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but it was needless waiting, and begged they would use
no ceremony, but just begin."

No second invitation was necessarv. Good humour
ap)eared to be restored, and sirloins, pcs, pasties, and
moor-fowl, began to disappear like the lost son. For a
moment, Mrs. Elliot apparently partook in the restora-
tion of cheerfulness; but a low sigh at hce elbow again
drove the cotour from ber rosy cheeks. ler eye wan-
dered to thle farther end of the table, and rested on the
unoccupied seat of lier husbaad, and the vacant chair
of lier first-bora. lier heait fell heavily within her; all
he mother gushed into her bosom ; andl, rising from the
able, " What in the world cani be the meaning o' this ?"
said she, as she huried, with a iroubled countenance,
towards the door. ler husband met lier on the
threshold.

" Where hae ye been, Peter ?" said she eagerly?
"hae ye seen naething o' him ?"

Naehing naetbing !" replied he; " is be no cast
up yet ?" And, with a melancholy glance, his eves
sought an answer in the deserted chair. His lips qui-
vered, bis tongue faltered.

" Gude forgie me !" said he; " and such a dav for
evea an eneny to be out la ! I've been up and dotun
every way that I can think on, but net a living creature
has seen or heard tell o' him. Ye'll exeuse me, nece-
bors," lie added, leaving the bouse; " I must awa
again, for I canua rest."

" Iken by myse', friends," said Adam Bell, a deceut-
looking Nort.humbrian, " that a fai uher's heart is as sen-
sitive as ihe apple o' lis e'e; aud, I thiik we would
show a want o' natural symjathy and respect for our
worthy neighbour. if we didna every one get his foot
into the stirrup, without loss o' time, and assist him in
his seareli. For, in my rougih, country way o' thinking,
it must be somteLhing paticular-ly out o' the commoin
that could tempt Thamas to be amissing. Indeed, I
needna say tenpt, for there could be n)o inclination in
the way. And our hills," he eoncluded, in a lower tone,
" are not ower chaney in other respcs, besides the
breaking up o' the storm."

Oh !" said Mrs. Elliot, wringing her bands, " I have
had the coming o' this about me for days and days.
My head was growing dizzy with happiness. but
thouglts came stealing upon me like ghosts, and I felt
a lonely soughing about my heart, without being able
to tell the cause; but the cause is comne at last ! And
my dear Thomas-the very pride and staff o' my life
-is lost '-lost to me for ever !'

"I ken, Mrs. Elliot," replied the Nof-thumbrian,
"it is an easy matter to say compose yourseif, for therm
that dinna ken what it is to feel. But, at the sane time,
in our plain, country way o' thiuking, we are always
ready to believe the worst. I've often heard my faither
say, and I've as often remarked it myself, that, before
anything happens to a body, there is a soimething cones
owre them, like a cloud before the face o' the sun ; a
sort o' dunb whispering about the breast from the other
world. And, though I trust there is naething o' the
kind in your case, yet, as you observe, when I find my-
self growing dizzy, as it were, with liappiness, it makes
good a sayiug o' my mother's, poor body! ' Bairns,
bairns,' she used to say, ' there is owre muckle singing
in your heads to-night; we will have a shower before
bed-time.' And I never, ln my born days, saw it fail."

At any other period, Mr. Bell's dissertation on pre-
sentimeuts would have been found a fitting text on

which to hang ail the dreams, wraiths, warnings,· d
marvellous circumstances, that had been handed do'
to the company from the days of thleir g.andratlet
but, in the piesent insta&nce, they were too much oci
pied in consultation regaï ding the different routes to
taken in their search.

Twelve hor.semen, and some half dozen pedestria
were seen lurrying ia divers directions fron Marchi
as tLie last faint lis of a melaachoiy day wereyield;
to the heavy da-kne.s which appeaied pressing in sd
masses dowa the sides of the mountains. The wi'
and daughiters of the party were alone left wihi
disconsolate ilother, who alternatelv pressed ier wei
ing chillrcai to lier harat, and told them to weep xi
for their brother vould soon return ; while the tes
stole down ber own cheeks, and the infant in ber ar
wep4t because its mother wept. Her friends strove wi
each other to inspire hope, and poured upon lier car ti
mingled and loquacious consolation. But onu remairy
silent. The daugihter of Adani Bell, who sat by Mi
Elliot's elbow at table, had shrunk into an obsd
corner of the room. Before lier face she leld a bani
kerchief wet wiith tears. Her bosom throbbed convé
sively; anJ], as occasionally lier broken sighs burst fr
their prisoi-liouse, a significant whisper passed amo
the younger part of the company.

Mrs. Elliot approached her, and t aking ber hand t6,
derly within both of hers-" O hinny ! binny!" sd
she, -yer sig-hs gae through my heart like a knif
An' wlhat can I (o to comfort ye ? Come Elizab-e
my bonny love, let us hope for the best. Ye sec bcrd
ye a sorrowin' mothet-!-a motier that fondly hoped
sec you an'-I canna say it !-an' Pi ili qualiaed to #
comfort, when my ownî heart is like a furnace! Bd
oh! let us try and remenbe*r the blessed portid
' Whon the Lonîo lovethi Hatchasteneti,' an' inwardl
pray for strength to say, 'l His will be done ! "

Timne stole on towards midniglit, and one by one ti
unsuccessful party reLtrned. As foot after foot af
proached, every breati was held to listen. " No, nî
no !" cried the mother, again and again, with increasid
angai sh, " it's nio the foot o' my ain bairn," while hi
keen gaze reinained riveted upon the door, and was ni
withdrawn, nor the hope of despair relinquished, till tI
individual entered, and, with a silent and ominous shali
of lis head, betokened bis fruitless efforts. The clot
had struck twelve; al[ were returned save the fathe
The wind howled more wildly; the rain poured upc
the windows in. ceaseless torrents; and the roaring 1
the mountain rivers gave a character of deeper ghostl
ness to their sepulchral silence; for they sat, each ra
in forebodings, listening to the storm; and no sout
were heard, save the groans of the mother, the weepir
of her children, and the bitter and broken sobs of tl
bercaved maiden, who leaned lier head upon lier father
bosom, refusing to be comforted.

At length, flc barking of the farm-dog announcE
footsteps at a distance. Every ear was raised to liste
every eye turned to the door ; but, befoi e the tread w
yet audible to the listeners-'- Oh, it is only Pete
foot.!" said the miserable mother, and, weeping, aro
to meet bim.

" Janet ! Janet !' he exclaimed, as he entered, ai
threw his arms around lier neek' "wlhat's this cor
upon us at last ?"

(To be continucd.)


