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merer, woutd give a eort of significant noël
to his fist suddenly clenched upon the open
page; and -%vhen. the teacher stamped hic
root, and cricd, IISpeac, sir!1" the trembler
whimjeed, "I daurna, sir.,, 'Yedaur-na l"
the etiraged domiffie wauild cry-" Wliy?"
IlBecause-because, sir," 'was slowly stamn-
3nered out I Peter Paterson wvud tick me 1
Then wouldthe incensed disciplinarian spririg
upon Peter; and, grasping him by the collar,
whir! hie taws in the air, and bring themn
with hie utmnost strength round the back,
aides, and limbs or Peter; but Peter ,vas like
a rock, and hie eyee more stubborn than a
rock; and, in the mnidst or al, lie gazed in
the face of hie tormentor with a look of" im-
perturbable deflance and contempt. Not-
withstanding this course of education, when
Peter had attained the age of' filleen, the
village instructor lbund it necessary ta call
at Foxlaw, and inlorm Robin Paterson that
he could do no more foi, hie soi), adding that,
-"HNe 'was fit for the college; and, though
he caid it, that cliould flot say it, as fit for it
as any student that ever entered iL." Tiiese
were gle tidings to a father's heart, and
Robin treated the dominie ta an extra hum-
bler. Ne, however, thonghit his son -%vas
young enougli for the college-", We'll wait
anither year,11 said he; Cc<an Peter can be
improvin' himsel at hamne; an' ye can gie a
look in, Maicher, an, adviise us tý) uny kiind o'
books ye think he shouli hae-%\etIL ayi hae
happy to see ye, lir ye've done yer duty ta
him, 1'1l say that for ye."

Sa another year passed on, and Peter re-
niained about tlie farm. He ivas noiv same-
times ceen with a book< in hic band; but more
frequently wvith a gun, and more frequently
stili with a filhing= rod. At Vie end of the
twelve moiiths, Peter positively refuased to go
ta the College. His mother entreat cd, and
his father threatened ; but it was labor in
vain. At last--"Ite o' nae use ctriving
against the ctream," caid Robin-', ye canna
gather barries off La wvinbush. Let hirm
een tak bis ain way, an' le rnay live ta rue
it.1" ThuE, Peter wçenton reading, choot.ing,
fiching, and working about the farm, tili lie
was eigliteen. Ne noiw began ta receive a
numberofepithets from hic neighibour-,. His
old schoolmaster c1alled him IlNe'er-do-wecl
Peter;" but the dominie wvas a mere praser;
lie !inewv the moods and tenses of a Greek or
Latin sentence, but he was incapable of ap-

cal Peter, and a few IlProsing Peter;" but
the latter were dawnrright bargain*making,
pounds-shillings-aiid-pence-men, whose souli
ivere dead ta-

IlThle music or swcct souecsl,;

and sensible only of the jin< of the coin af te
reatin. Others called 1dmi "Daft Pee, Ior
he was the leader of frolie, lon, and harmiese
mischief ; but now the maidens of the village
alco began ta cali hlm Ilandsome Peter."'
Yet, lie of whom. they thus spolie, wouid
wander for l'ours atone by the beach of the
colitary cea, gazing ulion its army of wavea
wvarring with the winds, tili his very spirit
tank part in the conflict; or he could look tili
his eyes got blind oùi its unrumfed bosom.-
wlicn the morning cun flung over it, fromn the
horizon Lu the chore, a flash of' glory; or,
when the moonbeams, Ilie a million torches
shooting lromn the deep, danced on iLs undu-
latin- hillows-then wvould hae stand, liLke an
entranced bein, listening ta its everlasting
anthem, while lus coul, awed and elevated
by tle magnificence af the scene, worchipped
God, the Creator af the great cea. With
ait hiq, reputed wildnesss, and with ait, hie
tlxougyhtless-neesz- avQn on the sea-banke, by
the wvood, and by the brae sida, Peter found
voicelass, yet ta himi cloquent companions.
To hM the tender primrasa was sacred as the
first bluslh of opeing' womanhood; and ?-V
,vould converse with the lowly daisy, tilt his
gaze zeemed1 ta daraw out the very sont ai-

41 Vee, modest,crirnson-tipped flower.e"

Lt, however, grieved hie mother's spirit te
c:ee 1dm, as che said, "Jus, idling awa hie
tima, and leavin- bis learning at bis hieele.»1
I-lis lathar nowv said-" Let him just tnk his
fling an' flnd his ain weight-an' he'l aithar
mak a spoon or spoil a horn, or myname's ns
Robin Patercýon."1 But, from Petarls infane.y,
iL had been bis mothar'e ambition and desire
ta love ta cee him, as che axprassad it, Ilwag
hic pGw la a poopit,l2r or, at any rate, ta cee
1dm a gentlemian. On ana occasion, there-
fore, wvhen Robin was at Dunse hiring-ms*
ket, the selibolmaster Laving called on i
old pupil, "Neer-do-weel Peter," the two
cntered it a contraversy in the presence o!
Peter's niother, and, in the course of the dis-

cuson, the man of lettars was durnfounded
by the fluency and force of the arguments of
his young antagonist. Silent tears of exult-I
ation stale inho Betty'e eyes, ta hear, as ahif
caid, Illier bairn expawtiate equal-ay, swV
periar ta ony nuinister;11 and noa sooner had-


