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breezes, among the swaying thistles and nodding
blue bells in snatches of old songs:—-«Oh!
send Lewie Gordon hame ;" ¢ A would be right
again, gin Jamie were come bach.”

A strange, deserted, sad, sullen world these
English gentlenen yeomen, and grooms passed
through iu the hostile districts, like crossing
Styx, and wandering among the shades of the
dead, ns to the Hessiang the Northern pass ap-
peared the mouth of Hell; but they were mostly
practical men, thinhing of the gluies of Bath
in the season, or the comforts of country-houses,
of shot and shoulder-helts, of buuts and tops aml
aching limbs within thew, of grudged wgtus'
quarters und “sweer” Kail and porridge, or, if
their  buaginations were given to eacursions,
of hillside nmbushes and the slogan of Highluad
SRVages.

The bLitter jibis and mutlered curses of the
women tell on the soldiers likie sinabl stones on
coats of mail; they were not worth vesenting,
so long as a war of words was all wiach the
viragos ventured to wage. Yetiwere the- sirong
wonen these Scoteh wenches—some of them
the terror of (he yellow harvest ficld in their
snoods or cuiches, or the randy fishwives of the
white sandy shvre.  Most of them fiad drunk i
Scopture with their Scoteh blood and therr
mothers’ milk, and were well read in the stories
of Jacl aud Sisern, and tie mother in Israel who
threw down a piece of a mudstone on the head
of Abimelech, the son of Jerubbaul ; and the
red coats had need to march warily through the
steep narrow streets of the town,

A few of the spectators were of higher rank
and gentler breesdhng, but net of oppoesite faith
these  were at the wmdows, expressing their
wrath by sileat, stately scorn.  Oue young
woman of this clags filled 2 narrow window
with her hoop and her ruflfes: wiile at the
other window of the same *all, grey honse,
women zud children, ladies and servants, clus-
tered and huaug by each other hke frghtened
pigcons or sheeps: but the girl set herself forth
alone as a mark for the carbines should there he
skirmishing in the streets, or volleys of inseient
triumpl, in voluntary testimony, knitting her
smooth brow and setting her white weeth, toher
batred of the Wings,  She had thrown the win-
dow up and leant on the sill, and there framed
by the window-frame in 2 setting of diamonds,
the small window-panes glistenmg and sparkling
behind her head, she was a conspicuous objrct
and a striking contrast to the general forlorness
and disarray,—tho studicd neglect and squalor.
Not that it was a propitious face, for not = face
there gloomed more determinedly ; but it was the
gloom of asummer shower shrined in a rain-
bow : the pout of a girl, and a lovely gitl—n
rustic beauty growing up spontanccusly like the
convolvuius ou sea brass, with the same wonder-
ful combination of delicacy and wildness. A
throat like a swan's, a head like n fawn’s, eyes
hke the shy beautiful eyes of @ game bird, and
a moush that spoke frank, rash, froward words
of love and hate; a delightful, bolg, fearless,
teusting, tempting child's mouth, which, even as
she bridled and frowned, burst apart, and showed
the glistening teeth n therr half appreciation
and whole marvel at a grand spectacle, a rare
show in the town. The entire figure was in
holiday array, as Montrose dressed for his execu-
tion, in silk gawn, worked apron, aud gold
chain with keys dangling at the side, lace
stomacher, and little Ince cap laid flag, Yike the
capof the Christ Churchboys, on the top of the
overflowing, crisp, girlish dark hair.

A young officer with alight step, & roving
glauce, and 2 gay, thoughtless heart, lovked up
and caught sight of the peerless picture, the one
pleasant picture which the town presented.
“Good morrow, my pretty maid, will you go
with me?” be called ont of the undisciplined
ranks, giving a scrape and a swagges.

The blood rushed like firc over the beautiful
youag face, but as the vikicr wotnen screamed
and fell back, she stretched farther forward, and
faciog the bold man, she drew her two arched
brows into ont strught black hine, pressed her
red lips together, and uttered the bare mono-
syllable ¥ No,” with an cnergetic rudeness that

caused o hoarse laugh to rise and ring among
tho old rough John Bull soldicrs.

The young officer was a man of rank (asthey
say), and would linger and parley at will though
he kept his comrades waiting. * And why not?”?
he demanded  in explanation, @ Because you
are no an honest man,” asserted the daring,
confiding red lips, the wild eyes looking with-
out winking at his dangling sword and silver-
mounted pistols, the white throat swelling with
fonduess nud fidelity to his foe; while n mur-
mur and vustle of fear—an *Qh, Mause, tuk’
eut and dinna brag the sodger,” shook like the
wind awong the slim willows and the birches,
the group at her side.

‘The ollicer reddened o shade in approach to
the hue, “angry and brave,” of his coat, buthe
put the best face he could on the sharp retost.
¢ How du you kuow that, mmy pretty nmd 2 he
went onan mock definnee.

# By the colour of your coat,” she nnswered,
shortly; “no honest man wears sicenn s coat
on his back,” —and she shut the window with
i bang and ran from it in sudden pauic, as the
commanding officer bebind cried “Forward!?
and the lviterers advanced in double guick time.
Nut before Gaptain Bernard, of Bernard's Court,
in the wolds of Yurhshire, hauled a passer-by——
*Who was that lass that answered from the
winduw 27 (He bad learnt the term, hke the
puor gabiant Frencluficd lad who, with the two
wourds “boumie lass,” won the woman's heart of
Scotland.)

“Lass!” grumbled the pawky gangrel,
¢ she's nane of a lass; she’s the young leddy of
Legs-my-lea” (Scottice for Ecclesia laria,
Chutch lands rechnstened at the Reformation),
“ Mistress Mause Mailian of Watergate that
was; the Laird of Legs-my-lea wedded bher and
brought her hame a month syne; for him, Fou
can speer word at her if ye waut him, for he's
gane like the lave of the men to the coals, or
the peats, or the hay, or—uweel, the deil and
their wives ken whar.”

It haPpenied that Captain Bernard was left,
much against his will, to hold the town with
twvo scores of his men; and before night the
news waus brought himn that the Laird of Legs-
my-lea had been in a tussle with the loyal
militia of & landward town, at sore miley’ dis-
tance, had been wounded in the shoulder, had
trailed hiwself home like a wounded dog, and
was lying lid in lus house in the town at that
very moment.  “ Legs-my-leal” cred the Cap-
tain ; % by George, that's the husband of the
saucy jade who spurned me!”?

¥ YOUR WORSHIPFUL SERVANT MADAM.

The Laird of Liegs-my-lea’s housein the town
was scant of room. People did not want either
space or privacy in those days, but did the most
exciting deeds, elbowing each other, in the
centre of well-informed, interested spectators.
Then there was trouble in the house, which
wkes a house staller.  Last montha bride had
been brought home by a wildfire of a laird, who
did not think % zoing out” and risking his bead
was sutficicnt buginess on his bauds, but must
marry o wife aad risk her tender heart into tho
bargain. Now, a wounded man lay, hoots and
all, on the top of the quilt which Mause had
patched, in the box-bed, that was not yot dis-
carded from its position as a convenient article
of furniture in & private sitting-room. 1t was
highly cenvenient for Magnus the Ilaird—the
comely, despotic, gencrous young gianty who
was not so much injured that he could not raisc
bimsclf on his clbow, see what was going on in
domestic cconomy, and put in bis word when
affairs went against his will, agd in the fever
and icritation of his wound he put in his word
perpetually. It was horribly inconvenicat for
Mause——the lady, the laird’s mother and ber
sister, and the lady’s mother and her sister——all
of whom bad taken refuge in the one bouso of
Legs-my-lea for comfort and company to each
otlier, deserted as they were by their nataral
rulers aud protectors.

Tho women had business of their own, to
which they did not want the man over whoso
uaexpected return thoy had laughed and cried
three hours before, to be & witness,  Mauseo was

frotted in the nursing of Ler husband by tho in-
terferenco of so many other nurses tendering
their advico unasked, as o right of kindred,
though Maguus turned his back upon them and
would allow no one to put o finger on him, not
oven his old mother, none save his seventeen
years’ old wifo of six weoks,

In tho meantime these good people took their
case in the crroncous impression that Cumber.
land’s soldiers had marched through the town,
aud over the hills and fur away, before Liegs-my-
lea’s arrival. Engrossed by their own matter,
they hnd not heard of Captain Bernard and his
forty men coolly cosconced in the town-house,

It was a low-roofed, white-panclled room in
which the family commotion prevailed, full of
the mingled simplicity and mystery which our
ancestors loved. Unsophisticated as the room
looked, 1t was choke full of sccrets, The box-
bed opeued like a cupboard. Tho cupboard
itself was entered by a moveable panel. Try to
open it in the legitimate way, and a man woud
requiro au axe to split the wood asunder; but
press a panel in one direction, and it slid away
in a trice, leaving to view an innocent enough
thing, in its uselessness—a carved buffet, whit-
ted iuto curves and scallops, not worth the
waneeuvee of getting at it, unless that it bore
poor Muuse's blue-and-gold starred cbina, oue
cup of whicli was broken already. (And Mause
could have sat down und cried when the frac-
ture took place, cre she knew what she was
about, had not Legs-my-lea been still at ber
clbow to kiss the first big bright drop away ;
and hiad she not promised herself neveragainto
trust the egg-shell cups in clumsy irresponsible
fingers, but to wash them night and morning, *
like a good housewife, with lher own dainty
hands,, oud dry thew with her satin dawask
napkins.) The very window to the garden was
not 2 window, but a door—half glass, balf pan-
nelled wood—hich opened with so low a step
to the fower border, that, lift tue latch, and
wreaths of green and white "periwickle, purple
and green clematisand single ¢ red, red” roscs
leapt straight in, avd wovo a shifting, fading,
exquisite summer carpet on the coarse home.
spun floorcloth,

In this room the somewhat ominous gathering
of the couple’s families and friends sat, liko &
bench of judges, masquerading in damask
gowns, pinners, top-knots, and mumbled and
mowed and skirled their sentences on the im-
proper behaviour of the inexperienced heads of
the house of Legs-my-lca; took Mause to task
sharply, and spoke out theirminds iadirectly to
the chained at laird.

#What for did you don your best silk gown,
my dochter 2” insinuated old Ludy Logs-my-lea,
in a cracked voice, * that suld have been kept
for tho king’s coronation or for the butter-saps
at least.” .

# Aud you have torn your negligée that cost
me ever s0 many punds Scots, you wastrife
bairn ;" old lady Watergates, thrown 5o far off
her guard as to confess to a price, flouted the
youthful matron in another quavering pipe.

« All the town was there to see,” pled Mause,
in scnsitive vanity ; ¥ was Legs-my-lea’s wifo to
appear like a2 common woman or like no wife at
all, but an unspecred lass ?”

“You are a bauld wife of two months—no
out, that a strange man sald mint to address you
madam,” her sister-in-law, Mistress Littlojobn,
whose husband was only a clerk, and-who was
in his own person lank, with high- cheek-bones,
warned Mause austerely. S

¢ Aud what garred yo answer the man, you
cutty 2 He'll think you a light woman; but
youwere aye & forward lass, or you would not
be where you are;® crisd Peggy, the bride’s un.
married cldest sister, who had red hair and many
freckles, and who tossed her uncovered maiden
hend scornfully, and gulped dow an indignant
gigh:
¥ T couldns help it,” urged Mauso irrelevantly,
¢ my heart just came into my mouth.”

Legs-my-lea lay there like & lion that has
been bit, with his yellow hair £o {ambled freo
from its powder and pomatum that it was flying
100s6 a8 a mane,and brushing Mause’s soft cb”k&
when he pulled ber down to him (much asit has



