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THE FAA’S REVENGE.
A TALE OF THE BORDER GIPSIES.

Bown October was drawing to a close;
brgeze had acquired a degree of sharp-
- {00 strong to be merely termed bracing.
11he fire, as the saying is, was becoming
- best flower in the garden, for the hardiest
’thelatest plants had either slied their
s, or their flowers had shrivelled at the
-t of approaching winter, when a stran-
-drew his seat towards the parlour fire of
- Three-Half-Moons Iun, in Rothbury.—
[ had sat for the space of half-an-hour
- aparty enterad who like himsell, (as
“aed from their couversation,) were
agers, or rather visiters of the scenery,
“ities, and antiyuities in the vicinity.—
o( them having ordeed the waiter to
“# each of them a glass of brandy and

water, without appearing to notice the
"-ee of the first mentioned stranger, af~
tiew remarks on the objects of interests
‘epeighbourhood, the following conver-
tintock place amongst them :—

'Why,” said one, “but even Rothbury
eecluded asit is from the world, and

Lisanoted place. It was here that the
wt and famous northern bard, and unri-
o ballad writer, Berrard Rumney, was
[, bred; and died. Here, too, washorn Dr.
~1, Who like Young and Home, united
thoracters of divine and dramatist, and
Aieaathor of ‘ Barbarussa,’ * The Cure
‘_d’and other worls, of which posterity
bxscountry are proud. The immediate
ourhood, also, was the birth place of
inspired boy, the heaven-taught mathe-
J2n, George Cougran, who knew no
,and who bid fair to eclipse the glory of
.on, but whom death struck down ere
-1reached the years of manhood.”

Why I can’t tell,” said another, I don%
w much about what you’ve been talking;
Lkpow for one thing, that Rothbury was
-39 place for every sort of games, and
streh's E'en times the rule was, every
_inhabitant above eight years of age to
ashilling, or out to the foot-ball. It was
- for its game- cocks too—they were the
brced on the Borders.”

" out from the daily intercourse of

“ May be so,” saild the first speaker, * but
thougzh I should be loath to see the foot-ball
or any other inuocent game which keeps up
a manly spirit put down, yet I do trust that
the brutal practice of cock-fighting will be’
abolished not only onthe Borders,but through-
outevery country which professes the name
of christian; and I rejoice that the practice
is falling into disrepute. But although my
hairs are not yet honoured with the silver
tints of age, I am told enough to remeinber,
that when a boy at school on the Scottich
side of the Border, ut every Fastren’s E'en
which you have spoken of, every schoolboy
was expected to provide a cock for the battle
or main, arnd the teacher or hisdeputy pre-
sided as umpire. The same practice prevailed
on the southern Border. It isa very old, sa-
vage aniusenent, even in this country ; and
perhaps the preceptors of youth, in former
days, considered it classical and that it would
instil into their pupils a sentiment of emula-
tion, inasmuch as the practice issaid to have
tahca tise from Themistocles perceiving two
cochs tearing at and fighting with each otlher,
while marching his army against the Per-
sians, when he called upon his soldiers to ob-
serve them, and remarked, that they neither
fouzht for territory. defence of country, nor
for glory, but they fought because the one
would not yield to, or be defeated by the
other, and he desired hissoldiers to take a
mo:al lesson from the barn-door fowls. Cock-
fichting thus became among the heathen
Greeks a political precept and a religious ob-
servance—and the christian inhabitants of
Britain, disregarding the religious and po-
litical moral, kept up the practice, adding to
it more disgusting barbarity for their amuse-
ment.”

“ Coom,” said a third, who from his tongue
appeared to be a thorough Northumbrian,
“we wur talking aboot Rothbury, but you
are goin’ to give usa regular sarmin on cocks
fighiting. Let’s Lae none o' that. You was
saying what clever chapshad beenborn here;
but none o’ ye mentioned Jemmie Allan, the
gipsey and Northumberland piper, who was
born here as weel asthebest o’ them. But
I haveheard that Rothbury, as well as Yeth-
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olm. and Tweedmouth Moor, was @ great re-
sort for the Faa or gipsy gangs in former
times, Now I understand that thae folk were
a sost o' bastard Egyptians—and though I am
nae scholar, it strikes me forcioly that the
meaning o' the word, gipsies, is just Egypts,
or Gypties, a contraction and corruption o’
Gyptian I

“ Gzipsies,” said he who epoke of Rumney
and Brown, and abused the practice of cock-
fighting, “still doin some degree, and for-
merly did in great numbers infest this coun~
ty, and § will tell you a story concerning
them.”

“ o so,” sid the thorough Northumbrian,
u 1 like a story when it’s well put thegither.
The gipsies were queer folk. DP've heard my
faither tell many a funny thing about them
when he vsed to whinle “ Felton Loanin’,”
which was made by awd Piper Allan,—Jem-
mie’s faither.” And here the speaker strick
up a lively air, which, to the stranger by the
fire, scemed a sort of parody on the well-
known tune of *“Johnny Cope.”

The other then proceeded with his tale,

thus—

You have all heard of the celebrated John-
nie Faa, the Lord and Earl of little Egypt.
who penetrated into Scotland in the reign of
James 1V,, and with whom that gallant mo-
narch was'glad to conclude a treaty. Johnnie
was not only the king, but the first of the
Faa gang of whom we have mentioned. I am
not aware that gipsies get the name of Faas
anywhere but upen the Borders, and though
jt is difficult to account for the name satisfac-
torily, it is said to have had its origin from a
family of the name of Fall or Fa’, who re-
sided here (in Rothbury,) and that their su-
periority in their cunning and desperate pro-
fession, gave the same cognomen to all and
sundry who followed thesame mode of life
upon the Borders.  One thing is certain, that
the name Faa not only was given to individ-
uals whose surname might be Fall, but to
the Winters and Clarkes,—et id genus
omne,—gipsy families well known on the
Borders. Since waste lands, which were
their hiding-places and resorts, began to be
cultivated, and especially since the sun of
knowledge snuffed out the taper of supersti~
tion and credulity, most of them are begin-
fing to form a part of society, to learn trades
of industry, and live with men. Those who
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life, finding that in the northern countiesy
old trade of fortune-telling isat a discoy
and that thieving has thinned their tribe o
is dangerous, now follow the mere ueefyl
respectable callings of muggers, besomp
kers, and tinkers. I do not know whether
etiquette 1ought to give precedenceto
besom-maker or tinker, though as compa-
with them: I should certainly suppose b
the “ muggers” of the present day belong
the Faa aristocracy ; i’ it be not, that ¢
like others, derive their nobility from dese
of blood rather than weight of pocket-z
that, after all, the mugger with his encan
ment, his caravans, horses, crystal and e
ery, is but a mere wealthy plebian or doy
geios in the vagrant community.—But tor
tale.

On a dark and tempestuous night int
December of 1618, & Faa gang requet
shelter in the out-houses of the laird ot C}s
nel, The laird himeelf had retired tore
and kis domestics being fewer in nont
than the Faas, they feared to refuse
their request,

“Yeshall have up-putting for then:
good neighbours,” said Andrew Smith,¥
was a sort of Major-domo in the laird’s be
hold, and he spoke in a mingled aulr
and terror. ** But sir,” added he, addrsi
the chief of the tribe, ** I will trust top
honour that ye will allow none ¢ yourk
to be making free with the kye, or theds
or the poultry—that is, that ye will notalb
them to mistake ony o’ them for youror
lest’ it bring me into trouble. For thel
hasbeen in a fearful rageat some oy
people lately, and if ony thing weret.
amissing in the morping, or he kennedt
ye had been here, it might be ae meik
my life is worth.” .

“Tush man " said Willie Faa, thek
of the tribe, “yedree the death yell o
die. Willie Faaand his folk maun liveas.
asthe laird o’Clennel. But thero’s my thir
not a four-footed thing nor the featherd
bird shall be touched by me or mine. B
see the light isout in the laird’s chambers
dow, he is asleep and high up amangl
turrets, and wherefore should ye set ho
bodies in byres and stables ina nighit
this, when your Ha? fire is bleezing but
and there is room epough around it fors.
Gie usa seat by the cheek o’ your hex
and ye shall be nae locer, and I promie.

«till prefer their fathers’ vagabond mode of that we shall be off, bag and baggei:
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' the ekreigh o day, or the laird kens
“ere his head ties)”

Andrew woulc fain have refused this re-
+¢t, but he knew that it amounted to &
-amand , and moreover, while he had been
~aking with the chief of the tribe, the
sid-servants of the household, who had
Yowed him and the other men-servants to
sdoor, had divers of them been solicited
sthe females of the gang to have futurity
vealed to them. And whether it indeed
-that curiosity is more powerful in woman
anin man, (as is generally said to be,) I
-yot profess to determine, but certain it is
atthelaird of Clennel’s maid-servants, im-
«iately on the hint being given by the
‘sies, felta very ardent desire to have a
‘geor two from the sibyline leaves read to
«m, gt least that part of them which rela-
110 their future husbands, and the time
ten they should obtain them. Therefore
;backed the petition or command uf king
Mie,and said to Andrew—

“Really, Mr, Smith, it would be very un-
ristian-like to put poor wandering folk into
nid out-houses in & night like this, and as
ilie says, there is room enough in the
3"”

“That may be a’ very true lassies,” return-
Aadrew; “but orly ye think what a dis-
mthere would be, if the laird were to
keaer get wit 0't 27

“Fearna the laird,” said Elspeth, the wife
kine Willie, “ I will lay a spell on him
:_he canna be roused frae sleep, till I at
r.i58 wash my hands in Darden Lough.”

The sibyl then raised her arms and waved
. fantastically in the air, ultering as she
ved them the following uncouth rhymes
way of incantation—

sny queen Meh—bonny queen Mab,
Wave ye your wee bits o poppy wings
wre Clennel’s laird, that he may sleep

Till T hae washed where Darden springs.

‘Thus assured, Andrew yielded to his fears
athe wishes of his fellow servants, and
_ered the Faas into his master’s hall for
" night. But scarce had they taken their
supon the oaken forms around the fire,
0

'Come,” said the Faa king, “the night is
+~pinching cold Mr. Smith; and while
fire warms without, is there naething in
tellar that will warm within? See w1t
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Andrew man—thou art no churl, or thy face
iz fause.”

“ Really sir,” replied Andrew, and inspite
of all hiseflorts to appear at ease, his tongue
faltered as he spoke, "' I am not altogether
certain what to say upon that subject, for yo
observe thatour laird is really a very singu-
lar man; ye might as weel put your head in
the fire there as displease him in the smallest ;
and though Heaven kens that I would gie it
you just as Ireely as I would take it to mysel’,
yet ye'll observe that the liquor in the cellars
is not mirz but his, and they are never sae
well plenished but I believe he would miss a
thimble-fu’. But there is some excellent cold
beef in the pantry, if yecould put up wi’ the
like o’ it, and the home-brewed which we
servants use.”

* Andrew,” returned the Faa king proud-
ly, * castle have I none.flocksand herdshave
I none, neither have T haughs where the
wheat and the oats and the barley grow-—but
like Ishmael, my great forefather,every mau’s
hand is against me and mine against them ;
yet when I am hungry, I never lack the flesh-
pots o’ my native land, where the moor-fowl
and the venison make brown broo together.—
Cauld meat agrees nae wi’ my stomach, and
servant’s drink was never brewed for the
lord o’ little Egypt. Ye comprehend me An-
drew ??

“ 0, I daresay I do sir,” said the chief do-
mestic of the house of Clennel, “but only as
1 have said, ye will recollect that the drink is
not mine to give, andif I venture upon a
jug, I hope ye winna think o’ asking for
another.”

“ We shall try it,” gaid the royal vagrant.

Andrew with trembling and reluctance
proceeded to the cellar, and returned with a
large earthen vessel filled with the choicest
home-brewed, which he placed upon & table
in the midst of them.

“ Then each took a smack
Of the old black-jack,
‘While the fire burned in the hall.”

The Faa king pronounced the liquor to be
palatable, and drank to his better acquaint-
ance with the cellarsof the laird of Clennel,
and his gang followed his example.

Now I should remark that Willie Faa, the
chief of the tribe, wasa man of gigantic sta-
ture ; the colour of hie skin was the dingy
brown peculiar to his race ; his arms were of
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remarkable length, and his limbs a union of
strength and lightness; lis raven hair was
mingled withgrey, while in his dark eyes,
the impetuosity of youth and the cunning of
age seemed blended together. Itis vain to
speak of his dress, for it was changed daily
as his circumstances or avocations directed.
He was ever ready to assume al! characters,
from the courtier down to the mendicant.—
Like his wife, he was skilled in the reading
of nobook but the book of fate. Now Els-
peth wasa & less agreeable personage to look
upon than even her husband. The hue of
her skin was asdark ashis. She was aleo
of hisage—a woman of {ull fifty, She was
the tallest female in her tribe, but her stout-
ness took away from her stature. Her eyes
were small and piercing, her nose aquiline,
and her upper lip was * bearded like the
pard.” ¢

While her husband sat at his carousals,
and handing the beverage to his followers
and the domestics of the house, Elspeth sat
examining the lines upon the palms of the
hands of the maid-servants,~pursuing her
calling as a spae-wife. And ever as she
traced the lines of matrimeny, the sibyl
would pause, and exclaim—

“fa '—money !~money !—cross my loof
again hinny, There is fortune before ye !—
Let me see, a spur '—a sword !—a shield '—
a gowden purse !——Heaven bless ye, they are
there l—there as plain asa pike-staff; they
are 2’ in your path—but cross my loof again
hinny, for uatil siller again crossit, I canna
see whether they are to be yours or no.”

Thus did Elspeth go on until her * loof
had been crossed” by the Jast coin amongst
the domesticsof the house of Clennel, and
when these were exhausted, their trinkets
were demanded and given to assist the spell
of the prophetese. Good fortune was prog-
nosticated to the most of them, and especial-
1y to those who crossed the loof of the reader
of futurity most freely; but to others perils,
and sudden deaths, and disappointments in
love, and grief in wedlock were hinted;
though toall and each of these forebodings,
asomething like bope and undefined way of
escape was pended.

Now as the voice of Elspeth rose in solemn
tones, and as the mystery of her manner in-
creased, not only were the maid-servants
stricken with awe and reverence for the
wondrous woman, but the men-servants also
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began to inquire into their fate. And asiy
extended their hands, and Flspeth tracedt
lines of the past upon them, ever and ax
she epoke strange words, which intimated
cret facts; and she epoke also of fove-makiy
and likings : and ever as she spoke, she woy
raise her head and grin a ghastly smile, i

at the individual whose hand she was ¢
amining, and again at a maid-servant whe

fortune she had read, while the former woy

smile and the latter blush, and their fell;

domestics exclaim—

“ That’'s wunderfu’—that dings g'~
are queer folk '~how in the world d-
ken 7

Even the curiosity of Mr. Andrew Sai
was raised and his wonder excited, and &t
he had quaffed his third cup with the gir
king, he too, reverently approached thebe
ded princess, extending his hand, and b
ging to know what futurity had in store *
him. .

She raised it belore her eyes, she nit
hers over it. )

4 Itis a dark and a difficult hand,” m
tered she ; ** here are ships and the sea,r
crossing the sea, and great danger, of
way to avoid it—but the gowd !—the g
that’s there! Andfyet ye may lose i
Cross my loof sir,—~yours is anill hd
spae,~—for it’s set wi’ fortune, and dangea
adventure.

Andrew gave her all the money in hisy.
session. Now it was understood that.
wastoreturn the money and the trinketss.
which her loof had been crossed, and &
drew’s curiosity overcoming his fearshev.
tured to entrust his property in her keei,
for as he thought, it was not every dayt.
people would or could have every thingt
was to happen unto them revealed P
when she had again looked upon hishand

* It winna do,” said ehe, “I camm.
owre the dangers yehae to encounte,.
seas ye hae tocross, and the mountsi
gowd that lie before ye yet,—ye maune
my loof again” And when, with a®
countenance, he stated that he had cros.
with his last coin—

Ye hae a chronometer man, said sha*
tells you the minutes now, it may enabk.
toshew ye those that are to come.”

Addrew hesitated, and with doubt and.
willingness placed the chronometer is.
hand.



261

Elepeth wore a short cloak of faded crim-  * Thieves!ye acred loon {” exclaimed the
~ yandin & sartof pouch in it, every coin, Faa King, sturling to lue feet, and drawing
et and other article of value which was himseli'up to bis full hesght—" wha does the
1 into her hands were derosited, in order, worm that burrows in the lands o> Cleanel
shestated, to forward her mystic opera~ ca’ thieves? Thieves say ye !—speak such
-, Now the chronometer had just dis— words to your equals, but no 10 me. Your
varedin the general receptacle of offerings  forbears came owre wi' the Norman, inva-
fieoracle, when heavy footseps were heard ded the nation, and seized upon land—mine
-ending the staircase leading to the hall. invaded it alco, and ouly laid 2 tax upon the
+ Andwew, the ruler of the household, flocke, the cattle, und the poultsy—and wha
gd~the blood forsool his cheeks, his €2’ ye thieves 2—or wi' what grace do ye
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»g involuntarily knocked one against
+her, anc he stammered out—

" *For Heaven’s sake gie me my chrono-
=0 gie me it!—we are a’ ruined
Jteanna bereturned till the spell’s com-
" rejoined Elspeth, in asolemn and
nmined tone, and her countenance be-
red notbing of her dupe’s uneasiness,
fe her husband deliberately placed his
‘thand upon a so:t of dagger which he
2beneath a large coarsejacket, that vzas
“}y flung over his shoulders. The males
iretinne, who were cight in number, fols
¢ his example.

-another moment the laird, with wrath
thiscountenance, burst into the hall.

Andrew Smith,” cried he sternly, and
+ping his foot fiercely on the floor,  what
#isthis Ieee? Answer me, ye betray-

trust #—ye robber answer me 7—ye shall
aforit !

Osir! i 7 groaned Andrew,  merey !
W0 sir!? and he wrung his hands
ther and shook exceedingly.

Ye faus knave ! continued the laird,
ying him by the neck ; and dashing him
. him, Andrew fell flat upon the floor ;
bisterror had almost shaken him from
feet before—** speak ! ye faus knave !
-ed the laird, what means your carous-
& sicagang? Ye robber speak 2'—
ke kicked him with his foot as he lay
the ground.

.

Jeir \~mercy sir I vociferated Andrew,
-Stupor and wildness of terror, *“I canna
-*~ye hae killed me outright! Iam
~stone dead !  But it wasna my blame
Sl a’ say that if they speak the truth.”

ut! put ye thieves t—ye gang o’ plun-
shorn to the gallows ! out o’ my house!

1the laird, addressing Willie Faa and
Sowers, .

speak the word 7’

“ Away ye andacious vagrant!” continued
the laird, * ken ye not that the king’s author-
ity ie in my hande, and for your former plun-
derings, if ¥ again find ye setting foot upun
ground ¢® mine, in the nearest tree ye shall
find a gibbes.”

* Boast awa’—boast awa’ man,” said Wil-
lie, “ye are ~ale here, for me and mine winna
harm ye, and itis a fouzie cock indeed that
darena craw in its ain barn-yard. But wait
until the day when ye may meet upon the
wide moor, wi’only twa bits o’ stcel between
us, and see wha shall brag then”

“ Away !—instantly away!” exclaimed
Clennel, drawing his sword, and waving it
threateningly over the head of the gipsey.

“ Proud, cauld-hearted and unfeeling moz-
tal,” said Elspeth, “ will ye turn fellow-be-
ings frae beneath your roof in a night like
this, when the fox darena creep frae its hole,
and the raven trembles on the tree 2”

“ Out ! out ! ye witch 1" rejoined the laird.

“ Farewell Clennel,” said the Faa king,
we will leave your roof and seek the shelter
o the hill-side. But ye chall rue! Asl
speak man ye shall rue it I

* Rue it I screamed Elspeth, rising, het
small dark eyes flashed with indignation ;
“ he shall rue it—the bairn unborn shall rue
it—and the bann o’ Elspeth Faa shail be on
Clennel and his kin, until his hearth be deso-
late, and his spirit howl within him like the
tempest which this night rages in the hea-
vens I '

The servants shrunk together into a corner
of the hall, to avoid the rage of their master,
and they shook the more at the threatening
words of the weird woman, lest she should
involve them in kis doom ; but he laughed
with scorn at her words.

“ Proud, pitiless foo),” resumed Elspeth,
more bitterly than before, “repress your
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scorn. Whom think ye, ye treat wi' con-
tempt ? Ken ye that the humble adder which
ye tread upon can destroy ye—that the very
wasp can sting ye, and there is poison in
its eting ! Ye laugh, but for your want o
humanity this night, sorrow shall trn your
head grey, lang before age sit down upon
your brow.”

“ Off! oft’! ve wretches ! added the laird ;
“ vent your thseats in the wind, if it will hear
ye, for Lregaid them as little as it will. But
keep out o’ my way for the future, as ye
would escape tlie honours o' a hemp cravat,
and the hereditary exaltation o' your race.”

Willie Fas made a sign to his followers,
and withoutrpeaking they instantly rose and
departed, but ashe himself reach.d the door,
he turned rcund, and significantly striking
the hilt of hisdagger, exclaimed—

" Clennei! yeshall rueit!’

And the hoarse voice of Elspeth without.
as the souad was borne away on the storin,
was heard crying—“ Heshall rueit ! and
repeating her imprecations.

Until now poor Andrew Smith had lain
groaning ugpon the floor, more dead than a-
live, though not exactly “stone dead” as he
expressed it, and ever as he heard his mas-
ter’sangry voice, he groaned the more, until
in his agony he doubted his existence. YWhen
therefore on ihe departure of the Iaas the
laird dragged him to his feet, and feeling
some pity for his terror, spcke to him more
mildly. Andrew gazed vacantly around him,
nis teeth chattering together, and he first
placed his Lands upon his sides,to feel wheth-
er he was still indeed the identical flesh,
blood and bones of Andrew Smith, or his
disembodied spirit; and being assured that
he wasstill a mau, he put down his hand to
feel for his chronometer, and again he groan-

iteerly,—and although he now knew he
was no} dead, he almost wished he were so.
The ather servants thought also of their mo-
neyand their trinkets, which as well as poor
Andrew’s chronometer, Elspeth, in the hur-
vy in which she was rudely driven from the
house, had, by a slip of memory, neglected to
return to their lawful owners.

1t is unnecessary to dwell upon the laird’s
anger at his domestics,nor farther to describe
Andrew’s agitation, but I may say that he
wasnot wroth against the Faa gang with-
out reason. They had long committed ra-
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vages on his flocks,—they had carried of|
choicest of his oxen,—they destroyed |
deer —they pluniered him of his poulyy,
and they even made free with the gram
he reared, and which he could spare o
of all. But Willie Faa considered ey
landed proprietor as his enemy, and thoy
it his duty to quarter on them. Moreove;,
was his boisterous laugh, as he pushed 1oy
the tankard, which aroused the laird fir
kis slumbers, and broke Elspeth’sspell, 4
the destruction of the charm, by the apy:
ance of their master, belore she had was
her hands in Darden Lough, cnused i
who had parted with their money and trr
ets, to grieve for them the more, and i
the promises of the prophetess or to

*“I'ake all for gospel that the spae-fulk s

Many weeks, however, had not ps
until the laird of Clennel found that Els:
the gipsa’s threat, that lie should * rue(
meant more than idle words. Hisex
sickened and died in their stalls, or thect
cest of them disappeared ; his favorite b
ses were found waimed in the momg
wounded and bleeding in the fields, and
withstanding the vigilance of his sheph
the depredations on his flocks augmentedt
fold. He doubted not but that Willie:
and his tribe were the authors of all thee
which were besetting him; but he k
also their power, and their matchles
which rendered it almost impossible e
to detect or punish them. He had a far.
steed, which had borne him in boyhood,.
in battle when he served in foreign war,
one morning he went into his park, hel
it lying bleeding upon the ground. Grd.
indignation strove together in arousint
venge within his bosom. He ordeed
sluthhound to be brought, and his dep
ants to be summoned together and tok
arms with them. He had previouslya.
ved f{ootprinis sn the ground, and b
claimed—

“ Now the fiend take the Faas, thf:
find whose turn itis to rue beforett
gae down.”

The gong was pealed on the tume
Clennel Hall, and the kempers with’
poles bounded in every direction, wit
fleetness of mountain stags, to summs
capable of bearing arms to the presé
the laird. The mandate was readily+
ed, and within two hours thirty armel
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peared in the park. ‘I'he sluthhound was
110 the footprint, and after following it for
uya weary mile over moss, moor and
-mtain, it stood and howled; and lashed
lipg with its tongue, and again ran as
~gh its prey were at hand, as it approach-
what might be called a gap in the wi'-
- between Key-heugh and Cloven-

I3

‘ow in the space between these desolate
n,stood some score of peels, or rather
If hovels, half encampments—and this
pitive city in the wildernees was the capi-
o the Faa king’s people.

Now for vengeance !” exclaimed Clen-
,and his desire of revenge was excited
more from perceiving geveral of the choi-
t of his cattle, which had disappeared,
7ing before the doors or holes of the gipsy
0,

Bring whins and heather,” he continued,
% them around it, and burn the den of
sesto the ground.”

isorder wasspeedily obeyed, and when
ommanded the trumpet to be sounded,
the inmates might defend themselves if
dared, only two or three men and wo-
of extreme age, and some half dozen
rengcrawled upon their hands and knees
the huts, (for it was impossible to stand
shtin them.)

¢ aged men and women howled when
beheld the work of destruction that was
wparation, and the children screamed
»they heard them howl. But the laird of
uel had been injured, and he turned a
€ar to their misery. A light was struck,
-dozen torches applied at. once. The
- crackled, the heather blazoned, and
mes evertopped the hovels which they
anded, and which within an hour be-
aheap of smouldering ashes.

tieland his dependants returned home,
Zihecattle which had been stolen from
fore them, and rejoicing in what they
ome. On the following day, William
ndapart of his tribe returned to their
of rendezvous,—their city and home
m_ountams,-—-and they found it a heap
ing ruins, and the old men and the
men of the tribe,—their fathers and
-others,—sitting waiiing upon the ru-
-warming over them their shivering

while the children wept around them
A
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“Whose work ie tlus?? inquired Willie,
while anxiety and anger flashed in hiseyes.

“The laird o' Cleunel '—tlie laird o’ Clen-
nel!” answered every voice at the same in-
stant.

“ By this I swear I exclaimed the king
of [faas, drawing his dugger from beneath
his coat, * frowmn this night henceforth he is
laird nor man nae langer!” and he turned
hastily trom the ruinsasif to put his threat
in exccution.

“ Stay, ye mad-cap!” cried Elspeth, fol-
lowing him, ** would ye fling away revenge
{ur balt an a minute’s satistaction 7?

“ No, wife,” cried he, * nae mair than 1
would sacrifice living a free and a fu’ hife for
half an hour’s hangin’.”

“ Stop then,” returned she, “ and let our
vengeance fa’ upon himiso that it may wring
his life away drap by drap until his heart be
dry, and grief, and shaine and sorrow burn
him up, as he has here burned house and
home o* Elspeth Faa and her kindred.”

“ What mean ye, woman ?”’ said Willie
hastily : “if' I thought ye would come be-
tween me and my revenge, J would drive
this bit steel through ye wi’ as good will as
I shall drive it through him.”

“ And ye shall be welcome,” said Elepeth.
She drew him aside, and whispered a few
mirutes in his ear. Heistened attentively.
At times he scemed to sta:t, and at lepgth
sheathing his dagger, and gresping her hand
he exclaimed—*Excellent, Elspeth ! ye have
it l—ye have it I

At this period the laird of Clennel was about
thirty years of age, and two years before he
had been married to Eleanor de Vere, a ledy
alike distinguished for her beauty and accom-
plishments. They had au infant son, who
was the delight of his mother and his father's
pride. Nor for two years after the confla.
gration of their little town, Clennel knew
nothing of his old enemies the Faas, neither
did they molest him, nor had they been seen
in the neighbourhood, and he rejoiced at ha-
ving cleared his estate of such dangerous vis-
itors. But the Faa king, listening to thefad-
vice of his wife, only * nursed his wrath to
keep it warm,” and retired from the neigh-
bourhood, that he might acoomplish, in its
proper season, his design ~f vengeance more
effectually, and with greater crueity.

The infant heir of the house of Clennel had
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been named Heury, and he wag about com-
pleting his third year, an age at which chil-
dren are perhaps most interesting, and when
their fondling and their prattling sink decpest
into a parenr’s heart—for all is then beheld
sn childhood’s sunny side, and all is inno-
cence and love. Now it was in a lavely day
in April, when every bird had begun its an-
nual seng, and flowers were bursting into
beauty, buds into Jeaves, and the earth ve-
suming its green mantle, when Lady Clen-
nel and her infant on, who then, as 1 have
said, was ahout three years of age,went forth
to enjoy the loveliness and the luxuries of’
nature in the woods which surrounded their
mansion, and Andrew Smith accompanied
them as their gnideand protector., They had
proceeded somewhat more than a mile from
the house, and the child at intervals break-
ing away from them, sometimes ran before
his mother, and at others sauntered behiud
her, pulling the wild flowers that strewed
their path, when 2 man springing from a
dark thicket seized the child in his arms, and
azain darted into the wood. Lady Clennel
screamed aloud and rushed aftec him. An-
drew wlho was coming dreaming behind, got
buta glance of the ruffian stranger, but that
glance was enough to reveal to him the tall,
terrible figure of Willie Faa, the gipsy king.

There are moments when, and circum-
stances under which even cowards become
courageous, and this wasone of those mo-
ments and circumstances which suddenly
inspired Andrew(who was naturaily no hero)
with courage. He indeed loved the child as
though he had been his own, and following
the example of Lady Clennel, he drew his
gword and rushed into the wood. He pos-
gessed conaiderable apeed of foot, and he soon
passed the wretched mother and came in
sight of the pursued. The unhappy lady who
ran panting and screaming asche rushed
along, unable to keep pace with them, lost
alf trace of where the robber of her child had
fled, and the cries of her agory and bereave-
ment rang through the woods.

Andrew, however, though he did not gain
ground upon the gipsy, still kept within sight
of him, and shouted to him as heran, say-
ing that all the dependents of Clenne! would
s00R be on horseback at his heels, and trust-
ing that every mowent he would drop the
child upon the ground. Still Faa flew for-
ward, bearing the boy in his arm, and gis-
regarding the cries and threats of his pyrsu-
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er. Helknew that Andrew’s was not wy-
could be called « heait of steel, but he w
aware that he had a powerful arm, g
could use o sword as well as a better my
and he knew also that cowards will figh -
desperately, when their lfe s at stake,-
the brave.

The desperate chase coutinued for §
hours, and uil after the san had set. and¢
gloaming was fulling thick on the il
Audrew, being younger and unencumber
had at lengih gained ground upon the g»
and wus within ten yards of him whea
reached the Coquet side, about a mile bet
this town, at the hideous Thrumb, wherer
deep river, for many yards, rushes thy
o mere chasm in the rock. The Fa, w
the child beneath his arm, leaped acrest
fearlul gull; and the dark flood gusheit
tween Inm and his pursuer. He tumedy
round, and with a horrid laugh, loohed
wards Andrew and unsheathed hiz dag;
But even at this moment the unwontede:
rage of the chiefservant ot Clennel did-
tuif him, and as he rashed up and dowaw
one side of the gulf, that he might sr
across and avuid the dagger of the gips’
other ran in like manner on the otheri
and when Andrew stood as if ready o}
the Faa Ling pointing with his daggers.
dark flood that rolled between them, e

« See fool § eternity divides us!”

% And for that bairn’s sake, ye wrelch
brave it ¥ exclaimed Andrew, whi
teeth gnashed together : and he steppdt
in order that he might spring acrosswi
greater force and safety.

“ Hold, man ¥ cried the Faa; “at
w0 cross to me, and T will plange theb
heir o Clennel into the flood below.”

“ ) gracious! gracious!” eried Asl
and his resolution and courage forswkl
“ ye monster ! ye barbarian! O wha.
¥ do now !I?

“Go back from whence you cams’-
the gipsy, © or follow me another st}
thechild dies” ’

«“ O ye butcher—ye murderer ! conlt
the other, and he tore his hair in2g®
“ hae ye nae mercy P’

“ Sic mercy as your maister had” ®
cdthe Faa,  when he burned ourdw
about the ears o' the aged and infim.?
my helpless bairns!  Ye shall fiadist



The Faa's Lcvenge.

wy o' the fasting woll, o’ the tiger when
ape blood.”?

Andrew perceived that lo rescue the child
_apow impossible, and with & heavy heart
ewtned to his master’s house, in which
wwas no sound save that of lamenta-
N
for many weeks, yea monthe, the laird of
-gel, his {riends, and his servants, sought
wously throughout every part of the coun-
1 obtain tidings of his child, but their
xhwas in vain. It was long cre hislady
“sespected to recover the shock, and the
‘ion sat heavy on his soul, while in his
-ty he vowed revenge uponall of the
-race. But neither Willie Faa norany
stibe were again seen upon his estates,
Yeard of in their neighbourhood.

“mr years was passed from the time that
190 was stolen from them, and an infant
ahter smiled upor the knee of lady Clen-
.and oft as it smiled in her face and
vhed jts little hande towards her, she
Jdburst into tears, as the smile and the
wine fondness of her little daughter re-
1ed her of her lost Henry. They had had
~rshildren, but they had died while but
7 weeks old.

ortwo years there had been a maiden in
houcehold named Susan, and to her care,
.1 the child was not in her own arms,

Clennel entrusted her infint. daughter ;
tvery one loved Susan beeause of her af-
onate nature and docile manners—she
‘moreover an orphan, and they pitied
"ethey loved her. But one evening when
‘Clennel desired that her daughtermight
-ught to her, in order that she might
~itherto a company who had come to
-them, an excusable although not a plea-
fanity in mothdrs, neither Susan nor
hid were to be found. Wld fears eerzed
bosom of the already bereaved mother,
ber husband felt his heart throb within
. They sought the woods, the hills, the
gesaround : they wandered by theeide
erivers and the mountain burns, but no
had seen, no trace could be discovered of
the girl or the child.

will not, because I cannot, describe the
whelming misery of the afflicted parents
3y Clennel spent her days in tears and
dights in dreams of her children, and
wshand sank into a settled melanzcholy,
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while his hatred of the Faa race became more
implacable, and he burst into frequent ex-
clamations of vengeance against tham.

More than fifteen years had passed, and
though the poignancy of their griet had aba-
ted, yet their sadness was not re . ~ved, for
they had beenable to hear nothing that could
throw fight upon the fate of their children—
about this time sheep were again missed from
his flocks, and in one night the hen-roosts
were emptied. There needed no other proof
that a Faa gang was again in the reigh~
bourhood. Nuw Northumberland ac that
period was still thickly covered with wood,
and abounded with places where thieves
might conceal themselves in security. Partly
from a desire of vengeance, and partly {rom
the hope of being able to extort from some of
the tribe information respecting his children
Clennel armed his servants, ard taking his
hounds with him, set out in quest of the
plunderers.

For two days their search was unsuccessful
—but on the third the dogs raised their sa-
vage cry, and rushed into a thicket in a deep
glen amongst the mountains. Cleunel and
his fallowers hurried forward, and in a few
minutes perceived the fires of the Faa en-
campment. The hounds had already alarni-
ed the vagrant colony, they had sprung upon
many of them and tern their flesh with their
tusks, but the Faas defended themselves
against them with their poigpacds, and be-
fore Clennel’s approach more than half his
hounds lay dead upon the ground, and his
enemies fled. Yet there was one poor girl
amongst them, who had been attacked by a
fierce hound, and whom no one attempied to
rescue,as she strove 10 defend herself against
it with her bare hands. Her screams for
assistance rcse louder and more loud; and
as Clennel and his followers drew near, and
her companions fled, they turned round, and
wth a fiendish laugh cried—

“ Rue it now !”

Maddened more keenly by the words, he
was following on in pursuit,;without rescuing
the screaming girl from the teeth of the hound
or seeming toperceive her. 'When a woman
suddenly turning round from amongst the
fiying gipsies, cxclaimed—

« For your sake ! for Heaven'szake! laird
Clennel ! save my bairn !’
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He turned hastily round, and seizing the
hound by the throat, he tore it from the tac-
erated grird, who sunk bleeding, terrilied and
exhausted, upon the ground. Her featnres
were beautiful, and her yellow hair contrast-
ed ill with the tawny hue of her countenance
and the snowy whiteness of her bosom,which
inthe struggle had been revealed. The el-
der gipsy woman approached. She kneltby
the side of the wounded girl.

* O my bairn ¥ che exclaimed, *what has
this day brought upon me !—they have mar-
dered you! ‘Thisis rueing indced, and I rue
too 17

“ Qusan!” exclaimed Clennel, as he lis-
tened to her words, and his eyes had been for
several seconds fixed upon her countenance.

“Yes !—Susan guilty Susan I eried the
gipsy.

“ Wretch 1 he exclaimed, © my child —
where is my child—is this ?*——-—and he
gazed on the poor girl, his voice failed him,
and he burst into tears.

“ Yes ! replied she bitterly, “ it is her !
there lies your daughter—Ilook upon her.”

He needed indeed butto fook upon her
countenance, disfigured asit was, and dyed
with weeds to give it a sallow hue, to behold
every lineament of her mother’s lovely face,
as when they first met his eye and entered
his heart. He flung himseif on the ground
by herside, he raised her head, and kissed
her cheek, he exclaimed—*" My child '—my
child—my lost one—1 have destroyed thee!”

He bound up her lucerated arms, and ap-
plied a flask of wine which he carried with
him 1o her lips, and he supported her on his
knee, and again kissing her cheek, sobbed,
“ My child ' —my own®

Andrew Smith also wept over her and said
—* it is her, there isna the smallest doubt
o’that. I could swear to her among a thou-
sard. She’s her mother’s very picture.y—
And turning to Susan he added—"0 Susan,
woman,but ye had been a terrible hypocrite!”

Clennel placed his daughter on horseback
before him, supporting her with hisarm, and
Susan was set between two of his followers,
and conducted to the Hall.

Before the tidings were made known to lady
Ciennel, the wounds of her daughter were
carefully dressed, the dse that disfigured the
colour of her countenance wae removed, and
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her gipsy garh wasexchanged for morese
ly apparel.

Clenncl anxiously entered the apurine
of his lady, to reveal to her the tale ofp
but when Leentercd e wist not how 1o
troduce it. Ile knew that excess of sy

joy was not less dangerous than exeess ofgr

and his countenauce was troubled, though
expression was less zad than it had beeg
many years.

« Bleanor love,” he at length began, ¢
urged her “ to cheer up.”

“ Why 1 am notsadder than usual, i
replied she in her wonted gentle map
“and to become more cheerful wouldii*
come one who has endured my sorrous? -

“ True,” said he, * but our afflictiona:
not be so severe as we have thought, th
may be hope—there may be joy for usyel’

“ What mean ye hushand ?” inquireds
eagerly : “ have ye heard aught—augh
my chidren ?—you have l—you have’
your countenance speaks it.”

“ Yes, dear Eleanor,” returned he, "Ik
heard of our davghter.”

“ And she lives T==she lives 7—tell met
she lives I”

“ Yes, she lives."”

“ And I shall see her—Ishall embrace:
child again

* Yes love yes,” rephed he, and bustc
tears.

“When ? O when 2" she exclaimed,
yov take me to her now.”

“ Be calm my sweet one.  Youshal
our child—our long lost child. Youstal;
her now—she is here.”

* Here '—my child !’ she exclaimed
sank back upon her seat.

Words swould il to paint the tendar.
terview-~the mother’s joy—the danghk
wonder—the long, the passionate embi
the tears of all—the looks—the wordi—
moments of unutterable feeling.

1shall next noticethe confession of Su
Clennelpromised her forgiveness itshew
confess the whole truth, and he doubtel
that from her he wou'd alo obtain &
of his eon, and learn where he might!
Limif he yet lived. 1:hall give Lers?
her own words. ‘



The Faw's Revenge. 267

«{¥hen I came amongst you,” she began,
1said that I was an orphan, and Itold ye
iy, so far as Lknew myself. I have been
wed araongst the people ye call gipsies
- infancy. They fed me before I could
ide for mysell. I have wandered with
g through many lands.  They taught me
-y things, and while young sentme as a
mant into families, that ¥ might gather
ymation to assist them in upholding their
~eries of fortune-telling. I dared not to
~pey them-—they kept me as a slave, and
~w that they would destroy my life for
at of disobedience. 1 was in London
s ye cruelly burned down the bit tow
ween the Key-heugh and Cloven-crag—
- pight would have been your last, bot
kpth Faa vowed more cruel vengeance
-pdeath on you and yours. After our king
icarried away your son, { was ordered
3 fondon to assist in the plot o revenge.
1 length succeeded in getting into your
<, and the rest ye know. When ye
- & busy wi’ your company, 1 slipped
athe woods wi' the bairn in my arms,
aeothers were ready to meet us,and long
fwe ye miszed us we were miles across the
5 and frae that day to this your daughter
:passed ag mine.”

*But tell me all woman, as you hope for

trpardon or protection—where is my son,

litle Harry—does he live 7—where shall
_ad him 2

As 1 live,” replied Susan, “ I cannot tefl
fhere are but two know concerning him,
_ that is the king and his wife Elspeth,
Zthere iz but one way of discovering any

g respecting  him, which is by crossing
weth’s loof, that she may betray her hus-
4, and che would do it for revenge's sake
sran ill husband has he been to her, and
wrold dayshe has discarded her for ano-
]

-And where may sie be found 2” inquired
el earnestly.

"That,” added Susan, “ isa questwn ¥
wtanswer. She wag with the people in
glen to-day, and was the first to raise the
h when your dog fastened its teeth in
flesh o* your ain bairn—but she may be
bseck and ill to find now——for sheis with
w.that travel fast and far, and that will
-se her hindmest.” <

Deep was the disappointment of the laird
when he found he could obtain ne tidings of
hisson. But at the intercession of his daugh-
ter (whose untutored mind her fond mother
had begun to instruet) Susan was freely par-
doned,promised protection from her tribe,and
again admitted as one of the household.

I might deseribe the anxious care of the
fond mother, as day by day shesat by her
new-found and lovely daughter’s side, teach-
ing Ler, and telling her of a hundred things
of which she had never heard before, while
her father sat gazing and listening near
them, rejoicing overboth.

But the ray of sunshine which had pene«
trated the house of Clennel, was not desti-
ned to be of long duration. At that period a
fearful cloud overhung the whole land, and
the fury of civil war seemed about to burst
forth.

The threatening storm did explode, a big-
oted king overstepped his prerogative, set at
naught the rights and liberties of the subject
—and an indignant people stained their
hands with blood. A political convulsion
shook the empire to itscentre. Familiesand
indiv*duals became involved Inthe general
catastrophe, and the house of Clennel dig
not escape. 1n cormmon with the majority of
the English gentry of that period, Clennel
was & stanch loyalist, and i{’ not exactly a
lover of the king, or an ardent admirer of his
acts, yet one who would fight for the crown
though it should (as it was expressed about
the time) “ hang by a bush”? When there-
fore the Parliament declared war against the
king, and the name of Cromwell spread awe
throughout the coentry; and when some
said that a prophet and deliverer had risen
amongst them, and others an ambitious hy-
pocrite and a tyrant, Clennel armed a body
of his dependants, and hastened to the assis-
tance of the sovergign, leaving his wile and
his newly found daughter with the promise
of a speedy return.

1t is unnecessary to describe all that he did
or encountered during the civil wars. He
had been a zealous partisan of the first
Charles, and he fought for the fortunes of his
son to the last. He was present at the battle
of Worcester, which Cromwell calls his
“growning mercy,”in the September of 1651
—wtere the already dispirited royalists were
fimally routed ; and he fought by the side of
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the king until the streets were heaped with
dead, and when Charles fed, he withothers
accompanied him to the Borders of Stafford-
shire.

Having bid the young prince an affection-
ate farewell, Clennel turned back with the
intention of proceeding on his journey on the
following day to Northumberland, theugh he
was aware that from the part which he had
taken in the royal cause, even his person
was in danger. Yet the desire again to be-
hold his wife and daughter overcame his
fears, and the thought of meeting them in
some degree consoled him for the fate of his
orince,and the result of the struggle in which
he had been engaged.

But he had not proceeded far when he was
met by two men dressed as soldiers of the
parliamentary army, the one a veteran with
grey hairs,and theother a youth. The shades
of night had setin, but the latter he instant-
ly recognised asa young soldier whom hehad
that day wounded in the streetsof Worcester.

« Stand ! said the old man as they met
him, and the younger drew his sword.

“ 11 stand ! exclaimed Clennei, “it shall
not be when an old man and a boy command
me;” and following their example he un-
sheathed hissword.

“ Boy ¥ exclaimed the youth, “ whom call
yebey? think ye because ye wounded me this
morn that fortune shall aye sit on your arm ?
—vyield or try.?

They made several thrusts at each other,
and the old man as an indifferent spectator
stood looking on. But the youth, by a dex-
teraus blow, shivered the sword in Clennel’s
hand, and left him at his mercy.

“Now yield ye,”he exclaimed, “the chance
is mine now~—in the morning it was thine.”

“ Ye eeem a fair foe,”” replied Clennel ;—
“and loath amIto yield, but that I am
weaponless.”

“ Digpatch him at once,” growled the old
man, “if he spilled your blood in the morning
there can be nae hermin spilling his the night
—and especially after giein’ him a fair
chance.”

“ Father,” returned the youth, * would ye
have me to kill a manin cold blood 2

“ Let him submit to be bound then, hands
and eyes, or I will,” cried the senior.

The younger abeyedfand Clennel finding
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himself disarmed, submitted to his fate ;ar
his hands were bound and his eyes tiedy
so that he knew not where they led him,

After wandering many miles, and hayi
laid upon what appeared the cold earth !
a lodging, lie was aroused from a comforil
and troubled sleep, by a person tearing ¢
bandage from his eyes, and ordering hin
prepare for his trial. He started to his fo
He looked around, and beheld that hey
in the midstof a gipsy encampment. Her
not & mangiven to fear, but a sicknescay
over his heart when he thought of his w
and daughter, and that knowing the chare
ter of the people in whose power he was |
should never behold them again.

The males of the Faa tribe begants
semble in asort of half circle in the area’
the encampment, and in the raidst of ther
towering over the headsof all, he immed
ately distinguished the tall figure of Wil
Faa, in whom he also discovered the gy
haired parliamentary soldier of the piens
night. But the youth with whom hels
twice contended and once wounded, and}
whom he had been made prisoner, hew
unable to single out amongst them.

He was rudely dragged before them,a
Willie Faa cried—

“ Ken ye the culprit 2

“ Clennel o' Northumberland {—our e
my !’ exclaimed twenty voices.

“Ves, continued Willie,  Clenmdlx
enemy—the burner o’ our humble habitaf.
—that left the auld. the sick, theinfirma
the helpless, and the infants o’ our kisk
to perish in the kindling flames. Haly
burned his house the punishment wouldk»
been death, and shall we do less to him th
he would do tous??

“ No ! no? they exclaimed with one wk.

“ But,” added Willie, ** though he w
bave disgraced us wi’ o gallows, ashet
been a soldier, 1 propose that he hae theh
nour o' a soldier’s death, and that HarsFt
be appointed to shoot him.”

« Al tall 1 all ¥ was the ery.

“ He shall die with the setting sun&
Willie, and again they eried—" Agreed?

Such was the form of trial which Cles
underwent, when he was again rudelyd:
ged away, and placed in a tent round w5
four strong Faas kept guard. He hadt
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.nalone an hour, when his judge the Faa
;gentered, und addressed him--

‘Now laird Clennel, say ye that I haena
-110 cee day about wi'ye : when ye turned
Jfrae beneath your roof, when the drit
2fierce and the wind howled 13 the moors
sitnot tauld to ye that ye would rue it 2
‘n ye moched the admonition and the
-at,and after that ervelly burned us out
‘boase and ha’. When I came hame, I
7oy auld mother, that was within three
-of a kunder, couring owre the reeking
mwithout @ wa’to shelter her, and croon-
rseson the doer o’ the black deed.—
21c were my youngest bairns too, crouch-
by their grenny’s side. starving wi’ hun-
-asweel’s wi' cauld, for ye burned a’ and
-1’ their bits o’ hands before the burning
so'the house that they were bornin to
mthem! That night I vowed vengeance
muand even on that night I would have
“uied it, but I was prevented, and glad
1now that I was prevented, for my ven-
nee has been complete~—or a’but complete
?myain hand I snatched yourson and
tlom his mother’s side, and 2 terrible
xlhad for it. But revenge lent mebaith
-sthand speed. And when ye had ano-
_bairn that was like tolive, I forced a
“tthat some of our folk had stolen when
fant, fo bring it tous. Ye have got
daughter back again, but no before she
“ctye many 2 sad heart and mony a
-tear,and that was some revenge. But
substance o' my satisfaction and revenge
inwhat I haeto teil ye. Ye die this
‘tas the sun gaes down ; and hearken to
ww-~the young soldier whom ye wound-
‘2 the streets o Worcester, and who last
tmade you prisoner,was your son--your
~Your lestson ! Ha ! hal—Clennel, am
-euged 2 ”

-y®n 1" screamed the prisoner ; “mons-
v'i_\at is that ye say? Strike me dead now,
-In your power—but torment me not !

Ha'ha 'ha ! again faughed the grey
el savage ; “ man, ye are about to die,
s¢ know not ye areborn. Ye have not
yhalf Ihave totell. I heard that ye
{ined the standard of king Charles. I,
¢ in my own right, care for neither your
nor parliament ; but I resolved to wear,
time, the cloth of old Noll, and of ma-~
“"your eon do the same, that Imight have
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an cpportunity of meeting you as an enemy,
and seeing him strike you to the heart. That
satisfaction I had not, butl had its equivalent
—yesterday I saw you shed his blood on the
streets of Worcester, and in the evening he
gave you a prisoner into my hands that de-
sired you.”?

“ Grey haired monster!exclaimed Clennel
~-*have yeno feeling—have ye no heart :
speak ye to torment me, or tell me truly have
1 seen my son ?°

 Patience man!” said the Faa with a smile
of Sardonic triumph, “ my story is but half
finished. It was the blood of your son ye shed
yesterday at Worcester : it was yourson who
disarmed ye and gave ye into my power--
and best of all ! now, hear me! hear me!—
lose not a word ! It is the hand of your son
that this night. at sunset, shall send you to
eternity ! Now tell me Clennel, am I not
revenged ? do ye not rue it ?”

* Wretch ! wretch !” cried the miserable
parent,  in mercy strike me dead. If1 have
raised my eword agairst my son let thai suf-
fice ! but spare, O spare my child from being
an involuntarily parricide !

“ Hush fool!” said the Faa, “I have waited
for this consummation ol my revenge for
twenty yearss and think ye that I will be
deprived of'it npow by a lew whining words 2
Remember sunset,” he added, and left the
tent.

Evening came, and the disk ol the sun
began to disappear behind the western hills.
Men and women,old and the young amongst
the Faas, came out from their encampment
to behold the death of their enemy. Clennel
was brought forth between two, his hands
fastened to his sides, and a bandage round
his mouth to prevent him making himself
known to his executioner. A rope was also
brought round his body, and he was tied to
the trunk of an old ash tree. The women of
the tribe began a sort of yell or coronach, and
their king stepping forward, and smiling sa-
vagely in the faee of his victim, cried aloud—

“ Harry Faa ! stand forth and perform the
duty your tribe have imposed on yoa.”

A young man reluctantly, and with slow
and unwilling step, issued from one of the
tents. He carried 2 musket in his haad, and
placed himself in front of the prisoner, at
about twenty yards from him.
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“« Make ready!” cried Wiilie F'aa in a voice

like thunder, and the youth,though his hands

shook, levelled the musket at his victim.

Butat that moment one who toappearance
seemed a maniac, sprang from a clamp of
whins behind the ash tree where the prisoner
was bound, aud throwing herself before him

she cried—-

- Hold! would ye murder your own father!
‘Harry Clennel ! would ye murder your fa-
ther! Mind ye not when ye was stolen frue
your mother’s side, as ye gathered wild flow-
ers in the wood ?

It was Elspeth Faa.

The musket dropped fromthe hands of the
intend  :xecutionei—a thousand recollec-
tions, 1. .t Lie had often fancied dreams, flit
across his memory. He again seized the
musket, he rushed forward to his father, but
ere he reaclied Elspeth had cut the cords
that bound him, and placed a dagger in his
hands for his delence, and with extended
arms he flew to meet him, crying—" My son!
my son 1

The Faas Revenge.

The old Faa king shook with rage
disappointment, and his first impulse was
poignard his wife, but he feared to doso, |
although he hadinjured her, and hadr
seen her for years, her influence was grez
with the tribe than his.

“ Now Willie,” cried she, addressing i

*wha rues it now? Fareweel for oncey

a>—and the bairn I brought up will ﬁnd
shelter for my auld head.”

1t were vain .0 tell how Clennel ang*
gon wept on each other’s neck, and how ¢t
exchanged forgiveness. But such was|
influence of Elspeth, that they departedfr
the midst of the Faas unmolested, ands
accomparied them.

lmagination must picture the scene w
the long lost son flung himself upon the'
som of his mother, and pressed his sy
hand in his. Clennel Hall rang wihy
sounds of joy for many days, and ex
were cuded Andrew Smith placed a ringyy
the finger of Susan, and they becamer
flesh--she a respectable woman, anic
Elspeth lived to the age of ninety and &
years beneath its roof.

THE SOLITARY

On the banks of the T'weed, close to where
the Whitadder flows into it, there isa small
and singular cave. It isevidently not an ex-
cavation' formed by nature, but the work of
man's hande. To the best of my recollection
it is about ten feet syuare, and in the midat

OF THE CAVE.

of itis a pillar or column, hewn outd
solid rock: and reaching from the floort
roof. It is an apartment cut out of thet
rock; and must have been a work oft
labour. In the neighbourhood it is ges
known by the name of the King’s Cov.
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sadition runs that it was once the hiding
<eofa Scottish king. Formerly it was
woded from the level of the water by a
Hrofsteps, also hewn out o1 the rock ; but

mouldering touch of time—the storms of

ser-and the undermming action of the
«, which continually appears tc press
-hward, has long since swept them away
wchpart of them were entire within the
aory of living men : what king used it
ahiding place tradition sayeth not ; but it
swhispers that it wasused for a like pur-
-by the “* great patriot hero,” Sir Wm.
‘alace.  These things may have been; bat
“aply it was never formed to be a mere
reof concealment for a king, thoughsuch
-epopular belief. Immedliately above the
kwhere it issituated, ace the remains of
sman camp ; and it is mare than proba-
hatthe cave i3 coeval with the camp,
may have been used for relizious purpe-
-t perchance as a prison.  But our story
rference to more modern times, Almost
y sears have fallen as drops into the
xean of eternity, since o strange and
-y man took up hisabode in the cave.
appeared @ melancholy being : he was
'mseen ; and there were few with whoia
2uld hold converse: how he lived no one
ltell, nor would he permit any one to
wch hissingular habitation. It was ge-
lly supposed that he had been ‘ out,” as
“hrase went, with Prince Charles, who
_being hunted asa wild beast upon the
‘taing, escaped to France ounly a few
thsbefore the appearance of the Solitary
‘weedside. Thishowever was merely a
cture. The history and character of
lranger were 2 mystery ; and the more
“antof the people believed him to be a
dor wicked man, who while he avoid-
.| manner o1 intercourse with his fellow
-uress had powerover and was familiar
_thespirits of the air ; for at that period
lebelief in witchery was still general :
arments were as singular as his habits ;
alarge coar  -oat or cloak of a brown

1 fastened around him with a leathern
- tovered his person ; while on his head
xe a long, conical cap, composed of
Vins somewhat resembling those woin
—days by come of our regiments of dra-
* his beard, which was black, was also
telto grow. But there was a dignity
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in his step, as he was occasionatly observed
walking upon the banks over his hermitage
and an expression ol pride upon his counte-
nance and in the glance of his eyes, which
spoke him to be a person of some note.

For three years he continued the inhabi-
tant of the cave, and throughoat that period
he permitted no one to enter it. But, on its
appearing to be deserted for several days,
somne fishermen, apprehending that the re~
cluse might be dying, or perchance dead
within it, ascended the flight of steps, and,
removing a rude dovor which merely resteid
aguinst the rock and blocked up the aperture,
they perceived that the cave was tenantless.
On the farther side of the pillar, two boards
slightly raised as an inclined plane, and co-
vered with dried rushes, marked. what had
been thie bed of ithe Sulitary. A low stool, a
small and rude table, and two or three sim-
ple coosing utensils, completed the furniture
of'the apartment. The fishermen were about
to withdraw, when one of them picked up a
small parce! of anuscripts near the door of
the cave, as thuugh the hermit had dropped
them by accident at hi~ departure. They
appeared te t2intended as letters toa friend,
and were entitled—

“MY HISTORY.”

“Dear Lewis, (they began,) when death
shall have sealed up the eyes, and perchance
some stranger dug a grave for your early
friend, BEdward Fleming, then the words
which he now writes for your perusal may
meet youreye. Youbelieve me dead,—and
would to Fleaven that 1 had died, ere my
hands became red with guilt, and my con—
science a living fire which preys upon and
tortures me, but will not consume me. You
remember—for you were with me—the first
time [ met Catherine Forrester. It was when
her father invited us to his house in Niths—
dale, and our hearts, like the season, were
young. Shecame upon my eyes as a dreary
of beauty, a being more of heaven than of
earth. Yon, Lewis, must admit that she was
all that fancy can paint of loveliness. Her
face, her form, her auburn ringlets falling
over a neck of alabaster —where might man
find their equal ? She becdme the sole ob-

ject of my waking thoughts, the vision that

haunted my sleep. And was she not good as
beautifal ? Oh! the glance of lLereyes was
mild as a summer morning breaking on the
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earth, when the first raysof the sun ¢hoot

like streaks of gold across the sen. Her smile,

too-~you cannct have forgot its sweetness !

Never did I behold it, but I thoughtan angel

was in my presence, shedding influence over

me. There was a soul, too, in every word

she uttered. Affectation she had none ; but
the outpourings of her mind flowed forth as
a river, and her wit played like the ripple
which the gentle breeze males to sport upon
jts bosom. You may think that I am about
1o write you a wauadlin tale of love, such as
would draw tears, from a maiden in her teens,
while those of more sober age turaed away
from it, and cried— pshaw !* Bat tear not,
there is more of misery and madness than of
fove in my history. And yet, why should we
turn with affected disgust from a tale of the
heart’s first, best, purest, and dearest aflec~
tions? It is affectation, Lewis—the aflecta-
tion of & cynic, who cries out, ‘ vanity of
vanities, all is vanity,’ when the delicacy of
voung affection has periched in his own
hreast. Who is there bearing the human
form that looks not back upon those days of
tenderness and bliss, with a feeling akin to
that which our first parents might experience,
when they looked back upon the Eden from
which they were expelled 2 Whatever may
be your feelings, forgive me, while, for a few
moments, 1indalge in the remembrance of
this one bright spot in my bistery, even al-
though you are already in pait acquainted
with it

We had been inmates beneath the roof of

Sir William Forrester for somewhat more
than two months, waiting to receive intelli-
gerce respecting the designs of his Excel-
lency or the janding of the Prince. It was
during the Easter holidays, and you had
gone to Edinburgh fora few days, to ascer-
tain the feelings and the preparations of the
friends of the cause there. I remained al-
most forgetful of our errand, dreaming be-
neath the eyes of Catherine. It was on the
second day afler your departure, Sir William
sat brooding over the possible results of the
contemplated expedition, now speaking of
the fecling of the *people, the power of the
house of Hanover, the resources of Prince
Charles, and the extent of the assistance he
was likely to receive from France—=drowniag
at the same time, every desponding theught
that arose in an additional glass of claret,
and calling on me to folow hisexample, But
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ny thoughts were of other matters. Cagp
rinesat beside me arranging Baster giflsf
the poor; and ¥, though awkwardly atten
ed toassist her.  Twilight was drawing,
and the day was stormy for the seasap,’
the snow fell, and the wind whirled g
the drift in fantastic columas ; but with -
the fire blazed blithely, mingling its I
with the fading day, and though the sy
raged without, and Sir William seemedy
dy to sink into melancholy, I was hapy
more than happy. But attend, Lewis [
never told you this; at the very mom
when my happiness seemed tranqguilas:
raysof a&sumier moon at midnight, shy
ering them on a mountain, and castipz

deep, silent shadow on a lake, as thoush’
revealed beneath the waters a bronzedz
a silent world, the trampling of a horelsf
was heard at the gate, I locked%owars ¢
narrow window. A blackish, brownghag

animal attempted to trot towards the doo:
It had rough hanging ears, a round formy
hollow back ; and a tall, lathy looking iy
dismounted from it, gave the bridlsip,

William’s groom—and uttered his o
respecting it, notwithstanding of the sv

with the slowness and solemnity ofajt
And fearful that, although it beingsok
delivered, that they might not be obeys

the letter— °

+ A merciful man regardeth the lifeof,
beast, said he ; and stalked 10 the stable
hind them.

¢ There gaes a brace of originals, tha
1, and with a great difficulty, I suppres.
faugh.

But Catharine I perceived smited not,2
her father left the room to welcome thes.
tant.

The fall, thin man now entered. Icallc
tall, for his stature exceeded six feet; ad

say thin, for nature had been abunde
liberal with bones and muscle, but wE

niggard i clothing them with flesh:

limbs however were lengthy enought
giant of seven feet, and it would be dif
for me to say whether hisswinging &
which ceemed suspended from his shovt
appeared more of use or of encumbra
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His countenance wasa thoughtful biank,
*you Yill allow mo sugh an expression.—
rehod larges grey, fixture-like, unmeaning
ses; and his haie was carcfully combed
-ckand plaited behind, to show his brow to
~best advantage. He gave two familiar
s aerss the floor, and he either did not
-me, or he cared not for seeing me.
‘Agood Easter to ye, Catherine, my love,
iihe *still employed wi’ works o’ love and
=iip? Fow have ye been dear? And
~fifted her fir hand to his long blue lips.
Catherine was silent—she became pale,
iy pale. 1 believe her hand grew celd
-fis touch, and that she would have Jooked
wme; but she could not--she dared not.—
medhing furbode it. But with me the spell
-sbwken—the chain that bound me toher
e’ house, that withheld me from accom-
aing you to Eninburgh, was revealed.—
~uncouth stranger tore the veil from my
e~he shewed me my first glance of love
temirror of jealousy., My teeth grated
“der—my eyes flashed—drops of sweat
“dupon my forehead. My first impulse
‘wdash the intrader fo the ground ; but
tidsmy feelingy, I rose from my scat, and
sghout to leave the room.

§ir,  ask your pardon,’ said he, ' ¥ did not
ave that ye was @ stranger, but that ac-~
“isfor the uncommon dryness o® my Ixa-

Yet, Sir,'ye mustna think that though
‘& a3 modest as a bit daisy peeping out
-beneath a clod to get a blink o the sun,
-that we can ha’e our ainaiack by our
for @’ thaty

Sir Peter Blakely,”snid Catherine, rising
18 look expressive of indignation and
uion, * what meanye?”

Oh, no'offence, Miss Catherine~none in
world,’ he was beginning te eay, when,
mately, her father eutered, as I found
t1 had advanced a step towards the
nger, with Lecarce know what intention;

. _itwasnot friendly.

<l

Jir Peter, said Sir William, * allow me
altoduce you to my young friend, Mr.
®ing ; he isone of us, & supporter of the
cause.’

¢introduced ne in like maoner. I bow-
Arembled~bowed again.

-am very happy to see you, Mr. Flem-

» i’g&ld Sir Peter, *very happy, indeed ?
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and b stretched out lus huge callection of
finzeres to shiahe hands with me.

My eyesglared onhis,and Lielt them burn
asl gazed on him. Me evidently quuiled,
and would have stepped back, but I grasped
his hand, and, ecarce knowing what 1 did,
I grasped it asthough a vice had held it~
The blood sprang to s thin fingers, ang his
glazed orbs started farther from their sock—
ets.

‘Save ug a’! friend! friend ! Mr. Flem-
ing ! orwhat dothey ¢’ ye? he exclaimed
inagony ; ‘is that the way ye shake hands
in your country? { would ha’ ye to mind my
fingers arena made o' cauld iron.?

The cold and the snow had done half the
work with his fingers before, and the grasp I
gave them squeezed them into torture ; and
he stood shaking and rattling them in the
air; applying them to his lips and again to
thefire, ar 1 finally, dancing round the room,
swinging his tormented hand, and exclaim=
ing—

* Sorrow take ye ! for I dinna ken whether
my fingers be off oron ¥

Sir William sirove 10 assure him it was
merely the effect of cold, and that I could
not intend to injure him, while, with difficul-
ty, he kept gravity at the grotesque contor-
tions and stupendous strides of his intended
eon-in-law. Even Catheriue's countenance
reloxed intoa languid smile, and 1, in spite
of my feelings, lnughed outvight, while the
object of cur amusement at ones wept and
laughed to keep us company.

You will remember that Isleptin an apart-
ment separated only by a thin pactition from
the breakfast parlour. In the partition which
divided my ehamber from the parlour was &
door that led to it, one half of which was of
glags fell a picce of drapery. 1t was not the
door by which I passed from or entered my
sleeping room, but through the drapery X
could diseover (if’ so minded) whatever took
place in the adjoining apartment.

‘Throughout the night1 had not retired to
rest; my soul was filled with anxious and
uncasy thoughts, and they chased sleen fram
me. I felt how deeply, shall Isay how mad-~
Iy, 1loved my Catherine, avd in Sir Peter
Blakely I beheld a rivalwho had forestalicd
me i soliciting her band, and I hated him,
My epirit was exhausted with its own bitter
and conflicting feelings; and 150t down as
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a manover whom agony of soul has brought
@ slupor, with my eyes vacantly fixed upon
the curtain which screened me from the
breakfast parlour. Sir Peter entered it, and
the sound of his fuoe-steps broke my reverie.
1 could perceive him approach the fire, draw
forward a chair, and place hie fect on each
side of the grate. 1lc tuuk out his tubacco-
hox, and began to eujoy the comforts of his
morping pipe in {ront of a * green fire,’ shiv-
ering~for the morning was cold—and edging
forward hischair, until his knees almost came
in conjunct with the mantelpicce. Ilis pipe
was finished, and he was preparing to fill it
o second time. Xle struck it over his finger
to shake out the dust which remwoined after
his last whif; he struckit a second time,
(he had been half dreaming like myeelf,)
and it broke in two and {cll among his feet.
Tle was left without a companion., Ile arose
and began to walk across the room; his
countenance bespeke anxiety and restless—
ness, 1 heard him utter the words—

‘I will marry her !—yea I will {~my sweet
Catherine? Every muttered word he utter-
ed was a dagger driven into my bosom.—
At that moment, Sir William entered the
parlour. i

v * Siry eaid Sir Peter, after their morning
salutations, ‘I have been thinking it is a
long way for me to come over from Rox-
burgh to her—and he paused, took out his
enufi-box, opened the lid, and added—"* Yes
Sir, it isa long way'—he took a pinch of
enuff, and continued~—* Now, Sir William, I
have been thinking that it would be as well,
indeed a great deal better, for you to come
over t¢ my lodge ata time like this.” Here
he paused, and placed the snufl-box in his
pocket.

‘I can appreciate your kind intentions,
said Sir William, © but’—

¢ There can be no buts about it,” returned
the other; ‘I perceive ye dinna understand
me, Sir William. What X mean is this'—but
here he seemed at a loss to explain his mean-
ing ; and, alter standing with a look of con-
fusion for a few moments, he took out his
tobaceo-tox, and added, ¢ I would thank
you, Sir, to orderme a pipe.> The pipe was
brought—he put it in the fire, and added—*I
have been thinking, Sir William, very seri-

ously have 1 been thinking, on a. change of

life. Iam nogreat bairn in the world now ;
and, { am sure, Sir, gono knows beiter than
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you, (who forten years wasmy guardy,
that I never !m(l such a degree of thougy
lessness about me as to render it possibls
suppose that 1 would make a bad husbanyy
any woman that was di<posed to be hapy,
Onco more he becamo silent, and taking};
pire from the fire, aflera few thoughy
whifls, Le resumed—' Servants will by
their own way without a mistress ower thyy
and I am sure it would be a pity to see gy
thing going wrong about my place, for esy
body will say, that has scen it, that the g
doesna wauken the birds to throw the g
of music ower a lovelier spot, in a’ his jy
ney round the globe. Now, Sir Wil
he added, ‘itis ncedless for me to eay 1 f
every person within twenty miles roun}’
aware that [ am just as fond o’ Miss Cap

rine asthe laverock is o’ the blue lit; o

it is equally sure and evident to me, thate

cares tor naebody but myself?

Lewis! imagine my feelings whenIter
him utter this! There was a word (i
may not write, which filled my soul an*
raost burst from my tongue. I felt am
and indignation burn over my face. Az
1heard him add—

*\WWhen Iwas over in the middle o le-
est last, ye remember that, in your presx
I put the question fairly to her ; and althg:
she hung down her head and said notk:
yet that, Sir, in my opinion, is just thelr:
a virtuous woman ought to consent. le
ceive that it shewed true affection, ands
ling modesty ; and, Sir, what I amy
thinking is this—Catherine is very =
short of one and twenty, and I, notsoyz
as 1 have been, am every day drawing
er to my sere and yellow leaf; and I
ceive it would be great {oolishness—yelt
80 yoursclf—to be putting off time.’

“My worthy friend,’ said Sir Wil
«you are aware that the union you spest
iz one from which my consent has o
been withheld ; and I am conscious thit
complying with your wishes, Ishall bxt
my daughter’s hand upon one whose heat
as worthy of her affections, as his ack
and principles are of her esteem.

Sir Peter gave a skip (if I may callag
of eight feet by such a name) across ther.
Lie threw the pipe into the grate, and s
the hand of Sir William, exclaimed=
* Oh, joy supreme ! oh, bliss beyond comje
M.Ygg&;lyuowcx—»ﬂe&ven’s ounty -
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Excuee the quotation from a profane au-
wr,! he added, ‘upon such a rolemn ocea-
+m; but he expressen exactly my fecling3
-t this moment ; for, vh, could you feel what
1feel here ¥ and helaid his hand upon Lis

reast, * Whatever be my faults, whatever
gy weakness, Lam strong in gratitude.”

Yoo will despise me for having played the
priof & mean listener. Be it so, Lewis—1
lepice, I hate myself. I heard it proposed
that the wedding day should take place with
namonth; but the cousent of Cuatherine
ws not yet obtained. I perceived her enter
e apartment ; I witnessed her agony when
terfather communicated to her the proposal
o hisfriend, and his wish that it should be
agreed to. Shall I teil it you, my friend,
ot the agony I perceived on her counte~
pance kindled a glow of joy upon mine.—
Yes, I rejoiced in it, for it filled my soul with
lupe, it raised my heart as from the grave.

Twodays after this, and I wandered forth
among the wroods to nourish hope in solitude.
Every trace of the recent storm had passed
away, the young buds were wooing the sun-
teams, and the viewless cuckoo lifted up his
wice from afar. All that fell upon the ear,
and all that met the eyes contributed to melt
the soul to tenderness. My thoughts were
of Catherine. and I now thought how I
should unbosom before her my whole heart;
« ] fancied her by my side, her fair :3co
teaming smiles on mine, her lips whi-pering
music, My spirit became entraticed=-it wa3

flled with her image. With my arms folded
upon my bosom, I was wandering thus un-

Jonsciously along a footpath in the wood,
when I was aroused by the exclamation—

' Edward

it was my Catherine. Istarted as though
adisembodied spirit had met me on my path.
Her agitation was not less than mine. 1}
stepped forward—I would have clasped her
to my bosom~—but resolution forsook me—her
presence awed me--I hesitated and falter-
o~
~ "Miss Forrester ¥

1 had neverlcalled her by any other name ;
but asshe afterwards told me, the word then
went to her heart, and she thoueht, ‘ He
cares not for me, and I am lost??  Would to
Heaven that such had ever remained her

thoughts, and your fricad would have heen
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less guilty ‘and lees wretched than he this
day is

I offesed her my arm, and we walked on-
ward together ; Lut we epole not to each
otlier—we could not speak. Tach had atlou-
sand things to say, but they were all unut-
terable. A stifledsigh escaped from lier bo-
som, and mine responded to it. We had ap-
proached within a quarter of & mile of her
father's iouse.  Sull we were both silent, ~
I tremblad--I stood sudderly still,

¢ Catherine ! Texclaimed, and my eyes re-
mained fixed upon tho ground--my bosom
laboured in agaony ; Istruggled for words,
and, at length, added, ‘I cannot return to
your father’s=-C atherine, ¥ canaot ¥

¢ Edward ¥ ehe cried, * whither~whither
would you go %--you would not leave me
thus? What means this ?

*Means! Catherine ¥ returned I, *are ye
not to be another’s 2 Would that I had died
before I had looked upon thy face, and my
soul waslighted with a fleeting joy, only that
the midnight of misery might sit down on it
forever)

* Oh, speak not thus ¥ she cried, and her
gentle form shook asa blighted leaf in an
autumnal breeze ; ¢ speak not language un-
fit for you to utter or me to hear. Come,
dear Edward ¥

¢ Dear Edward? I'exclaimed, ‘and my
arms fell upon her neck, © that word has re-
called me to myself! Dear Edward !---res
peat those words again '—letthe night-breese
whisper them, and bear them on ils wing:
forever! Tellme, Catherine, am I indeed
dearto you P

She burst info tearg, and hid her face upon
my besom.

¢ Ldward ' she sobbed, ¢let usleave this
place—I have eaid too much—let us return
home.’

¢No,loved one !’ resumed I ¢ if you have
gaid too much,we part now,and eternity may
not unite us ¥ Farewell, Catherine ! be hap-
py ! Buar my thauhs to your futher, and say,
but, no! no !--say nothing---let not the wretch
he has honoured with his {riondship blast his
declinihg years ! Tarewell, love ¥ I pressed
my lips upun lier snowy brow, and again I
cried— Farewell ¥

¢ You must not—thall not leavenae,’ shie
gaid, and trembled, while her fuir bands
grasped Y arm.
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« Catherine,’ added I, *can Yeec youano-
ther's? The thought chokesme ! Would you
have me behold it 2—shall my eyes he with-
ered with the sight ! Never! never! For-
give me —Catherine, forgive me! I have
acted rashly, perhaps cruelly : but I would
not have epoken as 1 have done—I would
have fled {rom your presence—1 would not
have given one pang to your gentle bosom ;
your father should not have said that he shel-
tered a gcorpion that turned and stung him;
but, meeting you as1l have done to day, 1
could no longer suppress the tumultuous feel-
ings that struggled in my bosom. Dut it is
passed. Forgive me-~forget me !

Still memory hears hersighs, as her tears
fell upon my bosom, and, wringing her hands
in bitterness, she cried—

* Say not forget you! If, in compliance
w'th my father's will, I must give my hand
to another, and if to him my vows must be
plighted, I will keep them sacred-~Yet my
fieart is your’sY

Lewis ! Lwas delirioua with joy, as1 lis-
tened to this confession from Ler hps. The
ecstacy of years was compressed in & mo-
ment of deep, speechles, alinost painful luxus
ry. We mingled our tears together, and our
vows went up to heaven a sacrifice pure as
the first that ascended, when,the young earth
offered up its incense from paradise to the
new-born sun.

I remained beneath her father’s roof until
within three days of the time fixed for her
becoming the bride of Sir Peter Blakely.—
Day by day I beheld my Catherine move to
and fro like & walking corpse-—pale, speech-
fess, her eyes fixed and lacking their lustre.
Even I seeraed unnoticed by her. She nei-
ther sighed nor wept. A trance had come
overher faculties. She made no arrange-
ments for her bridal ; aud when Iat times
whispered to her that ‘ she should be mine I
© Lewis ! she would then smile---but it was
a smile where the light of thesoul was not ;
more dismal, more vacant than the laugh of
idiotey ! Think, then, how unlike they were
tke rainbows of thespul, which 1 had seen
radiate the countenance of my Catherine !

Sir Peter Blakely had gone into Roxburgh-
shire, to make preparations for taking home
his bride, and her father had joined you in
Edinburgh, relative to the aflairs of Prince
Charles, in consequence of @ letter which he
had received from you, and the contents
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which might not even be communicated 1
me.

At any other tire, and this lack of confi.-
dence would have provoked my resentmen,
but my thoughts were then of other thing,
and I heeded it not. Catherine and I wep
ever together, and for hour succeeding hour
we sat silent, gazing on each other. O my
friend ! could your imagination conjure up
our feelings and our thoughts in this hour of
trial, you would start, shudder, and thinkn-
more. The glance of each was asa pestr
lence, consuming the other : as the period of
her father’s return approached, a thousand
resolutions crowded within my bosom,someof
magnanimity, some of rashness.—But I was
a coward—morally I was a coward—though
I feared not the drawn sword nor the field of
danger more than another man, yet misery
compels me to confess what I was, Evey
hour, every moment, the sacrifice of partig
from her became more painful. Oh, a m-
ther might have torn her infant {rom her
breast, dashed it on the earth, trampled on
its outstretched hands, and langhed at i
dying screams, rather than that I now could
have lived to behold my Catherine anothers

Suddenly, the long, the melancholy cham
of wy silence broke. I fell upon my knes,
and clenching my hands together, cried—

¢ Gracious Heavea !—if 1 be within the
pale of thy mercy, spare me this sight 1-let
me be crushed as an atom—Dbut let not mue
cyessee the day when tongue speaks it, nor
mino ears hear the sound that calls her an-
ther’s.’

I started to my feet, I grasped her hand
in frenzy, I exclaimed-~‘you shall be mine?
I took herhand. * Catherine, I added, ‘you
will not—you shall not give your hand to
anothor! It is mine, and from mineit ehall -
not part "—and I pressed it to my breast g3
a mother would her child from the knifeofa
destroyer. i

+ 1t shall be yours ! she replied wildly,and
the feeling of life and consciousness again -
gushed through her heart, But she sankon
my breast, and sobbed—

¢ My father ! O my father I’

* Your father is Sir Peter Blakely’s friend,
replied I, * and he will not break the pledge
he has given him. With his return, Cathe
rine, my hopes and life perish together. Now
only ean you save yoursclf--now only can
yousave me, Fiy with me! and your father’s
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‘g will not be withheld.  Hesitate now ed ; far while 1 detested him asa rival, I was
1 farewell happiness.’ compelied to esteem him as a man.

Jhastily ravised her head (rom my breast But now, f.ewis, comes the nﬁscry of my
-giod proudly before me, and casting story. ‘\ g are awire ‘thut before I saw my
sehtblue eyes upon mine, with a took .Cathcrm.(*, I was a ruined man. ')f'eqthlul
." irquiry said— 1{1(1lscrct1ons—blxt why call them mdueqrc-
g tions ?—rather let me say my hecadlong sins,
tward ! what would you have me10do pop o 1 had well attained the age of man-
s my love for you ‘s“a“dlbl“?" ‘,“;L hood, contributed to undermind my estate—
fsit—would you have me to fly with 2 14 the unhappy political contest in which
«ompanied by the tearsof blightedre- o oo engaged had wrecked it still more.
n~followed by the groans ”‘“‘% lamen- 1 1.4 ventured all that my follies had left me
-of & heart-broken father—pointed at \,oh v1e fortunes of Prince Charles. Yon
acer of the world as an outcast of ycw thag I bousht arms, kept men ready
alilty 7 Woul@ you h'f“’e me 10 for the field, I made a voyage to France, 1
elast cord that binds toexistence the ;04 o1hers in their distress; and in doing
-ggto whom I am related on earth— 4 4his, T anticipated nothing less than an
mbave I but my father? My hand ¢5pidom, when the Stuarts should again sit
wever give to another ; but I cannot, an the throne of their fathers. You had more
1 leave my father’s house. If Cath- gagacity, more of the world's wisdom ; and
forester has gained your love, she yoy told me I was wrong—that I was in-
+hrfeit your esteem., 1 may droopin volving myself in a labyrinth from which 1
Pdward, asa bud broken on itsstem, wijght never escape. But I thought myself
‘tnot be trampled on in public as & iserthan you. 1 knew the loyalty and the
~weed. integrity of my own actions, and with me &t
,ny beloved, mistake we not,” re- all times to feel wasto act. [ had dragged
" 'when the lamb has chaneed na- ruin around me, indulging in a vague dream
hthe wolf, then, out not till then of hope ; and now I had obtained the hand
] 1 1 .
heathe s’ thought, a word in your of my Catlierine, and I had not the ceurage
“that I would blush to utter at the © inform her that she had wed a ruined
aven. Within two days your fa- "o
hisintended con-in-law will return, 1t Was when youand I wereat the Univer-
“ther's threats and tearswillsubdue sity together, that the epirit of gambling
hters purpoze. Catherine will bea threw its deceitful net around me, and my

ward a'— estate was sunk to hall'its value ere 1 was of
nt impiously,” she cried;iraploring- age to enjoy lt‘; the other half I had wrecked
1! what can we do?’ in idle schemes for the restoration of the Stu-

arts. 'When, therefore, a few weeks after

et moment only is left usy repli- our marriage, [ removed with my Catherine
“night become the wife of Edward to Liondon, I was a begzar, a bankrupt, liv-
and bappiness will be ours.’ ing in fashionable misery. 1 became a uni-
: ) . versal borrower, making new creditors to
‘?e;tmih:i; ;;2: :Lozfxfit n:;}}:ﬁi ’Ez pacify the _clamours of the old, aqd to_hide
> T from my wife the wretchedness of which I

d;.e.d’ and he cheelis glowed With 14 made her a partner. *Aad, O Lewis!
(Ohincertitude, as she resolvedand  4he thought that she should dizcover our po-
- verty, was to me a perpetual agony. Itcame
‘efore should 1 tire you with a re- Over the fondest throbbings of my soul like
tyonalready know. That night the echoofa funeral bell, for ever pealing its
inebecame my wife. Fora few Sepulchral beom through the music of bridal
~father disowned us ; but when joy. I cared not for suflering as it might af-
= of the Prince began to ripen, fect myself, but ) could not behold her suffer
- instramentality we were again —and suffer for my sake. 1 heard words of
his favour. Vet 1 was grieved tenderness fall from her tongue, in accents
tin consequence of our marriage, Sweeter than the melody of the lari’sevening
lakely’s mind had become affect- £ONg, as its chirming descends to fold its
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wings for the night by the side of its anxious deaths rather than have listened to (hy’
mate. I beheld her smiling to beguile my inza. My estate was sunk beyond itany
care and fondly watching every expression and now I was at the merey of the
of my countenance, a3 a mother wiatches had injured—of him I hated, Tcopy
over her sick chitd, and the hall’ conecaled doubt but that, now thatl wags inehusp,”
tear following the smile when her eftnts pro- lie would wring froin me his pound ot':'
ved unavailing —and my heart smote me that g (he last grain—and he has donejr"
she should weep for me, while her tears, her nyonster has dongit! But to procee]
smiles, and her tenderness, added to my an- nyy history.
guish, and I was unable to say in my heart,

My Catherine was now a mothy,

‘be comforted.’ 1t could uot be aflection
which made me desiroua of concealing our longer to conceal from her the wretchy

situation from her, but a weakness which that surrounded us, and was now ra
makes us unwilling to appear before cach overwhelm us, was imQOSSib'O: yetls
other as we really are. thp courage, the manliness to acqnag
For twelve months [ concealed, or thought Wil it or prepare her for the conipg
that I had concealed, the bankruptey which  But she had penetrated my soul—gs
overwhelmed me as a helmless veesel on a read vur condition 3 and, whileIsatt
tempestous sea. But the Piince landed in side buried in gloom, and my soufgr
Scotland, and the war began. I was em- inagony, she took my} hand in herk
ployed in preparing the way for him in Bog- said— -
land, and for a season wild hopes, that made
my head giddy, rendered me fI:)rg'oll'ul of'the ‘Come, dear Edward, conceal i
misery that had hung over and haunted me. rom me. 1f Icannot remove joure
But the brilliant and desperate game was let me share them. Ihav"ebomcmur
s00n Over; our causc was lost—and with it fors you, T can bear more.
my hopes perished—remorse entered my ‘ What mean ye, Catherine? Jix
breast—and I trembled in the grasp of ruin. in @ tone of petulance.
Sir William Forrester effected his escape to <My dear husband,” replied she, 7
Frarce, but his estates were confiscated, and wonted affection, ‘think not 1 amit
ny Catharine was robbed of the inheritance of' the sorrow lhalt preys upon you:&
that would have descended to ler. With But brood not on poverty as an afle
igislcam?hanoflh(;r 1’1an’g, more bitter than y,y way regain affiuence, or youm
e loss of her father’s fortune, fur, he, : . R
a fugitive ina strange land, m;d UI;COESC?:;‘; xt\c‘z‘lr{’nfxtl}q: a[gd 'u.) {101‘ dlgm,hh.ﬁ{
of my eonditign, had a right to expeet assist- 2;': anl:l In:vlillaxv;lcc;n)xzur;enu;.y e“:
Very heneis oo, ud e it iy ! degradaton o of auffering? I
me=-and 1 thought I heard my Catherine (‘i;f;rt‘;lﬁgf t ;,X”:,:IIT\IIZ ‘1?3 K
soliciting me to extend the means of life to is true nol;il)it thoueh tl‘xcir’ OM:
{:ert father, wl;lich lIf w:}s no longer able to power of wood.y ’ Believe not thatp
estow upon self ¢ , Wi i : <
our cause,pmy scel:efnes o?rb(::;l\lv}ll:_:, 2:3 g{ the foe_of aﬁec}xon. Tl]xe ?l&f‘rt
allaying the clamour of creditors perished. oft-repeated, but idle falschood o "
never loved. 1 have seen mi

Bu it issaid that evils come not singly, joined with content, within the cf,
nor did they so with me; they came asa humble cotters, rendering their s
legion, each more cruel than that which coarse morsel sweeter than t
preceded it. Within three weeks aller the dainties of the rich ; and affection
confiscation of the estates of Sir William and esteem rose, from the knowt
Forrester, the individual who held the mort- they endured privation together, -
gage upon mine dicd, and his property cachother. No, Edward, sheadd
passed into the hands—of whom ?—Heaven her face upon my shoulder, ‘ thinkt
aqd earth! Lewjs, 1 can hardly write it— fering. \Weare young, the worl
s property, including the mortzazcon my and Heaven is bountiful. Leave’
eslate, passed into the hands ol—Sir Peter those who envy them, and aftrte:
Blakely! I could have dicd a thousand der the morsel of our industry dc
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(fist impulee was Lo press her t my bo-

put pride and shame mastered me, and,
atoubled voice, Iexclaimed—' Cathe-
[

Edward ! she continued, and her tears
<prth, ‘let ugstudy to understand each
—(Tam worthy of being your wife, 1
~thy of your confidence.’
ad not reply. I was dumb in admi-
~in reverence of virtue and aflection of
y1felt myself anworthy. A load secem-
1l from my heart, I pressed her lips
73
. gnot Edward be as happy as his Cath-
! ¢éhe continued ; * we have, at Icast,
+4 forthe present, and with {rugality
“wenough for years. Come,love,where-
w#lyou be unhappy ? Be you our pur~

ud endeavouring to smile, she geutly
iher purse in my hands.

s Heavens !’ I exclaimed, striking my
»4, and the purse dropped upon the
,'am Ireduced to this? Never, Cath-
rever! Let me perish in my penury,
wh me not beneath the weight of my
weadness! Denth! what must you think
P

tink ofyou ?* she replied with a smile,
“h aflection, playfulness, and sorrow
‘[ did not think that you would refuse
sour poor wife’s banker.’

, Catherine !’ cried I, ¢ would that I
_fyour virtue—half your generosity.’
he half? she answered, laughingly,
sounot the whole? Did I not give
_dand heart—faults and virtues—and
reel man, Have lost the half already—
erous Edward P

!exclaimed I, * may Heaven render
by of such a wife P

e, then,” returned she, ‘ smile upon
‘atherine~it i3 all over now.?

tatis all over, love 2’ inquired 1.

, hothing, mothing,’ continued che,
' merely the difficulty a young hus-
-*in making his wife acquainted with
teof the firm in which she has become
rer?

d'added I, bitterly, * you find it bank-

% nay,’ rejoined she, cheerfully, ¢ not
Bt rather say beginning the wurld
small capital. Come, nuw, deatest,
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=mile, and say you will be cashier to Fleming
& Co)

Catherine ' O Catherine!” f ey aimed, and
tears filied my eyes,

Cladward ! O Edward v returned she,
laughing, and mimiching my emotion ;—
¢ goud by, dear—good by ' and picking up the
puree, she dropped it on my kuee, aund trip-
ped out of the room, adding gaily —

¢ Tor still the house affairs would call her
hence.’

Fondly, as 1 imagined, that I loved Cath-
crine, I had never felt its intensity until now,
nor been aware of how deeply she deserved
my aflection. My indiscretions and misfor-
tuncs had taught me the use of money—they
had made me to know that it was an indis-
pensable agent in our dealings with the
world, but they had not taught me economy
~and I do not believe that a course of mise-
1y, continued and increasing throuchout life,
would ever teach this useful and prudent
lessontoone of a warm-hearted and sanguine
temperament-nor would any power on earth
or in years enable Lim to put it in practice
gave the daily aud endearing example of an
aflectionate and virtuous wife. I do not
mean the influence which all women possess
during the oftentimes morbid admiration of
what is called 2 honeymoon, but the deeper
and holier power which grows with years,
and departs not with grey hairs ; in our boy-
ish fancies being embodied, and our young
feelings being made tangible, in the never-
changing emile of her who was the sun of
our early hopes, the spirit of our dreams—
and who now, as the partner of our fate,
ever smiles on us, and by a thousand atten-
tions, a thousand kindnesses, and actsoflove
becomes every day dearcr, and more dear
to the heart, where it is her only ambition to
reign. and sit secure in her sovereignty—
while her chains are soft as her own bosom,
and she spreads her virtues around us, till
they become a part of our own being, like an
angel stretching his wings over innocence.—
Such is the power and influence of every
woman who is as studious to reform and de-
light the husband as to secure the lover.

Such was e influence which, I believed,
1 now felt over mi, spirit, and which would
save me from future ,olly and from utter ruin
—but I wagwrong, I was decuived=—yes,
most wichedly I was deceived—but youshall
hear.  On examining the puise I found that
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it contained between four and five hundred
pounds in gold and bills.

< This, thought 1, ‘ is the wedding present
of lier father to my poor Catherine, and she
haskept it untilnow! Blessher! Heaven
bless her)

{ wandered to and fro across the room, in
admiration of her excellence, and my bosom
was troubled with a painful sense of my own
unworthiness. [ had often, when my heart
was full, attempted to suothe its feelings by
pouring them forth in rhyme. There were
writing materials upon the table before me:
I sat down—I could think of nothing but my
Catherine, and I wrote the following verses:

' TO MY WIFE.

Call woman—angel—goddess,what you will,
With all that fancy breathes at passion’s

call,
W th all that rapture fondly raves—and still
That one word—Wife—~uutvies—contains
them all.
Itisa word of music which can fifl
The soul with melody, when sorrows fall
Round us, like darkness, and her heart alone
Is all that fate has left to call our own.

Her bosom is o fount of love that swells,
Widens and deepens with its own ouipour-

ing,
And as a desert stream, fer ever wells
Around her husband’s heart, when cares
devouring
Dry up its very blood, and man rebels
Against his being {—When despair is low-

. ering, L
And illssweep round him, like an angry
river,
She is his star, his rock of hope for ever.

Yes; woman only knows what’tis to mourn—
She only feel=how slow the moments glide,

Erethose her young heart loved in joy return
Aund breathe affection, smiling by her side.

Her’s only are the tears that waste and burn,
The anxious watchings,and aflection’s tide

That never, never ebbs !—her’s are the cares

No ear hath heard, and which no bosom

shares.

Cares—like her spirit, delicate as light.

Trembling at early dawn from morning

slars ;—
Cares—all unknown to feeling and to sight

Of rougher man,whose stormy bosom wars
With each fierce passion in its fiery might ;

Nor deems how look unkind,or absence,jars
Aflection’s silver chords by women wove,
Whose soul, whose business, and whose life

is—=LOVE!

1 left the verses upon the table, that she
might find them when she entered, and that
they might whisper to her that I, at least,
appreciated her excellence, however little I

might have merited it.

T'he Solitary.

Lewis, even in my solitary cell, | fet
blush wpon my cheek, when I think o
next part of my history. My hand trep
to write it, and I caunot now. Methigks
even the cold rock that surrounda me Jar
at me in derision, and I feel myself oy
of human beings. But I cannot desrp
to-day—1 have gone loo far already, o
find that my brain burns. I have ey
up the past and I would hide myself’
its remembrance. Another day whey
brain is cool, when my hand tremblesy
may tell you all ; but in the shame of my
debasement, my reason is shaken fior
throne.”

Here ended the first part of the Her
manuscript, and on another, which rap’
—he had written the words—

“MY HISTORY CONTINUED:

“ I told you, Lewis, where I last bk
wny history, that I left the verses on e’
for my Catherine. 1 doubted not thatly
Jevise some plan of matchless wisdu,
that with the money so unexpectedly ¢
into my possession, I would redeen my
ken fortunes. I went out into the g
taking the purse with me, scarce k-
what 1 did,but musing on what to do. |
one who had been a fellow-gambler .
when at the University. .

*Ha! Fleming P he exclaimed, ‘sz
man alive! Iexpected that you and
Prince would havecrossed the watertog
or that you would have exhibited at G,
or Tower Hill?

He spoke of the run of good fortunck
had on the previous night—(for Lew
gambier still.) ‘Five thousand, E Y
¢ were mine within five minutes.’

* Five thousand? 1 repeated. Hin
Catherine’s purse in my hand.

Lewis! some demon entered my sit,
extinguished reason. ¢ Five thous
repeated again, © it would rescue mj.
erine and my child from penury.) Ik
of the joy I should feel in placing thes
and her purse again in her hands. Iz
panied him to the table of destructios
atime fortune, that it might mockmy.
ry, and not dash the cup from my lip
they were parched, seemed to smile®
But X will not dwell on particulars mst
* laughed to see the mudness rise’ with.
I became desperate—nay, I was ipsang
all that my wife had put_into my ha.
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jist coin, was lost. Never, until that
~ent, did L experience how terrible was
unure of self-reproach, or how fathom-
he abyss of human wretchedness. 1
Jihave raised my hand against my own
but, vile and contemptible as1 was, I
1gtenough of the coward within me to
—ylish the act. { thoughtof my mother.
stud long disowned me, partly from my
aand partly that she adhered to the
- of Hanover. But, though I had
njered the estates which my father had
ne, I knew that she was still rich, and
18e intended to bestow her wealth upon
gsier; for there werebut two of us, Yet I
wbered how fondly she had loved me,
didnot think that there was a feeling
:mother’s breast that could spurn from
aenitent son—for nature, at the slight-
suk, bursteth into flame. I resolved,
o, to go as the prodigal in the Seript-
and to throw myself at her feet, and
sthat I bad sinned against Heaven,
‘nher sight,

wote @ note w my injured Catherine,
»rthat I was suddenly called away,
‘hat I would notsee her again perhaps
rmeweeks. Almost without a coin in
gcket, I took my journey from Landon
(amberland, where my mother dwet.

4 was gathering around me whern I
" Londen, on the road leading to St.
as But 1 will not 2o through the
2sof my tedious journey ; it is sufficient
J.that I allowed myself but little time
teep or rest, and, on the eigth day after
kaving London, I found mysell, alter an
aeof eighteen years, again upon the
ads of my ancestors. Foot-sore, fatigued,
“boken down, my appearance bespoke
sworn dejection. I rather halted thaa
ted along, turning my face aside from
yassenger, and blushing at the thought
‘reognition. It was mid-day when I
Jedan eminence, covered with elm trees,
shirted by a hedge of hawthorn. It
nanded @ view of what was called the
.y,1he house mn which I was burz, and
hwas situated within 2 mile from where
4. The village church, surrounded by
wp of dreary yews, lay immediately at
"ot of the hill to my right, and the road
“og from thence to the Priory crossed
tme. It was a raw and dismal day,
l‘;irds sat shivering on the leafless
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branches, and the cold, black clouds, seemed
wedged together in a solid mass, ready to
fali upon the earth and crush it, and the
wind moaned over the bare fields. Yet dis-
consolate as the scene appeared, it was the
soil of childhood on which 1 trode. The fields,
the woods, the river, the mountains, the
houe of infancy were before me, and 1 felt
their remembered sunshine rekindling in my
bosom the feelings that make a patriot. A
thousand recollections flashed before me.—
Already did fancy hear the congratulations
of my mother’s voice, welcoming her prodi-
gal—feel the warm pressure of her hand, and
her joyous tears falling on my cheek. But
aguin [ hesitated, and ‘eared that I might be
received as an outcast. The wind howled
around me—1 felt impatient and henumbed
—and, as I stood irresolute, with a moaning
chime the church bell knelled up.n my ear.
A trembling and foreboding fell upon my
heart, and before the first echo of the dull
sound died in the distance, a muffled peal
from the tower of the Privry answered back
the invitation of the house of death, announ-
cing that the earth would receive itssacrifice
A veil came over my eyes, the ground swam
beneath my feet—and again and again did
the church bell issuce forth its slow. funeral
tone, and again was it answered from the
Priory.

Emerging from the thick elms that spread
around the Priory and stretched to the gate,
appeared a long and meiancholy cavalcade.
My eyes became dim with a presentiment of
dread, and they were strained to torture.—
The waving plumes of the hearse became
visible. Every joint in my body trembled with
agony, as though agony had become a thing
of life.—I turned aside to watch it asit pussed,
and concealed myself behind the hedge—
The measuréd and grating sound of the car-
riages, the cautious trampling of the horses’
feet, and the solemn pace of the poorer fol-
lowers, became more and more audible on
my ear.—The air of heaven feit substantial
in my throat,and the breathing 1 endeavour-
ed to suppress became audible, while the cold
sweat dropped as icicles from my brow.—
Sadly, with faces of gricf, unlike the expres-
sion of hired sorrow, passed the solttary
mutes; and in the countenance of eaeh X
recognised one of our tenantry. Onward mo-
ved the hearse and its dismal pageantry :—
My heart fell, as witha blow, within my bo-
som.~-For a moment I would have faucied
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ita dream, but the train of carriages passed
on, their grating aroused me from my insen-
sibility, and rushing from the hedge twwards
one, who for forty years had becn a servant
inour house—

Robert! Robert ¥ 1 exclaimed,
funeral is this 7'

* whose

Alack ! Master Edward ©* he cried, © s it
you ? It ig the {uneral of my good lady~-your
toother I’

The earth swam round with me—the fune-
ral procession, with a sailing motion, scemed
to circle me—and 1 fell with my face upen
the ground.

Dejected, way-worn as I was, laccompa-
nied the body of my mother to its last resting
place : I wept over her grave, and rewarned
with the chief mourners to the house of my
birth—and there I was all but denied admis-
sion. I heard the will read, and in it my
name was not once mentioned: I rushed from
the house—I knew not,and I cared not where
1 rap—~misery was before,behind, and around
me. I thought of my Catherine and my child
—and groaned with the tortures of & lost
spirit.

But, as 1 best could, I returned to London,

to fling mysdf at the feet of my wife, to con-
fess my sins and my follies,to beg her forgive-
ness, yea, to labour for her with my hands—
1 approached my own door asa criminal. 1
shrank from the very gaze of the servant
that ushered me in, anl I imagined that he
focked on me with contempt. But now,
Lewis, I come to the last act of my drama,
and my hand trembles that it cannot write
—my soul is convulsed within me. 1 thought
ray Catherine pure, sinless as a spiritof
heaven—you thought so—all who beheld
her must have thought as I did. DBut, oh!
{riend of my youth! mark what follows. I
entered it—silenily I entered it, as one whe
has guilt following his footsteps. And there,
the first object that met my sight—that
blasted it—was the man I hated, my former
rival, he who held my fortunes in his hand
—Sir Peter Blakely ! My wife, myCatherine,
my spotless Catherine, held him by tho arm.
O f{Heaven ! fliheard bim say—' Dear
Catherine ' and she answered him, * Stay!
—stay my best, my only friead--do not leave
me?

The Solitary.

Lewis
more,

* Wretch!—villain 1 exclaimed. 7y¢
started at my voice. My sword that iz
done service in other lands, I stifl cam
with me.

*Draw ! miscreant? I cried almoy ¢
conscious of what Isaid or what Idid, v
spoke to me, but I heard him not. Ispy
upen him, and planged my sword iniy
body. My wile rushed towards me, §
screamed. I heard the words—' Dear &
ward I* but I dashed her from measapy
clean thing, and fled from the houge.

Every tie that had bound me to exite

was severed asunder.  Catharine had =y
ped intwain the last cord that linkely
with happiness. Isought the sohwdem’
wilderness, and there shouted her name,yr
now blessed her, and again—>but I wilf¢
no farther. I long wandered a fugiis
throughout the land, and at length peres;
ing an apartment ino rock,the baseof whe
Tweed washes with its waters, in 17
solved to bury myself from the world: ag
still am, and manking fear me.”

Here aprapily ended the manuseriptei
Sofitary.

A few years after the manuscript hadbe
{found, a party.consisting of threc genters
a fady, and two children, came toviay
King’s Cove, and io them the indwiz
who had Gund the papers related the sx
of the hermit,

“ But your manuscript is imperfeet,” €
one of them *and 1 shall supply its defear
~--the Solitary mentions having foun] ¥
Peter Blakely in the presence of his wifkx
he speaks of words that passed betweente
~—but you shall hear all :

The wife of Edward Fleming was iz
weeping for his absence, when Sir
Blakely was announced. He shook asler
tered. She started as she beheld him. §
bent her head to conceal her tears, ands
rowfully extended her hand to welcomelz

* Catherine,” said he; and he pavsd
though lie would have called her by thes
of her husband ; I have come to speakw
you respecting your father’s estate. {%
brought up upon it, and thereis nota®
a bush, or a brae within miles, but tome:
a tale of happiness and langsyne printedt;
it, in the heart's own alphabet. But nov:

! I could sce, ¥ could heg
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wm that gave music lo their whispers is
aeged,  Forgive me,Catherine but it was
qthat, as the epirit of the ecene, converted
ay thing intod paradise where ye trode,
ymade itdear tome: it was the hopethe
e, and the joy of many years, that I
-ydcal you mine it was this that made
sptofall upon my eyelids as honey on the
< But the thonght has perished. I was
g tothink that the primrose would flour-
o the harvest field. But Catherine, your
werwas my guardian: I was deeply in
:3ebt, for he was to me as a father, and
.bis eake, and your sake, I have redeemed
‘sproperty, and it shall be, it is yours.

Lt in wonder, Catherine was for a few
aentz silent, but she at length eaid ¢

‘Generous man, it must not ; it shall not
- Dury me not.  Crush me not beneath a
ot of generosity which fromyou I have
athelast to deserve. I could notlovebut
rever esteemeed you. Dut let not your
ez heery you into an act of rashness:
~ewil heal, if it do not eflace the wounds
%hnow bleed, ‘and you may still find a
-1, more worthy of your ow=n, with whom
sare the fortunelof which you would
wive yourself!
Never! never! cried he; ‘littledo vou
srtand me. Your image and your’s
ywas stamped where the pulse of life
wsinmy heart, The dream that ¥ once
gished is deau now-~my grow hairs have
seme from it.  Dut I shall still be your
=3~yea, I will be yoar husband’s friend
dinmemory of the past, your children
dibe az my children. Your husband’s
ity is encurnbered—throw these in the
Canditisagain his’ And as he spoke,
© sheed the deeds of the morigage on a
zbefore her.
Hear me, noblest and best of friends ?
-dCatherine, ‘hear me as in the presence
wrGreat Judze. "Think not that I feel
lessgrateful for your mencrosity, that T
maiy refuse your oflers, and adjure you
tention them not in my presence. Asthe
%of Edward Fleming, I will not accept
the would spurn.  Rather would I toil
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with the sweat of my brow for the bare crust
that furpizhed us with a scanty meal; and if’
I ihought that. vather thanehare it with me,
he would sigh after the Juxuries he has lost,
1 would =ay unto him—* Cio, vou are {tee?
and, hiding myself from the world, weary
Teaven with prayers or his prosperity.)’

' Ye talk in vain--as I have said, so it is
and shalf be, added he; * and, now, farewel!,
dear Cathcerinel?

' Stay ! leave me not thus ' she exelaimed,
and grasped his arm. At that moment her
husband returned and entered the room—and
you know the rest. But Sir Peier Blakely
was not mortally wounded, as the Solitary
beiieved : in a few months he recovered, and
what he promised to do he accomplished.”

* That is something new,” said the fisher-
man, who had found the manuscript, * and
who told ye, or how do ye know, if it bea fair
question 77

“1,” replied Ite who had spoken, * am the
the Lewis,to whom the paye: wasaddressed.”

* You!” exclaimed the fisherman ; “well,
that beats a’the like o that I never hisard
before.”

“ And I” said another, “ am Sir Peter
Blakely—the grey-haired dreamer—who ex-
pected an April lily to bloom beneath an Oc-
tober sun.” And he put a crown into the
handg of the fisherman.

“ And 1,V added the third, “ am the Soli-
tary himself—this my Catherine, and these
niy children. He whom I thought dead—
dead by my owsn hand, the man whom I had
wronged, sought for me for years, and in
this my hermitage that was, he at length
found me. But he spoke, he utiered words
that entered my soul : I trembled in his pre-
gence ; the load of my guiltiness fell as a
weight upon me. I was unable to speak, al-
most tomove ¢ he took my hand and led me
forth as a child : in my coufizion the papers
which you found were left behind me. Aad
now when happiness has shed its tight around
me, I have come with my bencfactor, my
friend, my Catherine, end my children: to
view the cell of my penitence.”
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The Dearth.

THE SEVEN YEAR'S DEARTH.

It was a good many years before the ac-
cession of King William 34, that a farmerof
the name of Kerr rented a farm in the parish
of Minniegafl, in the county of Wigton, on
the great road leading to Port-Patrick. The
farm lay at some distance from the road, at
the foot of some hills,a wild and secluded spot
possessing few beauties save to a person who
had been reared in the neighbourhood,whose
earliest associations were blended with the
scenes of his youth.

The farm of Kerr was of far greater extent
than importance, only a few acres of it being
in culuvation ; but his flocks were numerous :
he was looked upon as a wealthy man at the
period of which we speak, had been married
for many years, but had no children to enjoy
that wealth which increassed from year to
year. This was the only drawback to his
earthly happiness ; but he never repined or
let a word escape his lips to betray the wish
of his heart. Even the rude taunts of his
more fnrtunate neighbours he bore with un-
rufiled countenance, though he felt them
keenly.

Such was the sitation of the worthy far-
mer, when one morning in harvest e went
out with the earliest dawn to luvk at some
gheep he had upon a Lill ina distaut part of
the farm. He had counted them, and was
veturning to join his 1eapers accompanied by
Colin, his faithful dog, who in devious ex-
cursions circled round the large grey stones
that lay scattered about: he had pioceeded
some way without missing the animal, when
he stopped and whistled for him : Colin, con-
trary to his usual custom, did not come
bounding to his side, but answered by a loud
barking ; a circumstance which a little sur-
prised him: but he proceeded homeward,
thinking that he'was amusing himself with
some animal he had discovered ; and being
in haste to join his reapers, paid no further
attention to thisact of disobedience in hiz fia-
vourite : breakfast passed and mid-day came,
and still Colin did not make his appearance :
his master was both angry and uneasy at his

absence ; but in the bustle and laught-
the harvest field again forgot the oceasie
thoughts of his useful dog, that obiry
themselves on his mind : it drew oy,
evening, and still no Colin came : the
cumstance was becoming unaccounyh
none had seen the dog : and uneasiney;
ceeded toanger : he now left his reaper-
went to the house to inquire of Grizzelf
animai had been in the house ; but ghe -
swered that she had only seen him ong:
the early part of the day, for a minye
two, when alter receiving a piece of cale
had ran off with it in his mouth, nor gy
to eat it, contrary to his usual custom:{
with the circumstance of his leavinghig
the morning, and his unaccountableaty
confirmed William Kerr in his opinion,
something uncommon must have happg(
to him : as he could ill do without his ax
ance to gather his sheep for the nightwi
out returning to his reapers, he set ot
the spot where the dog had left him,¢
and anoncalling him by his well knownwm;
tle and name. The harren muirechoei .
call ; but no Colin appeared. At lengh
came to the place; and was overtaken v
fear, as he observed the animal stret
upon the giound, with something cise.
side him, which hie seemed to watch.

“ Colin! Colin 1’ he called, * poor Cd:

The dog’ did not rise : he gave everyr.
token of joy and pleasure at thesightd.
master, and wagging iis tail ; but hem
no effort to stir, fearful, apparently, of §
turbing the object that loy beside him,

“ Surely,” said his master, ** my porc
isbewitched. Colin, you rascal, come ¥
me.” But Colinmoved not,

The farmer stood rooted to the s,
hed neither the power to advance norrex
—a. superstitious fear took possession of &
a tingling feeling seemed to excite &t
muscle of his body : the fear in fact of.
fairies was upon him; and conceived hins
the victim of fascination, for he could.
withdraw his eyes from the object of hisalx:
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st there was ground for alarm: before
- ynder the shadow of & grey stone,within
4w yards, lay his faithful dog, a creature
- pever before required a second call from
2 now deaf'to that voice which he was
stto obey ¢ he was supporting something
uad the appearance of a lovely child
+dasleep, nestled close into his bozom.the
4} resting upon his shaggy side, and its
Yygolden hair appearing like raysoflight
the pillow upon which it rested : the fuce
-«ared more beauteous than any thing of
searth he had ever seen. As William
o5 surprise began to abate, his fears, if
-He, inc1eased.

‘Surely,” said he to himself, * this is one
pechildren of the fairies. God protect
-1} am bewitched as well as my dog. 1
wfelt thus before in the presence of mere
tly beings! my knees can scarce support

" uand cannot withdraw my eyes from that
halobject ! God deliver me from the
=roftheenemy ! And lie shut his eye-
-bya convulsive eflort.

Yethen attempted to pray, but memory
ied, the palsy of fear had so completely
‘nged him : the very beauty of the objec;
ased his alarm ; for he had heard that
anisnever more to be feared than when
ippears as an angel of light : with hiseyes
by a nervous effort, he turned himself
dand ran to his reapers.

sheapproaclied them his natural firm-
-returned ; but his countenance still be-
fed the agitation of Lis mind : the reapers
vustquitting the field, and seeing him
'mg towards them, crowded round him,
wrly inquiring the cause of his alarm;and
ras some time before he recovered his
-htogive them an account of whut he
‘xen: the whole group wasstruck with
-and amazement, gazing alternately at
farmer and at each other—not knowing
110 think of the strange case ; but they
tgreed that some effort should be made
te recovery of the dog : John Bell, an
tofthe church, and a neighbour farmer
tand said—

Mybrethren, the power of the Evil One

et ; but it is overruled by One greater

-more glorious: let us employ His aid, and
 “nshall flee before us.”

ken his prayer was finished, he arose
1afirm assurance in the Divine aid.
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* T will go forth,” said he, "in thestrength
of His name, and see what new delusion of
Satan this is! William Kerr, send to the
House for the ha’ Bible, that I may carry it
43 a shicld between us and the wiles of him
who will vanish before the lioly book, like
mist belore the wind.”

Oune of tl:e y ung men ran to the house,
and soon returned with his mistress, shie her-
self’carrying the important volume, which
she dehivered into the handsof Jolin Bell ;
and he read aloud to them that beautiful
chapter, the fourteenth of St. John’s Gospe!.
They then proceeded to the spot pointed out
by the farmer, chanting a psalm as they
walked along : all, excepting the elder, were
unnerved by fear; casting many a glance
around, and ready at the least alarm to run
away : before they reached the stone, Colin
came bounding to them,barking for joy,while
the master exclaimed—

* Great is the power of the Word! The
charm is broken ! Calin, Colin, I am rejoiced
to have rescued you from the evil powers :
come my lad, let’s to the hill and weer in the
ewes.”  And with his usual whistle he point-
ed to the hill.

Colin would not obey the order,but ran back
towards the large grey stone, barking in an
unusual manner, returning, again running
towards it, and looking back as if he wished
his niaster to fulluw ¢ the whole group were
in amazement, and hnew not what to think
—-but what swmprised them tlic more was, at
the dog tuking the end of his master’s plaid
in his mouth, and endeavouring to drag him
towards the stone: as the party thus stood
irresolute, the faiut wailing of a child was
distinctly heard, and a babe, supporting its
feebic arms upon the stone, was seen to
emerge from the otherside of it : it was the
same the farmer had previously seen: his
fears returned ; several of the most timid fled
—but Colin ran to the little stranger, and
licked the tears that ran down its cheeks,
while the child put its arms around his neck:
that they witnessed something out of the
usual order of nature, no one present had the
smallest doubt ; for how, by earttuy meuns,
could a child of man have reached a spot so
lonely and secluded ?

“What ean this inean,”exclaimed Grizzel:
* Colin, you never refused to obey my voice;
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surely nothing good can induce you to dis-
regard it : come, come, and leave that un-
earthly creature.”

John Bell, who had been occupicd in men-
tal devotion, at length broke silence—

“Letus not judge harshly,” said be; ** per-
hapsit is a Christian child, dropped here by
the fairies as they were bearing itaway from
its parents, who now mourn for its luss, and
nurse a changeling in its place : it may have
been rescued by the prayer of faith, or some
other means,from their power: in the strength
of His name, I will be convinced of its real
nature, either by puitiug it to flight if it is
unearthly, or rescuing it from death if it is
human ; for we must not leave it here to
perish through cold and want, and prove
ourselves more cruel than the dumb animal.”

As hespoke the eye of the child turned
towards them ; it gave a feeble cry, and
streiched out its arms, still supported by the
dog. The elder advanced to it, and placing
the Bible upon its head, it smiled in his
face, and grasped his leg. The tearscame
into the gond man’s eyes, while Colin bound-
ed for joy, and licked his hand as 1t rested
upon the head of the ¢hild.

¢ Come forward my friends,” he said ; “ it
is a lovely child, a Christian babe, for it
smiles at the touch of the blessed Word, It
is weak and sore spent, and calls for attention
and kindness.

All the woman was kindled in the heart
of the farmer’s wife ; she ran to the babe and
pressed it to Lier bosom, kissing it as it smiled
in her face,‘and lisped a few words in a
language none present could understand.—
The fears of all were now nearly dissipated ;
those who had fled returned ; all the females
in turn cmbraced the babe ; butthe fondness
of William Kerr for the fuundling was now
equal to his former fears. He at once re-
solved to adopt it as Lis own until its sorrrow-
ing parents should recluim it, Grizzel con-
curred in the sentiment and resolution ; and
he and Colin, who now had resumed all his
wonted obedience, set off for the hill, while
the other returned to the house.  As Grizzel
carried the child heme, she fult her love for
it increase ; and the void that had existed in
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her bosom ever since her marriage, wy-
filling up. ‘T'he cluld’s eyes were of 3¢
hazel, and gave indications of beauty.
its clothes wercof a far finer tcxture‘&
those wern by children of humbler ray) »
bespoke a good ovigin.  Of all the foy
present shealone felt assured that ity
proper child, because she wished it tobe

the others looked upon it still with some
givings ; revolving,doubtless, in their i
the strangeness of all the circumstanee

tending the affair--and not the least of¢
was the locality of the child’s positio,

was a lonely spot, bearing no goodpy
close by a beautifulgreen knoll, standine
aspring of pure water, and covered
daisies ; while all around was heahy

stunted grass, resembling an oasis in the’
sert. Strange sights were reported to by
been geen near it ; and the shepherdlag:
thestill evenings of summer, were wt
hear their strange humming noises, mir
with faint tinklings--sure sign, of coms,
the presence of the fairies. It was calleg;
Faire knowe, while the stone wascallslt
Eldrich Stone~names of bad omen,2
suficient (o scare all visiters after nightfs
‘I'he newly awakened feelings of Grizzl®
prived all these ideas and :zcollections
that weight which operated with the ot
females, and warped their opinions;a
while theyconcluded that nothing goodex
be found in such a spot, they cautioned G
zel,in their kindness, to be wary thatt
creature did her no harm. Grizzel hez.
was not without some misgivings; but<
clung to the babe that lay in her bosom z
resolved to put to the test, assoonat
reached home, whether it was reallyaf¢
or a child stolen by these kidnappers

She believed her test to be sufficie
make it, if a fairy, leave her presence;
Luman babe, to place it beyond theirps
to recover it, cleanse it from any spell
might have put upon it, secure it fron.,
evil eye, andprevent its being forespoey
For these most important purposes she
rowed a picce of money (without asie
a reason for wanting it) from one of hernés
bours, and, as, soon as she rcached ks
secured herself inthe spence with theld
(for no one must sec her in the act,) put
picce of money into sume clean water ®
salt, stripped the child o its skin, washel
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£y, then took its shift and passed it
wethrough the smolee of the fire, and put
sagain with the wrong side cut. All this
+done not without fear and trembling on
partof Grizzel ; but Lier new found trea-
.wasunchanged, and smifed sweetly in
fee as she proceeded in her superstitious
-ions. Having supplied itz little wants,
tally assured, she put it to bed with joy
‘qtisfaction, and fooked on it tilf it fell
asweet sleep. Scarce had she accom-
1ed this, when William Kerr cutered
yJohn Bell, upon whom he had called
ereturned from the hill, to aid him with
wonsel and advice.

Well, Grizzel,” said he, *is ita lad or a
parn we hae found ; for I am convinced,
othe fear it gae me,] by what our elder
@i, that it is nae fairy, but an unchris-
1yean the elves had been carryin awa
Jsparents, wha, I hae nae doot, are noo
minits loss.”

- lndeed, guidman,” replied Grizzel, “ it

snde a lass bairn as ever I saw inmy

ada’sricht. 1tis nae fairy, Pm eatis-

and'm right glad on’t ; for she’ll be o

teomfort to us, now that we are getting

- years if her ain mother doesna come to

her 1 her ainn bosom; but o' that I

- there is little chance ; for, by the few
sitspoke, it is nae child o’ oor land.”

Willam Kerr,” said the eider, *if, as
wife proposes, you mean to keep this
1there is one duty to perform, both for
ke and your own—and that is, it must
uplized ; for there is no doubi this sa-
right has either been witkheld or ne-
ted, or the encmy would not have had
ower to do as he has done, To-morrow
" gomysell to the minister and talk with
;and next Lord’s Day you or I must
‘ot it to be admitted into the visible
oh, of which I pray it may be a worthy
ther.  Are you content 2

‘armair than content,” replied the for-
- “Twill rejoice and bless God for the
<on as fervently as if’ she were my ain.

~leThaeabit or a beild she shall neither
_unger nor cold.”

¢ parties geparated for "he night, and
ewfound stranger slept in the bosom
efarmer and luswife. On the follow-
,{;bbath it was taken to the church of
_egafl to be baptized. The ehurch was
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crowded to excess, Fvery one that could,
by any effort, get there, attended to witness
the christening of a fairv, all expecting
something uncommon to occur. The farmer
and his wife, they thought, were too rash to
harbour in their house, for it was not chancy
to be at feud with “ the good people,” who,
out of revenge, might shoot his cattle ; and,
verily, during that summer, a good many
had already died of clve shots. As the chris-
tening party approached the church, every
one was anxious to get a peep at the young
creature. It was so beautiful that it could
not, they said, be a common child ; neither
was it a changeling, for changelints are
weazened, yammering, ill-looking things,
that greet night and day, and never grow
bizger. Contrary tothe expectations of al-
most all the congregation, when the farmer
and his party entered the church, the child
neither screamed nor flew off in a flash of
fire, but emiled as beautiful as a cherub.—
Theservice went on as usual. The farmer
stood up and tookthe holy vows upon him-
self, and gave the lovely babe the name of’
Helen. The gitl throve, and became the
pride of her foster parents, who leved heras
intensely as if she had been their own child ;
and Colin became, if possible, more beloved
by them, as Helen’s playfellow.

A few months after the finding of Helen
as Grizzel was one day examinidg the silken
dress which she wore when discovered on the
muir, and which had never been put on
shice—lLieing soilled and damp when tahen
ofl—she discovered a piece of paper in one of
the folds, much creased, as if it had been
pliced there by some one in a state of great
agitation. It was written in I'rench ; neither
the furmer nor lierself could read it; but
William, on the first opportunity, took and
shewed it to the minister, who transluted it
as follows :—" Merciful God! protect me
and my child from the fury of my husband,
who has returned, after his long absence,
more gloomy thanever. Alas!iu what hqvc
I offended him? 1f I lLave, without any -
tention, done so, my dear baby, you cannot
have given oflenee.  Good Gud ! there are
preparations for @ journey making in the
court-yard—horse, saddle, and pillion.—
VWhere am I to be carried to2 My babe!l
will pot be parted from you but by death !
His feet are onthe stairs. 1 hear his voice.
Alas! I tremble at that sound which was
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once music to my soul.  Holy Virgin ! he ap-
proaches ! 1leie the wriung ceased. It
threw no light upon the cvent, further than
itshewed that th* mother of the cluld was
unhappy,and above the lower ranks of life.
The paper William left with the minister,
at his request.

The livie Helen grew, and became even
more lovely and engaging—the delizht and
oy of the fiirmer aud his wile. Yet their
Lappiness Lad in it a ‘mixtre of pain; for
they never thouzht cf her but with a fear
lest, as not beinz their own chilid, she shonld
be cluimed and iaken from them. Years
rolled on, and Helen grew apace. She was
of guick parts, and learned, with facility,
every thing she was taught—a circumstance
which induced many to believe that the f{ai-
ries were her private tutors. 'The opmion
was justified by other circumstances. She
was thoughtful and solitary for a child. 'T'he
Eldrich Stoue wes her favourite haunt. She
seldom joined in the sports of the other chil-
dren of her age—having indeed, little in-
ducement ; for they weie always fearful of
her, and felt constraint in her presence.~
Some of the most forward taunted her with
the cognomen of Fairy Helen ; and if she
was successful, [as she often was,] in their
childish sports, they left her, saying, * Who
could win with a fairy ' This chilled the
joyous heart of the fair Helen, and was the
cause of many tears, which the kind Grizzel
would kiss ofl with more than maternal love.
As she grew up, she withdrew herself from
the sceietv of those who thus grieved her;
but there was ont. individual who ever took
her part, and boldly stood forth in her de-
fence.  This was Willie, * the widow’s von,”
as he was familiarly called, for no one hnew
his surname. He lived with an aged woman,
who pased as his mcther ; but the more
knowing [vmales of the village said she could
not,fiom her apparent uge, bear the charac-
ter.  She Liad come there no one knew from
whence, and iuhabited a lone cottage with
the boy. Sheappeared to be extremely poor,
yet sought no aid from any one. William
was better clad thanany child inthe parish,
and much care had beeu tuhen in his educa-
tion. Stehad [by the proper legitimate right]
the name of being a witch. Slie svught not
the acquaintance of her neighbours; anl,
when addressed by any of them, was very
reserved, but civil: while the only thing that
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saved her from persecution, was her reg
and devout attendance at church,'along-
the child, William, and the good opiniy
the worthy mini<ter. Yet this scarcely
ved her; for, when anything untoward
curred in the ueighbourhood, it was aly
laid to hier charge. William wassix orge
years older than Helen, and, still sman
under the taunts he had himself endy
was hier champion, and none dared offer
insult in his presence. Her timid heart ¢l
to him and loved him a= a brother, and ¢
were ever together—as he accompanied
toand fiom school, as it she had been
sister.  Ile was now about cighteen, tall-
athletic for Lis uge, and a finn and rew!
mind.

It was in the autumn of the year |
that a strange horseman, with a servant
hind him, was seen to approach the lone’
tawe of the widow, to dismount and en’
He remained for several hours,duringw
us servant was busy purchasing a horse
the necessary furniture for an immediat
parture. Willie was afterwards zeenbe
ing across the fields, owards (he how
William Kerr, which he entered withs
beaming with joy.

* Helen,” said he, “ I am come to bi
farewell ; for I am going to leave Minn
for a long time, and I could not thinke.
ing without seeing you,and letting you.
my good fortune.”

Helen burst into tears and sobbed.
Willic " she cried “ who will take wy
when you are gone? I will have nof
left but my dear father and mother, t
will miss you so much; but it is wrot
me to be grieved for your departure,if
jortune is good.” And she tried to st
her tears.

“Yes, Helen,” said he “my forlo
good ; 1 have found, what T hope yo
soon fiud,a long-lost futher—a parent I.
nut existed. I now huow that Elizab.
not my mother, but has only had thed
of meduring my father's exilein a fo
land. He is now returned with Wi
Punce of Orange, and is restored tohi
tate. I am going w London to joit
where I will olten thisk of you Hefen. ¥
well ™ And, clasping the weeping b
tv hisbuzom, Le ran back to his cottagé:
tarewell of Elzabeth, and, full of hope
oyous expectation, soon was out of sight



