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Now, as my nevyisto be my hewr, Fiinuh
y duty to tay dewn a eort of chiart—or
it what you like=by which L would wish
to chape his fature condret. I am glad
ear that his head 18 of the right sort;
" fet nis have roue of your fildle ornauments
tit. A lofty prow je not always the
for a storm, and looks had enough with
ieh stern.  Deware, also. now you let
1o sea hefore his vessel i= [irly rizzed,
ked, and waterproof—or,f you do, then
out for his growing top-heavy, and cap-
“entheturn of a ﬁau(kmke. It you set
off with a bare uliowance ot ballast, and
aut a single fetter of eredit—do you ex-
* him to bring home a cargo? It 1s stuff,
—agrant staff! All your bov exhibr-
are dowanght swindhng. Prodigies,
th l=why, parrots can speirk, and jack-
chatter.  Or, to render myzelf mtelli-
to your agricultural senses. o tree blos-
inits first vear. and a =elfish deluded
plucks it up, exhibits it in the market-
~—the bud perishes, and the tree withers,
‘e gaping lubbers wonder that it did not
fruit! Now, Dick, this 15 exactly the
with all your tast-suling mmacles—
=a boy the helm, and get hun to the
cery of the cabin again, if {ou can.
As to his love aff'urs, nrovided the girl of
“oice be virtuous, and tolerablv pretty—
eh neither very rich nor very intelligent
e that you dow't strike off at a tingent,
, like onte of your own stupd cattle, run
ater to his will. It you do, it will only
‘en what you wish to prevent—or render
~rriage certain, which the voung couple
~ght «ufiiviently doubtful.  Besides, yvour
stion mizht spoil a poor sirl’s rejrraton;

I have always found that imputations, |

certain clasy, upon 2 maw. are Like marks
upon the sand within a tile-mark; but
1 womman—a lovely, helpless woman—
,adhere like a himpit to the rock. Be-
_ thiz Duck, 1 am certain the most pow-
)} impression of moral rectitude you can
it upon his heart, will he iike a pistol
1irom acock-boat, compare!t to the glo-
s and irresistibls broadside of a seventy-
, when you contrast its influence upon
_ctions, with the delichtful ard conquer-
emotions ol love and esteem which he
rtamns for an amiable woman. Don’t
ch to me, Dick, for I know when the
I, the world, and the flesh, war against
better principles; and when early in-
stions, counsels, and all those sort of
gs, are fairly run down and drop astern.
y, i a fellow just think for a moment of
beautiful beingr, whose soul is as pure as
blue s2a on a summer day—if lie just
k of her— o of her last words—* Don’t
et me!'—Belay! is the word-—ahout
. the helmm—hcad round from the lee-
eof inconsistency. and he is again qui-
moored in the fair-way of virtue.
When he begins to shape into manhood,
vretion is the watchword; and what-
- he or others may think of his abilities,
um donse Presumption and stow it be-
hoist a des're to please ot the fore-top,
v Perseverance at the helm, and Civi-
and Moderate Ambition upon the watch.
lesay they like a plain-spoken. honest
w, who Isays what he thinks. But it is
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Wl a fudge. Just swenk in the jaek-vlunt
manner, which they prawe, respecting them-
selves, ando mark me, they will march oft to
another tune.  Let anv man practise thig for
a time, and he wiil soon be hated by every
goul on bourd. 1 don’ mean to advise dis-
supulation, but @ man ecan get enemies
enourh without makine them; therefore,
wheie he harno good 1o say of & person,
though they may have injured him, let him
hold his wngae.

“ Anoher thing, and an important one, for,
him to remember, is—he who 13 the king of’
coud-fellows, and a *good soul” amongst his
associates, is styled by the publie a thought-
lesa man, and by his ‘enemies a drunkard.—
Naw, Dick, in the world of business, a goodl-

Jellow suuply means a good-for-nothing.—

Therefore, cee to it, and put my nevy on the
look out; for, not to speak of the growing
influence of habit, just attribute unsteadiness
to a n:an. and you bring him a wind a-head
—stop hix ered t, ard hurl him to ruin head-
lone. Sobriety i3 his compass—subriety ia
his passport. .
Again, Dick, T would neither wish to
cee hiin 2 hooby nor a maw-worm; but I
must tell you that the epinion the world forma
of us is often cast upon very trivial circum-
stauces. A heediessly committed acton,
which we inrget in halt'an hour, others will
remember to our disadvantage for twelve
months. There 1s nothing like being well
hraced with curcumspection ; let him always
lonk well to his bearing and distance, or he
witl zoon {ind bhimself out in his latitude. No
manecf any ambition, or whether he was
ambitious or not, ever Ioved a man who pre-
cumedd to be ina!l things wiser than himselt.
1 dor’t wizh to lecture upen humbug humi-
lity, but diffidence and rudesty ehould never
be under thie poop.  Let hun take good care
uot to dabble in politics or religion. Both
enneern him, and he must think and act
upon both, but he must doso as becomes a
man. I hate all your noisy boatswain poli-
ticians, hoth aboard the Commons and out of
it. The moment I sce a lubber'y fellow
swinging his arms about and blowing a hur-
ricane, whether he be endeavoring to blow a
nation or a tavern in agitation—there rages
a grand raseal, say I'; hus patriotism, and the
froth which he scatiers from his mouth, are
of a piece. Now, asio his religious princi-
ples, ol all things, let him keep them to him-
seif. Every man is as much in the right, in
hie own estimation, as he is. Nothing will
wiil procure 2. man more enemies than a real
or aflected singularity in natters of religion.
Ior though there is a great deal of good
sense afloat in the world, yet there is such a
{ry of feveirish, canting, emall craft, always
skulking ahour, and veeping into our pees
and quzs, which, though tﬁey cannot sink
your character, they annoy it with their epar-
row-hail. In a word, Dick, every intelligent
being’s religion lies between his own con-
science and his Maker. Give my nevy a
Bible, with a father’s best blessing—in it he
witl find the ennobling hopes of eternity, and
learn ‘o do unto others as he would wish
othersto do unto him; and this, from the
S:ott]tzm of my heart, is the advice of his uncle
ack.
“ A sterling, upright, moral character, i
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absolutely indispensable. If' the heart be
well-built, and kept in good sailing trim, he
will have a tell-tale theie which will keep
all right aloft. As wellsct a seaman upon
a voyage of discovery without a compase, as
8 young fellow spon the world without a
character. But,d’ye see, because you can’t
go to sea without a compass of thie kind, you
ars wot to expect that, m all cases, 1t wili
insL.e you of reaching the Pole. No, Dick,
it is rather like a pilotcent out tostear you in,
when you are withinsight of fand, & without
whose assistance you cannot reach the port.
“In conversation too, I hate to see a smooth-
water puppy runuing at the rate of twelve
knots, asif novessel in the fleet could sail but
hisown. 1 have seen fellows of this sort,
shewing off like guilded pinnaces at a re-
tta, while they were only shewing how
ittle they had on board. 'T'wo things, in
pasticular, 1 wish my nevy to avoid, namely,
arguiying in company, and speaking about
himself. There 18 2 time and a place for
everything ; and, though argument be weil
enough in 13 way, he who is always upon
the look-out for one, isjust as sureas he finda
it, to find an enemy ; and, as to speaking of
one's self, independent ot its ill-oreading, 1t is
like a dose of salt water served round the
company. ‘The grand secret of conversation
is, to say little in a way to please, and the
moment you fuil to do so, it 15 time to shove
your boat off. Whenever you see a person
yawn in your company, take your hat.

“ Independent of these things, let him look
well to his tide-table. Without punctualiy,
the best character becomes a bad oune. The
moment a man breaks his word, or becomes
indifferent to his engagement, why, the con-
fidence of his commodore is at an end; and,
instead of being promoted to the quarter-
decl, he may slave before the mast till the
boatswain's last whistle pipe all hands to his
funeral. Punctuality, Dick-——systematical,
methodical punctuality—is a fortune toa fel-
low ready made. Let him once listen to the
syren voice of delay—neglect to weigh an-
chor with the tide, and if he don't drift back
wirh the current, go to pieces on asand-bank,
or be blo vn to sticks by a foul wind, my
name’s not Jack. Let him keep a sharp eye
upon the beginning, the middle, and the end
oi'evemhmF he undertakes. He must not
tack about, like a fellow on a cruise or & rov-
ing commission ; but, whatever wind blows,
maintain a straight course, keeping his head
to the port. Burns, the poet, spoke like a
philosopher, when he said 1t was the misfor-
tune of his life to be without an aim. But I
tell you what, Dick, we must not only have
an object to steer to, but it must be a reason-
able object. A madman may say he is de-
termined to go to the North Pole, or themoon
~—but that’s nut the thing, Dick ; our antici-
pations must be likelihoods, our ambitions
probabilities; and when we have made fre-
quent calcalations, and find oureelves correct
in our reckoning, though we have made but
little way, then down with despondency, and
stick to perseverance. 1 don’t mean a beg-
garly, servile, grovelling perseverance, but
the unsubdued determination of an uacon-
querable spirit, riding out the storm, and
while small erait sink on every side, disdain-
ing to take in & single reef,

o — e —

“ Now, having said thus much about shy,
10z his course £ad laying in a_freight, w
material that } drop a concluding word vy
regard to his rirging.  Send hun out wy
putched canvass, and the veriest punt (hy
ever disgraced the water will elear out befosy
him. A patch upon his coat will be au e,
bargo on his prospects. People aflect to e
spise tailors; but it is base ingratitude »
shallow disstmulation.  Not that I would f-
the world see my nevy an insizn:ficant dan!
—but remember the ‘moment the elbows ¢
your coat open, every door shuts.

“But my fingers are cramped with th,
long epistle, and, moreover, the paper is ful!
and with love to nevy George, to Nelly, au
the little ones, [ am, dear Dick,

.. “ Your affectionate Brother,
“JOHN ROGERS,
“ Otherwige
“JACK THE RAMBLER.”

Allapplauded this letter when they ha!
heard it, and they vowed the captain was s
clever fellow—~a noble fellow—ay, and :
wise one; and they drank his health and :
happy New Year to him, though half d
what he had written, {rom his nautical type
and symbols, was as Greek and Latin unt
those who heard it, and worse unto Georg: -
the genius whoread it; though some partsci ’
it all understood.

VWhen the health 'of Captain Rogers hac '
gone round, “1 wonder in the world,” sax
Richard, “ what it canbe that my btrothe
aye refers to about being unhappy 7 1w
written to him fifty times to try to fathom 1.
but I never could—he never would gie me
ony satisfaction.”

“ Why,” said the seaman, as he sat lean
ing forward and turniug round hissou-wester
between his knees, “ I believe I know—or |
can guess a something about the matter.—
1t's about ten years ago, according to w7
reckoning, we were ¢coming down the medit.
erranean—the captain was as fine a looking
young fellow then asever stood upon a deck.
Well, as I was saying, we were coming down
the Mediterranean, and at Genoa we took a
gentleman and his daughter on board. She
was a pretty creature; I've seen nothinghke{g
her neither before ner since. So, as I tell-;
ing you, we took them on board at Genoa,:
for Eingland, and they had not been many:
daya on board, till every one saw, and Isawt
~theugh my eyes are none o’ the emartest—:
that the captain could look on nothing but ¢
his lovely passenger. It wasn’t hard to see§
that she looked much in the same way at him
and I have seen them walking on thedeck at
night with her arm through his, in the mooa-
light ; and, let me tell you, a glorioussightit
is—toonlight on the Mediterrancan! It

—
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- gnouih to make a mita fallin love with moon-
Beht isell, il there be nothing elee beride
- Rim. Well, d’'ve see, aa 1 am eaying, it
wasn't lone until the old gentleman, her
father, say winch way the land lay; and one
day we heard the lady weeping; she never
oeame out of her cabin during the rest of the
woyage, por did her father again speak to the
master. We were laid up for a long time,
and there was a report that ti:» captain and
ber hal g2t married, unknown to her father.
However, we sailed on a long voyage ; we
weren't back to Englnnd again for more than
twelve menths; but the day after we landed,
the captain shut himself un, and, for long
and long, we used to find him eitting with
the salt water in his eyes.  We again heard
‘@ereport that he had heen married, and
“ 0 tirat his {ady had died in childbed ; but
-‘Whether the child was living or ever was
vinz. or whether it was a boy or a girl, we
- Nidn't know ; nor did he know; and, I be-
i§eve, he never was able to hear any more
{gbout the old rentleman—so, as 1 say, that’s
il I know about the matter, poor fellow.”
Now. the squinting railor remained two
days in the house of Richard Rogers, and he
* 'war such a comicnl man, and such a good-
¢ matured kind-hesrted man, that Mrs. Rogers
was certnin he would be a lucky first-foot,
sven thongh he had a very unfortunate croas
Jeok with hiseves; and she was the more
tonvinced in this opinion, because, in a con-
versation she had with him, and in which
she had inquired, “ What siller he thought
the captain might be worth > “ Why, I'm
saying,” answered the =ailor, “ Captain Ro~
gers is worth a round twenty thousand, if he
be worth a single penny; and that, I'm
Ahinking, is a pretty comfortable thing for
;;{Iaster George to be heir to?? “ Ay, and so
Bt is,” responded Nellv. And there was no
~Jonzer anything disagreeable in the sailor'e
Fgquint.
# Well, week followed week, and month suc-
~ _ecded month—spring came, and summer
--ame, and harvest followed ; and it was al
~ogether a fucky year to Richard Rogers.---
Nelly declared that the squinting eailor had
- een an excellent first-foot.

Anacther year came, another, and another,
ntil eight years passed round since they had
een visited by the outlandieh seaman.—
“elly had had both Jucky and unlucky first-
eet, George the genius was now a fad of

_wenty, and the other children were well
4 10wn, but George was still o geniue, and

-wthing but & geniux. He was indeed s

good scholar; a grand scholar, as his mother
deslared; and n great one, as his father
affirmed. He had been brought up to no
profession, for it was of no use thinking of a
profession for one who was heir to twenty
thousand pounds, and, at any rate, his genio®
wassure tc make hima fortune. In what
way his genius was to do this, was nevet
taken into consideration. Many people said,
“If we had your genive, Georee, we conld
make a fortune.” And George thought he
would and could. The jviner in the next
village, however, raid, that * Wi’ a’ George's
genius, he didna believe he could make an
elshin heft, and stick him! and, in his opi-
nion, there was mair to be made by making
elshin-hefte than by writing ballants!”

As 1 have said, eight years had passed; it
waz again the last night of the old year, and
a very dark and stormy night it was. Mr.
Rogers, his wife, their son George, and the
rest of thei- family, had again seen the old
year out and the new year in, and exchanged
with each other the compliments of the sea-
<on, when the cuckoo-clock agamn announced
the hour of twelve. Nelly had “ happed up
the fire” with her own hands—a thing that
she always did on the last night of the old
year, that it might not be oct on a New
Year's morning. She was again wondering
who would be their first-foot, and expressing
a hope that it would be a lucky one, when a
chaise drew up before the house, and tha
driver, dismounting and knocking at the
windo®, begged that they would favour him
with a light, ag the roads were exceedingly
dark, and the Jamps of the chase had been
blown out by the wind.

“ Alight!” exclaimed Betty, half petrified
at such request; “ preserve us! is the man
beside himsel! Do we imagine that ony
body is gaun to gie ye out a hght the first
thing in a New Year’s morning! Gaeawal
—gaeawa !

In vain the driver expostulated---he” had
met with similar treatment at other houses
at which he Lad cal'ed. *“ Ye hae nae bu-
siness to travel at sicean a time 9’ night™
replied Betty, to all his arguments. Her
hushand said little, for he entertained some
of his wife’s scruples against giving a light
atsucha time. George mildly ridiculed the
absurdity of the refusal; but, “1 am mige
tress o' my ain house,”” answered his mother,
“aad I'll gie a light out o't when I please.
Wi’ a' yer learnin’, George, ye wad be s
great fcol sometimes.”

The voiee of 2 lady was now heand at the
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\vm.low with the drives, saying, " l’my, good
people, do permit us to Light the lamps, and
vou shall haveany recompense.”” No sooner
did George hear the lady's voice, than, in
despite of ie mother’s frowne, he sprang to
the door and unlocked it-  Withanawhward
sort of eallantry he ushered in the fair etran-
ger.  She way, indeed, the lovelicst first fout
that had ever erog-ed the threshold of Mys.
Rogers.  She had no sooner eatered, than
Nully eaw and felt this, and, with a eivility
which formed a strange contrast to aer an-
swera to the driver, she smoothed down for
her the cushioned arm-chair by the side ol
the fire. The youug lady (for she hardly
appeared to exceed seventeen) politely de-
clined the proflered hospitality. * Sit down,
my sweet young leddy ; now, do sit down
just to oblige me,” said Neny. * Y« are our
first-foot, andl hope-—~31ia sure ye'll be a
fucky ane; and ye wadua, ye canna gaun’
out without tasting wi' uson a New Year’s
morning.”

The young lady sat down ; and Nelly has-
tened to epread upon the table little moun-
tains of short bread, (of which she was a
notable maker,) with her epice loaf, milk-
scones, and her best ewe-cheese, and her
cream-cheese, which was quite a fancy !--
And while his mother was so occupied
Gecorge produced three or fuur sorts of home-
made wine of his own manufacture; for, in
his catalogue of capabilities as a genius, it
must be admitted that he had son:e which
might be said to belong to the useful.

“ Now, make yoursel at hame, my dear
feddy,” said Nelly ; * need nae pressing. Or
if ye wad like it better, I'll gzet ye ready a
cupa’ tea in a minute or twa; the ketue’s
boiling; and it’s only to mask, so dinna say
no. Indeed,ifye’ll only consent to stop a
night, ye ehall hae the best bed in the house,
and we’ll put the horses i the stuble ; for its
no owre and aboon lucky to gie or tak a light
on a New Year’s morning.”

A faint smile played across the lips of the
fair stranger, at the mixtare of Nelly’s kind-
ness and credulity ; and she tharked her for
her hospitality, but stated that ehé must pro-
ceed on her journey, as she was hastening
to the deathbed of a near and only relative.
The young lady, however, sat longer than
she wist, for she had entered in conversation
with George, how, she knew not, and he
knew not; but they were pleased with each
other; and there were times (though it was
only at times) that George could talk like an
inspired rbeing ; and this wae. one of those
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umw. The knuwhdve slie youth, \hehem.
of the loveiy stranger, had kindled all ¢
fires of his genius within him. Even : g
father was surprised, and his mother forr ¢
that the chaise-driver was hghting the lan;
---and how long thie fair lady might ba W
listened to Georgre, we cannot tell, had . g
the driver hinted, * AlP's rcady, Ma'am ;1§
horses will get no geod in the coid?® & i
arose and took leave of her entertainers ; o
George accompanied her to the chaise, a:
shooi hier hand ard bade her farewell. - g
though she had been an old and a very d«: o
frend. He even thougly, as she repii
* Farewell,” that there wus a sadness in lt
toue, as if she were surry to zav il

R:chard and his spouse retired to rest ; b
still the thought of haviing given a ]w
out of her house ona New Year’s moru. .
troubled her, and <he feared that, after a.-
her lovely first foot wouid prove an unluck
one. Georze luid Lis head upon lis pillw §
to dream dreams, and conjure Up Vislons oy
the fair strengzer. ‘

A short week had not passed, however.
Richard was returning fromm Kelso marlie
the roads were literally a sheet of ice; it
said that bones are most easily kroken i
frosty weather; his horse fell and rolled oved
him, and he was carried home bruised, aw
with his leg broken. Nelly was loud in lma
lamentations, and yet louder in her uphbraid-<
ings, against George and against herself thujy
she permitted a light to be carried out of |«
house ona New Year's morning. “It wa
born in upon me,” said she, “the leddy wadrg
be lucky, that something would come out ¢'§
the gien the light!” But this was pot all,
before two months clapsed, and just as he
husband was beginningz to set his foot to the
ground again, from friction and negligeucy’
together, the thrashing machine took ﬁre.«f
It was still a severe frost, there was scarce a~
drop of water to be procured about the p!ace.i‘
and, in spite of the exertions of all the people.
on the farm, and their neighbours who came
to their assistance, the ficrce flames roared,
spread and rushed from stack to stack, untl
the barn, the stables, the stack-yard, and the
dwelling-house, presented a heap of smol
dering ashes and smoking ruins. Yet this
was not the worst evil which had that day
fallen upon Richard Rogers. He was o
of those individuals who have an aversion t
the very name of a bank, and he bad the
savingsand the profits of twenty vears, it
filty pound notes, and in five pound notess
and crown pieces, Jocked away in a strong
drawer in his bedroom. In the confusion of
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h;, aud aa he bustled, hatuug about,
the hope of saving some of his witeat:
ks, (for wheat was eelling high ut the
) he forgot the strong drawer and his
twepty years' savings, until ﬂ:m}es were seel
ting from the window oi his bedisom.—
window had been left open, and some of
urning wateriala having been blown
E the roam, it was the first part of the
which caught fire.
‘WOn! Pin ruined! I'm ruined P cried
Bard; “my sillar! my silac! my hard
wﬂ'aiﬂur!"
. fErush was made to the bedroom 5 but be-
they reached it, the sfairs gave way, the
fell in, and a thick flame and soffocat-
moke buried the teaits of puor Richard's
siry —the treasure which Lie had laid up
is children.
ow, I amn a begzar!” groaned he, lift-
up his hands, while the flames almost
hed his face.
Oh, black sorrow take that leddy ! cried
v, wringing her hands; * what tempted
to be my ficst- foot '—or what tempted me
ie hera light! George! George! it was
u! We gied fire out ¢ the house, and
we've brought it about us! Waes me!
me! Pm a ruined woman! @ Rich-
ded! what will we do! what was ye thiuk-
Y about that ye didna mind the siller 27
ichard knew nothing of tlhie number of
tes, and lis riches had, indeed, van-
i in a flash of fire ! » He was now obliged
Ritake shefter with his tamily in an out-
hodse, which had been occupied Ly a cotter.
He'had not heard from Captain Rogers for
more than twelve months, and he knew not
Ayh¥re he was, therefore he could expect no
‘ edate assistance from him. It was now
_ssary that George should bring his ge-
into action—h:s father could no longer
sort himin idleness ; and, asithad always
said, that he had only to exert his ge-
. to make a fortune, George resolved that
vould exert it, and he was pleased with
thought of setting his father on hia feet
in by the reward of his_talents. He had
_somewhere in the writings of Dr. John-
{and the Doctor hada good deal of ex_
encein the matter,) that “genius was
¢ to meet with its reward in London ;”
,if the Doctor was sure of that, George
-assure that he was a genius, and there-
he considered the reward as certain.—
seorge determined, as his uncle might
many years, that he wouvld go to Lon-
~ and make a fortuse for himself, and to

aigt his tuther in the meantime. A cow
wazs taken to Kelso market and sold for eight
pounds, nnd the money was given to Gevrge
to pity his expences to the metrcpolis, and to
keep himn there until lus genius should put
him in the way of making his anticipated
fortune. His coat was not exactly such a
ane as his uncle desired he should La sent out
into the world in—not that it was positively
a bad coat, butit was begzinning to be rather
smooth and clear about the elbows, a lishter
shade ran up on each side of the seams ut the
back, and his hat was beccming bare round
the edges on the crown. To be sure, as hia
nother said, “ he would aye hae ik besida
him, and adip o’ ink would help to hide that.”?
The:zz, however, were thinga that eould not
he wmended—the wardrobe of” the whole fa-
mily had ibeen consumed at the fire; but
these things did not distress George, for ha
Jid not consider it necessary for a geniuz to
appearin & new coat. There were many
tears elicd on both sides when George baia
adieu to his father, his mother, and his bretii~
ren, and took his journey towards London.

It was about the middle of March when
he arrived in the metropolis; and, having
spent two days wandering about and won-
dering at all he saw, without once thinking
how lis genius was to make the long-taiked-
of fortune, on the third day he delivered a
letter of introduction, which he had received,
to a broker in the city. Now, it so happened,
that in this letter poor George was spoken of
as an “extraordinary genius!”,

“ So you are a great genius, young man,
my friend informs me,” said the broker;
“ what have you a genius for

George blushed and looked confused ; he
almost said— for everything ;”* but he hung
down his head and said nothing.

“Isit a genius for making machines, or
playing the fiddle, or what 7’ added the bro-
ker.

George looked more and more confused ;
he replied “that he could neither make ma-
chines, nor did he know anything of music.”

““Then I hope it’s not a genius for making
ballads, isit?” continued the other.

I have written baliads,”unswered George,
hesitatingly.

“Oh, then y- 't must try the west end, you
wont do for the city,” added the broker;
“your genius is an article that’s not in de-
mand here.”

George left the office of the Loudon eiti-

zen mortified and humiliated. For a dozon
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Joug yeam everybody had told him he wasa
gomus; and now, when the question was put
to him, “ What had he a genius for?” he
eould nct answerit. This rebutl rendered
him melancholy for several days, and he
wandered from street to street, sometimes
etanding, unconscious of what he was doing,
belore \he window of a bookseller, til}, jostled
by the crowd, he moved on, and again took
his stand before the window of the printseller,
the jeweller, or the vender ol caricatures.
Still | velieved that he was a genius, and
he was a genius, and he was conscious that
that genius might make him a fortune ; only
he knew not how to apply it ; he was puzzled
where to begin. Yet he did not despair.—
He thought the day would come—but how it
was to come, he knew not. He took out his
uncle’s letter, which his futher had put into
his hands when he left him, and he read it
again, and said, it was all very gocd.g but
what was he che better of it 7—it was all
very true—too true, for he understood every
word of it now ; and he turned round his
arm and examined his coat with a eigh, and
beheld that the lining was beginning to
shew its unwelcome face through the seams
of the elbows. I should have told you that
he was then sitting in a cofiee-house, sipping
nis three halipence worth of cofive,and kifch-
ening his pennyworth of bread, which was
but hall’ a slice, slightly buttered—and a
thin elice, too, compared with these of his
mother’s cutting. He v-1s beginning to feel
one of the first rewards of genive--eaiing by
measure! To divert the melancholy of his
feelings, and the gloom of his prospects, he
took up a magazine which lay on the table
before him. Hiseyes fell upon a revow of
a poem which had been lately published, and
for which the author was said to have re-
ceived a thousand guineas! *“ A thousand
guineas ! exclaimed George, dropping the
magazine—* A thousand guineas! I shall
make a fortune yet ! He had read some of
the extracts from the poem, he was sure he
could write better lines, his eyes flashed with
ecstasy, his very nostrils distended with de-
light, a thouoand guineas seemed already in
hiz pocket ! Though, alas! out of the eight
pounds which he had received as the price
of his father’s cotv, with all his management
and with all his economy, he had but eight
shillings left. But his resolution was taken
--he saw fortune hovering over him with
her golden wings, he purchased a quire of
vaperand haifa dozen quills, and hurried to
his garret—for his lodging was a garret, in

which there was nothing but an old bed and
an olden chair—not even an apology for -~
tabie~—~but sometimes the bed rerved the pur.
pose of one, and at other times he eat upon
the floor like a Turk, and wrote upon the
chair. He was resolved to write an epie—
for the idea of a thonsand guir.cas had taken
possescion of all hisfacwiier. He made a
pen—he [olded the paper—he rubbed hi
hands aeross his brow for a subject. He
might have said with Byron, (had Byron
then said it))
“1 want a hero!"

He thought of a hundred subjects, and
with each the idea of his mother’s beaut.ful
but most unlucky first-{f08t was mingled '—
At length he fixed upon one, and began to
write. He wrote mest industriously —in
short, he wrote for a thousand guineas! He
tasked himself to four hundred lines a day,
and, in a fortnight, he finished a poem con-
taining about five thousand. It was longer’
than that for which the thousand guieneas
hiad been given, but George thought, though*
he should get no more for his, that even a{
thousand guineas was very geod payment for
a fortnicht’s labor. Of the eight shillings
which we mentioned his being in possession
of when he hegan the epic, he had now but,
threepence, and be was in arrears for the:
week's rent of his garret. The landlady be-:
Zan to cast very suspicious glances at her
lodger—she looked at him with the sides of |
her eyes. She did not know exactly what a -
genius meant, but she had proof-pesitive it’
did not mean a gentlemar. At tines, also,;
she would stand with his garret-door in her.
hand, as if she intended to say, “ Mr. Rogers,
I would thank you for last week’srent.”

Scarce wae the ink dry upon the last pags;
of hispocm, when George, folding up the;
manuscript, put it carefally into his coat.
pocket, and hurried to the bookseller of:
whom he had read that he had given a’
thousand guineas for a shorter work, and one
too that, he was satisfied in his own mind,
was every way inferior to hie. We do not
say that he exactly expected the publisherto
fal! down and worship him the moment he
read the first page of his production, but he:
did believe that he would regard him asa
prodigy, and at once offer terms for the cop;-
right. He was inlormed by a shopman, how-
ever, that the pnblisher was engaged, and
he left the manuscript, stating that he would
call again. George did call again, and yet
again trembling with hope and anxiety;

and he began to discover that a great Lon- .
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don publisher was as difficult of access s hus
wmperial mightiness the Emperor of China.
¢ At length, by accident, he found the Biblio-
pole i his shop. He gave a glance at George
—it was a withering glance—a glanceat his
coat and ot his elbows. The unfortunate
genius remen,bered, when it was too late,
the passage in his uncle’s letter—" tne mo
ment the elbows of your coat open, every
door shuts.,” We have already mentioned
thatthe lining was beginning to peer through
them, and, during the fervour of inspiration.
or the furor of excitement in composing the
epic, he had not ohserved that the rent had
become greater, that the lining too had given
way, and that now his linen (which was not
of & snow colour) was visible. He inquired
Halter his manuscript. ** What is it 7" ashed
the publisher.
& ' A poem,” answered George—* an epic !”
The mun of books smiled ; he gave another
Mook at the forlorn elbows of the genius; it
as evident he measured the value of hLis
poetry by the value of his coat. *“ A poem?
replied he, “ poetry’s a drug?! Itis of no use
or such as you to think about writing po-
try. Give the young man his manuscript,”
id he to the shopman, and walked away.
The reader may imagine the feelings of
ur disappointed genius-- hey were bitter as
12 human soul could bear. Yet he did not
Itogether despair; there were more book-
llersin London. It is unnecessary to tell
ow he offered his manuscript to another and
nother, yea, 10 twenty more ; how he exam-
ved what books they had published in their
.indows, and how he entered their shops
.ith fear and trembling, for his hopes were
«woming fainter and more faint. Some
pened it, others did not, but all shook their
eads and said, nobody would undertake to
ublish poetry, or that it was not in their
ay ; somne advised him to publish by sub-
~ -ription, but George Rogers did not know a
ulir London ; others recommended him to
y the magazines. It was with a heavy
«art that he abandoned the idea of publish-
¢ his epic, and with it also his fond dream
‘obtatning a thousand guineas. He had
~lved within himself, that the moment he
<eived the money, he would go down to
cotland and rebuiid his father’s house ; and
l who knew him should marvel and hold up
eir hands at the fame and the fortune of
corge the Genius. Bat a hungry man
—not indulge in day-dreams, and his vi-
ons by night are an aggravation of his mi-
-¥ ; he therefore bad to renounce the fond

delusion, that he might bave bread to eat.
His lust resource was to try the magazmes.
Hie epic was out of the question for them,
and ke wrote songs, odes, carays, and short
tales, on every ecrap ol paper, and on the
buck of'ever: letter m his posscesion. With
this bundle of *shreds and patcher” be
waited upon several magazine publishera
Qae told him he was overstocked with coutri-
butions ; another, that he might leave the
papers, and he sliould have an answer in two
or three weeks. But three weeks was an
eternity to a man who had not tagted food for
three days. A third said ““he could seldom
wake rcom for new contributors, poetry was
not an article for which he gave morey, es-
suys were at a discount, and he only publish-
ed talea by writers of established reputation ™
There was one article, however, which
pleased him,and he handed George a guinea
for it. The tears started in his eyesas be
received it, he thought he would never be
poor again, he was as proud of that guinea
as if'it had been a thousand! It convinced
him more and more that he was a genius.-—
I need nottell how that guinea was hus-
banded, and how it was doled out, but ai-
thoucgh George reckoned that it would pur-
chase two hundred and fittytwo penny loaves
—~-and that that was almost as many asa
man need to eat ina twelvemonth, yet the
guinea vanished to the last penny before a
month went round.

He had frequently called at the shop of his
first pawon, the publisher of the Magezine ;
and one day when hesu called, * O Mr. Ro-
gers,” said the bookseller, “ I have just heard
of a litle job which will puit you. Lord
L——wishes me o fiud him a person to writa
& pamphlet in defence of the war. You are
just the person to do it. Make it pungeut
and peppery, and it will be five or ten guiness
for you, and perhaps the patronage of his
lordship, and you know no bookeeller will
look at genius without patronage.”

A new light broke upon George, he dis-
covered why his epic had been rejected. He
hurried to his garret. He began the pamph-
let with the eagerness of frenzy. It was
both peppery and passionate. Before the
afternoon of the following day it was com-
pleted, and he flew with it to the house of the
nobleman. Our genius was hardly, as the
reader may suppose, in a fitting garb for the
drawing-room or library of a British peer,
and the pampered menial who opened the

door attempted to dash it back in his face.
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He,however,neither lacked spieit o strength,
and hie forced his way into tive lobhy.

“Inform his lordship.” said George, “that
Mr. Rogers has called with the pam-
phlet in Dcfence of the War!” And he
epoke this with an-air of consequence and

thority

The man of genius was ushered into the
Lbrary of the literary loid who, raising lus
glass to his eye, surveyed him fiom head to
foot with a look partaking of seorn and dis-
gust ; and there was no misiaking that its
meaning was—" Stand back ! At length,
ke desired our author to remain where he
was, and to read his manuscript The
chagrin which he felt at this reception, mar-
red the effect of the fiist two or thiree senten-
ces, but, as he acquired his selt*possession, he
read with excellent feehng and emphasis.
Every sentence told. “Good! good !’ said
the peer, rubbing his hands—" that will do!
~—give me the manuszeript.”

George was stepping boldly forword to the
chair of his lordship, when the latter, rising,
stretrhed hisarm at its extreme length across
the table, and received the manuscript be-
tween his finger and thumb, as though he
feared contagion from the touch of the author
or fancied that the plague was sewed up.
hetween the seams of his threadbare coat,
T'he peer glanced hiseye over the title-page!
which George had not read—"A Defence of
Wur -ith France,” sud he; “ by--by who
—G. srge Rogers!—who is George Rogers?”

“I am, your lordslup,” answered the au-
thor.

* You are !—you !” gaid his lordship, * you
the author of the Defence? Impertinent
fool ! had not you the idea fromme? Am
not I to pay for it? The work is mine!”
So saying, he rang the bell, and addressing
the servant who entered, added—* Give that
gentleman a guinea.”

George withdrew in rage and bewilder-
ment, and his poverty, not his will, consented
to accept the insulting remuneration. With-
in two days, he saw atthe door of every
bookseller, a placard with the words—** Just
Published, A Defence of the War with
France, by the Right Hon. Lord L
George compared himself to Esau, who sold
his birthright for a mess of pottage--he had
battered his name, his fame, and the fruits of
his genius for a paltry guines.

He began to be ushamed of the shabbiness
of his garments—the withering meaning of
the word clung round him—he felt it as a
festering eore eating ioto his very eoul, and

he appeared but little upon the streets. 42
had heen several weeks without a lodging,
and though it was now summer, the winds
Leaven atlord but a comfort'ess blanket fur
the shouide’s when the miduight dews fiu}
upon the earth. He had clept ior severu
nights in a hay-field in the suburbs, on the
Kent eide of the river; and his custom was,
to it afew armtulls aside ona low rich,
and layiug himself down in the midst of it
eradually plieing the hey over his feet, and
the rest of his body, until the whole wu
covered. But the hay season did not last for
ever; and one morning, when fast asleep i
the middle of the rick. hie was roused by a
sudden exclamation of mingled horror and
astorishment. He looked up, and beside him
stood a countryman, with his mouth open
and hi3 eves razinz wistfully. In his hand
he held a hayfurk, and on the prongs of the
fork was onc ol the skirts of poor Georges
ccat!  He gazed angnly at the country-
man, and ruefully ut the fingment of his
unfortunate coat; ard, rising, he drew roun.!
the portion of it that remained on Lis back,
to view “the rent the envious ayfork made.”

“ By goam ! chap,” said the countryman,
when he rezained his speech, 1 have made
thee a spencer; but I inight have run the
fork through thee, and it would have been uo
blame of mine »

They were leading the hav from the field,
and the genius was de, rived of hia lodzine,
It was some nights afier this, he was wan-
dering in the neighhouirhood of Po"»!dr
fainting and exhausted—slee)ing, starting
dreaming—as he drageed his benumed and*
wearied limbsalong ; and, as he was crossirg
ore of the hridges over the caunal, he saw one
cof the long fly-boats, which ply with aoodsm
Birmingham and Manchester, lyinz below it.
George climed over the bridee and drrm"ed
into the hoat,’and finding a quantity of paint-
ed sailcloth near the head of the boat, which *
was used as a covering for the goods, to pro-
tect them from the weather, he wrapped
himself upin it, and lay down to sleep. How
long he lay he knew not, for he slept most
soundly ; and, when he awoke, he felt more:

1 refreshed than he had becn for many nizhts

Butlhe started as he heard the sound of
voices near him; and, cautiously withdraw-
ing the canvases from over his face, he beheld
inat the sun was up; and, to increase his
perp’~xity, fields, trees, and hedges were
gliding past, him. While he slept, the boat-
raen had put the horses to the barge, and
were not on their pasage (o Birminghem, |
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4 and several miles from London ; but though

§ they had passed and repassed the roll of can-
Svass, they eaw nnt, anu they suspected not,
that they “ carried Ceesar and his fortunes.” |
‘;’ George speedily comprehended his situation;
> and extricaung his limhs from the folds of
}me canvaass us quietly as he could, he sprang
Mo his feet, stepped to the eide of the boat,
“nd, with a desperate bouud, reached the
&ank of the canal.
. * Hollo!" shoute:| the astonished boatmen,
#Hollo! what bave you been after?
. George made no answer, but ran with his
pimost speed down the side of the canal.

“ Hollo! stop thief !—stop thief " bellowed
$he boatmen ; and, springing ‘o the ground,
$hey gave chase to the genius. The boys,
lso, who rode the horses that dragged the

$oar, unlinked them and joinedin the pur-
ir. It was a noble chase! But when
eorze found himsell pursued, helelt the
de of the canal, and took to the fields, clear-
g hedge, diteh, fence, and stonewall, with
n agility that wou!d have don: credittoa
rst rate hunter. The horsea were at fault
following his example, and the boys gave
p the chase ; and when the boatmen had
reued him for the space of half a mile, find-
. they were losing ground at every step,
ey returned, panting, and breathless to their
_-at. George, however, slackened his space
_-thttle until he arrived at the Edgeware
_.ad,and there he returned his wonted slow
"1d melancholy saunter, and sorrowful'y re-
" rned towards London. He now, poor fellow,
- metimes shut his eyes to avoid the sight of
- own shadow, which he seemed to regard
" acaricatare of his forlorn person ; and, in
"ath, he now appeared miserably forlorn—1
_d almost said lud:crously so. Hig coat has
en already mentioned, with its wounded
_ows, and imagine it now with the skirts
hich had been torn away with the hayfork,
.1en the author of an epic was ncarly forked
ona cartas he reposed in a bundle of hay
imagine now the coat with that skirt awk-
rdly pinned to it—fancy aleo that the but-
n-holes had become useless, ard that all the
ttons, save two, had taken leave of his
aiscoat—his trousers, also, were as smooth
the knees as though they had been glazed
d hot-pressed, and they wereso bare, so
1y bare, that the knees could almost be
.o through them without speciacles.—
agine, also, that this suit had oace been
.-k, and that it had changed colours with
- weather, the damp hay, the painted can-
—and the cold earth an which he siept

J

and, add to thig, a hat, the brim of which was
broken, and the crown fallen in—with shoes,
thic soles of which had departed, and the
heels involuntarily gone down, asif ready to
rerform the service of slippers. Imagine
these thing=, and you have a personification
of George Rogers, as henow wended his
weary way towards London.

He had reached the head of Oxford Streets
and he was standing irresolute whether to
go into the city or turn into the Park, to hide
himeelf from the eyes of man, and to lie down
in solitude with his migery, when a lady and
a gentlemen crossed the street to where hg
gtood. Their eyes fell upon him—the lady
started—George beheld her, and he started
too—he felt his heart threb, and a blush burn
over his cheek. He knew her at the first
glance—it was the fair stranger—his mothe
er’s first-foot! He turned round—he hurried
towards the Park—he was afraid—he was
ashamed to look behind him. A thousand
times had he wished to meet that lady again,
and now he had met her, and he fled from
her—the ehame of his habiliments entered
his soul. Still he heard footsteps behind
him, and he quickened his pace. He had
entered the Park, but yet he heard the sound
of the footsteps following.

“Stop, young man!” cried a voice from
behind him. But George walked on as tio’
he heard it not. The word “stop!” was
repeated ; but, instead of doing so, he was
endeavouring to hurrv onward, when, as
we have =aid, one of the shoes which had
become slippers, and which were bad before,
hut worse from his flicht across the ploughed
fields, came off, and he was compelled to
stop and stoop, to pat it again upon his foot,
or to Jeave his shoe behind him. '‘While he
stopped, therefore, 1o get the shoe again upon
hisfoot, the person who followed him came
up—it was the gentleman whom he had
seen with the fuir unknown. With difficuity
he obtained a promise from George that he
would call upon i:ira at his bouse in Pimlico
in the afiernoon; and when he found our
genius too proud to accept of money, he
thrust into the pocket of the memorable skirt,
which the haylork had torn from the pareat
cloth, all the silver which he had upon hia
person.

When the gentfeman had feft him, George
burst into tears. They were tears of pride,
of shame, 2nd of agony.

itn At fsagths be took the silver from the
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pocket of his skirt; he counted 1t i hand |
—it amounted to nearly twenty shillings.—|
Twenty shillings will go farther in London |
than in any city in the world with those who
know how to epend it—but much depends|
upon that. By all the by-ways ne could
find, George winded Lis way down to Rose-
mary Lane, where the * Black and Dlue
Reviver” worketh miracles, and where the
children' of Israel are its high priests.—
Withic an hour, wonderful was the meta-
niorphosis upon the person of George Rogers.
At eleven o’clock he was clothed as a beggar
-at iwelve he was shabby genteel. " The
hat in ruins was replaced by one of a newer
shape, and that had been brushed and ironed
till it was as elear as a looking-glass. The
ekirtleas coat was thrown aside for an olive-
coloured one of metropolitan cut, with a vel-
vet collar, and of which, as the Israelite who
sold it said, “de glosh was not offl” The
buttouless vest was laid aaide for one of a
light colour, and the place of the decayed

trousers was supnlied by a pair of pure white ; ;
yea, his feet were enclosed in sheep-skin

shoes, which, he was tassured, had never

been upon foot before. Such wasthe change

veeilied, that * the moment the elbows ol wy
coat opened, every door would shut.””

“Your uwcle!” said the gentleman, ea
eerly ; * who is he ? what is his nume ?”

“ He commands a veseel of his own in th»
merchant service,” replied George, “and ha
name 18 John Rogers.”

» John Rogers!” added the gentleman,
“and your father’s name ?”

“Richard Rogers,” answered George.

The young lady gazed npon him anx.
jou-ly; and words seemed leaping to he
tongue, when the gentleman prevented her
saying, “Isabel, love, I wish to speak wit:
this young man in private,” and she with-
drew. {Vhen they were left alone, the gen-
tleman remained silent lora few minutes, «
times gazing in the fuce of George, and agan
placing his hand upon his brow. At lengt
he said, ** 1 know your uncle, and { am des-
rous of eerving you; he alco will assist you
you continue to deserve it. But you mus
eive up book-makinz as a business; and yo:
must not neglect bu-iness for book-making
You understand me. [ shail give youa .
ter to a gentleman in the city, who will tuke

you into Lis counting-house ; and if, at ils
produced upon the ounter man of George Ro- | expiration of three monthe, I find your cox

e i
gers through wwenty shillings; and, thus,

duct has been such 2s to deserve my appr.

arrayed,with a beating and ananxious heart, | bation, you shall meet me here again.”

he procceded 1 the afternoon to the home
of the beautiful stranger who had been the
eventful first-foot in his father’s house.
he crossed the Park by the side of the Serpen-
tine, hs could not- avoid stopping to coniem-
plate.perhaps I should say admire,lhe change
that had been wrought upon his person,
us it was reflected in the water asin a mir.
ror- When he had arrived at Pimlico, and
beer "ushered into the house, there was sur-
prise on the face of the gentleman as he sur-
veyed the change that had come over the
person of his guest; but in the counienance
of the young lady there was more of delight
than of surprise. When he had sat with
them for some time, the gentleman requested
that he would favour them with his history
and his adventures in London. George did
80 from the days of his childhood, until the
day when the fair lady before him becare
his mother’s firet-foot ; and he recounted also
hisadventures and his struggles in London,
as we have related tliiem; and, as he spoke,
the lady wept. As he conciuded, he said,
* And, until this day, I have ever found an
expresion, which my uncle made in a {etier,

As

He then wceote a letter, which, havir:
sealed, he putit, with a purse, into the hanz
of George, who sat speechless with gratitue
and astonishment.

the letter to the merchant, and was immec
ately admitted asa clerk into his countin: |
house. He was igncrant of the name of b.*
uncle’s friend ; ana when he ventured to 1.
quire at the merchart respecting him,
merely told him, he was one whose gm
opinion he weuld not advise him to forfe
In this state of suspense, George Inhour)
day by day at the desk; and although he wes
most diligent, active, and anxious to pleavy
yet frequentiy, when he was running v
figures, or making out an invoice, his secr?
thoughts were of the {air Isabel, the daug™
terof his uncle’s friend, and his mother’s fix
feot. He regretted that he did not infon
her father that he was his uncle’s heir ; *.
might then have been admitted to his houz,
and daily seen her on whem his though
dwelt. Hissituation was agreeable enough
it was paradise to what he had experienceis
vet the three montha of his probation seemk!

k.lsmxm' thag twelvs, .,

On the following day, George deliver.
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He had been a few weeks employed in the , have asked what that name was, but when

' eounting-house, when he received a le(ter‘
- from his parents. His father informed hxm,
that they had received a letter from his un--
cle, who was then in London; but, added‘

. he, “he has fergotten to gie us his dircction,

" where we may write to him, or where ye

" may find hin.”  His mother added an im-'

!portdnt postseript, in which she informed
)mu that *She was sorry she was right ﬁlleﬂ

a’, that there wasna luck in a squintin’ first- |
foot for he would mind o’ the swlor that!
¢ brought the letter, that sud he was to be his

*uncle’s heir; and now it turned out that his

. uncie had found an heir o his ain.”

§ It was the intention of George, when he

;had read the letter, to go to the house of his

ibenefactor, and inquire for his uncle’s ad-
drees, or the name of the shin; but when he

Rreflected that he might know neither—that
he was not to return to his house for three
months, no: “mtil he wassent for--and, above
all. when he thought that he was no loneer !
his unele’s heir and that he row could ofler;
up 1o plea for fooking uptethe lovely Isabel®
he resumed his pen with a stifled sich, and
abandoned the thought of finding out his un-

le for the present. !
He had beea rather more than fen weeks |
jm the office, when the unknown Isabel en- |
ered and inquired for the merchant. She
imxled upon George as she passed him, the
£emile entered ki very soul, and the pen -
Look in his hand. It wasdrawing towards

“and forward upon the Mall.

heattempted to do so he hesitated, and the
question was left unfinished. They spoke of
many things, and often they walked in si-
lence ; and it was not until the watchman

cailed, " Past nine o’clock,” that they seemed

to discover that instead of proceedinz towards
Pimlico, they had been walkine backward
He accompa-
nied her to her father's door, and left her with
his heart filled with unutterable thoughte.
The tiree months had not quite expired,
when the anxiously-looked-for invitation ar
rived, and George Rogers was to dine at the
house of hiz unele’s friend--the father of the
fair Isabel. Ishall not describe his feelings
as he hastened along the streets towards Pim-
lico. Ile arrived at the house, and his hand
shook as he reached it to the rapper. The
door was opened by a strange-looking foot«
man. George thought that he had seen him
before: it was indeed a face that, if once
seen, was not easily forgotien: the footman
had not such large whiskers as Bill Somers,

- but they were of the same colour, and they

certainly were the same eyes that first fright-
ened his mother in the head of her first-loot.
He was shewn intoa room where Isabel and
her father waited toreceive him. “ When I
last saw you, sir,” said the latter, * you in-
formed me you were the nephew of John Re-
gers. Hefinds he has no cause to beasham-
“ed of you. George, my dear fellow, your
“uncle Jack gives you his hand! Isabel, wel-

tevening, ard the merchant requested George come your cousin!” “My cousin!” cried
%o accompany the young lady home. Joy George. “My cousin!” said Isabel. What
gar-u agitation raised a tumuit in his breast: need we say more- before the New Year
-1e seized his hat, he offered her his arm, but came, they went down to Scotland a wedded
_e scarce knew what he did. For ha]f an - paxr, to be hia mothe:® bfil‘gt‘rool mn the farm
i 1our he walked by her side without daring house which had been rebuilt.

.t without heing able to utter a single word. |
‘hey entered the Park; the lamps were !
‘ghted amidst the trees alonv the Mall, aml

THE PERSECUTED ELECTOR; ,

he young moon shone overthem. It was a | oR,
-vely and an imposing scene, and with it -
' PASSAGES FROM THE LIFE OF SIMON
seorge found a tongue. He dwelt upon the .
GOURLAY.

flect of the scenery ; he quoted passages:
1om his own epic, and he spoke of the time ' Be not alraid, most courteous reader : you
-hen his fair compamon was his mother’s will find nothing of party politics in the fol-
rst-foot. She informed him that she was Inwing Passages from the Life of Simon
1en hastening to the deathbed of her grand- Gourlay. Know, then that Simon was &
ther, whom she believed to be the only douce, respectable member of tP)etov.'n-cpun-
ative that she had in life, that she arrived - €il m the burgh of L——: and it was his lot
1time to receive his blessing, and that, with ot his misfortune, asl.e affirmed tobe a sorely
isdying breath, lie told her her futher yet persecuted elector.  But we must allow
ved, and, for the first time, she heard hix: Simon ta narrate the history of his persecir-
ame. and had found him. George weuid tions in his own worde. “Weel” he was
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to begin, * though I verily believe 1l am ane
o' the moderate men breathing, and although
I eeldom or never fashed my head abou:
either Whig or Tory, 1 am firmly persunded
there’s no a man living that has sufferred
mair frae baith partics: they a kicked me
about as though I had been a sort o' political
footba’. Ye must uaderstand that I am
ane o’ the principal men in our toun-council,
¢ which my faither was a distinguished
member afore me. By virtue o’ my office, 1
had a vote for a member o' parliament to
represent our ancient burgh ; and it had been
the advice o> my worthy faither to me, owre

an’ owre again—' Simon,’ he used tosay, ‘it’

ye some day live to hae the honour o’ being
called to the couacil, rrmember my maxim
—~aye vote for the wining side. Mind ye
this, if ye wish yer kail to be weel lithed, or
to enjoy the respect o’ yer neicbours.” Now,
as I hae said, my faither was a very respect-
able man; he was meikle looked up to in the
town, and his word, I may eay, was the law
o' the council ; indeed, he had a most won-
derfully impressive manner o' dehivering
himsel” and when he began to speak, ye
wad said it was & minister preaching; but,
in the coorse o' natwe, he died, having
adhered to his maxim through life, and 1
succeeded him in the business. Now, it was
some years after this, and after 1 had been
called to the councii, there was an election
took place for the burgh. There were two
candidates—a M1, Wood, and a Captain
Oliver belonging to the navy. They were
both remarkably pleasant weel-spoken gen-
tleren ; as to their politics Y} knew very lit-
tle about them, for, as my faither used to
observe, it was a very unbecoming thing for
the like o’ us, that had only ae vote, to _sk
ony gentleman about his principles. Weel,
it wasat this eleciion that my persecutions
began ; and sorry am I to say that they had
their beginiog, t0o0, in my own family. One
day I was in the shop serving some customers,
and, before I was aware, Mr. Wood’s car-
riage stopped at the door. For onything 1
ken, his politics was the same as those o’
Captain Oliver ; but, somehow or other, he
was exceedingly popular in the toun, and
and the ladies had ‘ Wood for ever!" written
on the wa’s and window-shutters, wi’ bits o
chalk. Therewas a crowd came rinning,
and cheered round about the carriage at the
shop door; for Mr. Wood generally threw
awa a handful or twa o’ siller amongst them.
1 wad hae slipped into the parlour to been out

o' the way, had it no boen that folk wers in

theshop, und 1 saw there was naething fory
buttostand fire. Weel, as I'm telling ye, M;
Wood and twa or three ither gentleme
came iuto the shoo; and really he was a vey
pleasant, affibie gentleman, wi’ a great dez,
o' manners and condescension about him. |
was much interected w his leok, and a gog;
deal at a loss whattosay. There was
pride about him whatever ; but he just cams
in, and took my hand as familiarly asif I ha
been his equal, and we had been acquainte.
for twenty years.

‘I have the honour of soliciting your vaou
and interest at the approaching election, i
Gourlay, says he.

‘Weel, really, sir says I, ‘as my faithe
afore me used to cbeerve, Il! tak the mate
into consideration—it’s best no to be inaliur
ry ; but I'll be happy—ihat is, it will afio;
me a cat deal o’ pleasure—if I ca
obleege ; but—1'm rather unprepared—y
hae ta’en me unawares.

* Well, I trust I may reckon upon you a
afriend,’ said he—'I shall be very proud¢
Mr. Gowrlay’s support.’

" Why sir) says I, ‘as my worthy faither ;
—— And just as I said this, some o "
youngsters about the door set up a Wter an:
¢ hiss. It was very provoking fora mays
trate to be laughed atin his ain shop, by:
parcel o’ idle, blackguard, half-grown Jaddie
an’, ‘ Ye young scoundrels,” says I, ‘1l pu
half-a-dizen o’ ye into the blackhole.) An:
wi' this, the young persecutcrs hissed an
titiered the mair, and et upa shont ¢’ deristor
1t was vexatious beyend measure; and, as. !
was saying, [ didna hen what to do, for ther
were folk in the shop; and, as Mr. Wood ax

the gentlemen that were wi’ him, pressed 1w

tosay definitely whether I wad gie him: !
vote, I observed Persecution aleo shaking:
neive at me frae the parlour! For, ye'll & -
serve, that it was also my misfortune tole
plagued wi’ ane o’ the sairest trials o’ Job- «
an ill-tempered, domineering woman for&”
wife. She was my second wife, and monyt
time haeeaid, when she vexed me beyo..
what my spirit could bear, that 1 could gaz
to the kirkyard, and pick the remains o’ m:
dear first partner frae the could grave, ba
by bane, could it restore hee to my bost
again, or free me frae the persecution o’ bt.;
that had succeeded her. Weel, ag I o
saying, while Mr. Wood and his friends wes;
pressing me, I threw a glent at the parlos;
door, which was half glass, wi' a curtas
ahint it, and got & glance o* Mr. Gourith
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nding shaking her head and her nieve, ¢
Jueikle as to say, ‘Gie him a vo. - at your
ril, Simon ? Whether my face betrayed
-9ny visible tokens o’ my inward agouy or 1o,
canna say, but it so happened thart the con-
funded callants had got a peep at Mus,
wrlay ahint the parlour door, as weel as
e, and the young rascals, havirg seen her
auceavres, cried out—' Three cheers for
r3. Gourlay ' The cheers gaed through
‘®y ears I'ke a knife—weel Jid I ken that they
Fould be rung through them for a week to
gome ! Ican hardly tell you how Mr. Wood
d the gentlemen left the shop; Lut their
Bac<s werena weel tarned tilf a quick rap
& m gpon the glass at the parlour window;
“@nd a quicker voice cried—' Gourlay, ye're
Mvanted. [ desired the lads to attend tothe
Bustomers, aond 1 elipped awa ben to the
rloar. There sat her lady:hip, just like
3 tempest ready to burst.
B ‘Ay, man !—ye simpleton '—ye nosiewax ¥’
bried she, ‘and ye'll hae the impudence to
ie a vole without consulting me !—y¢’ll say
s yer eilly auld faither said’
® 'Come, Mrs. Gourlay, says], ‘ye may car-
by yer cautrips upow me as far as yelike, but
e thanna, in my hearing, breaile a woid
zainst the memory o’ my worthy faither.
. “ And ye sha'na vote for Wood,” eiied she
¢ or Pll heep ye in het water to theend o
“gper day=)?
'+ ‘Reaily, my dear,’ says I, ‘think ye keep
goe in het water ae iti. But1hae gien nae
yote as yet; and, as my worthy faither used
. 80 observe’——
" The mischief tak ye and yer faitlier? cried

t

ghe; ‘can ye nospeak without aye bleth’rin

_vot him !
Mis. Gourlay P eays I, ' Pve warued ye'—
« - *Simon Gousiay ¥ ciied she, 1’ve caution-

d ye'—

And just as the altercation was like to run
‘ery high, and to become very unseemly,
nother carriage drew up to the door, aud
ut came Captain Oliver and his [riends,
“hie Captain was a pleasant gentleman, aiso,
ad very honest like. My wile flew and
pened the pariour door; and in an instant
he put on such a hypocritical, weel-pleased
_ok. “Mercy? thinks I, what’s that o’t?

woman can change her countenance quick-
rthan a northern light, which glimmers and
anishes before you can say, Jock Robinson ¥’
_veel, I hastily rubbed my face wi’ my pocket
andkerchief, and made a step forward to
wglasm tosee bow Ilooked ; for I thought

¢
2
2

it would be very unbecoming 10 a member o’
thie councll, and a magistrate o' the burgh, to
be secn ina flurry, oras it he had been flytin?
1 watna whether the Captain had heard
that * the grey mare was the better horse,’ in
my house or no; for there were evil-disposed
peisons malicicus enough to say such a thing;

but Le canme straight forward to Mrs. Gour-
lay ; and—

‘Taw most happy to see you, Mrs. Gourlay,’
said he; ‘I trust I shall have the honour of
your interest. I know I have nothing to
fear if I have the good wishes of the ladies
upon my side ; and, without vanity. Ma’am,
I helieve I have them.?

My termagant smniled and curtsied to the
very floor. ‘Pray, step in, Captain,’ said she
—‘step in, gentlemen: Mr. Gaurlay i= within
I am sure you have our vote; 1 answer for
that.’

My blood boiled ; I felt indignation warm
uron my face. 1 was stepping forward to
pull her by the gown, when the Captain ard
his friends entered.

‘Iam very much obliged to you, Mr.
Gourlay.? sa:d he, “for the handsome manner
in which you have given me your support.!

‘Not at all obliged to me, sir, said I ; ‘but
Shut)— ’

Mrs. Gourlay gave me a look; and its
meaning needed no words to interpret it.

* Thank you, sir ~thank you, said the Cap-
tain; ‘I am indeed obliged, very much
nblized, for the frank and handsome manner
in which you have given me your’——

* Excuse me, Captain, gays [ ; but I would
wish a little time just to consider—to mak up
my mind, as it were; for, as my faither'——

‘Dinna detain the Gaptain, interrupted
my wife; ‘he didna ken yer faither; ye must
not mind my goodman, gentlemen,’ said she;
‘he wad aye be considering and considering
—but just put down his name, and nae mair
about it. He daurna but vote for ye.?

‘Daurna! Mrs. Gourlay, says I; ‘that’s
very improper language to use to the like o’
me.’

Ay, he!~ us! the like o’ you, indeed, Si-
mon! sc. ... Just put down his name, as
I'in telling ye, gentlemen.’

1 kenned it would be imprudent in & man
o’ my respectability to fiee into a passion, and
0 held my tongue; and the Captain, turn-
ing to me, said—

¢ Good morning, sir; and 1 assure you I
am much obliged to you.! And, turning

[to\md to my wife, and shaking her hapd, he
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added—*' And many thanks to you, Ma'am.

‘ You are welcome, sir,’ said she, ‘very
welcome to hall a dozen votes, if we had
them.’

What took place between us after the Cap-
tain and his party left, 1 will not relate to ye,
for it was disgracefu’—I'm ashamed o't until
this day ; indeed, I carried the murks o' her
nailsupon my face for the space o' a fortnight.
which looked particutarly ilupon the coun-
tenance o’ a magistrate. Weel, it was inthe
afternoon o’ the same day, ane o’ the gentle-
men belonging to Mr. Wood’s party, called
again at the shop; and, me being in the Laber-
dashery line, he wished to purchase a quan-
ity o ribbons for election favours. To the
best 0’ my recollection, he bought to the a-
mount o' between twa and three pounds’
werth; and, to my surprise, he pulled outa
fifty pound bank note to pay for them.

‘ ¥ fear sir, says I, ‘I'mshort o’ changean’
ye can pay for the ribbons ony day as ye're
passing.?

*Oh, no,’ says he, ‘don’t talk about the
change—it can be got at any time.” And he
laid the filty pound note upon the counter.
*1 trust, added he, we may now recon upon
Mr. Gourlay’s support.

'Really, sir,’ says I, * I hage not had time
«0 weigh—that is, to turn over the subject in
my mind properly ; but I will consider ef it.
1 am sure, Mr. Wood has my good wishes.

* Thank you, sir, said the gentleman, lea-
ving‘the shop, ‘ 1 ehall inform Mr. Wood that
he may reckon upon you.’

Now I would have called after him that he
was by no means to reckon upon onything o
the sort, for I had not made up my mind;
but I thought it would look ill, and I sutlered
him to leave with the impression that I was a
suppurter o his party. 1 couldna think fur a
moment. that he propoeed onything to a man
like me by no teking the change o’ the note;,
and, I intended tosend it to the inn inthe)
morning as soon as the Bank opened ; but I
happened to say, inthe course o' conversation,
to a neeher that drepped into the shop a short
while after, that 1 thought Mr. Wood was
very liberal and flush o' his siller; and I un-
thinkingly mentioned the circumstance o’ the
fifty pound note, and the change, and the
ribbons. Weel, the person left the shop
without making any particular remark upon
the circumstance that I observed ; but what
was my horror, I may say my confusion
and astonishment, when just on the edge of:
the evening, (for it was in the summer time.)

and just as we were shutting up the shop,
here’sa great gilravishing and a shouting at }

the end o’ the street, and alung comes twa .
three hundred callants, and and some your,
chieids that were never out o' mischiet, w
the efficy o’ aman tied toa pole; and they hy
the odious thing dressed as like me as po
ble; but what was worse than a’, they had.
ereat label on its breast, wi’ the words, * Fijfi
pounds for a pirn o' ribbons I’ written ou:
and they had the audacity to stand shouty,
and yelling, and to burn it afore my door -
I was in such a passion as I belicve manr-
ver was in afcre! Me! a magistrate, ar
ane o the principal meu o' the town-cournc
1o be thoug it guilty o' takin a bribe ! It w.
horrible ! horrible! I first seized the yar.
wand, and [ rushed into the crowd, and ke
round me right and left, until it was shivers.
to pieces; and then I ran into the shop, wh
the mob kept hissing and yelling ; and I toe
the tilty pound note, and gied it to ane o’ tl:
shop-lads—* Rin,” rays I, ‘rin wi’ that to N
\V oad, or to the gentleman that brought -
and tell them that I neither wish to see the:
noney nor their custom.’

So the lad ran wi’ the note to the inn, ar
did az I ordered him. But oh! 1 had &
awiw nicht wi’ Mrs. Gourlay! There wa:
na an ill name that she could get her tongu:
about that she didna ca’ me. * Silly Simo
and ‘Sunple Simon? were the gentle
terms that she u-ed. 1 was ashamed to she’
my face at the door, for I was n the tour
talk. Dut, sull, ustwithstanding a' the pe:
secution I was sutleri’, I was in a swithe
heo o act, for 1 was determined, if possible
to abide by wmy worthy faither's advice, a
vote wi' the winning side. However it wi
hard to say which would be the winning side
for, though Mr. Wood was a great favours
w'a majority o the working-classes, ar
even wi a number o’ the council, an’ thoug.
lie was very liberalan’ lavish wi’ his moner
as 1 have said, yet there was a great nur
ber o’ respectable folk took a very warm iz
terest for Captain Oliver. There were 3
vast o’ my best customers on baith sides, aw
it was really a very delicate matter for me

to decide hoo to act—for ye will observe f an
the last man in the world that would offeni
onybody, and ecspecially a person that I's,
obleeged to. Weel, just while I was ponder;
ing in which way my worthy laither wonl:
have acted under similar circumstances, I'
received @ letter in the name o’ three or fou:

leddies, from whom I bad, first and lastre
ceived a creat deal o siller—and who, atthe
came time, were gey deeply in my books—

and they plain'y informed me, that, unles! .
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goted for captain Oliver, they never, while
ey hived. would buy a sixpence worth o’
Is iu my shop again. I thouaht it wis
ry hard for a respectable merchant and a
toun-councillor to be so persecuted and beset ;
end just while 1 was sitting very sair per-
Mexed, in comes the postman wi’ another
$iter. It was fraea Glasgow manufacturer
at 1 had lang had dealings wi' and he
fusted that I would ohlige him by voting
®9r his friend, Mr. Wood ; or, if’ not, that 1
would make it convenient to pay off his bill
weithin thiee days, or that he would find it
scessary to adopt means to ohtain payment.
TPhis was worse and worse; and I neust in-
‘-m you that the account which he had
amst me never would have been Jue but
the extravacance o’ my second Mrs.
1 was in a state o misery indes-
ibable. I wished {rae the bottom o’ my
art that I had been a hand-loom weaver,
rkin’ for a shilling a dav, rather than toun-
ncillor ; for then I micht Liae been inde-
ndert. However my wife seemed deter-
ined to tak the masterskep in the business
thegither ; an’, what wi’ the talkin’ o’ the
un, the threatening o’ customers and credi-
rz, and her everlastine seolding, I really
3 greatly to be pitied. The youngsters
d bonfires round the toun in honour o’ the
{thfferert candidates, and 1 had an excellent
wieat-stack behind the house. Weel, when 1
‘geed ot in the morning, what should be the
first thing 1 observed, but that the half o’ my
- peat-stack was carried off boddly! *‘Con-
~found ve for a parcel o’ persecuting thieves,’
eaid | to my=el’ ‘but some o’ yeshall get trans-
portation for this, cesure as I'm a magis-
trate?” However, upon second thoughts, and
#s 1 had nae doulit but they had been carried
 “lor the bonfires, and as it was likely that
ey wad be kindling them that night again

L ‘Sorrow tak ye', thinks I, ‘but T}l gie
" me o ye a snifter! So what does I do but
“nds the shop-laddie awa to an ironmunger’s
ra pound o’ pouther! ‘Mortal man canna
and it ¥ says I; I'll blow up the scoundrelsh
acknowledge it wasna just becoming the
‘gnity o’ the leading man in the toun-coun-

! to tak sic revenge. But 1 slipped awa
und to the back o’ the house wi’ a big gim-
tin my hand, and 1 bores holesin a dozen
twa o’ the peats on tie north side o’ the
+ck, and filled them wi’ pouther ; and hav-
gz closed the holes, 1 was just gaun to tejl
em in the house no to tak ony peats off the
ith side o’ the stack, when a circumstance
<-rred that drove it completely out 0 my

memory. Mrs. Gourlay had an idle, worth-
less, half-gentleman sort o’ a brother, and, to
my utter astonishment and dismay, I found
him sitting in the parlour when 1 weut in.
¢ Brot: er Simer’, said he, stretching out his
hand, ‘I shall never forget your kindness.

*My kindoess!? says I— what do you
mean ?

‘ Mean ' said my wife, in her usual snappy,
disdainful manner; ‘onaccount of our vote
—whieh, it is believed, will be the casting
vote—think o’ that Simon Gourlay—Captain
Oliver has promised my brother a place un-
der government ?

‘My stars ! says I, ‘& place under govern-
ment {—owr vote !—I think ma’am, ye micht
hae consulted me before ye hought a place
for your brother wi’ my vote; and, as my
worthy faither used to observe, I maun be
sure about the winning side before I promiass
onething o’ the sort.’

* Consult you! cried she, like a firebrand
—‘conzult you indeed '~ Il tell ye what,
Councillor Gourlay. it ye had a spark o
natural affection, as you ought to have, for
your lawful wife, ye wad scorn higgling
abort a paltry vote. But allow me totell ye,
gir, the thing is eettled—ye 8hall vote for
Captain Ollver ; and, mair than that, I ex-
pect him and his friends to dine here this
afternoon !’

“Dine here! says I, and wans perfectly
dumfoundered, as if aclap o’ thunder had
burst on my head. 1feltitI really was be«
coming a cipher in my ain house.

‘Yes sir—dine here,’ continued she; ‘and
see that ye mak them welcome, and be proud
o’ the hanour.?

I slipped awa into the shop, and I took out
the Glasgow manufacturer’s letter, and 1
thought it was a teirible thing to be in debt,
but 2til{ worse to be henpecked; but to be
baith henpecked and in debt, was warse than
death itsel.’ [ remained in a state of stupe-
faction until about three ’clock, when I was
ordered to dress for ‘dinner. Between four
and five o’clock, Captain Oliver and several
of his friends made their appearance. How
I conducted mysel’, I'm sure I canna say—
I was dowie enough, butl tried to put the
best face upon it, that 1 cculd. Everything
passed ower weel enough until after thecloth
was withdrawn ; and then wine was sct
upon thetable, and epeerits for them 1hat
preferred them, and the kett!e was put upon
the fire to keep boiling for the toddy. The
servant lassie put twa or thrce peats on the
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fire; and just as she ¥v-as gaun out o' the
room, I remembered about the pouther! Nev.
er was human being in sucli a mortal state
o’ perturhation before. The sweat broke a’
owre me. [ rose and intended to rin down
strire, just to say that ‘I hoped in the rame
o’ safety she hadna ta’en the peate oif the '’
north si ¢ o the stack?” However, I had |
hardly .eached the stair-head. and the sneck |
o' the woor was still in my hand, when—gnnd
gracious '—sic an explosion '—sic a shout o’
terror !'—sic a tumblin® o® chairs aud a break-
in’ o’ glasses! I banged intothe room; 1t
was full of smoke, aud the smell o’ =ulphur
was dread/u’. ‘Areony o' yehurt? says L.
There was groanin’ and swearin' on ilka
hand ; andsome o’ them cried 'Seize him !—
‘Seize me ! cried I-~‘goodness, sirs! wad yc
seize a magistrate in his ain house !’ The
lid o the kettle was blown up the chimney,
the kettle itsel’ was driven across the table,
wi' its boiling’ contents scattered right an
left. an' nae emall portion o’ them poured
over the precious person o' Captain Oliver!
Oh! it wasterrible !—terrible !—sic a delem-
ma as [ never witnessed in my born days:
Y was in a situation that was neither to be
explained nor dezcribed. Some o’ them were
fearfully scalded and scorched, too; an’
naething would eatiefly them. but that 1 in-
tended tn blow up the Captain an’ the
company! It was a second ‘Gurpouther
Plot’ to secure the election o' Mr. Wond !
*How did I answer,’ said they, ‘for the pou-
ther being in the peats at all ? and why did [
leave the room in confusion, at the very mo-
ment it was, about to take place? ‘Oh?
thought 1, as they put the questions, ‘ what a
Jamentable situntion is mine for any man, bt
especially a magistrate, 1o bein! Asfor
Mrs. Gourlay, instead of sympathising for
my distress, she flew at me like a teegar, an’
seized me by the hair o’ the head before them
a'. Weel, the upshot was, that I was ta’en
before my brother magistrates ; and, sinking
wi’ chame as I was, 1 tauld the naked troth,
an’ was very severely admonished. I admit-
ted Ihad acted very indiecreetly, an® very
unbscoming a member o the council; but 1
assured them, on my eolemn oath, that I
hadna dune sae wi' malice in my heart.
They a’kenned metobe a very quiet, inoffen-
sive man; an’ the Captain’s party agreeing
that, it I voted for him the next day, they
would push the matter no farther, I gied him
my hand ag’ promise, 22’ the business was

fupon the ground—for 1 wag certain

election, came. Unui 1 had promised, v,
numbers o' the candidates were equal ; an
sure ennugh, mine was the important—~
caxtine vate, Weel, jusc as I was stepp:
down to the toun-house, we' my een fiv
=
everyhody was looking at me—some pere
tapped me upon the shoulder, an’® 1 looked:
an' there was a shenfl’s officer ! A kind
palsy ran owre me frae head to foot ina m
ment ! * Mr. Gourlav.? eaud the man, *[a
sorry to inform ve that ye are my prisoper.

*Is it possihle?’ said 1. * Weel, if ye'll e
allow me to gang up an’ vote, I'll cee abx.
bail.

‘Ye may come into the public-house hen
said he; ‘but I canna allow ye to vote,n
to go out o’ my sicht.’

Weel, I was arrested for the debt tha:
owed to the manufacturer. It was gey he
vy, and during an election though it was,
found bail wasna to be had. I voted nu
that duy, an’ that nichtI went tojail. I
there ahout three months, an’, whenlg
tree, I found that I was aleo freed from ¢’
persecution o* Mrs. Gourlay, who had brok: .
a biood-vessel in a fit o’ passion, an’, dur: |
my imprisonment, wae buried by the side
her relations: an’ such are the particular: «
v persecution during an election; an’, cr '
tainly, every reasonable an’ feeling man w
admit I had just enough o it, an’ mair th |

1 deserved.” )

THE ORDER OF THE GARTER

A S8TORY OF WARK CASTLE. {

A little above Coldstream, on the so'a:;
side of the Tweed, stands the village °
Wark, where a walled mound is all th -
remiains to point out where its proud Caw:
once stood. * We know that,” snme dwelz 3
on the Borders may exclaim; “ but what!+ )
Wark Castle to do with the Order of &
Garter 7 Our answer to this question iz’
ply is, that, if tradition may be trusted, orthy
historian Froissard believed, but for Wat
Castle and there would have been no Oris.
of the Garter. But this following story w5
shew. it was ea:ly in the autumn of 134’.’%
that David Bruce, King of Scotland, lede*
army across the Borders, and laid waste thf
towns and villages of Northumberland, 3

¥

far as Newcastle. The invading army seizt *

dropped. But the next day, the great day of

upon the castle, the flocke, the goods, and ¥
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d of the Northumbrians ; and they were
urning, overladen with spoili, when they

d wnhin two miles of Wark Castle,
#hich was then the property of the Earl of
Sglisbury. The Earl was absent; but, on
highest turret of the Castle, stood his
untess, the peerless Joan Plantagenct,

chter of the Earl of Kent, and cousin of

g Edward. Her fair cheeks glowed, and

bright eyesflashed indignation, as she
@eld the long line of the Scottish ariny
nls by, laden with the plunder of her coun-

men.
Amnot Ia Plantagenet ?” she exclaimed,
- lows not the blood of Epgland in my
ns 7—and shall I tamely behold our ene-
s tamely parade the epoile of my country
Jore mineeves? Ho! warden ! she con-
ed, in a louder tone, “send hither Sir
liiam Montague.”
Byic William was the brother of her husband
i the governor of the castle.
22 Behn!d ! said she, sternly, as the go-
Mlor approached, and pointing towards the
Wbtish acmy. “Isit well that we should
like imprisoned doves upon yon rebel
Bt 2 Or shall ye, Sir Gove nor, discharge
Jur duty to your sovereign, if ye strike not
3d blow for England and revenge ?®

tw Fair sister,” returned the knight, “ere an
hapr after nightfall, and the cry—* For Eng-

and the Rose of Wark ! shall burst as
the shout of death upon the ears of our ene:
mies. A troop of forty horsemen wait but my
word to become the messengers of ven-
geance.”

* Goad, my brother,” she replied, while her
former frown relaxed into a smile; “aud
sach man who hath done his duty, shall on
» . Teturn, drink a cup of wine from the
;’f,_s of Joan Plantagenet.”

“\ arkness began to gather round the turrets
«: .€castle and on the highest the gentle
y e of the Countess was still indistinctly
X _le; now walking round with impatient
. - and again gazing eagerly to obtain
¢ her glance of the Scottish army or count-
. the fires which sprang up along the lines
_reit had encamped for the night when
. Williamand forty of the garrison, mount-
n fleet steeds, salled from the gate of the
_r wall,

- Our ladye speed ye, gallant hearts 1 said

" fair Joan, as she beheld them sweep past
" a dark cloud on their work of blood.

" he Scottish army were encamped a little

nd Carhmxn. earousing around their firea

~

from flagons filled with the bhest wine they
had found in the cellars of the Northumbrian
nobility ; over the fireg, suspended frowm poles,
were skins of sheep and of buliocks rudely
sewed into the form of bags, and filled with
water—these served them as pots, and the
flesh of the animals was boiled in their own
skins. Amongst therevellers were veterans
who hiad fought by the side of Wallace and
Bruce ; and, while some recounted the deeds
of the patriot, and inspired their comrades
with accounts of his lion-like courage and
prodigious strength, others, with the gobblet
in hand, fought Bannockburn o‘er again.
Thus, the song, the jest, the laugh, the tale
of war, und the wine cup went round, amidst
the hustle of culinary preperations, and each
man laid down his arms aside and gave him-
self’ up to enjoyment and security.

Suddenly there arose upon their mirth the
trampling and the neighing of war-steeds, the
clang of shields, and the shouts of armed
men, and naked swords gleamed through the
fire-light. “IFor England and the Rose of
Wark!" exclaimed Sir William Montague
~"For England and eur ladye!” echoed
his followers. They rushed through the
Seottish lines like a whirlwind, trampling
the late revellers beneath their horses’ feet.
and fleshing their swords in the bodies of
unarmed men. For a time they leftcarnage
behind them, and spread consternation before
them.

The surprise and panic of the Scottich
army, however, were of short duration. “To
herse !'—ta horse ! rang through the camp,
and they began to enclose the smail but des-
perate band of assailants on every side.

“ England is revenged !—to the Castle
with our spoils !” cried Sir William; and
they retreated towards Wark, carrying with
them a hundred and sixty horses laden with
plunder, while the Scots pursued them to
the very gates. The Countess hastened to
the outer gate to meet them ; and as, by the
torches borne by her attendants, she survey-
ed the number of horses they had talon, and
the rich booty which they bore—* Thanks,
Sir William!” cried sh.e—" thanks, my gal-
lant ccuntrymen—ye have done bravely ;
merry England hath still its chivalrous and
stout hearis upon the Borders ;~to night shall
each man pledge his ladye love in the ruddy
wige.”

But there wasone who welcomed Sir Wil-

liam Montague's return with eilent teare—
the gentle Madeline Aubrey, the sompanion
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of Joan Plantagenet, and the orphan daugh-
ter of a valiant knight, who had won his
golden spurs by the ride of the first Edward,
and laid down his l:fe in defenco of his imbe-
cileson. Madelire was, perhups, less beau-
tiful than the Countess; but Ler very Iooirsl
spoke love—love, ardent, tender and sincere’ |
Hers was the heauty of’ the summer moon |
kissing the quite lake, when the nightengale
offers up itssong—lovely and serene; Juan’s
was as the sun flashing upon the gilded sea—
receiving the morning worship of the lark,
and demanding admiration.

“ Wherefore are ye sad, my sweet Made-
line 7” eaid Sir William, tende-ly. as he diew
off his gauntlet, and took her fair hand in his
“Joy ye not that I have ieturned sound in
life and limb 7!

“Yes, 1 ,, that my William is eafe,” an-
swered Madeline ; “but will oursafety last?”?
Think ye not that ye have done desperately,
and tha: the Scoutish king, with to-morrow's
sun will avenge the attack ye have made on
his camp to pight ?*

“ St. George ! and I pray he may ! added
Sir William. “1I am the dependant of my
brother, with no ortune but my sword ; and
X should glory, beneath the eyes of my Made-
line, to win euch rcnown as would gain a
dowry worthy of her Lhand.”

** When that hand is given,” added she,
't your Madeline will seek no honor but her
William’s heart.”?

* Well, aweetest,” rejoined he, “I krow
that ye rejoice not in the tournament, nor
delight in the battle-ficld; yet would ye
mourn to see your own true knight vanquish-
ed in the one, or turn craven on the other.
Lect Scotland's king beseige us it he will, and
then with this good sword shall 1 prove my
fove for Madehne »

* Madeline is an orphan,” added she, “and
the sword hath made her such. She knows
your courage asshe knows your love, and
she asks no farther prools. The deed of chi-
valry may make the ladye proud of her
Linight, but it cannot win her affection.”

“ Well, sweet one,” said e, playfully, ©1I
ehould love to see thy pretty face ina monk’s
cowl, for thou dost preachso sad—what
troubles thee?”?

“ Think you, I fear,” shereplicd. “¥ know
your daring, and 1 know that danger threa-
tens us; and, oh! Madeline’s hands could
ot deck your bosom for the battle ; though,
in her own breast, she would receive the
stroke of death to shield it. For my sake, be

not to rasb; for, oh! in the silent hours of

midnight—when the spirits of the dead v,

the earth, and the souls of the living mue,

with them in dreams—-1 have seen my far'.
and my niother, and they have seemcd:
weep over their orphan--they have calledc
e to foliow them; and I have thought

you, and the ghout of the battle,and the cl
of swords have mingled 1n my ears;a
when I would have clasped your handa, ¢,
shroud has appeared my bridal garment.

“Come love, 'tis an idle fancy,” said !
tenderly ; * dream no more. But that ti-
have mewed e up in this dull castle, whe
honour seeks me not, and reward awuits
and ere now my Madeline had worn |
wedding-garment.  But cheer up; for v
sake, | will not be rash though for thatf,
Lrow, I would win a coronet.”

“"Tis an honour that I covet not,”? e
she; nor would I risk thy safety for a n
ment to wear a crown,”

Madeline was right in her apprehens
that King David would revenge the at.
that had been mmade upon the rear of h.::
my. When, with the morning sun, le'

held two hundred of his soldiers lying &
upon the ground—* Now, by my Lah.lo:

said he,
leave onestone of Wark Castle upon atot
but its ruinsshall rise asa cairn over.
graves ol these men.”

Jefore noon, the entite Scottizh host ©
encamped around the castie; ard the veo
King sert a meszenger tothe gates dems
ing the countess and Sir Wiiliam to sur!.
der.

* Surrender ! boasting Scot!”? said chiv
rous Joan; *‘doth your boy king think th:
Plantagenet will yield 1o a Bruce! B

“and for this outrage, Iwill i

1

and tell Lim that, ere a Scot among yeer
these gates, ye shall trcad Joan Pluntages

n

int;e dust; and the bodiesof the brave:
your army shall fill the ditchesofthe C
that their comrades may pass over.”

“1 take not my answer from a womeg

tongue,” replied the hearld; “ what sav3
Sir Governor ? Do ye surrender in peac> ¢
choose ve that we raze Wark Castle \vu'
ground 27

“If King David ean, he may,” was!
briefand bold repiy of Sir William Montaz:
“vet it were better for him that he e
have farried in Scotiand until his bearl%
grown, than that he should attempt it.”

* Ye speak boldly,” answered the hem:

i

B!

“but ye shall not fare the worse, by rest?
of your free epeech, when a passage shaﬂ

g »
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de thirough thess walls for the Scottish
my to enter.”

he meseenger having iutimated the re-
! of the povernor to surrender to his
Bnce, preparations were instant!y made to
Bimmence the seice. Tho beseiced, Low-
er, Jid not behold the preparations of their
emies and remain intctive. Livery mecans
[defence was got ia readiness. The Coun-
8 hastened from post to post, inspiring the
i ricon with words of herojsm, ard stimula-
@ing them with rewards. Even the gentle
deline shewed that her soul could rise
k[ the occasion worthy of a soldier’s love;
Jd she, too, went from man to man, cheer-
M them o, and, with her sweet and silver
ghes. seemed torob even Ceath of ha!f its
or. Sir Wiiilam’s heart swelled with
ight as he beheld her mild eye lighted up
th enthusiasm, and heard lier voice, which
s as music to his car, giving couraze to
Be (aint-h-arted, and Leroism to the Lrave

¢ Heaven bless my Mnadeline! raild he,

ing her hand; “ye bhave tanght me to

ow what true couraze i, aud our beseigers

il feel it. They may raze the walls cf

e castle with the ground, a3 they have

Wireatened; butitshall beataprice that Scot-

! ,‘\4. can never forget; and even now, love;

Wit as night gathers round, we must again

enace to assume the part of our assaldants.”

+8 You must '—=I know you must ! she re-

plled ; “yet benot to rash—attempt not more

than a brave man ouglit—or all may be lost;

you, tco, may perish, and who, then, would
protect your Madeline ?”

He pressed her hani to his breast—again

hecried, “TFarewe!l!™ ard, hastening toa

.» 2p of hor=emen who onty wa'ted his com-

" " nds to sally from the gate npon the camp

.their bescigers, the drawbridee was let

“wn, ard, at tie head of his followers, he

. _-hed upon the nearest point of the Seottizh

ay. Deadly was the carnage which, for

-me, they spread around; and, as they

re again Jdriven back and pursued to the

e, their own dead andd their wounded

re left behind. TFrequently and suddenly

-re euch sallics made, as the falcen watch-

- itsopportunity and darteth on its prey

a as frequently were they driven brack

t never without leaving proof to the Scot-

h monarch, at what a desperate price

ark Castle was to be purchased. Fre-

ently, teo, as they rushed forth, the Coun-

- eagerly and impadently bLeheld them

.0 the turretz ; and, as the harvest moon

ke upon their ermour, she seomed to

watch every flash of tijcir swords, waving
her hand with exultation, or raising her voice
in & fteain of triumph. Bat, by her side,
siood Madeline, gazing not less eagerly, and
not less interested in the work of danger and
despair; but Ler eyes were fixed upon one
only—the young leader of the chivalrous
kand who hraved death for England and
their ladye’s eake. She also watched the
flashing of the swords; but her eycs sought
those only which glanced where the brightest
helmet gleamed and the proudest plume
waved. Often the contest was beneath tha
very walls of the castle, and she could Lear
Ler lover’s voice, and beheld him dasking as
a thunderbolt into the midst of his enemies.

Obstinate, however, as the resistance of
the garrizon was, and bloody 8s the price,
indeed, scemed at which the castle was to be
purchased, David had too much of the Bruca
in Lis blood to abandon the seige. He began
to fill the ditches, and he ordered engines to
be prepared to batter down the walls. The
ditches were filled, and, belore the heavy
and ponderous blows of the engines, a breach
was made in the outer wall, and with a wild
shout a thousand of the Scottish troops rush-
ed into the outer court.

" Joan Plantugenet disdains ye still ! cried
the dauntless Countess. “ Quail not brave
hearts,” she exclaimed, addressing the gar-
rison, who, with deadly aim continued show-
ering their arrows upon the beseigers; * be-
fore I yield, Wark Castie shall be my funeral
pile!”

* Ard mine!” cried Sir William, as an
arrow glanced from hie hand, anu uweceme
transfized in the visor of one of the Scottish
leaders.

Madeline glanced towards him, and her
eycs, yet beaming with courage, scemed to
say, ‘* Andmine ™

“And oure!” exclaimed the garrison—*and
ours ! they repeated more vehemently; and,
waving their swords, “Hurra!” cried they,
“for our lndye, St. George and old merry
England I?

It was the shoutyof valiant but disparing
men. Yet, asthe danger roze, and as hope
became less and less, 0 rose the determina-
tion of the Countess. She was present to
animate at every place of assault. She dis-
tributed gold amongst them ; her very jewsls
she gave in presentsto the bravest; but,
thongh they had shed much eof the best hlood
in the Scottish army, their defence was hope-
less, and their courage could not sava them,
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Almost their last arrow wae expended, and
they were repelliog their assailants from the
inner wall with their epears, when Prunt,
the most formadable enemy of the beneged
began to assail them from within.

It was now that the gentle Madeline,
when Sir William endeavoured to inspire her
with hope, replied—" 1 {zar not to die—to die
with you !—but tell me not of hope—it ia not
to be found in the courage of the brave gar-
rison whom famine is depriving of their
strength. There is one hope for us—only
one; but it is a desperate hope, and I would
rather die than the life of another.”

“Nay, name it, dearest,” said Sir William,
eagerly ; “and if the heart or hand of man
can accomplish it, it shall be attempted.”

Madelipe hesitated.

“ Speak, silly one,”” said the Countess,
who had overheard them—* where lies your
hope? Could true knight die in nebler
cause? Name it ; for I wot ye have a wiser
head than a bold heart.”

“Name it, do, dear Madeline,” entreated
Sir William.

* King Edward is now in Yorkshire,’ he
replied ; ** could a messenger be dispatched
w him, the castle might hold out uutil he
hastened to our assistance.”

St. George! and 'tisa happy thought !
replied the Countess. ‘1 have not seen my
cousin Edward since we were children toge-
ther ; but how know ye that he is in York-
shire? I expected that ere now, he was
conquering the hearts of the dack-eyed dames
of Brittany, while his arms conquered the
country.”

“ In dressing the woundsof the aged Scot-
tish nobleman,” answered Madeline, " who
was yesterday broughit into the castle, he in-
formed me.”

“ What think ye of your fair lady’s plan
for our deliverance, good brother” inquired
the Countess, addressing the governor.

“Madaline said it would be a desperate
attempt,” replied he, thoughtfully—*and it
would, indeed, be desperate—it is impossible.”

* But cu thy tknighthoou, man!” rejoined
the Countess—"' i this the far-famed chival-
ry of Sir William Montague ? why, it is the
proposition of your own fiir ladye, whom,
verily, ‘ye cannot believe chivalrous to a
fault. But isitto Joan Platagenet that ye
talk of imposibilities? I will stake thee my
dowry against fair Madeline’s, I find a hun-
dred men in this peor garrison ready to dare
what you declare impossible.” ,

-t ———

“You find not fwo, fair sister,” said §
William, proudly.

‘ Oh, say not ane” whispered Madelm. {
earnestly. {

Upon everv man in the castle did the Con 1
tess urge the dangerous mission—she entey
ted, she threatened, ehe offered the moat it {
al, the most tempting rewards ; but the bo, {
est rejected them with dismay.

The Scottish army lay encompassing the |
around—their sentinels were upon the wai 1
almost at every step, and to venture beyo 1
the gate of the castle seemed but to ma
death and seek it.

“At midnight have my fleetest hore: ]
readiness,” said Sir William, addressing b |
attendant—" what no man dare, I will!" ¢

“My brother!~—thanke!—thanks!—exclain 1
ed the Countess, in a tone of joy.

Madeline clasped, her hands together—he *
cheeks became pale—her voice faltered—si
burst into tears.

* Weep not loved one,” eaid Sir Willian
the heavens favour the enterprise which o
Madeline conceived. Should the storm i
crease, there is hope—it is possible—it will b
accomplished.” And, while he yet spol:
the lizhtening glared along the walls of
castle, and the loud thunder pealed over t:
battlements. Yet Madeline wept, and u‘
pented that she had spoken of the possibili; ®
of deliverance. :

As it drew towards midnight, the tenr
of the storm. increased, and the fierce ha ¥
poured down in sheets and rattled upon t: §.
earth ; the thunder almost incessantly roare
louder and more loud; or, when it cease
the angry wind moaned throvgh the wood.
like a chained giant in the grasp of an enem:-
and the impenetrable darkness was rendete.‘
more dismal by the blue glare of the hgbx
ning flashing to and fro,

Silently the castle gate was unbarre a
and Sir William, throwing himself into Iﬁ“’
saddle, dashed his spurs inte the sides of Is
courser, which bounded off at its utmuz'
speed, followed by the adieus of his countryy
men and the prayers and the tears of Mait
line. The gate was ecarce barred bebi
him ere he was dashing through the midst¢
the Scottish host. But the noise of the wr
ring elements drowned the trampling of .
horee's feet, or, where they were indistinct?
heard for a few momenis, the sound b
ceased, and the horee and its rider were .
visible, ere the eentinels, who had soust’.
refuge from the fury of the storm in ﬁf "

v‘a-e-hs

‘ tents, could perccive them.



B poseed through the Scotush Lines iy
y ; and, proceeding by way of Morpeth
B8 Newcastle, on the third day he reached
e camp of King Edwurd, near Knaresbo-
mith. The gay and chivalrous monarch,
We head of a portion of his army, like a
B knight, hastened to the relief of his dis-
fipcd cousin.

‘Wavid, however, having heard of the ap-
ihch of Edward at the head of an army
e numerous than his own, and his nobles
" fesenting to him that the rich and weigh-
}f

poty which they had taken in their inroad
REngland, togethier with the oxen and the
es, would he awkward incumbrances in
ttle, he reluctantly abandoned the seige
e castlc, and commenced his march to-
Bd Jed Forrest, about six hours before the
al of Edward and William Montague.
adeiine took the hand of her lover as he
@iBred, and tears ot 'silent joy fell down her
ks, butthe Countess forgot to thank
in her eagerness to display her beauty
he:- gratitude in the eyes of her sove-
and kinsman. The young monarch
jed, enraptured, on the fair tace of his
y cousin ; and it was evident while he
ed in her vyes, he thought not of gentle
lippe, the wife of hie bo;hood; nor was it
4 evideut that she, flattered by the gallant-
ref her princely relative, forgot her abeent
and, though in the presence ot his bro-
thee. Edward, finding thatit would teim-
pyident to follow the Scottish army inte the
foteet, addressing the Countess, said —*Our
Enights expected, faircoz, to have tried the
temper of their lances on the Scottish shields,
; but as it may not be, in honour of yonr deli-
werance, to-morrow we proclaim a tourna-
n_ tto be held in the castle-yard, when
<" 1true knizht shall prove, on the morion
. is antagonist, whose ladye-love is the
.6t."
_ he eyes of the Countess flashed joy ; and
smiled, well pleased at the proposal of
" sovercign; but Madeline trembled as
“heard it.

arly on the following morning, the cas-
yard was fitted up for the tournament.—
- monarch and the Countess were seated
- dais covered with a purple canopy, and
latter held in her hand a ring which
_med as a morning star» and which the
arch had taken from his finger, that sha
ht bestow it upon the victor. Near their

TSt P

_» 8at Madeline, an unwilling spectator of’

»  conffict. The names of the combatants
-o known to the pursuivants only, and
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each entered the lists armed with lance and
spear, with their visors down, and having,
for defence, a shield, a sort of (uirass, the
hclmet, guuntlet,and gorget. Severul knights
lad been wounded, and many dismounted ;
but the interest of the day turned upon the
combat of two who already had each diccom-
tited three. They contended long and keen-
ly ; their strength, their shill, their activity
seemed equal.  Victory huog suspended bes
tween them.

* Our ladye ! exclaimed the monarch, rie
sing with delight; * but they fizht bravely !
Who may they he? Were it not that he
cannot yet be in England, Ishould say the
knight in dark armour is Sir John Aub-
rey."”

Madeline uttered a suppressed ecream, and
cast round a look of mingled agony and sur-
prise at the monarch ; but the half stifled cry
was drowned by the spectators, who, at that
moment burst into a shout; the knight in
dark armour was unhorsed—his conqueror
suddenly placed his lance to his breast, but
as suddenly withdrew it ; and, stretching out
his mailed hand to the other, raid—" Rise
mine equal ! ’twas thy horse’s fault, and none
of thine, that chance gave me the victory,
though [ wished it much.” The conqueror
of the day approached the canopy beneath
which the monarch and the Countess sat,
and, kneeling before the dais, seceived the
ring from her hands. While she had held
the splendid bauble in her hands during the
contest, consciour of her own beauty, of which
Border miistrel and foreign troubadour had
sung, she expected, on placing it in the hands
of the vietor, to behold in a homage laid
again at her fecet. Butit wasnotso. The
knight, on receiving it, bowed his head, and,
stepping back again, knelt before the more
lowly seat of Madeline.

“ Accept this, deair Madeline,” whispered
he; and she blushed and startled at the voice
which she knew and loved. The Countess
cast a glance of envy on her compacion as
she beheld the victor at her feet ; yet it was
but one, which passed away as the youns
monarch poured his practised flatteries in her
ear. :

The King commanded that the two last
comtatants should raise their visors. The
victor, stil! standing by the side of Madelige,
obeyed. It was Sir W:lliam Montague.

“Ha! Montague!” eaid the monarch, * it
is you, Well, for your gallant bearing to-day,
you shall accompany ws to France--we shall
need such hands as thine to eccure the step-
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tre of our lawful kingdom. But what mo-’

flower ia this that ye deck with your
hard-won diamond ?? added le, glancing
towards Madeline; and, without waiting a
reply: he turned to the Countess, saying, “Is
she of thy euite, dear coz? She hatha fair
face, worthy the handmaiden of Beauty's
Queen.”

The countess liked not his enquiries ; but,
nevertheless, was flattered by the compliment
with which he concluded ; and she replied,
that she was the orphan daughter of her fa~
ther’s friend, and the worshiplul divinity of
Sir William. The other combatant bow ap-
proached aleo; and koeeling in front of the
dais, raised his visor.

* Aubrey !" exclaimed the monarch.

“ My brother” cried Madline, starting
1o his side.

“ Your brother 7’ responded Sir William.

“ What ! my little Madeline, a woman ?
replied the stranger. * Bless thee, my cwn
sister I*?

« What !"? exclaimed the morarch, “the
paragon of our tournament, the £'ster of bold
Aubrey !—Aund you, too, the combitant a-
gaivst her chosen champion ! Had ye spificd
blood on either side, this duys 8; o0t
have epoiled a bridal. But whence come yc,
Aubrey, and when 7’

“ My liege, replied the other, “having
arrived at Knaresaercugh on the day alier
the departure of your Majesty I hastened !
ther to inforin your grace that France li»
open to our arms, and our {rocps are eag
to embark.”

In a few days, Edward left Wark, leaving
behind him a powerful garsion for the Cas-
tle, but he had left it desolate to poor Made-
line, for he had taken to accompany b.imn, ot
his invasion of France, her betrothic]l hus-
band and her brother. Tiat bretler wiem
she had met but three days before, she hal
not seen from childhosd—nor waa she certain
that he lived—for he had been a sold.cr frem
his boyhood, and his life had ;been spent in
the camp and in foreign wars, whilz se had
been nurtured under the protection of the
Countess of Salisbury.

It was about seven years after the events
we have alluded to had occurred, that Ed-
ward, covered with all the fame of a conquer-
or, if not the advantages of corquest, return-
ed to England. During his victeries and th2
din of war, however, he had not forgotten the
beauty of his fair cousin, whese glances had
bewildered bhim at Wark Castle; and now,
when he retorned, his admiration was re-

pewed, and she appeared as the first favour-

ite of his court. He had provided ar: -
banquet for the nobles and the knights ;-
had  distinguished themselves during - -
French wars. A thousand lighta blaze. |
the roble hall—martial music peeléd ary
—and hundreds of the brightest eyes in By »
land lcoked Jove and delight. The fan :
and the nablest in the land thronged the,
semblr. Jewels sparkled, ard studded-
earzeous apparel of the crowd.  In the my
of tue hall, walked the gay and courtly o, 3
arch, with the fiir Joan of Salisbury rea., s
on hisarm. ‘They epose of their first me
ing at Wark, of the seize and the tourname -
and azain they whisiered, and hands w -
pressed, and leoke exchanged ; and, wi ;
they walked tozether, a blue garter, deci. ©
with go'd, pearls, and precious stones, & -
which, with a goiden buckle, had fdsw !
the sandal of the fuir Joan round the &
turned ankle inthe ball, became Ioo:ee:,
cutangied among her feet. The Cousny
Uiw-hed; and the monarch, with the e
unembarrassment anid politeness of a pre
ti:ed galiant, stepped to fasien the unh~,
note ribbon,  As the nobles beheld the &
vercian knecl with he foot of the fair Cez
tezs on Dis knee, a hardly eoppressed o
ran through the assembly. But observ.
1he emite upon the face of his nobles, ti.¢ m
arch roze proudly, and, with the garier X
nand,exclaimed," flonisoit qui mal y pons
-—u\ame be to him who thinksill of it 1" .g§
b l\.m:'; the garter round his left knee, ;4
—“Te ti's the order of St. Geo:ge'
and l.nv proudest monarchs and the most vy
Han: huiglts in Christendom shall be yiigy
to be l~c“o:'cd with the cmblem of thy ¢-Jy
ter, fair cez "
Scarce, I:m?c‘.'cr, wng the reyal hanguet c):i
ed whenthe veice of lamentation was hexy
th every house, though the meurners et
chout the stiests; for the living fean e
follow theic dead to the sepulchre. Ti
seel of death breathed upou the land—:#
-'"\u,hod out his wings and covered it-2
Lis bieath the land sickened—beneath B
shadow of his wings the reople perisic
The green fields became as a wildernss:
and death and desolation reigmed in
market places. Along the streets mow!
cavalcades of the dead—the hearse of .
noble and the car of the citizen; and €
dead hoadies of the poor were picked up up®
the strects! The churchyards rose as ik
and fields were turned up for the dead'-
The husband fisd from his dying wife; th
mother feared to kiss her cwn child ; and IVQ
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szroom turned in terror from ber whol
1o have been his bride upon the morn. |
-¢ was no ery heard but—“The Deud!
. ead ™ The plague walked in sience,
ping its miflions from the earth, lauzh-
t the noisy slaughter of the sword, mak-
kings to tremble, and trampling upon
uesors a8 dust.
ch was the state of London, when Sir
liam Montague and Sic John Auvbrey
-ed from France. In every street, they
“he long trains of the dead being borne
eir grave; but the living had deserted
: and if they met an occasional pas-
-y, fear and palencss were vpon his fice.
» hurried along the streets 1 silence—
ch would have concezled his thoughts
the other—but the thouglits of both
of Madeline ; and tie ore trembled
e should find his betrothed, the other his
, with the dead! Tiey prozeeded to
ouze of the Ducless of Salisbury ; but
were told that she had fled to eeek a
. of refuge from the destroying glance of
_pestilence.  From the domestics, how-
they learned that Madeline had ceased
> the companion of the Ducliess ; but they
also directed where they would find
ith a friend in the city, il’ she yet lived!
added their informants, they had heard
in the etreet which they named, the
itants died faster than the living could
. them. When the haughty Joan be:
the acknowledged favorite of the King,
was no louger a meet friend or protector
+the gentie Madeline; and the latter had
kem up her residence in the houvse of a
erahant, who, in his youth, had fouzht by
sfathe:’s side ; and where, if she enjoyed
R the splendor and the luxuries of wealth,
_r was she clothed with the trappings
_me.
“th anxious steps the betrothed husband
_ae brother hastened to the dwelling of
- _ercuant. ‘T'hey reached it.
~ ~ oth Madeline Acbrey reside here?”
ced they in the same breath. “Does
ve? Doesshe live 77
he doth reside here,” answered the citi-
‘“and—the saints be praised '—gocd
_line hath escaped, with my whole
_; and I believe it is for her sake, though
-areth no more the breath of the pesti-
, than though it were healthsome as tt.2
ier breeze bearing the fragrance of the
thorn. But, belike, ya would speak
her, gentlemen—ye may step in, good
. wait till she return.”

¢ Gracious Heaven | can my Madeling be
abroad at}a time like this!” exclaimed Sir
William, * when men tremble 1o meet each
otlier, and the hands of friends couvey con-
tagion! Can yeinform us, good mau, where
we ghall find her 7

“ Nuy, that I cannot,” answered Le; * for,
as I have toki ye, eweet Madeline feareth
not the plague, but svaiketh abroad as though
it existed not; and now, doubticss she is
southing the afflicted, or handing a cup of
water to the dying stranger, whom his own
kindred, have fled frome aud forsaken wlhien
the evil came upon him. But, as ye seem
acquainted with her, will not ye tarry ull
ghe come T

They gazed towards each other with hor-
ror and with fear ; yet, in the midet of their
apprehensions and dismay, each admired the
more than courage of her ot whom Joan
Plantagenct had. said that she had more
wisdom of head than bolduess of heart.—
They entered the house, and they rat
down tozether in silence. Slowly, wearily
the moments passed on, each strengthening
anxiety, each pregnaunt with agony.

“ She may never return!® groaned Sir
William ; “ for the healthy have been emit~
ten down upon the streets; and the wretch-
ed, hirlings, who make a harvest of death,
have borne to the same grave the dying
with the dead !”

At length, a light footstep was heard upon
tLe stairs. They started to their feet. The
door opencd, and Miadeline, more beautill
than ever they had beheld her, stood before
them.

“My own'—my Madelire!* cried Sir
William, hastening to meet her.

“ My cister!” exclaimed her brother.

Her head rested on the bosom of those she
loved, and. in the rapture of the moment, the
pestifence and the desolation that reigoed
around were {orgotten. At length, the dan-
ger to which ehe exposed herselfl recurring
to his mind—

“Let us flee from this horrid charnel-honse
dearcst,” said Sir William, “to where our
bridal may not be mingled with sights of wo,
and where the pestilence pursueth rot its
victims. Come, my own~—my betrothed—my
Madeline—let us haste away.”

“Wherefore would my Wiiiiam fly 7 said
she~and a emile of joy and of confidence
played apon her lips; “have ye not defied
death from the syword and the spear, and
braved it as it sped with the ewift flying

 brother started back.

arrow, and would ye turn and fles from the
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pestilenrs whn h wnrketh only \vhul the | lhe SCIEE 1D whu h the word was a;p.g
4
b

sword performa, and what chivalry requires | appeared a new character. But, on red
as  sacrifice to the madness of” woman’e fol- | tion, 1 found it an epither applicable to th
ly? But whither wonld you flee to escape | sands, and adopted it as a title to our prev
it?7 Be it south or north, itisthere; and | story.
east or west, it is there alsn, If ve flee from | Richard Storie was the eldest son of a!
the pestiience, would ye flee also from the | senting minister, who hiad the pastoral chi.:
eye of Him whoeends it 7 of a small congregation a few miles f- ‘
Again they urged her to leave the city; | Hawick. His father was not what -
and again she endeavoured to smile ; but it | world calls a man of talent, but he posses ¥
died languidly on her lip—the rose on her | what is far beyond talents—piety and h &
cheek vanished, and her mild eyes in a mo- ‘lity. In his own heart he felt hiz Bible q
ment became dim. She sank her head upon | true—ite words were as a lamp within hiz 4
the bosom of her lover, and her hand rested * and from his heart he poured forth itad 9
on the shonlder of her brother. The conta- J trines, its hopes, and coneolations. to ot
gion had entered her heart. A darkening §mth a fervour and arn earnestness wt
spot gathered upon her fair cheek—it was | Fajth only can inspire. It is not the thur:
the shadow of the finger of death—the sea | of declamation, the pomp of eloguence.

of eternity ! majesty of rlietorie, the rounded period.-
“ My Madeline ™ ‘cried Sir William— | 'le glowof imagery, which ean chair:
* merciful Heaven !~spare her!” | listening soul, and melt down the hear.

“Oh, my sister!” exclaimed her brother | the unbeliever, as metals yield to the hex
*have I hastened to my native land, but to(the furnace. Shew me the hoary-le:
behold thee die ¢ preacher, who carries sincerity in his v

She feebly pressed their hands in hers— | look and in his very tones, who is anims
“ Leave me—leave me, loved ones'—my | because faith inspires him, and out of
William !—my brother! flee from me!—{ullness of his own heart his mouth spe
there is death in the touch of your Made- {eth, and there is the man from whose tosg
line !—We shall meet again! truth floweth ae trom the lips o1" an ape:

The plague-spot darkened on her cheek ; ; and the small tili voice of copscience ec;
and, in a lew hours: Madeline Aubrey was| to his words, while hope burne and the j/
numbered with its victims. ment becomes convinced. Where iam:
not in the preacher, none will be praduce 4
the hearer. Such a man was the fathe
Richard Storie. He had fulfilled his v
vevpe and prayed with and for his children. ¥

THE SEEKER. set before them the example of a Chir.

Amongst the many thousand readers of | parent, and he rejoiced to perceive that:g
these tales, there are, perhaps, few who Lave | example was not Jost upon them.
not ohserved that the object of the writer is| We pass over the earlier years of Rich
frequently of a higher kind than that of | Storie, as during that period he had net*
merely contributing to their amusement.— { come a Seeker, nor did he differ frome*
He would wish “to point a moral,” while|children of hisage. There was, indeed
he endeavours 1o “ adorn a tale.” It is with | thoughtfulnessand sensibility about his ¢!
this view that he now Jays before them the { acter; but these were by no means ».
history of a Seeker. The first time he re- { markable as to require particular notice.
members bearing, or rather of noticing the | did they mark his boyhood in a preulisr,
term, was in conversation with a living au-|gree. The truths which from his chilé:
thor, respecting the merits of a popular poet, { be had been accustomed to hear fron
when hia religious opinions being adverted 16: | fa3her's | ips, be had never doubted; but
it was mentioned that in a letter 10 & bro-| fit their truth as he felt his father’s low
ther poet of equal celebrity, he described him- | poth had been imparted to him togeths
solf as a Seeker. I was struck with the|He had fixed upon the profession of a.
word and its application. I had never met geon, and. at the age of eighteen, he.
with the fool who saith in his heart that |gent 1o Edinburgh toattend the classes .
there s o God; aud, though 1 had known | was a zealous student, and his progres.
many deniers of Revelation, yet a Seeker, | alized the fondest wishes and anticipatia,

Kl
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arent. It was during his second session
Richard was induced, by some of his

w collegians, to become a member of a
"

and ambitione young men, who, in the
lence of their hearts, rashly darcd to
le with thirgs too hizh for them. There
many amongst them who regarded it
: proct of manliness to avow their seepti-
and who gloried in scoffing at the eter-
ruths which had lighted the souls of
fathers, when the d~rkness of death fell
their evelids. 1t is one of the besetting
f vouth to appear wise above what
en. There were many sach amongst
with whom Richard Storie now asso-
1. From them he first heard the truths
h had been poured into hiz irfant ear
B 1)is f.atlier’s Iips attacked, and the tengue
he scoiter rail against them. His first
@ was horror, an t he shuddered at the
Bty of his friends. He rose to combat
¥ objections and refute their arguments,
Bhe withdrew a0t from the society of the
el. Week succeeded week, and he be-
e 2 Jeading member of the club. He was
gnzor filled with horror at the bold asser-
of the avowed sce,tic, nor did he mani-
Ai zust at the nbal: jest. As might &i-
fly und imperceptindy creeps througa the
4, decpening shade on shade, tiil the earth
Begbu:icd in its darkness, sohad the gloom
Dpubl crept over his mind, deepening and
Barkening, til his scui was bewildered in the
mnless wiideiness.
.. 'The members acted as chairman of theso-
ety in rotation, and, in his turr, the office
"W upon Richard Storie.  For the first time,
7_xmed to feel conscious of the darkuess
*_ich his spirit was enveloped ; conscience
"ed bim as a hound followeth its prey;
i1 its emall stilt voice whispered—
- Who sitteth in the scorner’s chair.””

"wvords seamed burning on his memory.
ied to forget them, to chase them away
peak of, to lizten (o other thinga; but
ald not—" ¥ho sitteth in the scorner's
-~ rose upon his mind as if printed be-
.im—ag if he heard the words from his
3 tangue—as though they would rise
owr I'pa. He was troubled—hm con~
¢ emote him—tae darkness in which
At was shrouded] was made vi<ible. He
3 companinns—he hastened to his lod-

and wept. But his tears brought not

,,eliight which bad beea extinguished

i within him, nor restored tne hopes which the
! pride and the rashness of reason had destroy~
‘ed. He had become the willing prisoner
tins society. It was composed of many | of Doubt, and it now held him in its cold and
! iron grasp, struggling in despair.

(. .

! Reason, or rather the self-sufficient arro-

i cance of fancied talent which frequently as-
sumes its name, endeavoured o ruppress the
! whisperings of conscience in his breast ; and
in euch a state of mind was Richard Siorie,
when he was summoned to attend the death-
bed of iis futher. It was winter, and the
snow lay deep on the ground, and there waa
no conveyance to Hawick unti the follow ng
day; but, ere the morrow came, etemity
might be between him and his parent. Ha
had wanderea from the doctrines that parent
had taught, but no blight had yet fallenon
the affections of his heart. He hurried forth
cn foot; and, having travelled all mght in
surrow and in aux.cly, be. e daybreak he
arrived at the home of his infancy. Two of
! the eldcers of the congregation stood before
i the dvor.

“Ye are just in time, Mr. Richard,” said
one of tiiem mournfully, * for he’ll no be lang
.now ; and he has prayed earnestly that he
“mizht only be spared till ye arrived.
| Richard wept aloud,

“Oh try and compose yoursel, dear sir,”?
said the elder.  “ Your d'stress may break
' the peace with which he's Like to pass away.
1 1t's a sair trial nae dou.t—a visilation to us
, 2~-but ye ken, Richar! we muat not mourn
as those who have no hope.,

“Hope!" groaned the ogonized son as he
entered the house. He went towards the
roo:n where his father lay—his mother and
his brethren sat weeping around the bed.

“Richard ! said Lis afflicted mother ag
she roze and fiung her armsaround his necke
‘The dyving man heard the name of his firste
born, hia languid eyes brigiitened, he en-
ceavoured to raise hims2lf npon his pillotr,
he eiretche:d forth his feeble hand-—*Riche
ard l—my own Richard * he exclaimed;
“ ye hac come my son-~my prayer ié heard
and I can die in peace! I longed to see ve,
for my spisit was troubled upon yer account
—gore and sadly troubled ; for there were
expreseions in yer last letter that made mg
tremble—that made me fear that the prile
o’ human learning was lifting up t.e heari
o’ my bairn, and leading. his judgment iuto
the dark paths @ error and unbeliei—Llut
oh ! thoss tears ase oot the tears of an unbe-
Lovee I
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Ho sk back exhaosted. Richard trem- | his mind more intense. He repented that |,
bled. He aguin raised his head. had ever listened to the words of the scofl::
#Get the books,” eaid he feebly, *and or sat’in the chair ofthg ecorncr ; but heh,
Richard will make worship. It is the las! permitted the .colq mists of scepticism
time we shall all join together in praise on gather round his mind, ti!l even the affectia;

el L L
this earth, and it will b the last time I shalt | of his hieart became bligiited by their il
ence. Ie wasnow a solitary man, shunni,

hear the voice o’ irn i it ; .
loel?)nt sincoe I :e;g it:amsli:x“ :)gzygr,::dx society ; and at those hours when his puy.
5" hour of my d ‘l . g . ymB, were not under his charge, he would wani
© hour ofmy depar “’"“’“‘"”” alone in the wood or by the river, brood:
lﬂ;.f:lad;hde(;m;‘)";h"d psalm. . over unutterable thoughts, and communi
ichard did as hia dying parent requested ; ; with despair~for he sought not, as is ¢
end, as he knelt by the bed=.de, and lified up | manner of many, to inetil the poison that Iz
bis voxce; em p(;‘eil):er, h‘i cons::n«;x}ctztsixxote hl’:";' destroyed his own peace into the minds
:g:(;y pH;c‘rzxowI?) ;?n;ea:‘l S::Ske:.,gslle?zki}:v others. He carried his punishment in *
‘:erc} and truth at the same mom’e'lt' ﬂan soul, and was silent--in the soul that w
il . ] H H 1 oY ] - o
in the agitation of hisspirit,his secret thoughts doubt:r!:g its own existence - O all by
were revealed, his doubts were manilcsted chondriacs, to me the unbeliever seems v
B oicen gman'issued from the dying bed | most absurd. For, can matter think, can
A . A . >, * . |reason, can it doubt? lsit notihethingit
zhe VO‘;F;] of the ]SPPI;!ICEIH; ﬁu:edt 1(11“:1‘;?; doubts which distrusts itsown being 2 Oi
p u:efn clo nf:sl;zlx:. s Lps—-hie staried to U7 opon he so wandered, the last words of -
eetin N ] . + N_ o
“ My son! my con ! feebly cried the dying fml‘xer S.eekf and ye shall find”—w:
{" - my : whispered in his heart, as though the ¢+
::?n. ’Ye h;ac llflgdth)’e" Qf’les ';0 the mOE“" of the departed breathed them over him
ns o’ vanity, and the pride o' rcason has ; Then wou!ld he raise his hands in agn
darkened yer heart, but, as yet, it has <ot !,0q,is prayer rose from the solitude of
hardened it. O Richard ! remember the last | (044
words o’ yer dying faither—‘ Seek, and ye Aft tin= about t '
shall find? Pray with an humble and a cr‘:‘:mm,_.:} uttwo years as tutor
contrite heart, and in yer last hour ye will returnel'tn Edinburgh, a;ul compl’eted_.
Lae, as 1 hae now, a licht to guide ye thro’ studies. He, aftersome difficulty, ifrom-
the dark valley of the shadow of death.” | scantiness of his me'tlns, obtained lhrs di
He called his wife and his other children : {mas, and commenced practice in his nz

around him ~ke blessed them —he strove to * Mwe. His brethers and his QIatC": }nd )
rived at manhond and womanhood, ane |

comfort them—=he committed them to His! ! mother enjoyed a small annuty. Al
care, who is the Husband of the widow, and ! ! from boyhood. he had b lee T
the Father of the fatherlese. The lustrethat ; rom boyhood, he had been deeply atta:
‘to Agnes Brown, the danghter of a ne: |
Jighted up his eyes for 2 moment, as he be- i
. bouring farmer; and, ahbout three years:

ecught a blessing on them, vanished away,
bis head eank back his pill | . he had commenced pmcu”e she bhestowe.

1s head sank back upon Lus pillow, & 1oW i g, jier hand. She was all that his
moan was heard, and his spirit passed into  couid wish—-meek, geiitle, and ﬁﬁcctor
peace. "and her anxious love threw a gleam of + 4

His father’s death threw a blight upon the : chine over the melancholy that had sa
prospects of Richard. He nolonger possessed ' upon his soul.  Olten, when ke fondly g
the means of prosecuting hisstudies ; and, in ; in her eyes, where atfection beamed, thei:
order to support himselt, and assist his mo- | of immortality would flash through b {
ther, he engaged himeelf astutor in the fa- | <om, for one so good, so made of all that:
mily of a gentleman in East Lothian. But | ‘lers virtue dear, but to be born (o dic ar.
there his doubts followed him, and melan. | be To more, he deemed impossible. T-
«choly sat upon his breast. He had thought- had been married about nine years, and-
1esaly, almost imperceptibly, stepped into the | nea had beeome the mother of five (i ¢
gloomy paths of unbelief, and anxiously he dren, when, inone day, Death entered::
groped to retrace his stepe; hut it was as n dwelling, and robbed !hcm of two of -
blind man stumbles; and, in wadmo through | litt'e ones. Their neighbonrs had g1
the masge of contnoveny lor & guide, his way together to comivrt them, and the mctd,
becan.e more intricate, and the darkugs o! | aileat auguish wept over.licr bubes; buti
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ther stood tearless and striken with griel
though his hopes were sealed up in the
u of hig children. In his agony, he ut.
“Bhred words ol strange meaning. The doubts
- the Sceker burst forth in the accents of
gespair. The ne:ghbours gazed at cacls
HMher. They bad before had doubts ef the
B iizious principles of Dr. Storie, now thiose
& .bis were contirmed.  Inithe bitterness ol
: is gricf, Lie Lad spoken of thie grave as the
48 nal prizon of the dead, and of futurity and
4 resurrection as things he hoped for, but
“flieved not.

48 Bis words were circulated through the
“Wallage, and over the country; and, as they
Whrcad, tiey were exaggerated. Many be-
88 1, to regard him as an unsale man to vish
fdeathbed, where he might attempt to rob
e dying of the everlasting Licpe which ena-
ez them to triumph over the last enemy.—
s practice fcll cfl, and the wants of his
Sy increased. He was no lenger able
D maintain an appeatance of respeciability
5 coat hud assumed a melanchely hue; and
B cave up asscbiing with hs family a-
hidst the congregatica over which his fa-
®er had been pastor. His circumstunces
M cravated the gloom ol s mind ; and, for
$'1:me, Lie became not a Seeker, but one who

4,f§ndoned himsell to callousness and de-

pair. Even theafictionof his wife—which
“Jgpew no change, but rather increased as
=$ifliction and misfortune came upon them—
~ with the smiles and affection of his cLildren.
% became irksome. Their love increased his
*.misery. llis own houze was alt but{oreaken,
and the blacksinith’s shop became his can-
* slting room, the village alehouse his labor-
.7#tory.  Misery and contempt heightened the
h —1adows, clouds; and darkness” which
“-ted on his mind. "o his angui-h and ex-
sment he had now added habits of intem-
-ance—his health became a wreck, and he
.k upon his bed, a miserable and a ruined
_n. Theshadow of death seemed lower-
_ over him, and he lay trembling, shrink-
.. from its approach,shuddering and brood-
- over the cheerless, the hoirible thought,
wihilaicon ! But, even then, his poor Ag-
3 watched over him with a love stronger
an death. Shestrove to cheer him with
e thought that he would still Jive—tha;
ey wowld again be happy. “Omy hus-
nd!” cried she, fondly, “yield not to de-
r; seels, and ye shall find I,

B2 T A A,

'O heavens, Agnes! exclaimed he, "1
veesought! I havesought! I have been

Hope mocks me, and the terrors of death only
find me ™

* Kneel with me, my children.” che eried;
“let us pray for mercy and peace of mind
for your poor father?* And the fond wife
and Ler offspring knelt around the bed where
her husband lay. A gleam of joy pussed
over the sick man's countenance, as the voice
of her supplication roze upon his ear, and-a
ray of hope feli upon his heart. ** Amen!®
he uttered as she arose; and *Amen!” re-
sponded their children.

On the bed of sickness, his heart had been
humbled ; he had, as it were, seen death
faceto face, and the nearer it approached,

*velier until how ; but Truth flees from wme,

the stronger aseurances did he feel of the
unmortality he had dared to doubt, He arose
irom his bed a new man; hope illumined,
and faith began to glow in his bosom. Hig
Joubts were vanquished, his fears dispelled.
ile had sought, and at length found--found
the joys and the hopes of the Christian. fle
rezained the esteem of men, and aguin pros-
pered ; and this was the advice of the Seek-
er to hischildren : * Avoid trusting ta rea-
son when wt would flatter you with your
owia wisdom ; for it begetteth doubt ; douwbd,
unielief; unbelief, despair; and despair,
deuth 1

-

LOTTERY HALL

I had slept on the preceeding nizht at
Brampton, and without entering so far inte
particulars as to say whether I took the road
towards Carlisle, Newcastle, Anran, or to
the eouth, suffice it to say that towards even-
ing, and just as I was again beginning to
think of a resting piace. I overtook a man
sauntering along the road with his hands
behind his beck. A single glance mlormed
me that he was not one who earned hisbread
by the sweat of his brow, but the same glance
also told me that he had not bread enough
and to spare. His back was covered with a
well-worn black coat, the fushion of which
belonged to a pericd at least twelve years
preceding the time of which I write. The
other paris of his outer man harmanized wita
his coat so far as apparent age and colour
went. His head was covered witha low-
crowned, broad-brimmed hat, and on his
nose he wore a pair of silver-mounted specta-
cles. To my mind he presented the picture
of 3 poor scholar, or of pentility in rolog
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The lappelsof his coat were tinged a little,
~but only alittle, with snutf,—which Fle~
up,or Beggar's Brown as some call it, is
very apt todo. In his hands also, which as
I have raid were behind hisback, he Leld his
sopuft box. It is probable that he imagiued
he had 1eturned it to his pocket after taken a
pinch, but he appeared from lis very saunter
to be a meditative man,and an idea having
shot ucross his brain, while in the act of snuff-
taking, the box was unconsciously retained
in his hand and placed behind his back.
Whether the hands are in the way of con-
templation or not Icannot tell,
think, save when my hand holds a pen; yet
have cbserved, that to carry the hands
behin d the back is a favorite position with
walking thinkers. 1 accordingly set down
the gentleinan with the broad-brimmed hat,
and eilver-mouated epectacles to be & walk-
fug thinker, and it is more than probablethat
1 should not have broken in upon his mus-
ings, (tor I am net in the habit of speaking
to strangers,) had it not been that I observed
the snuff box in his hands, and that mine re-
quired replenishing at the time. It is amaz-
ing and humiliating to think how uncomfort-
able, fretful, and miserable, the want of a
pinch of snuil can make a man! How dust
longs for dust! 1 had been desiring a. pinch
for an hour, and here it was presented before
me Like an unexpected spring in the wilder-
nesa. Snuffers are like freemasons, there is
a sort of brotherhood among them; the real
snuffer will not give a pirch to the mere dip-
per into other people’s boxeg, but he will never
refuse one to the iitiated. Now I took the
measure of the man’smind at asingle glance.
J discovered something of the pedent in his
very stride; it was thoughtiul, measured,
mathematical ; to say nothing of the specta-
cles, of his beard, which was of'a dark colour,
and which had not been visited by the razor
for at least two dayes. | therefore accosted
kim in the hackneyed but pompous language
attributed to Johnson ;

*Sir," said I, * permit me to emerge the
summits of my dignits in your pulveriferous
utensil, in order.to excite a grateful titilation
in my olfactory nerves !’

“ Cheerfally 8ir,”’ returned he, handling
me the box, and for which by the way he
first groped in his waiscoat pockei ; “ I know
what pleasure it ia—nauribus aliquid hau-
rire

¥ woon discovered that my eompanion, to
whom a pinch of suuffbad thus introduced

i the house was built.
for I never

me, was an agreeable and well informs
man. Ahout a mile before us lay a villaa
in which [ intended totake up my quasty
for the night, and near the village way;
house of considerable dimensions, the appes;
ance of which it would puzzle to descii,
The arei itect had evideutly et all orders:
defiance,~-it was a mixture of the castleq
the cot'age,~a heap of stoncs confuse
put together. Aroundit was a quantii
trees, poplarx, Scotch firs, and they appeax
to have been planted as promiscuously ;
Its a pearance exciy
my curiosity, and I inquired of my compy
ion what it was called, or to whom it &
longed

“ Why sir,” said he, “people generally i
it Lottery Hall, but the original proprie:
intended that it should have been nam |
Luck’s Lodge. There israther an intew !
ing story connected with it, if you intend !
to hear it.” f

I discovered that my friend with the silv 3
mounted spectacles kept what he termed:

“ Establishment for young gentlemen? ins
neighbourhood, that being the inoderny
appellation for a boearding echcol, thc;,:‘
judging from hisappearance 1 did not « }
pose his establishment to be over-filled ; ¢ 1
having informed him thatl intended to: ¢
main for the night at the village inn, 1- %
quested Lim to accompany me, wlere, o,
1 had made obeisance to a zupper, whicl s 4
a duty that a walk of furty miles stron; -
prompted me to perform, ¥ <hould ““ enjoy -
mine ease” like the geod old bishop, gl
hear his tale of Lottery Hall.

Tlierefore having reached the inn. ¢ }
partaken of eupper and a glass together,a- »
priming each nostril with a reparate piz i
from the box aforesaid, he thus began: -

Thirty years ago there dwelt wxl’un..
village a man named Andrew Dona'd:;
He was merely a day labourer upon the‘,
tate of the squire to whom the village:¥
longs, but he was a singular man in mz
respects, and one whose character very ¥
were able to comprehend.  You will hee’
prised when @ inform you that the desue
become a Man of Fashion, haunted thisk
day labourer like his shadow in the sun.
was the disense of his mind. Now sir:
fore proceeding with my story, I shallm
a few observations on this plaything «
ruler of the world called Fashion, 1 wi
desaribe Fashion to be a deformed little nx;
ter with @ chameleon skin, bestriding t.

shoulders of public opinios. Though I)

-
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teell, it hae gradually usurped a degree of
or that is well nigh irresistible ; and 1his
nny prevaile in various forms, but with
al cruelty over the whole habitable earth.
eafr < 1 zsniean ithears along all ranhe

conditions ol men, all avocations and
fessions, and often principles.  Fashien is
hal a notable courtier, bowing to the
ng and flattering the powertul, Fashion

sere whim, a coneeit, 1 foible, a toy, a
, and withal an idol whose worshippers
universal. Wherever int.oluced, it gen-
ilv assumes the familiar name of Habit,
B inany of your great and philosophical
, and certain ill-zatared old women who
ihear at parties in theig wedding gown, and
ise the very name of Fashion, are each
slaves of sundry habits which once bore
appeilation.  Shoull Fashion miss the
rts of 2 man's coat, it is certain of seizing
by the beaid. It is humiliating to the
wity of immortal beings, possessed of capa-
Sl ies e extent of which is yet unknown

feonfss that many of them prefessing to be
hristians, Jews, Mahomedans, o~ Pagans,

X A cLion ; and are Christians or Jews simply
B 0 such areiigion was after the fashion
heir fathers or country.  During the pre-
jat contury it has been the cav<e of much
gelity aud {reethinking,

merely the fotlowers in the stream of

ally it scemed a sinall matter whether ehoes
were fastened with a buckle or with ribbon ;
but the small-ware manufacturera found @
new harvest, while the buckle-makers of
Birmingham and their families in thousands.
were driven through the country to beg, to
steal, to coiiy to perish.  This was the work
of Fashion, and its etfects are similar to the
present hour; it the cloak drive the shawl
frcin the promenade, Paisley and Bolton may
zo in sackeloth. Here I may observe, that
the cry of distress is frequently raised against
bad gorernment, assuming itto be the cause,
when fickle [fushion has alone prod:eed the
injury. Insuch a matter, government was
usable to prevent, and is unable to relieve—
Fashion defying all its enactments, and the
ladies being the sole governms in the case.—
For although the world rules man and his
business, and Fashion is the ruler of the
world, vet the ladies, though the most devo-
ted of i*=servants, are at the same time the
rulers of Fashion. This Iast aseertion may
seem A contradiction, but i= not the less true,
With simplicity and the graces, Fashion has
seldom exh:bited any inclination to cultivate
an acguaintance: now the ladies being in
their very nature, form and feature, the liv-
ing representatives of theee virtues, Iam the
more surpised that they should be the espe-

or rather, as is| cial patrous of Fushion, sceing that its efforts

Jore frequent!y the case with its votaries, of | are more dir?mcd to conceal a defect by mak-
T &ghithiniing ; this arose from wisdom and, ing it more deformed, than to lend w charm
: “jomruing being the fashion, and a vast num-; ©0 clegance, or_an adornment to beauty.—
* ~ber of braisless people, who could neither bei The lady of Fortune fullows the tide of
. gut of the service of theiridol, nor yet endure ! Fasiiion till shie and ler husband are within
the piudding labour and severe study neces- | sight of the shoresof poveity.  The poition-
imery for the acquiving of wisdom and learn- le:§ or the lfoorl}:' ))nrtluped maxder! presses
s, and many of them not even possessing | on in ils wallxc,.ull she find hersel immured
5. . requisite abilities; w order to be thought | N the everiasting gairet of an old maid.—
* pee wise men and philosophers, they pro-| The “"’“j‘_lfes-*‘-‘d wolan every man admires
" _need religion to be a cheat, futurity a! —the fa-hionable woman every man fears.
" _bear, and themselves organie ciods.— | Then comes the animal of. th.e male kind,
“-hion inder] isas capricious as it is tyran- whose coat is cat, whose hair is curled. and
al; with one mar it plays the infidel, and | hisvery cravat tied according to the fashion.
«h ancther it runs the gauntlet of bibleand | Away with such shreds and patches of ef-
ssionary meetings, or benievolent societies. | feminacy ! But the fashion for which An.
is like the Emperor of Austria~—a com-| drew Donaldson, the day-labourer, sighed,
and of infolerable evil and much good.

aimed at higher things than this. It grieved
attempts to penctrate the mysteries of met- | him that he was not a better-dressed man
hysice, and it mocks the caieuiations of the

and a greater man than the squire on whose
_teagacioue Chancellor of the Exchequer | estate he earned his daily bread. He was &
_the nod of Fashion, ladies change their

hard and scvere man in his own house—at
_vez, and the children of the glove-makers

his frown his wile was submissive and his
Worcester go without dinvers. At itscall | children trembied. His family eousisted of
.y took the shining buckles from their

his wife,—three gone, Paul, Peter, and Ja-
-8, and they walked in the laced boot, the | cob, and two daughters, Sarah and Rebecca.
——aslipper, or the tiad shoe ; individu-

Though all ecriptural names, they bad all
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been wo called alter his own relations. His
earnings did not exceed eight or mne ehil-
lings a week, but even out of thlssum he did
not permit the one half to go to the suppoit
of his family, and that half was doled out
most reluctantly, penny by penny. For 20
years he had never entrusted his wife with
the management or the keeping of a siugle
sixpence. With her, ol'a veiity, money was
but a sight, and that generally in the small
est coine of the realm. She seldom had an
opportunity of contemplating the giacious
countenance of his Majesty, and whern she
had it was invariably upou ecpper. I she
needed but a peuny to comjlete the cooking
of a dinner, the cliidren had to run for it to
the fields, the quarry,orthe hedge-side where
their father might be at work, and then 1g
was given with a lecture against their mo-
ther’s extravagance! Extravagance
deed ! to support seven mouths for a week
out o” .ve shillings! I have spoken of din-
nere, und I should tell you that Lread was
geen inthe house but once a day, aad that

only of the coarsest kind. Puotatoes were tie

etaple commodity, and necessity taught Mrs.
Donaldeon to cook them in twenty differan

ways; aund although butcher meat wasiever |

seen beneath Andrew’s roof, with the excep-

tion of pork of their own leeding, in a veiy '
small portion once a week, vet the Linduess:
of the cook in the squire’s funily, who ccea-

sionally presented her with a jar of Aitcien-

JSee, enabled her to dieh up hLer potatoes iug

modes as various and ralatext!e io the han-
gry, as they were creditable to tier own inge-
nuity and frugality. Andrew wasamanot
no expensive habits himseil; he Lad never
been known to spend a penny upon figuor of
aoy kind but once, and that was at the chris-
tening of his youngest child, who was bap-
ticed in the houie, when it being acold a
stormy night, and the minister having far 1o
ride, and withal being lalouring uuder
cold, he said he would thank Andiew lor a
glass of epirite. The frugal father thoughit
t!xe last born of his flock hid made un expen
siveentry into existence, but handing two
pence to hisson Pau!, he desired him to bring
a glaes of epirits to hia reverence. Tiie spi-

rits were brought in & milk-pot, buta milk- ]

pot was an unsightly and an unseemly ves-
el out of which to ask a minister to drink.—
The aaly piece of cryatal in the house was a

footless wine-glass out of which a grey linnet |

m:l;t.‘?nd t&ere wuas ne alternative but to
rom the cage, clean it, pour the pi-
s into it, wnd hand it, botiomless as 1t wae,

in- I

a

1o the clergymua, and this was done acy ,J
mgly. For twenty yearsthis was ali g,
Andrew Donaldson was known to have 4 ;
yon ale, wine, or spirits; and as from the-
' riod that his children had been able to wl
“he had not conti:buted a single sixpen
Lis carnings towar!s the maintenance ¢f -
Lonze, it was generally believed that hec:
" not be worth less than twn or three hune
rpounds Where he hept his money, o,
lever, or who was Lie banker, no one c,
“te!l. Soume believed that he was saving
arder to emigrute to Cavada and purd,
land, but this wasouly asurmise.  Forwe
and acnths e was frequently wout tom:
fust the deepest anxiety, s mpate
vas piteous to behicld, but why he wasa s
f jous and impatient no one could tell. Tk
fitsof anxicty were as fiequently succee;
hy ot:ers of the deepest despondeney, ©
Sduning beth Lis wile and children fcare.}
iook b1 his free, to speak ormove in Lis |/
sence. As his despondency was won’
wear away, lus penwiousness in the &
decree increased, nnd atzuch perivds aw
for the mo:t secessary purpose was o
nate'y refuseds y
Suchi was the Lfe and habits of Ané»
Douald=m, uatil his son Paal, who was:
JJi'est of hus fanuly, had attanied the ages
Three and twernty, and his daughter Rebcr;
the youngest, was seventeen, wlheu c:‘
Saturday evening he returned from then
iet town, so changed, o elated, (thoughs
dently not with strong deink,) so kind 3
"happy, and withal eo proud, that his il
é:md his sons and danghiers marvelled,:\
, locked at each other with wonder. Hew1
led backward aud forward across the &4
I with his 2:rms crossed upon his breas: 1
! head thrown back, and he stalked with
'nmjestic st de of a etage-kug in atiag.
' He took th:e fragment ol’a mirvor, whichs
e fasterned in pieses of parchment b
azainst the wail and endeavoured as hei]
Umight, and as its size and its Lall triangue
“half eirealar form would admit, to su
. himeelf f:om Liead to foot. His family g2
i at him and at each other with increased.
| topishment.
l “T'he man's pnssessed !’ whicpered}
i Donaldson i terror, :
i Hethrust his hand into his pocket, hed
L out a quantity of silver, '
"« Go, Miss Rebecea,” said he, * and o
John Bell of the King’s Head to send M&
Donaldson a bottle of brandy, and a botd’,
hs best wine: instartly.” 5

[
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- ;}r;{m a sort of scream, his children

-d to their feet. ) )
‘!’ saiil he, etamping hig foot and plac-
e money in her hand; “go! I order

ey knew his temper. that he was not to
warred, and Rebecca obeyed. He con-
4 to walk acro:s the floor with the same

of importance; he addressed hia sons
-aster Donaldson, Master Peter and
or Jacob, and Sarah, who was the best

* family, us Miss Donaldson. He walk-

{0 his wife, and with a degree of hind-
~uch as his family had never witnessed
. he clapped her on the shoulder, and

atherine, you know the proverh, that
who look for a silk zown always get a
- o't,—I have long looked foroneto you,
ow
“I'll mak® ye lady o' them a’!"
‘n hie own unmusical way he sang aline
o from the * Lass o' Gowrie”
-r Mrs. Donaldson trembled from the
nof the head to the sole of the foot.—
looks plainly told that che feared her
#%-nd had “gone beside himseifl” He
~—ed his march across Lthe floor, stately as
"‘nural on the quarter-deck, when Re-
jia entercd with the brandy and the wine.
JM%hat !” said he,again stamping his foor,
#81 not order you--to order John Bell to
the bottles 7
. Bﬁ,tecca shook, but he took them from her
hand, and ordered her to bring the glasses !
I hawe already noticed the pauvity of elass
veseels at Rebecca’s baptism. They were
et more numerous now, and even the foot-
Be g1as= out of which the linnet drank, had
ago with the linnet gone the way of all
andof all giasz, and Rebecea placed a
teacup, acored and seamed with age,
. were but four in the house,) upon the

>

- vhat! a cup! a cup!” exclaimed he.
ping his foot more vehemently than be~
“did 1 not order you to brine glasses !

~me! Mister Donaldson drink wine
ta teacup ! and he dashed the cup be-
‘the fire.

Z Paul! Taul!!™ cried E.rs Donald sen )
cssing hev £i-24 born,

ed l—-will ve no naudg him!

!

actly seem mad, but his conduct, his extra~
vagance, was #o unlike anything he had
ever seen in him before, that he was troubled
on his account, and he rose to reason with
him.

« Keep your seat Master Donaldeon,” said
his father, with the dignity of a duke—"Keep
your seat Sir, your father is not mad, but
before a weck go round, the best hat in the
vitlage shall be lifted to him™"

Paui knew not what to think, but he had
been raught to sear and to obey his father,
and he obeyed him now. Andrew again
handed money to his daughter, and ordered
her to go and purchase six tu nblers and six
wine glasses. Mrs, Donaldson wrung her
hands, she no longer ¢ ~ubted that her hus-
band was “lteside himeell:” ‘The crystal,
nowever, was brought, the wine and the
brandy we-e sent round, and the day-labours
er made merry with his children.

On the Monday {ollowing he went not out
into the field, to his work as usual, but arrav-
ing himzelf in his Sanday attire, he tonk
leaveof his family, saying he wouid be absent
for n week. This was asunaczeuntable as
liis sending for the wine, the brandy, and the
crystal, for no man atiended his employment
more faithfully than Andrew Donaldzon.
For twenty years he had ne: - been absent
from h's work a single day, Sundays and
Fast-days t.lone excepted. Hischildren com-
muned together, and his wife shed tears; she
was certain that something had gone wrong
about his head ; yet strange as his actions
were, his conversation was rational, and
thongh still imperious, he manifested more
affection for tiemn ail than he had ever done
heforc. They did not dare to question him as
to the change that had come over him, or
whethar he was going, for at all times his
mildest answer to all inquiries was, that
“fuols and bairna should never see things
ualtdone.” He departed therefore without
teiling why or whether, eimply intimating
that he wonld return within seven days leav-
ing his (unily in distress and bewilderment.

Sanday came, but no 1idings were heard
regarding him. With much heaviness of
reart and anxicty of spirit hiseonsand daugh-
ters proceeed to the church, and while they
with others yeot stood in groups around the

ciareh yord, a stranger gentleman entered,

Yis your flwer l Hix s top was s'ow and eoldier like. He car-
Shall we ! Lod y siiien umbrella to screen himself from

for the ductor, a siraiijacket, or the, the suy, forthey were then little used as &

Aer P

&

protection fiom rain, fow had zt that time

_ul was puzzled; his father did not ex- Adiscovered hat they cquld be so applied—
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His head was covered with a hat of the most
fashionable shape. His hair was thickly
powdered und gathered up behind in a queue.
His coat, his vest, his breeches, were of silken
velvet, and the colour thereof was the kingly
purple—moreover, the knees of the last men-
tioned article were fastened with silver
buckles, which shone as etars as thie sun fell
upon them. His stockings were of silk,
white as the driven snow; and partly
covering these, he wore a pair of boots of the
kind called Hessian. In his left hand, as |
have said, he carried an umbella, and in hiz
right he bore a silver mounted cane* The
people gazed with wonder asthe stranger

paced slowly along the footpath, as he ap-
proached the door, the sexton lifted his hat,
bowed, and walking before him, conducted
him to the squire’s pew. The gentleman sat
down; | e placed his umbrella between his
knces, his cane by his side, and from lLis
pocket he drew out a silver suuti-hox, and a
bible in two volumes bound in crimson co
loured morocco. As the congregation began
to assemble, some looked at the stranger n
the squire's seat with wonder, All thought
his face was familiar to them. Ou the coun-
tenances of some there wae a smile, and'from
divers parts of the church there iszued scund-
like the titterring of suppressed laughter-
Amongst those who gazel on him were the
gsons and daughters of Andrew Donaldson—
their cheeks alternately becamered, paie, hot
and cold. ‘Their eyes wer< in a dream, and
poor Sarah’s head fell as though she had
fainted away upon the shoulder of her hro-
ther Paul. Peter looked at Jacob, and Re-
becca hung her head. DBat the squire and
his family entered. They reached the pew,
~he bowed 10 the etranger,—gazed,~start-
ted,~{rowned,—~ushered his family rudely
past him, and beckoned for the gentleman 1o
leave the pew. In thepurple-robed stranger
he recognized his field lahourer, Andrew
Donaldson! Aundrew however, kept his seat.
and looked havghty and unmoved. But the
service began—the preacher looked often to
the pew of the squire, ard at length hetoo
seemed to make the discovery, for he paused
fora full ha!f minute in the midd!e of hi-
seumon, gazed at the purple coat, and all the
congregation gazed with him, and breaking
from his subject, he cominenced a lecture
ngainst the wickedness of pride and vanity.

* To some thls plcture may appear efagerated, but
many readers of these I'ales will recoguise in it a faili-
Zul poruaiture of e arigiugh

‘The service being concluded, the snng
daughters of Andiew Donaldson procer
home with as many eyes fixed upon they
upon their father’s purple coat.  They w
counlounded and untappy beyond the por|
ol woida to picture their feelings.  Theyer
municated to their mother all that they}
seen. She, guod souls was inore distrer
than even they were, and she sat dowus
wept for “ her poor Audrew.” He camer
and Paul, Peter and Jacob were absut ts,
in quest of hint and they now thougit
earnest of a strairht-waiatcoat, when I
Bell's waiter of the King’s Head enter
and presenting Mr. Donaldson’s complime
requested them to come and dine with ¥
Wile, sons and daughiers were petrified!

“ Poor man!” said Mrs. Donaldson,
tears forbade lier to say more.

“ 0! my laither! my poor faither ¥ ¢
Sarah.

“ [e does not seem to be poor,” annr
the waiter,

* What inthe world can have put}
sae 2" saud Jucob.

“We must try tosoothe and humer b
addesd Paul.

The whole fami'y, therelore, thongh
chamed to be seen in the vilinge, weut w
Iing's Head together. 'Fhey were ush
1to @ room in the midst of which stood.
Jdrew, with divers truuks or boxes an.
him. His wife screcamed as she Leheld
teansformation, and clasping her hands
gether, she cried—" Oh Andiew 1"

“Catherine,”said he, * ye must unders.
that ye are a tady now, and ye must nc:.
me Ardrew, but Mister Donaldson.”

“Aleddy ¥ exclaimed she 1n a ton
mingled fear aud astonishment, “ O &
what doesthe man n.ean! Bairne! bai
can none o ye bring your faither 10 reas

“It is you that requice to be brougi
reason Mrs. Donaldson,” said he, “buti
since I sec that yeare ali upon the rock
put ycu at your wits erd. I am senaible.
baith you and your neighbours have als
considered me in the light of a miser, .
neither you nor they knew my motive
saving. It hasever been my desire ©
come the richest, the greatest, and (heu
respectable man i the parsh. But the
you may think that b have pinched theg
ach and wasted votivhg on the biek
knew 1 never could Lecome out efbhee
ingsof ring shitlings a week. Yet 0
and day [ hoped, prayed, aud believed
it would be accomplishied, and it is ac

blished! yes, 1 repeat it s accomplished”
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