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THR SOLDIER’S WIPE.

‘Within a very few miles of Edinburgh,
there lives an old woman, known among her
humble neighbours by the name of * Auld
Susan.” She was the daughter of a small
farmer in thenorth of England, and in earl
life married a private soldier in 8 Scote
regiient, which happened to be quarter.
ed in the neighbourgeood of her father'’s
Louse. Having been on this account cast
off and disowned by her patents, she follow-
od her husband for many years during the
early part of the last war, and in time became
the mother of four sons, all of whom, asthey
grew up, attached themselves to the same
regiment. After a long course of faithful
service, Susan’s hushand was raised to the
rank of serjeant; andas she was industrious
and frugal, they contrived to make their
situation more comfortable than that of a
soldier’s faniily geuerally is. Susan, how-
ever, had too much perilled upon the for-
tunes of war to continue long free from mise-
K;o She accompanied her husband snd sons

ugh the whole of the disastrous retreat of

Sir John Moote. When the withdrawing
army was finally engaged by the French at
Corunna, she stood on a rising ground at no
great distance from the field of action, ready
t take cbarge of any of herfamily whomight
be obliged to retire disabled. While the fight
was at the bottest, a wounded officer was
past her, and on inquiring of the sol-

diers who carried him as to the fate of her
husband and children, she was told that all,
Qxce?t one of the latter, were < down;” they
had fallen in receiving a desperate charge
of French cavalry, At this moment the
tide of battle receded from the part of the
field which it had Litherto chiefly occupied,
and Susan rushed eagerly forward amidst
the dead and dying, in the holpe of finding
her husband and soms, or at least some of
them, still alive. The first sight which met

¥ her eyes was the prostrate body of the fourth the old woman’s anns. It washer youngest the spectator witha degree of wondet, which
son, who within the last few minutes had son James, whom she thought she had left a amounts to awe, there is no place _when

also been brought down, and was now, as
she thought, on the point of expiring. Ere
she could examine into the tondition of the
wounded lad, a large part of the enemy’s
cavalry swept across the field, in full retreat
before the British, and she had ouly time to
throw herself over the body of her son, in
the desperate hope of protecting him from
farther injury, when it swept over her likea
whirlwind, leaving her with a broken leg
and arm, and many severe bruises. In this
helpless state she was found after the battle
by a few survivors of the comptng to which
bad belonged, and conveye

the tnusom along with the wrecks of the
sy, Onin

of her husband an
fatally certain; that of the youn

alsoshared the fate of his father and brethren.

Upon her arrival in England, the poor
woman wos sent to the hospital until her
wounds were cured, but after her recovery,
was turned out desolate and destitute upon
the world. A representation of her case to
the War Office was unattended to; nor would
her honest pride permit her to persist in im-
portunity. The same independence of spirii
forbade her seeking the assistance of her re-
latives. By meaus of a small .subscription
raised among her late husband’s comrades,
she travelled on foot to the place of bis hirth
near Edinburgh, and with what was left she
was enabled to put a few articles of furaiture
into & cottage which a worthy farmer rented
to her for an slmost nominalsum. The same
kind friend afterwards procured her, aithough
not without difliculty, a small weekly allow-
ance—a mere pittance—from the parish
funds, with which, and by means of kuitting,
spinning, rearing a few chickens, and the
various other humble expedients of helpless
Foveny (for she was disabled from field-
abour), she contrived to support existence
in decency, if not in comfort.

Twelve years had passed away, and a

Proaching age was gradually rendering the
onely widow less and less able to obtain the
scanty meaus of sustenance, when one sum-
mer afternoon, as she sat knitting at the door
of her cottage, a poor crippled object ap-
proached, dressed 1n , and weak from
disease and fatigue. Frem the remnants of
his tattered clothes, it was evident he had
been 2 soldier, and the widow's heart warm-
ed towards him, as, resigning to him her
seat, she entered the cottage and brought
him out a drink of meal and water, being all
that her humble store enabled her to offer for
his refreshment, The soldier looked wist-
fully at her as he took the bowl—the next
moment it dropped from his hand.”’—
¢« Mother ! he cried, and fell forward in

corpse on the fatal field of Corunua. After
mutually supposing each other to be dead
for the long space of twelve years, these un-
fortunate beings were doomed to be re-united
in this vale of sorrow, mutually hefpless,
feeble, and destitute. But the love of a
mother never dies; the poor widow scrupled
not to solicit those aids for her son which she
never would have asked for herself, and the
assistance of some compassionate friends pro-
cured her the means of restoring him to
health, although he never regained his full
strength,

on board  James’s story, from the time of their last buchets, suspended by rattling chains, wen

He had

ing, was a short and sad one.

quix}, she found that the fate recovered from the temporary trance into ceive iadders scaling all the inward prec
three eldest sons was too which his wound had at first thrown bira, had- pices on which the work people, reduced by
t was seen his mother’s mangled and apparently their distance to
less 803 hisbodyhad not been found, but senseless body lying beside him; and, con- cendin§

there was little time for examination, and it cluding she was dead, had endeavoured to- mosto d g3 .
steped almost beyond a doubt that he had crawl out of the way of further danger, but the mouth of the Jower-most pits, wis byid

fell into the hands of a part of the'enemy, .
He remained & prisoner in France for ap.
wards of two years, when, an exchange
having taken place, he was once more plaoed
inthe British ranks, and sent with his regi.
ment to North America. He had served
there during the whole war with the United
States, and was subsequently transterred to-
West ludia station, where his wounds broke
out afresh, and his health declined, in con.
sequence of the heat of the climate. Thos
acquainted with military matiers will undar.
stand, although the writer of these lines con.
fesses his inability exacily to describe, how
a British soldier may be deprived of the re.
compense to whigh his wounds and length.of
scrvice legally and justly entitle him. - The
poor man we spesk of met this unworthy
fate—he had, at his earnest request, been
transferred into-a regiment ordered for Eng.
land (seeing certain death before him in the
tropics), which was disbauded the mowment
of their arrival, and he was thrown utterl
destitute, and left to beg or starve, afier-
his hardships and meritarious services to-kis
country. Being unable to work, he wa
compelled to assume the mendicant’s degrad.
ed habit, and had begged his way downto
his father’s birth-place in Scotland, in the
hope of finding some of his relatives-alire,
and able to shelter him, when ke unsipect.
edly recognized his old mother in the-shan
ner described. R F )
This humble narrative is nowdone, «Th
widow and her son still reside togethess sup.
ported by his earnings as a day-labourer, and
concluding, in obscure penury, a life of-hard.
ship, exertion, and sorrow.

IRON MINE IN SWEDEN. i
The following interesting description of
interior of an iron mine, is from the pead
a traveller who visited it.
For grandear of effect, filling the mindd

humen labour is exhibited under civeum
stances more tremendotsly striking, Asw
draw near to the wide and open abyss,:
vast and sudden prospectof yawning cavers
and prodigious machinery prepared s fx
the descent. We approached the edge

the dreadful gulf, whence the ore is raisd
and ventured to look down; standingen th
verge of a sort of platform, construcied o
it in such a manner as to co;nmand ‘;;vin
into the great opening, as far as o0
could penetrate Pa;\idst its floomy deptls;
for, to the sight it is bottomless, Immém

passing up and down; aud we could pet

pigmies in size, were o
and descending. Farbelow theut-
these figures a deep and gaping gul




