THE LITERARY ECHO.

In a short time in comes Mr. Wefl, wi’ a picco
of lowing paper in his hand, that ho had got frae
the next Kor to licht the shop; and nac sooner
did Donald sce him than he ax'd him for his note.

« What note, honest man #” said Mr. Wefl.

«The noto, the auld scounrel, your grandfaither,
stole frae me,” quo® Donald. .

« My grandfaither!”’ answered the ither wi'
amazement, “I am thinking, honest man, yo hae
had a glass owre muckie. My grandfaither has
been dead for saxteen years, and I nc’er hesrd
tell till now that he was a fief.” .

< Weel, weel, then,” quo’ the Heelandman, «1
don't care nzething about it. If he's no your
grandfaither, he'll be your faither, or brither, or
your cousin.”

# My faither, or my brither, or my cousin!” re-
peated Mr. Weft. *1 maun tell ye plainly, frien’,
that I hao neither faither, nor brither, nor cousin
of any description, on this side of the grave. I
dinna understand yc, honest man, but I reckon
that ye hac sat ower lang at the whiskey, and my
advice to ye is to stap hame and sleep it aff”’

At this speech the Heelandman lost a’ patience,
and lookit sae awfully ficrce, that ance or twice 1
was on the nick of coming forrit and explaining
how matters really stood ; but curiosity keepit me
chained to the back shop, and I just thocht I
would bide a wee, and see how the afair was like
to end.

# Pray, wha are you, air?” said Donald, putting
his hands in his xides, and looking through his

upon Mr. Weft, like 2= mad man. “Wha
are you, §ir, that daur to speak to mo in this
manner "

“Wha am I?" said the ither, drapping the
remnant of the paper, which was burnin’ close to
his fingers, “T am Saunders Weft, manufactarer
in Hamillon—that's what I am.” .

“And I am Tonald Campbell, piper's sister's
son to his Grace the is:\:{x'*c:xt, grand Tuie of Argyle,”
thundered out the Heelandman, wi' a voico that
was fearsome to hear.

# And what about that 7" quo’ 3r. Wef, rather
snappishiy, as I thocht; #if ye were the great,
grand Duke of Argyle himsel, 33 ye ca’ him, I'll
no permit you to kick up 2 dust in my shop.”

Yo scounrel,” wid Dcnald, seizing Mr. Weft
by the throat, and shaking him tll he totlered
like an aspen leaf] “div y¢ moan to spesk ill of
his Grace the Tuke of Argyle?” And hegi'ed
him anither shake—then, Iaying baud of his nose,
he swore that hewould pa’taslungas a cow’s tail,
if he didna that instant restore him his lost pro-
perty. At this sicht I began to grew 8° ower,
&nd now saw the needcessity of stapping ben,-and
maving my cmployer frac farther damsge, bodily
and itherwise. Nac sooner had I made my a

ce than Donald let gohis gripof Mr. Wefl's
nose, and the latier, in a groat passion, cried out,
«William M:Goe I tak yo o witness what I hae
gufferit frac this bluid-thirsty Heclandman 1 It's
ot 1o be endured in = Christian country: I'll hae
the law of him, that I will. Tl be whuppit bat
Tl hac amends, although it costs mo twenty
pounds I”

“What's the matter?” quo' I, ‘pbr:lending ignor
ancs of the haill concern. ¥ What, in the pame,
of Nebuchadnezzsr, has set yo thegither by the

lugs? Then Mr. Welt began his tals, how ho

i

had been vollered and-weel nigh thrappled in his
ain shop. Then tho ither tauld how, in tho first
E‘}acc, Mr. Weft's grandfaither, as he ca'd Nosey,
ad stolen his note: and how, in tho socond place,
Mr. Weft himsel kad insulted tho great, grand
Duke of Argyle. In 8 word, there was a despor-
ate kick-up between them, the ane threeping that
he would tak tho law of the ither immediately.
Na, in this respect Donald gacd the greatest
lengths; for he sworo that, rather thas: be do-
feated, ho wad his causo to the House of
Yords, although it cost him thertty pounds ster-
ling. I now saw it was time to put in a word.

“ Houts-touts, gentlomen,” quo’ I, “ what's the
usa of a’ this clish-ma-claver ?  Yo've baith gottin
the wrang sow by the log, or my names no
William M‘Gee. I'll wager ye a penny-piece, that.
my monlkey Nosey is at the bottom of tho business.

Nac sooner had I spoken the word, than the
twa, looking round the shop, spicd the beastie
sitting upon the shelf, grining at them, and put-
ting out his tongue, and tﬁﬁglo-waggling his
walking-stick ower his left clbow, as if he had
been playing upon the fiddle. Mr. Weft at this
epparition set up a loud lauch; his passion left
bim in a moment, when he saw tho ridiculous mis-
tako that the Heclandman had fa'en into, and I
thocht he would hse bursted his sides with even-
down merriment. At first Donald lookit desper-
ate angry; and, judging frao the way he was
twisting about his mouth and rowed- his een, I
opined that he intended somo deadly skaith to the
monkey. Bat his gude sense, of which Hecland-
men are ro a'thegither destitute, got the better of
his anger, and ho roared and lauched like the
very mischicf. Nor was this a'; for nao s00nct
hsd ho began to lauch, than the monkey did the
same thing, and held its sides in preccesely the
same manper, imilating bis actions, in the maist
amusin’ way imaginable. This only set Donald
slauching mair than over, and when he lifted up
his neive, and shook it at Nosey in a gude humor-
ed way, what think yc that cratar did? Odds,
manl! he took the noto from:his ponch, whare it
lay rowed up like a baw, and, papping it at
Donald, hit him as fairly upon the nose, ss if it
had boen shot out of a weel-aimed musket.  Thero
was 30 resisting this. Tho haill three, or rather
the haill four, for Nosey joined us, set up = loud
lauch; and tho Heclandman's was tho londest of
', showing that he was really & men of sense, and
could tak’ a joko as well a3 his neighbors.

When_the lsuchin' had s weo subsided, Mr.
Gampbell, in crder to show that ho had nse ill
wall to Mr. Weft, ax’d his pardon for the rough
way ho had trested him, but the worthy maneo-
facturer wadns hear o't.  * Houts, man,” quo’ he,
““dinns say 8 word =bont it. IVs 2 mistak’
s'thegither, and Solomon himsel, ye ken, whiles

ﬁod wrg]g." Whoreupon tho Heclsndmsn
ught 2 Kilmarnock nicht-cap, prics sleven-pieco
ha'penny, frae Mr. Weft, and paid him wi' of
the very note that brocht on the ferly I has just
been relating.  Bat his gode wall didns end here,
for he insisted on teking us ' —Nosey the
lave—io the nearess public, whero he giad us &
fricn'ly glass, and we keepit tawking on-
koys, and what not, in s manner at anco odifying
xnd amusing 1o hoar. .
So exils thd stry of the monkey.



