TALES OF THE BORDERS. -
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“Oht I trust in goodness, that naething
has happoned to Willlam ! she exclaimed.

" But what can be stopping him 7 Ol ! had
. hebut ta’en my advice—had ye no persuad-

S

ed him, faither ; but ye was waur than him.”

James made no reply. A gloomy appre
hension: that ‘““something had happened,”
was stealing over his mind. He took Lis

" staff, and walked forward, as far as he was
* oble, upon the road; but, after waiting for

two hours, and alter fruitless inquiries at ev-

- ery one he met, he returned, having heard

nothing of his son-in-law. Ris daughter,
with three children around her, sat weeping
belore the fire. He endeavoured to comfort
her, and to inspire her with hopes which he
did not himself feel, and to banish fears from

- her breast whicl, he himself entertained.

Night set in, and, with ite darkness, their
fears and their anxiety increased. The chil-
dren wept more bitterly asthe distress of their
mother became stronger—they raised their
little hands, they pulled her gown, and they
called for their father. A cart stopped at the

_door, and William Crawford, with his arm

“ound up, was carried into his house by stran-
wers, Catherine screamed when she beheld
“im, and the children eried wildly. Old
Tames met them at the door, and said, “ 0
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He had been found by the side of a hedge,
ainting from lossof blood. A bullet had en-
ered his arm below the shoulder—the bone

vas splintered—and, on a surgeon’s being

ent for, he declared that immediate ampu-
ation was necessary. Poor Catherine and
-er little ones were taken into the house of a
wighbodr while the operation was to be per-
ormed, ’nd even her father had not nerve to

ookonit. Wiltiam sat calmly, and beheld

he surgeotand-his assistant make their pre-
‘arations, and when the former tock the
Aife in his hand, the wounded man thought
ot of bodily pain, but the feelings of the
ather and the husband gushed forth.

“Oh ¥ he exclaimed, “had it been my feg,
twad hae been nathing; but my arm--1
vl he helpless for life. What am I to do
ow formy poor Kutie and my bits o® bairns?
“uid gracions ! I canna beg! and aald
ames, poor body, what will come owre
im? O, Sir!" added he, addressing the
urgeon, “I could bear to haemy arm cut
hrough in twenty different places, were it
ot that it eprives me o’ the power o’ work-
g for bread for my family.”

‘Keep a- stoat heart, my good fellow,”

enid the surgeon, as he began his task ;°
“they will be provided for in some way.?
“Grant it may be sael” anawered
William; ‘“but Isee naething for us but 40
beg.” . i
I must here, however take back my reader
to 1813, and, from the neighbourhoed of
Stirling direct their attention to Bruseals.
and Waterloo., George Washington Nichol-,
son, after the batle of Toulouse, had been
appointed to the rank of Sergeant. For
severdl months he was an inmate in the
house, of a thriving merchant in Brussels P
he had assisted him in his business ; he, in’
fact, acted as his chief clerk and his confi-
dent ; he bhecame as one of the family, and
vothing was done by the Belgian trader
without consulting Sergeant Nicholson.

But the fearful night of the 15th of June
arrived, when the sounds of the pibroch ragg
throogzh thé streets of Brussels, startling
soldier and citizen, and the raven angd the
owlwere ibvited to a feast. The name of
Napoleon was pronounced by tongues of
every nation. “Ho comesl~he comes!”
was the cfy. George Nicholton was one of
the fitst to array himselt’ for battle, and rush
forth to join his regiment. He bade a hur-
vied farewell to his'host; hut there was one
in the holisc whose hand trembled when he
touched it, andon whose' lipé he’passionately
breathed his abrupt adieu. It was the gen-
tle Louise, the sole davightet of his host.

The three following days were dreadful
days in Brussels : conflision, anxiety, dismay,
prevailed in every street ; tﬁé}f were pictured
in every countenance. Onone hand were
crowded the wounded from the battle, on the
other were citizens flying from the town to
save their goods and thémiselves, and, in
their genernl eagerness to' escaps, blocking
up their flight. Shops wére shit, houses
deserted, and churches turned into hospitale.
Yut, in the midst of all--every hout, and
more frequently--there went'a messenger
from the house of thé merchant'with whory
Sergeant Nicholson had lodget, to ‘the Porte
de Namur, to mquire how it fated with tha
Highlanders, to examine the caravans with
the wounded as they arrived, and 'to inquire
at the hospitals, if one whom' Louise named
had been brought there.

Never was a Sabbath spent in & mére une
christian manner thani that of the 18th June
1815, on thé plains of Waterloo. At night
the néws of the suceess of thé British arrived
in Brussels, and before sunrise onr thé follow-
ing morning the merchant in whose” houds



