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4 THE SOLDIER'S RETURN.

+} Seven or eight years ago, I was travelling
hetween Berwick and Selkirk ; and having
slarted at the crowing of the cock, I had left
Melrose before four in the afterncon. On
»#rriving at Abbotslord, T perceived a High-
nJand soldier, apparently fatizued as myself,
vleaning upen a walking stick, and gazing
1 intensely on the faivy palace of the magician
; whose wand is since broken, but whose ma-
! gle still remains, I am no particnlar disciple
tof Lavater's ; yetthe man carried his soul
l upon his face, and we were friends at the first
gfance. He wore a phir Highland bonnet,
| aud a coarse grey great-coat,buttoned to the
’tl}roat. Iis dress bespoke huu to belong only
' tdtheranks ; but there was a dignity in his
‘yfanner, aud a fire, a glowing funguage, in
' Bs eyes, worthy ol'a chicftein. is beigly
Bicht exceed five feet nine, and his age be
gbout thirty. The traces of manly beaunty
Ferestill upon his cheeks ; but the sun of a
Western hemisphere had tinged them witha
hllow hiue, and imprinted untimely furrows,
% Our conversation related chicfly to the
$lassic scenery around us; and we had
lf'acamly journeyed together for two or three
oilec, when wearrived at a little sequesteted
urial-ground by the way side, near which
ghere was neither church nor dwelling, Iis
pw wall was thinly covered with turf, and
ve sat down upon itto rest. My companion
Recame silent and melancholy, and his eyes
gvandered anxionsly among the graves.
® © Here,”said he, “cleep some of'my father’s
®hildren, who died in intancy.”
He picked up a small stone from the ground
and throwing it gently about ten yards,
That,” added he, “is the very spot. But,
fank God ! no grave-stone has been raised
_uring my absence! It is a token 1 shall
* 'nd my parents living ; and,” and continued
. e with acifrh, *'may Ialso find their love!
x ¢ is hard, sir, when the heart of a parent is
- urned against hisown child.?

* He dropped his head upon his breast fora

: W moments, and was silent; and hastily
" aising his forefinger to his eyes, scemed 10
. ash away asohtary tear. Then turning 10

* 1e, he continued—**You may think, sir, this
- - weakness ina common soldier ; but human
" earts beat beneath a red coat. My father,
vhose name is. Campbell, and who was
rought from Argyleshire while young, is a
vealthy farmer in this neighbourhood.—
"wenty years ago I loved a being gentle as
1 light of a summer moon. We were chil-

dren together, and she grew in beauty on
my sight, as the slac of evening steals into
glory through ihe twilight. But she was
poor and portionless, the daughter of a mean
sheplierd. Our attachment offended my fa-
ther. He commanded me to leave her for
ever. [ could not, and he turned me from
his house. I wandered—1 knew not, and I
cared not, whither. But I will not detain
you with my history. In my utmost needs
{ met a sergeant of the forty-second,who was
then upon the recruiting service, and in a
few weeks I joined that regiment of proud
hearts. Iwas at Brussels wlen the invitation
to the wolt'and the raven rang at midnight
through the streets. 1t was the herald of a
day of glory and of death. There were three
Highland regiments of us--three joined in
one, joined in rivalry, in love, and in purpose ;
and, thank Fate! Iwas present when the
Scots Grevs, flying toour aid, raised the e-
lectric ehout, ¢ Scotland forever ! * Scotland
{or ever  returned our tartared clansmen :
‘Scotland for ever I’ reveberated as from the
hearts we had left behind us ; and  Scotland
for ever ¥ re-echoed * Victory  Heavens !’
added he, starting to his feet, and grasping
his staff, as the enthusiasm of the past gushed
back upon his soul, “ to have joined in that
shout was to live an eternity in the vibration
of a pendulum

In a few minutes the animated soul that
gave eloquence to his tongue,drew itself back
into the chambers of humanity,and resuming
his seat upon the low wall, he continued : ©1
leli my old regiment with the prospect of
promotion,and have since served in the West
{ndies; but [ have heard nothing of'my father,
nothing of'my mother, nothing of her I love!?

While he was yet speaking the grave dig-
ger, with a pick-axe and spade over his
shoulder, entered the ground: he approached
within a few yardsof where wesat; and he
measured off a narrow piece of earth ; it en-
circled the little stone which the soldier had
thrown to mark out the buriai~place of his
tamily. Convulsion rushed over the featares
of my companion ; he shivered : he grasped
my arm ¢ his lipsquivered : his breathing be~
came short and loud : the cold sweat trickled
from his temples: he sprang over the wall;
he rushed towards the spot.

“Man ?’ he exclaimed in agony, * whose
grave is that

“ Hoot ! awa wi’ ye 1 said the grave dig-
ger, starting back at his manner; “whatna
way is that togliff a body ! are ye daft 7

“ Answer me,” cried the soldier,seizing his



