
.The Scot Abr-oal.

little pug-nosed, dirty faced fellow, dressed (or rather undressed) in a
tattered pair of trousers, and a shirt that looked as if it hadn't been
washed for a mon th-stuck his armis akimbo, and crew like a cock. I
took him fora drunicen camp-follower,and wasrather astonished to see all
the Russian Oicers stand up and salute him, as if lie had been the eni-
press in person ; but my old Bavarian, renarking my bewildernent,
whispered to me that this was Suvarov himsolf. le chatted a minute
or two with his officers, and then looking hard at me, (I suppose he
thoumght I looked ratieri greener than the rest, and wanted to give me a
start,) asked in Russ, which one of the others interproted for me,
"Hov many stars are there in the sky?" "None at present," ans-
wered I in French: " they only cone out at night." 'Tlie old fellow
laigled when they repeated what I had wid, and told me I ought to
have been a Russian; and with that ho bolted out as suddenly as he
cane in, and I never saw him again.

It was a few days after our glimupse of the enemiy's mnage, that the
first taste of retribution overtook mv friend the Englishman. We were
strolling through the canmp w ith a 1Tmikish officer, whose acquaintance
we had made theday before, and the interpreter vas abusing the Scotch
to lis licart's content, as usual, when, to his utter astonishment (and to
mine, too for that mnatter,) Hassan Bey turned upon hini and broke out
fiercely, " Il'll tell you vhaat, ma mon, gin ye daur lowse your tongue
upon ma country like thaat, l'Il gie ye a cloot on the lug that'll mak'
it tingle from now till halowe'en

You should have scen the Englishnan's face; I think I never saw a
Man really thunderstruck bifore. " Why good gracious ! " stammered
he at length, " I thougi.t you were a Turk !

" And sac I an a Turk ithe noo, ia braw ciel," retorted the irato
Glasgow Mussuhnan ; " and a better anc than yc'/l ever mak', forbyo
for ye ken no more of their ways than my fatier's o!d loather breks,
that ne'er trawvclled furtler thanjistfraGlasgac to Greenock, and back
again ; but welion 1 gang haine (as l'il do or it's lang. if it bo God'vull)
Til jist be Wully Forbos, son o' auld Daddie Forbes o' the Gorbals, for
a' tlat:'s come and galne !

At that moment, as if to add to the eff'ect of tiis wondcrful metanor-
pliosis, a splendidly dressed H1ungarian, whom I renienbered to have
seon amiong the Russian oficers, with whom we had dined, called out
from the otier bank of the stream that separated our outposts from the
Ciieiiiy's: " Wully, mon, there's truce the noo for twa hours; jist come
wi me, and we'll han a glass o' whu,ky thegither!

At this second miracle, the interpreter's ftee assuiied a loolk of unde-
fmied appreoension, woiderful and edifying to behold.-exactlyt lie look
of Moliere's l Malade Imaginaire," when we began to wonder w'hether
fliere vas realy anytinig serious the matter with him.

"Perhaps he's got a cold," suggested I: " but I must tell you that
some of our savans hold the thmeory that Scotch w.as the original lan-
guage, to which ail nations vill one day return; and this looks rather
like it doesn't it ?"

Seo.teh tirQ original lancguage ! "slhrieked my companion ; and break-
ing off in the midd.e of a sentence. le subsided into a silence more ex-
pressive than words."

A few daysafer this, a scouting party of vlich I had the command,
took a Rnssian officer; add in order to tcheer him up a bit under this
misfortune, I asked him to dine with me, the party being completed by
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