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‘TALES OF THE BORDERS.

ears. He started up,~-he hurried to the box
wivere they sat-—

‘4Gentlemen, he exclajmed eagerly, do you
~speak of the painting No. 210 in the exhibi:
tion P

‘“Hf the game Sir,’ was the reply. 1 am
the artist 'I painted it,” cried Peter.

You sir! you?”’ cried both the gentlemen
.4t once, “'.give us your hand sir--we are
iproud of having the honour of seeing you.”

“Yes sir,” returned one of them, “ we left
the-exhibition to-day just befota it closed, and
had the pleasare of seeing the porter attach
the ticket to it.”

“Glorious’—joy ! joy ! cried Peter, running
in-ecstacy to the bell and ringing it violently
-and as the waiterentered, he added—"A bot-
te-of claret !—claret 'boy—~clarét™ And he
sat down to treal the gentleman~who had
announced to him the ‘wlad tidings. They
drank lopg and decp, till Peter's head came
in-contact with the table, and sleep sealed up
hig eyelids. When aroused by the landlord
who presented his bill, his companions were
gone, and stupid as Peter was, he recollected
for the first time that his pocket did not con-
tain funds to discharge the reckoning, and he
jeft his watch with the tavern-keeper, pro-
missing to redeem it the next day when he
received the price of his picture. I need not
tell you with his head aching with the fumes
of the wine he found that he had been duped,
that his "pleture twas not sold. The ekhibi-
tion closed for the season,~he had spent his
last shilling, and Paul was as poor as Peter,
but the former borrowed a guinea to pay his
brother’s fare on the on the outside of the
coach 40—

Andrew Donaldeon contihued to struggle
hard, but struggle as he would, he could not
pay the interest of the miortgage. Digap-
pointment, sorrow, humbled vanity, and the
faugh of the world were too much for him,
and lhort!y after Peter’s vizit to Edinburgh
he died, repenting that he had ever pursued
the Phantom Fashion, or sotght afler the
roltonness of wealth.

** And what,” inquired I, “became of Mrs.
Donaldson and her sons Paul and Peter 2

* Peter sir,” continued the narrator, rose
to eminence in his profession, and redeeming
the mortgage cn Lottery Hall, he gave it as
& present to his brother Paul, who opened it
ad an establiehment for young zentlemen.
His motherresides with him—and =ir, Paul
hath spoken unto you, he hath given you the
history of Lottery Hall.

THBE CRIPPLE;
ok,
EBENEZERy THE DISOWNED.

Itis proverbial tosay, with reference to
particular constitutions or habits of body, tha,
May is a Irying month, and we have known
what it {s to experience its trials it the sense
sighified. With our grandmothets too, yea
and with our grandfathers also, May was
held to be an unlucky month. Neverthelesss,
it is a lovely, it iz a beautiful month, and the
forerunner of the most healthy of the twelve,
1tislike a timid maiden blushing into womas-
hood, wooing ard yet shrinking from the
admiration which her beauty compels. The
buds, the bloscoms, the young leaves, the
tender flowers, the glittering dew-drope, and
the song of birds, burst from the grasp of
wiater as if the God of Nature whispered in
the sunbeams—" Let there be life ¥ But it
is in the morning orly, and before the busi-
ness of the world summons us, o its mechani-
cal and artificial realitics, that the beauties of
May can be felt in all their freshness. We
read of the glories of Eden, and that the
earth wascursed because of man’s transgres-
sion; yet, when we look abroad upcn the
glowing landecape, above us and arornd us,
and behold the -pure heavens like asea of
music floating over us, and hear the earth
answer in varied melody, while motmtai'n.
wood, and dale, seem dreaming in the sound
and stealing into loveliness, we almpst won- -
der that so beautiful, and where every objec!
around him is a representive of the wisdom
the goodness, the mercy, the purity, and the
omnipotence of hiz Credtor. There is a lan-
guage in the very wild-flowers among our
feet that hreaths & lesson of virive. We can
appreciate the feeling with which the poel
beheld.

+* The last rose of summnet left blooming alone;”

but in the firstlings of the spring, the prim-
rose, the lily, and their early train, thereis
an appeal that pdsses beyond our senses
They are like the lispings and the smiles of
infancy—lowly preachers, emblems of our
own immortality, and we love them like liv-
ing things. They speak to us of childhood
and thescenes of youth, and memory dwells
in their very fragrance. Yes, May isa beau-
tiful month—it is & month of fair sights and
of sweet sounds. To it belongs the lowly
primrose blushing by the brae-side in congre:
gated beauty, with here and there a cowslir
bending over them like a lover ameong the



