Prociastinalor—"The Bride. .

tere the victim of procrastination finished
anarrative.  The storm had passed wvay,
ol the sun again ghone ont. . The man had
qerested me, and we left the gardens toge-
. Imentioned that 1 had to go into the
i+ he had business there alwo, and asked
caccompany me.  { eondd not refose him.
‘om the door by which we left the gardens,
sroute lay by way of Oxford Street.  As
epoceeded down Holhorn, the church bell
-st. Sepulehre’s hegar to toll @ and the
-wj, collected round the top of Newgate
e, indicating an execution. Az weap-
ached the place,the eriminnd was hrought
b He was @ young man ubout nineteen
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sears of age, and had been found guilty of
an acaravided case of honsebreaking.,  As
the nnhappy being tarned round to look upon
the spectators, my companion gave o cok—
valsive shriek, and, sprincing from my eide
exclaimed—* Righteous Heaven! my Willie!
my murdered Wilhie V—tie had proceeded
but a few paces, when he fell with his face
upont the groumd. In the wretehed criminal
he di-covered his fost, his only son.  The mi~
gerable old man was conveyed, in a state of
insen-ibily, to St. Bartholomew’s Hospital,
where I visited him the next day: he «eemn—
ed to suffir much, and, ina lew hours, died
with a shudder, and the word 2rocrastina-
{ion op his tongue:

THE BRIDE OF BRAMBLEHNAUGH.

thas been stated by the greatest critics
warld ever saw—whose names we would
tion, i we did wish to aveid interfering
h the simplicity of our humble annals—
tno fictitious character ought to be made
ace virtuous and unfortunate; and the
wngiven for it is, thtt: mankind, having
sural tendency toa belief of an adjust-
Weven in this world, of the cliims ol vir-
and deserts of vice, are displeased with a
«=entation which at once overturns this
fand creates dissatislaction with the
s of Providence. 'This may be very
ieriticismy, and we have no wish to find
twith itas applied to works intended to
ucea certain eflect on the minds of read -
but so long as Natare and Providence
- with machinery whose secret springs
id from our view, and evince—doubtless
‘ke purpozes—a disregard of the adjust-
-of rewards and punishment for virtue
vice, we shall not want higher authority
eritics for exhibiting things as they are,
straying them on the page of truth, wet
unavailing tears, goodness that went
:grave, not only unrewarded, but struck
-with griefs that should have dried the
and grizzled the hairsof the wicked.
-little haugh that runs paralicl to the
d—at a part of 1ts course not far from
e and through which there creeps
2 bed of white pebbles, a little burn,

whose voice is so small, except at certain
places where a lavger stone rises s ‘ sweet
anger’ to the height of a tiny * buller, that
the lowest nute of the goldtineh drowuns it and
charms it to silence—there stood, ubout the
the mididle of the last century, a cottage.
whose white walls und dark roof, with some
white roses and houeysuchle flowering on its
walls, bespoke the huruble retreat of content-
ment and comlort. The place went by (he
name of Bramblehaugh, from thesidesof ti:¢
small burn being lined, lor several miles, with
the wild plant whose name has entered into
the composition of that of the hollow or
haugh where it grew. The sloping col-
lateral ground was covered with ¢hrubs and
trees of various kinds, which hatbored, in the
summer mouths, a great collection of birds—
the blackbird, the starling, the mavis, and
others of the tuneful choir—whose notes ren-
dered harmonious the secluded scene where
they sang unmolested. The spot is one of
which scattered sparmgly over a wild coun-
try,woo the footsteps of lovers of nature, and,
by a few months of their simple charms, re-
generate the heaith, while they quicken and
gratify the business clouded fancies of the
denizens of smoky towns.

The cottage we have now described was
occupied by David Mearns, and his wvife
Rlizabeth, called, by our national contrac-
tion, Betty. The individuals earned a live-



