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WILSON'S BORDER TALES.

THE VACANT CIHIAIR.

You have all heard of the Cheviot moun-
taine. I(you have not, they wie areugh, rug-
ged, majestic chain of hills, which a poet
might term the Roman wall of nature;
crowned with snow, belted with storms, sur-
rounded by pastures and fraitful fields, and
etill dividing the northern partion of Great
Britainfrom the southern.  With their prowd

- summitdpicrcing the clouds, and the'r darvk

rocky declivities frowning upon the glens be-
low, they appear symbolical of the wild and
untameable spirits of the Borderers who once
inhabited their siles. Weeay, you have all
heard of the Cheviots, and know them to be
very high hiils, itke a hoge clasp riveting
England and Scotland together; but we are
not aware that you may have heard of March-
law, an old, grey-looking farm-liouse, sub-
stantial as a modern fortress, recently, and,
for aught we know to the contrary, stll -
habhited by Peter Elliot, the proprietor of some
five hundred surrounding acres. - "1he hou-
daries of Peter’s farm, indeed, were defined
neither by fields, hedges, nor stone walls. A
wooden stake, here, and a stone there, at con-
siderable distances fiom each other, were the
general land marke; but neither Peter nor
his neighbours considered a few acres worth
quarrelling about ; and their sheep frequently
visited each otlier’s pastures in a friendly
way, harmoniously slianng a family dinner,
in the same spirit as their masters made them-
eelves free at each other’s tabies.

Peter was placed in very unpleasant ¢ir-
cumstances, owing to the situation of March-
law Housze, which, unfortuuately, was built
immediately across the “1deal tine,” dividing
the two kingdoms; and his misfortune was,
that, being torn within it, he ktiew not whe-
ther he was an Englishman or a Scotchman,.
He could trace his ancestral line no further
back than his great-grandfather, who it ap-
peared irom the iumily Bible, had, together
with his grandfathier and fuither, claimed

‘Marchlaw as their birth place. They, how-
" ever, were not involve. ‘n the same perplexi-

ties as their descendant. The parlour was
distinctly acknowledged to be in Scotland,

‘and two-thirds of the kitchen were as cer-
: tainly allowed to be in England : his three

R

ancestors were bory in ihe room over the parc-
our, and, therelore, were Scotchmen beyond

-~ uestion ; but Peter, uniuckily, being bronght
* ‘nto the world before the death of his grani-

- ather, his parents occupied a rcom immed:-

tely over the debatable boundary line which

crosed the kitchen. The room, though
scarcely vight feet square, was evidently si-
tuated between the two countries; but, no
one being able to ascertain what portion be-
lunged o each, Peter, after many arguments
and altercations upon the subject, was drivea
fo the disagreeable alternative of confessing
he knew not what countryman he wage—
What rendered the confession the more paina
ful was, it was Peter’s highest ambition
1o be thought a Scotchman. Al hi: ara-
ble land lay on the Scotch sde; his mother
was collaterally related to the Stuarts;
and few famil-es were more ancient or rese
pectable than the Elliots. Peter’s speech, ine
deed, bewrayed him to be a walking parti-
tion between the two kingdoms, a living re-
presentation of the Union ; for in one word he
pronounced the letter » with the broad, mase
culine sound of the North Briton, and in the
next with the liquid burr of 1he Northume
brians.

Peter, or, if you prefer it, Peter Elliot, Es~
quire, of Marchlaw, in the count s of Nor-
ithnmberland and Roxburgh, was, for many
yeurs, the best runner, leaper, and wrestlery
between Wooler and Jedburgh. Whirled
from his hand, the ponderous bullet whizzed
through the gir like a pigeon on the wing;
and the best putter on the Borders quailed
from competition. Asa feather in his grasp,
hie seized the unwieldy hammer, swept it
round and round his head, accompanying
wih agile limb itsevolutions, swiftly as swal<
jows play around a circle, and hurled it trom
his hands like a <hot from a rifie, till antago-
nists ebrunk back, and the spectators bursp
into ashout. “Well done, Squire } the Squirg
for ever I’ once exclaimed a servile observer
oftitles.  “Syuire! wha are yesquiring at ¥
retarned Peter.  * Conjound ye! where was
ye when 1 wac christened Sqaire? My
name’s Petor Elliot—your man, or cuybody’s
man, at whatever they like!

Peter’s soul was free, bounding, and buoy<
ant, asthe wind that carrolled in a zeph;r.
or shoutedl in a hurricane, upon his native
Lills; and his boly was thirieen stone 9{
healthv, substantial flesh, steeped in the epi-
rits of life. He had been long married, !mt
marriage had wrought no charce upon him.
They who suppose that wedlock transforias
the lark ino an owl, offer an insult to the
lovely beings who, brightening our darkest
hours with the smiles of affection, teach ve
that that only is unbecoming in the husband
which ie disgracelul in the man. Nearly
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tweaty years had passed over them; but
Janet was still as kind, and, in his eyes, as
beautiful, a8 when, bestowing on him her
hand,she blushed her vows at the altar;and he
wase still as happy, as generous, and as free.
Nine fair children eat around their domestic
hearth, and one, the youngling of the flock,

smited upon its mother’s knee. Peter had;

never known sorrow; he was blest in his
wife, irhis children, in his flocke. He had
become richer than his fathers. He was be:
Joved by his neighbours, the tillers of his
ground, and his herdsmien; yea, no man en-
vied his prosperity. But a blight passed over
the harvest of his joys, and gall was rained
jato the cup of his felicity.

It was Christmas-day, and a more melan-
choly-looking sun never rose the 25th of De-
cember. One vast, eable cloud, like a univer-
sal pall, overspread the heavens. For weeks,
the ground had been covered with clear daz-
zling snow ; and as, throughout the day, the
rain continued its unwearied and monotonous
drizzle, the earth assumed a character and
appearance melancholy and troubled as the
heavens, Like a mastiff that has lost its
owner, the wind howled dolefully down the
glens, and was re-echoed from the caves of
the mountains, as the lamentations of a legion
of invisible spirits. The frowning, snow-clad
precipices were instinet with motion, as ava-
lanche, the larger burying the less, crowded
downward in their temendous journey to the
piain. Thesimple mountain rills had assum-
ed the majesty of rivers; the broader streams
were awollen into the wild torrent, and, gush-
ing forth as cataracte, in fury and in foam
eaveloped the valleys inanangry flood.  But,
at Marchlaw, the fire blazed blithely; the
kitchen groaned beneath the lcad of prepara~
ticns for a joyful feast; and glad faces glided
from room to room,

Peter Elliot kept Chrismas, not o much
because it was Christmas, as in honour of its
being the birth day of Thomas, his ficst-born,
who, that day, entered his nineteeth year.—
With a father’s love, his heart yearned for all
bis children; but Thomas was the pride of
his eyes. Cards of apology had not then
found their way amot.g our Border hills; and,
as all knew that, although Peter admitted
no spirits within his threshold, nor a drunkard
at his table, he was, neverthelese, no niggard
in his hospitality, his invitations were accept-
ed without ceremony. The guests were as-
sembled ; and the kitchen being the only
spartment in the building large enough to
contain them, the cloth was spread upon a
long, clear, oaken table, stretching from Eng-
lend inte Scotland, On the English end of

the board were placed a ponderous plum-
pudding studded with temptation,and a smok-
ing sir-lcen; on Scolliand, a savoury and
well-seasoned haggis, with a sheep’s-head
and trotters; while the intermediate space
was filled with good things of this life, com-
mon to both kingdoms and to the season.

The guests from the north, und from the
south, were arranged promiscuously. Kvely
seat was fillel—~esave one. The chair by
Peter’s right hand remained unoccupied.—
He had raised his hands before his eyes, and
besought a blessing on what was faced be-
fore them, and was preparing to carve for his
visiters, when his eyes fell upon the vacant
shair.  The knife droppr1 upon the table.—
Augxiety flashed across his countenance, like
an arrow from ain unceen hand.

“ Janet; where is Thomas ?” he enquired ;
‘“ hae nane o’ ye seen him ?” and, without
waiting an answer, he continued—* How is
it possible he can be absent at a time like this?
And on such a day,too? Excuse me a mi-
nute, friends, till I step out and see if T can
find him.g Since ever I kept this day, as mo-
ny o ye ken, he has always been at my right
hand, in that very chair; and I canna think
o’ beginning our dinner while I see it empty.”

“If the filling of the chair be ali,”” saida
pert young sheep-farmer, named Johnson,
“I will step into it till Master Thomas ar-
rive.”

“Ye're not a faither, young man,” said Pe-
ter, and walked out of the room.

Minute succeeded minute, but Peter re-
turned not. The guests became hungry,
peevish, and gloomy, while an excellent din-
ner continued epoiling before them. Mre.
Elliot, whose good-pature was the most pro-
minent feature in her character, strove, by
every possible effort, to beguile the unplea-
sant impressions she perceived gathering up-
on their countenances.

“ Peter is just as bad as him,” she remark-
ed, “ to hae zane to seek him when he ken-
ned the dinuer wouldna keep. And Pm
sure Thomas kenned it would be ready at
one o'clock 1o a minate. 1t’s sae unthinking
and unfriendiy like to keep folk waiting.”—
And, endeavoring to smile upon a beautiful
black-haired girl of seventeen, who sat by
her elbow, she continued, in an anxious whis-
per—* Did ye see naething o’ kim, Eliza-
beth ??

The maiden blushed deeply; the questios
evidently gave freedom to a tear, which had
for some time, been an unwilling prisoner i.
the room ; and the monosyllable, “ No,” tha
trembled from her lips, was audible oaly t.

. ¢
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the ear of the inquirer. In vain Mra. Elliot
despatched orc of her children after another,
in quest of their father and brother ; they
came ana went, hut brourht no tidings more
cheering than the moaning of the hollow
wind. Minutes rolled into hours, yet neither
came. She perceived the prouder of her
guests preparing to withdraw, anl obeerving
that “Thomas's abse.:ce was so ngular and
unaccountable, and so unlike either himor
" his faither, she didna ken what apology to
make to her friends for such treatment; but
it was needless waiting, and begged they
would use no ceremony, but just begin.”

No second invitation was necessary. Guod
humour appeared to be restored, and siilious,
pies, pastics, and moor-fowl, began to dizap-
pear li%e the lost son. For a momeut, Mrs.
. Elliot apparently partook in the restoration
of cheerfulness ; but alow sigh at her e¢lbow
again drove the colour from her rosy cheeks.
Her eye wandered to the farther end of the
'table, and rested on the unoccupied seat of
her husband, and the vacant chair of her
first-born. Her heart fell Leavily within her;
all the mother gushed into ber bosom ; and,
rising from the table, “ What in the world
can be the meaning o* this 7" said she, as she
burried, with a troubled countenance, to-
wards the door. Her husband met her on
the threshold.

*“ Where hae ve been, Peter 7 said she,
eagerly ; “ hae ye seen naething o’ him 2

“ Naething ! naething ™ replied he; “is
he no castupyet ?? And, with a melancholy
_lance, his eyes sought an answer in the
aeserted chair.  His lips quivered, his tongue
altered.

“ Gude forgie me !” said Lie; “and such a
“ay for even an enemy to be out in! I've
.wen up and doun every way that I can
aink on, but not a living creature has seen
r heard tell o’ him. Ye'll excuse me,
ieebors,” he added leaving the housz; “
_ust awa again, for I canna rest.

“I ken by mysel’, friends,” said Adam

ell, a decent-looking Northumbrian,  that
_faither’s heart is as sensitive as the apple
* his eye ; and, I think we would shew a
.ant o’ natural sympathy and respect for our
-orthy neighbour, if we didna every one get
*_ foot into the stirrup, without loss o’ time,
-4 assist him in his search. For, in my
Jsugh, country way o’ thinking, it must be
-mething particularly out o’ the common

at could tempt Thomas to be missing.—

_eed 1 peedna say tempt, for there could
- Mo inclination in the way, And our hills

he concluded in a lower tene, * are not owrg
chaney in other respects besides the breaking
up o' the storm.”

“ORh!” snid Mra. Elliot, wringing her
hands, 1 have had the coming o’ this about
me for days and days. My head was grow-
ing dizzy with happiness, but thoughts come
stealing upon me like ghosts, and 1 feit &
lonely soughing about my heart, without”

. being able to tell the cause; but the cause is

come at last! And iy dear Thomas—the
very pride and staff o my life—is lost |-lost
to me for ever!”

“I ken, Mra. Elliot,” replied the Northum-
brian, “it is an easy matter to say compose
yourself for them that dinna ken what it is to
feel. But at the same time, in our plain,
couniry way o _thinking, we are always
ready o believe the worst. 1've often heard
my father say, and Ive as often remarked it
myself, that, beforeany thiog happens toa
body, there is a something comes owre them,
fike a cloud before the face o’ the sun; a
sort o dumb whispering about the breast
from the other world. And, though I trust
there is naething o’ the kind in your case,
yet, as you observe, when I fiud myself grow-
ing dizzy, as it were, with happiness, it makes
goad a saying o' my mother’s, poor body l—
‘Bairns, bairns,’ she ueed to say, ‘there is
owre muckle singing in your heads to-night .
we will have ashower before bedtime,’ Anci
I never, it. my born daye, saw it fail.”

At any other period, Mr. Bell’s dissertation
on presentiments would have beec found a
fitting text on which to hang all +he dreams,
wraiths, warnings, and marvelloyz circum-
stances, that had been handed down to the
company from the days of their grardfathers;
but, in the present instance, they were to2
much occupied in consultation regarding the
diflerent routes to be taken in their search.

Twelve horsemen, and some half dozen
pedestrians, were seen harrying in divers di-
rections from Marchlaw,as the last faint lights
of a melancholy day were yielding to the hea~
vy darkuess which appeared pressiog in solid
masses down the sides of the mountaing.—
The wives and daughters of the party were
leit alone with the disconsolate mother, who .
alternately pressed her weeping children to .
hes heart, and told them to weep ngt,.for
their brother would coon return ; while tha
tears stole down her own cheeks, and the io~
fant in her arms wept because its mother
wept. Her friends strove with each other to
inspire hope, and poured upon her thefr win-
gled and loguacious consolation. Bus o
remained silent. The daughter of Atsw’Béll
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who sat at M. Blliot’s elbow at table, had { occupy. Hour succeeded hour, but the <;u_1:

shrunk into an obscure corner of the room.—
Before her face ehe held a handkerchief wot
wiik tears. Her bosom throbbed convulsively
~and, as occasionally her b.oken sighs burst
from thaeir prison-house, a significant whisper
pawad among the younger part of the com-
pany.
rs. Blliot approached her, and taking her
senderly within both of hers—"O hinny!
himny I said she, “ yer sighs gae through
my heart like a knife! An’ what can I do
to comiort ye 7 Come, Elizabeth, my bonny
love, let us hope for the best. Ye see before
ye a sorrowin’ mother !—a mother that ondly
hoped to see you an’—l canna say it !—an’
am ill qualified to gie comfort, when my own
heart is like a furnace! But, oh! let us try
and remember the blessed portion, * Whom
the Lord loveth he chastizeth,’ an’ inwardly
pray for atrength wsay, * ilis will b2 done?”
Time stole on towards midnight, and one
by one the unsuccessful party returned. As
foot after foot approached, every breath was
held to listen. “ No, no, no "’ cried the mo-
ther, again and again, with increasing an-
guish, “ it’s no the foot o my ain bairn ;»
while her keen gaze &till remained riveted
upon the door, and was not withdrawn, nor
the hope of despair relinquished, till ihe indi-
vidua! entered, and, with a silent and omin-
ousshake of his head, beiokened his fruitless
efforts. Theelock had struck twelve; all had
returned save the father. The wind howled
more wildly; the rain poured upon the win-
aows in ceaseless torrents ; and the roaring of
the mountain rivers gave a character of
deeper ghaatliness to their sepulshral silence ;
for they aat, each rapt in forebodings, listen-
ing to the storm ; and no sounds were heard,
save the grogos of the mother, the weeping
of her children, and the bitter and broken
sobs of the bereaved maiden, who leaned her
head upon her father’s bosom, refusing to be
comforted,

At length, the barking of the farm-dog an-
nounced foowsteps at a distanee. Every ear
was raied to listen, every eye turned to the
door; but, before the tread was yet audible
to the liseners—" Oh, it is only Peter’s foot!”
said the miserable mother, and, weeping, a-
rose to meet him,

* Janet! Janet " he exclaimed, as he en-
tered, and threw his arms around her neck,

" ¥'what's this come npon ve at last 2

Hecast ap inquisitive glance around his
dwalling, and a eonvulsive shiver paseed over
his manly frame, as his eye aguin fell on the
weoaps chair, which no one had ventered to

pany separated not ; and low, vorrowful whis-
pers mingled with the lamentatious of the
parenta,

* Neighbours,” snid Adam Bell, “the morn
is a new day, and we will wiit to see what
it may bring furth ; but, in the meantime, let
us read a portion o’ the Divine word, an’
kneel together in prayer, that, whether or
not the day-dawn cauee light to shine upony
thigsingulr bereavement, the Sun o’ Right.
eousness may arize w’ healing on his wings,
upon the hearts o' this afflicted family, an?
upon the hearts o’ all present.”

‘“Amen!” responded Peter, wringing his
hands; and his friend, taking down the Ha?
Bible, read the chapter wherein it is written
—"1t is better tobe in the house of mouriung
than in the housze of feasting ;" and again the
portion which eayeth~" 1t is well for me that
I have been afflicted, for, before I was af-
flicted, I went astray.”

The morning came, but brought no tidings
of the lost eon.  After a solemn farewell, all
the visitants, save Adam Bell and his davgh-
ter, returned every one to their own house
and the disconsolate father, with kLis servants,
again renewed their search among the hille
and suricunding villages.

Days, weeke, months, and years, rolled on.
‘Time had subdued the anguish of the parents
into a holy calm—bu’ their lost first-born wag
not forgotten, although no trace of his fate
had been dizcovered. The general belicfwas,
that he had periched on the breaking up of
thesnow ; and the few in whese remembrance
he still lived, merely spoke of his death as a
* very extraordinary circumstance,” remark-
ing that—""h2 was a wild, venturesome sort
o’ lad.”

Christmas had succeeded Christmas, and
Peter Eiliot still kept it in cominemoration of
the birthday of him who w'is not. For the
first fcw years after the {oss of their son, sad-
ness and silence characterised the party who
sat down to dirner at Marchlaw, and sull at
Peter’s right hand was placed the vacant
chair. But,as the younger branches of the
family advanced in years, the remembrance
o’ their brother became less poignant.—
Christmas was, with ali around them, a day
of rejoicing, ana they began to make merry
with their friends ; while their parents par-
took in their enjoyment, with a smile, half
of approval and half of sorrow.

T welve years had passed away; Christmas
had again come. It was the counterpart ol
its fatal predecessor. The hills had not yet
cast off their summer verdure ; the sun, al




~the sea slceping beneath the moon.
~ visiters had agam assembled at Marchlaw, '
The sons of Mr. Elliot, and the young men
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though shorn of 1ts heat, had lost none of its

ner waited their arrival. Some of the guests

brightnees or glorv, and lnoked down upon! were already seated, others entering—and,
the earth as though participating n its glad- | a« heretolore, placed beaide Mre. Eiliot, was

ness—and the ¢clear blue sky was tranguii as

Many -

Elizabeth Bell, still in the noontide of her
beauty—but sorrow had passed over her fea-
tures, ike a ven helore the countenance of
an angel. Johueon, crest-tallen and out of

of the party, were assembled upon a level{ liumour at his deleat, reated himsell by her

green near the house, amuging themselves ! side.

In early lite, he had regarded Thomas

with throwing the hammer and other Border | Elliot as a riva! for her affections ; and, stim-

games, while himeelf’ and the eller guests

- stood by ae spectators, recounting the deeds

of their youth Johneon, the sheep farmer,

“whom we have already meutione.’, now a

brawny and gigantic tellow of two-anid thirty,
bore away in every game the palm from all
competitors. More than once, as Peter be

held his sona defeated, he felt the spirit of

youth glowing in his veins, and, ** Ol mut-

_tered he, in bitterness, “had my Thomas
_been epared to me, he would hae throwa his

heart’a bluid after the hammer, before he
would hae been beat by e’er a Johnson in the
country !

While he thus soliloquized, and with diffi-
culty restriained animpulre to compete with
the victor himsell, a dark, foreign-lookng,
strong-built seamen, unceremoniously ap-
proached, and, with his arms folded, cast a
look of contempt upon the boasting congueror,

Every eye was turned wilth a scrutinizing |

glance upon the stranger. In height he could
not exceed five teet nine, but his whole frame

was the model of muscular strength; his
features were open and manly, but deeply i

sun-burnt and weather-heaten ; his long,
gloeey, black hair, curled into ringlets by the
breeze and the billow, fell thickly over his
temples and forehead—and whiskers of a si
milar hue, more couspicuous for size than e-
legance, gave a character of fiercenese to a
countenance otherwise possessing a striking
impress of mauly beauty. Without asking
permieeicn, he stepped forward, 1fted the
hammer, and, swinging it around his head,
hurled it upwards of five yards beyond John-
won’s most successful throw. “ Well done !
shouted the astonished spectators. ‘I'he heart
of Peter Elliot warmed within him, and he
was hurrying forward to grasp the stranger
by the hand, when the words groaned in his
throat, * It was just such a throw as my
Thomas would have made !—my own lost
Thomas ! The tears burst into his eyes,
and, without speaking, he turned back, and
hurried towards the house, to conceal his
emotion.

Succcemively, at everv game, the stran-
ger bad defeated all who ventured to oppose
him ; when 8 messenger announced that dia-

clated by the knowledge that Adam Bell
would be able to bertow several thousande
upon his daughter for a dowry, yet he prose-
cuted hig attentione with unabuted aseiduity,
in despite of the daughter’s aversion and the
coldness of her father. Peter had taken his
place at the 1able—and etill by his side, un-
occupied and sacred, appeared the vacant
chair, the chair ot his first-born, whereon
none had sat since his mysterious death or
disapp~arance.

“ Bairns,” said he, * did nane o’ ye ask the
the sailor to come up and tak a bit o’ dinner
wi’ us 7

“ We were afraid it might lead to 2 quarrel
with My. Johnson,” whispered one of the sons.

“ He is come without asking,” replied the

I stranger, entering—"and the wind shall blow

from a new point if 1 destroy the mirth or
happiness of the company.”

% Ye're stranger, young man,” said Peter,
“or ye would ken this is no a imeeting o’
mirth-makers. But, ] assure ye, ye are wel-
come, heartily welcome. Haste ye, lassie,”
he added to the servants ;  some o’ ye get
a chair for the gentleman.”

“ Gentleman, indeed I’ mui‘ered Johnson
between his teeth.

“ Never mind about a chair, my hearties,”
said the seaman—"this wi!l do!” And, before
Peter could speak to withhold him, he had
thrown himselt carelesely into the hallowed,
the venerated, the twelve-years-unoccupied
chair! The spirit of sacrilege uttering blas-
phemies Irom a palpit could not have smitten
a congregation of pious worshirpers with
Jeeper horror and consternation,than did this
filling of the vacant chair the inhabitants of
Marchiaw.

“ Excuse me, Sir ! excuse me, Sir ! said
Peter, the words trembling upon his tongue,
“ but ye cannot—ye cannot sit there I

“ O man! man!” cried Mre. Elliot, ** get
out o’ that ! get out o’ that!—take my chair |
—take ony chair i’ the house l—but dumn.
dinna sit there ! It has never been sat in by
mortal being since the death o my dear
bairn '—and to gee it fil;' > by another is &
thing I canna endure !*

“ 8ir! Sir!” continued the father="ye bave



done it through ignorance, and wo e’(mh‘e
ye. But that was my Thomas’s ceat ! twelve
years this very day~his birth-day—he per-
ished—Heaven kena how! He went out
from our sight, like the cloud that passes over
the hills—never—uever to return. And, O
Sir, spare a faither’s feelings ! lor to sece it
filled wrings the blood from my heart!”

“ Give e your hand, my worthy soul I
exclaimed tne seaman; "I revere—nay, hang

it! I would die for your leelings ! But Tom |

RKiliot was my fricnd, and I cast anchior in
this chair by special commission. 1 know
that a sudden broadside of joy is a bad thiug;
but, as 1 don’t know how to preach a ecrmon
before teiling you, all I have to say is—that
Tom an’t dead.”

“ Not dead !" said Peter, grasping the hand
of the stranger, and speaking with au eager-
ness that almost choked his utterance; “ O
Sic! Sir! tell me how !—how !—Did ye say
living 7—Is my ain Thomas living ?’

“ Not dead. do ye say ?” cried Mrs. Elliot,
hurrying towards him and grasping hisother
hand—"not dead ! And shall 1 see my baira
again? Oh! mny the blessings o’ Heaven,
and the blessings o' a broken-hearted miother
be upon the bearer o the gracious tidings!
But tell me—tell me, how is it possible ! Ae
ye would expect happiness here or hereafter,
dinna, dinna deceive me!”

* Deceive you!” returned the stranger,
graeping, with impassioned earnestness, their
hands in his—" Never !—never ! and all I
can say is—Tom Elliot is alive and hearty.”

“No! no!” said Elizabeth, rising from
herseat, “ he does not deceive us; there is
that in his countenance which bespeaks a
falsehood impossible.” And she also endea-
voured to move towards him, when Johnson
threw his arm around her to withhold her,

“ Hands off, you land-lubber !” exclaimed
the seaman, springing towards them, “ or,
shiver me ! I'll shew daylight through your
timbers in the turning ol a handspike !” And
clasping the lovely girl in his arins, “ Betty !
Betty ! my love !” he cried, “ don’t you know
yourown Tom ? Father, mother, don’t you
know me ? Have you really forgot your own
son? Iftwelve years have made some change
on his face, his beart is sound as ever.”

His father, his mother, and his brothers,
clang around him, weeping, smiling, and
mingling a hundred questions together. He
threw his arms around the neck ol each, and,
in answerto their inquiries, replied—" Wel} !}
well! there is time enough to answer ques-
tions, but not to-day—not to-day !

“ No, my bairn,” eaid his mother, “ we'll
ask you no questions—nobody shall ask ye

i
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m) ' liul how—-luow were ye torn away
from us, my love? And, O hiuny! where
—wliere hae yve been 7

* It 1= o lone story, mother,” said he,  and
would take a week to tell it. But, howsoever,
1o makea jong etory short, you remember
when the smugglers were pursued, and
wished to coneceal thete brandy in our house,
my father prevented them ; they leit mut~
tering revenge—and they have been reveng-
ed. This day twelve years | went out with
the intention of meeting Elizabeth and her
father, when ] came upon a gang of the
party concealed in Hell’s Hole. In a mo-
went nalf » dozen pistols were held to my
breast, and, tving my hands to my sides,
they dragged me into the cavern. Here I
had not been long their prisoner. when the
snow, rolling down the mountains, almoet
totally blocked up its mouth. On the second
night they cut through the enow, and hur-
rving me along with them, { waa bound to
a horse, between two; and, before day-light,
found myeell stowed, like a piece of old junk,
in the hold of a smuggling lugger. Within
a week I was shipped on beard a Dutch man
of waur ; and for six years was kept dogging
about on diflerent stations, till our old yawing
hulk received orders to join the fleet which
was to ficht against the gallant Duncan at
Camperdown. Tothink of fizhting againat

‘my own countrymen, my own flesh and

blood, was warse than to be cut to pieces by
a cat-o-nine tails; and under cover of the
smoke of the first broadside, I sprang upon
the gunwale, plunged into the sea, and
swam for the Englsh fleet. Never, never
ghall I forget the moment that my leet first
trod upon the deck of a British frigate ! My
nerves Jelt as firn as her oak, and my heart
free as the pennant that waved defiance
from her mast-head! 1 was as activeas any
one during the buttle ; and when it wasover
I found myself again among my own coun-
trymen, and ail speaking my own language,
I fancied—nay, hang it! I almost believed—
I should meet my father, my mother, or my
dear Bess, on board ot the British frigate.—
I expected to see you all again in a few
weeks at farthest ; but, instead of returning
to Old England, before I was aware, 1 found
it was helm about with us. As to writiog, {
never had an opportunity but once. We
were anchored before a French fort ; a pack-
et was lying alongside ready tosail; Ihad
halfa side written, and was scratching my
head to think how I should come over writing
about you, Bess, my love, when, as bad
luck would have it, our lieutenant comes ta
me, and says he, ‘ Eiliot,’ says he, ‘I know
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you like a little smart service ; come, iy fad,

|

qu e how we becaine acquainted with tha

take the head oar, while we heard &ne of “other particulars of our story, we have only
those Freuch bum-breass under the batteres '

1 could’at cay uo.
a bonfire of one of thaii erft, and were set-
ting fiie to wsecond, » hien o deadly five of
small-shot fiom he giun-on scuttled our

boat, kilied our commanding officer with hall’

ot the crew, aud the few who were left of us
were mude prisoners. It s ol no use bothers
ing you by telling how we escaped from
French prison. We did escape ; and Tom
will once more fill hus vacant chair.”

Should any of onr readers wi-h tarther
acquaintance with our friends; all we can
say ie, the new year wus ~till young when
Adam Bell bestowed his daughter’s hand
upon the heir of Marchlaw, and Peter beheld
the once vacant chajr agz:un nccupied, and
a namerake ol the third generation prattling
on his knee.

T1BBY FOWLER.

" Tibby Fowier o' the glen,
A’ the lads are woouin® at her.”—OLp Sowa.

All our readers have heard andsung of
* Tibby Fowler o’ the glens;” but they may
not be all aware that the glen referred to
lies within about four miies of Berwick. No
one has seen and not admired the romantic
amphitheatre below Edrington Castle, and
through which the Whitadder colis like a
beautiful serpent glittering in the sun, and
sports in fantastic curves beneath the pasture
clad hills—the gray ruin—the mossy and pre-
cipitous crag—and the pyramid of woods,
whoee branches, meeting from either side,
bend down and kiss the glittering river, till
its waters eeem lost in their lealy bosom.—
Now, gentle reader, it you have looked upon
the ecene we have described, we shall make
plain to you the situation of Tibby Fowler’s
cottage, by a homely map, which is generally
at hand. You have only to bend vour arm;
and euppose your shoulder to represent Ed-
rington Castfe, your hand Clarabad,and near
the elbotv you will have the spot where “ten
cam’ rowin‘ owre the water ;” a little nearer
to Clarabad, is the ‘' lang dyke side,” and
immediately at the foot of it is the site of
Tibby’s cottage, which stood upon the Ed-
rington side of the river; and a little to the
west of the cottage, you will fnd a shadowy
row of palm trees, planted, as tradition testi-
“eth, by the hands of Tibby’s father—old
Ned Fowler, of whom many speak until this
_ay. Thelocality of the song was known to
____y; and ifany should be inclined to in-

We palicd ashore, made

w teply, thar that belongeto a class of yoes-
tuons to which we do not return an anewar.
There e no necessity lor a writer of tales
taking tor his motto—cilem imdendcre vero.
Tibby's parente had the character of beng
“ bien bodies ;" and wgether with Leir own

jsaviugs, and a legacy, that had heen left

them by a relative,they were enabled at their
death to leave their duughter in poseession
of tive hundred pounds. 'This was esteemed
a fortune in those days, and would aflord a
very respectable fi undation for the rearing of
one yet. Tibby, however, was Icit anorphan,
as well as the sole mistress of five hundred
pounds, and the progrietor of a neat and well
furnished cottage, with a piece of land ad-
Joining, before she had completed her nine-
teenth year ; and when we add thatshe had
linir like the raven’s wings whea the sun
glances upon them, cheeks where the lily and
the rose seeined to have lent their most deli-
cate hues, and eyes hike twin drops glistening
beneath a summer moonbeam, with a waist
aud an 2rin rounded like a model of a sculp-
tor, it is not to be wondered at that' a‘the
lads cam wonity’ at her.” But she had a
woman’s heart as well asa woman’s beauty
and a portion of an heiress. She found her
cottage surrounded, and her path beset, by
a herd of grovelling, pounds, shillings, and
pence hunters, whom her very soul loathed.
The sneaking wretches, who profaned the
name of lovers, seemed to have money writ-
ten on their very eyeballs; and the sighs
they professed to heave in her presence sound-
ed to her ears like stifled groans of—your gold
—ryour gold ! She did not hate them, but
she despised their meanness ; and asone by
one they gave up persecuting her with their
addresses, they consoled themselvss with re-
torting upon her the words of the adage, that
—* her pride would have a fall ! But it was
not from pride that she rejected them ; but
because her heart was capable of love—of
lové, pure, devoted, unchangeable, springing
from being beloved ; and because her feel-
ings were sensitive as the quivering aspen,
which trembles at the rustlirg of an insect’s
wing. Amongst her suitors there might have
been some who were disinterested, but the
meanness and sordid objects of many caused
her to regard all with suspicion ; and there
was none among the namber to whoee voice
her bosom responded as the needle turns to
the magnet, and frequent.y from a cause as
inexplicable. She had resolved that the man
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%0 whom she gave her hand should wed her
for herself—and for herself only. Her marents
had died in the same month: and, about a
year alter their death, she sold the cottage
and the piece of ground, nnd ok herjourney
towarde Edinburgh, where the report of her
being a “ great fortune,” ae hLer neighbours
termed her, might be unknown. But Tibby.
although a sensitive girl, was also, in many
respects, & prudent one. Frequently she had
heard her irother, when she had to take but
a ehilling from the legacy, quote the proverb
—that it wes

& Like a cow in a clout,

That scon wears out.”
Proverbs we know are in bad taste; but we
quote it because, by ite repetition, the mother
produced a deeper iimpression on her daugh-
ter’s mind than could have been efiected by
a volume of sentiment. Bearing, therefore,
in her memory the maxim of her frugal pa-
rent, Tibby deposited her money in the only
bank, we believe, thar was at that period in
the Scottich capital, and hired herself as a
child’s-maid in the family of a gentleman who

occupied a house in the neighbourhood of

Restalrig. Here the story of her fortune was
unknown, and Tibby wasdistinguished only
ar a kind heart and a lovely countenance.
It was during the summer mouths, and Leith
Links became her dailv resort, and thereshe
was wont to walk, with a child in her arms,
and another leading by the hand, for there
she could wander by the side of the sounding
sea, and her heart still glowed for her {ather’s
cottage and its {airy glen, where she had of-
ten heard the voice of its deep waters ; and
ghe felt the sensation which, we believe, may
have been experienced by many who have
been born within hearing of old ocean’s roar
~that, wherever they may be, they hear
the murmur of its billows as the voice of a
youthful friend ; and she almost fancied, as
ehe approached the sea, that she drew nearer
the home which sheltered her infancy. She
had been but a few weeks in the family we
have alluded to, when, returning fiom her
accustomed walk, her eyes met those of a
young man habited as a seaman. He ap-
peared to be about five-and-twenty, and his
features were rather manly than handsome.
‘There was a dash of boldness and confidence
in his countenance ; but as the eyes of the
maiden et his, he turned aside as if abashed
and passcd on.  Tibby blushed at her fool-
ishness ; but sue could not help it ; ehe felt
imterested in the stranger. There was an
expression—a language—an inquiry in his

gaze, she had never witnessed before. She
would have turned round to cast a look after
him, hut she blushed deeper ut the thought,
and modesty jorbade it. She walked on for
a few minutes. upbraiding herself for euter-
tainning the silly wish, when the child, who
walked by her side, fell afew yards behind.
She turned round tocall him by his name~
Tibby was certain hat she had no motive
but to call the child ; and iliough she did steal
a sidelong glance towards the spot where she
had passed the stranger, it was a mere ac-
cident—it could ot be avoided--at least so
the mainden wished to persuade her consci-
ence against lier conviction ; but that glance
revealed to lier the young sailor, uot pursu-
ing the path on which sire had met him, but
following her within the distance of a few
yards ; and until she reached her master’s
door, ehe lieard the sound of his footsteps be-
hind her. Siie experienced an emotion be-
tween being pleased and offended at his con~
duct, though, we suspect, the former eventu-
ally predominated ; for the next day ehe was
upon the Links as usual, and there also was
the young seaman,and again he followed her
to within sight of her master’s house. How
long this sort of dumb-love making, or the
pleasures .f diffidence, continued, we cannot
tell. Certain it is that at length he gpoke,
wooed and conquered : and about a twelive-
month afier their first meeting, Tibby Fow-
ler became the wife of William Gordon, the
mate of a foreign trader. On the second
week alter their marriage, William was to
sail upon a long, long voyage, and might not
be expected 10 return for more than twelve
mouths. This was a severe trial for poor
Tibby, and she felt as if she wruld not be a-
ble tostand up againstit. As yet her hus-
band knew nothing of her dowry: and for
thic I our she had reserved its discovery. A
few days before their marriage she had lifted
lier money frora the bank and deposited it in
her chest.

“ No, Willie--my ain Willie,? she cried,
* ye maunna--ye winna leave me alrcady :
1 have neither faither, mother, brother, nor
kindred—naebody but you, Willie—only you
inthe wide world : and I am a stranger here,
and ye winna leave your Tibby. Say that
ye winng, Willie.? And she wrung his band,
wazed in his face, and wept.

“ { maun gang, dearest—I maun gavg,”
said Willie ; and pressed her to his breast :
“but the thocht o’ my ain wifie will mak the
months chase ape anither like the moon cha~
sing shadaws owre the sea. There's nae
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idanger in the voyage, hiny @ no a grain o
!danger ; sae dinna grect : but come anl kiss
‘me, Tibbv ; and when T come bhame Plimak
.ye leddy o them a.”

+

*Quo, no, Wilie " she rephed : 1 want
Lobe nae leddy: [ want nuething but my
‘Willie, Only say that y¢’ll no gaung ; and
"here’s zomething here—something for you o
‘look at.””  And she hurrmed o her chest, and
“took tront it a large leathern pochel-book that
+had been her futher’s; and which contained
"her treassiie, NOW amounting 0 somewhat |
more than =X huwlred pounds. In a mo-:
ment she returned o her husband : <he threw
her armis around his veck ; she thru-t the!
‘pocket-boolk into liis horons.  *“ "There, Willie
~there,” sbe . xciaimed : “thatis yours; my
jfaither placed it in my hand wia blessing,
and wi’ thesame blessine I transler 1t toyou |
{ =but dinua, dinna leave me.” Thussaymg ,

fehe hurried out of the room. We will not at-
‘tempt to describe the asteni-l.ment—we may
'say the joy of the foud hushand.—on opening
“the pocket book and fuding the unloohed for
dowry. However intenscly a man may love
a woman, there ig fittle chance that Ler put-
ting an urexvected portion of six hundred .
pounds into his hanus will diminish his at- ['
tachment; nor did it diminish that of Wiiltam ,
Gordon.
proceeding on the foreign voyage, and pur-,
_ chaszed a small coasting vesze!, of wkich he
was both owner and commander. Five years -
" of unclouded prosperity passed over them, !
"and Tibby had behome the mother of three
fair children. Willlam sold li= small vessel
and purchased a larger one ; and m fitting ir
up all the gainsof his five successful years
were swallowed up. Dut trade was good.
She was a beautiful brig, and he had her cal-
ted the  Tibby Fowler” He now took a fond
farewell of his wife and little ones, upon a
foreizn voyage, which was not cnlculated to -
exceed three months, and which held (mt?
high promise of advantege. But four, cicht, !
twelve months passed awov, and there were .
no tidings of the ‘ Tibby Fowler.? Britain
was then at war : there were enemics’ ships |
and prrates upon the sea ; and there had been |
fierce stormsand hurricanes since her hus- :
band left; and Tibby thought of all thess '
things and wept: and her lisping children ,
asied her when their father would return, for
he bad promised presentsto all, und she an- |
swered —to-morrow —and to-morrow ;  and :
turned from them and wept again. She be- ’
-B

He relinquizhed his iutention of - ¢

gan to be in want ; and et first she received™ .
assistance from some of the friends of their
pro~perity : but all hope of her husband’s re=
turn was now abandoned; the ship was not
insuied, and the mother aud her family were
reduced to begcary. In order to support themy
she vold one article of turniture after another
until what remained was seized by the land-
lord in security for his rent. Jt was then
that Tibhy and her children, with scarce &
blanket to cover them, were cast friendless
upon the streets ; to die or to bez. To the

[ Ta=t resource she conll wnot yet etoop: and
. from the remnauts of former friendship she

was furnished with a basket and a few trifing

s wares, with which, with her children by her
, side, she set out, with a broken and a sorrow-
“ful Lieart, wandering from village to vitlage.

She had travelled in this manner for some
months, whenehe drew near her native glem
—and the cottage that had been her father’s,
that had been her own, stood before her, She

~had travelled all the day andsold nothing.

Her children were pulling by her tattered
gown, weeping and crying: “ Bread ! mo*
ther ! give us bread ! and her own heast
was sick with hunger.

“Oh! wheesht, my darlings ! wheesht
she exchumed, and she fell upon her knees
and threw her arms round the necksof'all the
thiee ; * you will get hread soon; the Al-
mighty will not peraiit my bairns to perish :
no ! o! ye shall have bread.”

In despair she hurried to the cottage of her
birth. The door was opened hy one who had
been a rejected suitor. He gazed upon her

_intently for a few seconds ; and she was still
- young,

heing scarce more thau six and twen-
ty ; and ia the midst ~f her wretchedness yet
lovely.

*“Gude gracious, Tibby Fowler I” he ex-
clainied, “isthat you 7 Poor creature! are
ve seeking charity 2 Weel, | think ye’ll mind
what I:aidte you, now: that your pndo
would havea fa’ ™

Winle the heartless owner of the cottage

"yet spoae, a voice behind her was heard ex-

claining—"It s her ! itisher ! my ain Tibby
aud hee bairs

At the well-known voice Tilby uttered a
wild scream of joy, and fell senseless on tho
carth: but the next moment, her husband,
Wiiliam Gordon, raised hec to his breast.
Three weehs before he hiad returned to Bri-
tain, ind traced her from village to village,
1)l be Jound her intbhe midet of their ehil-
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" dren, on the threshold of the place of her na-
tivity. His story we need pot here tell. He
had fallen into the hands of the enemy; he
had been retained four months on board their
vesee] : and when a storm~had arisen and
hope was gone he had saved her from being
Jost and her créw from perishing. Inreward
for his services, his own vessel had been res-
tored to him, and he was returned to his
country, after an absence of eighteen months,
richer than when he left, and laden with
honours. 'The rest is goon toid. After Tibhy
and her husband had wept upon cach other’s
neck, and he had kissed his children, and
again their mother, with his youngest child
onone arm, and his wife resting on the other,
he hastened from the epot that had been the
scene of such bitternessand transport. Ina
few years more William Gordon having ob-
tained & competency, they re-purchased the
cottage in the glen, where Tibby Fowler
{ived to see her children’s children, and died

ata good old age in the hounse in which she?

had been born ; the remains of which, we
-have only to'add, for the edification of the
curious, may be scen until this day.

MY BLACK COAT;

oR, .
THE BREAKING OF THE BRIDE'S CHINA.

Gentle reader, the simple circumstances 1
am about to relate to you, hang upon what
is termed—a bad omen. There are few
amongst the uneducated who have not a
degree of faith in omens; and even amongst
the better educated and well informed, there
are many wi:0, while they profess to disbe-
lieve them, and, indeed, do disbelieve them,
yet feel ihem ‘in their hours of solitude. I

have known individuals who, in the hour of’

danger, would have braved the cannon’s
mouth, or defied death to his teeth, who
nevertheless, would have buried their head
in the bedclothes at the howling of a dog at
midnight, or spent a sleepless night from
heariog the tick, tick, of the spider, or the
untiring song of the kitchen-fire musician—
the jolly little cricket- T'he age of omens,
however, is drawing 10 a close: for Truth in
its, progress is trampling delusion of every
kind ynder its feet; yet, after all, though a
Jbelief in omens is a superstition, it is one that
- earries with it a portion of the poelry of our
natare. But to proceed with our story.

. Sevualyeaga ago, I wason iny way from

¥

B———10 Edioburgh ; and'being us fumiliar
with every cottage, tree, shrub, and whin-
bush on the Dunbar and Lauder roads, as
with the face of an acquaintance, { made}
choice of the less frequented path by Long-
formacus. I always took a secret pleasure
in contemplating the dreariness of the wild |
spreading desolation; and, next to looking on
the sea, when its waves dance to the music
of a hurricane, I loved to gaze upon the
heath-covered wilderness, where the blue -
horizon only girded its purple bosom. Itwas-
no season to look upon the heath in the beauty -
of barreness, yet I purposely diverged from:
the main road. About an hour, therefore,
after I had descended from the region of the
Lammermoors, and entered the Lothians, [
beeame sensible I was pursuing a path which-
was not forwarding my footsteps to Edin-
burgh. 1t was December; the sun had just’
gone down; T was not very partial to travel-,
ling in darkness, neither did I wish fo trust|
to chance for finding a comforwble resting—i
place for the night. Ferceiving a farm stead-|
ing and water-mill about a quarter of a mile
from the road, I resolved to tarn towards:
them, and make inquiry respecting the right
path, or, at least, to request to be directed to
the nearest inn. . :

The “town,” as the three or four houses
and mill were called, was all bustle and con-
fosion. The female inhabitants were clean-
ing and scouring, and running to and fro. |, I
quickly learned that all this note of prepara-
tion arose from the *maister” being to be
married within three days. Seeing me 2
stranger, he came from his house towardsme.
He wasa tall, stout, good-looking, jolly-faced
farmer and miller. His inanner of accosting
me partook more of kindness than civility ;
and his -enquiries were not free from the
familiar, prying curiosity which prevails in
every corner of our island, and, I must say,
in the north in particular.

“ Where do you come fra, na—if it be a fair
question 7 inquired he. .

“ From B—? was the brief and merely
civil reply.

“ An’ hae ye come frae there the day 2 he
continued. . |

“Yes” was the auswer.

Ay, man, an’ ye come frae B—-, do ye2?
added he; “ then, nae doot, ye’ll ken a per-
son they ca Mr.—2»

“Did he come originally from-Dunse 7
returned I, mentioning also the occupation of
the person referred to,

“The-very same,” rejoined the miller;

-
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- are ye acquainted wi’ him, Siv ? “ I ought
1o be,” replied I ; *the person you speak
of is merely my futher.®

“Your faither? exclaimed he, opening
his mouth and eyes to their full w.ddh, und

,’ss,auding for a motent the pictu.e ol aurptise

" Ciude gracious ! yediuna say sae !—is he

: Frea.lly your faither 2 Lash, man, do you wo
keu, men, that Pm your cousin?  Ye've
* theard o your cousin, Willie Stewart.”

“ Rifly times,” replied L
i “Weel, I’m the vera man,” said he—
% Gie’s your hand ; for, ’odsake nan, I'm as
"glad as glad can be. This is real extraor-
dinar. P’ve often heard o’ you—it witl be
you that writes the duiks—fith yell be able
o wak something ¢ this.  But come awa

“anto the house—ye dinna stir 2 mile farer

i %or a 'week at ony rate.?

Sosaying, and still grasping my hanu, he

.fled me to the farm-house. On crossing the

reshold—

4 “ llere, lassie,”” he cried, in_a voice that
made roof and rafters rng, bnnﬂ' ben Lhe

peems, and get oun the kettle—here’s a

usin that 1 neer saw in my life afore.”

A few minutes served mutually to confirm

nd explain our newly discovered xel.mou-
ship.

& Man » gaid he, as we were fi llmv 2
second glass, “ye’ve just come n the very
nick o’ time; a1’ Ll tell ye how. Yescel
"um ‘gann to be married the day after the
morn ; an’ no haein’ a friend o’ ony kin-kind
in thxa quarter, I had to ask an acquaint-
nte- to be the best mad. Now, this was

\ vexm’ me mair than ye can think, particu-
arly, ye see, because the sweetheart has aye
een bmung to me that it wadna hg lucky
or me no to hae a bluid relation for a best
nan. For that matter, indeed, luck here,
‘uck there, 1 no care the toss up o’ a ha’penny
bout omens mysel; but now that ye’ve
fortunately come, P'm a great deal easier, an’

"t will he ae craik out o’ the way, for it will

" please her; an’ ye may guess, between you
.0’ me, that she’s worth the pleasin’, or I
wadna had her; so I’il just step over an’ tell
the ither lad that I hae a cousin come to be

- my best man, an’ he’ll think naething o't.”

Qn the morniug of the third day, the bride
-nd her friends arrived. She was the only

* shild of a Lammermoor farmer, and was in
ruth a real mountain flower—a heath blos-
om; for the rude health that Jaughed upon
er cheeks approached nearer the hue of the
_cather-bell, than the rose and vermilion of

which poets speak. She was comely withal,
possessing an appearance of gonsiderable.
strength, and was rather abvoé the middle
size—in short, she was the very belle tdeal
ul'a miller’s wife!

Butwgoon. ‘I'welve couple accompamed
the happy miller and his bride to the maunse,
independent of the married, middle-aged,’
and grey-haired visiters, who followed 'behind
and by ourside. 'We were thus proceeding
onward to the house of the minister, whoee'
blessing wasto make a couple happy, and the’
arm of the blooming bride was through mine,
when I heard a voice, or rather let me say a
aound, like the croak of a raven, excliim—

* Mercy on us! saw ye e%er the like o that !
—the best man, Pll declare, has a black coat
on!® 7

* An’ that’s no lucky 1 replied another

Lucky ¥ responded the raven voice—* just
perfecily awfu’! I wadna it had happened
at the weddin’ o’ a bairn o’ mine for the
king’s dominjons.”

I observed the bridesteal & glance at my
shoulder; I felt, or thought I felt, asif she
shrunk from my arm; and when I spoke to,
her, her specch faltered. I found that my
cousin, in avoiding dne omen, had stumbled
upon another, in my black coat. . I was wroth
with the racal prophetess, and turned round.
to behold her. Her litte grey eyes, twinkling
through spectaclés, were wink, winking upon
my i'l-fated coat. She was a crooked, (for~
give me forsaying an ugly,) little, old woman;
she was “bearded like a pard,” and walked,
with a crooked stick mounted with silver.
(Ou the very Spot* where she then was, the
last witch in Scotland was burned.) - I turned
[rom the grinning sibyl with disgust.

On the previous day, and during part of the
night, the rain had fallen heavily, and the
Broxbern was swollen to the magnitude of a,
little river. The manse lay on the opposite.
side of the burn,;which was generally croased
by theaid of stepping-stones; but,on the day,
in-question, the tops of the stones were bately,'

visible. On crossing the burn, the foot of the'

bridge slipped, and the bridegroom, in his
eagerness to assist her, slipped also—knoee-
deep in the water. The raven voice was
again heard—it was another omen. )
The kitchen was the only room in the manse
large enough to contain the spectators assem-.
hled to witness the ceremony, which paseed
over smoothly enough, save that when the

*The 1ast person burned for witcheraft in

wagRt ¢ Spov.“—-—t.!lc scene of our present story.

-
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' elergyman was about to join the hands of the
parties, 1 drew off the glove of the bride a
second or two before the bridesmaid perform-
ed a similar operation on the hand of the
bridegroom. I heard the..whisper of the
crooked old woman, and saw that the eyes
of the other women were upon me, I felt
that 1 had committed another omen, and
almost recolved to renounce wearing “blacks”
for the future, The ceremony, however, was
concluded ; we returned frow the manse, and
every thing was forgotien, suve mirth and
musie, till the hour arrived for tea.

The bride’s mother had boasted of her
¥ daughter’s double set o’ real china? during
the afternoon; and the female part of the
company evidently felt anxious to examine
the costly crackery. A young woman wag,
entering with a tray and the tea equipage—
another, similarly laden, followed behind
her. Thesner . the door caunght the han»
dle of the tray, w..d down went china, wait-
ing-maid, and all! The fall etartled her
companion ; their feet hecame entangled ;
Loth embraced the floor, and the china from
buth trays lay scattered around them 'in a
{housand shapes and sizes! This was an
oinen with a vengeance { 1 could not avoid
stéaling a look at1hesleeveof my black coat.
The bearded old woman seemed inspired.
She declared the Juck of the house was bro-
ken ! Of the double et of real ching, not a
£up was left, not an old savecer. The bride-
groom bore the misfortune as a man ; and,
gently drawing the head of his young part-
ner towards him, said—

' Never mind them, hinny—let them gang
~-we'll get maic.”

‘The bride, poor thing, shed a tear; but
the riiller threw "his arm rguud her neck,
atole a kiss, and she blushed and smiled.

" It was evident, however, that every one of
the company regarded this asa real omen.
The mill loft was prepared for the joyous
dance; but scatce had the fantastic toes
{some of them were not light ones) begyn to
shove through the mazy rounds, when the
{oft-floor broke down beneath the bounding

* feet of the happy miller; for, unfortunately,
Yie considered not that his goodly body tvas
heavier than his spirits.  Jt was omen upou
omen—the waork of breaking bad begun ; the

*luck” of the young couple was departed.
'IThree; daysalter the wedding, one of the
millep’s carts was got in readiness to carry
Jiome tha{bride’s mother, On crossing the

unlacky burn to which we have already
alluded, the horse stumbled, fell, and bre e
its knee, and had to be taken back, and
another put i its place.

“ Mair breakings! exclaimed the now
almost heart-broken old woman. '* Oh, dear
sake! how will @’ this end for my puir bairn t?

1 remained with my new found relatives
about a week ; and while there, the wmiller
sent his boy {or payment of an account of
thirty pounds, be having to make up money
to pay a corp-factor at the Haddington
market, on the following day. 1In the even-
ing the bay retarned.

“ Weel callant, inquired the millers,** hae
ye gotton the siller 2

“No,” replied the youth.

“Mercy me® exclaimed my cousin,hastily,
“hae ye no gotten the siller?2 Wha 4id ye
see, or what did they say ??

“ 1 saw the wife,” returned the hoy ; “ an’
she said: ‘Siller ! laddie, what’s brought ye
here for siller: 1 dare say your maister’s
daft! Do yeno ken we're broken! I'm sure
a’ body kens that we hroke yesterday ¥ ?

“The mischiel break them !’ exclaimed
the miller, risimg and walking hurriedly
across the room; *this is breaking in

earnest.” . . :
I may not here particularize the breakings

that followed. One mislortune succeeded -
another, till the miller broke also. All that
he had was put under the hammer, and he
wandered torth with his yoang wife,a broken -
maé%me years afterwards, I-pet with him in.
a different part of the country.. He had the
manugement of extensive flour mills. He
was again doing well, and had money in his
master’s hands. At last there seemed to be
anend of the breakings. We were sitting
together, when 2. third person entered with a
glow and timid step and rueful counten-
pance.

“ Willie,” said he, with the tone of a
speaking sepulchire, “hae ye heard the news?”?

“ What news, now 2% inquired the miller,
seriously.

“Phe maister’s broken!” rejoined the other,

“ An' my fifty pounds?’ responded my-
cousin, in a voice of horror. ~

* Ave broken wi’ him,” returned the
sithnger. © Oh, gude gracious?” cried the
young wife, wringing her hands, * ¥'m sure
I wish I were out o’ this world ! will ever thir
breakings be done ! whattempted ray_mothep.
to buy me the cheeng ? | '

-~
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{ “ 7 me to wear & black coat a2 your wed-
ding,” thought 1.

A few weeks afterwvards a letter arrived,
announcing that death had suddenly broken
the thread of life of her aged father, and her
‘mother requested them to come and take
‘charge of the farm which was now theirs.
M'hey went. The old wan had nade money

pon the hills. They got the beter of tite
broken china, and of my black cont. For-
‘tune broke inupon them., My cousin declar-
‘ed that omens were nonsense, and his wite
added that she “really thought there was
paething inthem. Buatit was fang an’ mony
a day,” she added, “or I could get your
black coat and my mother's cheena out o’ my
tuind.”

"4 They began to prosper, and they prosper
will,

WE'LL HAVE ANOTHER.

‘When the glass, the laugh, and the social
" crack™ go round the convivial table, there
§are few who may not have heard the words,
" We'll have another 1 1t isan oft repeated
plirase; and it seemr a simple one ; yetsimple
as it appears, it hasa magical and fatal in-
“fluence. The lover of sociality yieldeth to
- the friendly temptation it conveys, nor dream-
“eth that it is a whisper from whicli scandal
“catcheth its thousand echoes: thatit is &
phrase which-has blasted reputations : with-
‘ered affection’s.heart: darkened the fairest
prospects :_ ruinéq credit: conducted to the
- priron-house ! and led to the grave. When
. our readers again hear the story, let them
- think of our present story.
* Adam Brown was the eldest son of a poor
. wxdow, who kepta small shop in a village
near the banks of the Teviot. From infancy
Adam was a mild retiring boy, and he was
seldom seen to join in the sports of his school-
mates. On the winterevenings he would sit
-poring over a book by the fire, while his mo-
.ther would say ; “Dinna stir up the fire,
bairn ; ye dinna mind that coals are dear ; H
and Pmsure ye'll 't yoursel’ wi pore, po~
\ ring owre yer books —lor they’re never out ¢
“yer hand.” In the summer, too, Adam would
steal away from the noise of the village to
some favourite shady nook by the river side;
and there, on the gowany brae, he would,
with a standard author in hishand, * erack
wi’ kings,” or “hold converse with the migh-
- wdead” He was about thirteen when his
- father died ; aud the Rev, Mr, Douglas, the

minister of the perish, visiting the affhcled
widow, she said, “she had hada eair be-
reavement, yet she had reason 1o be thank(n?
that she had ac comlort left, for her poor A-
dam was & great cousolation to her; every
nicht he had read a chapter to his younger
brothers: and, oh sir, it wad rhake your heart
melt to have heard my bairn pray for his wi-
dowed mother,” Mr Douglas became in-
terested in the boy : and finding him apt to
learn, he placed him for ancther year at the
parish school at his own expense. Adam’s
progress was all that his patron could desire.
He became a frequent visiter at the manse ;
and was allowed the use of the minister’s li-
brary. Mr. Douglas had a daughter who
was nearly of the, same age as his young
protege. Mary Douglas was not what could
be called beawtifuf; but she was a gentle and
interesting girl. She and Adam read and
studied together. She delighted in a flower-
garden, and he was wont to dress it ; and he
would ofien wander milesand cons:der him-
<elf happy when he obtained a strange root
to plant init.

Adam was now sixteen. It was his mis-
fortune, as it hasbeen the ruip of many, to
be without an aim. His mother declared
that she was at a loss what to make him:
“ But,” added she, “he isa guid scholar, that
isae thing, and Can Do is easy capried a-
bout.” Mr. Douglas himself becanse anxious
about Adam’s prospects: he evinced a dislike
to be apprenticed to any mechanieal profes-
sion ; and he was too old to remain lenger a
burden uron his mother. - At the suggestion
of Mr. Douglas, therefore, when about seven-
teen, he opened a school in a neighbouring
village. Some said that he was too young 3
others that he wastoo simple: that he allowed.
the children to have all their own way yand-
a few even hinted that he went too much,
back and forward to the manse in the nexs,
parish, to pay attention to his school. How-
ever these things might be, certain it is the
school did not succeed : and after struggling
with it for two years, he resolved ta try his
fortune in London.

He was tosail from Leith, and his tmnk
had been sent to Hawick tobe forwarded by
the carrier. Adam wasto ieave hismother’s
house early on the following morning : and
on the evening preceding hisdeparture paida
farewell visit to the gnanse. Mr. Douglas
received him with -his wonted kindness: he

gave him one or two letters of recommenda-
) oy
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tion, and thuch wholesome advice, although
the good manwas nearly as ignorant of what
is called the woild as the youth who wasa-
bout to enterit. Adam sat Jong and said hutle;
for hie heart was tull and his spirit heavy.
He had never said to Mary Douglasin plain
wordsithut he loved her : he had never dared
to doso; and he now sat with his eyes
anxiously bent upon her, trembling to bid her
farewell. She, too, was silent. At lensth he
rose to depart: he held out his ha:wd to BMr.
Douglas ; the latter shook it affectionately,
adding ; ¢ Farewe!l, Adam ! May Heaven
protect you against the numerous temptations
of'the great city!” He turned towards Mary
—he hesitated. his hands dropped by his side
—* £3ould I speak wi' you 2 moment 2" said
he, and his tongue filtered as he spoke :
with a tear glistening in her eyes, she luoked
towards her father, who nodded his consent,
and she arose and accompanied Adam to
thedoor. They walked towards the flower
garden—nhe had taken her hand in his~—he
pressed it, but he spoke not, andshe offered
not towithdraw it. Heseeumed struegling to
speak ; and atlength in a tone of earnest
fondness, and he shookas he spoke, hie said :
 Will you not forget me, Mary 2

A half smothered sob was her reply ; and
a tear fell on his hand.

“Say you will' not,” he added, yet more
earnestly.

* O Adam !” returned she, * how can you
say forget! Never! Never!”

.“Enough ! enough " he continued, and
they wept together.

It was scarce daybreak when Adam rose
to take his departure, and to bid his mother
and his brethren farewell. “OhP exclaimed
ghe, asshe placed his breakfast before him,
* is this the last meal that my baign’s to eat
in my house 27 He ate but little ; and she
continued weeping as ghespoke: “ Iat hinny,
ear; ye have a lang road before ye. And,
oh, Adam, aboon every thing earthly, mind
that ye write to me every week; never think
o the postage : for though it should tak my
last farthing: I maon hear frae ye.”

He took hisstaff'in his hand and prepared
to depart. He embraced his younger brothers
and tears were their only and mutual adieu.
Hisparent sobbed aloud: “Fareweel,nother!”
said he, in a voice half choked with anguish ;
“ Fareweel 1

- 4 QGod bless my bairn'!” she exclaimed,
wringiog hiahnnd; and she leaned her head

upon his shoulder and wept as though her
heart would burst. In agonyhe tore himself
from her emhrace and hurried from the honse;
and during the first mites of his journey, ut
every rising ground, he turned anxiously
round, to obtain another lingering look of the
place ol his nativity ; and in tne luluess and
bitterness of his feclings, he pronounced the
names of his mother and his brethren, and of
Mary Douglas, in the same breath,

Weneed not deseribe his passage to London
nor tell how he stood gazing wonder struck,
like & graven image of amazement, as the
vessel winded up the Thames, through the
long forest of masts, from which waved the
flags of every nation.

It was about mid day, early in the month
of April, when the smuck drew up off the
Hermitage Staws, and Adam was aroused
from his reverie of astonishment by the sight
of & waterman who had come upon deck,and "
who, puiling lum by the button hole, said ;

“ Boat, master 2 boat2” Adam exacily did!

notnunderstand the question ; but seeing thei
other passengers getting their lnggage into]
the boats, he followed their example. On

his landing he wassurrounded by a group of’

porters, several of whom took hold of his

trunk, all inguiring, at the same moment’

where hie wished it taken to. Thig question
hecould not answer. It was oae hie had uever
thought of before. He looked conlused aud |
rephed ; « I watna.”

“ [Walna!” said one of the Cockney burden
bearers—" Watna !—there arn't sucha street’
inall London,” )

Adam was in the midst of London, and he -
knew not a living soul aniong its million of
inhabitants. He knew not wheretogo ; but ‘
recollecting that one of the gemlemen to‘v
whem Mr. Douglas had recommended him
was a Mr. Davison, a merchant in Cornhill, -
he inquired— ‘

“Daes ony o' ye ken a Mr.Davxson, a mer-
chant in Cornhill 2°

- Vy, I can’t say as how 1know him,” a
porter replied; “but if you wish your luggage
taken there, I will find him for you instantly.”

“ An’ what wad ye be asking to carry the.
bitbox there 2" said Adam, in 2 manner that _
betokened an equal proportion of simplicity
and caution,

«Hasking ?" replied the other; “vy, I'm
blessed if you get any one o carry 1t for lesi
‘than fourshillings.”™

“I canna afford four shillings,”said Adam,
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i‘ and I'll be obleeged to ye if ye'll gie me a

it on to my shouther wi'ts and I'll carry it
snysel' »
1 They uttered some low jests agaiust his
¢ountry, and laft him tq get histrunk upon his
‘shouldersas hebest might. Adam said traly
ihat he could not afford four shillings; for,
after paying his passage, e had not thirty
shillings left in the warlds

. It is time, howeventhat we should describe
Adam more parti-ularly to our readers. He
was dressed in a coarse grey coal, with his
trowsers of 1the same colour, a striped waist-
coat, @ half worn broad brimmed hat, and
thick shoes studded with nails, which clattered
as he went. Thus arvayedsand with his trunk
n hisehoulders: Adam went trampiug and
attering along East Smithifield, Towerhill,
d along the Minories, inquiring at every
rning—*1{ any one could direct him to Mr.
Pavicon’s the merchant in Cornhill?* There
asmany a laugh and many a joke at poor
dam’s expense, as he went trudging along,
#nd more than once the trunk fell {o the
round,as he came in contact with the crowds
ho were hurrying past him. He had been
irccted out of bis way; but at length arrived
&t the place he sought. He placed hishurden

n the ground : he rang the bell : and again
- pd again he rang, but noone answered :

s letter was addressed to Mr. Davison's
_ ounting house ; it was past business hours,
* nd the office was locked up forthe day :
“1dam was now tired, disappointed and also
* erplexed: he wist not what to do: he wished
. know of several “decent people,”as hesaid,

“they could recommend him to a lodging ?
~ 1e was shewn severabbut the rent per week
. rrified Adam. He wassinking under his
_urden, when near the corner o’ Newgate
wtreet, he inguired of anold Irish orange
_-oman, if “she could inform him where he
~_vould be likely to obtain a lodging at the rate
. feighteen pence or two shillings a week.

- % Sure, and it's [ who can, jewel." replied
"he ; “ and an illigant room it is, with a bed
- _at his Holiness might rest his blessed bones
. p; and never a one slapes in it at all but my
- wii boy Barney; and barring when Barney's
* 1 dhrink; and that's not above twice a week
" -you'll make mighty pleasantsortof com-

any together.” )

Adam was glad to have the yprospect of a

<ting place of any sort belore him at last,

nd with a lighter heart and a freeerstep he

llowed the old orange Woman. She con-

2

dueted him to Green, Dragon Court, and
desivine him to follow her up 2 long, durk,
dirty stair, ushered him into a small, misera-*
ble leoking gavret, dimly iighted by a broken
skylight, while the entire furniture consisted
of four wooden posts without curtains which
she termed a bed, a muwilated chair, and a
low wooden stool.  “Nuw, darlint, said she,
cheerving Adam fatigued, * here is a room
fit for a prince; and, sure you won’t be think-
ing half'a crown too much for it 2

“ Weel,” said Adam, for he was ready to
lie down any where, * we'll no quarrel about
a sixpence.”

The orange woman left him, having vainly
recommended him “to christen his new
tenement with a.drop of the cratur” Adam
threw himself upon the bed, and, in a few
minutes, his spirit wandered in its dreams
amidst the *‘bonny woods and braes” of
Teviotdale. Eurly on the following day he
proceeded 1o the counting house of Mr. Davi-
son, who received him with a hurried sort of
civility: glanced over the letter of introduction
—expressed a hope that Mr. Douglas is well
~—azaid he would be happy to serve him—but
he was engaged at present, and, if Mr. Brown
would call again, if he should hear of
any thing, he would let him know.
Adam thanked him, and, with his best bow,
(which was a very awhkward one,) withdrew.
The clerks in the outer office tittered as poor
Adam, with. his heavy hobnailed shoes,
trampled through the midst of them. He
delivered the other letter of introduction, and
the gentleman to whom it was addressed
received him much in the same mauner as
Mr. Davison -had done, and his clerks also
smiled at Adam’s grey coat, and gave a
very peculiar look at his clattering shoes, and
then at each other. Day afier day he
repeated his visits to the counting houses of
these gentlemen—»omeumes they were-too
much engaged to see him, at others they
simply inform him that they were sorry they
had heard of nothing to suit him, and con-
tinued writing, without noticing him again ;
while Adam, with a heavy heart would
stand behind their desk, brushing the crown
of his brown broad brimmed hat with his
sleeve. At length, the clérks in the outer
office merely informed him their master had
heacd of nothing for him. Adam saw itwas
in vain—three weeks had passed; and the
thirty chillinge which he had brought to
London were reduced to ten. |
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He was wandering digconsolntely down
Chancery Lane, with his hands thrust in lis
pockets, when his aitention was attracted to
a shop, the windows and door of’ which were
covered with written placards, and on these
placards were the woids, * Wanted, a Buok-
keeper"—" Wanted, by & Luterary Gentle-
man. an Amanuensis”—in short, there
seemed no sort of situation for which there
was not a person wanted, and each concluded
with “inquire within.” Adawm’s heart and
his eyes overflowed with joy. 'T'here were
at least half'a dozen places which would
suit him exactly—he was only at a Joss now
which to choose upou ; and he thought also
that Mr. Douglas’ friends had used him most
unkindly in =aying they could hear of no
situation for him, when here scores were
advertised in the streets. At length he fixed
upon one. He entered the shop. A sharp,
Jewish looking little man was writing ata
desk 5 he received the visiter with a gracious
smile.

“1f ye please, sir,” said Adam, “ will ye
be so good as to inforin me where the geuntle- |
man lives that wants the book keeper 7"

“With pleasure,” said the master of the
vegister office ; “but you must give me five
chillings and I will enter your name.”

 Five shillings !’ repeated Adam, and a
new light began to dawn upon him. “Five
shillings, sir, isa deal o’ money, an', to tell
ye the trath, I can very ill afford it ; but,as
am much in want o' a situation, may be ye
wad tak’ half’ a erown.”

“Can’t book you for that,” said the other;

“but give me your half erown, and you may
have the gentleman’s address.”
* Bedirected him to a merchantin Thames
street. Adam quickly found the house ; and,
entering with his broad brimmed hat in his
hand, and scraping the nob nails along the
floor-~** Sir,” said he, “1'm the person Mr.
Daniels o’ Chancery Lane has sent youasa
book keeper.”

“Mr. Daniels--Mr. Daniels?" said the
merchant; “ don’t knowsany such person—
have not wanted a book keeper these six
months. i

“ Su' ” said Adam, “are ye no Mr. Robert-
son 0! 54, ‘Thames street 2?

“I am,” replied the merchant; “but,”
added he, “I see how itis. Pray, young
‘man, what did you give this Mr. Daniels to
recommend you to the situation 2"

1

« Half a crown sirn,” returned Adam.—~
“ Well," said the other, *you have more"
money than wit. Guod wmorning, sir. and
take care of another Mr. Daniels.” 1

Puor Adam was duwnfounded ; and, in the!
bitterness of his spirit, he said London wasal
den o thieves. [ might tell you how his last
shilling was expended : how he lived upon';
bread and watei: Low he fell into arrears with*
the orange woman {or the rent ol bis garret: i
how she persecuted him: how he was puz-
zled to understand the meaning of the gener: 1
ous words, * money lent;” how the orange
woman, inorder to obtain her rent taught him ,
the mystery of the three golden balls ; and
how the shirts which his mother had made 1
him {rom a web of her own spinning, and his|
hooks, and all that he had, save the clothes |
upon his back, were pledged ; and how, wheu ¢
all was gone, the old landlady turned himj
to the door, houseless, friendless, pennylessi
with no companion but despair. We mightl
have dwelt upon these things, but must pro
ceed with his history.

Adam, afier enduring privations whlcb
would make bumanity shudder, obtained the
situation of assistant porter in a merchant’s
office. ‘The employment was huwmble, bul
he received it juyfully. He was steady an
industrious, and it was not long until he wa:
appointed warehouseman : and his employer}
finding that, in addition to his good qualities*
he had received a superior education, made
him one of his confidential clerks. He ha¢
held the situation about twoyears. The \'usti~
as his brother clerks said, was now pretty,
well rabbed off Scotch Adam. His hodde,
grey was laid aside for the dashing green

his hob-nailed shoes for fashionable pumps;
and his broad brimmed hat fora narrow:
crowned beaver; his speeeh, too, had caugh§
a sprinkling of the sonthern accent; but, ir -
other respeets, he wasthe same inoffensivy
steady, and serious being as when he left h@
mother’s cottage.

His companions were wont to “roast
Adam, as they termed it, on what they calle
his Methodism, They had often urged hir;
to accompany them to the theatre; but, fo.
two years, he had stubbornly withstood thei
temptations. Thestage was to Adam wha
the tree of knowledge was to his namesak’
and progenitor. He had been { counselle:
against it ; but had never been within th
walls of a theatre. The Siddons, and ht
brother John Kemble, then in the zerith .
fame, were filling not only London but Europ

B
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Ei
ﬁ their names. One evening they were
to perform together—Adam had often heard
j‘them-—he admired Shakspeare—his .Cl.ll‘i-
geity was excited, he yielded to the solicita-
ns of his companions, and accompanied
them to Covent Garden. The curtain was
drawn up. The perlormance began, Adany’s
soul was riveted, his senses distracted. The
Sitldons swept before him like a vision of jm-
mortality—Iemble seemed to draw a soul
from the tom) of the Ceesars; and as the cur-
tain lell, ahd the loud music pealed, Adam
felt as il @ new existence and a new world
had opened before him, and his head reeled
with wonder and delight.
‘When the performances were concluded,
i companions proposed to have a single
ttle in an adjoining tavern ; Adam offered
me opposition, but was prevailed upon to
company them. Several of the players
tered—they were convivial spirits, abound-
g with wit, anecdote, and song. The scene
as new, but not unpleasant to Adam. He
ok no note of time. He was unused to drink,
d little affected him. The first bottle was
nished.” “ We'll have another,” said one
f his companions. It was the first time A-
am had heard the fatal words, and he of-
red no oppesition, He drank again—he be-
an to expatiate on divers subjects—lie dis~
overed he was an orator. “Well done, My
rown,” cried one ol his companions, “there’s
. ope of you yet—we'll ave another, my boy
~threes band 1 A third bottle was brought;
dam was called upon for a song. He could
ng, and sing well too ; and taking bis glass
_ his hand he began—
"« Stop, stop, we'll ha'e anither gill,
= Ne'er mind a lang-tongued beldame's yatter;

‘They’re fools wha'd leave a glass o' yill
For ony wife's infernal clatter.

¢ There's Bet, when I gang hame the night,
Will set the hail stair-head a ringin'—
Let a’ the neebors hear her fiyte,
Cu’ me a brute, and stap my singin’,
8he'll yelp aboot the bairns rags—
Ca’ me a drucken gude for-nacthin’ ¢
8he'll curse my throat an® drouthy bags,
And gt me twaw their duddy claethin’ ¢

- * Chorus, gentlemen—chorus !’ cried A-
am, and continued— :

st The fient a supper I'll get there ;
A dish 0 tongues is a’ she'll gie me!
8he’ll shake her nieve and rug her hair,
And wonder hoo she e’er gaed wi' me !
8he vows to leave me, and Isay,
¢ Gang, gang! for dearsake !—that's g blessin’ !
8he rins to get her claes mwvay,
But—o’ the kist the key's amissin® ¢

$The younkers a' set up o skirl,
Tlhey shriek and ery— O dinna, mither ¥
Islip to bed, and fash the quarrel
Neither ae way nor-anither.
Bet creeps beside me unca dour,
I clap her back, and say— My dawtie ?*
Quo’ she— Weel, weel, my passion’s owre,
But dinna gang a drinkin’, Watty.! »

C

* Bravo, Scotchy ¥ ghouted one. * Your
health and song, Mr, Brown,” cried another.
Adany’s Pead began to swim—the lights
danced before his eyes—he fell from his chair.
One of his friends called a hackney coach ;
and half insensible of where he wasg, he was
conveyed to his lodgings. It \was afternoon
on the following day belore he appeared: at
the counting house, and his eyes were red,
and he-had the languid look of one who has
spent a night in revelry, That night he was
again prevailed upon to accompany his bro-
ther clerks to the club-room, *just,” as they
expressed it, “to have one bottle to put all
right.” That night he again heard the words
—* Well have another,” and again he
vielded to their seduction. C o

But we will 16t follow him through the
steps and through the snares by which he de-
parted from virtue and became entangled in
vice. He became an almost nightly fre-
quenter of the tavern, the theatre, or both,
and his habits opened up temptations to
grosser viciousness. Still he kept up a cor-
respondence with Mary Douglas, the gentle
object of his young aflections, and fora time
her endeared remembrance haunted him like
a. protecting angel, whispering in his ear
and saving him [rom depravity. But his re-
ligious principles were already (orgotten; and
when that cord snapped asunder, the fibre of
affection that twined around his heart did not
long hold him in the path of virtue. As the
influence of company grew upon him, her
remembrancelostits power,and Adam Brown
plunged headlong into all the pleasures and
temptations of the metropolis.

Still he was attentive to business—ha stilf
retained the confdence of his employer—~his
salary was liberal—hestill seut thirty pounds
a-year to his mother ; and Mary Douglas yet
held a place in his heart, though he was
changed, fatally changed. He had been a-
bout four years in his situation when he ob-
tained leave for a few weeks to visit his aa~
tive village. It was on a summer afternoon
when a chaise from Jedburgh drove up to the
door of the only public house in the village.
A fashionably dressed young man alighted ;
and in an affected voice desired the landlord
to send a porter with his luggage to Mrs.
Brown’s, “A porter, sir?”’ said the innkeeper
—there’s naethin’ o’ the kind in the toun;
but Il get twa callants {o tak it alang,”

He hastened to his mother’s: “ Ah! how
d’ve do ?” said he, slightly shaking the hands
of his younger brothers ; but a tear gathered
in his eye as his mother kissed his cheek.~
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She, good roul, when the first surprise was
over, said * she hardly kenned her bairn in
sic a fine gentleman.” He proceeded to the
manse, and Mary marvelled at the change
in his appearance and manner; yet she loved
him not the'less; but her father beheld the
affectation and levity of hie young friend,and
grieved over them.

He had not been a month in the village
when Mary gave him her hand, and they
set out for London together. For a few
weeks after their arrival, he spent his even-
ings at their own fireside, and they werc
blekt in the society of each other. But it was
not long until company azain spread its se-
ductive snares around him. Again helisten-
ed to the words—" We'll have another”—a-~
gain he yielded to their temptation,and again
the force of habit made him its slave, Night
followed night, and he was irritable and un-
happy, unlessin the midst of his boon com-
panions. Poor Mary felt the bitterness and
anguish of a deserted wife; but she ¢ prrmd-
ed hnm not—she spoke not of her sorrows
health forsook her cheeks, and gladness hnd
fled from her spirit ; yet as she nightly sat
hour after hour waiting his refurn, as he en-
tered, she welcomed him with a smile,which
not unfrequently was met with an impreca-
tion or a frown. They had been married a-
hout two years. Mary was a mother, and
oft at midnight she would sit weeping over
the cradle of her child, mourning in secret
{or its thoughtless father,

- 1t was her birth-day, her father had come
to Liondon 1o visit them; she had not told
him of Hier sorrows, and she had jnvited a few
friefids to dine with them. They had assem-
bled ; but Adam was still absent. He had
been unkind to her ; this was an unkindness
. shedid not expect from him. They were yet
waiting, when a police-officer entered. His
errand was soon told. Adam Brown had
become a gambler, as well as a drunkard ;
hé had been guilty of fraud and embezzle-
ment ; hiszuilt had been discovered, and the
police ‘were in quest of him. Mr. Douglas
wrung his hands and groaned. Mary bore
the dreddful blow with more than human
fortitude. She uttered no scream : she shed
no tears ; for a moment she sat motionless—
speechless. It was the dumbness of agany :
with her child at her breast, and in the midst
of her guests, she flung herself at her father’s
feet. “ Father 1 zhe exclaimed, * for my
sake !—for my helpless child’s sake—save !
.oh, save my poor husband

“ For your sake, what I can do, I will d('
dearest,” groaned the old man.

A coach was ordered 1o the door, and th!
miserable wafe and ker father hastened to thi
office of her hushand’s employer,

When Adam Brown received mtclhr'enc.
that hig guilt was discovered from a compan,
ion, he was carousing with others in a lov
gagbling-house. Horror geized him, and h-
hurried from the room ; but he returned in:-
few minates. * WWe'll have another ! h
exclaimed, in a tone of frenzy ; and anothe.
was brought. He half filled a glass: h-
raised it to hiz lips: he dashed intoit a dead!
poison, and ere they could stay his hand, th ,
fatal draught was swallowed. He had pur-
chased a quantity of arsenic when he rushe
from the house. B

His lellow-gamblers were thronging atoun |
him, when his injured wife and her gre |
haired father entered the room.  Awa
tormenters ¥ he exclaimed, as his g]aze;
eyes fell upon them, and he dashed his hani
before his face. i

“ My huskand ! my dear husband 1 crie,
Mary, flinging her arms around his neck;
* look on me ; speak to me! All is well 1%

He gazedon her face; he grasped her han
“Mary, my injured Mary ! he exclaim
convulsively, “can you forgive me, you, yo
0 God! I was once innocent! [orgiv
me, dearest ? for our child’s sake, curse n
its guilty father ¥’

“Rusband ! Adam 1 ¢he cried, wringin,
his hand ; * come with me, love, come !
leave this horrid place : you have nothing
fear: your deht is paid.” ‘

“Paid 1’ he exclaimed, wildly: *Ha
ha! ha ! Paid? They were his last wor
—convulsions came upon him : the film o
death passed over his eyes, and his troubl
spirit. fled. :

She clung round his neck ; she yet erie?

“ Speak to me !’ She refused to beher
that he was dead, and her reason secmed tr
have fled with his spirit. ’

She wastaken fiom hisbody and conveye.
home. The agony of grief subsided into -
stupor approaching imbeciiity. She was vt
conscious of all aro,und: and within thre
weeks from the death of her hushand, tl
broken spirit of Mary Douglas found res
and her father returned in sorrow with hg
helpless orphan to Teviotdale.
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4 THE SOLDIER'S RETURN.

+} Seven or eight years ago, I was travelling
hetween Berwick and Selkirk ; and having
slarted at the crowing of the cock, I had left
Melrose before four in the afterncon. On
»#rriving at Abbotslord, T perceived a High-
nJand soldier, apparently fatizued as myself,
vleaning upen a walking stick, and gazing
1 intensely on the faivy palace of the magician
; whose wand is since broken, but whose ma-
! gle still remains, I am no particnlar disciple
tof Lavater's ; yetthe man carried his soul
l upon his face, and we were friends at the first
gfance. He wore a phir Highland bonnet,
| aud a coarse grey great-coat,buttoned to the
’tl}roat. Iis dress bespoke huu to belong only
' tdtheranks ; but there was a dignity in his
‘yfanner, aud a fire, a glowing funguage, in
' Bs eyes, worthy ol'a chicftein. is beigly
Bicht exceed five feet nine, and his age be
gbout thirty. The traces of manly beaunty
Ferestill upon his cheeks ; but the sun of a
Western hemisphere had tinged them witha
hllow hiue, and imprinted untimely furrows,
% Our conversation related chicfly to the
$lassic scenery around us; and we had
lf'acamly journeyed together for two or three
oilec, when wearrived at a little sequesteted
urial-ground by the way side, near which
ghere was neither church nor dwelling, Iis
pw wall was thinly covered with turf, and
ve sat down upon itto rest. My companion
Recame silent and melancholy, and his eyes
gvandered anxionsly among the graves.
® © Here,”said he, “cleep some of'my father’s
®hildren, who died in intancy.”
He picked up a small stone from the ground
and throwing it gently about ten yards,
That,” added he, “is the very spot. But,
fank God ! no grave-stone has been raised
_uring my absence! It is a token 1 shall
* 'nd my parents living ; and,” and continued
. e with acifrh, *'may Ialso find their love!
x ¢ is hard, sir, when the heart of a parent is
- urned against hisown child.?

* He dropped his head upon his breast fora

: W moments, and was silent; and hastily
" aising his forefinger to his eyes, scemed 10
. ash away asohtary tear. Then turning 10

* 1e, he continued—**You may think, sir, this
- - weakness ina common soldier ; but human
" earts beat beneath a red coat. My father,
vhose name is. Campbell, and who was
rought from Argyleshire while young, is a
vealthy farmer in this neighbourhood.—
"wenty years ago I loved a being gentle as
1 light of a summer moon. We were chil-

dren together, and she grew in beauty on
my sight, as the slac of evening steals into
glory through ihe twilight. But she was
poor and portionless, the daughter of a mean
sheplierd. Our attachment offended my fa-
ther. He commanded me to leave her for
ever. [ could not, and he turned me from
his house. I wandered—1 knew not, and I
cared not, whither. But I will not detain
you with my history. In my utmost needs
{ met a sergeant of the forty-second,who was
then upon the recruiting service, and in a
few weeks I joined that regiment of proud
hearts. Iwas at Brussels wlen the invitation
to the wolt'and the raven rang at midnight
through the streets. 1t was the herald of a
day of glory and of death. There were three
Highland regiments of us--three joined in
one, joined in rivalry, in love, and in purpose ;
and, thank Fate! Iwas present when the
Scots Grevs, flying toour aid, raised the e-
lectric ehout, ¢ Scotland forever ! * Scotland
{or ever  returned our tartared clansmen :
‘Scotland for ever I’ reveberated as from the
hearts we had left behind us ; and  Scotland
for ever ¥ re-echoed * Victory  Heavens !’
added he, starting to his feet, and grasping
his staff, as the enthusiasm of the past gushed
back upon his soul, “ to have joined in that
shout was to live an eternity in the vibration
of a pendulum

In a few minutes the animated soul that
gave eloquence to his tongue,drew itself back
into the chambers of humanity,and resuming
his seat upon the low wall, he continued : ©1
leli my old regiment with the prospect of
promotion,and have since served in the West
{ndies; but [ have heard nothing of'my father,
nothing of'my mother, nothing of her I love!?

While he was yet speaking the grave dig-
ger, with a pick-axe and spade over his
shoulder, entered the ground: he approached
within a few yardsof where wesat; and he
measured off a narrow piece of earth ; it en-
circled the little stone which the soldier had
thrown to mark out the buriai~place of his
tamily. Convulsion rushed over the featares
of my companion ; he shivered : he grasped
my arm ¢ his lipsquivered : his breathing be~
came short and loud : the cold sweat trickled
from his temples: he sprang over the wall;
he rushed towards the spot.

“Man ?’ he exclaimed in agony, * whose
grave is that

“ Hoot ! awa wi’ ye 1 said the grave dig-
ger, starting back at his manner; “whatna
way is that togliff a body ! are ye daft 7

“ Answer me,” cried the soldier,seizing his
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hand ;* whose grave : whose grave is that?”?

“ Mercy me P’ replied the man of death,
“ ye're suvely out o’ yer head: it’s an auld
body they ca’d Adam Campbell’s grave:
now, are ye onything the wiser for spicrin® 2**

“My father I cried my comrade, asI ap-
proached him ; und clasping his hands toge-
ther, he bent his head upon my shoulder.

I will not dwell upon the painful scene.
During his absence, adversity had given the
fortunes of his father to the wind; and he had
died in an humble cottage, unlamented and
unnoticed by the friends of his prosperity.

. Atthe request of my fellow-traveller, I
accompanied him to the house of mourning.
'Two or three poor cottagerssat around the
fire. The cotfin, with the lid open, lay across
a table near the window. A few white hairs
fell over the whiter face of the deceased,
which seemed to indicate that he died from
sorrow rather than from age. The son pres-
sed his lips to his father’scheck. He groaned
in epirit, and was troubled, e raised his
head in agony, and with a voice almost in-
articulate with grief; exclaimed, inquiringly
~ My mother ?

The wondering peasanis started to their
feet, and in silence pointed to a lowly bed.
He hastened forward ; he fell upon his knees
by the bed-side.

* My mother ! Oh, my mother !” he ex-
claimed, “ do not you, too, leave me! Look
at me--speak to me--I am your son—your
own Willie—have you forgot me, mother 27

She, teo, lay upon her death-bed, and the
tide of life was fast ebbing ; but the remem-
bered voice of her beloved son drove it back
foramoment. Sheopened hereyes;sheat-
tempted to raise her feeble hand, and it fell
upon his head. She spoke, but he alone knew
the words that she uttered ; they seemed ac-
cents of mingled anguish, of joy, and of
blessing. TPor several minutes he bent over
the bed, and wept bitterly : he held her wi-
thered hand in his; he started; and as we
approached him, the hand he held was stiff
and lifeless : he wept no longer: he gazed
from the dead body of his father to that of
hismother ; his eyes wandered wildly from
theone.to the othed ; he smote hishand upon
his brow, and threw himself upon a chair,
while misery transfixed him, asif a thunder-
bolt had entered his soul.

1 will not give a description of the melan-~
choly funerals, and the solitary mourner.—
The father's obsequies were delayed, and the
son laid both his parents in the same grave.

Severel monthspassed away before { gained

information respeeting the sequel of my littlg"i
story. After his parents werelaid in the dus; ¥
William Campbell, with a sad and anxiou
heart, made inquirics after Jeanie Leslie, the ;
object of his eurly aflections, to whom we have |
already alluded: for several weeks his search
was fruitless ; but atlength he learned thal
considerableproperty had been lelt to her fa.
ther by a distant relative, and that he now
resided somewhere in Dumfriesshire,

In the same garb which I have alread;
described, the soldier set out upon his journey
—with little difficulty he discovered the house
~-it resembled such as are occupied by the
higher class of farmers. The front doar
stood open. He knocked, but no one an
swered : he proceeded along the passage--
he heard voices in an apartment on the right
~--again he knocked, but was unheeded : he .
entered uninvited. A group were standing
in the middle of the floor; and amongst thew
a minister, oommencing the marriage service
of the Church of Scatland. The bride hung
lier head sorrawfully, and tears were stealing
down her cheeks—she was his own Jeanie
Leslie. The clergyman paused. The bride
father stepped forward angrily, and inquired.
--“ What do ye want, sir?? but instant]
recognising his features, he seized him by the'
breast, and in a voice half-choked with pas’
sion, continued ; “Sorrow tak ye for a scour;
drel! Whavs blOl]”hT. ve here—and the
mair especially at a time like this! Get oof{
o’ my house, sir ! I say, Willie Campbellxi
get oot 0’ my house, and never darken 'n,
door again wi’ yer ne'er-do-weel counl
nance ! .

A sudden shriek followed the mention o.i
his name, and Jeanie Leslie fell into thearm ;
of her bridesmaid.

Sheremained for a long time unconscxou-
of all around her. {

{

“Peace, Mr. Leslie I” said the soldier, push
ingthe old manaside ; “ since matters are;
thus, 1 will only stop to say farewell,for auld*
langsyne—you cannot deny me that.” v

He passed towards the object of his young
love. She spoke not: she moved not: he’
took her hand ; but she seemed unconseiou;
of what he dnd And as he again gazed upor,
her beautiful countenante, absence becam::
asa dream upon her face. The very lan',
cuage he had acquired during their separat.
tion waslaid aside. Nature triumphed ove.
art, and he addressed her in the accents in
wiich hehad first breathed love,and won he:
heart. A
* Jeanie ¥ said he, pressing her hand be:
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at

ween his, " it's a sair thing to say farewell; | Red Hall, (situated where the Wool-wuarket
ut at present I maunsay it. Thisisa scene | now stands,) und which-at ouct served us
never expected to see; for O Jeanie! 1| dwelling houses, fictories, and u fortress.—
gould have trusted 1o your truth anid to your j The terms upon which he granted a charter
ove, as the farmer trusts to seed-time and to } to this company of merchan. , were, tlw‘u
arvest, and isnot disappointed. O Jeanie, they should d.clend. even uuto deuth, their
Lvoman ! thisis like separating the flesh from , Red Hull against every uttack of an enemy,

the bones, and burning the marrow. Butye
maun be anither’s now : fareweel! fareweel!”
“ No! no! my ain Willie I she exclaimed,
yecovering from the action of stupefaction :
% iny hand isstill free, and my heart hasaye
been yours: save me, Willie!” Aud she
threw herself into his arms.
* The bridegroom looked from one to another
jmploring them to commence an attack upon
the intruder ; but he looked in vain. The fa-
ier again eeized the old grey coat of the
Idier, and almost rending it in twain, disco-
ered underneath,to the astonished company,
be richly laced uniform of a British officer.
e dropped the fragment of the outer gar-
ent in wonder, and at the same time drop-
ing his wrath, exclaimed, “ Mr. Campbell!
r what are ye ? will you explain yoursel’?
A few words explained all. The bride-
voom, & wealthy middle-aged man,withont
heart, left the house, gnashing his teeth.—
adly as our military honours are conferred,
erit is not always overlooked even in this
ountry, where money is every thing, and
he Scottish soldier had obtained the promo-
ion he deserved. Jeanie’s joy was like a
ream of heaven. In afew weeks she gave
er hand to Captain Campbell, of his Majes-
ity’s— regiment of infantry, to whom, long
«‘_‘years before, she had given her young heart,

THE RED HALL;
on

BERWICK 1N 1296.

1 Somewhat more than five hundred years
éngo, and Berwick-upon-Tweed was the most
';g\veahhy and flourishing city in Great Britain.
. t3 commerce was the most extensive, its
+ _erchants the most enterprising and success-
»ul, Lendon in some measure strove to be
“ts rival, but possessed not a tenth of the

satural advantages, andiBerwick continued
w0 bear the palm alone~being styled the
Alexandria of the nations, the emporium of
-ommerce, and one of the first commercial
_sities in the world. This state of prosperity it
~wed alrostsolely to Alexander 111, who did
-uore for Berwick than any sovereign that

1ag since claimed its allegiance. He brought
_ver a colony of wealthy Flemings, for whom
-8 erected an immense building, called the

and of the Euglish iu pavticutur.  Wool wus
the stuple commodity of their commerce ; but
they also traded estensively insilks and in
foreign manulactures. The people of Ber-
wick understood Free Trade n these days.
In this state of peaceand enviable prosperity,
it continued witil the epring of 1205. “I'he
bold, the cralty, and revengeful Edward 1.
meditated an invasion of Scotlans; and
Berwick, from its wealth, situation, and
importance, was naturally anticipated to be
the first object of his attack, To defeat this,
Baliol, whom we can sometimes almost ad-
mire—though generally we dispise and pity
him—sent the chiel’ men of ¥ife and their
retainers to the assistance of the town. Eas-
ter week arrived, but no tidings were heard
of Kdward’s movements, and business went
on with its wonted bustle. Amongst the
merchants of the Red Hall, was one known
by the appellation of William the Fleming,
and he had a daughter, an heiress and only
child, whose beauty was the theme of Ber-
wiclk’s minstrels, when rhyme was beginning
to begin. Many a knee was bent to the rich
and beautitul Isabella ; but she preferred the
humble and halftold passion of Francis
Scott, who was one of the clerks in the Red
Hall, to all the chivalrous declarations of
prouder lovers. TFrancis possessed industry
and perseverance ; and these, in the eyes of
her father, were qualifications precious as
rubies. These, with loye for his daughter,
overcame other mercenary objections, and
the day for their marriage had arrived.—
Francis and Isabella were kneeling before
the altar, and the priest was pronouncing the
service—the merchant was gazing fondly
over his child—when a sudden and a hurried
peal from the Bell Tower broke upon the
ceremony—and cries of * The English! to
arms !’ were heard from the street. The
voice of the priest faltered—he stopped—
William the Fleming placed his hand upon
his sword—the bridegroom started to his feet,
and the fair Isabella clung to his side~
“ Come, children,” said the merchant, “let
us to the Hall—a happier hour may blese
your nuptials—this is no moment for bridal
ceremony.” And, inmilence, each man grasp-

ing his sword, they departed from the chapel,
where the performance of the marriage rites.

.
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‘was broken by the sounds of invasion, The
ramparts were crowded with armed citizens,
and a laree English fleet were seen bearing
vound Lindislerne. 1n a few hours the hostile
vessels entered the river, and commenced 4
furious attack upon the town, Their assault
was returned by the inhabitants as men who
were resolved to die for liberty. For hours
the battle raged, and the T'weed became as
a sheetof blood. But, while the conflict rose
fiercest, again the Bell Tawer sent forth its
sounde of death. Edward, at the head of
thirty-five thousand chosen troops, had cros-
ged the river at Coldstream, and was now
seen encamping at the foot of Halidon Hill.
Part of his army immediately descended
upon the town, to the assistance of his fleet.
They commenced a resolute attaclk from the
north, while the greater part of the garrizon
held bloody combat with the ships in the
river. Though thusattacked apon both sides,
the besieged fought with the courage of sur-
rounding lions, and the proud fleet was
defeated and driven from the river. 'fhe
attacks of the army were desperate, but
without success, for desperate were the men
who opposed them. Treachery, however,
that to this day remains und'scovered, existed
in the town; and, at an hour when the gar-
rison thought not, the gates were deceitfully
opened, and the English army rushed like a
torrent upon the streets. Wildly the work
of slanghter began. With the sword and
with the kuife, the inhabitants defended
every. house, every foot of ground. Mild
mothers and gent e maidens fought for their
thresholds with the fury of hungry walves—
and delicate hands did deeds of carnage.
The war of blood raged from strect to street,
while the English army poured on like a
ceaseless siream.  Shouts, groans, the clang
of swords, and the shrieks of woman mingled
together. Tiercer grew the close and the
deadly warfare; but the numbers of the
beseiged became few. Heapsof dead men
lay at every door, each with his sword glued

to his hands by the blood of an enemy. OI

the warriors from Fife, every man perished ;
but their price was a costly sacrifice of the
boldest lives in Budgland. The streets
ran deep with blood: and, independent of
slaughtered enemies, the mangled and life-
less bodies of seventeen thousand of the
inhabitanis paved the streets. The war of
deéath ceased only from lack of lives to prey
upon. With the exception of the Red Halil,
the town was an awful and a silent charnel-
hodse. Within it were the thirly brave
Flemiings, pouring their arrows upon the
trinmphant beseigers, and resolved to defend

it to death. Amongst them was the father
of lsabella, and by his eide his intended son-
in-law, his hands, which lately held a bride’s,
dripping with blood. The entwe strength
of the Bnglish army pressed around the Hall;
and fearful were the doings witch the band
of devoted merchants, like death’s own
marksmen, made in the midst of them.—
What the beseigers, however, {ailed to effect
by force, they effected by fire; and the Red
Hall hecame enveloped in flames—its wool,
its silks, and rich merchandize blazing toge-
ther, and causing the fierce element to
ascend like a pyramid. Still the brave men
stoad in the midst of the conflagration, un-
quailed, hurling death uvpen their encmies;
and, as the fire raged from rcom to room,
they rushed to the roof their Hall; discharg-
ing their last arrow on their beseigers, and
waving their swords around their heads, with
a shout of triumph. There, also, stood the
father, his daughter, and her lover, clasp-
ing and embracing each other in death.—
Crash succeeded crash—the flames ascended
higher and higher—and the proud building
was falling to pieces. A loud crash followed,
the ficrce elemnent surrounded the brave
victims—the gentle Isabella, leaning on her
bridegroom, was seen waving her slender
hand in triumph round her head—the hardy
band waved their swords and shou ed * Li-
berty I and in one moment more, the build-
ing fell to the earth, and the heroes, the
bridegroom, and his bride, were buried in
the ruins of their fortress and their factory.

Thus fell the Red Hall, and with it the
commercial glory of Berwick. Sir William
Douglas surrendered the castle to Edward,
and the town was given up to plunder and
brutality. Its trade in wool aud in foreign
merchandise was transferred to itsrival, Lon-
don—and need we say that it has not recov-
ered it ?

GRIZEL COCHRANE,
A TALE OF TWEEDMOUTH MOOR.

‘When the tyranny and bigotry of the last
James drove his subjects to take up arms
against him, one of the most formidable
cnemies to his dangerous usurpations was
Sir John Cachrane, ancestor of’ the present
Earl of Dundonald. He was one of the most
prominent actors in Argyle’s rebellion, and
for ages a destructive doom seemed to have
hung over the house of Campbel!, enveloping
in a common ruin all who united their for-
tunes lo the cause of its chieftains. Thesame
doom encompassed Sir John Cochrane. He
was surrounded by the King’s troops—long,
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dendly,and desperate was his resistance ; but,
at length, overpowered by numbers, he was
taken prisorer, tried, and condemred to die
upon the seaffoid.  He had but a few days to
live, and his jailer waited but the arrival of
his death-warrant tolead him forth to execu-
tion. His family and bis friends had visitad
him in prison, and exchanged with him the
last, the long, tlie heart-yearning farewell.
But there was oue who came not with the |
rest to receive his blessing—onc who was the
pride of his eyes, and of his house—even
Grizel, the daughter of his love. Thwilight
was casting a deeper gloom over the gratings
of his prison-house, he was mourning for a
last look of his favorite child, and his head
was pressed against the cold damp walls of
his cell, to cool the feverish pulsations that
shot through it like stings of fire, when the
door of his apartment turned elowly on its
unwilling hinges, and his 'keeper entered,
followed by a young and beautilul Jady.—
Her person was tall and commanding, her
eyes dark, bright, and tearless; but their
very brightness spoke of sorrow too deep to
be wept away; and her raven tresses were
parted over anopea brow, clear and pure as
the polished marble. The unhappy captive
raised his head as they entered—

“My child ! my own Gnizel ! he exclaim-
ed, and she fell upon his bosom.

“ My father! my dear father ! sobbed the
miserable maiden, and she dashed away the
tear that accompanied the words.

“ Your inferview must be short—very
short,”” said the jailer, as he tunred and lelt
them for a few minutes together.

“God helpand comfort thee my daughter!”
added the unhappy father, as he held her to
his breast, and printed a kiss upon her brow.
“I'had feared that I should die without be-
stowing my blessing on the head of my own
child, and that stung me more than death;
but thou art come, my love—ihou art come!
and the last blessing of thy wretched {ather”

L ]

“ Nay ! forbear! forbear ”.she exclaimed;
* not thy last blessing! not thy last! My
father shal not die

“ Be calm ! be calm, my child 1 returned
he; “ would to Heaven that I couid comfort
thee! myown'!mydwn! But there is no
hope : within three days and thou and all my
Jitle ones wilf be’—

Fatherless, he would have gaid, but the
words d.ed on histongue. * Three days
repeated she,raising ber head from his breast,
buteagerly pressing his hand ; * three days!
then there. is hope : my father shall live ! Is

not my grandfather the friend of Father Pe-
tre, the confessor and the master of the Kine:
from him he shall bee the lite of his sun, and
my father shali not die.”

“ Nay ! nay, .y Gi zel,” returned he ; “‘be
not deceived : there is no hope § already my
doom issealed : already the King has signed
the order for my exccuticn, and the messen-
ger ol'death is now on the way.”

“ Yet my father shall not ! shall not die ?”
she exclaimed emphatically, and clasping
her hands together; “Heaven speed a daugh-
ter’s purpose 1’ she exclaimed; and turning
to her father, said calmly; * We part now,
but we shall meet again.?

* What would my ctild 27 inquired he ea-
aerly, gazing anxiously on her face.

“ Ask not now; my father—ask not now ;
but pray for me, and bless me—but not with
thy last blessing.”

Again he pressed her to his heart,and wept
upon herneck. In a few moments the jailer
entered, and they were torn from the arms of
each other

On the evening of the second day after the
interview we have mentioned, a waylaring
man crossed the drawbridge at Berwick,from
the north, and proceeding down Marygate,
sat down 1o rest upon a bench by the door of
an hostelry on the south side of the street,
nearly fronting where what was called the
* Main-guard” then stond : he did not enter

| the inn 5 for it was above hisapparent condi-

tion, being that which Oliver Cromwell had
made his head-quarters a few years before,
and where, at a somewhat earlier period,
James the Sixth had taken up his residence
when on his way to enter on the sovereignty
of Bngland. The traveller wore a coarse
jerkin fastened round his body by a leathern
girdle. and overit a short cloak, composed of
equally plain materials : he was evidently a
young man ; but his beaver was drawn down
5o as almost to conceal his features. In the
one hand he mryied a small bundle, and in
the other a pilvrim s staff’s having called for
a glass of wine, he took a crust of' bread from
hiz bundle,and after resting for a few minutes
rose to depart. The shades of night were
setling in, and it threatened to be a night of
storms. The heavens were gathering black

the clouds rushing from the sea, sudden gusts
of wind were moaning aleng the streets,ac-
companied by-heavy dreps of rain, and the
face of the Tweed was troubled.

“ Heaven help thee, il’ thou infendest to
travel far in such a night as this 1 said the
sentinel at the English gate, as the-traveller
passed him and prcceeded to cross the bridze.

In a few minutes he was vpon the borders
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of the wide, desolste, and dreary moor of
Tweedmouth, which, for miles, presented a
desert of'whins, fern, and stunted heatli, with
here and there a dingle covered with thiclk
broshwood : he slowly toiled over the steep
hill, beaving the storm which now vaged in
wildest fury. The rain fell in torrents, and
the wind howled ag a legion of famished
wolves, harling its doleful and angry echoes
over the heath., Still the stranger pushed
onward, until he had procegded about two or
three miles from Berwick, when, as if unable,
longer to brave the storm, he sought sheter”
amidst some erab and bramble bushes by the
way-side. Nearly an hour had passed since
he sought this imperfect refuge, and the
darkness of the night and the storm had in-
creased together, when the sound of @ lwese’s

* The will of Heaven be done! groaned
the captive.

“ Amen ! returned Grizel, with wnld ve-
hemence; “but my lather shall not die I

Again the rider of the mail had reached
the moor of T'weedmouth, and a second time
he bore with him the deom of Cochrane :—
he spurred his horse to its utmost speed; he
looked cautiously belore, behind, and around
him ; and in his right band he carried a pistol
ready 1o defend himself. The moon shed a
ghostly light across the heath, rendering de-
solation visible, and giving a epiritua! emho-
diment to every shrub. When turning the
angle of a straggling copse, his horse reared
atthe report of a pistol, the fire of which
seemed to dash into its very eye. Atthe
same moment his own pistol flashed, and the

feet was heard, hurriedly plashing along the i horse reating more violently, he was driven

the road. The rider .bent his head w the
blast. Suddenly his horse was grasped by

the bridle, the rider raised his head, and the |

traveller stood before him, holding a pistol to
his breast.

“ Dismount ! cried the stranger, steraly.

The horseman, benumed and stricken with
fear, made an effort to reach his arms; but,
jna moment, the hand of the robber, quitting
the bridie, grasped the breast of the rider,
and dragged him to the ground. He fell
heavily on his face, and for several minutes
remained senseless. Thestranger seized the
leathern bag which contained the mail for
the north, and flinging it on his shoulder,
rushed across the heath.

Early on the following morning, the inha-
bitants of Berwick were seen hurrying, in
groups, to the spot where the robbery had
been committied, and were scattered in every.
direction avound the moor; but no trace of
the robhery could be obtained.

The mail which contained his death war-
rant had been robbed ; and before another
order for his execution could be given, the
intescession of his father, the Earl of Dundo-
nald, with the King’s confessor,might be suc-
cessful.  Grizel now became almost his con-
stant companion in prison, and spoke to him
words of comfort. Nearly fourteen days had
passed since the robbery of the mail had been
commitied, and protracted hopein the bosom
ofthe prisoner became more bitter than his
first despair. But even hope,bitter as it was,
perished. The intercession of his father had
been unsuccessful—and the second time the
bigoted, and would-he despotic monarch, had
signed the warrant for his death, and within
a little more than another day that warrant
would reach his prison.

from the saddle. In a moment the foot of the
robber was upon his breast, who, bending over
him, and brandishing a short dagger in his
hand, said , ** Give me thine arms, or die!”

“ The heart of the King’s servant failed
withit him ; and without venturing to reply,
he did as he was eommanded.

“ Now.go thy way,”said the robber steraly,
* buLJeavc with methy horse, and leave with
me the mail, lest a worse thing come upon
thee.” The man therefore arose, and pro-
ceeded towards Berwick, trembling ; and the
robber, mounting the horse which he had left,
rode rapidly across the heath.

Preparations were making for the execu-
tion of Sir John Cochrane, and the officers
of the law waited only for the arrival of the
mail with his second death~warrant, to lead
him forth to the scafiold, when the tidings
arrived that the mail had again been robbed.
For yet fourteen days, and the life of the
prisoner would be again prolonged : he again
fell on the neck of his daughter, and wept,
and said ; “ It is good : the hand of Heaven
is in this " Said I not,® replied the mai-
den; and for the first time she wept aloud ;
“ that my father should not die.”?

The fourteen days were not yet past, when
the prison doors flew open, and the old Earl
of Dundenald rushed to the arms of his son 3
his intercession with the confessor had been
at length successfal ; and after twice signing
the warrant for the execution of Sir John,
which had as ofien failed in reaching its des-
tination, the King had sealed hispardon +he
had hurried with his father from the prison
o his own house ; his family were clinging
around him shedding tears of joy ; and they
were marvelling with gratitude at the mys-
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" terious providence that had twice intercepted
the mail, and saved his life, when a stranger
craved an audience. Sir John desired him
to be admitted—and the yobber entered.—

.He was habited,as we have before dg,sprihed,
with the coarse cloak and coarser jerkin;
but his bearing was above his condition. - On
entering, he slightly touched his beaver, but
remained covered. Cos

“ When you have perused these,” said he,

. taking the papers {fom his bosom, “ecast

| them in the fire!”

« Sir John glanced on them, started, and
became pale—they were his death~warrants.

E “ My deliverer,” exclaimed he, “ how shall

+ ¥ thank thee~—how repay the savjour of my

! life! My father—my children— thank him
for me !

i The old Earl grasped the hand of the
atranger; the children embraced his knees;

Eand he burst into tears.

I “By what name,” eagerly inquired Sir

{ John, “shall I thank my deliverer 2’

The stranger wept aloud ; and raising his
‘tbeaver, the raven tresses of Grizel Cochrane
4fell upon the coarse cloak,

“Gracious Heaven !” ¢xclaimed the aston-

}iched and enraptured father—"“my own child!

—my saviour !~my own Grizel I ’

" It is unnecessary to add more ~the imagi-

*pation of the reader can supply the rest;

: and, we may only add, that Grizel Coch-

" rane, whose heroism and noble aflection we

* have here hurriedly and imperfectly sketched,

* was, tradition says, the grandmother of the

* late Sir John Stuart of Allanbank, and great-

great-grandmother of Mr. Coutts, the cele-

~ brated banker¥

7 * Since the author of the ¢ Tales of the Borders” first
F ublished the T'ale of * Grizel Coclirane,” a slightly dif
i fereut version of it appears in Chambers’® Journal —
: There is no rcason to doubt the fact of her heroism;
+ but webelieve itis incorreet, as isgenerally affirmad, to
. say that she was the grundmother of the Iate Sic John
- “Bwartof Allanbank Some weeks ago, the auther of
- these Tales received a letter from Sir Hugh Stuan, son
i of Sir John referred 10, stating that his family would

be Plad tohavesuchat as Grizel d with

ihieir genealogy, but that they were unable to prove such
" -onnection.

SAYINGS AND DOINGS
OF

PETER PATERSON.

An every-day biographer would have said

- hat Peter Paterson was the son of pious and
© espectable parents; and he would have been
rfectly right, for the parents of Peter were
oth pious and respectable. I say they were
ious ; for, every week-night, as duly as the
lock strack nine, and every Sabbath morn-

: D

ing and evening, Robin Paterson; and his
wife Betty called in their man-servant and
their maid-servant inte what now-a-days
would be styled their parlour, and there the
voice of Psalms, of reading the Word, and
of prayer, was heard ; and, moréover, their
actions corresponded with their professione—
I say also they were respectable; for Robin
Paterson rented a farm called Foxlaw, con«
sisting of filty acres, in which, as his neigh-
bors said, he was * making money like hay"
~for land was not three or four guineas an
acre in those days. TFoxlaw was inthesouth
of Scotland, upon the east coast, and the
farm-house stood on the brae-side, within a
stone-throw of the sea, The hrae on which
Foxlaw stood, forméd one side of a sort of
deep valley or ravine; and at the foot of the-
valley was a small village, with a few re-
spectable-looking houses scattered here and:
there in its neighborhood. Robin and Betty
had been married about six yearsy when, to*
the exceeding joy of both, Betty brought
forth a son, and they called his name Peter
~that having been the Christian pame of
his paternal grandfather. Before he was
six weeks old, his mother predicted he would
be a prodigy ; and was heard to say~—+ See,
Robim man, see!—did ye ever ken the like
o' that 2—see how he laughs t~he kens his
name already ! Aund Betty and Robin kised
their child alternately. and gloried in his
smile. “O Betty,” said Robin—for Robin
was no commen man--*‘ that smile as the
first spark o' reason glimmerin’ in our infant’s-
soul!-~Thank God ! the bairn has 2’ its fac-
ulties.” At five years old Peter was sent to
the village school, where he continued till he-
was filteen; and there he was more digtin-
guished as a pugilist than as a book-worm.
Nevertheless, Peter contrived almost inva-
riably to remain dux of his class; but this
was accounted for by the fact, that, when he
made a blunder; no one dared to trap him,
well knowing that if he had done so, the mo-
ment they were out of school, Peter woyld
have made his kouckles acquainted with
their seat of superior knowledge. On occa-
sions when he was fairly puzzled, and the
teacher would put the question to a boy lowes
in the class, the latter would tremble and
stammer; and look now at his teacher, and
now squint at Peter, stammer again, and
again look from the one to the other, while
Peter would draw his boek before hiz face;
and: giving a scowling glent at the mm-
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wmerer, would give a sort of significant nod
to his fist suddenly clenched upon the open
page; and wher the teacher stamped his
foot, and cried, *“Speak, sir I the trembler
whimbered, 1 daurna, sir» “Yedaurna!”
the enraged dominie would ery—* Why 2’
* Because—because, sir,” was slowly stam-
mered out—* Peter Paterson wud lick me!”
Then would the incensed disciplinarian spring
upon Peter ; and, grasping him by the collar,
whir! his zaws in the air, and bring them
with his utmost strength round the backs
sides, and limbs of Peter ; but Peter was like
& rock, and his eyes more stubborn than a
rock ; and, in the midst of all, he gazed in
the face of his tormentor with a look of im-
perturbable defiance and contempt. Not-
withstanding this course of education, when
Peter had attained the age ol filieen, the
village instructor found it necessary to call
at Foxlaw, and intorm Robin Paterson that
he could do no more for his son, adding that
~—* He was fit for the college; and, though
he said it, that should not say it, as fit for it
as any student that ever entered it.”” These
were gla ” tidings to a father’s heart, and
Robin treated the dominie to an extra tum-
bler. He, however, thought his son was
young enough for the college—* We’ll wait
anither year,” said he; “an Peter can be
improvin® himsel at hame; an’ ye can gie a
look in, Maister, an’ advise us to ony kind o’
books ye think he should hae—we'll aye be
happy to see ye, for ye've done yer duty to
him, I'll say that for ye.”

So another year passed on, and Peier re-
mained about the farm. He was now some-
times seen with a bookin his hand; but more
frequently with a gun, and more frequently
still with a fishing rod. At the end of the
twelve months, Peter positively refused to go
tothe College. His mother entreated, and
his father threatened ; but it was labor in
vain. At last—“I's o' nae use striving
against the stream,” said Robin—"“ye canna
gather berries off ,a winbush. Let him
e’en tak his ain way, an’ he may live to rue
it Thus, Peter wenton reading, shooting,
fishing, and working about the farm, till he
was eighteen. He now began to receive a
numberol'epithets from his neighbours. His
old schoolmaster called him * Ne’er-do-weel
Peter;” but the dominie was a mere proser;
he knew the moods and tenses of a Greek or
Latin sentence, but he was incapable of ap-
preciating ita soul. Some called him * Poeti-

cal Peter, and a few * Prosing Peter;” but
the latter were downright bargain-making;
pounds-shillings-and-pence-men, whose souls
were dead to—

“The music of sweet sounds;”

and sensible only of the jink of the coin of the
realm. Others called him “Daft Peter,” for
he wag the leader of frolic, fun,and harmless
mischief ; but now the maidensof the village
also began to call him “ Handsome Peter.”
Yet, he of whom they thus spoke, would
wander for hours alone by the beach of the
solitary sea, gazing upon its army of waves
warring with the winds, till his very spirit
took part in the conflict; or he could look til}
his eyes gol blind on its unruffled bosom;
when the morning sun flung over it, from the
horizon to the shore, a flash of glory; or,
when the moonbeams, like a million torches
shooting from the deep, danced on its undu-
lating hillows—then would he stand, like an
entranced being, listening to its everlasting
anthem, while his soul, awed and elevated
by the magnificence of the scene, worshipped
God, the Creator of the great sea. With
all his reputed wildness, and with all his
thoughtlessness, even on the sea-banks, by
the wood, and by the brae side, Peter found
voiceless, yet to him eloquent companions,
To him the tender primrose was sacred as the
first blush of opening womanhood; and ::¢
would converse with the lowly daisy, till his
gaze seemed to draw out the very soul of—

‘t{Vee, modest,crimson-tipped flower.”” -

It, however, grieved his mother’s spirit to
see him, as she said, “Justidling awa his
time, and leaving his learning at his heels.”
His father now said—*‘ Let him just tak hisn

flingan’ find hisain weight—an’ he'll either
malk a spoon or spoil a horn, or my name's no
Robin Paterson.” But, from Peter’sinfancy,
it had been his mother’s ambition and desire
to love to see him, as she expressed it, * wag|
his pow in a poopit,”” or, at any rate, to see|
hima gentleman. On one occasion, there
fore, when Robin was at Dunse hiring-mar
ket, the schoolmaster baving called on hi
old pupil, " Ne'er-do-weel Peter,” the two
cntered into a controversy in the presence o
Peter’s mother, and, in the course of the dis
cussion, the man of letters was dumfoundel
by the fluency and force of the arguments of
his young antagonist. Silent tears of exult:
ation stole into Betty’s eyes, to hear, as sh|
gaid, * her bairn expawtiate equal—ay, &
perior to ony minister;” and no sooner had)
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the teacher withdraswn, than, fixing her ad-
miring eyes on her son, she gaid—

“Q Peter, man, what a delivery ye hael
—an’ sae {u’ o’ the dictioner’! ‘Iroth but ye
wad cut a finger i’ the poopit! There wad

. nae dust gather on your cushion--there wad
" be nae sleeping, nodding, or snoring, while
" my Peter was preachin’. An’, oh, hinny,
but ye will mak me a glad mother, if ye'll
-consent to gang to the college! Ye wadna
: be lang o’ gettin’ a kirk, my man--I can tell
ye that: an’ if ye’ll only consent to gang, ye

\shanna want pocket-money that your fuither
| kens naething about ; my bairn shall appear
" wi' the best o’ them. For syne ever ye was
;an infant, it has aye been my hope an’ my
" prayer, Pater, tosee ye a minister ; an’ I
Fne'er sent a hunder eggs or a basket o’ butter
to the market, but Peter’s pennies were aye
laid aside, to keep his pockets at the college.”
. Peter was, in the main, a most dutiful and
most affectionate son ; but on this point he
was strangely stubborn ; and he replied ;

“ Wheesht, mother ! wheesht! nae mair
about it.”

“ Nae mair aboot it, bairn!?’ said she;" but
1 maun say mairaboot it ; man ! wad ye fling
awa your learnin’ at a dyke-side, an’ yer ta-
lents at a pleugh-tail 2 Wad ye just break
yer mother an' faither’s heart 2 O Peter!
‘Peter, man, hae ye nae spiritava? What
is yer objection 2

* Weel, keep your temper, mother,” said
he, ¢ an’ I'll tell ye candidly : the kirk puts
a straight-jacket on a body that I wadna hae
elbow-room in I?

** What do ye mean, ye graceless 2’ added
she, in a voice betokening a sort of horror.

 Oh, naething particular ; only, for exam-
ple, sic bits o’ scandal as, the Reverend Pe-
ter Paterson was called before the session for
shooting on his ain glebe; or, the Reverend
" Peter Paterson was summoned before the
~ presbytery for leistering a salmon at the foot
o' Tammy the Miller's dam ; or, the Rev-
erend Peter Paterson was ordered to appear
before the General Assembly for clappin’
"Tammy the Miller's servant lassie on the
shouther, an’ ca’ing her a winsome quean—
or’'—o
“Or P exclaimed his impatient and morti-
fied mother ; * Oh, ye forward an’ profane
rascal ye ! how daur ye speak in sic a train ;
or wad ye be guilty o’ sic unministerial con-
duct ? wad ye disgrace the coat by sic un-
godly behaviour 2

—ar

“ There’s nae sayin’, mother,” added he :
‘“ but dinna be angry; I'm sure, if I did either
shoot, leister, or clapa bonny lassie on the
shouther, ye wadna think it unlike your son
Peter?

* Weel, weel,” said the good natvred ma-~
tron, softened down by his manner ; “it’s true
yourfaither says, “it's nae usestriving aganst
the stream : an’ @’ gifts arena graces. But
il ye’llno be a minister, what will ye -be 2
‘Wad ye no like to be a writer or advocate?”?

“Worse an’ worse, mother! Iwad rather
beg than live on the misery of another.”

“ Then, cailant,”added Betty, shaking her
head, and sighing asshe spoke; “I dinna
ken what we’ll do wi’ ye. Will ye nobe a
doctor ?? -

“ What !” said Peter laughing, and assu-
ming a theatrical attitude ; “ an apothecary!
make an apothecary of me ! and cramp my
genius over a pestle and mortar 2 No, mo-
ther ; I will be a farmer, like my father be-

fore me.” . S
“ Oh, ye ne’er-do-weels as your maister

ca’s ye !” said his mother, as she rose and
left the room in a passion ; ** ye'll be a play
actor yetan’ that will be baith seen an’heard
tell o', an’ bring disgrace on us a’”

Peter was, however, spell-bound to the
vicinity of Foxlaw by stronger ties than an
aversion to the college or a love for farming:
he was about seventeen, when a Mr, Gra-
ham. with his wife and family, came and
took up hisresidence in one of the respectable
looking houses adjacent to the village. Mr.
Graham had been a sealaring man; it was
repeated the master of a small privateer ; and
in that capacity had acquired, as the villa-
gers expressed jt, © a sort of money.” He
had a family of several children : but the el-
dest was a lovely girl called Ann, about the
came age as Peter Paterson. Mr. Graham
was fond of his gun, and o was Peter: they
fiequently met on the neighbouring moors,
and an intimaey sprang up between them.
"I'he old sailor also began to love his young
companion : for though a landsman, he had
a bold, reckless spirit: he could row, reef]
and steer, and swim like an amphibious ani-
mal : and though only a boy, he was ac-
knowledged to be the only boxer, and the best
leaper; runeer, and weestler in the country
side: moreover, he could listen to a long yarn
over a glass of old grog, toss on his heel-taps
lilke 2 man ; and these qualifications drawing
the heart of the skipper toward him, he in-

vited him to hishouse. But here a change
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ecame over the spirit of reckless, roving Peter,
He saw Ann ; and an invisible hand seemed
suddenly to strike him on the breast. His
heart leaped to his throat. His eyes were
riveted. He felt as if a flame passed over
his face. Mr. Graham told his longest stories,
and Peter sat like a simpleton: hearing
every word, indeed, but not comprehending
a single sentence.. His entire soul was fixed
on the fair being before him: every sense
was swallowed up in a sight. Ringletsof a
shining brown were parted over her ﬁxfr
brow; but Peter couid not have told their
eolour: her =oft blue eyes occasionally met
his, but he noted not their hve. He beheld
her lovely face, where therose and the lilly
were blended ; he saw the almost sculptured
elegance of her form : yet it was neither on
these, on the shining ringlets, nor the soft
blue eyes, that his spirit dwelt, but on Ann
Graham, their gentle possessor: he felt as he
had never felt before, and he knew not
wherefore,

"Next day, and every day, found Peter at
-tha house of Captain Graham : and often as
love’s own hour threw its grey mantle over
the hills, he was to be seen wandering with
the gentle Ann by his side, on the sea planks
by the beach, and in the unfrequented paths.
Again and again, when no eye saw them,
and when no ear heard them, he had reveal-
ed the fulness of his heart before her! and
in the rapture of the moment, sealed histruth
upon her.lips, while she, with affection too
deep for words, would fling her arm across
hie shoulder, and hide her face on his breast
to conceal the tear of joy and of love.

His parents looked upon Aan as their fu-
ture daughter ; and, with Peter, the course
of * true love ran smooth.” A farm had been
talg8h'in an adjoining parish,on which he was
toenter at the following Whitsunday ; and
on taking possession of his farm,Ann Graham
was to become his bride. Never dil exile
long more ardently for his native land, than
did Peter Paterson for the coming Whitsun-
day ; but; ere it came, the poetical truth was
verified] that

% TLa course of trne love never did run smooth.". .

. Contiguousto the farm of Foxlaw, lay the
estate ofone Laird Horslie—a young gentle-
man but little known in the neighbourhood ;
for he had visited it but once, and that only
“for a few weeks since it came into his posses-
sion. ‘All that was known of him was, that
ho'wrote J. P. after his name~—that he was

a hard landlord, and had the reputation of
spending his rents faster than his factor could
forward them to him. To him belonged the
farm that had been taken for Peter; and it
so happened that before the Whitsunday
whick was to make the latter happy arrived,
the laird paid a second visit to his estate. At
the kirk, on the Sunday, all eyes were fixed
on the young laird. Captain Graham was
one of histenants,and occupieda pew imme-
diately behind the square seat of the squire,
But while all eyes were fixed upon Laird
Horslie, he turned his back upon the minister
and gazed and gazed again upen the lovely
countenance of Ann Graham. All the con-
gregation observed it. Annblushed and hung
her head ; but the young squire, with the pri-
vilege of'a man of property, gazed on una-
bashed, 'What was observed by all the rest
of the congregation, was not unobserved by
Peter. Many, with aquestionable expression
in their eyes, turned them from the Laird,
and fixed them upon him. Peter observed
thiz alro, and his soul was wroth : his face
glowed like a furnace ; he stood up in his
seat, and his teeth were clenched together :
hie fist was once or twice cbserved to be also
clenched ; and he continued scowling on the
laird, wishing in his heart for ability to an-
nihilate him witha glance.

Next day the squire called upon the old
skipper, add he praised the beauty of Ann
in her own presence, and in the presence of
herparents. But there was nothing partic-
ular in this ; for he cailed upon all his ten-
ants, he chatted with them, tasted their bot-
tle, paid compliments to their davghters, and
declared that their sons did honour to

LRt d's glorious p ry.’?

Many began to say that the Laird was a
‘ nice young gentleman®~—that he had been
* wickedly misca’d; and the factor “ got the
wyte o* a.® His visits to Mr. Graham’s cot-
tage, however: were continued day after day;
and his aftentions to Ann became more and
more marked. A keen sportsman himself,he
was the implacable enemy of poachers, and
had stricily prohibited shooting on his estate;
but to the old skipper the privilege was grant-
ed of shooting when and where he pleased.~
Instead, thevefore, of seeing Peter Paterson
and the old seaman in the fields together, it
was no uncommon thing to meet the skipper
and the squire. The atfection of the former
indeed had wonderfully cooled towards his
intended son-in-laxv. Peter saw and felt-thi
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—and the visits of the squire were wormwood
to his spirit. I{they did not make him jealous
they rendered him impatient ; impetuous,
niserable. .

He was wandering alone upon the shore,
at the hour which Hoge calls, * between the
gloamin’ and the mirk,” in one of these im-
patient, impetuous, and unhappy moods,when
he resolved not to live in a state of torture
and anxiely until Whitsunday, but to have
the sacred knot tied at once : having so de-
termined, Peter turned towards Graham's
cottage : he had not proceeded far when he
observed a fizure gliding before him on the
footpdth, leading from the village to the cot-
tage. Darkness was gathering fast, but he
at ance recognised the {orm before him to be
that of his own Ann. She was not a hundred
yards before him, and he hastened forward
to overtake her ; but, as the proverb has it,
there is much between the cup and the lip.—
A part of the footpath ran through a young
plantation and this plantation Ann Graham
was just entering, when observed by Peter:
he had also entered the wood, when his pro-
gress was arrested for a moment by the sad-
, den sound of voices. 1t was Ann’s voice,and
- itreached his ear in tones of anger and re-
- proach ; and these were tones so new tohim
as proceeding from one whom he regarded as
all gentleness aud love, that he stood 1avol-
untarily still. The words he could not dis-
tinguish; but after halting for an instant, he
pushed softly but hastily forward, and heard
the voice of the young laird reply—

* A rose-bud in a fury, by the goddesses!
Nay, frown not, fairest,”continued he, throw-
ing his arm around her, and adding—

%t What pity that so delicate a form
Should be devoted to the rude embrace
Of some indecent clown !

Peter heard this, and muttered an oath: or
an ¢jaculation which we will not write.

“Sir,” said Ann,indignantly,and struggling
as she spoke, “if you have the fortune of a
gentleman, have, at least, the decency of a
man” * Nay, sweetest ; but you, having
the beauty of an angel, have the heart of a
woman.” And heattempted to kissher cheek.

“ Laird Horslie ! shouted Peter, is if an
earthquake had burst at the hecls of the squire
' hands off! I say, hands off !

Now, Peter did not exactly suit the action
to the word ; for while he yet exclaimed—
* handg off”” he, with both hands, clutched
the iaird by the collar, and hurling himacross

the path,caused him to roll like aball against
the foot of atree.

“ Fellow 1 exclaimed Horslie, furiously,
rising on his kness, and rubbing his sores——

“ Fellow ! interrupted Peter—* confound
ye, sir, dinna fellow me, or there’ll be fellin’
in the way. Youcan keep yer farm, and be
hange:l to ye : and let me tell ye, sir, if ye
were ten thousand lairds, if ye dared to lay
yer ill-fanr'd lips on a sweet-heart o’ mine, I
wad twist yer neck about like a turnip-shaw!
Come awa, Anuie, love,” added he, tenderly,
“ and be thankfu’ Icam in the way.”?

Before they entered the house, he had ob-
tained her consent to their immediate union ;
but the acquiescence of the old skipper was
still wanting ; and when Peter made known
his wishes to him ;

* Belay !” cried the old boy ; * not so fast,
Master Peter ; a craft such asmy gir], is
worth a longer run, lad. Time enough to
take her in tow, when you've a harbour to
moor her in, Master Peter. There may be
other cuttersupon the coasi, too, that will
give you a race for her, andthat have got
what I call shot in their Jockers. Soyoucan
take in a reef, my lad ; and if you don’t like
it, why, helm about, that’s all.”?

“ Captain Graham,” said Peter, proudly
and earnestly, * I both understand and feel
your remarks; and but for Ann’s sake,
would resent them also. But, sir, you are a
{ather ; an affectionate one; dinna be a de-
luded one. By aside~wind, ye hae lungmy
poverty in my teeth ; but, sir, if' [ hae poverty,
and Laird Horslie riches, I hae loved yer
dochter asa man; he seeks to destroy her
like a villian.”

“* ?Vast, Peler, *vast "’ cried the old man ;
“mind I am Ann’s father; tell me what you
mean 2

“ I mean, sir, that ye hae been hoodwink-
ed,” added the other; “that ye hae been
flung aft'yer guard, and led to the pricipice
o’the decp dark sea o’destruction an’disgroce
—that a villian has hovered round yer house
like 2 hawk round a wood pigeon’s nest,wait-
ing an opportunity to destroy her peace for
ever ! Sir, touse a phrace of yer ain, wad
ye behold yer dochter driven a ruined wreck
upon the world’s bleak ehore, the discarded
property o’ the lord o’the manor 2 Ifye doubt
me as 1o the rascal’s intentiong, ask Ann.”

*13death, Peter, man 1 cried the old tar,
“ do ye say that the fellow has tried to make
a marine of me? that a lubber has got the
weathergage of Bill Graham? Callin Ann.”

Ann entered the room where her father
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and Peter sat, * Ann, love,” said the old
man, “I know you are a true girl ; you know
Squire Horslie, and you know he comes here
for you ; now, tell mne at once, dear—lI say,
tell me what you think of him ?*

“ 1 think,” replicd she, bursting into tears;
¢ T know he is a villian 1

“You know it,” returned he ; * blow me,
have I harboured ashark ! What ! the salt
water in my girl’s eyes, too! 1f I thought
he had whispered a word in your ear, but the
thing that was honourable—hang me! I
would warm the puppy’s back with a round
dozen with my own hand.”

“ You have to thank Peter,” zaid shesob-
bing, “for rescuing me to-night from his
unmanly rudeness.”

“ What! saved you from his rudeness '—
you didn’t tell me that, Peter ; well, well, my
fad, you have saved an old sailor from being
drifted on a rock. There’s my hand; forgive
me ; get Ann’s, and God bless you ¥’

‘Within three weeks all wasin readiness
for the wedding, AtFoxlaw old Betty was,
as she said, up to the elbows in preparation,
and Robin was almost as happy as his son :
for Ann was loved by every one. It was
Monday evening, and the wedding was to
take place next day. Peter was too much
of a sportsman, not to have game upon the
table at his marriage feast : he took his gun,
and went among the fields: he had traversed
over the fifty acres of Foxlaw in vain,when,
in an adjoining field, the property of his rival,
he perceived a full grown hare holding his
circuitous gambole. It was a noble looking
animal. The temptation was irresistible: he
took aim ; and the next moment bounded o
ver the low hedge : he was a dead shot; and
he had taken up the prize, and was holding
it, surveying it before him, when Mr. Horslie
and his gamekeeper sprang upon him, and
ere he was aware, their hands wereon his

_breast., Angry words passed, and words rose

- to blows. Peter threw the hare over his
shoulders, and left the squire and his game-
keepexu to console each other on the ground :
he retumed homec; and nothing said of his
second adventure wnh Laird Horslie.

The wedding day dawned ; and, though
the vxllage had no bells toring, there were
nol wanting demonstrations of rejoicing ; and
as the marriage party passed through its lit-
tle street to the manse, children shouted, wo-
men waved ribbons, and smiled, and every
fowling-piece and pistolin the place sent forth
a joyful noise ; yea, the village Vulcan him-

self, aethey passed his smithy, stood with a
rod ol'red hot iron in his hand, and having
his stithies ranged belore Lim like a battery,
and charged with powder, saluted them with
a rustic but hearty few d’joie. There was
not a countenance but seemed to bless him :
Peter was the very picture of manly joy ;—
Annof modesty and love. They were within
five yards of the manse, where the minister
waited to pronounce over them the charmed
and holy words, when Squire Horslie’s game-
keeper and two constables intercepted the
party. “Yeu are our prisoner,” said one of
the latter, producing his warrant, and laying
hishand upon Peter. Peter’s cheek grew
pale; he stood silent and motionless, as if
palsy had smitten his very soul. Ann uttered
a short, sudden scream of despair, and fell
genseless at the feet of the “best man.”” Her
cry of ‘agony recalled the bridegroom to in-
stant consciousness; he started round--he
raised her in his arms, he -held her to his
hosom. “ Aun! my ain Aopn ! he cried ;
* look up: oh; lovk up,dear! It is me, Ann!
ther canna, they daurna harm me.”

Confusion and dismay took possession of the
whole party  “What is the meanicz of thig,
sirs 2 said Robin Paterson, his voice half
choked with agitation ; * what has m; son
done, that ye choose sic aa untimeous hour
to bring a warrant against him 2”

« fle has done, old boy, what will give
him employment for seven years,” said the
gamekeeper, insolently. “ Constables, do
your duty.”

¢ Sirs,”? said Robin, as they again attempt-
ed to lay hands upon his son, “1 am sure he
hasbeen guilty o! nae crime ; leave us noo,
an’, whatever be his offence, I, his faither,
will be answerable for his forthcoming, the
last penny in my prssession.”

« And I will be bail to the same amount,
masler constables,” said theoldskipper ; * for,
blow me, d’ye see, if there an’t black work“at
the bottom o’ this, and somebody shall hear
about it, that’s all.”

Consciousness had retumed to the fair
bride. She threw her arms around Peter’s
neck—: They shall not—no, they shall not
take'you from me !’ she exclaimed.

“No, no, dear,” returned he ; © dinna put
yoursel’ about.™”

The minister had come out of the manse,
and offered to join the old men as security for
Peater’s appearance on the following day.

*To the devil with your bail! you are no
justices, master constable,” replied the inca-
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orable gamekeeper ? *'seize him instantly.”

“Qlave I cried Peter, raising hig haad
and grasping the other by the throat.

“ Help ! help, in the king's name!” shout-
ed the provincial exceutors of the law, euch
seizing him by the arm.

“ Be quiets Peter, my man,” said his father,
clapping his shoulder, and a tear stole down
his cheelc as he spoke; * dinna mak bad
worse,”

« A rescue, by Harry ! a rescue P cried the
old skipper.

“ No, no,” returned Peter : * no rescue ¢ if
it cam to thal, I wad need nae assistance.

. Quitmy arms, sirs, and I’ll accompany ye
! in peace. Aan, love. fareweel the noo, an’
i Heaven bless you, dearest ! but dinna greet,
1 hinny : dinna greet ! And he pressed his
E lips to her: “ help her, faither: hLelp her,”
! added he; “see her hame, and try to comfort
! her.
| The oid man rlaced hisarm tenderly round
| her waist: she clung closerto her bridegroom’s
i neck : and asthey gently lifted up her hands,
- she uitered a heart-piercing, and, itseemed,
a heart broken scream, that rang down the
valley, like the wail of desolation : her head
dropped upen her bosom. Peter hastily . .ised
her hand to his lips, then turning to the myr-
midons of the law, said sternly, *“ Iam ready,
sirs : lead me where you will.”

1 might describe to you the fears, the an-
guish, and the agony of Peter’s mother, as,
from the door of Foxlaw, she beheld the
bridal party return to the village. * Bless
me, are they backalready ! can oynthing hae
happened the minister 7’ was her first ex-
clamation : but she saw the villagers collect-
ing around them insilent crowds : she beheld
the women raising their hands, as if stricken

~ with dismay : the joy that had greeted them
a few minutes before was dead, and the very
children seemed to follow in sorrow. “Oh,
bairn ” said she to the serving maid, who
stood beside her; * saw yee’er the like o’you?
Rin doun an’ sce what’s happened : for my
knees are sinking under me.”> The next
moment she beheld her husband and Captain
Graham supporting the unwedded bride in
their arms. They approached not to Fox-
law; but turned to the direction of the Cap-~
tain’s cottage. A dimness came over the
mother’s eyes—for a moment they sought her
son, but found him not. “Gracious Heaven
she cried, wringing her hands, * what's this

come o'er us!’ She rushed forward, the

valley, the village, aud the joyless bridal
party, floated round before her; her heart
was sick with agony, and she fell with her
face upon the earth.

The next day found Peter in Greenlaw
jail. 1le had not only been detected in the
act of poaching; but a violent assault, as it
was termed, against one ol*his Majesty's Jus-
tices of the Peace, was proved against him;
and, before his father or his friends could
vist him, he was hurried to Leith, and piaced
on board a frigate about to sail from the
Roads. He was made of sterner stuff’ than
to sink beneath oppression; and, though his
heart yearned for the mourning bride from
whose arms he had _been torn, and he found
it hard to Lrook tlie imperious commands and
even insolence of men “dressed in a little
brief authority ;* yet, as the awkwardness of
a landsman began to wear away, and the
tumult of his feelings to subside, his situation
became less disagreeable ; and, before twelve
months had passed, Peter Paterson was a
favorite with every one on board.

At the time we we speak of, zome French
privateers had annoyed the fishing emacks
employed in carrying salmon from Scotland
to London ; and the frigate on board of which
Peter had been sent, was cruising toand fro
in quest of them. One beautiful summer
evening, when the blue sea was smooth as
a mirror, the winds seemed dead, and the
very clouds slept motionless beneath the blue
sky, the frigate lay becalmed in a sort of bay
withintwo milesof the shore, Well was that
shore known 1o Peter; he was familiar with
the appearance of every rock : with the form
of every hill: with the situation of every
tree: with the name of every house and its
inhabitants. It was the place of his birth;
and, before him, the setting sun shed its
evening rays upon his father’s house; and
upon the habitation of her whom he regarded
as his wife, He leaned anxiously over the
proud bulwarks of the vessel, gazing till his
imprisoned soul seemed ready to burst from
his body, and mingle with the objects it loved.
The sun sank behind the hills : the big tears
swelled in lis eyes : indistinctness gathered.
over theghore : he wrung his hands in silence
and in bitterness : he muttered.in agony the
name of his parents, and the name of her he
loved : he felt himself a slave : he dashed his
hand against his forehead ; “ O Heaven !
he exclaimed aloud, ‘“thy curse upon mine
enemy !

“ Paterson ” ¢ried an officer, who had ob-
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served himy and overheard his exclamaton ;| surprise, *“ Come hiuny,» said the anxious
“ are youmad? See hun below, continued I mother, *let me get ye changed, for ye'ra
he, addressiig anather seaman; * the fellow } wet :hrough and throuzh. Ohy come, my
appears deranzed.” | man, and we'll hear o’ thing by and by, or
“ 1 am not mads your honor,” returned Pe. : ye'll et ver death o' enuld, {or ye're droukit
ter, though  his Jook ard hi- late manser al- fito the very skin. - Bat, preseive us, bairn !
most belied hie words; aads briefly teihng | ve hae neither a tiat to yer head, nor a coat
hicetory hebeeged perinisson togoon<hore, | to yer baek! O Peter, lunny, what ig't;
The fugate, however, was< coustdered as s §what's the matter ? tell me what's the mean-
prison and his place of pumws=hment: when ving o't
fent on hO?\Id, he had Leen deseribed as “ay «q) maother, do not azk me! I have but a
dangerous character :” lus recent b.tter prays  few nunutesto stor.  Faither, ye can under-
er or imprication went far w coufirmation of . stand me, I maun go back to the ship again;

that description: and hiz earnest request was
retused. )

Darknesa silently stretched its dull cunain
over earth and sea--still the wind ¢leptasa
cradled child, and the evening star, like a !
gemon the bosom of night, threw s pale
light upon the land. Peter had again crept
upon the deck ; and while the tears yet glis-
tened in his eyes, he gaxed eagerly towards
the shore, and on the stur of hope and of love
1t seerned like & lamp from lieaven suspended |
over his father’s house : the home of his
heart, and of hischildhood. He felt as though
it at once invited him to the scene of his
young affections, and lighted the way. For
the first time, the gatheriug tearsrolled Jown |
his cheeks. He bent his knees—he clasped
hie hand in silent proyer—one desperate re-
solution had taken possession of his soul ; and
the next moment he descended gently iuto |
the silent sea. He dived by the side of the ;
vessel ; and azcending at the distance of
about twenty yards, strained every nerve lor
the shore-

1t was about day-dawn, when Robin Pat-
erson and his wife were aroused by the loud
barking of their farm-dog ; but the sound

euddenly.ceased, as if the watch-dog were
familiar with the intruder ; and a gentle
tapping was heard at the window of the room !
where they slept.

“ Wha’s there 7 inquired Betty.

« A friend, an old friend,” was replied in a
low and seemingly disguised voice.

But there was no disguising the voice of a
Iost son to a mother’s ear.

*Robin! Rubin!’ she exclaimed, “it is
lim ! Oh, it is him! Peter! my bairn!”

In an iostant, the door flew open, and Pe-
ter Paterson stood on his parents’ hearth,
with their arms around his neck, while their
tears were mingled together.

Aftera brief space wasted in hurried ex-

LT stay, they will be after me.”

O Peter ! Pcter, man!” exclaimed Robin,
weeping as he spoke, and pressing his son's
h=..d between his, “what’s thiso't ! yes, yes,
yer faither understanda ye! But is it no
possible to hide 2

“ No, no, faither ! replied he: “ dinna
think o’t.”

* Obairn P cried Betty, * what is’t ys
mean? Wad ve leave yer mother again 7
Ol ! if'ye lenned what 've suffered for your
sake, ye wadna speak o't.”

“ O mother !” exclaimed Peter, dashing his
hand before his face, * this is worse than
death! But1must!l must goback, or they
would tear me from you. Yet before 1 do
go I would see my poor Ann.”

“Ye shall see her; see her presently,¥cried
Betty, * and baith her and yer mother wilk
gang doun on oor knees to ye, Peter,if'ye'll
promise no to leave us.”?

* Haste ye, then, Betty,” said Robin anx-
iously ¢ “rin awa owre to Mr. Graham’s as
quick as ye can: for though ye no understand
it, I cee there's nae chance for poor Peter
but to tak horse for it before the sun's up.”

And hastily the weeping mother flew to-
wards Mr. Graham’s. Robin, in spite of the
remonstrances of his son, went out to saddle
a horse on which he mightfly. Thesunhad
not yet risen when Peter beheld his, mother,
his betrothed bride, and her father, hurrying
towards Foxlaw: he rushed out to meet them
—to press her he loved to his heart.

A loud huzza burst from a rising ground
between them and the beach. The old skip-
perstarted round. He beheld a boat’s crew
of the frigate, with their pistols lewelled
towards himself, his unhappy daughter, and
her hapless'bridegroom !

“ 0O Ann, woman P’ exclaimed Peter, wild~
ly, ¢ this is terrible ! it is mair than flesh and
blood can stand ¥’

clamations, inquiries, and tears of joy and

[Concluded in our next.]
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