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MIPSIDE MAGGY~OR THE BANNOCK O TOLLISHILL.
“ Every bannock had its maik, but the bannock o’ Tollighill.”

Belike,gentle reader, thou hastoften heard
‘he proverb quoted above, that * Every ban-
ndek had its maik, but the bannock o Tollis-
¥ The eaying hath its origin in aro-
-agtic tradition of the Lammermoors, which
“shall relate to thee. Twllishill is the name
faeneep farm in Berwickshire, situated in
yeparish of Lauder. Formerly it was di-
ded into three farms, which were occupied

ydifferent tenants; and, by way of distins
-uizhing it from the others, that in which
‘welt the subjects of our present story was

_ —nerally called Midside, and our heroine ob-
ained the appellation of Midside Maggy.—
ollishill was the property of John, second
arl,and afterwards Duke of Lauderdale—a
-monage whom Y zhall more than once, 1n
“ese tales, have oceasion to bring before

-nereaders, and whose character posterity

ath small cause to hold in veneration. Yet
“ablack character, indeed, in which there
“not to be found vne streak ol sunshine ; and
“estory of the “ Bannock of Tollishill” re-

‘meth tosuch a streak in the history ot John,
‘¢ Lord of Thirlestane.

Time hath numbered somewhat more than
hundred and ninety years since Thomas
ardie became tenant of the principal farm
“Tollishill. Now, that the reader may pic-
s Thomas Hardie as he was, and oo tra-
tion hath described him, he or she must im-
-ine a tall, strong, and iresh-coloured man
fifty, a few hairs of grey mingling with his
win locks; a countenance expressive of
uch good nature and some intelligence,
hile 2 Lowland bonnet was drav/n over his
ww. The other parts of his dress were of
u1se, grey, home-spun cloth, manufaciured
Earlston ; and across his shoulders, in
mmeras well as in winter, he wore the
sntain plaid. His principles assimilated
those held by the men of the Covenant;
t Andrew, tkougl. a native of the hills
-not without the worldly prudence which
wnsidered as being more immediately the
wmeteristic of the buying and selling chil-
aofsociety. Rislandlord was no favourer
the Covenant, and, though Andrew wish-
!yelltothe cause, hedid not see the ne~
dy of making his laird, the Lord of Lau-
dale, his enemy for its sake. e, there-
5 J;xdged it wige to remain a neutral spec-

tator of the religious and political strugglea
of the period.

But Andrew was a bachelor. Halfa cen-
tury had he been inthe world, and the eyes
of no woman had had power to throw aspark
into his heart. Inhissingle, solitary state he
was happy, or he thought himself happy,
and thatis muchthe same thing. But an
accident occurred wkich Jed him, first to be-
lieve, and eventually to feel, that he was but
a sulitary and comfortless mootland farmer,
toiling for he knew not what, and laying up
treasure he knew not for whom. X{ea, am!
while others had their wives spinning, card-
ing, knitting, and smilinz before them, and
their baivns running laughing and sporting
round about them, he was but a poor deser-
ted creature, with nobody to speak to, nobody
to care for, or to eare for him. Every person
had some object ‘ostrive for and to make
them strive, but Thomas Hardie; or, to use
his own words, * he was just in the situation
o’ a tewhit that had lost its mate~—"te-wheet !
te-wheet ! it cried, flapping its wings impa-
tiently and forlornly—and *te-wheet! te~
wheet!” answered vacant echo frae the
dreary giens.”

Thomas had been to Morpeth disposing of
a part of his hirsels, and he had found & much
better market for them than he anticipated.
He returned, therefore, with a heavy purse,
which generally hath a tendency to createa
light and merry heart, and he arrived at
Westruther, and went into a hotel, where,
three or four times in the year, he was in the
habit of spending a cheerful evening with
his friends. He had called for a quegh of
the landlady’s best, and he sat down at his
ease with the liquor before him, for he had
but a short way totravel. Healso pulled
out his tebacco-box and his pipe, and began
to inhale the fumes of what, up to that period,
was almost a forbidden weed. But we ques-
tion much, if the royal book of Fames the
Sixth of Scotland and First of England,
which he published against the use of tobac-
¢o, ever found its way into the Lammermoors,;,
though the indian weed did ; therefore Tho’s
Hardie sat enjoying his glass and his pipe,
unconscious or regardless of the fulmina-
tions which he who was king in his boyhood,
had published agzainst the latier. But he



