The Mistake.

tave annihilated her whereshestood. It was

meant to tell her that she was a vile and

fithless woman. But instead of doing this,
it only made her laugh the louder. She
H could not help it, for her life, much as she
 really did feel for the battered condition of the
B unfortunate youth.
& At lenzth she said, with more gravity than
B:she had hitherto been able to command—

“ Hae ye been fechtin, John??

John had again recourse to the look of ex-
Roression ; but, on thie occasion, condesended
Jalso to speak :— .
§ “ Yes, I hae been fechtin,” he said sternly
g~ wad ye like to ken what it was for 7

R “I'm nae way -curious,” replied Lizzy,
swcily—offended at John's unwonted man-
ner.

¥ No--I dare say no,” replied John, 1
fancy ye think the less ye hear aboot it the
better.”

“Indeed, I’'m just o’ that mind,John,” said
Lizzy, carclessly.

“Ye're a fauee-hearted woman,” replied
fiohn, emphatically, nettled at her cool ef-
rostery, as he deemed ; ** and fittle credit
¢ ye by this nicht’s wark, tak my word tos
hat--it says little for ye.”

“ Oh, then, I’'m thinking it should say less
or you, John, wi’ ithae fearfu een o' yours.
1an, ye're just a fricht to be ecen.”

" An’wha has the wyte o' that, ye faithless
voman that ye are?” demanded John, tri-
mphantly.

“Them that made ye that way, nae doot.
ut wherein hae I been faithless to ye, my
an, John?” replied Lizzy, langhing, and
roceeding with her work.

“Ye deceitful woman that ye are!” ex-
laimed John, in the utmost indignation, “do
¢ mean to tell me w0 my face that ye dinna
en? Do ye mean to say that ye're uncon-
sious 0 haein gien me ony offence ; that ye
aena been deceivin me; and while ye war
iein me yer hand, gien yer heart to anither?
uti’sa Gude’smercy I hae fand ye oot in
me. Mind, Lizzy,” he added, with a
auner which he meant to be uwifully im-
ressive, “ I've dune wi' ye frae this nicht
cneeforth. Yeshall never noo be wife o
sine. That's a’ owre; so you and Tam
owie:a3 may buckle to whan ye like—and the
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sooner ye gang and teck consolation frae him
the better.”

Lizzy, as well she might, was conlounded
by this solemu objuration, of which she could
by no means conjecture the cause; nor would
her maidenly pride permit her to ask any ex-
planation, or to gratify John by any attempt
at doing asway the erroneous impressions un-
der which she saw he laboured,although she
could not conceive in what these impressions
had originated. She merely,therefore blushed
slightly for an instant on being thus assailed,
and replied, with a'toss of her head—that she
did not see that the losing of him (meaning,
of course, the aforesaid John Stobie) was a
matler wherein she needed the consolation of
anybody; it was but o small affair—not worth
speaking about ; and added—

“ But, if'I needed consolation o® any kind,
I dinna ken if I could gang to a better hand
than Tam Dowie.” Lizzy had discovered
this was a gore point ; so she probed it.

This reply was altogether too insuiting o
one to admit of any answer. The caxy ef-
frontery of it—the cold bleoded, bare-faced
heartlessness which it discovered—in truth,
deprived John altogether of the power of
speech. He, therefore, though he thought
much, said nothing, but, taking up a candle,
retired to the little out house where he siept.
But, alas! it was not to sleep that John re-
tired—it was to think on the treachery of
womankind, and of Lizzy Lumsden in par-
ticular. John, in truth, passed a miserable
night. He tossed and tumbled during the
long hours of darkness, and hung weeping
and groaning over the ruing of hig air-built
castles of happiness. John’s peace of mind,
in short, was gone~~irrecoverably gone.

‘We have shewn that the cruelly deceived
fover slept not a wink during the whole of
this unhappy night; and we have now toadd,
that neither did Lizzy ; for she was by no
means so indifferent to John’s feelings asshe
had affected to be; and an intense anxiety and
painful curiosity to know the meaning of his
mysterious upbraidingstormented her during
the whole night.  She thought of all she had
said and done, as far back as her memory
could carry her, tosee if she could discover
any thing that could possibly Lave givenrise
to the strangely altered temper of her lover
towards her ; but she could discove: nothing
—~npothing whatever. But ofall the puzzling
circumstances in this puzzling aflair, by far
the most obscure and perplexing to Lizzy,



