
THE HEART OF MIDLOTHIAN t

The gnnil debsta,
TIm popoltr hannguv, the Urt reply,
Th* logic, tod the wisdom, an<{ the wit.

And the loud kugh, — 1 lung to know them all

;

I bnrn to let the impriiiou'd wranglers free,

And give them voine and utterance again.

It was with such feelings that I eyed the apptoaoh of the
bt'W coach, lately established on our road, and known by the
name of the Somerset, which, to say truth, possesses some
interest for me, even when it conveys no such important
iuformation. The distant tremulous sound of its wheels was
heard just as I gained the summit of the gentle ascent, called
the Goslin brae, from which you commanaan extensive view
down the valley of the river Gander. The public road, which
comes up the side of that stream, and crosses it at a bridge
about a quarter of a mile from the olace where I was standing,
runs partly through inclosures and plantations, and partly
through open pasture land. It is a childish amusement per-
haps— but my life has been spent with children, and why
should not my pleasures be like theirs 1— childish as it is, then,
I must own I have had great pleasure in watching the approach
of the carriage, where the ojpenings of the road permit it to be
seen. The gay glancing ot the etiuipage, its (fiminished and
toy-like appearance at a distance, contrasted with the rapidity
of its motion, its appearance and disappearance at intervals,
and the progressively increasing sounds that announce its

nearer approach, have all to the idle and listless spectator, who
has nothing more impcitant to attend to, something of awaken-
ing interest. The ndicule may attach to me, which is flung
upon many an honest citizen, who watches from the window of
his villa the passage of the stage-coach ; but it is a very natural
source of amusement notwithstanding, and many of those who
join in the laugh are perhaps not unused to resort to it in secret.
On the present occa.sioii, however, fate had decreed that I

should not enjoy the consummation of the amusement by seeing
the coach rattle past me as I sat on the turf, and hearing the
hoarse grating voice of the guard as he skimmed forth for my
grasp the expected packet, without the carriage checking its

course for an instant, i had seen the vehicle thunder down
the hill that leads to the bridge with more than its usual
impetuosity, glittering all the while by flashes from a cloudy
tabernacle of the dust which it had raised, and leaving a train
behind it on the road resembling a wreath of summer mist.
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