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IALES OF THE BORDERS.

Pt

1ot couald & son entertain a more honourable
ambition, or more one meriting the blessing
f Heaven.'
~ Taking Louise with him, they sailed froin
Antwerp, andina few days arrived in Lon-
‘dom, from thence they proceeded towards the
*Borders, and the place of his birth. They
“lindreached Alnwick, where they intended
{3 remdin for a few hours, and they went oiit
tovisit the castle. They had entered the
wqudré i1t front of the proud palace of the
- Percys, and, in the midst of the square, they
obeerved a one-handed flute player, with a
. young wife, and three ragged children, by
hig side, and the poor woman was soliciting
alms for her husband's music.

The heart of Louise was touched; she
had drawn out her purse, aud the wife of
theflute player, with her children in her
and, modestly, and without speaking, cour-
tesied before her.

- Goorgeshook—he started—he raised his
-hands—
- “Catherine ! my sister ! my own sister ¥
Hie exclaimed, grasping the hand of the sup-
‘ylicant.
" “Q George ! my brother ! cried Cathe-
wrand wept.
o The flute player looked around. The in-
#rament fell from his hand.
- “What ! William ! and without an arm,
to01? added George, extending his hand to
the musician.
. Lonise took the hand of her mew found
| :esér, and smiled, and wept, and bent down,
_nd kisead the chesks of the children.
LMy father—~my mother, Catherine 7’ in-
uiredd George, ina tome that told how he
_smbled to ask the question,
. She informed him of their mother’s death,
{thejr father’s infirmities, and that he was
4én an out door pauper in T
"He relieved his sister's wants, and, with
Juige, hastened to his birth place. He
sund his father almost bed-ridden —a board-
vathalf & crown a week, in a miserable
<%¢l; the occupants of which were as poor as
-¢ir parish fodger. Old James was sitting
--ding a newspaper, which he had borrow-
3, When they entered ; for bis ruling pas-
on .remained strong in the midst of his age
-dinfirmities. The raysof the setting sun
ere falling on his grey hairs. * Tears had
~fhered in the eyes of his son, and he in-
rede—
“Do you know me 2°
James euddenly raised his eyes—they flash,
with gfcaﬁ(’)‘*-he dropped the paper —;

e . -

“Ken yel ken ye!—my son ! my son l—my
lost George!” and he sank on his son’s bo-
som.

When the first burst of joy had subsided—

“ And wha isthis sweet leddy 2" inguired
James, gazing fondly at Louise.

“Your daughter,” replied George, placing
her hand in his.

1 need not further dwell upon the history
of the Leveller. From that hour he ceased
to be a pauper—he accompanied his son to
Erdssels, and spent the remainder of hisdays
in peace, and amidst many of the scenes
which he had long before read of vith en-
thusiasm.

But, some reader may ask, what became
of peor Catharine and her flute-player? A
linén-draper’s shop tas taken and stocked
for them by her brother, and in it Prosperity
became a constant €ustomer. Such js the
histury of James Nicholson, the Leveller,and
his children. .

THE BRIDE.

Fifiy years ago, William Percy fented 4
farm that consisted of ahout a hundred acres,
and which was situated on the banks of the
Till. His wife, though not remarkable for
her management of a farm-hotse, was a
womdn of many virtues, and poesessed of a
kind and affectionate heart. They had an
only daughter, whose name was Agnes;
and, as she approached towards womanhood,
people began to designate her The Rose of
Till-side. Her beauty was not of the kind
that dazzlesor excites sudden admiration;
but it grew upon the sight like the increasing
brightness of a young rainbow~its influence
stole over the soul as moonlight on the waters.
It was pleasant to look upon her fair counte-
nance, where sweetness gave a character to
beauty, mellowing it and softening it, as
though the soul of innccence there reflected
its image, Bfany said that no one could look
upon the face of Agnes Percy and sin. Her
hair was of the lightest brown, her eyesof
the softest blue, and the lovely rose which
bears the name of Maiden’s Blusk is not
more delicate in the soft glow of its colouring |
than was the vermillion tint upon her cheeks’
She was of middle stature, and her figure
might have served a sculptor as & model.—
But she was'good and gentle as she was
beautiful. The widow mentioned her iy
in her prayers—the poor blessed her:
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Now, Agnes was about eightcen, whena
young man of herown age, named Henry
Cranstoun, took up his residence for & few
months in her father’s house. He was the
son of a distant rclative of her mother, and
was then articled as a clerk or apprentice to
a writer tothesignet in Edinburgh. Healso
wae the only child of his parents ; for, though
they had had eight others, he wasall that
death had left them. He was the youngest
son of hie mother; and there was a time when
there was 110 mother had greater cause to be
proud of her children. Yer, as they hand in
hand, or one by one, went forth on the Sab-
bath morning with their parents to their
place of worship, there was not an eye that
looked not with delight or admiration on the
tittle Cranstouns. The neatness of their
dress, the foveliness of every countenance, the
family likeness of each, the apparent aflec-
tion of all, the propriety of their demeanor
interested all who looked upon them. But,
as untimely flowers, that, by a returaing
froet, are stricken down in beauty, so drooped,
so perished, this fair and happy family.—
Some had said that they were too beautiful
to live; and, as they alco manifested much
quickness and wisdom for their years, there
were others who said to Mrs. Cranstoun, as
she was chedding their shining hair upon
their brows, that she would never comb an
~'d hea! This isa cold, cruel, and igpar-
ant prophecy==it has sent foreboding and
~wohappiness into the bosoms of many a fond
mother: bat, in this case, it needed not the
gift of a seer to foretell the gloomy tidings.
‘Consumption lurked amidst the beauty that
glowed on every cheek; and seven of the
fair family had fallen victims to the progress
of the insidious destroyer, till Henry alone was
jeft. Andnow, even upon him also, it seem-
od to haveset its mark. The hollow cough,
and the flushed cheek, the languidness by
day and the restlessness by night, gave
evidence that the diseaee was there.

Change of air and less study were recom-
mended by the physicians as the only means
by which Henry might bs saved ; and he
was eent over to Northamberland, to the
house of William Percy, his mother’s friend.

It was about that period of the year which
g spoken of as the “ fall of the leaf,” when
Henry Cranstoun first arrived at Till-side.
William Percy had just gathered in his
harvest, and Henry met with the kindly wel-
come of a primitive family. The father, the
mother, and their daughter, rece.ved him as

one whom they were to snatch from the
hands of death. Ina few days, the goat's
milk, and the bracing air, which came with
health onits wings from the adjacent moun.
teins, wrought a visible change in the ap.
peararmce of the invalid. His cough becams
more coftened, his eyes less languid, his atep
more firm, and he panted not as he walked:
He felt returning strength flowing through
his veine—in his bosom. in the moving of his
fingers, he felt it. He walked out by ths
side of Agnes—she led him by the banks of
the Till, by the foot of the hills, by the wood:
where the brown leaves were falling, and by
the solitary glen.

Perhaps Imight have eaid that the pre
sence of Agnes contributed not less than the
mountain air, and the change of scenery, v
his restoration to health., Of'this I have na
been told. Certain it is that her beauty and
her gentleness had spread their influene
over his heart, as spring, with ita wooin -
breath, awakens the dreaming earth from .
its winter sleep. It was not the season whes -
nature calls forth the soul to lovs; for thy
cushat was silent in the wood, the mavi
voiceless on the thorn, the birds were dumb
on every spray, the wild-flowers had close!
their leaves and drooped, and the meadowm
lost their {ragrance. But, asthey wanders
forth together, a lark started up at their fee:
it raised its autumn song over their heads}
it poured it in theirears. Both raised thei
eyes in jov towards the singing bird; the
listened to it with delight. His fingers wan
preseed on hers as he heard it, as though "
would have ‘said—" How sweet it st By’
the lustre forsook hiseyes while he yet listes
ed—he sighed, and was silent. They r
turned Home together, and Agnes strovet .
cheer him ; but his spirit was heavy, and ».
pressed her hand more fervently in his. Th.
song of the lark seemed to have touchedi®
chord of sadness in his bosom.

Henry was heard walking backward 8. .
forward in his room throughoat the night -
and, on the following morning at breakfs ¢
he put a paper into the handsof Agnes.
which was written the following rhymes:« -

THE LARK'S AUTUMNAL SONG.

(INSCRIBED TO AGNES FERCY.} )
Again in the heavens thy hymn is heard,
Bird of the daring wing !
When last ye sprang from the daisied sward,
Making the welkin ring, !
Thy lay the dresming buds awoke—

Thy voice the spell of winter broks—
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The priciross, oa the mossy brae,

Burst beauteous into lifs and day,
And siniled to hear thes sing?

‘The shildren clapped their tiny hands;

Theshout vang theough their little bands,
Hailing the bird of spring !

Thy lay mado earth and air rejoics.

And nstere heard thes as an angal's voice.

Aguin in the heavens thy hyman is hearg,
Bird of the mournful song !

Alonaly daisy yet decks the sward,
The last of the summer throng.

While hera and there, upon the bras,

&. 20 primross, lunguid as the ray

Gf Aope that vanisheth away
Uon the cheek of death

Untimely opes its golden wing,

Mistsking, asit hoars thee sing,

That thou art come to tell of spring,

' And nat of winter’s wrath.
But naw thy strain isasone that grieves—
Thou singest the dirge of the falling lenvas ¢

Agsin in the heavens thy hymn I hear,
Bird of the merrysong !
. Theu art vinging a lay in old wintes's sar ~
¥ bid him farewell.and ye welcome him here~—
Yo help the old man along !
Y are ainging to look on the fruits of the year |
Gathered in, & in ripeness, with plenty around; |

And ye povr o%er earth's fulness a rapturous
g sound.

" Yoms singing a strain that man sbonld have
sung—
- Man with ingratitude sealed on histongue!
At seed-lime, thy joyous and kcpe Yreathing lay,
_ - To the ploughman wasgung, as an anthem, all
day,
. Andnow, at his Aarpesr, ye greet him again,
And call him to join inthy fhanksging etrain! |

Agnes wept as she persued the foreboding
lines, which he had marked in whet printers
. call Italice, in the second stanza, by drawing
“aline under them. She felt interesied in
the fate of Henry Cranstoun—deeply inter-
ated. ' We believe that, like the gentle Des-
dimona, she wished that
i st Heaven had made her such a man 3
for, though the young writer to the signet
.8pake not
$0f war, and broils, apd battles,”
- his tongue was the interprerer of nature—he
dwelt as an enthusiest og its beauties, its
-mysteries, its benevolence, its glorious design ;
and, throush all, he would point
* Through Nature up to nature's God {"
Itisa common saying, “that you cannot
Put en old head upon young shoulders;y but,

if ever the truth of the saying might be dis-
puted, it waa io the case of Henry Cranstoun.
The deaths of his brothers and his sisters
had rested upon his young miad—they had
struck it with awe—they had made him to
feel that he, too, must die—he, indeed, feit a»
though the shadow of death were creeving
over him; and the thoughts aund.the hopes
of eternity early becamethe companions of
his spint. He treasured up the words of the
inspired preacher, “ Remember thy Creator
in the days of thy youth.” He treasured
them up, and he practised them ; and hia
deportment gave him a deeper interestin the
eyes of the Northumbrian farmer and his
farmly.

‘William Percy wasesteemed by his neigh-
bours s a church going and a good man.
He was kind to his servants ; he paid every
man his own; he was an affectionate hue-
band, and a fond father; the poor turned not
away murmuring from his door; and every
Sunduy night, he knelt with his wife and his
daughter, before his Maker, in worship, as
though it were 8 duty which was to be dis-
charged but once in seven days, Now, it
was lateon a Saturday night when Henry
Cranstoun arrived at their house; and, on
the following evening, he joined in the devo-
tions of the family. But Monday night came,
and the supper passed, and the ‘Bibles wece
not brought. Henry inquired—

“1s it not time for worship 7’

The question went to the conscience of the
farmer~he felt that before his Creator, who
preserved him, who gave him every breath
he drew, he had nelt with his family but
once a-week. “lanot He the Almighty of all
time and of all eternity?’ asked his con-
science; “and have ¥ not served Him as
though He were Lord of the Sabbath only?
[ forsake Him for a week~—where ahould I
be if He left me but for a moment 2

“Agues, love,” said he aloud “bring the
books.”

She cheerfully obeyed; and the Bibles
were faid upon the table. The psalm was
read. and the voice of praise was heard ; and
as the hinds in the ajoining houses heard
the sound, they followed the example of their
master, Hitherto, like their emplayes, they
had lifted their voicesin thankasgiving but
once a week; asif a few minutes speat in
praise and in prayer, and iu the reading of
a chapter, were all that was necgssary for
exansple to & family, or for gratitude to Him
who eustaioed, protected, and gave thas
being from moment t nwoment. I should
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not- dwell upon this, were it not that thee | (hree monthis before, and who had not seen
are many good and Christian parents, who! him in the mecawhile, would have known

conceive that they fulfil the injunction of
‘' praying otten with and for theuwr children,”
by causing them to kneel around them on a
Sabbath night. But this, certainly, is a
poor fulfilment of the oath which they have
taken—or which, if they have not taken,
they are equally bound to perfoom. T do not
say thatthe man who daily prays with his
family will have the gratification of seeing
all of them following in his foot steps, or that
all of them will think as he thinks; but he may
be of jonesect, and some of another, yet, let
them go where they will, let them be thrown
into what company they may, let temptation
assail them in every formm, and absence
throw its shadowa over their father’s house
yet the remembrance, the fervour, the words
of a father’s prayers will descend upon their
souls like & whisper from Heaven, kindling
the memory and awakening the conscience
and if the child of such a man depart into
sin, the emall still voice will not die in his
ear. Nay, the remembrance of the father’s
voice will be heard in the son’s heart above
the eong of the bacchanal, and the lowly
r~—emhered voice of psalms rise upon his
n. ..ory, making him insensible to the peal
of instruments. I heve listened to the sonor-
ous swell of the organ in the Roman church
and the Episcopal cathedral, to the chant of
the choristers and the musicof the anthem,
and I havebeen nwed by the sounds; but
they produced net the feelings of peace and

of reverence, I m:wht sav ol rehigion, which |

are inspired by the lowly voices of a congré-
gated family joining together in their hymn
of, praise. [ have thought that sucli sounds
striking on the ear of the guily, would ar-
rest them in their progress.

Such was the change which Ieary Crans-
toun introduged into the house of his host.
Fromn that moment, Agnes regarded him
with a deeper interest, her father loved him,
and her mother looked on him as ason. But,
aithough his mind had been early imbued
with seriousimpressjons, he was a lover of all
that was beautifil in nature, he was warm
of heart .and, eloquent of speech—and his
form was such as the eye of a maiden might
look on with complaéency.

Christmas had passed before he left the
ﬁous’e*o{*«his mother’s friend, and health
aghin glowed on his cheeks, strength revisit-
hisframe. Noonethatsaw flenry Crans-
”ﬁ&b o Liis entering the house of Mr. Percy

him to be the same individual. But Agnes
noted no changein him. She knew that his
health was now restored; but she had beun
to hope and love at the same momant, and
she had never thought that Henry would
die. Hie cyes had ever been bright to her—~ -
his voice ever pleasing ; and her beauty, her
gentleness, her sweetness of temper, her -
kindness, her looke, her tonesof afection, had
fallen upon his bosom, till every thought,
save the thought of Agnes, was banished,

He was to leave her father’s house—hs
bade her furewell ; till that moment, they
had not known how dear they were unte
each other. They had never spoken‘of love
—and to hearis that do love, there is little
need for such declaratians, The affection of
every glanee, the guarded delicacy of every
action, speaks it more plainly than the im
passioned eloquénce of language. True
eloquence is feeling, and feeling dictatea the
words to be used, pouring them forth in'the
fult of the heart’s emotion ; but, though love
also ba feeling, itis not of that kind whick
makesmen eloquent. T'rue love is dumb, ar
true gratitude. It speaks from the glowing
eye and the throbbing bosom ; from the hend
passiopately grasped—not frcm the tongue.

Henry and Agnes said little ; but they fell
upon the necks of each other when they
parted. She wept, and from his eyes the
tear was ready to fall. He kissed her brow,
and said that in the spring he would retuis

He left Northumberland, and his pareit
welcomed him as one received from the dead
He was strong and healthy, and he alone, df
all their children, seemed to have overcomty
the power of the destroyer. Yet a weitl
never passed but he wrote to his friends, wh:
had snatched him as from the gates cf deathk:
or rather I should say, that he wrote to thtg
gentle Agnes, requesting that the expressinf;
of his gratitude might be given to her prf
rents, uatil he returned to thank them. Bt
spring came, and with it Henry Cranstow.?
returned to Til side. Health still glowed i {
his eyes and beamed upon his cheeke Rt‘
was fond of angling, and, with his rod inhit :
hand, he sought amusement in the gentl,
art; yet his favourite pastime afiorded hin>
no pleasure, save when Agnes was by h¥:
gside, and then they would sit down onthe -
brae-side together, with her hand in his, aMF :
the fishing-rod onthe ground, and they forge‘
that he had gone out to fish, until evemnlL
came, and he returned with his creel emptfi




l 'Fhus five years passed on, and, twice w
1 ovesy year, Henry Cranstoun visited his
© “tiends in Northumland. He had commen-
 sed practice in Edinburgh; foic prospects
: oporied before him; his marriage day was
fited; and necd 1 say ihat the bride was
Agoes?

1 'The ceremony was to be performed in the
{ parish church, which was situated about a
mile from3ber father's house. Henry was
4.only expected to arrive an hour or two before
{he marriage was to take place. The bosom
of fair Agnes throbbed with tumultuous joy.
4 Her yarents gazed upon her—blessed her,|
Hund were happy. She sat before them,
Jurrayed, 2 bride for the altar. He whom she
‘Jloved and they esteemed, was that day to
$make her his wife. Her mother gazed on
‘Qtier with pride—she blessed her Agnes. Her
Qfather’s heart glowed within him. The
Hbridemaidens svere tome—Agnes was impa”
‘Stient, but still happy ; no fear, no doubt had
»@neen in her mind.  She knew her Henry.

But the last hour arrived, and Henry came
Bnot. Her uneaciness increased. The ser-
_Evants were sent to 2 neighbouring hill ; but
o chaice, no horseman appeared in sight.
MAgnes became unhappy,paleness overspread
° or cheeks. The company were silent.—
* .er father’s watch hung over the mantel-
{jece, and she sat at the opposite side of the
oam; yet its ticking fell upon her ears slow
> od heavy, ac sounds {fom a hammer on an
¢ avil. Tears, which she had struggled to
 unteal, now gathered in her eyes. Some
- vil, she said, and wept, had befallen Heuory.
- The: hour which had been appointed for
. ceremony was passed ; but still he came
of. Her fears, her anxiety increased, and
ag wept the more, refusing to be comforted
‘he knew not what she feared; but her
reast was filled with misery. She had
~ cteived a letter from him but three days
~ Jore. She read it again—ii breathed the
_nguage of impassioned affection, but his
-uthehe doubted not; yet there was an in-
<herency, a vehemence, in some parts of the
; ~tter, which were not like the style of Hen-
5. A vague horror shot across her thoughts
nd her hand rembled as she laid the letter
side. '

Stili the servants were despatched to see if’
eapproathed, and at length they brovght
‘dings that two horsemen were riding to-
-ardstlie house. Agnesstroveto wipeaway
aetears fiom her eyes, but her heart yet

e

Rt

TALES OF THE BORDERS.

-abbed, and others rose in their place. The

133

horsemen dsew near the huuse.  Those of
the company who beheld them from the
windows ‘diew bach with a {ook of dismay.
Aguea clapped her lands together as she
beheld the expression of their countenances.
The evil she apprehended was about to be
reveafed. The parish clergyman, aud the
minister of the congregationto which Mr.
Percy belonged, enteied the room. She
started from her ceat as they entered—she
wrung her hands on her bosom-her eyes
eeemed fixed and motionless with misery ~
her lips moved—her tongue struggled for
utterance.

“Be comfosted ! said one ol the reverend
visiters, kindly.

“ I3 my Henry dead 7" she exclaimed—'"s
he dead 77

*“He is not dead,” was the reply, *but”
——and the clergyman hesitated a moment
to proceed.

* His mind is dead !I"* added the wicihed
bride, and sank back in her m.other’s arms.
The dismal thought flashed upon her soul,
the vague horror that she had shrank from
before, became tangible—the incoherency
and vehetnence of passages in his last letter
were suddenly and fearfully interpreted.

The tidings which the clergyman had to
communicate, her fears had already told.
The mind of Henry Cranstoun bad become
a wreck. A cloud fell upon hisreason ; and,
on the day that he was to lead his bride te
thealtar, he was placed an inmate of the
gloor:y cells of Bedlam.

Several months bad passed, and the grief
of Agnes became more tranqguil, but not less
deep. She intreated permission to visit her
bridegroom in the place of his confinement,
and her parents fonily endeavoured to dis-
suade her from herp vpose; but it became
the one—the ruling wish of her heart—and
they consented. Her father accompanied
her to the dreary prison-house. But Ishall
not attempt to describe the heart-rending
interview, uor to tell how the iron which
fettered him entered her soul. He knew her
—he wept before her asa chuld—he exclaim-
ed, # My brain {—my brain!” and pressed huis
hand upor his brow. Around him were
strewed scraps of paper: she beheld her
name upon each; they were covered with ver-
ses of lave, and of wildness. But I will not
dwell upon the harrowing scene, upon the
words that were spoken, and the fitful glcams
of reason that flitted acress hi3 soul as hiseyea
remained rivetted on the face he loved. But
when her father, with a faltering veice, sug-
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gesated that they should depart, and took her
hand to lead her from the cell, a scream of
leud and bitter agony burst from the wretch-
ed maniac. * Agnes!~Agnes!” he cried,
and his wailing was as the lamentation of a
lost spirit. Anguish overpowered her, and
she was borne insensible from the cell, in her
father’s arma

Seven long and dreary years passed, and
the mind of Henry was still bewildered ; still
was he an inmate of the melancholy asylum,
and no hope was entertained of his recovery-
But the heartof Agnes knew no change—
for him she still shed the secret tear, and

offered up the secret prayer.

But her father’s fortunes were altered.—
He had been induced to enter intoa specu-
lation with one who deceived him, and init
the industry of years was swallowed up and
lost. He was obliged to leave his farm, and
he pow resided in a small cottage in its
peighbourhood. Still, there were many who
sought the hand of the fair Rose of Till-side;
but she chose rather to brood over the re-
membrance of poor, ruined Henry, than to
listen to their addreszes. But amongst them
wasg a young gentieman named Walker,
whoee condition was far above hers, and, who
for two years had vainly sought a place in her
affections. In the day of her father’s dis-
tress, he had been his friend, and he yet
sought to place him again in a state of inde_
pendence. The health of Mr. Percy, aleo,
hegan to decline; the infirmities of age were
growing upon him; and the little he had
been able to save from the wreck of his eapi-
tal, was wasting rapidly away. He became
melancholy with the thought tbat he should
die a pauper, or leave his wife and his daugh-
tor in want ; and, in the presence of Agnes,
he often spoke of Mr. Waker—of the excel-
Jence of his character—of his wealth—of
what he had done for him, in the midst of
his misfortunes—of what he still desired to
do—and of hisaffection forher. She listened
to her father’s words in sorrow and in silence,
and, on her pillow by, night, she wept because
ofthem. To her.the remembrance of Henry
Cranstoun was dezrer than the temptations
of wealth, and her heart ciung to him with
a constancy which neither time, misery, nor
hopelessness could shake. She was grateful
to her father’s friend {or the kindness e had
shewn him, and for the generosity of the

-proposals he had made-—yet she found that
she could not love him, that her bosom had
room for none but Henry.

Poverty, however, entered her parenty
dwelling, and hor father sesmed drooping
for lack of nourishment, which his increasing
feebleness required. Her mother, too, wt
silent and melancholy, occasionally raising
her eyes to her daughter'’s face, with a logk
that implored her to eave her father, Thy
old man had been ordered wine daily; bu
their penury was now such that they coulj
not purchase it, and the plainecst food hy
become ecanty on their table.

Such twas their situation, and they wen
sitting sorrowjul together, when Mr. *Valke .
entered the room. He approached Agnw
respectfully, he took her hand.

“Dear Agnes,” he began, “can one with v
kinda heart look with indifference on thy -
wants and the sufferings of a father and 4
mother? Itisin your powerto make thea
happy, to restore them to prosperity. Fa
two years I have sought your hund, withou -
mesting one look of encouragement, 6r on
word of hope. Yet believe me, Agnes, |
admire the constancy which induces yout
cherish a hopeless passion and reject me. |
not for my sake, yet for the sake of your por
father, for that of your fond mother, yea, fz -
your own sake, dearest, permit metoc -
you mine. I do not ask your love now ; gin
me but your esteem, and I will atudy to dif:
serve your affection. Dear friende, pledk
for me,” he added, addressing her parent}:

Her father laid his hand upoa hers—"Da*
Agnes,” said he, “your father is now s px .
man—he is very poor. I fear the handi'~
death is already uponme; and whenle’
gone, who will provide for your poor moth. -
—who will pratect thee, my child? Itist -
only wish of my heart to see you providk
for, and your father would die in pea
And oh, my Agnes, as your father's dyiy:
request, permit me to bestow your bsx?
upon this generous youth.”

“Save us my sweet ons ! cried her m
ther, and she flung her arms around b=
daughter’s neck. E3

“ft isdone!” exciaimed Agues, bursti.’
into tears, and sne stretched out her hand: }
Mr. Walker. »

A few weeks afterwards, and the villy -
bells rang a merry peal childien scatter”,
flowers, and there was joy on every f&.
save upon the face of the fair bride,
went as a sacrifice to the altar. She hex
not the words of the clergyman ashsre.
the ceremony. She trembled, she wo
have fallen to the ground, but that !h
bride’s-maid supported her.
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; Yhe marriage-party were returning by a
1 foot-path from the church, the sorrowtul
- bride resting on the arm of her bridegroom.
- A stranger mot them~he turned aside, thnt
i they might pres.  His eyes fll upon the
1 countenance of the bride.

“0 Heavens! my Agnss!” cried the
siranger, in a voice of agony.

“Henry! my Henry!” screamed the

tiranger.
'§ That stranger was indeed Henry Crans-
"gtoun, A severe illness had brought him to
.4 the verge of death, and with his restoration
3 © health rearon was restored also, He had
- Reome to take his bride to his bosom—he met
4 her the bride of another. It wasa scene of
R misery.
g “O Agaec! Agnes! groaned Henry,
H“would to Heaven 1 had died? You are
ganother'’s, though your heart ismine! Fare
vell ! farewell l—we muat meet nomore! I
ihave endured much, but never misery like
! !7)
§ She could only exclaim—"Henry ! and
$eech failed her—recoltection fled. Henry
WCranstoun struck his hand upon his brow,
¢ odrushe] wildly away. Agnes was con-
.~ .¢yed to her father’s house, as being nearer
. _an that of herbridegroom’s. She was laid
pon her bed, she seemed unconscious of all
 _wund, and her tongue only uttered the
-erd “Heunry.” She roee not again from
- .. bed on which she was laid, and, withina
.eek, her gentle spitit fled. The shock
-hich Henry had met with, occasioned a
Jlapse of the fever from which he had but
~tently recovered. He was taken to the
illage inn. He felt that death was about
terminate his sufferings, and when he
«ard of the death of his Agnes, he re-
_ested to be buried by her side. Within
wee weeks he died, and his latest wish was
lilled—~he was laid by the side of Agnes
ercy, and a rose tree was planted over their
rave.

] »fgthohridegmm, she sank on the breast of the

THE HEN-PECKED MAN.

Every one has heard the phrase, “Go o
agham?” which signifies much the same
bidding you go toca warse place. The
rase is familiar not only on the Borders,
t throughout all Scotland, and hasbeen in
~ for more than five hundred years, having

4 wrerched bride, and starting from the side of |

taken its rise from Birghar being the place
where the Scottish nobility were, when they
dastardly betrayed their country in the hands
of the first Edward: and the people, dispi-
sing the conduct and the cowardice of the
nobles, have rendered the sayin}—"Go to
Birgham!” an expression of coutempt until
this day. Many, however, may have heard
the saying, and even used it, who know got
that Birgham is n small village, beautifully
situated on the north side of the Tweed
about midway between Coldstream and
Kelso; though, if I should say that the vii-
lage iwelt is beautiful, I shou!d be speaking
on the wrong side of the truth. Yet there
may be many who have both heard the
saying, and seen the village, who never
heard of little Patie Crichton, the bicker-
maker. Patie was of diminutive stature,
and he followed the profession (if the mem-
bers of the learned professions be not offen-
ded at my using the term) of a cooper or
bicker-maker in Birgham, for many years_
His neighbours used to say of him—* The
puir body’s hen-pecked.”

Patie was in the habit of attending the
neighbouring fairs with the water-coge,
cream-bowies, bickers, piggins and other arti-
cles of his manufacture. It was Dunse fair,
and Patie said, he “had dune extraordinar
weel—the sale had been far beyond what he
expeckit.” His success might be attributed
to the circumstance that, when out of the
sight and hearing of his better half, for every
bicker he sold, he gave his customers halt-a-
dozen jokes into the bargain. Every one,
therefore, liked to deal with little Patie.—
The fair being over, he retired with a crony
to & public house in the Castic Wynd, to
crack of old stories over a glass, and inquire
into each other's welfare. It was seidom
they met, and it was as seldom that Patie
dared to indulge in a single glass; but, on
the day in question, he thought they could
manage another gill, and another was
brought. Whether the sight of it reminded
him of his domestic miceries, and of what
awaited him at home, Icannot tefl; but
after drinking another glass, and pronoun-
cing the spirits excellent, he thue addres-
ged his friend :—

“ Ay, Robin, (his friend’s name was Robin
Roughead,) ye're a happy man—ye're mais-
ter in your ain house, and ye've a wife that
adores and obeys ye; but 'm nae better
than naebody at my ain fireside. I’ll declare
Pm waur: wife an’ bairne laugh at me—
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P treated like an outlan’ body aw’a fale. fbaside himsel’ wi’ joy in this wa‘r},d af‘c;r ]

Though, without me, they micht gang and
beg, thereis nae mair respeck paid to me,
than if I were a pair o’ auld buuchels flung
into a corper. Fifteen years sype { couldna
believed it o Tibby, though onybody had
sworn it tome. 1 firmly believe that a guid
wile is the greatest blessin’ that can be con-
ferred upon a man upon this earth. 1 ean
imagine it by the treasure that wy faither
had in my mither, ‘%r, though the best may
hue words atween them occasionally, and
Pm mo saying that they hadna, yet they
were just like paseing showers to mak’ the
kisses o' the sun upon the enrth mair sweet
after them. Her whole study was to please
him and to mak him comfortable. She was
never happy but when he was happy ; an’
he wastust the same wiher. I've heard
him say, that she was worth untold gold.
But, O Robin! If I think that a guid wite is
the greatest blessin’ a man can enjoy, weel
do I ken that & scoldin’, domineerin’ wife is
his greatest curce. IUs a ternble thing to
be snooled in your ain house—nacbody can
form an idea o't but they wha experience it.

* Ye remember whan 1 first got acquaat-
ed wi’ Tibby, she wus doing the bondage-
work up at Riselaw. I first saw her coming
out o’ Becles kirk ae day, and I really thocht
that I had never seen a better-faured ora
more gallant-looking lass. Her cheeks wers
red and white like a half-ripe strawberry, or
rather, I should say, like a cherry; and she
seemed 8s modest and meek asa lawb. It
wasna very lang ustil I drew up; asd
though she didna gie me ony great encour-
agement at fivst, yet, in a week or twa, after
the ice was fairly brokenp, she became re-
markably ceevil, and gied me her oxteron a
Sunday. We used to saunter about the
loanings, no saying meikle, but unco happy ;
and I was aye restless whan 1 wasouto’ her
sight. Ye may guess that the shoemaker
was nae foser by it during the six months
that 1 ran four times a weck, wet or dry,
between Birgham and Riselaw. But the
term-time was drawing nigh, and I put the
msportant guestion, and pressed her to name
the day. She hung her head, and she no
ceemed o ken weel what 1o say; forshe was
cae mim and sae gentle then, that ye wad
hae said—~' outter wadna mcht in her mouth.
Aud when I pressed her mair urgently —

“ I just leave it to yersel’, Peter,” says
she.

“1 thocht my heart wad louped out at my
mouth. 1 believe there never wae a man sac

| fairly danced again, and cut as many Bati
as merry-andrew. ‘O Tibby,'says 1,
. ** 'm ower happy now {—0h, haud my head'
. This gift ¢ joy is like to be my dead.* ™
[ hope no Peter, saidshe; ‘1 wadn -
ithct hae ye to live than dee for me.’
i “1 thought she was as sensible as she wy
. bonny, and better natured than baith.
(" Weel, I got the bouse set up, the wej
ding-way cam, and everything passed owe’
1as agreeably as onybody could desire. |
thocht Tibby turnin’ bonnier and bonnie
For the first five or six days afler the wed -
din’, everything was ‘Atnny,” and ‘my loye
and ‘Tibby dear) or Peter dear.) By
matiers didna stand lang at this. It wase
4 Saturday nicht, I miné, just afore ¥ wy
gaun to drap work, that threeor four ar
quantances eam into the ghop to wush o’
joy, and they insisted that 1 shouid payd-
for the weddin.’ Ye ken ! never was behis~
hand; and X agreed that ¥ wad just flingc
my coat and step up wi' them to Oranr:
Lape. Sc, 1gaed into the house and t
doun my market coat, which was hing
behint the bed ; and after that | gaed totd
kist to tak out & shilling or twa ; for, upy
that time, 'Tibby had not usurped the office§
€hancellor o the Exchequer. I did ites
cannily as I could; but she had suspectf:
something, and heard the jinkin® o’ the aily >

“¢ What are ye doing, Patie ? says che
* Wher are ye gaon ?

“ I had never heard her voice hae &
sound afore, wave the fisst time 1 drew wp
her, when it was rather sharp than agrez:
ble. :
“'Qu, my dear,” says 1. *P'm just gaung?
to Orange Lane for a wee while.

“* Yo Orange Lane ¥ says she—" wha
the name o fortune’s gaun to tak ye thes
“*O hinny,’ says I, *iU's just a neebart
or twa that’s drapped in to wueh usjg
and, ye ken, we canna but be neebor-like’g

“‘Ay! the ssrrow joy them?! says s,
* and neebor tos l—an’ how meikle will £
costye? i
i ' Hoot, Tibby,’ says , for I wae quiter.”
, tonished at her, *ye no understand thit®
; woman.! ;
| ¢ No understand them ¥ caysshe; 'Iw
{ to guidness that ye wad understand the.
z though! If that’s the way yeintend tom.

! the sitler flec, it's time there were someb®
"o tal’ care o't
o T had put the celver in my pocket, at’
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way gaun to the door mair surprised tnan !
can weel express, when she cried to me—

“‘Mind what ye spend, and see that ye

dinna stop,’

“* Yo need he under nae apprehénsions o’

that, hinny,’ seid 1, wishing to pacify her,

“See that it be sae,’ cried she, asl shut
. the door.

“I joined my nechors in a state o’ greater
| unersiness o' mind than I had experienced
for a length o’ time. I could na help thinkin’
but that Tibby had rather early begun to
tak the upper hand, and it was what [ never
expected from her. However, as I was say-
ing, we went up to Orange Laue, and we sat
doun, and ae gill brecht onanither. Tigbys
health’and mine were drank we had-cover-
2l capital sangs; and, I dave say, it wa snae
mair affected wi’ drink than I am at this
moment. But, somehow or ither, I was un-
easy at the idea o’ facing Tibby. I thought
it wad be a tercible thing to quarrel wi’ her.
1 opened ihe door, and, bolting it after me,

lipped in, half on the edge o® my fit. She
iwas sitting wi’ her hand at her haffit by the
ide 0’ the fire, but she never let on that she
ither saw or heard me—she didna epeak a
ingle word. If ever there was a woman

¢ Nuwraitig her wrath to keep it warm,’

‘t was her that nicht. I drew in a chair
nd, though I was half-feared to speak~—
_ "*What's the matter, my pet? says I—
< what’s happened ye 2’
** But ghe sat looking into the fire, and ne-
er let on she heard me. ‘Een’s ye like,
feg Dorte, thought I,as Allan Ramsay
.ys; but 1 durstna say it, for I suw that
© iere wis @ storm brewinz. At last I ven-
» ared to say again—
“+What ails ye, Tibby dear—are yeno
ecl?
L' Weel P cried she—'wha can be weel 2
- this the way ye mean to carry on?  What
time o’ nicht is this to keep a body to, wait-
£ and fietting ou o’ ye, their lane. Doye
- think shame o’ yoursel'?
e Hoot, woman,” says I, 'm surprized at
-5 I'm sure ye hae naething to maka wark
, _out—it's no late yet.?
- “*1dinna ken what ye ca® late; caid she ;
“twadna be late among yer Cronics, nat
ubt; but; if it's 1o late, it's eacly, for {
rrant it’s mornin’?
‘* Nonsense 1" says I.

ye? Ye wad be treating them, nae doubt
—and how meikle hae ye spent, if ithe &
fair question ?

« ¢ Taots, Tibby ¥ said I, ‘whar’s the causs
for a’ this? What great deal couid it cost
me?

*** But, hair by hair take the carle’s head
bare,’ added she—* tmind ye that; and mind
that 5e’ve a houge to keep aboon your head
noo. But, if ye canna do it; I maun do it for
ye—sae gie me the key o’ that kistmgi'e me
it instantly ; and I’l! tak care how ye gang
drinkin’ wx’ony body and treatin’ them till
mornin’ again.’

* Ror the sake o' peace, I gied her the key;
for she was speakin’ sae loud that 1 thocht o’
thee neebors wad Hear—and she had nae
suner got it, than awa she gaed to the kist
and counted every shilling. I had nae great
abundance then, mair than Pve now; and-—

“ Is that all ye hae ? said she; ‘dan’ yet
yelll think ¢ gaun drinkin’' and treatin’
falk frae Saturday nicht till Sabbeth mornin’
if this is the life ye intend to lead, I wush to
goodness § had ne’er had onything to say to
ye.!

“* And if thisis the life ye infend to lead
me,’ thought I, ‘I wush the same thing.

* But that was but the beginin’ ¢’ my sla-
very. From that hour to this, she has con-
tinued on from bad to worse. No man livin’
can form an idea o what I've suffered but
mysel. In a mornin,’ or rather, I may say,
in a forenocon, for it was aye nine or ten
o’clock afore she got up, she sat doun to her
tes. and white scones and butter, while I had
to be content wi’ a scrimpit bicker o' brose
and sour milk for kitchen. Nor was this the
warst o't ; for, when ¥ caw’ in frae my wark
for my breakfast, mornin’ after mornin’, the
fire was black out ; and there had ¥, before §
could get a bite to put in my mouth, to hend
doun upon my knees, and blaw it, and blaw
it, tifl I was half-blind wi’ ashes—for we
hadna a pairo' bellowes ; and there wad she
lie grumblin’a’ the time, ca’in’ me useless
this, and useless that; and 1 just had to put
up wi'it. But, after our fint bairnwas born,
she grew far warse, and I becam mair and
air miserable every day. Ifl had been
sleeping through the nicht. and the bairn had

ibegun a hickin’, or whingin'—then she was

at the scoldin’and 1 was sure to be started
outo’ my sleep wi' a great drive atween the

'Dmna tell me it's nonscnce,’ said ehe, 6houthers, and her crying—

s Pl be spoken to in nac sic way—-1'il lev |
u ken thf{ But how meikle has il cast ’

““Get up, yelazy body, ye—get np and
e what's the matter wi’ tus baun.’
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“ An' this was the trade half-a-dozen o
timea in & nicht,

“At last, there was a day. when @
that I had dune was simply saying a
word about the denner no bein’ ready, and
afore ever 1 kenned whar I was, a cracky-
stool that she had bought for the bairn, cam’
fleen across the room, and gied me a dirl on
the elbow, that made me think my arm was
broken. Yemay guess what a stroke it was,
when I tell ye I couldna [ift my hand to my
head for a week to come. Noo, the like o
that, ye ken, what mortal man couldna stand.

“¢Pibby, said 1, and I looked very desper-
ate and determined. ¢ what do ye mean by
thisconduct? By a’ that's gracious, il no
put up wi’ it ony longer?

“+Ye'll no put wi’ it, ye cratur P said she;
‘ if ye gie me ony mair o’ yer provocation, P’}
pu’ yer fugs for ye—wull ye put up wi’that ?

* It was terrible for a man to hear his ain
wife ca’ him a cratar!—just as if I had been
a monkey or a Japdoug!

** O yedisdainfu’ limmer,” thought I; but
if I could humble your proud spirit, I wad do
it? Weel, there wasa grand Inew ballant
hawkin’ about the country atthe time—it
was ca’d Halty and Meg—ye have nae
doubt teen’t. Meg was just sic a terrible ter-
magant as my Tibby; and I remembered
the perfect reformation that was wrought
upon her by Waltty’s bidding her farewec,
and threatenin’ to fist. So it just struck me,
that I wad tak a leaf out o' the ballant.—
Thercforc, still keeping the same serious and
determined look, for I wasin no humour to
~cem otherwise—* Tibby >, says1, ¢ there shall
be nae mair o' this. But I will gang and list
this very day, and ye'll see what will come
ower ye then—ye'll maybe repent o' yer cons
duct whan it’s cwer late.?

““List ! ye totum ye! said she; ‘do ye
-ay {ist?' and shesaid this in a tone and wi’
a look o' derision that gaed through my very
soul. © What squad will ye list into 2—what
regiment will tak ye? Do ye intend to list
for a fifer laddic?” And as she said this, she
held vp her oxter, as if to tak me below’t.

1 thought 1 wad hac dropped doun w1' in-
dignation. I could hae strucken her, if 1
durst. Ye observe Iam just five feet twa
inches and an cight, upon my stockin’™soles.
That is rather below the army standard—and
I maun say, iUs a very foolish etandard ; for
Aman o my height stands a better chance
v eot asither than a giant that wad fire
weer his head, But dhe war aware that |

was below the mark, and my throat wasol
no avail ; so, I just had to slink awa into the
shop, rubbin’ my elbow.
“ But the cracky-stool was but the begin.
nin’ o her drivir’ ; there wasna a week after
that but she Ist flee at me whatever cam i
the way, whenever 1, by accident, crossed
her cankered humour. It's a wonder the
Pm in the land o’ the living ; for Pve had the
skin peeled off my lege~my arms maistly
broken—my head cut, and ither parts o' ms
body a’ black and blue, times out o> number.
I thought her an angel whan I was courntin
her, but, O Robin! she has turned out—~I} -
no say what—an adder!—a teeger!—asht
fury ! .
“ As for askin’ onybody to the house, it’s:
thing 1 dustna do for the life that’s in my-
body. Inever did it but ance, and that wa -
whan an auld schulefellow, that had beer’
several years in America, ca’ed at the she -
tosee me. After we had cracked a while. .
“‘But ¥ maun see the wife, Patie,’ says bt
“ Wlether he had heard aboot her beh: -
viour or no, I canna tell; but, 1 assure j-
his request was ony thing but agreeablet:
me. However, 1 took him into the houz-
and 1 introduced him wi’ fear and trembii .
“*Tibby, dear,’ said I~and I dinna thigk
I had ca’ed her dear for ten years afore-§
here’s Mr, W , an auld schulefellow:
mine, that’s come a’ the way frae Ameri§
an' ca’ed into see ye’ -

“¢Ye'aye meetin’ wi’ auld schulefellow
or some set or ither to tak ye aff your warg
muttered che, sulkily, but loud enough
him to hear. i

“T was completely at a loss what to sayd:
do next; but, pretending as though I hade
heard her, I said, as familiarly and kindly =
I could, though my heart wasin a ternk.
swither—* Bring out the bottle, lass,’ :

“*Bottle ' quo’ she, ¢ what bottle 2—whs -
does the man mean ?—has he pairted wi'th.
littlegense that he ever had? But had yesez:
her as she said this!'—1've seen a cloud blat
when driven wi’ a hurricane, and I'vesex:
it awfe’ when roarin’ in the agony o’ thu
der ; but never did I see opything that I vz
mair in fear o’ than my wife's face at the.
moment. But, somebow or ither, I gathere
courage to say—* Hoots, woman, what'sti.
usc o behavin’ that way? I'msure yek
weel anough it's thefepeeritbottle.

“*The speerit bottle? cried she, w' #

T
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tle within this door? Dinna shew yoursel’
aff to your American freend for a greater
man than ye are, Patie. I think,if wi’a’
that ye bring in, [ gec meat and bits o’ duds
for your bairns, I do very weel,’
“This piece o' impudence completely
! knocked me ‘stupid; for, wad ye believe it,
| Robin, though she had lang driven 2’ my
! friendr frae aboot the house, yet never did
ony o ler friendsca’—and that was maistly
every Sunday, and every Coldstream mar-
ket-day—but there was the bottle out frae
the cupboard, which she aye kept under lock
and key ; and a dram, and a bit short bread
nae less, was aye and to this day handed
round to every ane o’ them. They hae dis-
covered that it’s worth while to make Patic
the bicker-maker’s & half-way house. Bat,
it I happen to}be in when they ca’, though
she pours outa fu’glassa piece for them,
she takes aye gude care to stand in afore me
~hen she comes to me, between them and
me, 0 that they canna see what she is doing
or low meikle she pours out; and, I assure
ye, it is zeldom a thimble-fu’ thar fa’s to my
share, though she hauds the bottle lang up
in her hand—mony a time, no a weetin’; and
again and again have I shoved my head
past her side, and said—"Your health, Mrs.
So-and-so”—or, “ Yours, Mr. Such-a-thing,”
wi' no as meikle in my glass as wad droun a
~-idge. Or, if I was sae placed that she
durstna but, fer shame, fill outa glass within
half-an-inch o’ the tap orsae, she wad gie
ue a look, ora wink, or mak a motion o’
-ome kind, which weel did I ken the meanin’
-y and which was the same as saying—
Drink it, if ye daur!l O Robin, man! it’s
“weel for ye that no kens what it is to be a
-ootba’ at your ain fireside. 1 daresay, my
reend burned at the bane for me ; for he gbt
‘I wish you good day, Mr. Crichton,” said
w©; ‘I have business in Kelso to-mght yet,
-nd can’t stop.?
“1 was perfectly overpowered wi’ shame ;
-ut it was a relief to me when he gacd awa

-and 1 slipped out after him, and into the
10D again.

v

“But Tibby's isna the only persecution
aat I hae to put up wi’; for we hae five
airng, and she’s brought them 8 up to treat
-easshe does hersel. If I offer to correct

. lem, they cry out—'I'll tell my mither '—
- nd frae the auldest to the youngest o' them,
* vhen they speak aboot me, it is jie did this,
(e did that—they for ever walk o' me as kim?

~pim! 1 never got the name o faither
frae ane o' them—-and it’s a" her doingg,~-
Now, I just ask ye eimply i’ ony faither
would put up wi’ the like o’ that? But I maun
put up wit. I{ X were offering to lay hands
upon them for't, I amsure and persuaded she
wad raise a’ Birgham about me—my life
wadna be safe where she is=but indeed, 1
needna say that, for it never is.

“ But, there is ae thing that grieves me
beyond &’ that I hae mentioned to ye. Ye
ken my, mither puir auld body, is a widow
now. She isin the seventy-sixth year o’ her
age, and very frail. She has naebody to
fook afier her but me—naebody that has a
natural right to do it; for I never had ony
brothers, as ye ken ; and, as for twa sisters, I
daresay they just have a ‘sair aneugh fecht
wi’ their ain families, and as they are at a
distance, 1 dinna ken how they are situated
wi' their guidmen—though I maun say for
them, they send her a stane o’ oatmeal, an
ounce o’ tobacco, or a pickle tea and sugar
now and then, which is very likely as often
as they hae itin their power; and thatisa
great deal mair than Pm allowed to do for
her—me that has a right to protect and main-
tain her. A’ thatshe has tosupport her,is
fifteen pence a week aft’ the parish o Mer-
toun. O Robin, man!—Robiz, man!—my
heart rugs within me, whenI talk to you
about this. A’ that I hae endured is nae-
thing toit! Tosee my puir auld mitherina
state o’ observation, and no to be aliowed to
gie her asixpence! O Robin, man !—Robin,
man !—is it no awfu’ 2 When she was first
left destitute, and 2 widow, I tried to break
the matter to Tibby, and to reason wi’ her.

“* &) Tibby, woman? said 1, ‘Vm very
distressed. Here’s my faither laid in the
grave, and 1 dinna see what’s to come o> my
mither, puir body—she is auld, and she is
frail—she has naebody to look after or pro-
vide for her but me’~——

“*You? cried Tibby—you! I wush ye
wad mind what ye are talkin’ about! Ye
have as many dougs, Ican tell ye, as ye
hae banes to pike! Let your mither do as
ither widows hae done afore her—let the pa-
vish look after her.’

“*O Tibby, woman P’said I ‘but if ye'll
only consider—the parish money is very
sma, and, puir body, it will mak her heart
sair to receive a penny o't; forshe weel kens
that my faither would rather hae deed ina
ditch, than been behauden to cither a parish
or an individual for a sixpence.’



140

“san’ meikle they hae made by their
pride,’ said Tibby. ‘I wish ye wad haud
your tongue.’

*'Ay, but Tibby,” says 1, for I was nettled
mair than I durst shew it, ‘but she has been
a guid mother to me, and ye ken yersel” that
she’s no been an ill guid-mother to ye; She
never stood in the way o' you and me comin’
thegither, though 1 was paying six shillings
a-week into the house.’

«And what am I obliged to her for that 7’
interrupted my Jezebel.

] dinna ken, Tibhy,” says I; 'butitsa
hard thing for & son to see a mither in
want, when he can assist her. Now, it
isna meikle she takes—she never was used
wi’ dainties; and, if I may just tak her
hame, little wull serve her, and her meat
will ne’er be miseed.’

«:ye born idiot! cried Tibby. 'I aye
thought ye a fule—but ye are warse than a
fule! Bring your mither here! An auld,
cross-grained, faut-finding wife, that I ne'er
could hae patience to endure for ten minutes
inmy days! Bring her here, sayye! No!
while I live in this house, I'll let ye ken that
Dl be mistress!,

« Ay and maister too,” thoughtI. 1 found
it was o' nae use to argue wi' her. There
was nae possibility o gettin’ my mither into '
the house ; and as to assisting her wi'a shil- !
lin* or twa at & time by chance, or paying ,

her house rent, or sending her a load o’ cqals, !
; i

it was perfectly out o the question, and be-
yond my power. Frae the night that I went
to Orange Lane to this moment, I never had
a sixpence under my thumb that 1 could ca’
my ain. Indeeds 1 never had +noney in my |
hands, unless it be on a day like this, when I
hae to gang fo & fair, or the like o’ that ; and
even then, before I start, her leddyship sees
every bowie, bicker, and piggin, that gangs
into the cart—she kens the price o' them as
weel as I do; and jf 1 shouldna bring
hame either money or goods according to
her valuation, I actually helieve she wad
murder me. There is nae cheatin’ her. It
is by mere chance, that, having had 2 gude
market, I've outreached her the day by a
shillin’ or twa ; and ane o' them I’ll spend
wi’ you Robin, and the rest shall gang tomy
mither. O man! ye may bless your stars
that ye dinoa ken what it is 1o hae a terma-
gant wife.” v

“I'm sorry for ye, Patie,” said Robin Rough-
head; “but really I think, in a great mea-

: plies
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“Me!"” said Patie —"“what do ye mean,
Robin 1 :

“ Why, Patie,” said Robin, “I ken it is said,
that every ane can rule a bad wife, but he
that has her--and I believe itis true. I am
quite convinced that naebody kenssae weel
where the shoe pinches, as they that haeit
on; though I am quite satisfied, that, had
my case been yours, I wad hae brought her
to her senses lang afore now, though I had

¢ Dauded her lug wi* Rab Roryson’s bannet,’
or gien her a hoopin’ like your friend the
cooper o’ Coldingham.”

“Save us man !” said Patie, who loved a
joke, even though at second-hand, and at his
own expense ; “ but ye see the cooper’s case
is not in peint, though I am in the same line;
for, as I hae observed, I am only five feet

va inches and an eight—my wife 78 not

ne weaker vessel—that I ken to my sorrow.’

“Weel, Patie, said Robin, “1 wadna hae
ye to lift your hand--I was but jokin’upon that
seore--it wadna be manly ;—but there is ae
thing that yecan do, and ¥ am sure it wad
hae an excellent effect.”

« Dearsake! what is that 7’ cried Patie.

“For a? that has happened ye,” said Robir,
“ye hae just yoursel’ to blame, for giein’ up
the key and the siller to her management,
that night ye gaed te Orange Lane. That
is the short and the lang o’ &’ your troubles.
Patie.”? R

“Do you think sae? inquired the little
bicker-maker.

“ Yes, I think sae. Peter, and 1 say it”
said Robin; “and there is but ae remedy
left.?

“And what is that 7’ asked Patie eagerly.

“ Just this,” said Robin—"stop the sup
ik}

« Stop the supplies!™ returned Patie—
“what do ye mean, Robin?—1I canna say
that I fully comprehend ye.”

“1 just mean this,” added the other: “be
your in banker--your ain cashier~—be mai
ter o’ your ain siller—let her find that it isto
you she is indebted for every penny she has
the power to spend; and if ye dinna bring
Tibby to reason and kinkness withina month,
my name's no Robin Roughead.”

“Po ye think that wad do it 2 said Patie.

¢ If that wadna, naething wad,” anwswer
ed Robin; “but try it fora twelvemonth—
begin this very nicht; and if we baith hve
and be spared to this time nex: year, -
meet ye again, and VIl be the death 0’8
mutchkin, but that ye tell me, Tibby’s &

sure, ye hae yoursel’ to blame for it &’ L

'

different woman—yeur bairos different—ycur -
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> hail house different—ar? your auld mither
. comfortable.”

{ %O man, if it might be eas ! said Patie;
1 "but this very nicht—the moment I get
A hame, Pl try it—and, if I succeed, Pl treat
21 ye wi a bottle o* wine, and I believe T never
4 drank ane in my life.”

4 “Agreed,” said Robin; “hut mind ye're
“{no to do things by halves. Ye're 1o’ tobe
feared out o your resolution Jbecause Tibby
-‘{may fire and storm, and let drive the things
. 4in the housz at ye—nor even though she
Rshould greet.”

] thorough understand ye,” said Patie;
§'my resolution’s ta’en, and I’ll stand by it.”
3 “Gie’s your hand on’t,” said Robin; and
“APatie gave him his hand.

4 Now the two iriends parted, and it is un-
Fnecessary for me either todescribe their part-
“ing, or the reception which Patie, on his
arriving at Birgham, met with from his
_Zspouse.

4 Twelve months went reund, Dunse fair
ame again, and, after the fair was over,

is old friend, Robin Roughead. He found
him standing in the horse market, and—

“ How's a’ wi’ ve, my freend 2’ says Patie.
' Oh, hearty, hearty! cries the other; * but
, ow's &’ wi’ ye ?—how is yer family 2"

“Come and get the bottle o wine that I've
. lgie ye,” said Patie, “and [l tell ye a’
bout it.”

“ Pl do that,” said Robin, “for my busi-
es8 is dune.”

- Sothey went into the same house in the
‘astle Wynd where they had been {welve
onths before, and Patie called for a bottle
wine; but he found that the house had
_t the wine license, and was therefore con-
ot with a gill of whisky made into toddy.
“0 man,” said he to Robin, *“1 wad pay

half-a-dizen bottles o’ wine wr’ as great
eerfu’ness as I raise this glass to my lips-
was agrand advice, that o yours—siop
e supplies.
: “Iam glad to hear it,” said Robin ; I was
reit was the only thing that would do.”
“Ye shall hear a’ about it,” said Patie.
“Jlter parting wi’ ye, 1 trudged hame to

. irgham, and when I got to my house—be-
" re T had the sneck o’ the door weel out o
'y hand— -
2" “What's stopped ye to this time o’ night,

" fitless, feckless cratur, ye? cried Fibby—

- ‘harhae ye been ?—gie an account o’ your-
P
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“‘An account o’ mysel ! says I, and

gied the door a drive ahint me, as if' 1 wad

driven it off the luuges—" for what should: I
gie an account o’ mysel?—or wha should-I
gie it to? [ suppose this house is my ain, and
I can come in and gang out when I like ¥

“*Yours! crieclshe; ‘is the body drunk?

e NO,’
haeyou to be decent. Where is my supper ?
—it is time that I had it.

says, ‘I'm no drunk, but 1 wad.

“'Ye micht hae come in, in time to get i1, .

then’ said she;
waitin® on you.’

Patie Crichton once more went in quest of

“‘But I'll gang whar I canget it,” said I,
and ¥ offered to leave the house.

“‘Pll tak the lifeo’ ye first,’ said she.—
‘Gie me the siller.
en o’ bickers, twa dizen o’ piggios, threc
bowies, four cream dishes, and twa ladles,
besides the wooden spoons that I packed up
mysel’>. Gie me the siller—and you puir
profligate, let me see what ye hae spent.’

“* Gie you the siller Vsays I; “na, na, Pve
dune that lang aneugh—~1 hae stopped the
supplies, my woman.’

“‘Stop yer breath !’ cried she; ‘gie me
the siller, every farthin’, or wo betice ye.

It was needless for her to say every far-
thin’ ; for 1 dune as! used to do, 1 kenned
she wa.d search through every pocket o’ my
claes the moment she thocht me asleep—
through every hole and corner o’ them, to
see if' 1 had cheated her out o’ a single penny
—ay, tak them up, and shake them, after a’
was dune. Butl was determined to stand
fast by your advice.

“+ Do as ye like,” caysI; ‘I'll bring yc tu
your senses—1I’ve stopped the supplies.

“Shesaw that { wasna drunk,and my man-
ner rather dumfoundered her a little.  The
bairns—wha, as I have tauld ye, she aye
encouraged to mock me, began to giggle ut
me, and to make game o’ me, as usual. I
banged out o’ the house, and into the shop,
and I took down the belt o’ the bit turning-
lathe, and into the hovse I goes again wi' 1t
in my hand.

¢ Wha mak a fule o’ me now 2’ says 1,

“And they a’ laughed thegither, and [ up
wi' the belt, and I loundered them round the
house and round the house, till ane screamed
and anither screamed, and even their mither
got clouts in trying to run betwixt them and
me ; and 1t was wha to squeel loudest. Sae,
after T had brocht them a’ to ken wha I was,
I awa yont to my mither's, and 1 gied:her

five shillings, puir body ; and after stoppin®

‘folk canna keep suppers -

Ye had five cogs, a diz -
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an hour wi’ her, I gaed back to the house
again. The bairus were a-bed, and some o
them were still sobbin?, and Tibby was sittin’
by the fire; but she didna venture to say &
word—1I had completely astonished her—and
as little said I.

“There wasna a word passed between us
for three days. 1 wasbeginning to carry my
head higher in the house, and on the fourth
day 1 observed that she had nae tea to her
breakfast. A day or twa after, the auldest
lagsie cam te me ae morning about ten
o'clock, and, says she—

«¢ Faither, I want siller for tea and sugar.

“¢Gae back to them that sent ye,? says I,
‘and tell them to fareas I do, and they'll
save the tea and sugar.

“But it is of nae use dwellin’ upon the
subject. I very soon brocht Tibby 1o ken
wha was her bread-winner. An’ when I
saw that my object was accomplished, I
shewed mair kindness and affection to her
than ever I had dune. The bairns became
as obedient as lambs, and she came to say—
* Peter, should I do this thing 2’—or, ¢ Peter,
should I do that thing? So, when I had
brocht her that far—* Tibby,’ says I, ‘we hae
a butt and a ben, and it’s grievin’® me to see
my auld mither starvin’, and left by hersel?
wi’ naebody to look after her. Ithink 'l
bring her hame the morn—she’ll aye be o
uee about the house—she’ll can knit the
bairng’ steckin’s, or darn them when they are
out o’ the heels.

“* Weel, Peter, said Tibby, ¢ ’m sure it’s
as little 2sfa son can do, and P'm perfectly
agreeable.

“1 banged up—I flang my arme round
‘Tibby’s neck—Oh ! bless ye, my dear! said
¥; ‘bless ye for that !—there’s the key o’ the
kist and the siller—{rae this time henceforth
do wi’ it what ye like.

“ Tibby grat. My mother cam hame to
my house the next day. Tibby did every-
thing to mak her comfortable—a' the bairns
ran at her biddin’—~and, frae that day to this
there isna a happier man on this wide world,
than '‘Patie Crichton, the bicker-maker o’
Birgham.”

'X‘HE SEIGE.
A PRAMATIC TALE.

DrayaTis PersoN& —Sir Qlezaader Seton, Goveing,
of Berwick; Richard and Henry, his sons. — Pro
vost Ramsy—!lugh Ellivt, atrator.—Aing El
ward.—~ Earl Percy.—Matilda, wifo of Beton, &

ScesE I.——4 Street— the Market Place.
Enter Sir Alexander Seton, Richard and
Henry, (hts Suns,) Provost Ramsay, .
Hugh Elliot, and others of the People

Provest Ramsay.—Brither Scotchinen!
it is my fixed an’ solemn cpinion, that the .
King o> England has entered into a holy al-
liance wi' the Enemy o' Mankind! An’ doe
he demand us to surrender !—to gie up ow
toun !'—our property '—our liberty ! to Sou .
thern pagans, that hae entered into compac
wi’ the powers ¢’ the air. Surrender !—n,
Scotchmen! While we breathe, we wili}
hreathe the breath o Freedom ! as it soughs -,
down the Tweed, between the heathery hils -
o our ain auld ceuntry !—I am but Proves ;.
o’ Berwick, Sir Alexander, an’ ye are i .
Governor ; an’ in a time like this, the powe
o’ defending or surrendering the gates i«
yours; but though ye gie up the keys th.
very hour, an’ were every stane o' the wal‘
turned ane upon anither—here !—the powt -
to defend this market-place is mine!—an!;
here will I stand, while this hand can wiel -
a sword, or a Scotchman is left to die by mr ¢
side!

Sir Alex~—~Fear not, good Provost, o

through life have learned ‘
To uve with honour, or with honour fall? 3
Richard.—And as the father dies so sh?
his sons §
What sayest thou, Henry 2

Henry.—1 would say but this—

(If one with a smooth chin may have a voic; ;
‘When thou dost nobly fall, Il but survive 2
T strike revenge—then follow thy exampl «

Provost Ramsay—Bravely said, callant,
Assure as death, I wish you were my soxs
Do ye ken, Sir Alexander, the only thix:
that grieve me, in a day like this, is, that.v
hae naebody to die for the glory an’ honx
o auld Scotland, but mysel. But, saveu-
neebor Elliot! ye look as douf an’ as dowk
like, as if ye had been forced to mak)e
breakfast o’ yor coat-sleeve.

Hugh Elliot—1In truth, methinks, 1hb

no time for smiles—
In every street, each corner of the town,
Struck by some unseen hand, the dead an‘
strewed ;
From every house the children’s wail is hear

PR IR R e
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Screaming in vain for food ; and the poor
mother,
Worn to a skeleton, sits groaning by !
My house, ’tis known, o’erlooks the battle-
meits ;
Pis not an hour gone that I left my couch,
Hastening to speed me hither, when a sound,
Fierce as the thunders, shook our firm-built
walls— -
The casements fell in atoms, and the bed,
Which I that moment left, rocked ;in confu-
sion :
"1 turned to gaze on it, and I beheld !—beheld
My wife’s fair bosomn torn—her heart laid
bare !
‘And the red stream came oozing to my feet!
s this a time for smiles?
' Provost Ramsay.~—Your wife! Heaven
Ipreserve us!  Weel, after a' 1 hae reason to
be thankfu’ 1 hae neither wife nor bairns on
a day like this !
St Alez—3Behold an envoy from the
English camp,
Sent with proposals, or some crafty truee.
Hugh Elliot.—Let me entreat you, then,
most noble sir,
Give him all courtesy ; and, if his terms
fiesuch as we in honour may accept,
-efuse them not, by saying—tre will die.
Enter Earl Percy and Attendants.
Percy.—Good morrow, my Scotch cousins!
Wy gracious sovereign, your right lawful
~ master
sath, in his mercy, left you these conditions—
Vow te throw wide your gates, and, if ye
- choose,
o walk intothe Tweed,"and drown your
treason ;
" r rum like scapegoats, to the wilderness,
earing your sins, and half a week’s provi-
. sion,
. r,should these terms not meet your appro-
bation,
- 're midnight, we shall send some fleeter
messengers.
v now, old Governor, my master’s answer ?
Provost Ramsoy.—The mischief's in
sur impudeuce! But werel Sir Alexan-
cr, the only answer your master should hae
-ad be your weel-bred tongue sent back up:
ntheend o an arrow ; an’ that wad be as
eet a messenger, as ye talk about fleet mes-
-ngers, as ony I ken o’.
I ercit—Peace, thou barbarian ! keep thy
- frog’s throat closed.

~#ay, old greybeard, hast thou found an an-
swer?

Sir Alex~Had my Lord Percy found

more fitting phrase

To couch his haughty mandate, 1, perhaps,

Had found some meet reply. But, as it is,

Thou hast thine answer in this people’s eyes.

Hugh Eliot.—Since we with life and

honour may depart,

Send not ananswer that mustseal our ruin,

Though it be hero-like to talk of death.

[Lnter Lady Seton, listening.

Bethink thee well, Sir Governor: these men

Have wives with helpless infants at their
breasts;

What husband, think ye, would behold, a
child

Dashed from the bosom where his head had
pillowed,

That his fair wife might i a congueror’s
arms!

These men bave parents, fecble, helpless,
old;

Yez, menhave daughters!—they have maide
that fove them—

Daughters and maidens chaste as the new

moon—

Will they behold them sereaming on the
streels,

And in the broad day be despoiled by vio-
lence?

Think of these things, my countrymen !

[Aside to Percy.
Now, my Lord Percy, you may read your
answer.

Percy, laside.]—So ! thou art disaffected,
good Sir Orator—
Well, ply thy wits, and Edward will reward
thee—
Though, for my part, I'd knight thee with a
halter
Sir Alex.~Is this thy counsel in the hour
of peril,
Milk-hearied man!
thee,
I offer terms more generous still than £d-
ward’s:
Depart ye by the Scotch or English gate--
Both shall be opened. Lade your beasts of
burden—
Take all you have--your food, your filthy
gold,
Your wives, your children, parents; and your-
selves!—
Go to our Scottish King, and prate of cour-
age!
Or go to Edward--Percy will conduct thee.
[Lady Scton udvances forward.

Tothee, amd all like
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Lady Seton.--Spoke like thyself, my hus-
band !
Out on thee, slave! [ 7o Elliot.
Orshall I call thee traitor! What didst thou,
On finishing thy funeral service, whispet
In my Lord Percy’sear 2
Elliot.~I whisper, lady ?
Lady Seten.--You whisper,
tongued sir !
Percy, {a side]--Zounds! by the coronet
of broad Northumberland,
‘Could I exchonge it for fair England’scrown,
'T’d have my body-guard of women’s eyes,
And make the whole sex sharp-shooters !
Provost Ramsay.~-Waes me ! friend El-
liot, but you have an unco dumfoundered-like
look, alter that speech o’ yours in defence o’
liberty, and infants, and fair bosoms, maiden
screams, and grey hairs, and what not.
Sir Alex.--Percy, we hear no terms but
death or liberty—-
"This is our answer.
Percy.--Well, cousins, be it so. The wil-
ful dog-~
As runs the proverb. Lady fare-ye-will.
[Ezit.
8Sir. Alex.--On with me, friends '~-on to
the southern rampart!
There, methinks, they meditate a breach.—
On Scotsmen! on--
For Freedom and for Scotland !

smooth-

[{s’xucnt.

Scexe IL—Toun Ramparts. Enter Sir
Alexander, Richard, Henry, Provost
Ramsay, Hugh Elliot, and Populace.

Sir Alex.—-To-day, my, townsmen, § shall
be your leader;

And though my arms may lack their wonted

vigour,

Here are my pledges | pointing to his sons)

vlaced on either side,

That seala triumph youth could never reap.

To-day, my sons, beneath a father’s eye,

Oh, give such pride of feeling to his heart,

As shall outshame the arcour of his youth,

And nerve hisarm with power strong as his

zeal !
[Ezreuent all, save Hugh Kiliot.

Liliot—Thanks to my destiny ~~the hour

is come--

‘The wished for hour of vengeance on mine
enemy !

Heavens! there is neither noblencss nor
virtue,

Nor any quality that beggzars boast not,

But he and his smouth song have swallowed
up;

And all the werld must mouth (heir bravery !

I owe a debt to Scotland, and to him!

And Pli repay it !=~I'll repay it now !

"This letter witl I shoot to Edward's camp-.

And now, ere midnight, I'm revenged lere

venged!

[Lady Seton appears from the window i
the Castle, as Elliot is fiving a letter
on an arrow.

Lady Seton, [ from the window.j—Ilol
traitor! hold !

Or, by the powers above us, this very hour

Your body o’er these battlements shall hang

For your fair friends to shoot at!

[Elliot drops the box.
Elliot, laside.]~Now fleet destructior
seize the lynx-eyed fiend—

Trapped in the moment that insured success

Thank fate --my dagger’s left!--she has a so

Lady Seton.— Go, worthless recreant, ani
in the thickest fight,

Blot out thy guilty purpose—know thy life

Depends on this day’s daring and its deeds

And wounds alone, won in the onse’ts brun

Secure my silence.

Eiliot.~Y ou wrong me, noble lady.
Lady Seton.—Away! P'll hear thee nd
nor let my ears

List to the accents of a traitor’s tongue,

{Ewmit Ellio,
Scese 111.—An Apartment in King E¢
ward’s Tent.
Enter Edward and Percy.
Edward~Well, my Lord Percy, thu
hast made good speed—

What say these haughty burghers to ov

clemency ?

Percy.~In trath, your grace, they ax

right haughty burghers.
One wondrous civil gentleman proposed -

To write hisanswer on your servant’s fongu -
Using his sword as clerks might do a quill-

Then thrust it on an arrow for a yost-boy!

Edward—Such service he shall meet- -

What said their governor ?

Percy.~Mary ! the old boy said I wasn

gentleman—
And bid me read my answer in the eyes

Of—Heaven defend me!—such 2 squalé .

crew !

One looked like death run from his winding- -

sheet—
Another like an ague clothed in rags—

A third had something of the human form,

But every bone was cursing at its fellow.

Now, though 1 vow that 1 could read my fatt .

Incvery damsel’s eves that kisced & moon
beam.
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%’ve yet to learn the meaning of the words
‘ Wrote on the eyeballs of his vellum-spectres.
- But the old man is henpecked !
| Bdward.~Prythee, Lord Percy, lay thy
fool’s tongue by,
- And tell thy ieaning plainfy.
Percy~Nay, pardon me, your majesty ;
1 wot
Your servant is the fool his father made him;
And the most dutiful of all your subjects.
Edward.—We know it, Percy. But what
of his wife ?
Percy.~Why, if the men but possess half
 ber spirit,
You may beseige these walls titl you have
counted
'The grey hairs oif the child that's born next
Juge. |
Edward.—And was this ali ?
Percy—Nay, there was one—a smooth-
tongued oily man,
‘1A leader of the citizens; and oné
<1 Who measures out dissension by the rood ;
3 Heis an orator, and made a speech
4 Against the Governor—~the people mirmured,
4 And one or two cried out, *“ Behold an An.
thony 1 )
But he’s a traitor, and I’d hang all fraitors!

. Bdward.~—~Ha '—then doth the devil, Djs-
affection,
With his fair first-born, Treason, smooth our
© path,
‘8o we have friends within the ¢itadel.
“Sent they no other answer ?
Percy—1 did expect me to have brought
. the whole,
Like half-clothed beggars, bending at my
heels, .
.~ To crave your grace’s suceor ; but, behold
" “re I could bid them home for a clean shirt,
That they might meet your majesty like
. Christians
2 Out sfepped her ladyship, and with & specch
*+* Roused up the wholé 16 such a flood of ferling
5 That I did well ‘scape drowning in the shout
«% ‘OF Scotland and Seton I—Seton and Sco!-
; land ¢~

3 “Then did she turn and ask me—" Are you

answered !” .
- 1said I was!~-and they did raise a cry
70T Death or liberty t—
"~ Edward.~—They shall have it—death in
its fuilest meaning.
. xase, ply our cannon on the qpening breach.
Forth 1~-they attack the camp! Now, drive
them bsack

Break through their gateand guards,
Till alf be ours! [Fzeunt,

Scewx IV.—~7%e Ramparts. Scots driven
through the gates in confusion.
Sir Alex—Wo to thee, Elliot! this defeat
is thine.
Where was the caution yé but preached this
morn,
That ye should madly break our little band,
And rush on certain ruin? Fije on thee,
man !
That such an old head is s0 youhg a soldier !
Here, guard this breach, defend it tothe last
Henry shall be thy comrade, On, my friends!
They cross the river, and the northern gate
Will be their next attack.
Elliot, [aside]—" Wo tothes, Elliot ! this
defeat ia thine ” ¢
So says our Governor!
fnine !
Though I have failed mein my firm, fixed
purpose,
Once more he’s thrown revenge within my
grasp 3
And I will clatch it, clutch it fiemly, too;
I guard the breach { and with his gon to as-
siit me !
 The Fates grow kind!
. said the breach! ,
And gave his sen up to the powerof Edward!
Henry—~Why stand ye musing there ?
Here lies your duty!
Elliot, [aside.]-"Tis true! ‘tis true! my
duty noxs lie there !
Henry~—Follow me Elliot.
scale the walla !
A moment lost, and they have gaiued the

Tis true ~*ticas

The &reack he

See—they

battlement.
|Shouting.—Percy and Followers leap upon
the bat!levmmf.
Percy—0n! followers on!—for Edward
and for England.
Henry—Have at thee, Percy, aod thy
followers, too!
For freedom and for Scotland! On, Elliot!
on!
‘Wipe out the morning’s share.
Elliot, {aside.}—Have at thee, boy, for in-
sult and revenge !
[Elliot sfrikes Henry’s sword from
kis hand.

Henry—~Shame on thes, traitor! are we
thus betrayed !
[Percy’s Followers male Henry prisoner.
Elliot.—Thank Heaven! thank Heaven'!
—one then is in their grasp!
A truee, Lord Percy. See thy prisonérsafe.
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re his mad father sound a rescue—off'!
Thou wouldst not draw thy sword upon a
friend ?
[Sir Alexander, Richard, Provost Ramsay,
and others, enter hurriedly.
&ir Alex.~Thanks, Elfiot! thanks! You
ﬂave done nobly I--thanks!
Where is your comrade !~—speak—where is
my son?
Eltiot,~Would he had been less valiant,
feas brave !
Sir Alex.--What ¢ is he dead, my good,
my gallant boy !
Where is his body ? shew me—where? ob,
where 7
Richard.---Where is my btother 7 tell me
how he fell.
Elliot,--Could 1 with my best blood have
savad the youth,
Yeare all witnesses that } would have doreit
Provost Hamsay.---Indeed, Mr. Elliot,
if Ve refer tome, I'm witness to naething o’
the kind ; for it is my solemn opinion, a' the
‘execution vour sword did was as feckless as
a winnle-strae.
S¢r Alex.--Where is my poor boy’s body 2
Blliot.---1 did not say he died !
Richard.---Not dead!
Sir, Alex.--Not say he died ?
Billiot.--See yonder group now hurrying
to the camp,
And chouting as they run.---He ia their pri-
soner !
{aside.] Feed ye, friends, on that.
Svr Alex.~-Cold-blooded man! thou never
wert a father !
The tyrant is!-~he knowsa father’s heart !
And he will play the butcher’s part with
mine !
Fach day inflicting op me many deaths,
Knowing right well I am his twofold pri-
soner ;
Foron the son's head he'll repay, with in-
terest,
The wrongs the father did him!
“ He is their prisoner,” saidst thou? “Is
their prisoner !
Thou hast no sons !---none -1 forgive thee,
Eiliot !
Ell{ot.—~Deeply I crave your pardon, noble
sir;
Pity for you, and.Jove for Scotland, made me
That I was loath fo speak the unwelcome
tidings;
Fearful that to attemnt his sescue now,
Had so cut ofl our few remaitiing traops,
Ag seal immediate ruin.

Provost Ramsay, |aside.}—Preserve u3
a'! hearthat. Weel, to be sure, it's a trye
saying, “ Satan never let Ais saunts be at 3
loss for an answer ! [Exeunt.

Scenk V.—Apartment in Edward’s Tent,
Enter Edward and Percy.
Edward.—How fares it with these stub.
born rebbels now ? '
Do they still talk of death as of a bridal,
While we protract the ceremony ?
Percy.~~1 learn, my liege, we've got tic
glorwous allies,
T wo most right honourable gentiemen,
Aiding the smooth-tongued orator—
Disease and Famine have espouzed ou
cause,
And thesaid traitor, Elliot is their oracle.

Edward.—Touching this man, we haw

advice from him,

In which he speaketh much concerns th
wants

And murmurings of the citizens; he, too,

Adds, they hold out expecting help froy-

onglas, .

And recommendeth that wé should demar

The other son of Seton as a liostage.

In virtue of a truce for fourteen days:

This ie his snare. The cons once in o ‘
power,

Their father yields, or both hang up befof ,
him. ¥

Percy—'Tis monstrous generous of ¢

friendly Scot;
And what return expects he for his service

Edward...On giving up the father’s hey

..his place,
Percy...I fear the lady will have hish
first.
Did you but see her eyes!..
I’d bet my coronet *gainst our friar's cow!,
Man wink not treason in his bedchamber £
But she detectit. Then her ears, again;
'Sdeath ! she can hear the very sound of I¢%
As 1t does steal, i’ the morning, through £

curtains, f
Should our friend wear his head anofi*;
week, 3

His neck, I'll swear, is not agother men’m
Edward...How fares it with the son, LS
silent prisoner 7 &
Percy...Poor sou), he leans bis head !
gainst the wall,
And stands with his arm thus..acresb
brea-sf'o ~
Pale as a gravestone, gnashing at his tee
And looking on his guards just as his moth -
would !
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-+

y
§ Edward.. . Tis now the hour that Elliot
4 has proposed

"'g To stir the townsmen up to mutiny.

1 Take our conditions, add whate’er you
Y please..
i Got bat the son a3 hostaze !..get but that!..
| And both shall dje & thief’s death if he yield

not-.

| Heisa father, Percy ..he’s a father!..

The town is ours, and at an easy purchase.

[Ezit.
Percy~And she's a mother, Edward!
4 she’s a mother !
Ay! and a mother~I will pledge my carl-
dom,

And be but plain Hal Percy all my life,
}f she despise not gallows, death and chil-
dren,

{And earn for thee a crown of shame, my

v master !

J31n sooth, Tam ashamed to draw my sword,

$Lest Ishould see my face in ite bright blade

+ . §For sure my mother would not know her son,
- %As he goes blushing on his hangman’s er-

rand. [Exit.

j ;§Snms V1A Street. The Market Place.

Enter Brrior and Populace.
Elliot.—~You heard, my townsmen, how
our gracious Governor
£ id talk *ous of honer!~you all heard him !
# Jan any of you tell us, what ia konor ?
% iedrinks hia wine, Ae feeds on beeves and
¢ capons—
* ¢ table groans beneath a load of meats—
_i8 hounds, 223 hawks are fed like Christian
men !
«¢ sleeps in downy gouch, oerhung with
purple—~
s nd these, all these are konorable doings!
. He tatks of iiberty !
‘ - it then Ziberty to be cooped up
< Vithin these prison walls, to starve from
want,
‘hat we may have the liberty—mark it, my
 friends!—
‘he wondrous fberty to call him Gogpernor?
1ad ye the hearts or hands your fathers had,
“ou'd to the castle, take the keys by force,
_1d ope the gates to let your children live.
aere comes your Provest, now appeal to him.
_“nler Provest Ramsay.—The pesple de-
' mend bread.
. {’rovost Ramsay.—Give you feod !~—your
~iras dee wi’ hunger !~—and ye maun hae
sead! It seasy saying, Gieye! but where

‘i‘,
S
k)

o e

.0

L Itoget it2 Do you think thera’s nas-

nody finds the grund o’ their stomachs but
you yersels ? Pmsure 1 hae been blind fas-
tin? these four-and-twenty hours! But wad
ye no suffer this, and ten times mair, for li-
berty, and for the glory ard henor of auld
Scotland ?

Elliot, [to the people.]~He, too, can cant
of liberty and konor!

Provost Ramsay.—1 say, Mr. Hypoerite !
it is my fixed and solemn opinion, that ye
are at the bottom o' a’ this murmuring ! 1
ken ye're never at a loss for an answer; and
there is anither wee bit affair I wad just
thank ya to redd up. Do ye mind whata
fine story ye made in this very market-place
the ither week, about getting ower the bed—
and your wife’s bosom being torn bare—and
the blood gushing to your fest, and a’ the
rest 0t? Do ye mind o’ that, eir? Do ye
mind o’ that 2 X dare say, towpsmen, ye've
no forzgot it 2 Now, sir, it’s no aboon ten
minutes sine, that the poor creature, wha,
according to your account, was dead and
buried, got loose frae her confinement, and
cam fleeing to me for protection, as a man
and a magistrate, to save her frae the cruel-
ty o® you, you scoundrel. Now, whatsay ye
to that,sir? What say ye tothat? What
do ye think o’ your orator now, friends ?

Elliot—"Ts false, my friends—

*Tis but a wicked calumny, devised
Against the only man who is your friend.

Provost Ramsay~Saftly, neehor, saftly !
have a care how ye gie the lee to whatl
gay—or, it is my solemn opinion, this bit
sword o' my faither’s may stap you frae giein
it till anither.

Enter Sir Alexander and Richard,

Ye are weel come, Sir Alexander : here is
Qrator Elliot heen makin a harangue to the
townsfolk ; and ane cries for bread, and an-
ither for meal—that it is my opinion I dinna
ken what’s to be done.

Sir Alex.—~What would you have ? what

is it that you wish ?

Would ye, for food, sweet friends, become all
slaves;

And for a meal, that ye might surfeit on it,

Give upyour wives, your homes, and all
that’s dear,

To the brute arms of men, who hold it vir-
tue

To heap their shame upon a fallen foe !

Would ye, that ye might eat, yet not bs sa-
tisfied,

Pick up the scanty crumbs around their

camp,
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After their cattle and their dogs haveleft | I like thy heart, but cannot fake thy person
them ; ‘Give up the youth ! or here must end my

Or would ye, for this favor, be content

To take up arms against your countrymen! |

For this! will fathers fight against their
sons ?

Sons 'gainst their fathers ?—brethren with |

each other ?

Thoss who would wish it, may go o'erto 5

Ed\vard !
[Sound ef French horns without.
Provost Ramsay.—Ay, here comes mair
proposals—the sorry proposal them! I wish
them and proposals an’ a’ were in themiddle
o’ the Tweed.

Enter Earl Percy and Attendants.

Percy—Save ye, my band of heroes ; by
St. Cuthber
Your valorous deeds have wrought a miracle
And turned my inaster’s hatred into mercy ;
For, deeming it a sin that such brave fellows
Should die a beggar's vulgar death from
want,
He doth propose to drop hostilities,
And for two weeks yon may command our
friendship ;
If, in that time, you gam no aid from Scot-
ldnd,
Renounce the country, and be Edward mas-
ter;
But, should you gain assistance—why, then,
we
Will raise the siege, and wish you all good-
by.
Eliiot, [to the people.]—Urge the accept-
ance, friends, of these conditions.
Omnes.—~We all accept these tertns,
Sir Alex.~1t is the people’s wish; and I
. agree,
Percy.—And you in pledge of due per-
formance, sir,
Dogivé up this, your son, into our hands,
In surety for your honor—
St Alez~What ! my spn {
Give him up, too—yield hit into your pow-
ér!
Have ye not one already 2~No ! no! no!
1 cannot, my Lord Percy—ro, I cannot

Part with him, tov, and leave their tnother | ;

" childless!

Provost Ramsay~—~Wad ye ho tak e ok
2 substitate, Lord Percy—Pm = man of pro-
perty bid ‘chief niiistrate beside; yow i
should think, 't the Hhalst likely person,

Percy.~Good master magistrate, and man

of prOperty,

truce.
Richard.~Fear not, my father, 1 will be
their hostage,
IFor Scotland’s sake, ar’ld for my father’s hon.
or——o
| Sir Alex.—My boy, my boy, and I shal
lose you thus!
 What surety does cruel Edward give,
"That, keeping faith, he will restore my som
Back to my arms in safety 2 Tell wme, Percy,
Gives he his honor as a man or king 7
Percy—Asboth, 1 hold it.
8ir Alex—And wilt thou pledge thine?
Percy.—This is my master’s business, and
not mine
Szr Alex.—
not.
Richard.~-Farewel! ! farewell, my fathe;
be the first '
To teach these men the virtue of self-sacr:
fice.
Commend me to my mother. 1 will bear
Both of your best loves to our Henry.
Farewell I--Lead on, Lord Percy.
C [ Exeunt,
Scere VIL —-Apariment in Seton’s house
Eater Sir Alexander, Provost Ramsay, H
Elliot, and others.
Sir Alex—Would Heaven that all g
well with my dear boys ! 1
But there’s that within me that does tear
My bosom with misgivings. The very su
To me hangs out a sign of eminous gloor!
A &pirit seems to haunt me, and the weigh
Of evil, undefined, and yet unknown,
Doth,like a death’s hand,press upon my heart |
Provost Ramsay.—Hoot, I wad fu-
think that the warst is past, and that therei ’
nae danger o' onything happenin’ now. B
do ye ken, sir, it is my fixed and solemn opit ;
ion, that, before onything reaily s gaunt ]
happen till o body, or to ony o their fnen&;
fike, there is 2 kind o’ romething comes own 3
ane, a sort o sough aboyt the heart there,an 2
Ve dinna ken what Tor. 3
8ir Alex.—Have ye beheld how theyart
raising bastions, ’ .
Fianking fresh cannon, too, in front the wwa
Gaining new reinforcements to their camp, .
And watching all our outgoings? Do y&
think
‘Thislooks as Edwa:d meant to keep his (zutl}’
I am betrayed my friends—I am hetrayed.
Fear marcheth quickly to a father’s breast- *
My sons are lost? are lost! :

Tis an evasion, and Ihken
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" Provest Ramsay —It's true that King
Edward’s preparations and his getting sic
fearfw’ additions to his army, doesna look
weel. But what is a king but his word, mair
then @ man!
Enter Servant.
Servant.— Lord Percy craves an sudience
with your honour.
Sir Alex.—Conduct him hither.—T'is as
1 boded !
[Exit Servant—enter Percy.
You lovk grave, my Lord.
Percy.~Faith, if I can look grave, to-day
I should;
None of my mother’s children, gossips said,
Were born with asad face—but I could wish
That I had never smiled, or that her maid
"# Had been my mother, rather than that I
Had been the hearer of this day’s vile tidinga.
Sir Alex.—'Tie of my sons '~-what! what
4 of them, Lord Percy?
What of them 7
Percy,—~Yes, ’tig of your sons I'd speak !
3They live—they’re well l—can you be calm
1 tohearme?
1 would epeak of yoursons—
Sir Alex.—1 feel 11 feel !
E‘l understand you, Percy! you would speak
of my sons!
Go, thrust thy head into a lion’s den,
Murder its whelpe, and say to it—Be calm!—
Bscalm ! and feel a dagger in thy heart!
Twas kindly gaid !—kind! kind! to say, Be
calm !
'm calm, Lord Percy! what—what of my
sons 2
Percy.~1f 1 can tell thee, and avoid being
choked !—
JShoked with my shame and loathing—1I
will tell thees
-at each particular word of this black mis-
sion
* .slike a kmife thrust in between my teeth.
Str Alex.—Torture me not, my Lord—hut
speak the worst—~
i My ears ean hear~my heart can hold no
; more ! '
Enter Lady Seton.
Percy—Hear them in as few wordsas I
can tell it— .
Fdward hath sworn, and ke will keep his
vow,
l‘pat, if to day ye yield not up the town,
~ecome his prisoners, preak your faith with
Scotland,

- Ye with the mornipg dawa shall see your
EONS

e ¢ = ——

Hupg up before your windows. He hath
sworn it
And, by my earldom~fuith as a christian—
Houour as a peer—he will perform it!
Lady Seton, {aside]—Ruler of earth and
heaven ! a mother begs
Thy counsel—thy protection! Say I mother!
No voice again shall call me by that name—
Both! both my boye!
Sir Aler.—BHa! my Matildat
Thou here! Dry up thy tears, my iove ! dry
up thy tears!
1 cannot sacrifice both sons and mother !
Alas, my country! 1 must sell thee dearly!
My faith—mine honour too!—1ake~take
them, Percy!
I am a father, and my sons shall live |—
Shall tive! and I shall die?
[ Unsheathing his sword.
Lady Seaton.~Hold! hold, my husband
—save thy life and honour!
Thou art a father—am not I a mother ?
Knowest thou the measure of a mother’s iove?
Think ye she yearrs not for her awn heart’s
blood ?
Yet I will live! and thou shalt tive, my
husband !
We will not rob this Edward of his shame ;
Write~I will dictate as my sons had doneit;
T know their nature, for ’twas I who gave it.
Sir Alex.~Thou wait’st an answer, Percy
—~lwill giveit. [Sitsdowntowrite.
No—I cannot, Matilda.
Lady Seton—Write thus:—

“Hdward may break his faith, but Seton

cannot!
Edward muy earn disgrace, but Seton hon-
our!
His sons are in your power! Dol—doas ye
list [He starts up in agitation.
Sir Alex.—No, no! it cannot he-—zay not,
my sons !

Lord Percy, fet your tyrant take my life!

Torture me inchmeal l--to the fast I’} amile,

And bless him for his mercy --but spare, of,
spare my children !

Provest Rameay—-Really, Sir Alexander,
fdinna ken hoo to advise ye. To think o
sien up the toun to sic 2 monster o’ iniquity,
is entirely out o’ the question—just impossible
a’thegither ; and, 1o think o’ the twa dear
brave bairns sufferin’, is just as impossibie a8
to flee in the air. I tell ye what, my lord,
and it is my opinion, it is a very fair proposal
(if naething but deaths will satisfy your
King,) I, for ane, will die in their stead—
their faither will for anither; and is there
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ane amang yow, my townsmen, that winna

do the same, and let your names be handed

down as heroes to your bairns’ bairns, and

the last generation ?

Percy~-Thou hast a noble heart, old

honest Scotsman ;

But 1 cannot accept your generous offer.

Lady Seton~-Mark this, my husband!~

That we muy still be parents~—

That we might have two sons fo live and
8COTN US—

Sell country—~honour—all--and live disgra-
ced :

Think ye »y sons would call a traitor, fa-
ther--

They drew their life from me--from me they
drew it—-~

And think ye [ would call a traitor, hus-
band !--

What 2 would ye have them live, that every
slave,

In banguet or in battle, might exclaim—

“For you, ye hinds, your father sold his
country ¥

Or, would ye have them live, that no man’s
daughter

Would stoop so low as call your sons her
husband!

Would ye behold them hooted, hissed at,

Oft, as they crossed the street, by every

urchin!

Would ye your sone--your noble sons—met
this,

Rather than die for Scotland! 1If, e dolove
them,

Love them asa man/
Sir Alex.~~Tis done! my country, thou
hast made me bankrupt !
And I am childless! {Ezxeunt.
Scewe VIIL—The River, and Boat.—
Time, Midnight. Enter onc habited as
a Friar.
Friar—'Tia now thick midnight.
around me sleep,
And not a star looks from the curtained hea-
ven.
The very sentinsels cease to pace their round,
Andstand in calm security. I’ll bravethem.
What though the bridge be guarded, and
the river
Rueh like a tiger 2--love has no such fears,

And Heaven is stronger than its waters!
{A belt tolls slowly.
Ha! that slow-tongued bell, that epeaks of
death,
Falls on my ears as would a solid substance!
Presging my heart down! Oh, cruel speed!

All

Already they prepare their execution !
But they shali live, or 1 with them shall die}
[ Aneels.
Trow, who beholdest me, and lookest thro'
The darkness of Thy heavens upon Thy sup.
pliant,
Let not a tyrant stain Thy earth with blood,
The blood of innocence! Thou, who ar
mercy,
Spare a father’stears! Thou, who art love,
Look on & mother’s anguish! Thou, whe
art justice,
Save! oh, save their children! Thou, who
art power,
Strengthen my hands to-night. { Rises,
Now, may an angel’s hand direct my sliff
Straight to their camp, till with one blow]
strike
Their freedom and my country’s !
[ He leaps into the boat and pushes of
Scene 1X.—The English (Camp. A Fire
in the distance. Finter Henry and Rich
ard, fettered and guarded.
Henry.—Would it were morning, and the
hour were come,
For still my heart misgives me, lest our pa-
rents
Do, in fond weakness, save us by dishonor!
Richard.—Rather than purchase life
such a price,
And have my tather sell his faith for me,
And sell his country, I would rather thoy,
My brother in my birth and in my death,
Should be my exscutioner! We know then
better !
Henry.—Now I seem old and weary d
this Jife,
Sojoy I in our death for Scotland’s sake,
For this death will so wed us to our countr,
We shall be old in years to all posterity !
And it will place a blot on Edward’s namg,
That time may blacken, but can ne’er efface’f
Richard.—My heart, too, beats as lights
if to-morrow
Had been by young love destined formj§
bridal;
Yet oft a tear comes stealing down my cheeh, |
When I do think me of our motker, Henry! |
Henry.—Oh, speak not of our parents! 4
my heart
Will burst ere morning, and from the tyratp
rob -
His well-earned infamy. »
Richard—Oh! I must speak of them—~ ;
‘They now will wander weeping in theit e
chamber, b
Or from their window through the darkns®:
gaze, .

R Tads
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And swetch their hands and Blgh towardb
the camp.
Then, when the red east breaks the night
away—
Ah! what a sight will meet theit eyes, miy
brother !
Henry.— My brother '—oh, my brother !
Enter Friar.
Guard —Who would pass here ?
Frigr—A friend ! a friend !—a messenger
of mercy !
Guard.—Nay, wert thou mercy’s gelf you
cannot pass.
Friar.—~Reluee ye then your prisonere their
conlessor ?
Guard.—Approach not, or ye die !
Friar—Would ye stretch forth your hand
‘eainst Heaven’s anointed ?
Guard.—Ay ! ’zainst the Pope himself, if
heshould thwart me.
Friar.—Mercy have ye not, neither shall
ye find it.

Y{Springe forward and stubs him.——Ap-
proaches Richard and Henry, and unbinds
their felters.

Frigr—In chains as criminals! Ye are
free, but speak not.
Richard.—Here, holy Father, let me kneel
to 1hank thee.
| Henry.—And let me hear but my deliver-
er’s name,

That my first prayer may walt it tothe skies.

Lady Seton.—Kneel not, nor thank me

here. There’s need of neither—

ut be ye silent, for the ground has ears,

or et it hear your footsteps.

Ske approaches the fire ; kindles a lorch

; and fires the tamp.

Henry.—Behold, my brother, he has fired

: the camp !

‘gAlready see the flamea ascend around him.

Friar.—~Now ! now, my country! here

3 thouartavenged!

F'ly with me to the beach! pursuitis vain !—

hou Heaven, hast heard me! thou art mer-
ciful ! [Exit.

4 Scene X.—Apartment in Setow’s House.

Sir Alex.—Oh, what is honor {o a father’s
heart ?

an it extinguish Nature—soothe his feei-

4 ings—

«Jr make the small still voice of conscience

. dumb?

- -1y eons ! my aons '—Though ye should hold

7 me guiltless, there's a tongue

Ah! my Matilda ! hadst thou been less noble

We both had been less wretched ! Butdo l,’

To hide my sin, place’t on the mother’s heart!

Though she did hide the mother {rom men's
eyes,

Now, crushed by woes, she cannot look on
mine.

But, locked iu secret, weeps her soul away,

That it may meet her children’s! I alone,

Widowed and childless, {ike a blasted oak

"Reft of ita root and branches, must be left

For every storm to houl at! [Elliot enters
with a dagger.

Ah, my sons!

Could anguish rend my heartstrings, 1sho’ld
not

Behold another sun riee on my misery !

KElliot, [springing upon him ]-By hea-
vens, mine enemy, 1swear thou shalt not!

[ They struggle. Shouting without. Enter
Friar and Seton’s Sons, Provost Ram~
say. Friar springs forward.

Frigr.~Dowa! traitor, down !

[Stabs Elliot.

St Alex . —My sons !—my sons '—
Angels of mercy, do you moack my sight !
My boys !—my boys!—

Provost Ramsay.—Saveus a’!save usa’
—callants, cometo my arms too! Here’san
hour o' joy ! This, in my solemn opinion, i3
what I ca’ livin’ a lifetime in the twinklin’ o’
anee! Andwhat think ye, Sir Alexander!
The English camp is a’in a bleeze, and
there are they fleeing awa helter-skelter,
leaving everything bhehind them.

Str Alex.—What'!'—they fly to!—thank

Heaven! thank Heaven!

My cup of joy o'erflows, and floods my heart

More than my griefs !

Richard~"Tis true my father—

To this, our unknown saviour, do we owe

Our life and yours ! twas he, too, seized the
torch,

And bid the bonfire blaze to Scotland’s free-
dom!

Sir Alez.—Forgive me, reverend stranger,

if thatl,

In the delirium of a parent’s joy,

OQ'erlooked the hand that sav'd me—

Kneel, my sons,

Axd with thy father, at this stranger’s feet,

Pour out our thanks, and beg his blesing
also.

[ They kneei around the supposed Frar,

who casts off the disguise, and e dis-

: Yithin me whispere, I'm your murderer ! — i

cotered to be their mother,
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Liady Seton.— A muther, in her childven’s
cause, fears nothing,
And needs not thanks—
A woman, in her country’s cause,
Can dare what man dare !
[ They start up-
Sir Aler.—Whatt—my Matilda *
Richard.—dy wother!
Henry~-Ha! my mother!
Liody Seton~—Joy, joy, my sons—your
ther’s done her duty !

And oy, my husband, we have saved our

honor.

Sir dlex.—Matilda, thou hast ta'en my

heart anew,
And with it, o, my words *

Provost Ramsay.~The like o this!-~1

may weel say, what, in the universal globe
tempted me to be a bachelor? [Ezeunt

.

Note.—In the frregoing Dramatic Tale, 1

have rot followed the popular tradition tho

the sons of Scten were executed, as the story
and is not countenamced by
A skall, however, to
and
which 15 affirmed to be that of ona of the Se.

is improbabl:,
contemporary history. !
which tradition gives a marvelous history,

tons, has been for some years ip possession o
the writer.

THE SMUGGLER.

The zolden days of the smuggler are gon
by ; his hiding places are ewply; and, lik

Our neighbeurs on the other side of the her-
ring pond now bring us dry bones, according
1o the law, instead of spirils, contrary 10 law.
Cautters, preventive boats, and Border ran-
ihe trade—it is be-
t was told. From Spit-
m the Frith of Forth to
the Tyne-.brandy is no lpngerto be purchas-
ed for a trifle; tne kilderkin of Hoiland gin
er placed at the door in the dead of
ina yard of tobaccotobe purchas-
‘The smuggler’s phrase, that
the “* cow has calued,™ is becoming obsolete.
Now, emuggling is atmost confined to crix-
“the river” here, and there the © ideal
* to Scotland saying
taste ?? and to
4 Cheerfully, sister.”
when the clin-
cher-built tugger plied her trade s boldly,

gers, have destroyed
coming as g tale the
tal to. Blyth. -yea, fro

is no long!
might ;-nor
ed for & penny.

sing
lineby fancy drawn;
unto England..” Will you
England replying,
There was a time, however,

¢ A phraso, signifying that a smuggling ve
sel had delivered her cargo.

mo

and almost as regularly, as the regular cous-
ter, and that period is within the memory of
those who are yet young. It wasan evi
and & dangerous tradc; and it gave a chy
racter to the villagers on the sea coast,
which, even unto this day, is not wholly
eflaced. But, in the character of the smug.
gler, there was much that was interesting -
there were many bold and redeeming poini
I have known many ; but I prefer at presen
giving a few passages from the history o
one who lived befure my time, and who was
noted in his day as an extraordiuary chs
racter, ‘
Harry Teasdale was a native of Embleton
near Bamborough. He wasthe sole owna
of a herring boatand a fishing coble ; he wa
also the proprietor of the house in whichi -
lived, and was reputed to be worth money.. -
nor was it any secret that he had abtain:
his property by other means than those hat”
deck hand-line and the herring-net. Ham
at the period we take up his history, W
between forty and fifty years of age. B
was 2 tall, thin man, with longsandy he-
falling over his shoulders, and the colout
his countenance was nearly asrosy ast
brandy in which he dealt. But, if therew:
the secrecy of midnight in his calling, b
heart and his hand were open as mid-dy
It is too true that money always begetst:
outward show of respest for him who e
gess it, though in conduct he may be'a tyrr
and in capacity a fool; but Harry Teasd: -
was respected, not because hé was reput
to be rich, but because of the boldnessat:
warmness of his heart, the readinessoft’
hand, and the clearness of his head:
He was the king of fishermen, and ¢
prince of smugglers, from Holy island
Hastpool. Nevertheless, there was nothi .
unusual in his appearance. Harry o’
fike his occupation. His dress (save wh'
disguise was necessary) consisted ina TeE
glazed sou™wester, the flap of which ez
over his shoulders, half covering his It
sandy hair. Around him wasa coarse®
open monkey or peé jcket, with a Guern
{rock beneath, and a sort of canvassi
descending below the knee; and his feet ™
cased in apairof sea boots. When notdn
sing his hand-lines, or sorting his nets -
might generally be seen upen the bex,
with a.long telescope uader his arm. -
Harry was possessed of more of this wor
substance than his brother fishermen, 08
was there a character of greater comforté
neatness about his house. It consisiod

{
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Othello, he finds his * occtpation gone.”
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t three rooms ; but it aleo bare the distinguish-
| ing marks of a smuggler's hgpitation. At
the door hung the hand-line, the hooks, and
}creel; and, in a corner of Harry’s sleeping
rooms a *heg” was occasionally visible ;
while over the chimney piece hung a cutlass
{ and four horse pistols, and in a cupboard,
there were more packages of powder and
pistol bullets than it became a man of peace
to have in his possession. But the third
room, which he called his daughter’s, eon-
tained emblems of prace and hLappiness.
Around the w s were specimens of curious
ineedle work, the basket of fruit and of flow-
ers, and the landscape—the “samjiler” set-
ring forth the genealogy of the family for
{three generations, aud the age of her whose
fair hands wronght it.  Around the window,
50, carefully trained, were varieties of the
eranium and the rose, the bigonia and cres-
ula, the aloe and the ice-plant, with others
f strange leaf and lovely colouring. Thie
arry ‘called his dgughter’s room~ .nd he
as provd of her.  She was hissole thuaght,
is only boast. His weather beaten coun-
enance alwaye glowed: and there was some-
hing like a tear in his eyes, when he spoke
f “my Fanny.” She had litile in commeon
“th the davghter of & fisherman; for his
Eeighbours said that her mother had her
‘ufit for anything, and that Harry was worse
‘han her mother had been. But that mother
-85 no more, and she had left their only
hild to ker widowed husband’s care; and,
~ugh as he appeared, never was there a
wre iender or more anxious parent, never
ad there been @ more aflectionate husband.
~ut 1 may here briefly nutice the wife of
arry Teasdale, and his finst acquamntance
-ith her.

 When Hany was a youth of one and twen-
»&nd as he and others of his comrades were
-eday preparing theic neis upon the sea~

- ks, for the north herring-fishing, a bitter
“arricane came suddenly away, and they ob-
. rved that themastof a Scotch smack, which
. a8 then near the Fern Isles, was carried
- verboard, The sea was bresking over her
nd the vessel was unmanageable; but the
*ind being from the north-east, she was dri-
ng towards the shore. Harry and his
iends ran to get their boat in readiness, to

" nder assistance, if possible. The smack
tack the ground between Embleton and

* orth Sundérland, and being driven side-on,
the billows, which were dashing over her,

1
|

assistance of the passengers and crew, who
were seen clinging in despair to the flapping
ropes and sides of the vessel. Harry’s coble
was launched along the beach to where tha
vessel was stranded, and he and six others
attempted toreach her. After many ineffeo-
taal efforts, and much danger, they gained
her side, and a rope was thrown aboard.—
Amongst the smack’s pastengers, was &
Scottish gentleman. with his family, and
their governess. She was a beautiful crea-
ture, apparently not exceeding nineteen ; and
asshe stood upon the deck, with one hand
clinging to a rope, and in the other clasping
a child to her side, her countenance alone,
of all on board, did not betoken terror. In
the midst of the storm, and through the rag-
ing of the sea, Harry was struck with her
appearance. She was one of the last to
leave the vessel ; and when she had handed
the child into the arms of & fisherman and
was herself in *heact of stepping into the
beat, it lurched, the vessel rocked, a eea
broke over it, she missed her footing, and
was carried away upon the wave. Assie-
tance appeared impossible. The spectatars
on the shore, and the people in the boat
uttered & scream. Harry dropped the
helm, he sprung from the boat, he bufleted
the boiling surge, and, after a hopeless strug-
gle, he clutched the hand of the sinking girl.
He bore her to the boat—they were lifted
into it, .

“ Keep the helm, Ned,” said he addréssing
one of his comrades who had taken his place;
*1 must look after this poor girl—one of ths
seamen will take your car.” And she lay
insensible, with her head upon his busom,
and bis arm around her waist.

Consciousness returned before they reach-
ed the chore and Harry had her couveyed to
his mother’s house. It is difficalt for a seasi-
tive girl of nineteen to look with indifference
upon & man whe has caved her life, and who
risked his in duing so; and Eleanor Macdon-
ald (for such was the name of the young
governess) did not leok with indifference upon
Harry Teaedale. I might tell you how the
shipwrecked party remained for five daysat
Embleton, and how, during that period, jove
rose in the heart of the young Ssherman,
and gratimde warmed into adection m the
breast of Elesnor—how he discovered that
she was an orphan, with no friend, save the
education which her parenis had conferred
on her, and how he loved ber the more, when
hé heard. that she was friendless and alone

Tmed a sort of break water, which rendered | in the world—how the tear was on hix hardy
. Jos dan%e)afoua for xbost to put off to the: cheek when théy parted—how more than
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ouce he went wany milesto visit her—and
how Eleanor Macdonald, forsaking the re.
finements of the society on which she was &
dependent, became the wife of the Northum-
trian fshermavn. Bat it is not of Harry's
vounger daye that I am now about to write.
‘Throughout sixteen happy years they lived
tozether ; and theagh, when the tempests
blew, and the storms raged, while his skifl
was on the wave, she olten shed tears for his
sake, vet, thoueh her educatinn was superior
to his, conduct and conversation never
raized a biu-h to her cheeks.  Harry was aiso
proud of Lis wife, and ke shewed his pride, by
sperding every moment e could command
at her side, by listening to Ler words, and
gazing on her face with delght. But she
died, leaving bin an only daughter as the
remembraucer of their loves; and to that
daughter she bad imparted all that she
herself knew.

Besides his calling as a fisherman, and his
adventures 1s a smugeler on sea, Harry also
made frequent inluud excursions. These
were generally performed by night, acrass
the wild moor, and by the most unfrequented
paths. A strong black horse, remarable for
s swiftness of fout, was the consu.nt com-
panion of his midnight jpurneys. A canvass
bag, fastened at bath ends, and resembling a
wallet, was invariably placed across the back
of the animel, and at cach end of the bag
wasa keg of brandy or Hnllands, while the
rider sat over these; and behind him wasa
jarge and rude portunanteau, containing
vackages of tea and tobacco. In his hand
he carried a strong riding-whip, and in the
Lreast pocket of his greatcout two horse pis-
tols, always laden and ready for extremities,
Theee journeys frequently required several
days, or rather nights, for their performance;
fur he carried his contraband goods to towns
ity miles distant, and on both sides of the
Border. The darker the night was, and the
inore tempestaous, the more welcome it was
to Harry. He saw nonecf the heauties in
the moon, on which poets dwell with admi-
ration. Itz hight may have charms for the
laver, but it has none for the simuggler. For
twenty vears he had carried on his mode of
waffic with uninterrupted success. He had
been trequently pursued ; but his good steed,
aided by his know ledge of localities, had ever
carried him beyoad the reach of danger; and
his stow holes had becn sosecreily and so
cunningly designed, that no one but himself
was able to dicover them, and informations
against him alware fell to the ground.

Emboldened by long suceess, he hal cens-
ed to be a spere purchaser of contrabani
goods upon the sea, and the story became
current that he had bought a share ol a fug-
ger, it conjunction with an Englishman ther
regident at Cuxhaven. His brother fisher
men were not all men of honour; for yee
will find biack sheep in every society, and
amongst all ranks of fife. Some of them had
fooked with an envious eye upon Harry's
run of good fortune, apd they bore it wiik
impatience ; but now, when he fairly, boldly,
aud proudly stepped out of their walk, and
seemed to rise head and shoulders above
thern, it was more thea they could stand. L
was the lagger's first trip; and they, having
managed to obtain istelligence of the day «
which slie was to sail with a rich cargo
gave inforination of the fact to the comman
der of a revenue cutier then craising vpa
the coast.

1 have mentioned that Harry was in tie
habit of wandering along the coast with 2
telescope under his arm. Iom the period
of his wile’s death, he had not gone regularly
1o sea, but let others have a share of by
boats for a stipulated portion of the fish thy
caught. INow, it was about day break, oue
morning in the middle of September, thy
he was on thebeach az I have described hin -
and perceiving the figure of the cutter o
the water, he raised his glass to his eye, %
examine it more minutely. He expectedth :
lugger on the following night, and the cutig -
was an object of interest to Harry. Asdy:
began to brighten, he knelt down behind:e?
sand bank, in order that he might takeh:
observations, without the chance of bein”
discovered ; and while he yet knelt, he per
ceived a boat pulled from the side of the cu: ~
ter towards the shore. At the first glane .
he descried it to be an Embleton coble, ax.
hefore it proceeded far, he discovered ¢
whom it bolonged. He knew that the owsty
was his cnemy, though he had not
courage opeaiy to acknowledge it, and iuaj;:*
moment the nature of his errand to thecit 3
ter flashed through Harry's brain.

“ sen it 11 see it all }” said the smuggls *
dashing the telescope back into its cas™
“1he low, the skulking coward: to go bizt -
upon a neighbour! But Pse have the we
therguage o' both o’ them, or iy pamess -
Harry Teasdale”

So saying, he hastened home to his hott
—he examined his cutlas, his pistols. %
bullets, and the powder. “All's right” =
the emuggler, and he entered the room whes.
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his daughter stept. He laid his rough hand
gently upon hera.

« Fanny, fove,® said he, * thou knowest
that 1 expect the lugger to-night, and I dont
thisrk I shall be at home, and I mayn’t be all
to-morrow 3 but you won't fret—like 2 good
girh Tkuow you won't. Keep all right, fove,
(ll { be back ; and say nothing.”

% Pear father,” returned Fanny, who was
now a lovely gitl of eighteen, ©  tremble for
this lifee which we {ead; as my poor mother
eaid, it adds the punishment of the law to
the dangers of the sea.”

« Oh, dont mention thy mother, dearest
} id the smuggler, “or thou wilt make a
% child of thy father, when he should be think-
g of other things. Ah, F anny t when [ Jost
thy mother, 1 fost every thing that gave de-
1light to my heart. Siuce then, the fairest
¥5elds are to me no better than a bare maor,
and 1 have only thee, my love—aonly my
Wanny to comfort me. So, thou wilt not
ory now—thou wilt not distress thy father,

it thou? No, no! 1 Lnow thou wilt not.
ngvshai! be back to thee to-morrow, love.”

More passed between the smuggler and
%is daughter—words of remonstrance, of ten-
erness, of assurance ; and, when he had feft
wn he again went to the beach, to where
ishoat had just landed from the night's
hing. None of the boats had yet arrived.
".she approached, the erew said, they “saw
‘ v his face there was something unpleasant
" the wind,” and others added—

- #Something’s vexed skipper, Harry, this
joraing, and that's a shame, for a better
il never lived.”

“ Well, mates,” said he, as he approached
* ‘em, “have you seen a shark cruising off
. ecoast this morning "

% " No,” was the reply.

¢ “But I have,” said Harry, “though she
" 'making offto keep out of sight now ; and,
orethan that, I have seen a cut-throat lub-

r that I would not set my foot upon—I
. zan the old Beelzebub iy, with the white
" d yellow stripe on hig yawl, pull from her

e. And what was he doing there ? Was

not telling them to leok out for the lug-

v

-Jome of the boat's crew uttered sudden
- 3 bitter imprecations. “ Let us go and
kthe old rascal before he reach the shore,”

Jone,

- With all my heart,” cried another—{or

¥ were all intorested in the fanding of the

3

fugger, and, in the excitement of the moment
they wist not what they said, )
* Sofily, sotily, my fads,” returned Harry,
fwe must think now what we can do for,
the cargo and ourselves, and not of him.”

“ Right, master,’ teplied another, “that
i3 what I am thinking.”

" Wow, look ye,” continued Harry, * 1 bes
lieve we shad have a squall before night,
and a prouy sharp one toe; but we musin't
mind that when our fortunes are at stake.
tiang all black-hearted knaves that would
peach an a neighbor, say I; but it is done in
our case, and we must only do our best to
muke the rascals story stick in histhroat, or
be the same a= if'it had; and I think it may
bedone yet. I know, but the peachers can't,
that the lugger ista deliver a fow score kegs
at Blyth before she run down here. We
must off and meet her, and give warning.”

“ Ay, ay, master Teasdale, thow’rt right ;
but, now that the thing has got wind, the
sharks will keep 2 hawk’s eye upon us, and
how we are to do it, f can’t see.”

“ Why, because thou'st blind,” said fHar-
ry.

“ No, hang it, and if' 1 be, master,” repliod
the other; " I cansee a& far as most of folks,
as yecantestify ; and I pow see plain enough
that if we put to zea now, weshull hae the
cutter after ug, and that would be what 1
call aniy leading the shark to where the sal-
mon lay.”

“ Man, I wonder to hear thee,” said Harry,
* folk wad say thou hast nae mair gumption
than a born fool. Do ye think I wad be such
an ass as to send ont spiea in the fuce ¢ the
eremy ? Hac I hald arun o gad?luck for
twenty yeass, and yet ye think me nae better
General than that comes to? 1 said, nae
doubt, that we should gang to sea to mect
the lugger, though there willbe a eguali,
and a heavy one too, before night, as surs
asl'm telling ye; but 1 didna say that we
should dow sae under the bows o fhe catter,
in our awn boat, or out o’ Embletan.”

“ Right, right, master,” said another, * no
more you did—~Ned isn't halflawake” The
name of the fisherman aftuded tc was Ned
Thomson.

“Weil, Ned, my lad,” continued Harry
“ I tell thee what must be done; 1 shall go,
saddle my old nag—get thou a hores from
thy wile’s father—he has tow, and can spare
one~and let us jog on as fast as we ¢sn for
Blyth; but we musin't keep by the coast,
leat the King’s folk get their eyes upon us.
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i—o:way, got ready, lad—set out as quick as
thee can~few are astir yet. 1 wont wait on
thee, and thou won't waif onme; but who-
sver comes first to [felton Brig, shall place
two bits o’ stores about the middle, on the
parapet I think they ca’ i; but it is the dyke
on each side o the brig I mean, ye knaw.
Put them on the left hand side in gaunelang,
down the water; or if they're there when ye
come up, ye'lf ken that Pmafore ye. Soget
ready, lad—quick ar ever yecan. Tell the
awd man naething about what ye want wi'
the horse—the fewer that knaw onything
about thir things the better. And ye, lads,
will be upon the look-out; and, if we can get
the lugger run in hers, have a’thmg in rea-
diness.’

* No fear o' that, master,” said they.

“ Well, Sir.” said Ned, * Pll be ready ina
teap-stick, but I knaw theawd chap wm kick
up a gang about lendin’ his horse.”

“ Tell him Pll pay for i, if ye break its
fege,”? said Harry.

The crew of the boat lavghed, and some
of them said—"Nohody will doubt that, mas-
ter—you are able enough to do it.”?

It must be observed. that, since Harry had
ecased to go rezwlarly tosea, and when he
whas really considered to be a rich man, the
erew of his boat began to call him master,
notwithstanding his sou’-wester and canvass
kilt. And now that it was known to them,
and currently rumoured in Embleton, that he
was part proprictor of a jugger, many of the
villagers bezanto call Fanny, Miss Teas-4
dale; and it must be =aid, that, in her dress
and conversation, she much nearer approxi-
mated to one that might be styled Miss, than
to & fisherman’s daugzhter Buat when the
character and education ol her mother are
taken into zccount, this will 1ot be wondered
at.

It would be unintercsting to sthe reader to
diccribe the journey of Harry and Ned Thom-
son to Biyth; before they arrived at Felton,
Harry had overtaken Ned, and they rode on
together,

On arriving at Blyth, they stopped at the
door of an individual who was to recejve
forty kilderkius of Hollands from the lugger,
and a Guantity of tobacco. It is well kaown
to be the first duty of an equestrian traveller
% look after his horss, and to see that itis
fed; but, in this instance, Barry forgot the
established ruje~the horses were given in
chargs of a girl ta take them to a stable, to

tened into the house, apd breathlessly in.
quired of its owner~"1 hope to heaven, Sir, |
ye have heard pothing of the Swallow 7

|The !ugger was called the “Swallow,”
from the ‘carpenter in Cuxhaven, who buik
her, having warranted that she “ would fly
through the water,” }

“ Why, nothing,” replied Harry’s brother ¥
smuggler; * but we shall be on the Jook-out
for her to pight.”?

" So far well,” caild Harry; “but [ hope
you have no fear of any ng s lobsters being
upon the coast, or rats ashore ?”

“I don’t think we have anything to fear
from the cutters,” said the other; *but|
won't answer for the spies on shore; thers
are folk wi’ us here, as weel as wi® ye, that -
canna see their neighbours thrive, and haud |
their tongue; and I think some o’ them hae
been gaun ower ofien about wi’ thespy-glas
this day or tow.”

“ Then,” said Harry, ¢ the lugger doesns
break bulk here, nor ai Embleton outher— -
that’s flat. Get ye a boat ready, neighbou,
and we maun off and meet her, or ye may .
drink sma’ yill to your venture and mine.”

“1t is growing tow stormy for a boatl -
venture cut,” answered the other. :

“Smash man!” rejoined Harry; “wad ;
you sit hereon your hunkers, while youf
capital is in danger o’ being robbed frae yof
ar simply as ye would snuff out a candle, ant}
a' to ezcape a night’s doukin'! Get up, ma

—get a boat—we maun to sea—we mank,

meet the lugger, or you and [ are done ma
~clean ruined a’thegither. I hae risked th
better part o' my bit Fanny’s fortune upnf
this venture, and, Heaven ! Pli suffer deadf

ten thousandfold afore 1see her broughtuf: '

poverty ; sze get a boat—get it—and if jf.

daurna gang out, and it nane o' your GiE
daur gang, Ned and me here wili gang ot

tow sel’s” :

¥ Surely ye wad be mad, Harry, to attem%,
guch & thing in an open boat to'mght,”wd
the Biyth merchant.

¥ Mad, or rio mad,” answered Harry, ”l ‘ '
hae said it, and I am determined. Theret 3
nae danger yet wi’ & man that knawshow i
to manage a boat. Ifyegang pullin’througt &

thick and thin, "through main strength, anf -
for bare life, as many o* the folk upon ox:
coast dee, then there is danger—but therer -

nae use for the like o* that. 1t isna enongt
to manage an oar; vou must knaw how! .
humour the sea, and to manage a wave~
Dinua think Pve been at sea mair then thirf

%o them fed, or otherwise, and Egrry has-

yess without knawn something about tht-

i
!
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matter. But I tell you what it is, triend--ye |

knaw what the Bible says—* The race is
not to the swift, nor the battls to the strong )’
now, the way to face breakers, or a storm at
seg, Is not to pull through desperation, as if
your life depended on the pulling ; but when
ye see a wave coming, ye must back-water,
and not pull again until ye eee an opportuni-
ty of ganin’ forward. It is the trusting to
mere pulling, Sir, that makes our life-boats
useless. The rowers in a life-boat should
study the sea as well as their oars. They
shomd consider that they save life by watch-
mg the wave that breaks over the vessel, as
well as by straining everynerve to reaclt her.
P\Juw, thigis a stormy night, nae doubt, but
we maun just consider oursefves gaun off to
the lugger in a life-boat. We maun work
cannily and warily, and Pl take the ma-
nagement o’ the hoat mysel.”

“ If ye dow that, master,” said Ned Thom-
, “ then I gang wi’ ye to a dead certainty.”

“ Weil Harry," replied the merchant, ¥ if
it maun be eae, it just maun besac; but I
think it a rash and dangerous undertaking.
‘21 wad sooner risk a’ that { have on board.”

i “Why, man, I really wonder to hear ye,”?
% eaid Harry; “folk would say that ye had
£y been swaddled in lambs’ wool &’ your life,
ard nursed on your mother’s knee--get a
¢ boat, and let us off to the lugger, and nae
* mair about it."

fis orders were obeyed--and, about an
hour after sunset, himselt, with Ne:d Thom-
+ wan, the merchant, and four others, put off to
1sea. They had, indeed, embarked upon a
> perilous voyage--hefore they were a mile
rom the shore, the wind blew a perfect hur-
ricane, and the waves chased each other in
% sirgles like monsters at play. Stil Harry
vided the boat with unerring ekill. He
< ydered them todraw back from the bursting
. ‘wave--they rose over it—he rendered it sub-

X

B ~rvient 1o his purpose. Within two hours
. & discried the lights of the Jugger. He
- Dew them, for he had given directions for
heir vse, and similar lights were hoisted
< tom the coble which he steered.
o "AlPs well # said Harry, and. in his mo-
. mentary joy, he forgot the tempe-iaous sea
A which they !aboure<. They reached the
. ugger—they gained the deck,

"‘Put back, friend—-pot back,” was the
. atealuiation of Harry to the akipper ; “the

‘ amp is blown, aad there are sharks along
. hofe U]

[y

g

“Tha devil ! replied the captain, who was
an Englishman ; “ and what shall we do?"”

“ Back, back,”? answered Harry, thatis
all in the meantime.”

But the storm now raged with more fierca-
ness~~it was impossible for the boat to return
to the shore, and Harry and his comrades
were compelled fo put to sea with the lugger.
Kven she hecame in danger, and it required

! the exertions of all hands to manage her.

The storm continued until daybreak, and
the vessel had plied many miles (rom the
chore ; but as day began to dawn, and the
storm nbated, an enemy that they feared
more appeared within a quarter of a mile
from them, in the shape of a cutter-brig. A
gun was fired from the latter as a signal for
the lugear 1o lie ton. Consterpation seized
the crew, and they hurried 1o and fro upon
the deck in confusion.

“Clear the decks!” cried the skipper;
“they chan’t get all without paying forit
Look to the guns, my hearties."”

“Avast! Master Skipper,” said Harry;
" though my property be in danger, T see no
cause why I should put my neck in dangse
too. [t will be time enough to fight when
we canna better dow; and if we can keep
them in play &’ day, there will be sma’ dan-
ger in wur gi’en them the slip at night.”

* As you like, Mr. Tecandale,” said the
skipper; “ alPsone to me. Helm about, my
lad,” added he, addressing the steersmap,
and away went the lugger as an arrow,
scudding before the wind.

The cutter made all sail, and gave chase,
firing shot after shot. She was considered
one of the fastest vessels in the service;
and though, on the part of Harry and
his friends, every nerve was srained,
every sail hoisted and every mancuvre used
they could not keep the lugger out of harm’s
way. Bvery half-hour he looked at his
watch, and wished for night, and as his fiiend,
the skipper, followed his example. There
was a hot chase for several hourg; and
though tubs of brandy were thrown over-
board by the dozen, stitl the whizzing bulleta
from the cutter passed over the heads of the
smugelers. 1t onght to be mentioned, also,
that the rigging of the lugger had early sus~
tained damage, and her speed was checked.
Abowu sunset a shot injured her rudder, and
she becan.e, for a time, as Harry described
her, “as helpless as a child,” The cutter
mstantly bore down upon her.

“ Now for it, my lads,” cried the skippesw—
“thera is nothing for it but fighting now~1



iss

TALES OF YHE BORDERS.

B

suppose that is what you moan, Master
Teasdale 2

Harry nodded his head, and quietly drew
his pistols from the breast-pocket of his great-
coat; and then added—

* Now, lads, this is a bad job, but we must
try to make the best on’t, and, we hae gone
thus far,” (and he discharged a pisto! at the
cutter as he spoke,) * ye knaw it is o’ nae use
to think o’ yielding—it is better to be shot
than hanged.” Ina few minutes the firing
of the cutter was returned by the lugger,
{rom two large gunsand a number of small
arme. Harry, in the midst of the smoke and
flame of the action, and the havoc of the
bulletr, was as cool and collected as if’ smok-
ing his pipe upon the beach at Embleton.

“See to get the helm repaired, 111, as fast
as ye can, " gaid he to the carpenter, while

‘he act of reloading his pistols; *let us
ﬁcnt away, but mind ye yur wark.”

Harry’s was the philosophy of courage,
mingled with the calculations of worldly
wisdom.

The firing had been kept up on both sides
for the space of half-an-hour. and the decks
of both were stained with the blood of the
wounded, when a party from the brig, head-
ed by her first mate, succeeded in boarding
the lugger. Harry seized a cutlass, which
tay unsheathed by the side of the comparion,
and was the first who rushed forward to
repel them.

“QOut o my ship, ye thieves!” cried he,
while, with his long arm, he brandished the
deadly weapon, and, for a moment, forgot his
habitual discretion.  Others of the crew in-
stantly sprang to the assistance of" Harry,
and, after ashort, but desperate encounter,
the invaders were driven from the deck
leaving their chief mate, insenszible from
wounds, behind them.

The rudder being repaired, €0 as to render
her manageable, the-lugger kept up a eort of
retreating fight until nighteet in, when as

l

ry was on his knees by the stde of the ofﬁ(er
washing hiz wounds with Riga balsam, o!
which they had a store on board, and bind-
ing them up, when one desperate fellow ry
short the perplexity and discuszion of the
crew, by proposing to fling their prize over-
board.

On hearing the brutal proposal, Harry
sprang to his feet, aud hurling out his long
bony arn, he exciaimed—" Y e savage!” and.
dashing his fist in the face o! the ruffian, lol
fed him to the deck.

The man (if we may call one who coul§
entertain s> inhuman an idea by the name
of mun) rose, bleeding, growling, and mut-
tering threats of revenge,

“Ye'll blab, will ye 2” said Harry, eycing
him fiercely—"* threaten to dow it again, and
there's the portion thats waiting for yur
neck !"—and, as he spoke, he pointed with his
finger to the cros=-tree of the lugger, and
added, * aud ye knaw that the same reward
awaits ye, if ye set yur weelfaur'd facs
ashore!—Qut o’ my sight, ye ’scape-the-
gallows.”

For three days and nights, after her en-
counter with the brig, the lugger kept out to
sea; and, on the fourth night, which wa
thick, dark, and starless, Harry resolvedto
risk all; and, desiring the skipper to stand
for the shore, all but run her aground on
Embleton beach. No light was hoisted, no
signal given. Harry held up his finger, and
every soul in the lugger was mute as death.
A boat was lowered in silence, and four of
the crew being placed under the command
of Ned Thompson, pulled ashore. The baat
flew quichly, but the oars seemed only to kis
the water, and no sound, audible at a dis
tance of five yards, proceeded from their
stroke.

“ Nowz, puli back quietly, mates,” said Ned,
“and I'll oe aboard wi’ ,gome o' wur awn
{clks in a twinkding.”

It was between one and two in the morn

Barry said, “she gave the cutter the slip | ing, and there was no cutward sign amongs

Jike a knotless thread.”

But now a disagreeable question arose
amongst them, aud that was, what they
should do with the wounded officer, who had
been left ag a prize in their hands—though a
prize that they would much rather havz been
without. Some wished that he might die of
his wounds, and s» thcy would get rid of him,
for they were puzzied how to dispose of him
in such & way as not to lead to their detec-
tion, and place their lives in jeopardy. Har-

the fishermen of Embleton that they were
on the alert for the arrival of a smuggler
The party who gave information to the cat-
ter having missed Harry for a few dara
justly imagined that he had obtained notice
of what they had done; and also believed
that Le had ordered the cargo io be deliver-
ed on some other patt of the coast, and they,
therefore, were off their guard. Ned, there-
fore, proceeded to the village; and, at the
houses of certain friends, metely gave three
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distinct and peculiar taps withs his Gnger upor.
their shutterless windows, from none of
which, it Lmay use the expression, proceed-
ed aven the shadow of’ light; but no svoner
- wae the last tap given upon each, than it

was responded to by a low cougli from within.

No words passed ; and at one window only

was Ned detained for a space exceeding ten
geconds, and that was at the house of his
master, Harey Teasdale. Fanny had elept
but little since her father left; swhen she
cought rest for an hour, it was during the
day, and she pow =at auxinusly watching
every sound. On hearing the understood
cignal, she sprang to the door.  “ Edward I
ghe whispered eagerly, “is it you?—where
s my father 2—what has detained him 7?2

“Don't be asking questious now, Miss
t Fanoy—sure it is very fooli=h,” rephed Ned,
‘Jinthe same toae; “ Mastur wili be here by
-Yand by ; but ye knaw we have bouny wark

1o dow afore daylizht yet.  Gud night,

hinny.”
3 So saying, Ned stole eoftly along the vil«
lage ; and, within half an hour, hulf a dozen
Jhoats were along-silde the lugger; and an
Four before duybivak, every tub ard every
Fale on boasd, was safely landed and stowed
“way.

= Yer, after she was a clean ship, there was
':; pe awkward business that etill remained to
settled, and that was how thay wereto
ispose of the wounded officer of the cutter-
% rig. A consultation was held—many opin-
£ ns were given.

;i“ At ony rate we must act like Christians)’
-Aeid Harry.

% Some prope:°d that he should be taken
5 ver to Holland and landed there ; but this
% he skipper positively refused to do, swearing
- atthe sooner he could getrid of such a
Zustomer the better.

. “ Why, I canna tell,” said Ned Thomson
2 but what dow ye say, il we just take him
> tthe door o the awd raecal that gied in-
rmation on us ?”

: “Capital ¥ cried two or three of the con-
- ave; “that’s just the ticket, Ned !”

** Nonsense !” interrupted Harry, “ it’s nae
. -ch thing. Man, Ned, 1 wonder that sica
“ever chap as ye aye talkslikea fool. 'Why
" might as well go and ask them to take

" wand me offto Morpeth before dinner time,

“tolay him at their door this morning.”

~“Well, Master Teasdale,” said the skip-

T, who was becoming impatient, *“ what

wld you have us ¢ do with him ?”?

2

e

T

A,

“Why, f see there’s naething for it,” an-
swered Harry, “ but I maun take the burden
o' him upon my awn shouthers. Get the
boat ready.’; Sosaying, and while it was
yet dark, he entered the cabin where the
wounded officer lay, bat who wag now con-
seious of his situation.

“Isay, my canny lad,” said Harry, ap-
proaching his bedeide, and addressing him
|* ye maun allow me to tie a bit handkercher
ower yur een for a quarter of an hour or sae.
—Y'e ncedna be feaved, for there’s naething
{=hall happen ye—but only, in looking after
yur gud, 1 maunna lose sight o my awn.
You shall be ta’en ashore as gently as we
can.”

The wounded man was too feeble to offer
any resistance; and Harry, binding up his
eyes, wrapt the clothes on the bed around
him, and carried him in his arms upon deck.
in the same manrer, he placed, him in the
boat, supporting him with his arm, and, on
reaching the shore, he bore him on his shoul-
ders to his house.

“Now, Sir,” said he, as he set him down
from his shoulders on an arm-chair, “ye
shall be at liberty to return, safe and sound
to your friends, your ship, or wherever ye
like.” Harry ther turned to his daughter,
and continued—* Now, my bird, come awa
in by wi* me, and 1 will let ye knaw what
ye have to dow.”

Fanny wondered at the unusual burder
which her father had brought upon hisshoul-
ders into the house; and, at his request, she
anxiously accompanied him into her own
apartment. When they had entered, and
he had shut the door behind them. he took
her hand affectionately, and, addressing her
in a sort of whisper, said—

“Now, Fanny, love, ye maun be very
cautious~as [ knaw ye will be—and miand
what I am telling ye to dow.” He then
made her acquainted with the rank of their
inmate, and the manner in which he had
fallen into their hands, and added—* Now,
darling, ye see we maun be very circumspect
and keep his being here a secret from every
body; he maun remain ignorant o' hisown
situation, nowther knowing where he is, nor
in whose hands he is; for, if it were found
out, it wad be as much as your father’s life
is worth. Now, he maun stop in this reom,
asit looks into the garden, and he can ses
naething frae it, nor will anybolly be able to
see him, Ye maun sleep wi’ the laszin the

i kitchen, and yur ‘bsempler,’ and every book, )
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or onythirig that has 8’ name on’t, maun b
1aken out o' the room. It winna dow for
onybody but you and me ever to see him, or
to wait on him ; and, when we do, he maun-
na be allowed to see either yur face or mine ;
but I will put my awd mask on, that I used
10 wear at night sometimes when there was
onything particular to dow, and 1 thought
thers wad be danger in the way; and R

continued he, as the doting parent rose in his :

bosom, “it wadna be chancy for him to see
my Fanny’s face at ony rate; and when ye
maun have your features eo concealed, that,
if he met you again, he wadna knaw ye.
Now, hinny, ye'll attend to &’ that P've eaid
~for ye remember your father's life depends
on’t—aud we maun be as kind to the lad as
we can, and try to bring him about as oon
a8 possible, to get clear on him.”

Fanny promised to obey her father’s in-
junctions; but fears for his safety, and the
danger in which he was placed, banished
every other thought. The “sampler,” every-
thing that could lead thestranger to a know-
ledge of the name of his keepers, vr of the
place where he was, was taken out of the
room.

Harry, muffling up his face, returned to
the apartment where the wounded man was,
and, supporting him on his arm, he led him
to that which he wasto occupy. He then
took the bandage from his eyes, and, placing
him on the bed; again desired himn to keep
himself easy, and wished him * good morn-
ing,” for day wasnow begining to dawn.

The name of our smuggler’s wounded
prisoner was Augustus Hartly. He was
about twenty-four years of age, and the son
of a gentleman of considcrable rroperty in
Devonshire ; and, at the period we speak of,
he was in expectation of being removed from
his situation as second officer of the brig, and
promoted to the command of a revenue cut
ter. The wounds which he had received on
the deck of the lugger were severe, and had
reduced him to a state of extreme feebleness;
but they'were not dangerous. He knew not
where he was, and he marvelled at the treat-
ment he experienced ; for it was kind, yea,
even roughly courteous, and unlike what he
might have expected from the hands of such
men as those into whose power he had fallen.
Anxiety banished sleep ; and when the risen
sun lighted up the chamber where he lay, he
stretched forth his hand and drew aside the
curteing, to ascertain whether the appear-

~anes of tke apartment would in any way

reveal the mystery which eurrounded his
situation. Butit rather increased it. Inthe
window were the flowers—around the walls
the curious needle-work; the furniture was
neatly arranged—there was:an elegancs
cver all; and, to increase his wonder, in a
corner by the window. was a small harp, and
a few pages of music lay upon a table near
him.

“Surely,” thought Augustus * this can
not be the habitation of a half uncivilized
smuggler; and yet the man who brought
me here scemed such.?

He drew back his head upen his pillow, &
seek the explanationin conjectures which he
could not otherw.se obtuin; and while he
fay coujecturing up strange fancies, Harry,
with the mask upon his face, his hair tied

up and concealed, and his body wrapt ins

greateoat, entered the room.

* Well, how art thou now, lad ?’ said the
emuggler, approaching the bed ; “ dost thint
ye could 1ake brealfast yet 2”

Avgustusthanked him, but the appearancs
of Harry in his strange dizguise increased hi
curiosity and anxiety.

Harry withdrew, and again returned witl
the breakfast ; and though an awkard waiter,
he was an attentiveone. Few words passel
between them for the questions which Au
guetos felt desitous to ask, were checked by
thesmuggler, saying—" Now, my canny lad
while here I maun lay an embargo on you
asking ony questions, either at me or onybod
else. Ye shall be taken gud care on—i
ye want onything, just tak that bit sticke
your bed-side, aud gie a rap on the fleor, as
I'll cometoye. Yeshall want for naething
and, as soon as ye aré better, ye shall bes
liberty to gang where ye like. But I maw
caution ye again, that ye are to &sh n&
questions.”

Augustus again thanked him, and ws
silent.

At the end of eight days, he was ablet
rise from his bed, and to sit up for a &
hours. Harry now said to him—

“As thou will be dull; belike thou wilt har
nae objections to a little music to cheer thes

Thus saying, he left the room, and, in.
few minutes, returned with Fanny. Hew.
disguised as before, and her features we:
concealed by several folds of black crap
which covered head and face, after the fas
ion of' a nun. She curtsied with a mods

grace to the stranger a5 she entered.
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"I'lie publisher of this Periodical, respectfully informs
his subscribers, that the March number, was withheld,
not from neglect, but from unavoidable causes. The
scarcity of hands, removing offices, and many other
reasons, rendered it absolutely impracticable for him to
bring the March number forward. He now assures hig
subscribers, that they will, in future, have the work regu-
larly cvery month, and although they may have been a

little disappointed, he will strive to conciliate them by
rigid punctuality.



