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TALES OF THE BORDERS.

She, good roul, when the first surprise was
over, said * she hardly kenned her bairn in
sic a fine gentleman.” He proceeded to the
manse, and Mary marvelled at the change
in his appearance and manner; yet she loved
him not the'less; but her father beheld the
affectation and levity of hie young friend,and
grieved over them.

He had not been a month in the village
when Mary gave him her hand, and they
set out for London together. For a few
weeks after their arrival, he spent his even-
ings at their own fireside, and they werc
blekt in the society of each other. But it was
not long until company azain spread its se-
ductive snares around him. Again helisten-
ed to the words—" We'll have another”—a-~
gain he yielded to their temptation,and again
the force of habit made him its slave, Night
followed night, and he was irritable and un-
happy, unlessin the midst of his boon com-
panions. Poor Mary felt the bitterness and
anguish of a deserted wife; but she ¢ prrmd-
ed hnm not—she spoke not of her sorrows
health forsook her cheeks, and gladness hnd
fled from her spirit ; yet as she nightly sat
hour after hour waiting his refurn, as he en-
tered, she welcomed him with a smile,which
not unfrequently was met with an impreca-
tion or a frown. They had been married a-
hout two years. Mary was a mother, and
oft at midnight she would sit weeping over
the cradle of her child, mourning in secret
{or its thoughtless father,

- 1t was her birth-day, her father had come
to Liondon 1o visit them; she had not told
him of Hier sorrows, and she had jnvited a few
friefids to dine with them. They had assem-
bled ; but Adam was still absent. He had
been unkind to her ; this was an unkindness
. shedid not expect from him. They were yet
waiting, when a police-officer entered. His
errand was soon told. Adam Brown had
become a gambler, as well as a drunkard ;
hé had been guilty of fraud and embezzle-
ment ; hiszuilt had been discovered, and the
police ‘were in quest of him. Mr. Douglas
wrung his hands and groaned. Mary bore
the dreddful blow with more than human
fortitude. She uttered no scream : she shed
no tears ; for a moment she sat motionless—
speechless. It was the dumbness of agany :
with her child at her breast, and in the midst
of her guests, she flung herself at her father’s
feet. “ Father 1 zhe exclaimed, * for my
sake !—for my helpless child’s sake—save !
.oh, save my poor husband

“ For your sake, what I can do, I will d('
dearest,” groaned the old man.

A coach was ordered 1o the door, and th!
miserable wafe and ker father hastened to thi
office of her hushand’s employer,

When Adam Brown received mtclhr'enc.
that hig guilt was discovered from a compan,
ion, he was carousing with others in a lov
gagbling-house. Horror geized him, and h-
hurried from the room ; but he returned in:-
few minates. * WWe'll have another ! h
exclaimed, in a tone of frenzy ; and anothe.
was brought. He half filled a glass: h-
raised it to hiz lips: he dashed intoit a dead!
poison, and ere they could stay his hand, th ,
fatal draught was swallowed. He had pur-
chased a quantity of arsenic when he rushe
from the house. B

His lellow-gamblers were thronging atoun |
him, when his injured wife and her gre |
haired father entered the room.  Awa
tormenters ¥ he exclaimed, as his g]aze;
eyes fell upon them, and he dashed his hani
before his face. i

“ My huskand ! my dear husband 1 crie,
Mary, flinging her arms around his neck;
* look on me ; speak to me! All is well 1%

He gazedon her face; he grasped her han
“Mary, my injured Mary ! he exclaim
convulsively, “can you forgive me, you, yo
0 God! I was once innocent! [orgiv
me, dearest ? for our child’s sake, curse n
its guilty father ¥’

“Rusband ! Adam 1 ¢he cried, wringin,
his hand ; * come with me, love, come !
leave this horrid place : you have nothing
fear: your deht is paid.” ‘

“Paid 1’ he exclaimed, wildly: *Ha
ha! ha ! Paid? They were his last wor
—convulsions came upon him : the film o
death passed over his eyes, and his troubl
spirit. fled. :

She clung round his neck ; she yet erie?

“ Speak to me !’ She refused to beher
that he was dead, and her reason secmed tr
have fled with his spirit. ’

She wastaken fiom hisbody and conveye.
home. The agony of grief subsided into -
stupor approaching imbeciiity. She was vt
conscious of all aro,und: and within thre
weeks from the death of her hushand, tl
broken spirit of Mary Douglas found res
and her father returned in sorrow with hg
helpless orphan to Teviotdale.




