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him on the rhetorioal powers he had been displaying,

and would willingly have treated the subjeet-matter of
the discussion playfnlly. But his feelings had heen
moved to an extent far beyond their apprehension: he
azokiimed, "No, no— 'tis no laughing matter; little by
little, whatever your wishes may be, you will destroy
and undermine, until nothing of what makes Scotland

Scotland shall remain." And so saying, he turned round
to conceal his agitation— but not until Mr. Jeffrey saw
tears gushing down his cheek— resting his head until he
recovered himself on the wall of the Mound. Seldom, if

ever, in his more advanced age, did any feelings obtain
uch mastery.
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