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TALES OF THE BORDERS.

der that ye notken that Ann, poor woman,
an’ her fdither, an’ her mother, an’ the family,
o' gaed 10 ahout Apierica mair thana year
and a‘half eyne, and P'm surprised ye haena
€een them”

“ Aaa in America 1 cried Peter. He was
unable to read the remainder of his mother’s
Ietter. He again flung his pack upon his
ghoulder, but rot so much to barter and to
sell, as to seek his betrothed bride. He visit-
ed almost every ity in the States, and in the |
provincesof British America. He advertised
for her in more than fifty newspapers; but in
hissearch,the world prospered with Peter: his
vrack had made him rich. He opened a store
in New-York. He became also o sharshold-
erin canals, and a proprietor of sieam-beats;
in short, he nas looked upon usone of the
most prosperous men in the city. But his
heart yearued for his vative land; and Peter
Paterson, 1:q., turued his propeity iuto cash,
and embarked for Liverpool.

Ten long years had passed since the eyes

of Befty Pateveon had looked upon her son ; |

and she was busied, on « winter day, leeding
her poultry dn the barn-yard, whea she
observed a postchaise drive through the
village and begin to ascend the hill towards
Foxlaw,

“ Preserve us, Robin 1’ she cried, agshe
bustled into the house, “ there’s a coach
comin’ here—what can folk in a coach want
wi’ the {ike ¢’ us? Haed awa out an’ see
what they want, till I fling on a clean mutch
an’ anapron, an® muk mysel wiselike.”

“¥ watna wha it can be,” said Robin, ashe
rose and went towards the door.

The chaise drew up—a tall genieel-looking
man alighted from j1—at the first glance he
seemed nearly forty years of age, but he was,
much youuger, As he approached, Robin
started back—his heart sprang to his throat
—his tongue faltered.

“ Pe—Pe—Peter!” he exclaimed. ‘The
stranger leaped forward, and fell upon the
-old man’s neck.

Betty heard the word Peter !~the clean
cap fell from her hand, she uttered a scream
of'joy, and reached to the door, her grey hairs
falling over lace ; and the next moment her
arms encircled her son,

T need not tell you of the thousanad anxious
questions of the fond mother, and how she
wept.as he hinted at the misfortunes he had
encounterefl,andsmiledand wept,and grasped
his haud, again, as be dwelt upon his pros-
peritys

“yd_ I oo aye say,” exclaimed she, “that

1 would live to see my Peter a gentleman?”?
“Yet, mother,” said Peter, * riches cannot
bring happiness~at least not to me, while 1
can hear nothing of poor Ann. Cun no one
tell to what part of America her father wem?
—for 1 have sought them everywhere.”

* Oh, torgic me, hinny,” cried Betty, bitter-
ly; it was a mistake o yer mother’s a’thegi-
ther. T understand, now, it wasna America,
they gaed to ; but it was Jamaica, ar some
ca, and we hear thev’re back again.?

* Not America !’ said Peter: “and back
again'—then, where~where shall I find
her ?? *

“When we wrote fo you, that, after leaving
here, they had gaen to Ameriea,” said Robin,
“it was understood they had gaen there~
at ony rate, they went abroad someway-and
we never heard, till theother week, thatthey
were back to this country, and are now abhout
Liverpool, where I'm very sorry to hear they
are very ill off'y for the warld, they say, has
gaen &' wrang wi’ the auld man.”

Thiz was the only information Peter could
obtain, They were bitter tidings; but they
brought hope with them,

“Ye were saying that ye was in Liverpool
the other day,” added the mother; “1 won-
der ye didna see some o’ them

Peter was sad, yet he almost smiled at the

[ simplicity of his parent ; and he resolved to

set out in quest of his bethrothed on the fol-
lowing day.

Leaving Foxlaw, we shall introduce the
reader to Sparling Sireet, in Liverpool.—
Awongst the misernble ccllors Where the
poor are crowded together, and where they
are almost without light and without air, ane
near the foot of the street was distingaished
by its outward cleantiness; and in the win-
dow wasa ticket with the words—" A Girl’s
School kept here.~by A. Graham.® Over
this homble cellar was a boarding-house,
from wkich, ever and anon, the loud laugh
of jolly seamen rang boisterous ason their

own element. By a feeble'fire in the com-

fortless cellar, sat an emaciated, and appa-
rently dying man; near him sat his wife,
engaged in making such siicles of apparel
as the slop-dealers send to the West Indies,
and near the window was a pale but beauti-.
ful young woman, instructing a few children
in needle-work and the rudiments of educa-
tion. 'The children being dismissed, she.
began to assist her mother; and, addressing
her father, said—

“ Come, ther up, dear father—do not give:
way to despondency—we shall see- bettet
times, Come, smlle oow, and I wdl sing
your favourite zoag.”



