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They owned their passion without shame oF fear,
duty counted less
and men severe
Said, they would sorrow for their wilduess.
And truth the world went ill with them ; he Lnew
That he had broken up her waiden life,
W here only pleasures and affcctions grew,
And sowed it thick with labour, pain and sirife,
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Thus at Love's feast did Misery ninister
And fill their cups together 1o the brim.
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WE’LLHAVE ANOTHER.
From Wilson's T of the Borders.

Whe= the glass, the laugh, and the social
“ crack” go roand the convivial tat ley there
are few who may not have hec  the words,
“ We'll have another 1

Itis an oft repeated
phrase

and iy seems a simple one 3 yet, sim-
ple as it appears, it hath a magical and a fatal
influr The lover of sociality yicldeth to
the friendly temptation it conveys, nor dr -am-
eth that it is a whisper from which s¢ 1 =1
catcheth its thousand echoes—that it ' a
phrase which has blasted reputation i
affection’s he darkened the fairest pros-
pects—ruined credit—conducied to the prison-
house, and led to the grave., When our read=
ersagain hear the words, let them think of our
present story .

Adam Brown was the eldest son of a poor
widow who kept a small shop in a village near
the banks of the Teviot. From . fancy Adam
was a milé vetiring boy, and he was scldom
scen o join in the sports of his schoolmates.
On the winter evenings he would sit poring
over a book by the fire, while his mother woald
say—=¢ Dinna stir up the fire, bairn, ye dinna
mind that coals are dear, and I'm sure ye'll
hart yoursel® wi? pore, poring ower your books
~for they’re never out o’ your hand.”  In the

mer, too, Adam would steal away from

noisc of the village to some favourite
shady nook by the river side, and there, on
the gowany brae, he would, with a standard
author in his hand, “ crack wi’ kings,” or
“ hold high converse with the mighty dead.”
He was about thirteen when his father died,
and the Rev, Mr. Douglas, the minister of the
patish, visiting the sfflicted widow, she said,
““she had bad a sair bereavement, yet she had
reason to be thankfu® that she had one ~omfort
left, for her poor Adam was a great consolation
to her § every night he had read a chapter to
his younger brothers—and oh, sir,” she added,
““ it wad make your heart melt to have heard
my baim pray for his widowed mother, % Mr,
Douglas L-caun- interested in the boy, and
finding him apt to learn, he placed him for
another year at the parish school at his own
expense. Adam’s progress was all that his
patron could desire. He became a frequent
visitor at the manse, and was allowed the use
of the ministers library. Mr. Douglas had a
danghter who was nearly of the same age as
his young protégé. Mary Douglas was not
what could be called beautiful, but she was a
gentle and interesting girl. She and Adam
read and studied together ; she delighted in a
flower-garden, and he was wont to dress it, and
would often wander miles, and consider him-
self happy, when he obtained a strange root
to plant in it.

dam was now sixteen ; it was his misfor-
tune, as it has been the ruin of many, to be
without an aim. His mother declared that she
“ was at a loss what to make him, but,” ad-
ded she, “ he is a guid acholar, that is one
thing, and Cax Do is easy carried about.”
Mr. bouglu himself became anxious about
Adam’s prospects : he evinced a dis
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he was too old to remain longer a burden upon

his mother. At the su, ion of Mr, Dou-
glas, therefore, when t seventeen, he
opened a school in a meighbouring village.
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that he was too simple, that he allowed the
ren to have all their own way; and a few
even hinted that he went too much bae and
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was nearly as ignorant of what is called the
world, as the youth vho was about to enter it.
Adam sat long and said little, for his heert was
full v his spirit heavy, He had never raid
to Mary Douglas, in plain words, that he lov-
ed her-—he had never dared to o so; and he
now sat with
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his eyes anxiously bent upon
er, trembling to bid her farewell.  She, too,
was silent. At length he rose to depart ; he
held out his hand to Mr. Douglas, the latter
shook it affectionately, adding— ¢ Friewell,
Auam, and may Heaven protect you against

Tous ptation. of the great cit;.”

ed tovards Mary—he hesitated, his
bands droppec by his side—¢ Could I speak
wi’ you a moment 2 said he, and his tongue
faltered as he spoke.  With a tear glistening
in her eyes, she looked towards her father,
who nodded his consent, and she arose and ac-
companied Adam to the door. They walked
towards the flower garden—he had tuken her
hand inhis—he pressed it, but he spoke not,
and she offered not to withdraw it, e seem-
ed struggling to speak, and, at length, in a
tone of earnest fondness—and he shook as he
spoke—he said—¢ Will you forget me, Ma-
iyy»

A half-smothered scb was her reply, anda
tear fell on his hand,

“ Say you will not?” he added, yet more
earnestly.,

“ 0, Adam ! returned she, how can you
say forgel ?—never ! —never 1

nough ! enough ! he continued, and
they wept together.

It was scarce daybreak when Adam rose to
take his departure,and to hid his mother and his
brethren farewell. €O ! » exclaimed she, as
she placed his breakfast before him,  is this
the last meal that my bairn’s to eat in my
house ?** He heard but little ; and she conti-
nued weeping as she spoke—< Eat, hinny,
eat ; ye have a lang road before ye ;—and O,
Adam, aboon every thing earthly, mind that
ye write to me every week ; never think o’
the postage—for, though it should take my last
farthing, 1 maan hear frae ye.”

He took his staff in his fand, and prepared
to depart.  He embraced his younger brothes,
and tears were their only and mutual adieu,
His parent sobbed aloud.” ¢ Fareweel, moth-
er ! ™ said he, in a voice half choked with an-
guish— Fareweel !

““ God bless my bairn ! she exclaimed,
wringing his band, and she leaned her head
upon his shoulder and wept as though her
heart would burst. In agony he tore himself
from ber embrace, and hurried from the house,
and, during the first miles of his journey, at
every rising ground, he turned anxiously round
to oblain another lingering look of the place of
:;;-' :u;_ivil:y, nnc':, in the fulness and bitterness

his feelin, e pronounced the names of his
mother, md?nﬁnn, and of Mary Douglas, in
the same breath,

We need not describe his passage to Lon-
don, nor tell bow he stood gazing wonderstruck
like a graven image of amazement, as the
vessel winded up the Thames through the long
forest of nm,gm which waved the flags of
every nation,

It was about mid-day, early in the month of
April, when the smack drew up'off Hermitage
Stairy, and Adam was sroused from bis reverie
of astonishment by a waterman, who had come
upon deck, and who, pulling him by the but-
tunhole, said— Boat, master ? boat ?” Adam
did not exactly understand the question, but

secing the other passengers getting their lug-
zage into the boats, he followed their example.
On landing, he was surrounded by a group of
porters, several of whe .- took hold of his trunk
all inquiring, et the s: moment, where he
d it taken to. This was a question he
not answer. It was one he had never
st of before. He looked confused, and
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dy « T watna”
** Walna !’ said one of the Cockney buiden-
“ Welna ! there an’t such a street in
wdon,”
dam was in the midst of London, and he
knew not a living sou! among its millien of
He knew not where to go; but
recollecting that one of the gentleman to whom
Mr. Douglas had recommended him was a
Mr. Davison, a merchant in Cornhill, he in-
quired

“Does ony o’ ye ken a Mr. Davison, a
merchant of Cornhill 1"

“Vy, I can’t say as how I know him,”
teplied a porter, “ but if you wish your lug-
gage taken there, [ will find him for you in a
twinkling.”

“ And what wad ye be asking to carry the
bit box there ?*° said Adam, in a manner beto~
kening an equal proportion of simplicity and
caution,

“ Hasking 7 replied the other—* vy, I’m
blessed if you get any one to carry it for lese
than four shillings.”

“ 1 canna afford four shillings,” ssid Adam,
“and DIl be obleeged to ¥e if ye'll gi'e mea
lift on to my shouther wi’ it, and LIl carry it
mysel’.”

They uttered some low jests against his
country, and left him to get his trunk upon
his shoulders as he best might. Adam said
truly that he conld not afford four shillings,
for, after paying his passage, he had not thirty
shillings left in the world.

It is time, however, that we should desciibe
Adaw more particularly to our readers,
was dressed in a coarse gray coat, with trow-
sers of the same colour, a stripped waisicoat,
a half-worn binad brimmed hat, and thick
shoes studded with nails, which clattered as
he went. Thus arrayed, and with his trank
upon his shoulders, Adam went tramping and
clattering along East Smithfield over Tower~
hill, and along the Mincries, inquiring at eves
1y turning—** I any one could direct him to
Mr. Davison’s, the Merchant of Combill 7
There were many a laugh and many e joke,at
Adam’s expense, as ¢ went trudging alon
and more than once the trunk fell to the grow
as he came in contact with the crowds whowere
burrying past him. He had been directed out
of his way, but at length he arived at the
place he sought. He placed his burden on the
ground—he rang the bell—and again and
again he rang, but no one answered. Hig
letter was addressed to Mr. Davidson’s coun~
ting-house—it was past business hours, and
the office was locked up for the day. Adam
was now tired, diup’E-imed, and perplexed.
He wist not what to do. He informed seve-
ral @ deceni-looking people,” as he said,
“ that he was a stranger, and he would be
obleeged to them if they could recommend
him to a lodging.” He was shewn several,
but the rent per week terrified Adam. He
was iighin&under lis burden, when, near the
comer of New-street, he inquired of an old
Irish orange-woman if “she could inform him
were he would be likely to obtain a lodging at
the rate of eighteen-pence or two shil ings &
week 77

“ Sure und it’s T who can, jewel,” re
she, “and an iligant room i‘ti-, with m
s Holiness might rest his blessed bones o,
and never a one slapes in it at all but my own
boy Barney, and ng when Baroey’s .in
dhriak—and that’s not above twice a-week—
you'll meke mighty pleasant soct of company
together.”

Adam was glad to have the prospect of a
resting place of any sort before him at last,
and -nr. a lighter heart and a freer step follows
edthe old orange-woman. She conducted him
to Green Dragoon Cmnt‘ and desiring him 1o
follow her up a long, dark, dirty stair, ushered
him, into a small mise: thh‘ arvet,
dimly lighted by a broken skylight, 'N‘o thy




