NMidside Maggy.

- was Thomas Hardie, and the youth none
-ther than his Midside Maggy.

[ will not follow them through the stages
{their long and weary journey, nor dwell
pon the perils and adventures they encoun-
aed by the way. But, on the third week
“fier they had left Tollishill, and when they
-ere beyond the town called Stevenage, amd
imost within sight of the metropolis, they
eremet by an elderly military-looking man

hostruck with the lovely countenance of

he seemipg youth, their dress, and way-
o appearance, accosted them saying—
Good morrow, strangers; ye seem to have
avelled far. Isthisfair youth your son,old
an P

an?

“Heisagay sib {riend,” answered Tho.
as,

“And whence come ye 77 continued the
‘ranger.

“Frae Leader Haughs, on the bonny
wders o’ the north countrie,” replied Mar-
“rel.

* And whence go ye 7% resumed the otler.

“ First tell me wha ve may be that are sae
agisitive,” interrupted Thomas, in a tone
“ich betrayed something like impatience.

“Some call me George Monk,” replied the

manger mildly, * others Honest George. |
_ageneralin the Parliamentary army.”—
‘homas reverentially raised his hand to his
sunet and bowed his head.

“Then pardon me, sir,” added Maigaret ,
andif ye indeed be the goud aud gallant
weral, small offence will ye take at ouy-
ing that may be said amiss by a country
die. We are tenants o' the Lord o' Lau-
dale, whom ye now keep in captivity ;—
4 though we mayna think as he thiuks,
itwe never found him but a good landlord,
* .alittle good, in my opinion, it cau do to
abodv to keep him, as he has been now
rnine years, caged up like a hird. There-
rg, though our ain business that has bro't
_.upto London should fail, I winna regret
_ejourney, eince it has afforded me an op-
senity of seeing your Excellency, and so-
titing your interest,which must be powerfw’
- behalf o’ our laird, and that ye would re-
_%¢ him from hisprison, and, if he mightna
in in this country, obtain permission for

\ to gang abroad.”

Yg plead fairly and honestly for your
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laird, fair youth,” returned the general ;—
“yet though he iyno man to be trusted, I
needseay he hath had his portion of captivity
measured out abundantly ; and since ye have
minded me of him, ere a week go round I
will think of” what may be done for Lauder-
dale.” Other questions were ashed and an-
swered—some truly, and zome evasively ;—
and Thomas and Margaret, blessiug Honest
George in their hearts, went on their way
rejoicing at having met him.

On arriving in Londop, she laid aside the
shepherd’s garb in which she had journeyed,
and resumed her wonted apparel. On the
second day alter their arrival, she went out
upon Tower-hill, dressed as a Scottish pea-
sant girl, with a basket on her arm, and in
the basket were a tew ballads, and the ban-
nock of Tollishill. Sheaflected silliness,and,
acting the part of 2 wandering minstrel,went
singing her ballads towards the gate of the
Tower. Thomas followed her ata distance.
Her appearance interested the guard, and
as she stood singing before the gate—“What
want ye, pretty face 2 inquired the officer
of'the guard. “ Your alins, ifye pleace,”
gaid she, smiling innocently, ““ andtosing a
bonny Scotch sang to the laird o' Lauder-
dale.”

The officer and the sentinels laughed—and
alter ehe had sung them another song or two
she was permitted toenter the gate, and a
soldier pointed out to her the room in which
Lauderdale was confined.  On arriving be-
frre the grated windows of Lis piison, she
raised her eyes towards them, and began to
sing * Leader Haughs.” The wild, sweet
melody of his native laud drew Lauderdale
to the windows of his prison-house, and in the
countenance of the minstrel he remembered
the lovely features of Midside Maggy. He
requested permission of the keeper that she
should be admitted tv his presence, and his
request was complied with.

“ Bless thee, sweet face,” said the Barl, as
she wasadmitted into his prison; * and you
have not forgotten the snow-ball in June ¥
and he took her hand to raisc it to his lips.

* Hooly, hooly, my good lord,” said she,
withdrawing her hand: “ my fiugers were
made for nae such purpuse—Thomas Hardie
ishere"—and she laid her Land upon her fair
bosom~—"* though now stuuding without the
yett ofthe Tower.” Lauderdale again won-
dered, and, with a look of mingled curiosity



