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TALES OF THE BORDERS.

“ Peter! O Peter ! cried the wretched girl,
clinging around him.

The party from the frigate approached
them. Even their hearts were touched.

“ From my soul I feel for you Paterson”
aid the lieutenant commanding them, “aw!
Iam sorry to see those olid peoile and that
lovely girl in distress, but you kunow I must
do my duty, lad ™ o

“ O Sir! Sir? eried his mother, wringing ;
her hands and addressing the licutenant, “if
ye haea drop @ compassion in your hear:
spere u:y poor baien ! O Sic! Limplowe yo
as 7e wad expect mercy here or hereafier,
dinna tear him from the door o' the mothe:

" that bore him.”

“ Good woman,” replied the officer, “your
son must go with us, but I shall doall that1
can 10 reader his punishment as light as pos-
sible.”

Aun uttered a shriek of horror.

“ Panishment !” exclaimed Betty, grasping
the z-m of the lieutenant—"* O Sir! what
do ye mean by punishient? Surely, though
your heart was harder than a nether mill-
stane, ye conldna be sae cruel as to hurt my
$aien for comin’ to see his ain mother ?”

* Sir,” said Robin, “my son never intended
to rin away frae your ship. He tauld me he
was gaun to return immediately, I assure ve
o that. But Sir, if ye could ouly leave bim,
and if siller can do ony thing in the case, ye
shill hae the savings o’ thirty years, and a
faither’s blessing into the bargain.”

“ O aye Sir ' cried his mother, “ ye shall
hae the last penny we hae inthe wold—ye
shall hae the very stock off the farm if ye'll
feave my bairn !”

The officer shook his head. The sailors
attempted 10 pinion Peter’s arma.

¢ Vast there, shipmates, vast,” said Peter
sorrowfully ; ** there’s no need fo: that; had
Yintended to run for it you would rot have
found me here. Ann, love’—he added—
his heart was too full for words—he groaned
__he pressed his teeth upon his lip—he wrime
her hand. He grasped the hands of his pa-
_ents and of Mr.Graham—he hurst into tears,
_nd in bitteruess exclaimed “ farewell 1 )
will not describe the painful scene, nor paim
_he silent agony of the (athers, the heart rend-
ng lameutations of the bereaved motl:er, nor
ae tears and anguish of the auserable mai-
_en who refused to be comforted.

Peter was taken to the boat and conveyed
ouin to the frigate : his officerssat in judg-

prit betore them : he begzed to be heard in
his defence, and his prayer was granted.

* I know, your honours,” said Peter, “that
[ have been gulty of a breach of discipline ;
tuet I deny that [hadany intention of renning
fiom the service. Who amongst you that has
wheart to feel would natunder the same cir-
cumstanees have acted as b dul? Whe that
his been torn fiom a father’s hearth would
not v-ave danger, or death iteif, ngain to
rake a lather by the hand,or to g hiz arms
around another’sneek 7 O who that has
plighted his heact and his troth to one that
< dearer thian hfe, would not risk his Iile for
her =ithe 7 Geut'emien, it hecomes not man
to pumsh an act which Heaven has not res
wistered as a erime. You way flog, torture,
and degrade me--1 will not supplicate for
mercy--but will degradation prompt me to
serve my king more faithfully 2 I know you
must do your duty, but I know aiso you will
do it as British officers, as men who have
hearts to feel.,”

During this address Peter had laid aside
his wonted provincial accent. There wasan
evident leaning amongst the officers in his
favour, and the punishment they awarded
him was a few days confinement.

It was during the sccond war hetween
Great Britain and the United States. "L'he
(vigate was ordered to the coast of Newfound-
fund. She had eruised upon the station about
three monthe, and during that time, as the
scamen xid, “ not a lubher ol the enemv had
dared to shew lis face—there was no life go-
ing at all,” ard they were becommg unpa-
tient for a friendly set-to with therr brotlier
Jonathan. Itwas Peter's watch at the mast
head. * Asail la Yankee I shouted Peter.
A sost of wild huria busst from his comrades
on the deck. An officer hastily nscended the
ngging to ascertain the fact. “All’s right,?
he ecried, *“ a sixty gun ship at least.”

¢ Clear the deck, my boys,” ciied the com-
mander, *“ get the guns in order--act:ve—be
steauly, and down upon her.”

Within ten minutes all was in readiness for
action. “ Then down on the deck,my lads®
cried the captain, * not a word amongst you;
give them a British welcome.”

The brave fellows silently knelt by the
eqna, glowing with impatience for the cora-
iand to be given to open their fiie upon the
enemy. The Americans reemed nothing
loath to meet them half-way. Like winged
engines of death rushing to shower destrue-
tion on each other, the proud ve-sel came
within gunshot. The American opened the
first fire upon the frigate. Several shot had

_—tupon liisoﬂeme. and Peter stood a cul-
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passed over, and some of the crew were al-

ready wounded. Still no word escaped from

the lips of'1he Buitish commander. At length

he spoke a worid in the ear of the man at the

helm, and the next moment the frigate was

brought across the bow of the'tnemy. “Now

my lade,” cried the captain, “ now give them

it” An earthquake seemed to burst at his
words : the American was raked fore and

aft, and the dead and dying and limbs of the

wounded strewed her deck, The enemy

quickly brought their vessel round; then fol-

lowed the random gun, and anon the heavy

broadsides were poured into each other. Kor

an haur the action had continued, but victmy

or death seemed the deter.mivation of both

parties. Buth ships were crippled and had

become almost unmanageable, and iueach

equal courage and seamanship were display-+
ed. Itwas drawing towards midnight, they

became entangled, and the word “to board!?

was givenhy the commander of the frigate.

Peter Paterson was the first man who,cutlass

in hand, sprang upon the deck of the Ameri-

can : he seemed to possess a liow’s strength

and more than a lion’s ferocity. Ina few

minutes lour ol the enemy had sunk beneath

his weapon. * On my hearties! {ollow Put-

erson,” eried an officer; “ Peter’sa hero !?

Fifiv Englienmen were engaged hand to

hund with the crew of the American, and

for a time they gained ground,but they were
opposed with a determination equal to their

ownand overpowered by superiority of num-

bers, they were diiven back and compelled

to leap again into the frigate. At the moment
his comrades were repulsed, Peter was enga-

ged with the first lientenant of the Ameriean
— Stopa minute P’ shouted Peter, as he
beheld them driven back, “keep your ground
till I finish this fellow ?  His request was
made in vain, and he was left alone on the
enemy’s deck, but Peter would turn hisback
on no man. “ 1t lies between you and me,
now friend,”said he tohis antagonist : he had
shivered the sword of the lieutenant by the
hilt, when a Yankee seaman, armed witha
crowbar, felled Peter to the deck.

Datkness came on and the vessels separa-
ted. The Americans were flinging their
dead into the sea ; they lifted the body of Pe-
ter: his hands moved—the supposed dead
mangroaned : they again placed him on the
deck ¢ he at length looked vound inbewilder-
ment : he raised himsell on hisside: *1say
neighbours,¥said heto the group around him,
¢ ja this our ship or yours?” The Ameri-
amnmd. merry at Peter’s question, “Wecl

il'it be yours” continued he, “1 canonly
tell you it was {oul play that didit. 1t was
a low cowardly action to fell a man behiud
his back ; but come [ace to fuce, and twa at
a time if ye liko, and it clear the decks o' -
the whole elip’s crew ¢’ you”

* You ure u ucble fellow,” soid the lieu-
tenant whom he had encountered, *and if’
you will join our service, ¥ guess your merit
shan’t be long without promotion,”

“What !” cried Peter, * raise my right
hand against my ain country! Gude gracious,
sir 1 wud sooncr eat it as my next mea'™”

Ina (ew weeks the vessel putiato Buston
for repa‘ra, and ou her arrival it wuy ascer~
tained that peance had heen conciwded he- .
tween the two countries. Peter found himself
ounce more at Lberty but with liberty Ie found
himself in a strange land, without it sixpence
in his pocket., This was no enviable sitoation .
to be placed in, even in Americn, renowned
as it is as the paradise of the unfortunate—
and he was standing or the secoud morning ,
adier his being put on-shore counting the!
picturesque 1slands which stud Boston har-t
bour, for his breakfust, poor (ellow, wheu a |
person accosted iz * Well, my lad, how
izthe new world using you 2 Pater started
round : it was hisold advercary the lieutens "
Ay 3

“ A weel filled pocket, sir,? returned Peter, §
* will mak either the uew warkl or the auld
use you weel; and withouy that, 1 reckon}
your usage in u(hex the ave or the ither,wad™
he naething to mak a sang ubout,”? :

The licutenant pulled out his purse—“Tam
not rich, Paterson,”said Le; * but, perhups,.
T can assist a2 brave man inneed.”? Peter was:
prevailed upon to accept a few dollars, He*
kuew that to return to Berwickshire was a-
gain to throw himeelf into the power of his
persecutor, and he communed with himself
what to do : he eould plough ; he could ma-
nage a farm—he was master ot all field-work
—and withiz a week he engaged himself av
a farm-:ervant to a proprietor in the peigh
bouthood of Charleston. He had emall rea
son, however, to be in love with his new en-
ployment. Peter was proud and high minded
(in the Euglizh, not the American acceptation
of the word) and he found his master an im-
perious, avaricious, republican tyrant, The
mat’s conductillaccorded with his professiom
of universal liberty, Hiz wigh scemed to be,
to level all down to his own standard,ths,
he,might the more easily trample on all beloa
him: his incessant cry, from theising of i
sun uoti its setting, was, “ Work !, work’*
and w1th an cath he again called upon h.
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#ervants to work ! He treated them as | called him: and what indeed would Betty
beaets of burden—"* Work! hang ye, work!? Paterson.hnve said to have seen'her oWn aon
and a few oaths, scemed to be the principal | Peter, with a red cloak, a painted face, &
words in the mu's vocabulary, Peter Lad | grey wWig, and a white beard falling on his
not been averwrought in the fiigate—he had | breast ! Lear—Peter—cntered. He looked
“been his own master at Foxluw—and wheu , thove, below,and around him, The aulicnce
{ doing his u.most he hated to Liear those words , clapped their hauds, shouted, and clapped
‘everlasti gly rung in hisear, But he had . their hands again, It was to cheer the new
“another cause for abhorfing his erployment; ; performer.  Peter thought they would bring

his master had g number of glaves, ou whom
‘he wreaked the full measure of hig cruelty.
.There was one, an old man, in particular,
Yon whom he almost every day gatified his
‘eavageness. Peter had beheld the bruwl
sgreatment of theold negro till he could stand
éx’t nn langer; and one day when he was vainly
imploring the man who called himsell’ the
owner of his flesh for merey, Peter rshed
forward, he seized the savage by ihe breas,
and exclaimed—* Confound, yerir, ifl see
ye strike that poor auld black creature again,
I'lt cleave ye to the chin.”

The sluve owner trembled with rage.—
“ What ! said he ; “ iv’s a fine thing, indeed,
i'we've wollopped the English for hiberty,and
after all a man an’t 10 have the liberty of
wollopping his own neeger 1

ile drew out his purse, and flang Peler’s
wages contemptuously on the ground. Peter

down the theatre. The lights dazzled his
cyes. The gallery began to swim—the pit
moved—the boxes appenred_to wave back-
ward and forward. Peter became pafe through
the very rouge that bedaubed his face, and
sweat, cold as icicles, rained down his teme
ples. The shouting and clapping of hauds
was resumed—he feft a trembling about his
limhs—be endeavoured to look wupon the
audience—he could discern only a confused
mass. ‘The noise again ceased,

* Attend———France——DBurgundy———
hem {——Gloster!” faltered out poor Peter.
The laughter became louder than the clap-
ping of hands had been before.  The mana-
ger led Peter off the stage, paid him the half
of his week’s salary, and bade him good-by.
It is unnecessary to tell you how Peter, after
this disappoin ment, laid out eight dol'arsin
the purchase of a pack, and how, as pediar, ke

stooping placed the money in his pocket, and ! travelled for two years among the I dianeand
turning towards Charleston, proceeded along ! hack-settlers of’ Canada, and how he made
the bridse to Boston.  He hid seen enough | money in his new calling.  He had written
't e far H 1A ¢ . :
of tiliing another maw’s furm in Americaand 14, i parents and to Ann Graham ; bat, in

resolved to try his fortune in some other way
~ —but was at i loss how to hegin,  Talready
have told you how Peter’s mother praised his
delivery in his debate with the schuolmaster;
and Peter himself thought that he could de-
liver a passage from Shakspeare in a mun.
aer that would make the fortune of any hero
o the sock and buskin ; and he was passing
along the M Jl, counting the nanber of trees
‘n every row, much in the same manner, and
-or the same reason, as he had formerly so
-ounted *he islands in the havbour, when the
_hought struck him that the Americans weie
oad of theatricals ; and he resolved to try
hésiage : hecalfed at the lodgmgs of the
nanager in Franklin Place : he gave a spe-
-imen of his abilities ; and at a salary of eigh-
sn dollars a week, Peter Paterson was en-
.aged as lealer of the * heavy busines” of
he doston corps dramatique. The tidings
vould' liave killed his mother. Lear was
hosen as the part in which he was to make
_is first-appearance. The curtam w+s drawn
P * Peter-+what would yuur mothersay?”
-hispered his conzscience, as he looked in the

! his unsettled way of" lite, it is no wonder that

he had not received an answer. He had
| teritten azain to say, that, in the course of
four months, e wculd have to be in New-
Yak in the way of business—for Peter’s
| pride woull not permit him to acknowledyre
that he carried a Pack—and if they addres.
sed their letters to him at the Pest-office there,
he would receive them. He had been some
weeks in New-York, and called every day,
with an anxious heart, at the Post office.~
But his time was vot lost; l.e had obtained
many rare aad va'uable skins .from the
Indians, and, with his shop upen hisback, he
was dving more business than the most
Gashinnable siore-keeper in the Broadway.-
At length, a letter arrived. Peter hastily
opened the seal, which bore the impress of
his mozher’s thimble, and read :(—"-My dear
bairn,— T his comes to intform ye that haith
your faither and me are weel—thanks to the
Giver o’ @’ good—and hopiug to find ye the
same. O Peter, hinuy, could ye only come
hame—did you only ken whaut eleepless
nights X spend on your account, ye wad leavs-

lase, just as the bell rang aund the prompter

-,

Ataerica as son a8 ye get my letter. 1 woom
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der that ye notken that Ann, poor woman,
an’ her fdither, an’ her mother, an’ the family,
o' gaed 10 ahout Apierica mair thana year
and a‘half eyne, and P'm surprised ye haena
€een them”

“ Aaa in America 1 cried Peter. He was
unable to read the remainder of his mother’s
Ietter. He again flung his pack upon his
ghoulder, but rot so much to barter and to
sell, as to seek his betrothed bride. He visit-
ed almost every ity in the States, and in the |
provincesof British America. He advertised
for her in more than fifty newspapers; but in
hissearch,the world prospered with Peter: his
vrack had made him rich. He opened a store
in New-York. He became also o sharshold-
erin canals, and a proprietor of sieam-beats;
in short, he nas looked upon usone of the
most prosperous men in the city. But his
heart yearued for his vative land; and Peter
Paterson, 1:q., turued his propeity iuto cash,
and embarked for Liverpool.

Ten long years had passed since the eyes

of Befty Pateveon had looked upon her son ; |

and she was busied, on « winter day, leeding
her poultry dn the barn-yard, whea she
observed a postchaise drive through the
village and begin to ascend the hill towards
Foxlaw,

“ Preserve us, Robin 1’ she cried, agshe
bustled into the house, “ there’s a coach
comin’ here—what can folk in a coach want
wi’ the {ike ¢’ us? Haed awa out an’ see
what they want, till I fling on a clean mutch
an’ anapron, an® muk mysel wiselike.”

“¥ watna wha it can be,” said Robin, ashe
rose and went towards the door.

The chaise drew up—a tall genieel-looking
man alighted from j1—at the first glance he
seemed nearly forty years of age, but he was,
much youuger, As he approached, Robin
started back—his heart sprang to his throat
—his tongue faltered.

“ Pe—Pe—Peter!” he exclaimed. ‘The
stranger leaped forward, and fell upon the
-old man’s neck.

Betty heard the word Peter !~the clean
cap fell from her hand, she uttered a scream
of'joy, and reached to the door, her grey hairs
falling over lace ; and the next moment her
arms encircled her son,

T need not tell you of the thousanad anxious
questions of the fond mother, and how she
wept.as he hinted at the misfortunes he had
encounterefl,andsmiledand wept,and grasped
his haud, again, as be dwelt upon his pros-
peritys

“yd_ I oo aye say,” exclaimed she, “that

1 would live to see my Peter a gentleman?”?
“Yet, mother,” said Peter, * riches cannot
bring happiness~at least not to me, while 1
can hear nothing of poor Ann. Cun no one
tell to what part of America her father wem?
—for 1 have sought them everywhere.”

* Oh, torgic me, hinny,” cried Betty, bitter-
ly; it was a mistake o yer mother’s a’thegi-
ther. T understand, now, it wasna America,
they gaed to ; but it was Jamaica, ar some
ca, and we hear thev’re back again.?

* Not America !’ said Peter: “and back
again'—then, where~where shall I find
her ?? *

“When we wrote fo you, that, after leaving
here, they had gaen to Ameriea,” said Robin,
“it was understood they had gaen there~
at ony rate, they went abroad someway-and
we never heard, till theother week, thatthey
were back to this country, and are now abhout
Liverpool, where I'm very sorry to hear they
are very ill off'y for the warld, they say, has
gaen &' wrang wi’ the auld man.”

Thiz was the only information Peter could
obtain, They were bitter tidings; but they
brought hope with them,

“Ye were saying that ye was in Liverpool
the other day,” added the mother; “1 won-
der ye didna see some o’ them

Peter was sad, yet he almost smiled at the

[ simplicity of his parent ; and he resolved to

set out in quest of his bethrothed on the fol-
lowing day.

Leaving Foxlaw, we shall introduce the
reader to Sparling Sireet, in Liverpool.—
Awongst the misernble ccllors Where the
poor are crowded together, and where they
are almost without light and without air, ane
near the foot of the street was distingaished
by its outward cleantiness; and in the win-
dow wasa ticket with the words—" A Girl’s
School kept here.~by A. Graham.® Over
this homble cellar was a boarding-house,
from wkich, ever and anon, the loud laugh
of jolly seamen rang boisterous ason their

own element. By a feeble'fire in the com-

fortless cellar, sat an emaciated, and appa-
rently dying man; near him sat his wife,
engaged in making such siicles of apparel
as the slop-dealers send to the West Indies,
and near the window was a pale but beauti-.
ful young woman, instructing a few children
in needle-work and the rudiments of educa-
tion. 'The children being dismissed, she.
began to assist her mother; and, addressing
her father, said—

“ Come, ther up, dear father—do not give:
way to despondency—we shall see- bettet
times, Come, smlle oow, and I wdl sing
your favourite zoag.”
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© « Feaven blessthee, my own sweet child!?
;aid the old man, while the tears trickled
ﬁown his cheeks, “ ‘I'hou wilt sing to cheer
Jme, wilt thou 2—bless thee '——bless thee !
t is enough that in my old age, I eat thy
o‘)ﬂ.l\d my childl—sing notl—sing notl—

“there is no mugic now for thy father’s hvart..”

{ “Oh, speak wot—think tot thus,” she cried,

" ‘tenderly * you make me sad tvo.”

# X would not make thee sad,love,” return-
ed he, “ but it is hard—it is very hard—that
alter cruising till 1 had made a lortune, as |
may say, and after being anchored in safety
to be tempted to make another voyage, where
my all was wrecked; and not only all wreck-
&d, but my little ones too—thy brothers and
thy sisters, Ann tosee them struck down
éne alter another, and 1 hardly left where-

vith to bury them, it is hard to bear, child?
gnd worse than all, to be knocked up like a
seless hulk, and see thee amd thy mother
yiling and killing themselves lor me: it is
ore than a father’s heart can stand, Ann.?
“ Nay, repine not, lather,” said she ; “HE
ho tempereth the wind to the shorn famb,
ill not permit adversity to press on us more
ardly than he gives us strength to endure it
though we sofler poverty,our exertionskeep
s nbove want.?
The old woman turned asnde her headand
vept.
“True dear,” added he, “ thy exertions
eep us from charity ; hut those exertions my
 hild will not long be able to make ; I see it
feel it! And,oh, Ann,shall I see thee and
1y mother inmates of a workhouse--shall 1
- ear men call thy father, Rill Graham, the
1d pauper??

- The sweat broke upon the old man's brow
-om his excitement : his daughter strove 10
_othe him,and with an assumed playfulness,
ommenced singing Skinner’s beauuful old
xan s song, beginning—

¢ Oh, why should old age so much wound us !

Now, Peter Paterson had beenseveral days
1 Liverpool, anxiously inguiring for Cupt.
“raham, but withodit obtaining any informa.-

_ on of him or of his daushter, or where they
welt. Again and again he had wandered
long the docks ; and.he was disconsolately
assing up Sparling Street, when the loud
velry of the eeamen in the boarding-house
ttracted his attention. It reminded him of
- awociationz : he pansed for & moment,

0 glanced upon the house, and, as the
-aling lauglyer ceased, a low, sweet voice,

urmg lorth asimple Scottish air, reaclied

. Peter now siood atill : he listened ;

y|cam true.”

“ That voice!” he exclnimed audibly, and
he shook as he spoke. He looked down to-
wards the cellar ¢ the ticket in the window
caught his eye. fle read the words, “ A
Girl’s School kpt here, by A, Graham.” “1
have found hier!” he cried,clasping his hands
together.  Fle rushed down the few steps, he
stood in the midst of them: “1hava found
her 1 herepented, as he entered. His voice
fell like a sunbean on the cheerless heart of
the fair vocalist, * Peter! my own¥~she
exclaimed,starting to her feet : she could not
utter more ; she would have fallen to the
around, but Peter caught her to his arms.

1 need not deseribe the scene that followed:
that night they {eft the hovel which had
served usa grave for their misfortunes :—In
a week they arrived at Foxlaw, and within
a month old and young in the village dunced
at a joyful wedding. 1 may only add, that,
a few weeke after hiz marriage, Peter read
in the papers an adveriisement, headed:
“Upset Price Greally Reduced—Desirable
Property in the neighbourliood of Foxlaw,”
&e. It was the very farm now oflered for
sale of which Peter was to have become a
tenant some twelve years before, and was
the remnant ol'the estates of the hopeful Laird
Horslie ; and Peter became the purchaser ¢
the old skipper regained his wonted health
and cheerlulness ; and Betty Patersoa lived
to tell her grandehildren, “che aye suid their
faither wad be a gentleman, and her words
Even the old schoolmaster, who
had styled lim, *“ ue'er-do-weel Peter.” said
he * had aye predicted o' Mr. Paterson, even
when a callant, that he would turn out an
exyaordinary man.®

THE PRODIGAL SON.

The early sun was melting away the cor~
onets of'grey clouds on the brows of the moun-
taing, and the lark.as if proud of its plumage,
and surveying itself in an illuminated mir-
ror, carolled over the bright water of Kes.
wick, when two strangers et upon the side.
of the lofty Skiddaw. Each carried a small
bag and & hammer, betokening that their
common errand was to search for objects of
goclogical interest. 'The one appeared ffty,
the other some Lwenty years younger. There
is something in the solitude of the everlasting
hills, which mukes men, who arestrangers
1o each other, despise the ceremonious introe
ductions of the drawing-room. So was it with
our geologista ; their place of meeting, theu-

ﬂ.‘o .
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common pugrult, produced an instantanecous
familiarity. ¢ They epent the day, and dined
on the mountain side together. ‘They shared
the contentsof their flasks with cach other;
and ere they began to deseend the hill, they
felt, the one towards the. diher, asthouzh
they had been old friends, ‘I'hey had begun
to tuke the roud towards Keswick, when the
elder said to the younger; “ My meeting
with you to day recalls to my recollection ay
singular meeting which took place between
a friead of mine and a stranger, about seven
yeara aro, upon the sume mountain. But,
gir, I will relate to you the circumstances
conuected with it ; and they might be called
the history of the Prodigal Son.”

He paused for a few moments, and pro-
ceeded:  * About thirty yeurs ago a Mr.
Fenw.ck was possessed of property at Bani-
boroughshire, woith about three hundred
per aunum : he had married while young,
and seven fair children checred the hearth,
of & glad father and a happy mother, Muny
years of joy and peace had flown over them
when Death visiled their domestic circle,and
passed his icy hand over the cheek of’ their
first born ; and for five successive years, as
their children opened into manhood and wo-
manhood. the unwelcome visiter entered
their dwelling, till of their little flock there
wasbutone, the youngest, left. And, O sir,
in the leaving of that one, lay the cruelty of
Death ; to have taken him, too, would have
been an act of mercy: his name was Edward,
and the love, the fonduess, and the care
which his parents had borne for all their
children, were concentrated on him:  His fa-
ther, whose soul was stricken with affl.ction,
yielded to his every wish ; and his pcor mo-
ther

¢ would not rermit
The winds of H«aven 1o visit his cheek too roughly *

But you shall hear how cruelly he repaid
their love ; how murderously he returned
theirkindness: he was headstrong and way-
ward 7-and though the small, still voice of
affection was never wholly silent in his breast
it was stifled by the storm of his passions and
prepensities;.  His first mauifestation of open
viciousness, was a del ght in the brutal prac-
tice of cock-fighting ; and he became a con-
stant attender at every ‘main’ that took place
in Northumberland: he wasa habitual * bet-
ter,; and his losses were frequent ; but hith

erto his father, partly throngh fear, and
partly from a too tender aflection, had sup-
plied him with money. A ‘main’was totake

placejn the neighbourhood of Morpeth, and

hewaspresent, Two noble birds were dis-
figured, the eavage instruments of death
were fixed upon them, and they were pitted
against each other.  * A hundied to one on
the ¥elton ! Grey P shouted Fenwick. ‘Done
for guineae ¥ replied’ nnother.  * Done! for
guiuens! Done ! repeated the prodigul ;
and the next moment the Felion Grey lay
dead on the ground, pierced throvgh the
skull with the epur of the uther: he 1u-hed
out of the cockpit ; * I shall expeet payment
tormorrow, Fenwick, cried ihe other, The
prodigal mounted his horse, aud rode hote-
ward with the fury of'a madman, Kind as
his father was, and had been, he feared to
meet hitn or tell him the amountof his loss :
liis mother perceived his agony, and strove
tosoothe him.

* What is’t that troubles thee, my bird
inquired she : ‘come,tell thy mother,darling?

With an oath he cursed the mention of]
birde, and threatened to destroy himself.

‘O Edward, love? cried she, ¢ thou wilt
kill thy poor mother; what can I do for thee?

* Dofor me ¥ he exclaimed, wilily, tearing

his hair as he &poke ;¢ do for me, mather 1~
get mie a hundred pounds,or my heart’s blood
shall flaw at your leet?
, “ Child! child ¥ said she, ‘ thou hast been
at thy black trade of betting ugain ! thou
wiit ruin thy father, E lward, and break thy
wmother’s heart,  But give me thy hand on
dear, that thouithet no more, and I'll gel
thy father to give thee the money.

‘ My father must not know,’ he exclaimed;
¢ T will die rather.

¢ Love ! love ¥ replied she ; * but, without
asking thy father, where could I get thee a
hundred pounds #*

* You have some money, mother,) added
he ; and you have triukets ; jewellery P He
gasped, aud hid his face as he cpoke,

* 'Fhou shalt have them ! thou shalt have
them, child ' said she, * und all the mouey
thy mother has—only say thou wilt bet o
more. Dost thou promise, Edward—oh,dost:
thou promise thy pour mother this ¥

“ Yes, yes V' hecried. And he burst into
tears as he spoke,

He received the money, and the trinkets
which his mother had not woin for thirty
years, and hurried from the house, and with
them discharged a portion of his dishonoura:
ble debt. )

He, however, did bet again; and I might
tell you how he became a horse-racer alo-
but youshall hear that too : lie was how &
bout two and Lweaty, and for several yeu.
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he had been acquainted with Eleanor Robin-
son 3 a fair Feing, made up of gentlenessund

*lave, if ever woman war, She was nn or-

“ofthree thoneand pounds,

phan, and had n fortune it her own disposul
Her friend: had

- offen warned her aiainst the dangerous hah-

‘jte of Bdward Fenwick. But she had given

him her young heart—to himshe had pligh-ed

&

iher fivst vow ; and thaugh she beheld his fol-

-."lies, ghe trusted that time and affection would
_vean him {rom them ; and with a heart full

{ hape and love, she bestowed on him her
~iand and fortune, Poor Eleanor ! her hopes
twere viin, her love unworthily bestowed,—

Tarriage nroduced no change on the hab ts

fthe pradigal son and thauzhtless hushand,

ne weeks he was abeent fiom hisown hous
elting and earousing with hiz companions of

Bhe turl’; while one vice led the way to ann-

her and by almost imperceptible degrees he

neonsciously sunk into all the habits of u
roflizate.

Tt was about four years afler his marringe
vhen according to his custom, he took leave
f his wife for a few days, to attend the
1eeting at Doncaster,

¢ Goold-hy, Eleanor, dear,’ said he gnily,as

e rose to ddepart, and Xiswed her cheek ; 1
halt come baek within five days.?

¢ Wells Bidward, said she, tenderly, ‘il yon
7ill @o,you must—hat think of me, and think
{ these our little ones. And with a tear in
_ereye, she desired a lovely boy and girl to
iss their father. ‘Now, think of us,Edward,’
he added ; ‘aud do nat bet, dearest—do not
et

; ' Nonsense, duck ! nonsense ! said he;
did vou ever see me foze 7 do you suppose
1t Ned Fenwick is not ¢ wide awake? [
naw my horseand itz vider too: Barrymore's
_ighlander can distance every thing, But
‘it cauld not, 1 have it from a sure hand ;
ie other horses are all* safe) Do you un-
-rstand that—eh ¥

-* No, 1do not understand it, Edward, nor
-2 Lwish to understand it added she ; * but
-Aarest, as you love me—as you love our
lildren —risk nothing.’
¢ Love you, litule gipsey ! you know I’d die
~you? said he; and with all hissins, the
odigal spoke the truth, * Come, Nell, kis.
< again, ty dear ; no long faces: don’t take
-eulout of my old mother's book; you know
< ®aying : never venture never win—faim
artnever wan faie ladye ! Good-by, love
by Ned—good-by mother's darling,’ said

he, uddressiny the clulu’rcp as he leit the
liouse. - 4
He reached Doncaster : he had paid his
guinea lor admesion 10 the betting rooms: he
it whispered with, and slipy ed a e 1o atl
the shrnelled, s in-una-bone, half melted
lntle manhing called jocoeys to ascertan
the secrets of their florses. ¢ All's sufe,’ said
the prodigal to himself, rejoicing in his Leart
—"The great duy ol'the festival the injortatt
St. Leger, arrived : hundreds were realdy to
back Highlunder ngainst the field—amor gat
them wus Edward Fenwick: he would tuke
any odids s he did take them ; he stuked hig
all, ¢ A thousuud to five houdred on High-
‘ander azainst the feld,? he evied, as Le stood
wear the betting-posts ¢« Done P chouted o
amstachioed prer ol the realm,in a barouche
Yy hisside. * Done ! cried Fenwsek for the
'auble, il you like, my lord.” ‘Doue ¥ added
he peer; ‘and VIl treble it if you dare P~
* Dane ¥ rejoined the p adigal, in the confi-
lence and excitement of themomer-t. *Done!
ny lord.  The eventlul hour arrived : there
was not a false sti:t.  'The lorses took the
rround beautifully, Bighlander led the way
at his ease ; and his rider in n tartan jacket
amd mazarine cap, looked confident. Fen-
wick stood near the winning-post, grasping
the rails with his hands ; he was still confi-
dent. but he could not chase the admonition
of his wife {rom hismind. The horses were
not 1o he seen: his very soul became like a
solid and sharp-edged substance within his
breast. Of the twenty horses that started
four again appeared in sight, * The tartan
vet! the tartan yet P shouted the crowd :
Fenwick raised his eves : he was blind with
anxiety ; he could not discern them ; still he
heard the ery of * The tartan ' and his heart
sprang 10 his mouth. * Well done, orange !
the orange will have it ¥ was the next cry.
He again looked up, but he was more blind
than hefore. * Beautiful ! beauntiful ! Goit
tartan! Well done, orange! shouted ‘the,
spectators: ‘ a noble race! neck and neck ;.
i to five on the orange! He hecame ulmost .
deaf'as well asblind; “Now for it ! now for
o} it won’t do, tartare ! harra ! orange has !*

* Liar P exclaimed Fenwick, starting as if
from a trance, and grasping the epectator
who stood next him by the thioa — tam
not ruined P—In a moment he dropped his
nands by his side, he leaned over the railing,
and gazed vacautly on the ground. His

tlesh writhed, and hig woul groanad in agouy,
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¢ Eleanor !—my poor Eleanor!? cried the
prodigal. The crowd hurried towards the
winning-post—he was left alone. The peer
with whom he had betted, came behind him;
he touched him on the shoulder with his
whip~ Well my covy P suid the nobleman,
‘you have lost it

Fenwick gazed on him with a ook of fory
and despair and repeated—* Lost it!—1 am
ruined—s ul and body !—wile and children
roined ¥

“Well, Mr. Fenwick,? said the sporting peer,
‘I suppose, if that be the case, you won’t
come to Doncaster again in a hurry. But
my settling day is to-morrow--you know 1
keep sharp accounts, and il you have nat the
' ready’ at hand, I shall expect an equivalent
—you understand me.’

So saying, he rode off, leaving the prodigal
to commit suicide if he chose, it is enough
for me to tell you that, in his madness and
his mizery, and from the :nfluence of whathe
called his sense of horour, he gave the win-
ner a bill lor the money—payable at sight.
My feelings will not permit me 10 tell_you
how the poor infatuated madman more than
once made attempts upon his own life ; but
the latent love of his wife and of his children
prevailed over the rash thought, and, in a
state bordering on insanity, he presented him-
self” before the beings he had so decply
injured.

I might describe fo you how poor Eleanor
was sitting in their little parlour, with her
boy upon a steo! by her side.and her little
girl on her knee, telling them fondiy that
their father would be home soon, and anon
singing to them the simple nursery rhyme—

{ Hush, my bake, haby huntins,

Your father's at the hunting,’ &c.
wher the door opened, and the guilty father
entered—his hair clotted--his eyes rolling
with the wilduness of despair and the cold
swesit raining down his pale cheeks.

¢ E'e'mor' Eleanor ! he cried, as he flung
}nmeell upon a sofa.

She placed ker liwle daughteron the foor:
she flew towards him: * Ny Edward? she
. cried, *whatisit, love? something troubles
you ¥

‘Curse me, Eleanor? exclaimed the
wrethched prodigal, turning his face from
her ; ‘I have ruined you ! 1 have ruined my
children ! T am lost for ever 1?

f No, my husband !’ exclaimed the best of
wives, ‘ your Eleanor will not curse you.

Tell me the worst, and I will bear it : cheer-
fully bear it, for my Edward’s sake.?

‘You will not: you cannot, cried he; '1 |
have sinned against you as never man sinned
against woman. Oh!if you would epit
upon the very eround where I tread, I would
feel it as an alleviation of my sufferings ; but
your sympathy, your affertion, makes my
very soul destroy itself ! Jileanor ! Eleanor!
if you have mercy, hate me: tell me : shew
we that you do!

“ O BEdward " said she, imploringly, *was
it thus when your Eleanor spurned every of-
fer for your sake, when you pledged to her
everlasting love 2 She has none but yomand
can you speak thus? O husband ! if you -
will forsake me, forsake not my poor children.
Tell me ! only tell me the worst, and I will
rejoice to endure it with my Edward !’

¢ Then, cried Fenwick, ‘ if you will add "
to my misery by professing to love a wretch)‘
like me, know you are.a-heggar! and T have
made you one! Now, can you share beggaryy
with me ?? |

She repeated the word ¢ Beggary ¥ she !
clasped her hands together: for a few mo-g
ments shestood in silent anguish : her boeom -
heaved ; the tears gushed forth: she ﬁung
her arms around her husband’sneck ; *Yes? “‘
she cried, ¢ I can meet even begg.\ry wnh‘*
my Edward P

‘O Heaven !' cried the prodigal ; wouh!s“
thatthe earth would swallow me!I cunnob
stand this ¥

T will not dwell upon the endeavours of lhe
fond, forgiving wife, to soothe and comfun
her unworthy husband: nor yet will I des,
cribe to you the anguish of the prodigal’s ﬁ:«i"
ther and of his mother, when they heard the
extent of his folly and of his guult. A!rcnd)’?;
he had cost the old man much, and with
heavy and sorrowiul heart he proceeded .
hisson’s house, to comfort his daughter-in
law. When he entered she was endeavour
ing to cheer her hushand with a tune upo»
the harpsichord ; though, Heaven know:
there was no music in her breast, save tha
of fove ; enduring love !

¢ Well, Edward,” said the old man, as he
took a seat, ¢ what Is this that thou hastdow.
now 22 The prodigal was silent.

t Bdward”' continued the grey haired pe
rent, * T have had deaths inmy family ; ma-
ny deaths, and thou kiowest it : but I newe.
had to bluzh for a child but thee! I has
felt sorrow, but, thou hast added shame.
BOITOW "= ‘
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1 ¢ O father ! cried Eleanor, implovingly, ‘do
‘tnot upbraid my poor husband.
Theold woman wept ; he phest her hand,
tand: witha groan, said, ¢ fam ashamed that
{thou shouldst ca il me father, sweetest 5 bun
Ell thou canst forgive hum, Ishould. He i-
~all that is leftof’ me; all that the hand ot
’de:lth has spared me in this world! Yet, &
leanm his conduet is a living death o me:
4t is worse than all that I have suffered.
When afflction pressed heavily upon me,and
gear alter year, I followed my dear children
to the grave, my neighbours sympathised
" with mes they mingled their tears with mine,
but now, child--ob, now, I aw ashamed 10,
] 1old up my head amongst them! O Edward
¥ L if thou hast noregard for thy father
or th y heart-broken mother, hast thon no af-
ection for thy poor wife 2 canst thon bring
rer and thy helpless children to ruin? But
hat, 1 may say, thou hast done already!
on !son! if thuvu wilt mucder thy parents,
-#hast thou no mercy for thiue own flesh and
blood 2 wilt thou destray thine own ottspring?
O Ldward ! if there be any sin that wil
repent upon my deathbed, it will be that 1
have been a too-indulgent lather to thee,that
1 am the author of thy crimes !
¥ ¢ No, father ¥ cried the pradigal ; ‘my sins
“are my own. {am their author, and my soul
. sarries its own punishment ! Sparn me! cast
¢ e off! dizown me for ever! itis all I ask
2ot youl ¥oudespise me ; hate me 100, and
I will be less miserable I -

* O Edward ¥ said the old man, ‘thou art
“a father, but little dost thou know a father’s
Taeart! Disown thee! Cast thee off] suyest
“_hou! As soon could the graves of thy bro-
“hers give up their dead ! Never, Edward !
aever ! O son, wouldst thou but reform thy
ways : would'st thou but becone a husband
waorthy of our dear Eleanor: and alier all
.he suffering thou hast brought vpon her,and
the shame thou hast brought upon thy fami-
ly, I would part with my last shilling for

¢ thee, Edward, though 1should go into the
" workhouse myszelf.,

You e affecteds sir: Iwili not harrow up
our feelings by further describing the inter-
view between the father and hisson. The
misery of the prodigal was remorse, not pen-
“tence. I is sulficient for me to say, that the
Il raan took a heavy mortgage oa his prot

_ perty,and Edward Fenwick commenced bu-
dnessas a wineand and epirit merchant in
Newcastle. But, sir, he did notattend upon
m=mes° and I need not tell vou that such

eing the F<‘:a.se, business "Was too proud a

customer to attend upon him. Neither did he
forsake his old habits, and within two years
lie beeame involved,deeply involved. Already
to sustain l:is tottering credit, his father had
heen brousht to the verge of rhin, During
his residence in Bamboroughshite, he had
become acquainted with many  individuais
carrying ona contraban | trade with Holland
—t amend his d(\]:erate fortunes, he reck-
lessly embarked in it. In order 10 obtain a
part in the partuership of a lugger, he used
his father’s name! "This was the crowiiing
evilin the prodigal’s drama: he made the
voyage himself. They were purzued and
overtalien when attempting to effect a land-
irg near the Coguet. Heescaped. But the
papers of the vessel bespoke her as being
chiefly the property of his father. DNeed Itell
you you that tlis was a fiuishing blow to the
old man 2
Tdward Fenwic’ had ruined his wife and
fanilys he | ad brought ruin on liis fatherand
was 'mself o fugitive. He was pursued
by the law : he fled from them; and he would
have fleld from their remembrance, if he
could. It was now, sir, that the wrath of
Heaven was showered upon the head, and
heean to touch the heart of the prodigal.—-
Like Cain, he was a furitive and a vagabond
on the face of the earth. ” For many months
he wandered ina distant paut of the country
—his hody was emaciated and clothed with
rags, and hanger preyed upon his very heart
~trings. Itisa vulgarthing, sir, totalk of hun-
gar—but they who have never felt it, know
not what it means. He was fainting by the
wayside ; his teeth were grating together,the
teats were rolling down his cheeks - ‘The
servants of my father’s house? he cried,
‘have bread enough, and to spare, while I
perish with huoger; and, continuing the
language of the prodxgal in the Scriptures,
tie said—* [ will arise and go unto my father,
aud say, I have sinned against Heaven, and
in thy sight'
With a slow and tottering step, he arose to
proceed on his journey lo his father’s houses
A month had passul—lor every day lis
made less proagress—cre the home of' ]lb in-
fancy appzared in sight. It was noon, and
when he saw it, he sat down in the lluk.
wood by a hill-side, and wept, until it had
become dusk; for he was ashamed of his
rags. Ile drew ndar the house, but uone
came forth to welcome him. With a timed
hand he rapped atthe door, but none answer-
ed him. A stranger came Jrom one of the
out-houses and inquired— What dost thoy
want man #
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- “Mr. Fenwick,’ feebly answered the prodi-

gal. . .
« Mr. Fenwick,? slowly returned the stran-

ge‘r;v’Vhy, naebody lives tire, said the other,
sand auld Fenwick died in Morpeth jail,
mair than three months &in’ !

*Died in Morpeth jail ! groaned the miser-
able being, and fell against the door of the
house that had been his fathe:’s.

*1 tell ye, ye cannot get there,” continued
the other.

* Sir, replied Edward, *pity me—and, oh,
tell me, is not Mrs, Fenwick here—or her
danghter-in-law ¥

<¥ know noughts about them,’ said the
stranger; ‘P'm put in charge here by the
irustees.’

. Want and miery kindled all their fires in
the breast of the fugitive. He groaned, and,
partly from exhaustion, partly from agony,
sank upon the ground. The other lifted him
to a shed, where cattle were wont to be fed.
Hislips were parched, his languid eyes rolled
vacantly. ‘Water! give me water? he
muttered, in a fechle voice; and a cup of
‘water was brought to him. He gazed wist-
{lly in the face of the person who stood over
“him : he would have asked for bread ; but in
sthe inidst of his sufferings, pride was yet
‘gtrong in his heart, and he could not. The
-stranger, however, was not  wholly destitute
-of humanity.
« Poor wretch P’ aid lie, ‘ye look vecy fa

tigued; dow ye think ye cud eata bit bread,
if1 were gie’n it to thee 2

 Tears gathered in the lustrelesseyes of the
prodigal; but he could not speak. The
stranger left him, and, returning, placed a
piece of bread in his hund. Heate a niorsei;
but his very soul was sick, and lis heait
loathed to receive the food for Jack of which
he was perishing.
Vain, sir, were the inquiries after I's wile,
his children, and his wother; all that he
* conld learn was, that they had left Northum-
" Jand together, but where, none knew. He
also learned that it was understood amongst
his acquaintances that he had put a period to
hie existence, and that this belief was enter-
tained by his family. Months of wretched-
_mess followed, and Fenwick, in despair, en-
“listed into a foot regiment, which, within
twelve months, was ordered to embark for
Egypt. At this period, the British were
anxious to hide the remembrance of their
unsuccessful attack upon Cadiz, and resolved

to wrench the ancient kingdom of the Pha-
roahs from the grasp of the proud armies of
Napoleon. The cabnet, theretore, on the
surrender of  Malta, having  seconded
the views of Sir Ralph Abercrombie, several
transports were fitted out to join the sgadron
under Lord Keith. In one of those trans-
rorts, the penitent prodigal embarked. You
are to young to remermbe it, sir ; but at that
period a love of country was more w1dely
than ever becoming the ruling passion of
every man in Britain; and, with all his sins,
his lollies, and his miseries, such a feeling
glowed in the breast of Edward Fenwicl.
He was weary of existence, and he longed to
listen to the war-hurse, and the shout of its
rider, and as they might rush on the inviduer-
able phalanx, and its breast-work of bayouiets,
to mingle in the rauks of heroes ; and, rather
than pine in inglorious grief, to sell hus life for.
the welfare of his country; or like the gal-.
fant Grahain, amidst the din of war, and the’
conflusion of glory, to forget his sorrows.
The regimeut to which he belonged, joineds
the main army ofl the Bay of Marmorice, and:
was the first that, with the gallant Moore at;
its head, on the memorahle seventh of March,!
raised the shout of victory, Fenwick feli
wounded on the field, and his comrades, in!
their riumph, passed over bim. He had some;
skill in sugery, aud he was enabled to bind'
up his wound. He was fainting upon 1he;
burning sand, and he was creeping amongsl!
the badies of” the slain, for a drop of’ moxs!ure
to cool his parched tongue, when he porcelvcd
a emall bottle in the hands of a dead officer;
It was half filled with wine—he eageriy
raised it 10 Liis lips—* Englishman ¥ cried g
teeble voice, ‘for the love of Heaven! gi\'e‘
me one trop—only only one ! -or I die
looked around--a Freuch officer, qpparembf
in the agonics of deah, was vainly endca
vouring 10 raise himsell’ on his side, and
stretching his hand towards him. < Whp
should I live P ciied the wretched prodm:lt
take it take it. aud live, il you deshe lile!
He raised the wounded Frerchman’s hea®
trom the sand--he placed the bottle to h
lips—he untied his sash, and bound up hii.
wounds. The other pressed his bhand i
gratitude. They were conveycd from tht
f’ eld together. Fenwick was unable to follor’
the army, and he was disabled from continv:
ing in the cervicee.  The French officer
recovered, and he was grateful for the pos
service that had been rendered to him; an
previous to his being sent off with other pit

soners, he gavea fresent of a thoysand franc
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g the joyless being whom he called his
e eliverer.
I have told you that Fenwick had some
‘ktlhn surgery: he had studied some years for
e medical profession, but abandoned it for
the tarf and its vices. He proceeded to
Ale‘mndna, where he began to practise as a
lma'eon, and, amongst an ignnorant people,
_gained reputation. Many years passed, and
he had acquired, if not riches at least an
independency. Repentance also had pene-
tgated his soul. He had inquired long and
qnxmuely after his family. He had but few
her relatives; and to all of them he had
g@nxiously written, imploring them to acquaint
; im with the residence of the beings whom
e had brought to ruin, but whom he still
ved. Some returned no answer to his ap-
lications, and others only said that they
new nothing of his wife, of his mother, or of
is children, nor whether they yet lived ; all
Rhey knew was, that they had endeavoured
o hide the shau.c he had brought upon them
From the world. These words were daggers
Bo Lis bruised spirit; but he knew he deserved
#hem, and he prayed that Heaven would
¥rant him the consolation and the mercy that
fwas denied him on earth.
% Somewhat more than seven years ago, he
Feturned to his native country; and he was
Fwandering on the very mountain where,
{ o-day, I met you, when he entered into con-
ersation with a youth apparently about
Rhree or four and twenty years of age ; and
“they spent the day together as we have done.
F«,n\vu,k was loding in Keswick, and as
“toward evening, they proceeded along tle
(?_road together, thcy were overtaken by a
: torm. ‘ You must accompany me home,’
¥~a1d the the young man, ‘ unul the storm be
" assed—my mother’s house 15 at hand.’—
_and he conducted hitn to yonder lonely cot-
.aco,who ¢ white walls you percetve peering
through the trees by the water-side. It was
ausk: two ladiessat; the oae appeared about
wrty, the other three-score and ten. They
welcomed the stranger gracitously. He as-
certained that they let out the rooms of their
sottage to visiters to the laiies, during the
;ummer season. He expressed a wich to
vecome their lodger, and made some obser-
vations on the beauty of the situation.

* Yes, sir? said the younger lady, ‘the si-
walion is, indeed, beautiful ; but X have seen
“t when the water, and the mountains around
‘t, could impart no charm to its dwellers.
Providence has, indeed, been kind to us;

oS

and our lodings have seldom been empty;
but, sir, when we entered it, it was a sad
house indeed. My poor mother-in-law and
myself had experienced many sorrows; yet
my poor fatherless children—for, I might call
them fatherless—and she weptias she spoke
—*with their innocent prattle, soothed our
affliction. But my little Eleanor, who was
loved by every one, began to droop day by
day. It was a winter night—the snow was
on the ground—1I heard my little darling give
a deep sigh upon my bosom. I started up.
1 called to my poor mother. She broughta
light to the bed side—and I found my sweet
child dead upor my breast. It wasa long
and sad night, as we'sat by the dead body of’
my Eleanor, with no one near us; and, after
she was burled, my poor Edward there, ashe
sat by our side at night, would draw forward”
to his knee the stool on which his sister sat
—uwhile his grand mother would glance at
him fondly, and push aside the stool with
her foot, that I might not see it; but I saw °
it all.?

The twilight had deepened in the little
parlour, and its inmates could not perfectly
distinguish the features of each other; but,
as the lady spoke, the soul of Edwaod Fen-
wick glowed within him: his heart throbbed :
his breathung became thick: the sweatburst
apon his brow  ‘ Pardon me, lady? he cried,

'inagony; ‘butoh! tell me your name ¥

¢« Fenwick, sir,” replicd she.

¢ Kleanor! my injured Eleanor!” he exclaim-
ed, flinging himsell'at herfeet; ‘I am Ed-
ward, your guilty husband! Mother! can
you forgive me 2?2 My son! my =on! inter«
cede for your guilty father ¥

Ah, sir, there needed nointercession—their
arms were around his neck—the prodigal
was forgiven! ‘ Behold,! continued the nar-
rator, * yonder from the coltage, comes the
mother, the wife, and the son of whom I have
spoken! I will introduce you to them—you
must stop with me to-night--start not, sir—I
am BEdward Fenwick, the Prodigal Son I
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: SIR PATRICK HUME,

: “A TALE OF THE IIOUSE OF ATARCITIMONT.

Sir Patrick Hume of Polwarth was elected
representative of the county of Berwick in the
yeur 1665, being'thien in the twenty-filih year
of hisage. He was a lover of freedom, a
lover of his country, and a staunch Preshyte-
rlan. I those days, however, a love of lyee-
dom was a dangerous principle either toa-
vow or to carry into Parliament. “T'he tyrant
Charles, whom some fulsely call the Merry
Monarch, was then attempting to role the
empire with a rod of iron. You have all
heard of hiz Long Parliament, and of hisaf-
werwards governing the country like an ab-
solate tyrant, without a Parliament at all :
fettered and servile as Parliaments then
were, young Hume had boldly stc  lorward
ns the advoeate of civil and religi. . liberty;
and when the arbitrary monarch sent down
a'mandate to Seotland for a levy of menand
of n.oney, that he uright carry his plans of
Qespotism the more effectually into execution,
Sir Patrick resisted the slavishness with
which-it was about to be abeyed.

CHOWhat 17 exclaimed he, * are we mere
instraments iu the hands of'the King ; crea-
tres appointed 1o minister to his pleasures?
Ave we nol representatives of the peopie of
Scotland? the representatives of their wants
and their wishes, and the defenders of ieir
rights ? and ghall we, as such, at the mere
nod of a monarch, drag then from following
their plough in the valley, or attending their
hirzels on. the hill 7 shall we do these things,
and lay contributions an their cattle, on their
corn,-and on their coflers, merely because his
Majesty wills it?2 Pause, wy countrymen.
The King has no authority to compel such a
measure, and it can only he rendered legal
by the concurrence of the assembled repre-
sentatives of the people.”?

*“ "Freason ! vociferated the Duke of Lau-
derdale,who was the arch-miuion of Charles:
fhelorethe Parliamentof Scotland,ldenounce
Sir Patrick Huome as a dongerous man 5 asa
plotter againet the life and dignity of our so-
vereign lord the King 1

“ What 1? exclaimed Sir Patrick, indig-
nantly fixing lis eyes upon Lauderdale,
" though there may be amongst us aslave
who would sell his country for a royal smile,
1 still hope that this is a free Parliament,and
it concerns all the membersto be freeinwhat
gongerps the nation.”

JFrom that dey Sir Patrick Hume became

.

a suspected man, and the eyes of the King’s
creatures were upon lum: and when two
years afterwards Charles endeavoured to pat
down the people by the sword, and establish
garricons throughout the country, agam the
laind of Polwarth stood foremost ip the ranks
of opposition, and resigted his power. The
King cecordingly ordered his privy council
to crush so dangerous a spirit,and Sir Patrick
was confined in Stirling Castle, where, with
the exception of a short mler\'al, he was im-
prisoned for two years.

Britain had long been distracted with the
pretended discovery of fabulousor ridiculous
plots against the royal family ; and the per-
jury of paid miscreants, like the infamous
Titos Oates, was causing the seafiolds to run
with Blood. Dut tyranny being glutted with”
Catholic bleod, and the cxtinguishing of
what were called Popish plots, the myrmi.-
dons of Charles (who lived a libertine, and:
‘ied a Papist) prolessed that they had dis-.
covered a Protestant plot against his royal:
person.  Tn this plot, the incorruptible Alger-,
non Sydney, Lard Russell, Mr. Bailie ofi
Jerviwoode, and Sir Patrick Huwne, wers;
inc'aded.  They beheld their common coun-|:
try withering and wasting bencath the grasp;";
of atyrant; and true itis they had united!
together {o restore it to freedom. bLut theyf
were innocent of designs against his life, or
even of a wish todethrone him. They did not,
however, act sufficiently in concert, andy
were unable to bring their plans into opera-}.
tion. A price was set upon their heads; some{«
fled into exile, and others sought refuge onj
the mountain and in the wilderness, whilstl
the amiable Russell died upon the scaflold. £

It was near nightfall, in the month of Sep-*
tember, 1634, when Jamie Winter, whowas :
joiner on the estate of Polwarth, rag breath- -
less upto Redbraes Castle, and knocked
loudly at the deor. It was upened by Johnt
Allan, the Jand-steward, who perceiving his -
agitation, inquired :

“ In the name o’ gudeness, Jawie, wlm&’
happened, or what do ye want 2”?

“ Dinna ask,Maister Allan,"replied Jamie, '
“but for Heaven’ssake tell me is Sir Patrick.
at hame 7 and let me speak to him presently
as ye value his life N ;

* Wollow me then, Jamie,” said the other,
“and comein quictly,that the servanis mayna

observe onything extraordinar’, for we live
in times when 2 map canpa trust hie ait

brither?
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The honest joincr was nshered into a room
\ere Sir Patricle sat in the midat of his fa-
mily, acting at once as their echoolmaster and
their playmate.
A% Weel, JTames,” enid the laird, “ 1 under-
nd ye hae been at Berwick the day; ye've
got carly huek: what uncos heard ye there?”
8 T watna, Sir Patrick,” replied the other;
#Now a-days I think there’s nacthing unco
that can happen. Sataiseems to have heen
Jet loose on our poor misgoverned country :
beit 1 wish to speak to your honour very par-
tiularly, and in private if yon please.”
¥ You may speak on,James "said the laird

% T am private in the midst o' my ain fam-
8 ”

“ Wi’ your guid leave, sic,” returned the
‘@utious servant, “ I wad rather the bairns
@ere oot o’ the way, for what I hae to say is
p proper for them to hear, and the cooner
are acquainted wi’ it the hetter.”

#he room, but requeste:l Lady Polwarth and
heir cldest daughter Grizel, a lovely dark-
Haired girl about twelve yearsof age, to stop:
“You are the bearer of'evil tidings, James,”
Aid he as he returned,“but you may tell them
gow : itis meet that my wife chould hear
ghem if they concern me: and.” added he,
gaking Grizel’s hand in his, “I kecp no se-
ﬁr‘ets from my little secretary.
& ' God bless her ! eaid James ; “&he’s an
juld-farrant bairn, as wise as she’s honny, {
=ken that. Bat Iamindeed the hearer of'evil
fidings. A party o’ iroopers arrived at Ber-
wick this morning, aad it was nae secret
i_here thatthey would be baith at Jerviswoode
¢ nd Redbraesbefore midnight. I heard them
1k o’ the premium that was set upon your
“fe, and slipped out o’ the town immediately,
«ithout performing a single transaction, or
peaking a word to a living creature, How
ve got along the road is mair than I can
2ll, for § was literraly sick, blind, and des-
erate wi'griel. I've thiz minute arrived, and
vhatever can be done to saveyou  _an be
"one instantly. :
Lady Polwarth burst into tears. Sic Pat-
ick grasped the hand of his faithful servant.
ittle (.xrwel gazed in her father’s face with
_look of snlent (l&pﬁll‘, but neither spoke nor
wept,

:‘ O, fly! fly instantly, my dear hushana!®
stied Lady Polwarth, “ and Heaven direct
IRY

“ Be composed my love,” said Sir Patrick:

3 Sir Patrick led the younger chilidren out of

“1fear that flight is impossible ; but some
means of evading them may perhaps be de-
viged.»? ‘

* O my leddy,” smd hmw Wthcr “ to
flee is out o’ the question a’thegither.  Gov-
ernment has its spies ut every turn o’the road;
in every house ift the country, even in this
hanse. Our only hope ix to concea! Sir Pat-
rick ; but how or where i beyond my com-
prehension.”

Many were the schemes devised by the anx-
jous wife ; many the suggestions of Lier hus-
band, and honest Jamie proposed numerous
plans: but each was in its turnrejected as
being unsafe. More than an hour hiad passed
in these anxious deliberations; within three
hours more, and the King’s troops would be
at his gate. Geizel had, till now, remained
silent, and dashing away the fust tear that
rolled down ler cheek, she flung her arms
around her futher’s neck, and exclaimed, in
an eager and breathless whisper--

“ I ken a place faither ; I ken aplace that
the King’s tronpers aud his spies will never
find out : and I'll stop heside ye to bear ye
compity. »

“ Bless my bairn 1" said Sir Patrick, pres-
sing her to hisbreast; * and where's the place
dearest

“ The aisle below Polwarth kirk, faither,”
returned Grizel ; ¢ nae trooper will find oot
such a hiding place ; for the mouth’s a bit
wee hole, and the long grass, and the docks
and the nettles grow over it, and I could slip
out and in without trampling them down;and
nacbody would think o> seeking ye there,
faither.””

Lady Polwarth shuddered,::nd Sir Patrick
pressed the cheek of hie lovely davghter to
his lips.

¢ Save us a’, bairn !V said Jamie, ¢ there’s
surely something no earthly about your led~
d3yship, for ye hae mair sense than us a’ put
thegither, The aiste isthe very place. 'l
steal awa, an’ haea kind o’ bed putupin it,
and tak other twa or three bits o’ neceszary
things'; and Sir Patrick ye’il slip out o* the
house an’ meet me there assoon as possible!”
Wiihin an hour Sir Patrick had joined Jamie
Winterin the dark and dismal aisle. The
humble bed was soon and silently fitted up,
and the faithtul servant, wishing his master
“fareweel,”lelt him alonedn hisdreary prison
house. Slow and heavily the hours of dark-
ness moved o, He heard the trampling of
the u-oqpers’ horees galloping in quest of him.
The oaths and the imprecations of the riders
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fell distmetly on hisears. Amidst such sounds
he heard them mention his name. But his
heart failed not.  He knelt down upon the
cold damp floor of his hiding place, upon the
bones of his fathers : and there in soundless
but earnest prayer supplicaied his father's God
to protect his family, to save his country, to
forgive his persecutors, and to dowith hirm
as seemed good in Hissight. He arose ; and
laying himself upon his cold and Lomfnrtlc
bed, slept calmly : he awohe shivering and
henumbcd TFaint streaks ol light stole into
the place of death through its narrow aper-
ture,dimly revealing the ghastly sightsof he
charnel-house, and the slow repules that
crawled along the floor. Again night came
on, and the shadows of light, il' 1 may use
the expression, which revealed hiscell, died
away. A second morning had come, and a
second time the feeble rays had been lost in
utter darkness. It was near midnight, and
the slender stock of provisions which he had
brought with him were nigh'exhausted : he
started from his lowly couch: he heard a
rustling among the weeds at the mouth of the
aisle ; he heard some one endeavouring to
remove the {ragment of an old grave-stone
that covered it.

% Faither !” whispered an eager voice ; “it
is me 3 yerain Grizel I

“ My own. devoted, my matchless child
raid Sir Patrick, stretching his hands towards
the aperture, and receiving her in his arms.

She sat down heside him on the bed ; she
detailed the search of the troopers ; she sta-
ted that they were watched in their own
house ; that a spy wasset over the very vict-
uals that came from their table,lest he should
be concealed near, and fed by his fanuly.

“ But what of that 2 continued the light-
fiearted and heroic girl ; ¥ while my plateis
supplied, my faither's shall not be empty :
and here,” addedshe, langhing, * here is a
flask of wine, cakesy and a sheep’s head. Bat
T'will tell you a story about the sheep’s head.
It was placed on a plate before me at dinner
time. The servant was out of the room,nae-
body was looking, and I whupped it into my
apron. Little Sandy wanted a piece, and
turning round for it and missing the head:
©Ah! mother ! he eried, ‘ our Grizzy has
swallowed a sheep's head, bones and 2’ ina
‘monient? ¢ Wheesht, laddie !’ said my mo-
ther; ¢ eat ye nextane then. * Oh,ye greedy
Grizz'y said Sandy, haking his little nieve

in'my face ; < I'll mind you for this’ *I'm

‘sure Sandy will ne’er forget me,” said I, and

slipped away out to hide the sheep's head in
my own room ; and assoon as I thought nae.
body was astir I creeped out quietly by the
window, and got down here behind the hedg-
s 5 aud P’ll come every night, faither. But
last night the troopers were sull about the
houge.”

In spite of his misery Sir Patrick Iz\ughed
at the ingenuity of hLis beloved and heroic
daughter; then wept and laughed again,and
pressed her to his bosom.

He had passed many weeks in this cheer
less dungeon, with no companion during the
day save a volume of Buchanan’s Psalms,but _
every night he was visited by his intrepit {
daughter, who at once supplied him with.
food, and beguiled the hoursof his solitude: |
he was sitting in the gloomy cell conning ¢ ]
ver his favourite volume, the stone of thea.
perture had been pushed aside & few inche
to admit the light more fieely, and the weed; 1
at the entrance were now bowed down anil
withered by the frost: a few boys were play,,
ing 1 the chureh-yard, and tossing a ball ay
gainst the kirk. Being driven {rom the han:
of an unskilltul player, it suddenly boundet]
into the aisle. Sir Patrick started ; and th]
hook dropped from his hand. Immediatels
the aperture was sarrounded by the boys,an;
the stone removed. They stood debating wh('i
should enter ; but none had sufficient courag
—at length oue more hardy than the rest voa
lunteered to enter, if another would Iollmxb
him. ‘'I'he laird gave himself up as lost, o
he knew that even the tale of a schoolbo;;;
would eff ct his rain: he was wware he C-D\ll\.,
disperse them with a single groan : but eve
that, when told to his enemies, might bemyj
him. At length three agreed to enter, an:_
the feet of the first already protruded into th:
aisle. Sir Patrick crept siently to its far.
thest corner, wien the gruff voice of the ol
grave digger reached his ears, shouting,

“The mischief’s in the callants,an’nae gui¢.
-—what are ye doing there? Do ye want tht
ghaists 0 the auld Humes abost yer lugs?,

The boys fled amain, and the old ma.
came growling to the mouth of the aisle.

“ The deevil’s in the bairns o’ Polwarth,’
said he: * for they would disturb the ver
dead in their graves. I'll declaré they’ve th
stane frae the mouth o’ the aisle

He «looped down, and Sir Patrick.saw hi
grim visage through the aperture,and hear
him thus continue his soiiloquy, ashe repla
ced the stone—

% Sorrow tak the hands that moved
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ain, for ye're a profitless hole to me : and
ancy him that Ishould lay in ye next, be
where he likes, will garg the gate his
Hend, Bailie, gaed vesterday ou a seaffold.
ﬁ’»grave digger's a pair business, I amsorry
td%ny, in our King’s reign ; an’ the fient @
ade thrives but the common executioner.”

! ‘éo saying heenveloped Sir Patrick in utter

datkness. That night Grizel and her father }.

lefi the aisle together : from her Le learned
thé particulars of what he had heard mut-
t‘épd by the grave-digger, that his {riend,
Mr: Bailie of Jerviswoode,had been executed
hg previous day.

“#isguised, and in the character of'a sur-
&b, he, by byways, reached London, and
& thence.fled to France.  On the death bf

# contending atmost single handed against
I enemies ol his religion and his country,
and his family sought refuge in a foreign
Bnd. He assumed the name of Dr. Peter

gcht. There,poverty and privatioussought
Mid lound the exiles. They had parted with

(¥

Ble servant and helper of her mother, and
Bhen their woik was done, the assistant ol
fer father in the education of the younger
thildren ; for he had ro longer the means of
pfoviding them a tutor. Yet theirs was a
dmily of love—a family of happiness—and
sverty purified their affections. Bat their
remittances from Scotland were not only
. _nty but uncertain. Till now, Sir Patrick
d borne his mislortunes with resignation
. even cheerlulness ; he cared not that he
1s stripped of autendaunts, and of every lux-
y ol hle ; yet at times, the secret and un-

_ _den tears would start into hiseyes, as he
held his wife and his fuir davghter per-
“ming without a murmur, the must menial
ices. Bat the measures of his trials was
t yet full—luxuries were not only denied
m, but he was without food to set belore his
ildren. The father wept, and his spiri:
aved with anguish. Grizel beheld his tears
il she knew the cause. She spoke not, but
stening to her little cabinet, she took from
a pair of jewelled bracelets, and wrapping
rself up in a cloak, she took a basket under
rarm,-and hurried to the street. The gen-
being glided along the streets of Utrech,
‘th lter eyes fixed upon the ground, and

ne! ye're hardly worth the covering up | shunuing the glance of the passengers, as if

each kuew her errand. She stood before a
<hop in which all manper of merchandize
was exposed, and thiee golden balls were
suspended over the door.  She cast a timid
gaze into thie shop—thrice she passed and re-
paseed i, and repeated the timd glance :—
she entered—she placed the bracelets upon
the counter, ’

“How much?" was the loconic question
of the shopman, Grizel burst into tears. He
handed her a sum of money across the coun-
ter, and deposited the bracelets in his desk.
She houtded from the shop with a heart and
step light as a young birl in n= first pride of’
plumage. She hastened home with her
basket filled. She pluced it upon the table.
Lady Polworth wept, and fell upon her
daughter’s neck.

“Where have you been, Grizel?” faltered
her father.

“ Purchasing provisions for 2 bauble,” said
she; and the smile and the tear were seen
on her cheek together.

But many were the visits which the gentle
Grizel had to pay to the Golden Balls, while
one picce of plate was pledged alier another,
that her fitther, and her mother, and her bre-
thren, might eat and not die; and even then,
the table of Sir Patrick, humble as it was;
and unceitainly provided for, was open, to
the needy of his countrymen. Thus three
years passed ; the memorable 1688 arrived.
Sir Patrick was the friend, the counsellor, and
supporter of King William : he arrived with
him in’ England : he shared in his triumph.
He was created Lord Polwarth, and appoint-
ed Sheriff of Berwichshiic; and, in 1696,
though rot a lawyer, but an upright man, he
was made Lord Chancellor of Sentland, and
created Earl of Marchmont, and Lord Pol-
worth, Redbraes, and Greenlaw. He was
one of the most ardent promoters of the Union,
and with it ceased his political career. In
1710, when the Tories came to power, the
Earl being the stanchest Whig in Scotland,
he was deprived of the sheriff of Berwick~
shire, but was reinstated in 1715. His lady
being dead, he came to take up his residence:
in Berwick-upon-Tweed ; and there, when
the heroic Grizel, who was now a wife and
a mother, (being married to theson of his
unfortunate friend, Mr. Bailie of Jervis-
woode,) came with ker children and friends
to visit him for the last time, as they
danced in the hall, though unable w
walli, he desired to be carried into the
midst of them, and beating time with his
foot—"* See, Grizel,? exclaimed the old pa-
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triot, “though your father is unable to duuce, | described him ; and were we 1o express by

he can still beat time with his foor.”

portrait in 2 line, we should say, lie had by

Shorily after this he died in Berwickonthe | eyes and a broad brow, a goodly form

1st ol August, 1724, in the eighty-third year ; au opea hearts

ol his age—leaving behind Inm an example
of pety, courage, and patiiutism, worthy the
admiration of posterity.

CHARLES LAWSON.

“Tal a faither’sadvice,Betty,my woman,”
said Andrew Weir to his ouly davghter,“tak
a faither’s advice, an’avoid gaun blindfolded
to your ruin. Ye are soon euough to marry
these seven years yet. Marry ! preserve us!
for L,dmna ken what the generation is turn~
ing ta-but Pil declare bits o’ lasses now-a-
days haena the dolls weel oul o’ their arms
till they tak a guidman by the hand. But
aboon everything earthly, I wouldimpressit
apon ye, bairn, that ye caunape ower carelu
o’ your company 5 wind that a character is
a’a woman has to carry her through the
world, and ye should guard it like the apple
o’ your ¢’¢; and remewber, that fulk areaye
judged o’ frae the company they keep. Now,
how often maun I wurn ye no to be seen wi’
Charles Lawson—he’sa clever lad,nae doubt
~—nachody denies that ; but O Betty, Betty,
woman! would ye only reflect that a’ gilts
are no graces; and [ am {ar mista’en it'he has
na a serpent’s heart as weel as his tongue.—
He has naethiug o’ ther fear o’ God before
hiseen—ye canna deny that. In ae word,
heis a wiid, thoughtless ne’er-do-weel ; and
1 charge ye, I command ye, Betty, that ye
neer speak to him again in your born days :
orif’ ye do, yesurely will hae but little satis-
faction to break your faither’s heart, and
bring him to the grave wi’ sorrow and wi’
shame—for that, Betty, that would be the
end o’t.”

-Blizabeth heard him, and bent her head
upon her | osom to conceal lier confusion.—
The parental homily was teo late—she was
already the wile of Charles Lawson.

" Haviny thus bezun our story in the middle,
it is necessary that we goback and inform the
reader, In a few words, that Andrew Weir
'was a respectable farmer on the north side
of'the Tweed,and withal a decent and devout
Presbyterian, and an elder in the kirk :—
Charles Lawson’s parents were originally
from Northumberland. They had known
-better days, and at the period we have allu-
ded to, were struggling with a hard farm in
the neighborhood of Andrew Weir's, Charles
was not exactly whet his father-in-law had

The nnglets which pate,
1 on Bhzabet!’sforehead were like the raver
| wings, aud lovelinees, if not beauty, nestls
pavound the dimples on her chcek The
aflection for each other began i in childhoo:
and grew with their years, till it becan
sirong as thelr existence.

A few weeks afier Andreww Weir had del
vercd the advice we have quoted to k
daughter, Charles Lawson bade farewell
his pavents, his wile, and his country, an
proceeded to India, where .a relative of &
mother’s had amassed a lortune, and wh
while he refused to assist them in their &
tress,had promised to make provision for the
son. As we are not writing a novel in thr
volumes, we shall not describee the scene
their parting, and teil with what agony, wi
what tears, and with what bitter wor
Charles tore himself from his father, his m
ther, 'and his yet unacknowledged wnfe
The imagination of the reader may supp
the Llank. Hope urged him to go—necess:
compelled.him.

After his departure, Elizabeth drooped ls\i
‘an early lily beneath the influence of a
turning frost. There were whisperings
mong the matrons and maidens of the neig)
bouring village. They who had forme
courted her society began to shun it—and
ven the tude clown who laely stood abash
in her presence, approached her .with ink;
cent familiarity,. The laal  whisper firs
reached Andrew’s ear ata migetig of lh~
ki1 k-session of which he wasa member. 1
returned home troubled in spirit, a mxcerali
and &n humbled man, for his daughter I
been his pride. Poor Elizabetl: confesy
that she was married, andttempted to pro
what she afirmed. But this afforded nop
liation of her offence in the eyes of her rig
and offended father. * Oh, what hae 1be
born to suffer ™ cried he, stamiping his k
upon the ground—* Oh, you witch o’ End:
you Jezebel !—you disgrace o’ kith and ki
Could naething, naething serve ye but bre
ing yer puir auld faither’s heart? Gete
o’ my sicht ! get out o® my sicht P He:
mained silent fora few moments—the paie
arose in his heart—tearsgathered in hisey.
“ But ye are still my bairn,” he. continu
“0 Betty,Betty,woman! what hae ye broug
vsto!” Again he was silent, and ag
proceeded—" But I forgie ye, Betty—yes,
naebody else will, yer faither will forgie,

for yer mother’s sake, for yearea’ thatlL
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ft o her. But we canna haud up our heads
aqin, in this pairt o’ the country—that’s
wossible,  Dve lang thought o’ gaun to A-
erica, and now Pm driven i
e parted with his farm, il in the ensu-
g spring proceede ! with his daughter to
:an.uld. We zhall notenter upon hix for-
tanes in the new worki—he was still hroken
C§f6 epirit—and after twelve yearswesidence he
wits neither richer nor happier than when he
it Scotland.  Elizabeth was 2 young mo-
tier, and the smilesol her young son seemed
- @@<horten the yeurs ofher exile 3 yet,ever as
e returned m; smile, lht, llmu-rm of the

5 hembrance, and anguish and misery shot
rough her bosom as the eagle darteth on
A8 prey. Her heart was not broken, but it

: Illkea pxoud citalel, burymo' the deter-

jany months, when a j arty of native troops
M tacking the property of his relative,Charles,
B i had (allen wounded nmongst them, was
rried by them in their retreat into the inte-
or of the country, where, for several years,
e was cut off from all intercoarse or com-
gunication with his countrymen. On ob-
iing his liberty, he lound that his kinsman
gd heen for some time dead, wnd had lelt
jim his heir.  His wife—his parentz—doubt
canxicty—impatient alt ction— tremblive
Bove, all hastened hisretarn. At fength the
white clits off Albion appeared before him,
Rke a fuir cloud spread on the unruifled boscm
of the ocean ; and in a‘few days more, the
“ reen hills of’ bis childhood met his anxious
e
It was the grey hourof a summer n'ght as
" again approached the roof that sheltered
s childhood.  His horse, asif conscious of
pporting an almost unconscious rider, stop-
d involuntarily at the threshold: he tremb-
1 upon the saddle as a leal thut rustles in
e wind ¢ he rvaised hus hand to kneck at the
or, but aguin withdrew it.  The inmates
the house, aroused by the sound of'u horse,
_pping at the door, came out to inquire the
ause. Charles gazed upon them for. a mo-
ent—it was a look of agony aud dizappoint-
ent—his heart gave one convulsive throb,
ul the icy sweat busst from his temyiles—
oes not—does not Mr. Lawson—live l:epe?’
inquired, almost gasping for words to con-
¥ the question.

“Mr. Lawson ! na, na, sir,” replied the
lior g’ the group “ it’s lang since he gaed

[y

awa. Yeken he gaed o’ wrang, puir man,
and he's no lived here since the hard winter,
for they didna come upon this parish.”

“Did not come uponthis parishMexclaimed
Charles; * heaven aud carth & whut do you
mean 77

* Mean Hwhat wad 1 mean,” anzwered the
other, “ but just that they were removed (o
their ain parish—is there ony disgrace in
that 27

© O, my father ! my poor mother !* cried
Charles, wildly,

“ Muerey, sic 17 rejoined the astonished far-
mer, “ure ye Maister Charles? Bairps!
haste ye, tak the horse to the stable. Losh,
Charles, man, an’how hae ye been ? but ya
dinna ken me—man, 1'n yer auld schoolfel-
low, Bob Graham, 'md this is my wife, My-
sie Allan—ye mind o’ Mysie, Haste ye My-
sie lass, kill twa ducks, an’ the bairnsan me
will hoof the pease. Really, Charles, man,
I'm sae glad to see ye 1

During this harangue, Charles, led by his
warm hearted friend, had entered the dwel~
ling of his nativity ; where Mr. Graham a-
gain continued—" Ye, aiblins, dinna ken
that auld Audrew Weir was sae sair in the
dorts when ye gaed awa, that he set off wit
Betty for Awerica. But 1 hear they are
coming hiune again this bick end. The bairn
will be a stout bd“dll! now,and faith ye maun
many Belty, for she was a mensefu’ luss.”

Charles could only reply by exclaiming—
“ America ! my wile ! my child

Having ascertained where he would find
his parents, early on the following morning.
he departed, and about five in the afternoon
appruiched the village where he had been
told they resiced.  'When near the liitle bu-
rying-giound, he stopped to look upon the
most melancholy fuutral procession he had
ever witnessed. The humble coffin scarce
was colowed, and they who bore it seemed
tired of their burden. 'Three or four aged and
poor laoking people walked behind it. Scarce
was it fowered into the grave, ere all depart-
ed, save one, meanly clothed in widow’a
weeds, and bent rather with the load of grief
than of years, She alone lingered, weepm,
over the hastily covered grave.

“ She scems poory’? said Charles, “angd if
[ eannot comiort her, { may at feast relieve
her necessities ;" and fastening his horse to
the gate, he entered the churchyard.

She held an old handkerchief before her
face, only removiug it at intervals tosteal a
hurried glance at the new made grave,

“ Good woman,” said Chartles, as he sp-
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prouched her; ¢ your sorrows demand my
sympathy—could I assist you

“No! no!” replied the ponr widow, with-
out raising her fivce—~" but I thank you fn
your kindness, Cuan the grave give up its

» dead?”

* But why should you remain here 77 eaid
he with emotion ; “tell me, could not I nesist
you?”" And he placed a picce of mouey in
her hand.

“No! no!” cried the widow, bhitterly, and
raising her head ; “ob, that Mary Lawson
should have lived to be offered charity on Ler
hushand’s grave I

“My mother ! gracinus heaven! my mo.
ther ¥ exeluimed Charles, casting his arms
around her neck. Shatl we describe the scet
that followed ? we will not, we canot, 1k
hadseeu his linher luid in the dost, he had

- met his mother on Lis futhe’s grave— but
we eannot go on,

It was some veeks afterthiy that e pro-
ceeded with his widowed mother to his na-
tive village, to wait the return of Elzabeth.
Nor had he to wait; for on theday previous
to his return, Blizabeth, her son, and he
father, had arrived. Charles and his parent
bad reached Mr. Graham’s—the honest far-
mer rushed to the door, and hurrying hoth
towards the house, exclaimed, “ Now, see if
ye can find onyhody that ye ken here IV His
Eliz beth, lis wife, his son, were there to
nieet him ; the next moment she was upon
hig bosom, and her child elinging by hersule.
and gazing on his face :  he alternately held
both to lis heart, the mother and her son.—
Andsew Weir took his hand, his mother wept
with joy and blessed hier children,  Bob Gira-
bam and his Mysie were as happy as their
guests, Charles Lawson buught the larm
which Andrew Weir had formerly tenanted;
and our informant adds—~they live in it still.

THE ORPHAN.

About forty years ago, a post-chase wasa
.eight more novel in the httle hamlet of
“Thorndean, than silk gowns in country
churches, during the maidenhood of our
great-grandmothers—and, as one drew up at
the only public house in the village, the in-
habitants, old and young, startled hy the
unvsual and merry sound of its wheels, har-
rigd to.the street.  T'heland.ady, on the first
natice of i itz approach, had hastily bestoweq
“apon her person the additional recommepda-
mnof a clean capand apron; and still tying §

the apron striuge, ran bustling to the du
smiling, colouring, and courtesying an
colouring ngain, to the yet unopened chaix’
Puor sou. ! elie knew uot well how 10 behs
—it wasincpoh inher annals of inkeepp
At lergth the courhman, opeped the do
handed out @ hudy m wndow’s weeds;
heantiful golden-huired cluld, apparen
not exceeding five years of nge, sprang ot
ground without assistance, and grasped
extended haud, “ What an imnge 0* bem
ty I exelaimed rome half dozen bys!anden
as the fair child fified her lovély fuce:
sm Jes to the eyes of her mother, & fad
stepped fechly towards the inn, and, thong
the landlady's heart continued to practice
surt of Buitering motion, which conmnunic
ted a partion of its agitntion to her hands, o
waited upon her unespected and sy
guests with a kindlmess and humility, th
fully 1ccompensed for the experiness of
practised waiter,  About half an hour .afir:
the arvival of her visiters, she wiis seen bu |
ling from the door—her fuce, us the villagy
aaid, bursting with importance. AThev 1ka
still in gronps sbout their doors, and in 1§
mididle of the little street, discassing 1ho  fryd
terious arrival ; and, as che hastened ob h'
missinn, she was assailes] with a dozen su
questions as these—" Wat ye wha she lsK
*“Is she ony great bady 7 © Ha%e ye m
uess what btouvht her here?” and “la )(ti
hoony credture her ain buin 7 Buot 1o thy's
aud sundry other interrogatories, the ynpr-
tant hostess gave for auswer— Hoot, ¥ e’
nae time to haver the noo"  She stoppeds
a small, but certainly the mos: gentle hiow
in the villnge, occupicd by a Mis. Dougl::
wha, in the country plirase, was a very dous
devent sort of an old budy, awd the widow ¢
a Cameroninn minister,  In the summer s
son, Mrs. Douglas fet out Ler httle parlug
10 lodgers, who visited the village to s
health, or for a few weeke retirement, §
was compelled to du this fiom the narr owu
of her cireumstances; for, though she was§
“ clever-handed woman,” as hu‘ neighhoud
said, “she had a sair fight to keep up o
appearance ony way like the thing avay
In a few minuies Mrs. Douglas, in a cles
cap, a muslin kerchief round her neck,
quilted black bormsbazeen gown, and snorg
white apron followed the landinéy up tn 4
un. In a short time che returned, 1y

lavely ehild jeapmg like a young famb be!
them. Daysand weeks passed away, sy
the good people of Thorndean, notwithstaoh
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all their surmises and inquiries, were nu
¢ regarding their new visiter; all they
' el learn was, that she was the wxdow ol
oung nfficer, who was one of the first that
when Britain interfered with the French
vul\mnn, and the nnther and her chile
' pgime known in the vitlage by the desigua
ot of ¥ Mrs. Douglay’ twa pletares M—a
np(icll sion bestowed on them i reference
!o‘!hmr heauty.
f ?l‘hc henutilul destroyer, however, lay it
thsmother’s heart, now mlmn-r her «‘hcdh
lhﬁlhe early lity, amd again seatte ru\u'uu.l
' thiben the rosennd the rainbow. Siifl dicam-
iNg of recovery, ab.t eight months altes
arrival in ‘Phorndean, death stole over
like a sweet sleep. It was enly a few
ments betore the angel hurled the Gual
fi, that the trath {ell upon her soul. She
s stretching forth her hand to her worle-
ket, her lovely child was pmulinv by her
pe, and Mra, Douglas smiling like 2 parent
n both, striving to conceal a tear while
smded, when the breathing of her fuir
est became diffivult, and the rose, which a
went before bloomed upon her counte-
nce; vanished ina fitful streak.  Sheflong
v feeble arms araund the neek of her child,
ho now wept upn her hosom, and exelaim-
L “Oh! my Elizabeth, who will protect
b1 now—ny poor, poor orphan??  DMrs
~Pouglas sprang to ber assistance. She said
&e had much t tell, and endeavoured to
penk ; but o gurgling sound ouly was heard
her throut ; she panted for breath; the
my streaks, deepeniug into blue, cane aud
fwent upon ter checks like the milunight
‘dinces of the northern lights; her eyes
flashed with momentary b.ighm £5 more
#an mort1], and the spirit fied. The fair
1an still elung to the neck, and kissed the
ft wurm lip= of hier dead mother.
PAs yet she was ton young to see all the
earines: of the desolation arouud her, bat
be was findeed an orphan in the most eruel
feaning of the word,  Her mother had pre-
ved a mystery over her sorrows aud the
peumstances of her !nf(’, which Mrs, Doug
s had- never endeavoured to penetrate.
ind now she was left to be as mather to the
tpless child, for ehe knew not it she had
ather friend; and all that she had heard
 the wother’s history was recordedd on the
mble stane, which she placed over her
ave--* Here resteth the budy of Isabella
forion, widow of Captain Morton ; she
ed amongst us a stranger, but belvved”
he whoie property to which the fair orphan
ame heir by the death of her mother, did

Donglas.

! not amount to fifty pounds, and amongst the

property no document was found which
could throw any light upon who were her
relatives, or if ehe had affy, But the heart
»f Mrs. Douglas had ajeendy mlopted her as
v daushter; and, circum<eribeding her cir-
wumstances were, she trusted that He who
wavideth food fur the very birds of heaven,
voulid provide the orphan’s morsel,

Years rolled on, and lizabeth Morion
rew in stature s d in heauty, the pride of
hier protector, and the joy of ber age. But
the infiemities of years geew upon her foxier-
mther, aud disabling her habits of industey
stern want  enteced her happy cottage.
S ill Blizheth appeared only as a thing of
joys contentment ayd gratitwle ; amd often
dil her evening song heguile her aged
Liend’s eigh into a smile.  And to better
their hard lot, she hired hersell’ to watcha
few sheep opon the neighbouring hills, t
the steward of a gentleman named Somer-
ville, who, about the time of her mother’s
death, had purchased the estate of Thorn-
dean. He was but little beloved, for he was
a hard master, and a bad husband; and
niore than once he had been seen at the
hour of midnight, in the silent churchyard,
standing over the grave of Mrs, Morton.
This gave rise to not a few whisperings res-
pecting the birth of poor Elizabeth, e had
no children, and a nephew who resided in
his house was uunderstond to be his heir,
Williaun Somervitle was abiout a year older
than our fair orphin; and as he could
escape the eye of hisunele, he would fly to
the village 10 scek out iz thethasa play-
mate,  And now, while she tended the few
<heep, he would steal sound’ the hills, and
placing himselt” by her side, teach her the
lessons e had that day been tavglht, while
his arm in tnnocence rested on her neck, theie
glowing cheeks touched each other, aud her
golilen curls played around them., Often
were their peaceful lessons broken by the
hassh voi-e and the blowsol' his uncle. - Bat
still William stole to the presence of his play~
mate and pupil, until he had completed hig
fourieenih  year; when he was tg leave
I'horndean, preparatory toentering the army.,
He was permitted to take a hasty tarewell
of the villagers, for they all Joved the hoy,
but he weut only to the eottage of Mrs.
As he entered, Eliz deth wept,
aud he also burst ito trars, Their friewd

.

saw the }""’U‘Hillga of & young passion that .

might terminate in sorrow ; and tuking his
liand, she prayed God to prosper him, and
bade him farewell, She was leading nim to
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the door, when Elizabeth raised her tearful
eyen; he belield them, and their meaning,
and leaping forwagd, threw his arms round
her, and printed (l'%s!4 kisson her forehend!
“ Do not forget ane Blizabeth,” he cried, and
hurried from the house.

Seven years from this period passed away
—The lovely girl was now transformed into
the elegant woman, in the summer majesty
of herbeauty. TFor four years Elizabeth had
kept & school in the village, to which her
gentlenessand winning manners drew pros-
perisy ; and her gray-haired benefactress en-
joyed the reward of’ her benevolence. Pre-
parations were making at Thorndean 11all
for the reeeption of Williaun, who was now
returning as. Ireut. Sommerville. A yost-
chaise in the villuge had then become a sirht
Jess rare ; but several cottagers were assem-
hled before the inn to welcome the youny
Jaird. He arrived, and with him a gentle-
man between forty and fitiy years of age.—

They had merely become acquainted as tra- |

velling companions, and the stranger being
on his way northward, had aceepted his in-
vitation to rest at his uncle's tor a few days.
The footpath to the Hall lay through the
churchyard, about a quarfer of & mile from
the village. It was a secluded path, and I-
lizabeth was wout tv retire 1o it between
school hours, and frequently tospend a few
momentsin silent meditation over l:ier mo-
ther’s grave. She was gazing uponit when
a voice arrested heratiention, saying, * Lliz-
abeth—Miss Morton ! T'ie speaker was
Lieutenant Summerville, accompanied by his
friend. ‘To the meeting of the young lovers
we shall add nothing. But the eldes stran-
ger gazed in her face and trembled, and
looked on her mother’s grave and wept.—
¢ Morton I he repeated, and read the in-
geription on the humble stone, and again ga-
zed on her face, and again wept. ¥ Lady!?
he exclaimed, “ pardon a miserable man—
what was the nanse of your mother 2 —who
the family of your father? Aunswer e, I
implore you ! * Alas! 1 know neither,” said
the wondering and now unhappy Elizabeth.
‘* My nanie is Morton,” cried the stranger :
“1had awife—1had a daughter onze, and
my Isabella’s face was thy fuce!” While he
yet spoke, the elder Sommerville drew near
te meet his nephew. RHis eyesand thestran-
ger'smet. ¢ Sommerville I exclaimed the
‘stranger, starting,  * ‘I'he same,” replied the
other,his brow blackening like thunder,while
a trembling passed over his bady. He rudely

grasped the arm of his nephew, and dragyge
himm away. The interesting stranger ae
companicd Elizabeth to the house of Mn
Douglas, Paiolul were his irquiries; ke
while they kindled hope and assutavee. the
leftall in eruel uneertainty. “Oh. Siv ! sai,
Mrs. Douglas, *if ye be the faither o' my
blessed bairn, I dinna wonder at auld Som
merville growing black in the fuce when Ik
saw ye, for when want came hard upon ow
heels, and my dear motherless a1 fatherles
bairn was driven to herd his sheep by th
brae-sides —~there wad the poor, dear, deli
cate hairy, (for she was as delicate then o
she’s bonny now,) been lying—the sheep :
feeding round about her, and her readin’ 2
her Bible, just like a ltle angelher lee Jane
when the brute wad come sleekin’ down a
hint her, an® giein’ her a deive wi’ his fost
cuarsed her lor a little lnzy something Pm i
saun tonames amd rugged her bonny yellow
haie, till he had the hall’o® it torn out o he
head ; or the monster wad riven the blesse
hook out 0 her hand, and thrown it witar
vathas {aras he could drive. But the nopllcx;
was aye a bit fine eallant ; only, ye ken, Wi
my bairn’s pro. pects, it waspa my part
encourage ony thag.” :

Eagerly did the stranger, who gave hi
ame as Colonel Morton, hang over the fir
heing, who had conjured up the runshine of;
hiz youth. One by one, he was weeping anl,_
tracing every remembered leature ol his wiff'}
upon her face—when doubt again entereig
his mind, and he excliimed in bi!teme&*'p
“ Merciful Ieaven ! convine me —Ohg
convince me, that I have found my child¥q
The few trinkets that belonged to Mrs. Mor
ton had been parted with in the depth of lov
poverty. At that moment, Lieut. Smnmer-:«j
ville hastily en‘ered the cottare, He statel?
that his unele had left the Hall, and deliv»‘{
ered a letter fiom him to Colonel Morton. I*

wus of few wurds, and as jotlows :—

“ Morton—We were rivals for Isabella’®.
love—you were made happy, and I misera
ble. Butlhave not been unrevenged. I
was 1 who betrayed you into the handsof the.
enemy. It was I who reported you dead-
who caused the tidings to be hastened to your
widowed wile,and followed them to England -
—it was I who poisoned the ear of her {riends
until they cast her ofi—I dogged her to het
obscurity, that I might enjuy my trinmph;but
death athwarted me as you had doue, Yel
I will do one act of mercy—~she sleeps be
neath where we met yesterdayy and thy
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y, before whom you wept—is your own

* Ah, my boy,” saud Ben, “ yourare there
with your eoundinge, are you—well, you shall

fe east down the letter and exelaimed, | have along story by theshortest tack. *Some-

%My child! my long lost child l—and in | hody was wmy fither,” eontinued le, “but
| seechless joy the father and the danghter | whom 1 know not. This mueh 1 know
. wighed to each other’snrms, Shall we add | «bout my mother: she was cook ina gentle-

! mpre —the elder Sainmerville leli his native

s meas Funily fnthiz countsy ; and b ing a fat,

“Jagils which he never again diszraced with , porily body—sometiing of the build of her

t his presence.  Witliam and [lizabeth wan-
* deged by the hill #side in blizs, eatehing love
i and vecollections from the scene. In a few
t menths her father bestowed on him Ler haud
d -q'ml Mre, Douglas, in joy and in pride, be-
' maved upon both her blessing.

(-

e of'Squire Ben, it way be proper to inform
0 who Squire Ben was. Inthe year 1816,
gcn the pipig timesof peace hid beguu,
Bl our hieroes, like Othello, * their oceupa-
gone,” a thchset, blutl burley-headed
le maun, whose every word and look would
b 1ind you of lucledon’s Cgasm'ude'lforeas
'sld bespoke him to be one of those who had
f‘.’?laile(l with noble Jervis,” or,

IRSY
T."/!{ »
ﬁinfchused asmall estate in Northumberlaif,
‘atew miles [ om the banksdt"he Coguet.
M€ might be fifty years of age; but'his wea-
ither-beaten countenance gave him the ap-
ipearance of 2 man of sixty. Around the
'eollar of a Newfvundland dog, which follow-
" ed him more faithfully than his shadow, were
"epgraved the words, “Captain Benjamin
"; jokison 3 but, alter he had parchased the
’;:» .ate to which I have alluded, his poorer
% zhbours ealled him Squire Ben. He was
"\ .range mixiure of enthusiasm, shrewdness,
“rage, comicality, generosity, and humani-
© Ben, on becoming a country gentleman,

-ame a keen fisher; and, a« it is said, “ a
. low feeling makes one wondrous kind,? 1
;< being fond of the sport, became a mighny
. orite with the binfi-faced Squire. It was
. _a fine bracing day in March, alter a
<rable day’s fishing, we went to dine and
i~ 0bd the afierncon in the Angler’s Inn,
" ich stands at therorth end of the bridge
! rthe Coguet, at the foot of the Lill lead-
' upto Longframlington. Observing ihat
' . Wasin good sailing trim, 1 dropped a
bt that#n account of his voyages and
+ Taes'on the ocean of life would be interest-

4 In gallant Duncan's fleet,
Huad sung out, yo heave o !,

son, T take it—no one cuspeeted that she
wasin a certain delicate situation, nntil with-
inalew days before Twas born.  Then, with
very griel’ and shame, aud sorrow, the poor
thi g beeame delitious—and, as an old ser-
vant of the family hassmce told me, you
conlid see the very flesh melting off her bones,
While she continued in a state of delivium,
your humble servant, poor Benjamin, was
horn; aml, without recovering her senses,
she died within an  hour alter ‘my birth,
lewwing me a beutiful orphan, as you see me
now--a legucy to the workhouse and the
world, Benjam'n was my mother’s fumily
name--lrom which I suppose they had some-
thing of the Jew in their bluod—though,
Heaven knows, 1 have none in my composi-
tion. So they who had the christening of
me gave me my wother’s name of Benjamin,
as my. Christain name, and from her occupa-
tion as cook, they surnamed me Cookson—
that is, ‘Benjumin the Cook’s son,’ simply
Benjamin Couvkeon, 1ore simply, Squire Ben.
Well, you see, my boy, 1 was bora beneath
the roof of an Buglish Squire, and, before I
was three hours old, was handed over to the
workhouse. This was the beginning of my
life. The first thing I remember was hating
the workhouse—the second was [oving the
cea, Yes, Sir, before I wasseven years old,
[ used to stealdway in the noble company of
my own go.d/ se'f,. and it down upon a rock
on the solitary beach, watching the ships, the
waves, and the sea-hirds—wishing_to he a
wive, aship, or a bird—ay, sir, wishing to be
any thing but poor orphau Ben. The sea
was to me what my parents should have
heen--a thing 1 delighted to look upon. I
Joved the very music of its maddest storms ;
—though quietly, I have since bad enough
of them. I began my career belore I was
ten years of age, as cabin-hoy in a collier.
My skipper was a dare-devil tear-away sort
of afellow, who cared no more for running
down one of your coasting craft, than for
turning a quid in hi< mouth. But he was a
aood, honest, kind -hearted cort of chap lor
all that--harring that the rope’s ead was, too
often in his hand, ‘Ben,’ says he to me one
misty day, when we were tuking coals acroes

{Lhe herring pond'to the Dutchmen, and the
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man at the helm could not see half way tothe
mast head—' Ben, my little fellow, can you
cipher?? ‘ Yes, Sir,) says 1. ‘The deuce
you can!' eays he, ¢ then your're just the lad
for me; and do you understand logarithms?
No, =ir,? says 1, * wihat sort of wood be they?
* Wood be hanged ! you blockhead P said he,
raising his foot in a passion, but a smile on
the corners of his mouth shoved it to the deck
again, before it reaghed me. ‘ But come,
Ben, you ean cipher, you say ; well, I know
all about the radius and tangents, and them
sort of things, and stating the guestion; but
blow me if I havea multiplication table on
board ; my fingers are of no use at a long
pumber, and [ am always getting out of it
counliug..chalks-—so come below Ben, and
look overfhe question, and let us fiud where
we are. I krow I have made a mistake
someway—and mark ye, Ben, il'ye don’t fiud
it out—ye that can cipher—there’s a rope’s.
end to your supper, and that’s all.” Hows-
ever, Sir, 1 did find it out, and I was regarded
as a prodiey in the ship ever afier. The
year before I was out of apprenticeship, our
vesgel, was laid up for four months, and the
skipper sent me to school during the time, at
his own expense, saying-- Get navigation,
Ben, my boy, and you will one day he a com-
modoic--hy Jupiter, you’ll be an ho: our to
the navy.) I got as firas * Dead Reckon-
ing,) and there 1 reckon I made adead staud,
or rather, I ceased to do any thing but study
¢ Lunar Obseivations? Our owner had 2
daughter, my own age toa day.

1 can’t descer'be her, sir—1 haven’t enough
of what I'suppose you \qul,(sj,:qpll poetry about
me lor that, hut upen the wayd of a sailor,
her hair was like night renderéd transparem
black, jet black ; herneck white as the spray
on the bosom of'a hillow ; her face was love-
fier than arainhow; and her figure handsome
asa [rieate in [ull sail.  But she had twenty
thousignd pounds; she was no bargain for
@rplmn Ben! However, I saw her,and that
was enough—learning and T shook hands-:
her father had a small yacht--le praposed
taking a pleasure party to the Coquet isle.—
Jess, for that was her pame, was one of the
passengers,and the management of the yacht
was entrusted o me.  In spite of my=elf, 1
gazed upon her by the hovr; I was intoxica-
ted with paesion ; my heart swelled as if it
would burst from wy bosom. I sawa titled
puppy touch her fingere; 1 heard him prautle
fove in herears. My first impulse was to
dash him overboard. I wished the sea which

1 loved might rise and swallow ug. I though
it would be happiness to die in her company,
perhaps tosink with her arm clinging roun(
my neck for protection. The wigh of wy
madness was verfied. We were 1etuvning,
We were five miles from the shore. A squail,
then a hurricane, came on ; every sl wa
reeled ; the mast was snapped as I would
smitp that pipe between my fingers; (here the
old squire, suiting the action to the word
broke the end of his pipe;) the sea rose ; the
hurricane iucreased, the yacht capsized, nse
teather twirls in the wind. Every soul tha
had been on board was now struggling. Il
life, bufleting the billows. At that momen
[ had kot one thought, and that waa of Jess
but oue wish, and that was to die with her:
1 saw my fellow creatures in their deatha
gonies, but I'looked only for her. At th
moment we were upset, she was clinging
the arm of the titled puppy for protection,ant
now 1 saw her within five yards of me stil
clinging to the skirts of his coat, ealling o
him and on her fiather to save her; and |
saw him ! yes sir, Isaw the monster, whil
strugeling with one hand, raise the other '
<trise her on the face,that he might extricate
himself’ {rom her grasp.  * Brute ! monsier?
I exclaimed, and the next moment 1 ha
fixed my clenched hands in the haw of hi
head. ‘Fhen with one hand I grasped th
arm of her I loved, and with the other, ut.
tering a fiendish yell, Iendeavoured to hur
the coward to the hoftom of the sea. Th
yacht still lay bottom up, but was nowa hun-.
dred yards from us; however,getting my are.
round the waist o my adored Jess,1 laughel”
at the sea, I defied the harricane;we reache!
the yacht. Her keel was not three feet o
the waterand with my right hand T imanage
toeta holdof it. I saw two of the crew.
and six of the passensers perish; but he;‘
father, and the coward who had struck he':
from him, still struggled.with the waves::
they were barne far from us : within half g
hour I saw a vesse] pick them up 1 it tried -
reach us, but could not. Two hoursmere imli, :
passed, and the night was coming on s mf;
sirength gave way ; my hold loosened: f
made one more desperate effort, 1 fixed nj
teeth in the keel’; but the burden under m)i‘
ieftarm was still sacred: I felt her breatk
upon my cheek : it fuspired me with - lious
suength, and for another hour I clung toth
keel. Then the fury of the storm slackeipd
a boat from the vessel that picked up herfi
ther reached us; we were taken on bosh
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he was senseless, but still breathed : my
rm seemed glued round her waist. T was
;lmo=t unconseious of every thing, but an
gllvn*pt, 1o take her from me. My teeth
enashed when they touched n:y hand to do
qq As we approached the vessel. those on
board hiuled us with three cheers, We were

* Jif.ed on dechs she wasconveyed to the cabin,
X0 a few minutes I became fully conscious
ofouvuuuuwu. Some one gave me brindy :
my brain became on fice. * Where is she 2
lcwclzume(l * did 1 not save her 2 save her
ﬁcm the coward who would have murdered
lm P 1 rushed 1o the cabin ; she wasabout
mnverme‘, her father stood over her, and
angers wc:e rubbm“ her bosom : her fa-
: but I was

I i rc~\~,ed nmy ]|p~ 10 heu ; called he
ine. [er father grasped me by the colliu:
oy ! begear ! bastard P he exclaimed.
~AWVith his last word halfol"my frenzy quichly
Whished ; fora moment I seized him by the
Bhroat : 1 cried ' Repeat the word? 1 groaned
B the acony of shame and madness ! rashed
Woon the deck, we were then within quarter
a milé lrom the shore: 1 plu: ged over
$oard, I swam to the beach; 1 reached ir.”
g
Q,‘I became interested in the narrative of the
%mre, and [ hegged he would continue it
With less rapidity : * Rapidity I said he,
xing upoume a glance in which I thought
ihere was something like disdain: ¢ young
Fdan, il you casta leather into the stream it
-Wili be horne on with it. But,” added he in
a.less husried tone, after pausing to breathe
ﬁr afew momems, “ alter siruggling awith
e strong surge lur a goodl lmh hour, T got
“the shore, My wmost t~trength was spemt
;;,sd I was searce able to drag myself a dozen
» ards beyond tide mark when I sank quite
-hausted on the beach. T lay as though in
cep,until night had gathered round me; and
hen T arose, cold and numbed, my delirinm
vl passed away. My bosom, however, like
' galley manned with eriminals, was still
;e prison house of agonising feelings, each
. ore unruly than the other. Every scene
which T had barne a part during the day,
shed hefore me in a moment: her image ;
~imageof my Jess, mingled with each ; 1
ted existence : I .ﬂmo:l despised my~ell :
ttears etarted in my eyes; thesuffocation
my breast passed away, and I soon again
_thed freely. I will not trouble you with
—Js: T will pass over the next five years

of my life, durtng which 1 was man-of-war’s
man, privateer, and smuggler.
tell you how 1 hecame a smngeler, for that
clling [ oaly fllowed for a wwk, and that
was from necessity ; but as you shail hear it
well nigh cost me my lite: Biitain had just
taanehed into a war with Frauee, and I was
first mate of a small privateer, carrying tive
auns and a long Tam ¢ we were tning our
fortane within six leagucs of the Duateh const
when two Freach merchanumen hove in
sight,. They were too heavy metal for us,
and we saw that it would be necessiry to
deal with them warily : so hoisting the re-
publican flag, we bore down upon th m;
but the Frenclimen were not 1o be had, and
no sooner had we comie witain gunshot, thun
kose of them saluted our Jittle craft with a
browdsnde that mide her dance in the water.
[t was evideal there wis no chance for us
but at cluse quariers. ¢ Cookson, says our
conmmander o we. what’s 1o be done, my
fad 2 ¢ Leave the privatcer, says L *Whai??
suys he, “1aiee the long hoat and run,without
singeing a Freucliman’s whisker ! no. blow
we, says he, ¢ Nosir? says [, ‘board them
givethem atouch of the cold steel” Right
Ben, my bey,? says he; © helm about there :
look 10 your cirlasces, my hearties ; and now
for the Frenchmain’s deck and Fleuch wine
to supy.er.’

The next moment we had tacked about,
and were under the Frenchman’s bow. In
rarning round, long Tom Lad been discharg-
ed, and ciipped the rigging of the other vessel
heautfully. The comminder, myself, and a
dozen more, sprang upon the enemy?’s deck,
cutlas in hand.  Our reception was as warm
as powder and steel could make it—ihe
Erenchmen fought like devils, and disputed
with us every inch of the deck hand to hand.
But, d’ye see, we beat them alt, though their
sumbers were two 10 one ; yet as hack luck
would have it, out of the twelve of uz who
had boarded her, only seven weie row able
1o handle a cutlass, and amongst those who
lay dying on the enemy’s deck was vur gal-
lant commander. He was a nohle fellow,
Sir—a regular fire-eater, even in death.
Bleeding, dying as he was, he endeavored
to drag his body along the deck to assist us
—and when finding it would notdo, and he
could move no farther, he drew a pistol (’roxg
his belt, and rasing himsel{'on one hand, he
discharged it at the head of the French cap-
tain with the other: and shouting out: ‘Go
it my hearties! Ben ! never yield ! his head

Buot I will -

.
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fell upon the deck : and—" he died like a

true British sailor.’ But sir, the other vessel
that had been erippled, at that moment mide

alongside. Hor crew  alsn boarded to assis

thew countrymen, and  we were attache

fore and aft. ‘There was nothing 1ow leli
for us but fo cut our wav to the privateer,
which had heen brouzht round to the other
gide of the vessel we had boarded.  She Lad
been left to thecareof the second mate amd

six seumen : but the traltor secing our com-
mander tiail, and the hopelessiess of sueeess,
cut the lushings and bore off, leaving us
our fate on the deck of the enemy.  Ourmen
was now reduced to five, and we were guite
hemmed inon all sides; but we fought Lhe
tigers bereaved of 1heir cubs. We placed
ourselves hieel to heel, we formed a linde
cirele of death. I know not whether it was
admiration of our crurage, or the cowardice
of the enemy, that induced them to praclaim
a tru e and to offer us abaat, owrs, and
provisions, and todepart withour armz. We
agreed to their propesal, after fighting an
hour upon thetr deck.  Aund here begis sy
short, but eventfur history as a smuggler.
We had been six hours at sea in the open
boat, when we were pickedrup by a smug-
gling lugger named the Wildfiie. She bad
an Englishman for herowner, and her carzo
which consisted ptincipally of brandy and
Hollands, was to be delivered at Spittal and
Boomer. It was about day break on the
third morning after we had been pieked up;
we were again within sight of the Cequet
izsle. I had not seen itfor five long years. It
called apa thousand recoliections, ¥ beciume
entranced in the past. My Jessscemed again
clinging 1o my neck ! 1again thought I felt
her breath upon my cheek, and involuntarily
I asain exclaimed aloud, * She slall be mine.
But 1 was aroused fiom my reveric by a cry
—* A cruiser ; acutter achead? 1o amoment
the deck of the lugger hecame a scene of
consternation.  The cutter was making upon
us rapidly, and though the Wildfire sailed
nobly, her pursuer skimmed over the sca
like a swallow. The skipper of the lugger
seemed tohecome insane as the danger iu-
creased. He ordered every gun to he loaded,
and a six oared gig to he got in readiness: the
cutter fired on us, tre Wildfire returned the
salute, and three of the cutte ’s mea fell.
A few more shots were exchanged, and the
luguer was disabled ; her skipper and the
-Englishmen of his crew took the gig, and
made lor the shore. In a few minutes more,

we were boarded hy the commander of the

cutter and part of her crew.. [ knew ;.
commander’s face : his countenance, I
iame, were engraved as with a sharp inslr
nent on my heart. His pame was Meltoy
“he honorahle Licutenaut Melton, my enem:
the man [hated 5 the tided puppy of who-
Lspoke: my rival for the hand of my Jos
Heapproached me: he knew meas I did bin
We lost nolove between us, 1 heard i
teeth grate as he fixed his eyeson me, au
mine echoed to the sourd. ‘Slave! scoundre’
were his first words ; ¢ we have met againg
Jast, and your life shall pay the forfeit: plac
him inirops.’ ‘Coward? I hurled in histea
asecond time,and my hand grasped a cutlas
which in a moment flashed in the air: k-
armed crew sprang between us,I defied the
all : he grew bold under their protection
¢ Strike him down P he exclaimed, and the
springing forward, his sword entered my&id:
but searce was it withdrawn ere hiis blo -
streamed from the pointol'my cutlass to .
haud.  Suflice it to say, I was overpowere
vand disarmed @ 1 was taken on board b3
iculler, and put in irons.  And now, Sir,’b!
continued, * know that you are in compary
of aman who has been condemued lodie:-.‘j
yes,sir, to die like a common marderer on thj
'callows! You start, but it is tiue; awd lf)"l:;
;do not Lke the company of a man for who: §
the hangman ouce provided a neckercliel,jy

{wall drop wy story.” -1 requested he wout ]
procecd.  * Well, Sir,)” continued he, "5

wuslodged in prison.  1wis accused of bieir, ¢
i smuggler, of having drawn my swoig
“agrainst one of his Majesty’s officers, and ¢)
s haviug wounded him.  Ou the testimony ‘.’i
"my enemy and his crew, I was tried an'y
}eondenmed, condemued to die without ho;L"
of pardon. 1 had but a day to live when ®
fludy entered my miserable ccll._ She can:
1o comfort e criminal, 10 administer cons >
lation in his fasthour. I wasin nomondt’®
Histen to the admonitions of the lemale Samzfg
ritan, and I was about to bid her depart frgi<
we. Her face was veiled, and in the di¢.
licht of my dungcon I saw it not. Butsk
spoke, and her voice went throvgh my s
like the remembrance of a national air whi.
we have sung in childhoad, and hear ing
foreien land. ‘ Lady P 1 exclaimed, * whf
fiend hath gent thee; come ye to ask me¥:
forgive my murderer 2 i’ you command itk
will? ¢ Iwaould ask you to forgive yours:”
newves,? 1eplied she mildly, ¢ but not forms
sake  Yet it can only be for your sakt
said I; *but tell e, lady, are you the %if
of the man who has pursued me to death?
¢ No, not hiswife.? ‘But you will be? ¢nn
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hastily, ¢and you love him : tell me, do
unot love him? She sighed ; she burst
to tears: ‘ Unhappy man,’ she returned,
hat know you of ine that you torment me
With questions that torlure me.” 1 thrust
ﬁ-th my fettered hand ; I grasped hers : ‘ tel!
e, lady,’ I exclaimed, ¢ before my soul can
'.%eive the words of repentance which yon
#owme to preach ; tell me, do you love him?
<No ¥ she pronounced emphatically, and her
wholé frame shook. ¢ Thank God 1" I cried,
.aﬁﬂ clasped my fettered hands together ! —

ﬁrglve me, lady! forgive me! Do you
H}‘ow me—I am Ben! orphan Ben ! theboy
,ﬂ:o saved you ! She sereamed aloud, she
fd! upon my bosom, and my chained arm
#hce more circled the neck of my Jess.

& Yes, siry it was my own Jess, who, with-
Bt being conscious who I was, had come to
@it the doomed one in his miserable cell, to
him for death, by pninting out the
flicessity of repentance and the way 10 hea-
Bn. T need not tell you that the moment
Iy name was told. che forgot her mission ;
Bd as with my fettered arms, I held her to
f breast, and felt her burning tears drop
@pon my cheek, I forent imprisonment, 1 for-
& death : my very dungeon became a hea-
gn that I would not have exchanged for a
§‘ﬁme, for oh! as her tears fefl, and her
aving bosom throbbed upon my heart,each
ﬁzb told me that Jess loved the persecuted
g&mhan, the hoy who saved her. I cannot
rgﬂ you what a trance is, but as I clung round
R&r neck and her arms encircled mine, I felt
hs.if my very soul would have burst from my
body in ecstacy. She was soon convinced
;‘;_ t 1 wasno eriminal, that § had been guiity
_no actual crime, that I was innocent and
. med to die, ¢No! no!yau shall not die?
bed my heroic girl ¢ “hope ! hope ! hope !

" man who saved me shall not die ? She
rried to the door of my cell ; it was open-
by the keeper, and she left me, exclaim-
» ‘Hope! hope P’ On that day his then
jesty, George the Third, was to prorogue
“liament in person. He was returning
m the House of Lords ; crowds were fol-
.ing the royal processinn, and thousands
spectators lined Parliament Street, some
wing their loyalty by sbouts and waving
Jats and handkerchiels, and others inani-
ing their dizcontent in sullen silence, or
,f suppressed muraurs. In the midst of
multitude, and opposite Whitehall, st od
-ivate carriage, the door of which was o-
3 ;;d outof it, as the royal retinue ap-

proached, issued a female, and with a paper
in her hand, knelt before the window of his
Majesty’s carringe, clasping her hands toge-
ther as she knelt, and crying, ‘look uponme,
sire ¥ ‘Stop ! stop ¥ said the king ; ‘coach-
man, step ! what, a lady kneeling, eh, eli?
A young lady teo: poor thing, poor thing !
give me the paper ¥ His Majesty glanced
ztit; he desired her to follow him to St.
Jame’s: I need not dweil upon particulars
that very night my Jess returned to my pri-
son with my pardon in her hand, and 1 left
its gloomy walls with herarm locked in mine.
And now you may think that I was the hap-
piest dog alive ; that I had nothing more to
do but to ask and obtajn the hand of my Jess;
but youare wrong : and I will go over the
rest of my lile as briefly as I can. No sooner
did her lather become acquainted with what
she had done, than he threatened to disivhe-
rit her,and he removed her I know not where.
1 became first desperate, then gloomy, and
eventi ally sank into las-itude. Even the
sea which I had loved from my first thought
lost its charms for me. I fancied that money
only stood between me and happiness, and I
saw no prospect of making the sum I thought
necessary at sea. While in the privateer
service, I had saved about two hundred
pounds in prize money. With this sumasa
foundation, I determined to {ry my fortune
on shore. {embarked in many schemes ; in
some I was partially successful, but I perze-
vered in none. It was the curse of my life.
that [had no settled plan : I wanted method;
and let me tell you, sir, that the want of a
systematic plan, the want of method; has
ruined many a wise man. It was my roin.
From this cause, though I neither drank nor
gamed, nor seemed more foolish than my
neighbours, my money wasted like a snow
ball in the sun. Though Isay it myself, X
was not an ignorant man ; for considering
my opportunities I had read much, and had
as much worldly wisdom as most of people.
In short, I was an excellent framer of plans
at night, but I wanted decision and activity
to put them into excution in the morning. I
had also a dash of false pride and generosity
in my composition, and did actions without
considering the consequences, by which I
wag continually bringing myself into difficul~
ties. This system, or rather this want of
=ystem, quickly stripped me of my last shil«
ling, andlelt me the world’s debtor into the
bargain. Then, sir, 1 gnashed my teeth
together, Iclenched my fist; I could have
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cut the throat of mv own conscience, had it
been a thing of flesh and blood, for epitting
thoughtlessness and folly in my teeth. I took
no oath, but I resolved, firmly, resolutely,
deeply resolved, to be wise for the future ;
and let me tell you my good fellow, such a
resolution is worth twenty hasty words. I
gold my watch, the only piece of property
worth twventy shillings that I had left, and
with the money it produced in my pocket, I
set out for Liverpool. That town, or city,or
whatever you have a mind to call it, was not
then what it isnow. I wasstrolling along by
the Duke’s little Dock, and saw a echooner
of about a hundred and sixty tons burden.—
Her masts lay well back, and 1 observed her
decks were double laid. I saw her character
ina moment. I went on board—I inquired of
the commander if he would ship a hand., He
gave me a knowing look, and inquired if e-
ver I had beenin the ‘ trade’ belore. I men-
tioned my name and the ship in which I had
last served. ¢ The deuce you are !’ he said;
* what! you Cookson ! ship you, ay, and a
hundred like you, if Icould get them.” I need
hardly tell you the vessel was a privateer.—
Within three days the schooner left the Mer-
sey, and ! had the goud fortune to be shipped
as mate. For two years we boxed about the
Mediterranean, and ¢ had cleared, as my
share of prize woney, nearly a thousand
pounds, At 'that period, our skipper, think-
ing he had made enough, resigned the com-
mand in favor of me. My first cruise was so
successful, that 1 was enabled to purchase a
privateer of my own, which I named the
¢ Jess) For, d'ye see, her idea was like a
never-waning mooulight in my brain—her
emphatic words, * Hope ! hope ! hape P whis.
pered eternally in my breast, and I did hope.
Sleeping or waking, on sea or ou shore, a day
never passed but the image of'my Jess arose
on my sight, smiling and saying—* Hope !
In four years more I had cleared ter thou-
sand pounds, and T sold the schooner for a-
nother thousand. I now thopght mysell’ a
match for Jess, and resolved to go to the old
man—her father, I mean—aad offer to take
her without a shilling. Well, I hadsold my
craft at Plymouth, and before proceeding to
the north, was stopping a few daysina small
town in the south westof England,to breathe
a littleland air—for my face, you see, had
become a litde roush by constant exposure
to the weather. Well, sir, the windows of
my lodging faced the jail, and for ihree days
Iobaerved _the handsomest figure that ever
graced a woman, enter the prison at meal
times. It was the very figure—the very gait

of my Jess—only her appearance was ngl
genteel enough. But I had never seen hey
face. On the fourth day 1 got a glimpse ¢
it. Powerz of earth ! it was her! it was my ¢
Jess! I rushed down stairs like a madman-~g
[ flew to the prison door and knaocked. The
jailor opened it. T eagerly inquired who thl
young lady was that had just entered. Hit
abrubtly replied, *The daughter of'a debtor.
‘Tor Heavenss sake,’ I returned, *let m i
speak with them. He refused. I pushed:i
ruinea into his hand, and he led me to th
debtor’s room. And there, sir, there stox |
my Jess—my saviour—imy angel—there eh !
stood, admlnistering to the waunts ofher gra t
haired father. 1 won’t, because I can't, des ¢
cribe to you the tragedy scene that ensuet |
‘The old man had lost all that he posses ssedr 4

the world—his thousands had taken wmgﬂ
and flown away, and he was now pining j !
jail for fifiy—and his daughter,my noble Jes
supported him by the labours of her needi !
I paid the debt before I left the prison, ar
out I came with Jess upon one arm, and Ih
old man on the other. We were marrm
within a month. I went 1o sea. again—br!
Iwill pass over that; and when the peac%
was made, we came down here to Northug

berland, and purchased a bit of ground ar:
a snue cabin, about five miles from this, ar'
theresix little Cooksons are romping ahox;’
and calling my Jess their mother, and no:'3
of them orphans, like their father, tlmg
Heaven. And row, «ir, you have heard tk-
narrative of Squire Ben—what do you llm 1
of'it 2

THE FAIR.

You may smile, reader, at the idea of&.
story entitled “ The Fair ; but read on,
you may find it an appropriate ullew
touching, though simple tale. This m:
seem like the writer’s praising hisown
duetion, bat that is neither here nor there:
mongst authors ; it is done every day: a
nol amongst authors only, but among: &
trades, crafts, and professions. If aman d:
not speak woll of his own wares, whom d;]
he expect to do it for him, when everyp'
son is busy selling wares of his own ? Ye,
know the saying, “ he's a silly gardener i
lichtlies his ain leeks.” Bui to go on w
** The Fair,?

On a Fair day, nature alwayc;turu 3
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pdreds of her best human specimens of un-
hicticated workmanship. Did you ever
mine the countenances of a rustic group
‘alund a stall covered with oranges and
.gweetmeats, a bevy of rural beauties, be-
 sieging the hearts and the pockets of a rural

« baghelor of two-and-twenty. The colour of

; ot¥® countenance is deep and various as the
_rafpbow—a second emulates the rose—athird
 th¢carnation—while the face ol a fourth,who
i deemed the okl maid of her companions, is
sa}fmv as a daflodil afier a north wind : there

[de oyes wooand dark eyes glance affection,
g ruby lips open with the jocund laugh ;
1a there, to0, you may truce the workings
Jealomy, rivalry, and envy, and other
nisions less gentle than love, according as
oranges and gingerbread happen to he
gided amongst the fair recipients. You,
have heard the drum beat for glory, and
(B shrill note of the fife ring through the
geets, while a portly sergeant, with a sword
foht as a sunbeam, and unsheathed in his
] sd flaunted his smart cockade, or belike| =
Mook a well lined purse as he marched along

, now is the time for lurtune and glory !
here, by Jupiter, there is the look, and the
ulders—thie limbs, the gait of a captain at
t! Join us, my noble fellow! and ycur
gctune is made ! your promotion is certain !
;, od save the King! Down with the French!?

“ Down wi’ them ! cries a young country
man, flushed with “the barley bree,” and,
borrowing the sword of the sergeant, waves
it dncouthly round his head—feels himsell’ a
hero—a Sampson—a Cesur—all the glories
‘l Napolcon seem extinguished beneath his
ord-arm. “ Glory and honour i he cries
ain more vehemently, and again—"Hurra
* the life ofa sodger ! aad 1he next mo-
" “nt the ribbon streans from his Sunday hat.

asuch incidents turns our present story.—

illie Forbes was a hind in Berwickshire.

5 was also the oniy child, and the sole sup-

Tl of 2 widowed mother, and she loved him

“the soul loveth the hope of immortality ;

- Willie was a dutiful son and a kind one,

“d withal, one of whom many mothers in

otland might have been prond, for his

rson was goodly as his heart was affection-
~; and often as 'his mother surveyed his

“tely figure, she thought to herself, us a

_ther will, that ** there wasna a marrow to
. . Willie in 2> braid Scotland.” Now, it
-nced that before Willie had completed his

s_'i' Ve *!

twenty-third year, that they were * in need
of a bit lassie,” as his mother said, “ to keep
up the bondage.”? i

Willie, therefore, went to Dunse hiring to
engage a servant ; but as fate would have it.
lie seemed to fix upon the most unlikely mai-
den for fieldwork in the murket. Ata corner
of the market place, as il'afraid to enter the
crowd, stood a lovely girl of about eighteen.
tler nume was Menie Morrison. * Are ye for
hiring the day, hinny 7 said Willie, kindly.

“ Yes,” was the low and faltering reply.

* And what place was ye at last 7

“ f never was in service,” said <he, and as
she said this she faltered more,

« An? where does your father live 2 what
is he ?? continued Willie.

“ He is dead,” answered Menie with a
sigh.

Willie paused a few moments, and added
--** And your mother ??

“ Dead too ! replied the maiden, and tears
gushed into her eyes.

“ Puir thing ! puir thing,” said Willie:
“weel, Pmsure I dinna ken what to say
Py

* You may look at this? said she, and she
put into his hands = slipof paper. It was her,
character from the minister of the parish
where she had been brought up. * That’s
very excellent,” said Willie, returning the
paper—* very satisfuctory—very, indeed.—
Buat—can ye—can ye hoe 27 added he hesi-
tatingly.

“ Not well,” answered she. .

“1 like that, that’s honest” added he,
“ hoein’s easy learned. Can ye milk a cow?”?

“ No,” ehe replied.

“That'sa pity,” retorned Willie. Buthe
looked again in her face; he saw the tear
still there. It was like the sun gilding a sum-.
wer cloud after a shower—it rendered her
face more beawiful. « Weel, it’s na great
matter,” added he, “ my mother can learn
je"—and Willie Forbes hired Menie Morri-
son through his heart.

In ashort time Menie became an excellent
servant. Willieand his mother called her,
“our Menie” She loved her as a danghter,
he as a man loveth the wife of his bosom;
and Menie loved both in rejurn. She had
been two years in their service, and the wed~
ding day of Menie and Willie was to be in
three months. For a few weeks Willie, from
his character and abilities, had been-appoint-

ed farm steward : he looked forward to the
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day when he should be able to take a farm
of hig bwn, and Menie would be the mistress
ofit. But Berwick Fair came—Willie had
a cow to gell, and ‘Menie was to accompany
him to the fair.  Now the cow was sold, and
Willie was gallanting Menie and three or
four of her companions about the streets : he
could not do less than bestow a fairing upon
each, and he led them to a bauth, where the
usual luxuries of a fair were spread out. At
the booth Willie found his master’sdaughter
with some of her own acquaiutaunces. Ste
was dressed more gaily than Menie Morrison
and her face was also fair to look upon, but
it wanted the soul, thecharm that glowed iv
the countenance of the humble orphan. It
had long been whispered about the farm-
stead, and at the farmsteads around it, that
“ Miss Jean was fond o’ Willie Forbes,” and
some even gaid that it was through her par-
tiality he obtained his stewardship. Meuie
had heard this, and it troubled her ; for the
breeze that scarce moves the, down on the
thistle will move the breast of & woman that
loves. Miss Jean accosted the young steward
for her fairing. * Ye shall ha'e that,” sail
Willie, “ but there’s naething guod eneugh
here for the like o’ you ; come awa’ to ane
o the shops® 8o saying, he disengaged hi-
arm from Meuie Morrison's, and without
thinking of what he did, offered it to his mas-
ter’s daughter, and left Menic and her fiieuds
atthe booth. Poor Meunie stood motionless. a
mist seemed to gather belore her eyes, and
the crowd passed before her as a dream:
¢ Yesee howitis,” observed her companjons:
naething here guid eneugh for her—-if you
speak to him again, Menie, ye deserveto beg
in the causie ! Her pride was wounded ;
her heart was touched ; a cloud fell upon her
affections. Such is shuman nature that it
frequently happens revenge and love are at
each other’s elliows.

Now Menie was not without other admi.
rers, and it so happened that one ef these,
who had more pretensions 1o the world’s goods
than Willie Forbes, caine up at the moment,
while her bosom wus struggling with bitter
feelings., Forthe first time Menie turned not
away at his approach ; he was more liberal in
his fairings thun Willie could have been: as
the custom then was, and in some instances
stili is, they heard the soundsof music aud
dancing. Willie’s rival pressed Menie and
hier companions 0 “ step ap aw’ hae a reel”
‘Phey complied, and she accompanied them,
scarce knowing what she did,

Ina few minutes Willie returned to uui
booth, but Menie was not there. His ey,
wandered among the crowd ; he walked y %
and down the streets, but he found her ng .
Sometling told him hie had done wrong ; I
had slighted Meate, At length a “ good m 1
tared friend” formed him she was dancin,
with young lawd Lister, The intelfigens -
was worimwood to lusspirit : lie hastencit
the dancing room, and therehe beheld Men:
*the ohserved of all observers,” gliding s |
mong her rustic companions lightly as yo. q
have seen a botterfly kiss a flower. For;
momert and he was proud to look upou he |
s the queen of'the room ; but he saw his |
val hand her toa seat and his b-ocd boile” |
he approached her: she returned his salut. .
tion with a cold glance. Another reel ha y
been danced ; Willie offered her hishandf,
her partner in the next. . q

“I'm engaged,” said the hitherto geatt 4
Menie, “ but maybe Miss Jean will hae n: 4
objections, if there's ony thing good eneug 4
for her here #” At that moment Willi¢ g
rival put his arm through Menie’s ; she sto]
by his side, the music struck up, and aws
they glided through the wirding dancy
Willie uttered a short, desperate oath, whig
we dare not write, and hurried from !I}

room. But searce had he lelt till confusiors
and a sickness ol heart come upon Menﬁ
She went wrong in the dance, she stood sti’-ja:
)
RS
She, in her turn, felt thatshe had do J
wrong: and on recovering she left her com‘,i
panions, and returned home alone. S !
anubted not but Willie was there before by «
The road seemed longer than it had en‘:f
doue hefore, for her heart was heavy. i
reached his mother’s cottage. She bstend
at the door ; she heard not Willie’s veive. ot
she trembled she knew not why. She e
tered. ‘The old woman vose to meet her- {

“ Weel, hinuy.” said she, “ hae ye g
back again? what sort ' a Jfair has et
been 2 whereis Wilhe ?? .

Menie turned towards the bink, to I
aside her bonnet, and was silent, -

her bosom heaved to bussting, she uttered
cry and fell upon the floor.

“ What's the matter wi* ye, bairn?’ co.
tinued the old woman; “ is Willieno wi'g

where is he 27 *
. . o

“ Heis comin’, Ifancy,” returned Men’
and she sobbed as she spoke. R

“Bairn! bairn! there’s something no right .
cried the mother, * between ye. Somefo’

4ish quarrel, I warrant. But tell me wb#
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st

s done ; and for seading my Menie hame
etin’ I’ll gie him a hame-comin' !
¥ No, no, it waena Willie’s wyte, " peplied
nie, it was mine, it wasa’ mine, Bnt
' &ira be angry.”? And here the mailden un-
med her grlef nnrl the old woman took
%Otwuh her saying, * son as he’s mine ye
jﬁ‘t served him as he deserved, Menie.”
“Her heart grew lighter as her story was
408, and they sat by the window together,
wtching one party alter another return from
the fair.  But Willie was not amonust them;
as it began to wax late, and acquaintan-
# passed, Menie ran to enguire of them ir
ﬂﬁy had seen anything of Willie, and they
ok their heads and said, “ No.”  And it
8w later and later, till the last party, who
B the fair, had passed ; singing as they
@nt along; but still there were to tidings
dWVillie. Midnight came, and the morning
¢, but he came not : his mother became
Weerable, and in the bitternessof her heart
e upbraided Meuie, and Menie wept the
fre. They sat watching through the night
§d through the morning, listening to every
fund.  They heard the lark begin his song,
¢ poultry leap from their roost, the cows
on the milk maidens,and the plonghman
pare for the field, yet Willie made noi
3 uppearance, Time grew on till mid-day,
Bnd the misery of the mother and Menie in-
deased. The latter was still dressed in the
parel she had worn on the previous day,
lﬂd the former throwing on her sunday gown,
thcy proceeded to the town together e seek
“fof him. They ingaired as they went along.
and from one they received the information ;
* I thought I saw him wi’ thesodgerz in the
“fternoon.” The words were as if a light-
“hg had fallen on Menie’ heart; his mother
* _rung her hands in agony, and eried, * my
“ined bairn 1 and she cast a look on poor
_enie that had more meaning than kindness
_it. -
" They reached the town, and as they reach-
_it, a vessel was drawing from the quay :
‘e had recruits on board, who were to be
nded at Chatham, {rom whence they were
be shipped to India. Amongst thosc re-
qaits was Willie Forbes.

When he rushed in madness from the dan-
ng room, he met a recruiting party on the
reet ; he accompanied them to their quar-
vs; he drank with them ; out of ma ness
ad revenge he draunk; he euhate(l he drauk
.ain; his indignation kindled agamal Menie
d against his rival ; he again swore at the
mewmbeance of her reiusing him her hand:
-Arank deeper ; his parent .was forgotten :

hetook the bounty ; he was sworn in, and
while the fumezof the liquor yet raged in
his brain, maddening him and drowning re-
flection, he was next day embarked for Chat-
ham. The vessel had not sailed twenty yards
from the quay, Willie and hiz companions
were waving their hats, and giving three
cheers as they pulled off, when two women
rushed along the quay. The elder stretched
nut her arms to the vessel : she eried wildly.
“ Give me back my bairn! Willie ! Willie
Forbes 1 He heard her screams above the
huzza of the recroits, he knew his mother’s
voice, he saw his Menie's dishevelled hair;
the poisonous drink died within him ; his hat
dropped from his hand : he sprang upon the
side of the vessel: he was about to plunge
into the river, when he was seized hy the
soldiers and dragged below. A shriek rang
from his mother and from Menie ; thoze who
stood around them tried to comfort and pity
them,and by all but themselves in a few days
the circumstance was forgotten.

“ Who will provide for me now, when my
Willie is gane 27 mourned the disconsolate
widow, when the first days of her grief had
passed. “T1 will? answered Menie Morri-
son; “and your home shall be my home, and
my bread your bread, and the hushand o’ the
widow, and the father o’ the orphan, will
bring aur Willie back again.” The old wo-.
man pressed her to her breast, and called her

—“her mair than daughter.” They left the
farm-stead, and rented a very small cottage
at some miles distance, and there, to provide
tor her adupted mother, Meme kept two
cows, arnd 1 the neighbouring markets her
hutter was first sold, and her poultry brought
the best price. But she toiled in the harvest
field—she sewed—she kuitted—she span—
she was the laundressof the gentry in the
neighbourhood—she was beloved by all, and
nothing came wrong to bonny Meuie Morri-
son. Four years had passed, and they had
wwice heard from Wallie, who had obtained
the rank of serjeant. But the filth year had
begun, and from a family in the neighbour-
hood Menie had received several newspa-
pers, thut, as she said, she “might read to
her mother what Was gaun on at the wars.”
She was reading an account of one of the
first victories of Wellington in the east, and
<he passed on to what was entitled a Gal-

Jant Egploit. Her voice suddenly fatrered—
the paper shook in her hands, * What is"t—
oh! what is't, Menie?” cried the old wo-
man; “Is'tzanyshing about Wiliie?—my
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bairn's no dead ??  Menie could not reply—
she pressed her hand before her eyes and
wept alond.  “ My ron ! my son”’ exclaimed
the wretched widow—"Oh! is my bairn
dead?? The paragraph, which had filled
Menie with anguish, stated thata daring
assault had been led on by Serjeant Forbes
of'the 21st, alter his superiors had fallen, but
that he also fell mortally wounded in the
moment of victory. I will not attempt to
paint theirsorrow, Menie pat on the gar-
ments of widowhood for Willie, and she
mourneid for him not only many but every
day—he had fallen in the arms of glory, yet
she accused herself as his murderer.

Five years more had pased. It was
March; but the snow lay upon the ground,
and the face of the roads was as glass. A
stranger gentleman had been thrown {rom
his horee in the neighborhood of the widow’s
cottage. His life had been endangered by
the fall, and he was conveyed beneath her
lowly roof, where he remained for weeks
unable to be removed. He was about fifty
or sixty years of age, aad his dres and ap-
pearauce indicated the mihtary officer. Me-
nie was hisnurse, and ifher beaunty and kind-
ness did not inspire the soul of the veteran
with love, they moved it with sympathy.—
_He wished to make her a return, and, at
length, he reselved that that return should
be an offer of hus hand. He konew he wasin
his “sere and yellow leal” and his face was
marked with wounds--but for those wounds
he had a pension--he had his half-pay as
Major, and three thousand pounds in the
funds. He would shew his gratitude by
tendering his hand and fortune tothe vil-
tage maiden. He made known his proposal
to the old woman—maternal feeling sug-
gested her first reply: *She was to be iny
Willie’s wife,” said she ruelally, and wiped
away a tear; she was to be my daughter,
and she 7s my daughter,---f canna part wi’
my Menie.” But prudence at lengih pre
vailed, and she added, “ But why should she
be buried for me? No, Sir, I winna wrang
her, ye are ower kind, yet she deserves it
aw' I will advise her e though she had been
my ain bairn.” Buf” Meule refused to listen
to them, <3

When the sun began to grow warm in the
heavens. a chiair was brought to the door for
the invalid, and Menie and her mother would
sit spinning by his side, while he would re~
count his “* battles, sieges, fortunes,” and
inan evening in May asthe sun was des-
cending on the hills, ran his story-- Rifty of

ue were made prisoners,  'We were chaiia
man to man, and cast into a dark, nargt
and damp dungeon. Our’only food wy'
cup of water once in twenty-four hoy
Deatl in mercy thinned our numbere, i
worse than plague raged amonget us—
dead comrades lay amongst our feet. 0
living lay chained to a corpse. All died 91
myselt and my comparion to whom I
fettered. He cheered me in fever and 58
ness.  And, maiden, 1 have been interes¥
in you for Lis sake-for in his sleep he wo)
start, and mention the nume of Menie !

*“ Oh, sir P interrnpted Menie and the®
woman at once, " what ? what wast

name 77 3
* If the world were mine I would v:ve:;

koow,” replied the Major, and continu
* He succeeded in breaking our fetters:
were left unguarded. Let us fly, said helg
1 wagunableto follow him : he took me uj
his shoulders. 1t was midnight : he bore
1o the woods, For five days he carried
along, or supported me on his arm, till §
were withinsicht of the British lines. Thi§
a party of native horsemen came upon 1§
my deliverer, with no weapon but a bral &
which he had torn from a tree, defended h
self like a lion inits decert.  But he fell bag
woutded, and was taken prisoner. A cig
pany of our troops came to our assistance
was rescued—but my noble deliverer v
borne agiin into the interior, and three yelg
have passed, and I have heard no morel
him.” P
“ But it is five years since my Willie fe/®
sighed Menie Morrison. Yetshe hfoodcdxl:

the word—Hente.
A wayfaring man was seen approachn&

the cottage. As he drew near, the eyes’
the Major glistened,~hig lips moved,-
threw down his crutch. He started unaiv
to his feet—* Gracious Heaven! it ig hi’
sell ¥’ he exclaimed, * my companion '-—u

deliverer
The stranger rushed forward with op’

arms—"" Menie !—mother 1” he cried, &
speech failed him. It was Willie Forbes®

Q)

@’, | Menie was on his bosom—his mother’s ar.

were round his neck—the old Major grasy
his hand. Reader, need I tell you more-
Willi~ Forbes had fallen, wounded as v
thought mortally ; but he had recoveret
he had been made a prisoner. He wask
turned. Menie gave him her hand. T
Major procured his discharge, and ma
him his heir. He took a farm, and onth

farm the Major dwelt with them, and * loug.
his battles oer again,’ to the thldreu

Willie and Meuie Forbea,
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THE FIRST-FOOT.

twithstanding theshortness of their days,
itterness of their frosts, and the fury of
storme, December”and Jawury are
y months, First comes old Christmas,
jng his hoary lacks, helike, in the shape
ow-dnft, awl luuf"!nng, well-pleased,
Jeneath his crown of misletoe, over the
san&nv surloin and the savoury goose.--
e is pot a child on the south side of' the
ers, who longs not for the coming of
Christmas—it is their holiday of* holi-
g: their season of play and of presents:
Id and young shake hauds with Christ-
and with each other. And evenop the
ern side ol * the river,’? and *the ileal
Bby fancy drawn,” which “divide the
i kingdonis,” there are thousands who
Bore and forget not " blithe Yule day.”
¢t comes the New Year: the bottle, the
bint, and the first-foot ; and. we might
e, also, Hausel Monday, and “and Auld
MBscl Monanday,” which follow in their
e, and keep up the merriment till the
t of Jam\ary is broken. But our business,
resent, is with the first-foot, and we
ost hold. Itmatters not o what side of tire

ders it may be: and northward the feel-
extends far beyond the Border; there is
ysterious,an ominous importance attached
the individual who first crosses the thres-
old, alter the clock has struck twelve at
midnight, on the 31st of December, or w)io is
he ifirst fool in a house alier the New Year
cun. The first-foot stamps the “luck”

as
El the house: the good fortune or the evil
.wnne ol its inmates throughout the year!

** o begin with our stor y. There was not
-rson on all the Borders, nor yetin all
.lam] who attached more importance to
Fxrst. Foot than Nelly Rogers. Nelly

D a very worthy, kindhearted, yea, even
“ible sort of woman, buta vein ofsuper—
on ran through her sense; she had im-
“da variety of “and warld motions” in
ney, and as she grew up, they became a

vof her creed. She did not exactly be-

‘e that ghosts and apparitions existed in
day, but she was perfectly sure they had
:ted, and had been seen; she was sure
there was something m dreams, and she

- positive there was a great deal in the
kiness or unluckiness of a First Foot; she

- remarked it in her own experience thirty

=, and she said “it wasof nae use at-
pting to argue her out o' what she had

observed hersel.” Nelly was the wife of
one Richard Rogers, a reepectable farmer,
whose farm-house stood by the side of the
postroad between Kelso and Lauder. They
Lad a family of several children, butour busi-
nes3 is with the oldest, who wis called
George, and who bad the misfortune to re-
ceive both  from his pavcents and their neigh-
bours the character of being @ genius. This
is a very unfortun.:te character to give to
any one who hasa fortute to make in the
world as will be seen when we come to notice
the history of George the genius, for such
was the appellation by which he was fami-
liarly mentioned. Now it was the last night
of the old year, George was about twelve
years of age, and becauise he was their first
hora, and morcover because he was a geniug
he was permiled to &it with his father and
his mother, and a lew friends who had come
to visit them, to see the old year out and the
New Year in. The cuckoo clock struck
twefve, and the company rose: sho.k hands:
wished each other a happy new year, and,
in a bumber, drank, * May the year that’s
awa be the worst ¢° our lives,”?

«1 wander wha will be our first foog* smd
Nelly; “I hope it will be a lucky ane.'
‘The company began to argue whethert '
was any thing lucky in a first {oot%or wigt, .
and the young genius sided with his motReérs S 3
and, while they yet disputed upon thesubject '
a knocking was heard at the front door.

“There’s somebody,” gaid Nelly; if its
onybody that I think’s no lucky § winna let
them in.” '

" Nousense ” aid Richard.

“Iv’s nae nonsense,” replied Nelly; “it
may be a flatsoled body, for onything 1 ken ;
and do ye think I wad risk the like o that.
Haud awa, see wha it is, George,” added
she, addressing the genius; “and dinna let
them in unless you’re sure that they dinna
come empiy-handed.”

* Did ever ye hear the like o’ the woman !
<aid her husband ; “sic havers! Run awa,
George, hinuy ; open the door.”

The boy ran to the door, and mqu:red,
“ Who's there?”?

“ A stranger,” was the reply.

* What do you want?”? irquired the ge-
nius, witha degree of caution seldom found
in persons honoured with such an epithet.

*“1 havea letterto Master Rogers, from
his own brother,” loudly answered the
stranger.

“ A letter frae my brother, John I cried
Richard, starting from his seat; “open the
door, laddie~open the door.”
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Now, Richard Rogers had a brother, who
aleo had been considered a gort of zenius in
his youth. He was of a v-ild and resless
dispositon in the<we days, and his acquaint-
ances were wont to eall him by the nanme of
Jaek the Rambler.
has uo turning : he had now been many
years at gea: was the captuin of a fice-tra-
der: and as remarkable tor  his steadiness
and wordly wisdom, as he had heen noted
for the wildness of fus youth, There was a
mysterious &pat in the eapain’s history, which
even hiss brother Richind had never been
able to unriddle.  Pat that spot will be
brought to light by and by,

George opened 1he door, and the etranger
entered  He was diessed as a<e.unun 5 and
Nelly drew back and appeared troutded as
her eyes fell upon him. It was evident she
had cet him down in her mind as an unlueky
first foot s lie was not, indeed, the most come-
Iy personage that one might desire 10 look
upon ont a New Yen’s moring ; for he was
a equat little fellow, with huge red wh.-kers
that almost buried Ins face, his busly head

equinted most feacful'y,  Nelly enuld ot
Jwithdraw her eyes from the marseves; <he
temPlated the squint with horrae ! Such
“eybm were vever i the head ofa first-foot
“before ! Slie was sure that sometlung no
canny would be the upshot.

“ Tak a seaf,sir ; tak a seat, sir,” said
Richard, addressing the sailor; “ fili out a
glass, aind mak yoursel at hame. Neily,
bring u elean tumbier. Aud ye hae a letter
frae my brother, the captam, sir,"” idded he,
auxwously : “ how s he ? where s he 2 when
did ye see him

“Ileft him at Liverpool, <ir,” replied the ‘

queer-fooking saxlor; ¥ and a= | intended 10
take a 1un down overland 1o Leith to see my
old mother, * Bl says hie to me, (for wy
name's Bill,Bill Somers;) well, as Uin saying,
¢ Bully? says he, ‘you'tl be gung pazt the door
of a brother of mine, and I wish 1 were g0o-
ing with you;’ (and 1 wi-h he had, tor got
to suy it before you, sir, there an”t a better
ora cleverer fellow than Captain Rogers, in
the whole eervice, nor a luckier one either,
though, poor fellow, he has had his bad lack
too in some things; and it sticks to him still,
and will stick to him ;) however, as I say,
said he to me ; ‘Bull, here isa bitof o leuter,
give it to my brother ; itconcerus my nevy,
George 3 (yes, George, 1think hie called him.)
So1l took the letter aad set off, that is, some

Buat it is a long roud that

was c‘Z?red with a son-wester, and his eves |

jdiys ago ; ant Larrived at the pubhe hous
1 hide fro this, ahout four hears since, ar
Finterded to cast anchor there for the night
thut having tihen a glass or twoe, by way ¢
hadlast, Eound myvself in good sutling-trg
S, Baving inquired about you, and findn
“that sou hved hat ashort way off and that 1f
s peaple wthe houze said, it being New Year
e, you wouldi’t be moored 36t 1 desire
“the landlady tofill me up bl a gulion, <
fso,0f hier best rom, that T nughtn’t eon
fempty-handed ; for that wouldi’t be fuck
cmadam b reehan,™ added he, squinting jn o
freeof Mox Rogers, who now Jooked at b
eves, d vow at a large bottle, which |
drew from heneath a st of hall grenteen
or mankey jachet. Nelly was no fiiend:
spirt dankmwe ; nevertheless she was gl
that ber first for, though be did squint, b
not come enpty handed.

The letter was hamded to Mr. Roger
who, havaig ioke the seal, “ Preserve ¢
Richard I saud Nelly, * thatsa lang episit
I dae say the capticw’s made  his will w'
what does he say 77

¢ M IWsa kinds sensible weel-written letter,
said Rochard, * % John was a gemasa’ L
dars ; and there 15 nuur a: out a witl inc thie
yelre aware o', But there’s nae secret in:
Greorge will read it.?

The letter was then given to the genic
whoread as follows :

% Dean Tick,~~As one of my crew, B
" Somers, who has sailed with me 8 dozen yeu
is going down to Mcotlaid, and will puss yo.
way, § take the opportunity of writing to yo
and dettn g you hnow that 1 am as welius
person, %ho his as wuch cause tobe unhap
"'as 1 have, can desireto bs  ‘The cause of th
unhavpiness you don't know, and tew know.
—but 1 do, and that's enough., @have wa
some muney—-perhaps 4 good deal—but tha
-of po cunsequence. I once thought that
might have them of my own flesh and bl
1o 1nkerit 1t ; however, that was not to be. .
1y a long story, and a sad story—one that y
! know nothing about. and which st is of nouw
to ted you about pow. As things are, n
" nevy, (feurge, is to be heir to whatever mons,
goous, and chattels I possess.”

As her son read this, Nelly thought that!
waus honsense, after all, tosay that a squ
first-fout was unlucky.

* Read on, George,” sa'd his father, “a
take heed to what your uncle says.”

The boy resumed the letter, and age
read,
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