man whom she loves. ¢ Archibald must feel it so, in spite
of his devotion to General Camplell (who has been asa father
to him,) and bis loyalty to King George. And now these fearful
sentences !—that poor young girl who died of a broken heart
at the execution of her lover! They wring one’s very soul.
But Archibald has leave of absence now, for the cure of that old
wound at Culloden, and will remain with us during the whole
autumn ; and no fugitive would l.e mad enough to come into the
Campbell’s country. 'Then, in the winter, my father talks of
taking me to Edinburgh.”’  And the lilac damask, with alternate
bouquets of roses and carnations, (litted before the eyes of the
fair wearer. ¢ No one knows what may happen in the winter !*
thought she, and visions of snow-white satin night-gowns, and
white and sitver brocades, the bridal paraphernalia of the time,
gleamed, for an instant, in her mind’s eye, calling forth a blush
and a smile, a look and a feeling of innocent hope, that banished,
{or the moment, the recollection that such things as war and
misery had ever existed in this world of sunshine and shadow.

These were the musings which the pranks and vagaries of
Luath hud interrupted.  First, he was aware of the motion of a
moor-fowl among the heather, and he durted up the hill side
with the speed of an arrow, giving to his fuir Jady, and still mare
10 her serving maiden—who exerted her langs most womanfully
for his recovery, sereaming at the top of a naturally bigh voice
until the rocks echoed back the sound as if it had been the shrick
of a mountuin engle—giving to his fair pursuers the exceedingly
tormenting and provoking spectacle of moving away the fister the
more he was called back. Then a deer shewed himaclf in the
valley, and ofl he durted through the glen, with arush that threat-
ened to run down the whole herd ; while Janet’s shrill pipe re-
sounded through the uttermost depths of the glen, as it had before
climbed the topmost ridge of the crags. Then he coutented
hiinself with slighter Jdeviations from the straight path, skipping
from right to left, and from left to right, poking his nose into
that nook and this cranny, until, at last, just as the bridal ap-
parition had crossed Marion’s funcy, he disnppeared behind 2
small clumyp of brushwood—two or three young birch trees, and
a plant or two of yellow broowm and Scotch brier that grew on the
ledge of a cliff, down which, in winter, a mountain terrent inade
its way, and vanished, bodily, or seemed to vanish, into the fuce
of the rock.

The extraordinary disappearance of her favourite—followed,
18 it was, first by a low sound from Luath, something between
bark and a growl, then by oneor two muttered words, the speak-
er continuing invisible, and a slight noise of struggling—etlectually
roused his [xir mistress, who, naturally high-spirited, free~bon{,
and vigorous in mind and body, s becomes a mountain  maid,
plunged, withont hesitation, into the stony bed of the torrent, now
completely dried up by the summer sun, nand, scrambling with
considerable difliculty, (for the loose stones gave way even under
her light tread, and she was forced to grasp every instunt at the
tufts of grass and heather that grew in the fissures of the cliff, and
hung over its sides, to keep herscilf from fulling,) succeeded, aiter
some minutes’ hard climbing, in gaining the position which her
pet had reached at half a dozen bounds, and found herself perched
upon a narrow ledgédf toek overhanging the water-course, at
about tweunty feet from tha bottom ef the preipice ; hardly wide
enough to afford room to the little tuft of brushwood nbove which
the cliff rose in a smooth, sheer ascent, until it scemned mingling
with the clouds. Behind this small clump of bireh, and broom,
and brier, and now quite concealed by fhe summer folinge, was o
small fissure, penetrating the natural mound, through which i
was clear that Luath had disappeared, and into which she also
passed, regardless alike of the dangers that she might encounter
there, and of the warnings of Janet, who, climbing and remon-
strating with equal good will, followed ‘her lady as rapidly as o
hearty tumble, which had unluckily befallen her atthe com-
mencement of her ascent, would permit.

A similar misadventure had very nearly occurred to her fair

mistress, not aware, at the moment of her entrance, of the rapid
shelving of the narrow passage into the cave in which it termina-
ted. She recovered herself, however, and found, by the light
which penatrated through the fissure, (the ouly light which the
place atforded,) that she was in a natural eavern, of considera-
ble extent, and immediately confronted by a voung man, who
stood directly opposite to her, with an air and -sttitade - of calm
determination, one hand vigorously planted upon Luath’s neck,
and the other grusping a pistol which he had drawn from his
belt.

Both were instantly released as he perceived the sex of the in-
truder. : : . '

*“A woman !’ exclaimed he, replacing the pisto! in his girdle,
whilst Luath, in a transpert of pleasure, sprang upon ‘Mation’s
shoulder, and nestled his rough head against her cheek.” ¢ A
lady, then T bave nothing to fear.’” And, with a courtesy which
seemed habitual, he dragged a bloek of smooth stone, the ouly
thing resembling a seat which the cave afforded, toa level spot
near his faic visiter, and entreated her 1o take possession of it, in
an accent whose gentle cheerfulness contrusted singularly witk
his rude and squalid aspect.

Marion, complying with his request, gazed upon him, as he
stood before her, with a mixture of wonder and compas-
sion. He was u tall young man, of a fair complesion, er
rather a complexion which, before a long exposure to sup, znd
wind, and weather, had been fuir ; and a countenance which, in
spite of a tremendons length of beard, had something at once
singalar and agreeable. He wore an old dark tirtan ceat, u piaid,
and a philibeg, with & pistol and a dirk at his side, histdet all but
bare, and his whole appearance indicated the extremity of hu»m:m
privatioa.

¢ One of those unhappy suflferers!”
bright eyes filled with tears. < So might my futher aud my poor
cousin Archibald”’—even in her silent thoughts, she did not call
im by a tenderer name—¢* 8o might they have wandered in their

thought Marion, as her

anemy’s country, and have hidden in caves and rocks, had the
day of Culloden ended ditlerently.”” ‘

It is only my maid, sir—one for whose discretion I can an-
swer,’” said Marion, aloud, as the eutrance of Janet, and her
exclamation of alarin and astonishment at sight of the strunger
produced a less emphatic expression of serprise on his part.  ++ [
will answer for her as for myself,”” said Marion, waraily,

¢ Heaven forbid that I should doubt of either!™ responded
the stranger.  ** Wherever, during my wanderings, I have met
& woman, there I have been sure to find a fiiend. Pity and fideli-
ty are synonymous with her name.”’

¢ How can we serve you ' said Marion, gh.mcing towards
the interior of the cave, where sone heather, artanged with the
hlossoms upwards, the hardy couch of the Ihighlander, and ihe
remains of a wood fire, guve token of a residence of sowe dura-

tion. ** You seemto want’’——

¢ Almost everything, madam ! interrupted he, gaily. ¢ Far
awy wardrobe, you sec its condition : witness my two feet, with
nalf a brogue hetween them. Never was barefouted friar in fir-
ter order for a pilgrimage.  And asto my larder, that is reducer
o a still lower chh, as these fow crumbs may bear tesiim(my, 1
loubt if' the leunest beggiug Lrother of Ft. Francis was ever %0
sparsly furnished. 1 have been thinking, indecd
onslaught upon your venison. o-night,
from sheer starvation, though the report of five-army* '

« Vould bring upen you twenty armedmen > rejoive § Marjon
—¢¢ would produce lustant discovery, porhips instut death !
Jeaven be praised you refraived, and that Luath's curicsity ]e,(i
us here to supply your wants. Ifit hud boen my fther 10

+¢Qr if Captain Archibald bad happe
Miss Marion the now, instead of e, iy

wasna unlikely, ye ken !

» ¢Froaking an
I must have atienpted ¢

ned to gang nlang wi’
terposed Junet—s whi'k

«« Hush, Janet !’ rasumed her mistress

) . ss, blushing. ¢ We Liave
a0 time to waste In talk,

‘ They may niiss us at kome, and”* e
¢“Eh! Miss Marion, but ye are richt 1 exclzined the incor-
rigible lady’s maid. ¢ The captain ’ill miss ye sure anoo, sne
sune as behas dune thae weary letters. We hae nae tim; for
clavers. He'll be sceking ye up-the ‘brue and doun the brae ;
and the loun Donald, the captain’s man®’ ?

““He’ll be seeking afier somebody else—will he not ?** inquir-
efl the stranger who had listened with an air of suppressed
amusement, uud sly, quiet intelligence, nota little Pravoking o

the fair Marion, to the ruvelutions of her waiting womaa.



