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LIFE—~AIl EPISTLE, -

lase thou consider'd Ldfe, my Friend,
Tis vnigin, pursits, st end
hs hevef and ahadawy conree—its ey
{ta eatcs, mint sitates, and pegalijes?
if a0, I guces you'l] wich a Lettcr,
Wahout n mctitoty Jerter,
11hus its whole aiouat aam up,
T3¢ alpplug from o vapd cup,

£ 120¢'s » boon, then T conclade,
The heart of man must be reiew'd -
Aye, 1hat's Ie poinl—the huart viice tught—e
To sstunate jt as we eughi,
Willwso ituss l‘:!h by nizh,
Conducting to a land of light;
And s0 cmploy its oneryics,
A4, by the race, 1o winthe pnze ,
And fired that, after alt we know
OF Eacth's tishatlow’d scenic ehow,
Religion’s blossstmings and fruit
Should ta Man’s paramowat pussuit.

1€ auch shoukl be ing fricid’s cascer,
et coaring 10 a glorious sphiate
Whete ho shall spond, without alloy,
A life of sver.fidwing joy.
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THE ESTIMATE,

2 Lat's live to.day,! the Man of Vicasure criss,
u "l'o-morrow tay 1ot come, ot least, to ta-
AVAy preach of teippincds bevoud the wkics 2
 Let's have it 0w, Without such whining fusene
Why drudge nlofig 1ife’ road, kice.deep in cate,
Since Ficasure hath projarcd a tlowery way?
Iudulge desire, the gresent banqgnet share §
Lafe wants space, Come, frichds, let's live to.day 19—
True, jovlal mottal, Lits fidced 18 shiort,
But Nloth and Folly make it ehortce sull,
fean, then, it houts, and let thein well report
, A protapt obedience to thy Makeg’s will,
Therais o better life, which hds no end,
Surely for tat 'us syaulons (o prepare y=e
Who would a tov shoit life in folly spend,
'n‘:‘n wuight in Niss a Lif otcnial share.
Let’s live to-day =to.morrow 18 not ours,
O, shoukl 1t comne, "twill gire us only gomd,
No * kuceodeep cute =10 ** whining %uu ** devours
The wise man’s feast of wasteless plemitade,
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~ Literatuce.

THE VACANT CHAIR,
BY JUIIN MACKAY \YILSON,

You have all heard of the Cheviot mouatains.
If you have not, they are a rough, ngged, ma-
ékes‘uc chain of hiils, which a poet mught terat the

oman walls of natdfe; crowned with snow,
belted with sturms, surrounded by pastares and
fruitful fields, and still dividig the notthern por-
tion - of Great Britain from the southern. With
. their Emud summus piercing tho clouds, and
their dack rocky dechivitics ?rqwning upon the
glons below, they appear symbolical of the wild
-aud antameable spints of the Borderers whoonce
inhabited thoir sides. Weo say, you have all
-heard of-the Chieviots, and know them to bo very
high hills, like a huge clasp rivetting England
and Scolland together; but waare not aware that
you may have'heard of ‘Marchlaw, an old, gray-
fooking farm house, substautial as a modern for-
tress, recently, and, for.aught we know 1o .the
coptrary, still inhabited b Peter Eliot, the pro-
g‘nelor of some five hundred surrounding acres.
The boundaries of Petef's farm, wdeed, were
defined pexth‘er'bﬁ fields, hedges, nor stone walls.
‘A wonden stake hore, and a stone there, at con-
siderable distances from each other, were the

-genera! fandmiarks ;:but neither Peter nor his

neighbors considered a fow acros werth quasral-
ling about; and theie sheep trequently visited
each other’s pasiuces in u froadly way, harmoe
niously shariug a family dinner, in the same
spinit aa their masters mado themselves freo at
each other’s tablo.

Petor was placed in vory unploasant circum-
stances, owing to tho situation of Marchlaw-
house, which, unfortunately, was bmlt imme-
diatoly across the * ideal fine*” dividing the two
kingdoms ; uwad his misfoitune was, that, being
borut withun it, he know not whether ho wis ati
Englishman or a Scotelnan. o could trace his
anceatral lino no farther back than his greate
fmndfalhor, who, 1t appeared from the family
Jibly, had, together with his grandfather and
(sther, claimed Macchlaw ns lﬁcir bisth-placo.
They, however, were ot involved 1 the same
perplexities as theat descendant.  The parlour was
tistinetly acknowledged to bo in Seotland, and
lwo-lhirésol tho kitohon Avdte ascartamly allowed
to be in Bogland § his thide ancestors weto born
in the room over the parlour, und, therefore, were
Scotchinen beyond question 3 but Peter, untucki-
ly, being brougly into the world before the death
of his grandfather, his parents occupied 3 room
immediately ovor tho debateable boundary line
which crosred the kitchen. Tho reoin, tiough
scarcoly eighit fect squary, was evident y siuated
Letween tho two conutries 3 but, no oue being
able to ascertain what postion belonged to cach,
Peter, after many arguments und alteroations
upon the subject, was driven to the disagrecable
alternative of confessing he kuew not wauat coun-
teyman ho was.  What rendered tho confession
the wore painful was, it was Peter’s highest ans-
tion to bo thought a Scotchman.  Atl s aruble
land lay on the Scotch side; ks mothr was col-
laterally related to the Stuarts; and few famdies
wers moro ancient or respectabla thanthe Elhots.
Petac’s speech, iudeed,” bewrayed him to be a
walking partitfon.between the two kugdoms, a
living represontation of the Uaion ; foc in one
word he pronounced the lettor r with 119 broad,
mascoline sound of the North Briton, wad in the
uext with the liguid durr of the Northumbnans,

Peter, or, if you profer it, Peter Elliot, Esquire,
of Marchlaw, in the counties of Noithumberland

and Roxburgh, was for many years the best run- | day, entere

—-—

fong mamed, but mamagn had wronght no
changs upon him,  Tuey who suppose that wed.
lock transfonms the Iaik into an owf, oller an insalt
to the | vely bengs who, brashtening oure daskest
hours with the stules of atlaction, teach us that
that only 1s unbeccming in tho hustand swhich is
dis;mceful in the man, Noatly twenty yoars
had passed over them; but Janet was aill as
kind, and, in lis oyvs, us Leautiful, as whon, be-
stowing on tam het hand, she blushed her vowa
at tho altars and ho was stitl as happy, as goner-
ous, and nas free,  Nine faie eluldron sat around
their domestis hoarth, and one, the yonngling of
the flock, smiled upon its mothet's knee, Peter
hat never known sortow ; ho wna blest it his
wife, 1n s children, fli» flocks, Ho had boe
comno sicher than tas {athers, e was bafored
by his Doghbors, tho tllers of his ground, aud
s herdsmon 3 yei, no man envied his prospetity.
But i bhght passed over the hagvest or his joys,
and gall was raived into the cup of his fehicaty,

It wus Chustmas-day, and a invrs melancholy
looku 52 sun never toso on the 25th of Decomber.
Oue vast, subie cloud, hike a wuversal pall, over-
spread tho heavens,  For weels, the ground bud
been covered with clear, dazzling suow 3 nnd as,
throughout the duy, the rain continued its unwea-
ned and monotonous dnzzle, the carth ussumed
a chamcter amd appearance melancholy and
troubled us the heavens,  Liko a mastill that han
lust 1ts wwaer, the wind howled dolefully down
the glens, and was re-cchoed fium the eaves of
the mountaus, as the lamentations of a legion of
nvisible spunts.  The fiownmy, snov-clad pro-
cipices were istinet with motion, as avalanche
apon avalanche, the larger burying the less,
crowded downward in thew lrcxncmﬁwus onmey
to the plain.  The sitnple mountam nitls had ax.
sumed the majesty of niveis ; the bioadératreams
waro swollon into the wild torrent, and, gushin
forth as cataracts, in fury aud in foam, envelop
the valleys in an xlngry?lood. But, at Marchlaw,
thu fire blazed blitholy ; the kitchen groaned
beneath the load of preparations for a joyful feast,
and glad faces glided fiom roum to room.

Peter Elliot bapt  Christiay, uot &0 mtich be-

cause it was Chsistmas, as in_honor of its being
thu birth-day of Thom s, his first harm, who, that
lus nineteenth year. With a futhep's

ner, leaper, and wrestlor between Wooler and ) love hus heart yearae!l fur all his children, but

Jedburgh.
bullet whizzed through the airr hike a pugeon on
the wing; and the best putter on the Bunders
quailed from compotition.  Aa a feather mn his
grasp, he se1zed the unwieldy hammer, swept 1t
tovnd and round his head, accompanynag witls a-
gilo limb its evolutions, swiltiy as swalivws play
around a circle, and burled 1t from lus handslke
a shot from a nfle, 1l antugonists shrunk back
and the spectators borst into a shout. ¢ Well
dorie, Squmire! the Squre for ever!” once ex
claimed a servile observer of titles, ¢ Squire !
wha are ye squinicg at ¥ 1eturned Peter. ¢ Con-
found ye! whore was ye when I was christened
Squire ? My name’s Peter Elliot—j3our man, or
onybody’s man, at whatevér they like!*?

Peter’s soul was free, bounding and buoyant,
as the wind that carolled in a zophyr, or shouted
in n hurricane, upon his native hills; and his
hody was thirteeu stone of healthy, substantial
flesh sieeped 1 the spints of lfe. He Lad beon

Wiurled from his hand, the pouderous | Thumas w

as the prido of hi-e eyes. Cards of
apulsgy had not thea fuund their way among our
Border hils; and, as all knew that, although
Peter admatted no spinits within his threshold, nor
adrankard at lus table, he was, nevertheleas, no
nugzard « his hospitality, s invitations were
accepted without coremony. The gucsts were
asscanbled; aml the kitchen being the only
apartment in the building large enough 1o cone
tain them, the cloth was spread upon a long,
clear, oaken table, streiching frmm England into
Scotland. On the English end of the board wero
placed a ponderous plum-pudding, studded with
lemplation, and a smoking sirloin; on Scotland,
a savoury and well-seasioned haggis, with a
sheep’s head-and trotters ; while the intermediate
space was filled with the good things of this lifa,
common to both kingdoms, and to the scasun,
‘The guests from the nosth, and fr.n the snuth,
wero arranged promiscuoasly. Every seat wa+
filled—save one.” The char by Peter’s right hana



