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The Widow and her Son. -

'}z

is humble happiness to be blighted inan
instant, and ruin aud desolation to overtake
its unoffending possessors,

It was on a fine summer afternoon, in
the year 1746, about two months alter the
battle of Culloden, that Widow Riddel, as
she sat knitting stockings on the little rustic
seat in the garden, which hPrlson had made
for her accommodation; and while thie former
was busily cmployed beside her puttihg some
geeds into the ground, harpening to look
dmvn into the little strathor valley taat lay
aimost immediately below )th‘ cottage, saw
what was to hor a very untsual and alarm-~
ing sicht. This was a party of dragoons.—
She had heard much of the craelties and
atrocicites that hil Been perpbtrated by the
gosernmient tronpaon the persons and proper-
ties of the insurgents, whose hopes had been
laid prostrate dt Cullodet ; and shé Was not
ignorant of lhv military despousm which
generally pr évailad over the Jingdom tn cons
requence of that victory: But she had yet
to learn.and the lesson was niow to be taught
her by fearful e%perience, hotwv indiserimina~
ting was the vengcance of the rtithless and
sanguinary rufitans, to whom the power of
inflicting chastisement hiad been infrosted:

On observing ti&e soldiers, Widow Radd&
immediately called hér son’s dtiention to
them, and wondered wiiere they could be
going to. This was soon made plain enough.
1n a moment after, ghe herself exclaimed—=

-« Mercy on us, Jamie! they’re Somin here:
What'ih @ the earth can they be wantin

Next minute, the dragoons were in front
of the cotage; when one of them distioum-
ed and advancing towards the widow, in-
quired if there were any rebels shulking
wiereabonts.

“ Oh, no, sir, no,” replied the terrified wo-

man, “ there’s naebody o that kind in this
guarter, I assure you,

“Well, well, so much the better, goad
woman lor hoth you and theth; but, Isiy,
we're starving of hynger, ¢ can ye let's
have something to eat 2?

* Blithely, gir, biythely,” rejoined poor Mrs.
Riddel, delighted to find mauers taking o
amicable a turn: I haena inuckle, sirs, ye're
welcome to what I hae. And she bustled into
the enttage, and, with the assistance of her
‘gon, brought out & quautity of oaten cakes,

cheese, and aweet milk, on which the soljy
made a hearty meal.

Now, alter this kindness of the widow',
or even without it, into whose head or hey
but that of anincarnate fiend, or monster
human shape, could it have entered 1o
her a mischief? Yet such a wretéh w
amongst the troopers who now surreund
her humble dwelling, and had partak
of her hospitality. Just before the par
started, the ruffian who first addressed M
Riddel, asked her, with an affected ag
kindpess, how she lived.

“Indeed, sir” replied the uneuypect
widow, “ the bit cow there,” pointing to ¢
#nimal which wa¥ grazing ata lidle ¢
tance, “ an’ the bit garden, wi’ what thel
die can earn, fsu’that I hae to depend up
but, wi' God’s bléssing, it's eneuch, an’ -
dresincerely tha‘nkx‘u ?

To this affecting detail of her humble-
murce the villain made noe reply, but dv
a pistol from his holster, and, riding up tot
poar woman's cow, discharged it thronght
head, when the animal instantly felf do
Jead. Notsatisfed with this heartlessat
city, ruffan leapet the garden wall, with:
forse and delberately trode down ev
growing thing it (Eoﬁ’laihed and thosett
the feet of his charzer could not reach,
destroyed with his sable.

Having c"mmx'tcd this unnameahle vil ]
ny, the morister rejoined his comrades, lav:

ing and shommg out as he went, in exul.
tion ut the deed.

“ There, pou old devil,” he exclaimet
* ‘hat will put it out of vour power to has
any rascally rebels, or if you do, they m.
strave.”

Inaninstantalterwards,the party rode
1Zaghing heartily at the mischief done
t.er comrade, of which they all secmed
approve.

It would be a vain task o attempt to.
pict the distress and misery of the berea.
widow, witea she fouud herself thusspdd
ly debrived of her alf. This sceue is b
to the imagination of the reader, Wring
her Bands in bitter agony,she rushed inte
house flung herself on her bed, where:
gave way to the sorvow that overwheln
her. From that bed she never arose. 4+
lent iliness, the consequence of dreadd
excited and agitated feetings, scized her,t
terminated her existence,



