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had pot sat long, when e fair maiden, an ac-
quamtance of “mine hostess” entered the
hostelrie, and began to assist her in the cut-
ting out or fashioning of & crimson kirtle.~
Her voice fell upon the ear of Thomas likz
the * music of sweet sounds,” He had never
heard a voice before that not unly fell softly.
on his ear, but left a lingering murmur in his
heart. She, too, wasa young thing of net
more than eighteen. If ever hair might be
called * gowden” it was hers. It was a light
and shining bronze, where the pravalence of’
the golden hue gave a colour to the whole.
Her fuce was a thing of beauty, over which
health spread 1ts roseate hue, yet softly, as
though the westling winds bad caused the
leavesof the blushing rose tokiss her cheeks,
and leave their delicate hues and nnpression
behind them, She was of a middle stature,
and her figure was such, although arrayed
i homely garments, as would have com-
manded the worship of a connoissenr of
grace and symmetry. Butbeyond all that
kindled a flame within the hitherto obdurate
beart of Thomas, was the witching influ-
ence, of hersmile. For a full hour hesat
with lus eyes fixed upon her, save at inter-
vals, when he withdrew them tolook into the
unwonted agitation of his own breast, und
examine the cause.

* Amongst the daughters of women,”
thought he unto himself ; for he had asprink-
{ing of the language of the age about him ;
* none have I seen so beautiful. Her cheeks
bloom bonnier than the heather on Tollishill,
and her bosom seems safl as the new-shorn
fleece. Her smile islikea blink o* sunshine,
and would makesummer to those on whom
it fell all the year round.”

He also discovered, for the first time, that

“ Tollishill was a dull place, especially in the
winter season.” When, therefore, the fair

deunsel had arrayed the fashion of the kirtle
and departed, without once having seemed
1o observe Thomas, he said unts the good
wife of the hostefrie—*" And wha, now, if it
be a fair question, may that bonny lassie be?”?
“She is indeed a bonny lassie,” answered
the lanlady, “anda guid lassie too ; and I
hae nae doubt but, as you are asingle man,
Maister Hardie, your question isfair enough.
Hername is Margaret Lyleston, and she is
theonly bairn o’ @ poor infirm widow that
came to live here some two or three years
" syne. They came frae south ower some way,
andT am sure they haveseen better days.—

Midside Maggy.

We thousht at first that the auld womg:
had been a Cathelic, but 1 euppese that i
the case, though they certainly are baith ¢
themstrong Episcopawlians, and in no war
favourable to the preachersor the word ¢
the Covenant; but I mustsay for Maggy,
that she is a bonny, sweet-tempered, an}
obliging lassie—though, poor thing, her moth
er hasbrought her up in a wrang way.”

Many dayshad not passed ere Thoms
Hardie, arrayed in his Sunday habiliment,
paid another visit to Westruther, and he cay
tionsly asked of the gudewife of the hostd
many questions concerning Margaret; as
although she jeered him,and said that"Mag
gy would ne'er think o’ a grey-haired catk
fike him,” he brooded over the fond faney,

and, although on this visithe saw hera,
he returned to Tollishill, thinking of her s
his bride. It was a difficult thiog fora ra
of fifty, who had been the companion of sl
tude from his youth upwards, and who ha
lived in single blessedness amidst the sifens
of the hills without feeling the workingsd
the heart, or being subjected to the influenes
of ite passions—1 say, it was indeed difficat
for such a one to declare, in the earofs
blooming maiden of eighteen, the taleoflz
first affections. But an opportunity arrivel
which enabled him to disembosom the bur
den that pressed upon his heart.

It has been mentioned that Margaret Lﬂe
stone and her mother were poor, and the ki
ter, who had long been laid bown with infp
mities, was supported by theindustry of e
daughter. They had also a cow, whichw:
permitted to graze upon the hills without f«
or reward, and with the milk which it prede
ced, and the cheese they manufactured, &
gether with the poor earninge of Margar
positive want was long kept from them. Be
the old woman became more and more it
firm-~the hand of death seemed. stretchi:
over her. She required nourishment whic
Margaret could not procure for her; v
that it might be procured—that her mak
might live and not die~the fair maiden s
the cow to Kelso to be sold, from wheuncet
seller was to bring with hira the restorati
that her parent required.

Now it so was that Thomas Hardie, &
tenant of Tollishill, was in Kelso mark
when the cow of Widow Lylestone wast
fered for sale ; and, as it possessed theel
acteristic' marks of & good milcher, hei
quired to whom it belonged. On being®
swered, he turned round for a few momes



