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MIPSIDE MAGGY~OR THE BANNOCK O TOLLISHILL.
“ Every bannock had its maik, but the bannock o’ Tollighill.”

Belike,gentle reader, thou hastoften heard
‘he proverb quoted above, that * Every ban-
ndek had its maik, but the bannock o Tollis-
¥ The eaying hath its origin in aro-
-agtic tradition of the Lammermoors, which
“shall relate to thee. Twllishill is the name
faeneep farm in Berwickshire, situated in
yeparish of Lauder. Formerly it was di-
ded into three farms, which were occupied

ydifferent tenants; and, by way of distins
-uizhing it from the others, that in which
‘welt the subjects of our present story was

_ —nerally called Midside, and our heroine ob-
ained the appellation of Midside Maggy.—
ollishill was the property of John, second
arl,and afterwards Duke of Lauderdale—a
-monage whom Y zhall more than once, 1n
“ese tales, have oceasion to bring before

-nereaders, and whose character posterity

ath small cause to hold in veneration. Yet
“ablack character, indeed, in which there
“not to be found vne streak ol sunshine ; and
“estory of the “ Bannock of Tollishill” re-

‘meth tosuch a streak in the history ot John,
‘¢ Lord of Thirlestane.

Time hath numbered somewhat more than
hundred and ninety years since Thomas
ardie became tenant of the principal farm
“Tollishill. Now, that the reader may pic-
s Thomas Hardie as he was, and oo tra-
tion hath described him, he or she must im-
-ine a tall, strong, and iresh-coloured man
fifty, a few hairs of grey mingling with his
win locks; a countenance expressive of
uch good nature and some intelligence,
hile 2 Lowland bonnet was drav/n over his
ww. The other parts of his dress were of
u1se, grey, home-spun cloth, manufaciured
Earlston ; and across his shoulders, in
mmeras well as in winter, he wore the
sntain plaid. His principles assimilated
those held by the men of the Covenant;
t Andrew, tkougl. a native of the hills
-not without the worldly prudence which
wnsidered as being more immediately the
wmeteristic of the buying and selling chil-
aofsociety. Rislandlord was no favourer
the Covenant, and, though Andrew wish-
!yelltothe cause, hedid not see the ne~
dy of making his laird, the Lord of Lau-
dale, his enemy for its sake. e, there-
5 J;xdged it wige to remain a neutral spec-

tator of the religious and political strugglea
of the period.

But Andrew was a bachelor. Halfa cen-
tury had he been inthe world, and the eyes
of no woman had had power to throw aspark
into his heart. Inhissingle, solitary state he
was happy, or he thought himself happy,
and thatis muchthe same thing. But an
accident occurred wkich Jed him, first to be-
lieve, and eventually to feel, that he was but
a sulitary and comfortless mootland farmer,
toiling for he knew not what, and laying up
treasure he knew not for whom. X{ea, am!
while others had their wives spinning, card-
ing, knitting, and smilinz before them, and
their baivns running laughing and sporting
round about them, he was but a poor deser-
ted creature, with nobody to speak to, nobody
to care for, or to eare for him. Every person
had some object ‘ostrive for and to make
them strive, but Thomas Hardie; or, to use
his own words, * he was just in the situation
o’ a tewhit that had lost its mate~—"te-wheet !
te-wheet ! it cried, flapping its wings impa-
tiently and forlornly—and *te-wheet! te~
wheet!” answered vacant echo frae the
dreary giens.”

Thomas had been to Morpeth disposing of
a part of his hirsels, and he had found & much
better market for them than he anticipated.
He returned, therefore, with a heavy purse,
which generally hath a tendency to createa
light and merry heart, and he arrived at
Westruther, and went into a hotel, where,
three or four times in the year, he was in the
habit of spending a cheerful evening with
his friends. He had called for a quegh of
the landlady’s best, and he sat down at his
ease with the liquor before him, for he had
but a short way totravel. Healso pulled
out his tebacco-box and his pipe, and began
to inhale the fumes of what, up to that period,
was almost a forbidden weed. But we ques-
tion much, if the royal book of Fames the
Sixth of Scotland and First of England,
which he published against the use of tobac-
¢o, ever found its way into the Lammermoors,;,
though the indian weed did ; therefore Tho’s
Hardie sat enjoying his glass and his pipe,
unconscious or regardless of the fulmina-
tions which he who was king in his boyhood,
had published agzainst the latier. But he
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had pot sat long, when e fair maiden, an ac-
quamtance of “mine hostess” entered the
hostelrie, and began to assist her in the cut-
ting out or fashioning of & crimson kirtle.~
Her voice fell upon the ear of Thomas likz
the * music of sweet sounds,” He had never
heard a voice before that not unly fell softly.
on his ear, but left a lingering murmur in his
heart. She, too, wasa young thing of net
more than eighteen. If ever hair might be
called * gowden” it was hers. It was a light
and shining bronze, where the pravalence of’
the golden hue gave a colour to the whole.
Her fuce was a thing of beauty, over which
health spread 1ts roseate hue, yet softly, as
though the westling winds bad caused the
leavesof the blushing rose tokiss her cheeks,
and leave their delicate hues and nnpression
behind them, She was of a middle stature,
and her figure was such, although arrayed
i homely garments, as would have com-
manded the worship of a connoissenr of
grace and symmetry. Butbeyond all that
kindled a flame within the hitherto obdurate
beart of Thomas, was the witching influ-
ence, of hersmile. For a full hour hesat
with lus eyes fixed upon her, save at inter-
vals, when he withdrew them tolook into the
unwonted agitation of his own breast, und
examine the cause.

* Amongst the daughters of women,”
thought he unto himself ; for he had asprink-
{ing of the language of the age about him ;
* none have I seen so beautiful. Her cheeks
bloom bonnier than the heather on Tollishill,
and her bosom seems safl as the new-shorn
fleece. Her smile islikea blink o* sunshine,
and would makesummer to those on whom
it fell all the year round.”

He also discovered, for the first time, that

“ Tollishill was a dull place, especially in the
winter season.” When, therefore, the fair

deunsel had arrayed the fashion of the kirtle
and departed, without once having seemed
1o observe Thomas, he said unts the good
wife of the hostefrie—*" And wha, now, if it
be a fair question, may that bonny lassie be?”?
“She is indeed a bonny lassie,” answered
the lanlady, “anda guid lassie too ; and I
hae nae doubt but, as you are asingle man,
Maister Hardie, your question isfair enough.
Hername is Margaret Lyleston, and she is
theonly bairn o’ @ poor infirm widow that
came to live here some two or three years
" syne. They came frae south ower some way,
andT am sure they haveseen better days.—

Midside Maggy.

We thousht at first that the auld womg:
had been a Cathelic, but 1 euppese that i
the case, though they certainly are baith ¢
themstrong Episcopawlians, and in no war
favourable to the preachersor the word ¢
the Covenant; but I mustsay for Maggy,
that she is a bonny, sweet-tempered, an}
obliging lassie—though, poor thing, her moth
er hasbrought her up in a wrang way.”

Many dayshad not passed ere Thoms
Hardie, arrayed in his Sunday habiliment,
paid another visit to Westruther, and he cay
tionsly asked of the gudewife of the hostd
many questions concerning Margaret; as
although she jeered him,and said that"Mag
gy would ne'er think o’ a grey-haired catk
fike him,” he brooded over the fond faney,

and, although on this visithe saw hera,
he returned to Tollishill, thinking of her s
his bride. It was a difficult thiog fora ra
of fifty, who had been the companion of sl
tude from his youth upwards, and who ha
lived in single blessedness amidst the sifens
of the hills without feeling the workingsd
the heart, or being subjected to the influenes
of ite passions—1 say, it was indeed difficat
for such a one to declare, in the earofs
blooming maiden of eighteen, the taleoflz
first affections. But an opportunity arrivel
which enabled him to disembosom the bur
den that pressed upon his heart.

It has been mentioned that Margaret Lﬂe
stone and her mother were poor, and the ki
ter, who had long been laid bown with infp
mities, was supported by theindustry of e
daughter. They had also a cow, whichw:
permitted to graze upon the hills without f«
or reward, and with the milk which it prede
ced, and the cheese they manufactured, &
gether with the poor earninge of Margar
positive want was long kept from them. Be
the old woman became more and more it
firm-~the hand of death seemed. stretchi:
over her. She required nourishment whic
Margaret could not procure for her; v
that it might be procured—that her mak
might live and not die~the fair maiden s
the cow to Kelso to be sold, from wheuncet
seller was to bring with hira the restorati
that her parent required.

Now it so was that Thomas Hardie, &
tenant of Tollishill, was in Kelso mark
when the cow of Widow Lylestone wast
fered for sale ; and, as it possessed theel
acteristic' marks of & good milcher, hei
quired to whom it belonged. On being®
swered, he turned round for a few momes
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yadstood thoughtful, but again turning to
the individual who had been intrusted to dis-
pose of it, he inquired—

“ And wherefore ische selling it 7

" Really, Maister Hardie,” replied the
other, “ I could not positively say, but 1 have
fittle doubt it is for want—absolute necessity.
Theauld woman’s very frail and very ill—{
hae to take 2’ sort o’ things out to her the
pight frae the doetor’s, after selling the cow,
andit’s not in the power o’ things that her
dawghter, Industrious asshe is, should be able
to got them for her ctherwise.”

Thomas again turned aside, and he drew
hiseleve across his eyes. Having inquired
the price sought for the cow, ke handed the
money to the seller, and gave the animal in
tharge of one of his herdsmen. He left the
matket earlier than usual, and directed his
grvant that the cow should be taken tc

Westrather.

Itwas drawing towards gloaming before
‘Thomas approached the habitation of the
widow ; and, before he could summon cour-
age toenter it for the first time, he sauntered

“for several minutes, backward and forward

oo the moor, by the side of the Blackadder,
which there silently wends its way, as a dull
and simple burn, through the moss. He feit
alf the} awkwardness of an old man strug-
gling beneath the influence of a young feeling.
He thought of what he should say, how he
thould act, and how he would be received.—
Atlength he had composed a short introduce-
tory and explanatory speech which pleased
bim. He thought it contained both feeling
and delicacy (according to his notions of'the
latter) in their proper proportions, and after
epeating it three or four times over by the
Jde of the Blackadder, he procecded towards
the cottage, still repeating it to himself as

. he went, But, when he raised his hand and

kmocked at the door, his heart gave a similar
.gock upon his bosom, as though it mimicked
Jim, every .word of the introductory speech
which he had studied and repeated again and
again, short though it was, was knocked
from his memory. The door was opened by
Margaret, who invited him to enter. She
was beautiful as when he first beheld her—
wthought more beautiful ; for she now spoke
tohim. Her mother sat in an arm-chair, by
decide of the peat fire, and was supported
vith pillows. He took off his bonnet, and
eilormed ap awkward but his best ealuta-
don,

-
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* { beg your pardon,” 2aid he, hiesitatingls,
“ for the liberty I have taken i calling upon
vou. But—I was in Kelso the day—and”—
he paused, and turned his bonnet once or
twice in his hands~"* and,” he resumed, 1
cbserved, or rather I should say, I learned
that ye intended to sell your cow ; but, I alsa
heard that ye was very ill, and”~-—here he
made another pauvse..” I say 1 heard that
ye was very ill, and I thought it would be a
hardship for you to part wi’ erummie, and
especially at a time when ye aresure tostand
most in need o every help. Solbought the
cow—buts as T say, it would bea very great
hardship for you to be without the milk, and
what the cheese may bring ata time Lke
this; and, therefore, I have ordered her to
be brought back to ye, and ane o® my men
will bring her haiwne presently. Never con-
sider the cow as mine, for a bachelor farmer
like me can better afford to want the siller,
than ve can to want your.cow ; and I might
hae spent it far mair foolishly, and wi’ less
eatisfaction. Indeed, if ye only but think
that good I've done, I'm mair than patd.”

“ Muister Hardie,” said the widow, * what
have I, 8 stranger widow wouman, dong tu
deserve this kindness at your hends 2 Or
how isitin the power o’ words for me to
thank ye? HE who provideth for the widow
and the fatherless will pot yermit you to go
unrewarded, though I cannot. O Margaret,
hinny,” added she, “ thank our benefactor
as we ought tothapk him, forI cannot,™

Fair Margasets thanks were o flood of
tears.

* Oh, dinna greet!” said Thomas; “I
would ten times owerrather not hae bought
the cow, but hae lost the siller, than 1 would
hae bean the cause 0’ a single tear rowin’
down your boony cheeks”—* Osir,” an-
swered the widow, “but they jare the tears
o’ gratitudz that distress my bairn, and nae
tears are mair precious.”

I might tell how Thomas sat down by the
peat fire between the widow and her daugh-
ter, and how he took the hand of the latter,
and entreated her to dry up her tears, saying
hischiel’ happiness would beto be thought
sheir friend, and to deserve their estecm.—
The cow was brought back to the widow’s
and Thomas returned to Tollishill with his
herdsman. Bat, from that night, he be-
came almost a dady visiter at the housc ot
Mras. Lylestone.  He provided whatever she
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required—all that was ordered her. He
spoke not of love to Margaret, but he wooed
her through his kindness to her mother, It
was, perhaps, the most direct avenue to her
affectione.  Yet, it was not because Thomas
thought so that he pursued this course, but
because he wanted confidence to make his
appeal in a manner more formal or direct.
‘T'he widow lingered many montbs, and all
that jay within the power of human means
he caueed to be done for her, to restore her
to health and strength, or at least to smooth
her dying pillow. But the last was all that
could be done. 'Where death spreadeth the
shadow of his wing, there is no escape from
sinking beneath the baneful influence of its
shade. Mrs. Lylestone, finding that the hour
of her departure drew near, took the hand of
her benefactor, and when ehe had thanked
him for all the kiudness which he had shewn
towards her, she added— '

# PBut, O Sir, there is one thing that makes
the hand of death heavy. When thesod is
cau'd upon my breast, who will luok after my
poor orphan—~—my bonny faitherless and mo-
therless Margaret? Where willshe find a
hame 7

“ O Mam,” said Thomas, *if the like 0
me durst say it, she need na hae far to gang
to find a hame anda heart too. Would she
only be mine, I would be her protector—all
that I have should be hers.” A gleam of
joy brightened in the eyes of the dying wi-
dow. “ Margaret !’ she exelaimed faintly ;
and Margaret laid her face upon the bed and
wept.

“ O my bairn ! my poor bairn !’ continued
her mother, “shall T see you protected
and provided for before 1 am ‘ where the
wicked cease from troubling and the weary
are at rest,’ which canoot be long now 27

Thomas groaned—tears glisted in his eyes ;
he held his breath in suspense. The moment
of trial, of {condemnation or acquittal, of
happiness or misery, had arrived, With an
eager impatience he trembled to hear her an-
swer. But Margaret’s heart was prepared
for his proposal. He had first touched it with
gratitude, he had obtained her esteem ; and
where these sentiments prevail in the bosom
of a woman whose affections have not been
hestowed upon another, love isnot far dis-
tant—if it be not between them, and a part
of both.

“Did ever I dizobey you, mothdr 2” sob-

Maggy.
bed Margaret, raising her parent’s hand i
her lips,

 No, my bairr., no!” answered the widos:
and raising hersell in the bed, she took her

daughter’s hand and placed it in the handd
Thomas Hardie.

“ Oh!” caid he, “is this possible? Doy,

mwy bonny Margaret really coneent to mak
me the happiest man on earth 7 Shall I haw
a gem at Tollishill that T wadna exchangelr
a monarch’s diadem ?”

It is sufficient tosay.that the young and
lovely Margaret Lylestone became Mn
Hardie of Tollishill ; or, asshe was gen
ally called, **Midside Maggy.” Her mokha
died within three months after their mar-
riage, but died in peace, having, as she i
“seen her dear bairn blessed wi' a leal an
a kind gudeman, and one that was weelt
do.”?

For two years after their marriage, aul
not a happier couple than Thomas aud Mi¢
side Maggy were to be found en allthe lox;
Lammermoor, in the Merse, nor yet int
broad Lothians. They saw the broom ad
the heather bloom in their season, and thyy
heard the mavis sing before their dwellise:
yea, they beheld the snow falling on &
mountains, and the drift sweeping down t:
glens; but while the former delighted, th
latter harmed them not, and from alf thy
drew mutual joy and happiness. Thomassi
that ** Maggy wasa matchless wife,” &
she that * he was a kind, kind husband”

But the third winter was one of’ terrorz
mong the hills. 1t was near the new y&
the snow began to fall on a Saturday,
when the following Friday came: the stor
had not ceased. It was accompanied b
frost and a fierce wind, and the drift 5w
and whirled like awful pillars of alabak
down the hills and along the glens.

“ Sweeping the flockg and herds”
Fearful was the wrath of the tempest ont:
Lammermoors. Many farmers suffered .
verely, but none more severely than Thot
Hardie of Tollishill. Hundreds of lussh
had perished in a singie pight. Hen
brought from prosperity to the brink of ¢
versity.

But another winter came round. 1t
menced with aseverity scarce inferiorto
which had preceded it, and againecors
his sheep were buried in the snow. }
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‘ruary had not passed, and scarce had
he sun entered what is represented us
he astrenomical sign of the * twa fish," in
he heavens; when the genial influence
{ spring lell with almost summer warnith
poo the earth.  During the night, the dews
ame heavily on the ground, and the sun
+¢ked it up in a vapour. But the herbage
rew rapidly, and the flocks ate of it greedi-
- und licked the dew ere the sun rose to
it up. 1t brought a murrain amongst
hem; they died by hundreds, and those that
ven fattened, but did not die,no man would
archase ; or, if purchased, it was only upon
he understanding that the money should be
syraed if the animals were found unsound.
hese misfortanes were too much for Tho's.
tardie. Within two years he found himself
wined man. But he grieved not for the
~of his flocks, noryet for his own sake,
ut for that of his fair young wife, whom he
ved as the apple of his eye. Many, when
2y heard of his misfortunes, said that they
aresarry for bonny Midade Maggy.

But, worst of all, the rent day of Thomas
“ardie drew near, and for the first time since
2held a farm, he was unable to meet his
adlord with his money in his hand. Mar-
aret beheld the agony of his spirit, and she
ew itscause. She puton her Sunday hood
dkirtle; and, professing to her husband
“atehe wished to go to Lauder, she took
rway to Thirlestane Castle, the residence
“their proud landlord, before whom every
nant in arrear trembled. With a shaking
4 she kuocked ai the hall dvor, and, after
uch perseverance and entreaty, was ad-
ited into the presence of the haughty
al.  She curtsied low before him.

“Well, what want ye, my bonay lass #'—

i Lauderdale, eyeing her significantly.

“Mayit please your Lordship,” replied
argaret, “I am the wife o’ your tenant,
homas Hardie o’ "Tollishill, and a good ten-
the has been to your Lordship for twenty
ar,s’ and more, as your Lordship must weel
n.

“He has been my tenant for more than
enty years, say ye,” interrupted Lauder~
le; “and ye say ye are his wife; why,
Jing on thy bonny face, 1 shoul” say, that
~heather hasna bloomed twenty times on
- knowes o Tollishillsince thy mother
ethee. Yet ye say ye are his wifel—
shrew me, but Thomas Hardie isa man
taste. Ave na ye his daughter 2?
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“No, my Lord ; his first, his only, ard his
lawlu® wife—and I wonld only say, that to
you and your father before ye, for more than
twenty years, be has paid his rent regularly
and fe'thfully ; but the seasons hae visited
us sairly, very sairly, for two years succes—
sively, my Lotd, and the drift has destroyed,
and the rotrooted out our flocks, so that we
are hardly able to hold up our heads umong
our neighbours, and to meet your Lordship
at your rent-day is out o' onr power—there-
{ore have 1 come to ye to implore jec that we
may have time to gather our feet, aad to gie
your Lordship and every wnan his due, when
it is in our power.”

“ Hear me, gudewife,” rcjoined the Earl:
“were I to listen to such stories as yours, I
might have every farmer’s wife on my es-
tates coming whimpering and whinging, tiil
1 was left to shake a purse with paething
in’t, and allowing others the benefit o' wy
lands. But it is uot every day thata face
like yours comes iu the shape o' sorrew be-
fore me—and, for aekiss o’ your cherry mou’,
(and ye may take my compliments to your
anld man for his taste,) yeshall have a dis-
charge for your half-year’s rent: and see if
that way set your husband on his feet
again.”

“ Na, your Lordship, na!” replie} Marga-
ret: “it would ill become ony woman in my
situation in life, and especially a marrie 1 one,
to be daffin’ wi’ such as your Lordship I
am_the wife o Thomas Hardie, who iz a
good gudeman tome, and I come here this
day to entreat -ou to deal kindly wi’ him in
the day o’ his misfortune.”

“Troth,” replied Lauderdale—who could
feel the force of virtue in others, though he
did not always practise it in his own person ;
“ [ hae heard o’ the blossom o’ Tollighill be-
fore,and 2 bonny flower ye are to bloom in
an auld man’ bower; bat 1 find ye modest
as ye are bonny, and upon one condition will
1 grant your request. Ye hae told me o’
your hirsels being buried wi’ the drift, and
that the snow has covered the May primrose
on Leader braes ; now it is Martinmas, and
it in June ye bring me a snowball, not only
shall ye be quit o' your back rent, but ye
shall sit free in Tollishill until Martinmas
next. Buteee that in June ye brin,, me the
snowball or the rent.”

Margaret made her obeisance before the
Earl, and, thanking him, withdrew. But
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she feared the coming of June~(ur to raise
the rent even taen she well kaew would be
u thing impossible, and she thought also it
would be equally so to preserve a snow-ball
beneath the melting gun of June. 'Though
young, she had too much prudence and hon-
esty to keep a secret from her hushand—it
was her maxim, and-$ was & good one, that
‘ there ought to be no secrets betwoen a man
and his wife which the one would conceal
from the other.” She therelore told him of
her journey to Thirlestane, and of all that
had passed between her and the Earl—
‘Thomas kissed her cheek, and called her his
“bonny, artless Maggv ;" but he had no more
hope of seeing a snow-ball in June than che
had,and he sald “the bargain was like the
bargain o’ a crafty Lauderdale.”

Again the winter storms howied upon the
Lammermoors, and the snow Jay deep upon
the hills. Thomas aud his herdsmen were
busied in exertions to preserve the remainder
of his flocks; but oue day, when the west-~
ling winds breathed with a thawing influence
upon the snow-clad hills, Margaret went
forth to where there was a small, deep, and
shadowed ravine by the side of the Leader.
In it the rivulet formed a pool and seemed
to slecp. and there the grey trout loved to lie
atease; for a high dark rock, over which
the brushwood grew, overhung it, and the
vays of the sun fell not upon it. In the rock,
and near the side of the stream, was a deep
cavity, and Margaret forined a enow-bali on
the brae top, and she rolled it slowly down
into the shadowed glen, till it attained the
magnitude of an avalanche in miniature.—
She trede upon it, and pressed it firmly to-
gether. Sherolled it farinto the cavity, and
blocked up the mouth of the aperture, so that
neither light nor air might penetrate the
strange coffer in which she had dep:sited the
equally strange rent of Tollishill. Verily,
commo3 as ice-houses are in our day, let not
Midside Maggy be deprived of the merit of
their invention.

i havesaid that it was her maxim to keep
no secret from her.husband; but, as it is said,
there is no rule without an exception, even
60 it was in the case of Margaret, and there
was one secret which she communicated not
to Thomas, and that was—the secret of the
hidden snow-ball.

But June came, and Thomas Hardie was
a sorrowful man. He hadin no measure
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overcome the calunities of former seasy
and he was still unprepared with his ren.
Margaret shared not his sorrow, but sty
to cheer him, and said~—

#* We shall hae asnow-ball in June thay
I climb to the top o Cheviot for it.”

“ O my bonny lassie,” replied he—and}
could see the summit of Cheviot from!
farm—* dinna deceive yoursel’ wi’ vt
could only be words spoken in jest—hu
ony rate, ] rerceive there hasbeen naess;
on Cheviot for a month past.”

Now, not a week had passed but May
ret had visited the apertare in the raw
where the suow-ball was concealed, »
through id1} curiosity, ‘o perceive whetby
had melted away, but more effectusly
stop up every crevice that might have b
made ie the materials with which shel
blog'.ed up the mouth of the cavity.

But the third day of the dreadful mx
had not passed, when a messenger ariel
Tollishill fromy Thirlestane with the g

maadate—* June has come!"’

“ And we shall be at Thirlestane (o
row,” answered Margaret.

“ 0O my doo,” said Thomas, ** whalr
gense are ye talking I—that isna fike ye, ¥
garet—D’ll be in Greenlaw Jail the m
and our bits @’ things in the house. ani.
flocks will-be seized by the harpiesd.
law—and the only thing that distress
is, what isto come o’ you, hinny.”

“Dinna dree the death ye'll neverd
said Margaret aflectionately—* we shall
if we be spared, what the morn will br

“The fortitude o your mind, Margz
said Thomas, taking her hand—he int&
to have said more, to have finished a:
tence in admiration of her worth, but
heart filled, and he wassilent.

On the following morning, Margaret:
unto him—

“Now, Thomas, if ye are ready, w
go to Thislestane. It isalways worseé
pect or think o’ an evil than to face it

¢ Margaret, dear,’ said he, I cannat
prehend ye—wherefore ghould 1 thrs
head into the lion'sden ¢ It will soone
seek me in my path.

Nevertheless, she said unto him ‘G
and bade him tobe of good heart-a
rose and accorspanied her. But Mt
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«ted him to the deep ravine, where the  “Ibring ye snow in June, my Lord,” re-
-tergscemed to sleap, and nosunbeam ever plied Margaret, “agreeably to the terms o’
1—and, as she removed the earth and the your hargain, and am sorry, for your sake
wes, with which she had blocked up the and ours, that it has not yet been in our pow-
uthof the cavity in the rock,he stocd won- €r to bring gowd instead o't.”

ring. She entered the aperture, and rolled  Loud laughed the Easl, as Margaret un-
“hthe firm maes of enow, which was yet rolled the huge snow-ball before him, and
“large to be lifted by hands. When Tho- Thomas thought unto himself, “ I said how
ssaw this, he smiled anq weptatthesame jt would be.” But Lauderdale, calling for hig
ant, and he pressed his wife's cheek 10 wijting materinls, sat down and wrote, and
bosorns and said~- he placed in the hands of Thomasa discharge
Great has been the care o® my poor Mar- not only for his back rent. but for all that
-, but it is o noavail—for though he hoe should otherwisa be due at the ensuing Mar-
ved more than a match for the seasons, tinmas.

.proposal was buta jest o’ Lauderlale. Thoms {iardie bowed, and bowed again
What isa man but his word ? replied before the Earl, low and yet lower, awk-
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rzaret, ‘and him a nobleman too.

Nobility are but men,” answered Thomas,
tseldom better men than other folk. Be-
eme, if we were to gaag before him wr’
agha’ in our hands, we should only get
ohed at for our pains.’—* It was his own
wmemt,’ added she—' and, at ony rate;
tan be nothing the worse for seeing if he
ahide by it.?

reaking the snowy mass, she rolled upa
wnof it in a napkin, and they went to-
&s Thirlestane together—though often
Thomas stop by the way andsay—

largaret, dear, 1'm perfectly ashamed to
2 upon this business—as sure as I am
ding here, as I have tauld ye, we will
et ourselves laughed at.’

I would rather be laughed at, added she,
_ndespised for breaking my word; and
rlaird break his now, wha wadna des-
him 2

rmonious as their wedded life had hi-
wheen, there was what might well nigh
ulled bickerings between them on the
Jfor Thomas felt or believed that she
leading him on a fool’s errand. But they
ved at the Castle of Thirlestane, and

wardly and still more awkwardly, and he
endeavoured to thank him, but his tongue
faltered in the performance of its office, He
could have taken his hand in his and wrung
it fervently, leaving his fingers to express
what his tongue could not—but his laird was
an Earl; and there wasa necessary distance
to be oh=erved between an Earl and a Lam-
mermoor farmer.

“Thank not me, goedman,” said Lauder-
dale, “but thank the modesty and discretion
o’ your winsome wife.”

Margaret was silent, but gratitude for the:
kindness which the Earl had shewn unto her-
husband and herself; took deep root 1n her
heart. Gratitude, indeed, formed the pre-
dominating principle in ner character, and
fitted her even for acts of heroism.

The unexpected and unwonted gemnerosity.
of the Earl had enabled Thomas Hardie to
overcome the fosses with which the fury of
the seasons had overwhelmed him, and he
prospered beyond any farmer on the hills.—
But, "vhile he prospered, the Earl of Lau-
derdale, in his turn, was overtaken by ad-
versity. The stormy times of the civil wars
raged, and it js well known with what de-
votedness Lauderdale followed the fortunes

_ushered into th i { his proud :
¢ mansion of Ais prou of the king. When the Commonwealth e~

. . gan, he was made prisoner,conveyed to Lon-
al” sid the Earl, as they entereds don, and confined in the Tower. There nine
.y Midside Maggy, and her auld good- weary years of captivity crept slowly and
! Well, what bring ye—the rents 0’ gloomily over him ; but they neither taught
shill or the equivalent?” Thomas look~ him mercy to others nor to moderate his am-
-his young wife, for he saw nothiog to bition, as was manifested when power and
him hope on the countenance of Liau~ posterity again cast their beams upon him.~—
le,and he thought that he pronounced But he now lingered in the Tower, without
word “equivalent” with a speer. prospect or hope of rtelease, living upon the
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bare sustenance of a prisoner, while his ten-
anis dwelt on his estates, and did as they
pleased with his rents, asthough they should
never again behold the face of a landlord.

But Midside Maggy grieved for the fate
of him whose generosity had brought pros~
perity, such as they had never known before,
to herself and to her hushand, and in the ful-
ness of her gratitude she was ever planning
schemes for his deliverance; and she urged
upon her husband that it was their duty to
attempt to deliver their benefactor from cap-
tivity, as he had delivered them from the iron
grasp of ruin, when misfortune lay heavily
onthem. Now, as duly as the rent-day came,
from the Martinmasto which the snow-ball
had heen his discharge, Thomas Hardie
faithfally and punctually locked away his
rent to the last farthing, that he might deli~
ver it into the hands of his laird, should he
again be permitted to claim his owa; but he
saw not in what way they could attempt his
deliverance, as his wife propozed.

“ Thomas,” said she, “there areten long
years of rent duc, and we have the siller
locked away. Itis of nae use tous, forit
itna oura, but it may be of use to him. It
would enable him to fare better in his prison,
and maybe to put a handfu’ o’ gowd into the
hands o* his keepers, and thereby to escape
abroad, and it would furnish him wi the
means 0’ living when he was abroad. Re-
member his kindness to us, and think that
there is nosin equal to the sin of ingrati-
tude.”?

“But,” added Thomas, “in what way
could we get the money tohim, forif we
were to send 1t, it would never reach him,
and as a prisoner he wouldna be allowed to
receive it.”

« Let us take it to him oursels, then,” said
Hlargaret.

“ Fake it oursels " exclaimed Thomas, in
amazement, “a’the way to London! Itis
out o the question aithegither, Margaret.—
‘We would be robbed o’ every plack before we
got half way—or, .if we were even there,
how in a’ the world do ye think we could get
it to him, or that we would be allowed to see
him

* Leave that 1o me," was her reply ; *‘on-
lysay ye wi'l gang, and &’ that shal'be ac-
complished. There is nae obstacle in the way
but the want o* your consent. But the debt,
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and the ingratitude o it together, hang he
vy upon my heart.”

Thomas at length yielded to the impory
nities of his wife, and agreed thatthey shoy
make a pilgrimage to London, to payt-
rent to his captive laird ; though howi
were to carry the gold in safety, throughs
unsettled country, a. distance of more th
three hundred miles, wasa difficulty hees
not overcome. But Margaret removedf
fears ; she desired him to count out thegy
and place it before her, and whenhel;
done o, she went to the meal-tub and i
out a quantity of pease and of barley m
mixed, sufficiently toknead agoodly fay
or bannock ; and when she had kneady’
and rolled it out, she took the golden per
and pressed them into the paste of the e
bryo bannock, and again she doubled ¢
eether, and again rolled it out, and knee*
into it the remainder of the gold. She tv
fashioned it into a thick bannock, and ¢
cing it on the hearth, covered it with ther
ashes of the peats.

Thomassat marvelling, as the forma
of the singular purse proceeded, and nk
he beheld the operation completed, anit
bannock placed upon the hearth tobale!
only exclaimed—* Well, woman’s ingex:
ty dings a’! 1 wouldna hae thocht o’ thef
o’ that, had 1 lived a thousand ycars!
Margaret, hinny, but ye are a strange ax

# “ Hoots,” replied she, * I'm sure yes:
easily hae imagined that it was thes:
plan we could hae thought upon toe
the siller in safety; for § am sure thers
a thief between the Tweed and L
town, that would covet or carry awa’ak
bannock.” * Troth, my doo, and 1 bek
ye're right,” replied Thomas; “batx
could have thought o sic an expedien:

Sure there never was a bannock baked. .

the banneck o Tollishill?

On the third day alter this, an old man.
a fair lad, before the sun had yet risen, ¢
observed crossing the English Border. 1.
alternately carried a wallet acrost
ghoulders, which contained a few articl
apparel and a bannock. They were dv
asshepherds, and passengers turned ant
zed on them as they passed along, fo
beauty of the youth’s countenance ex
their admiration. Never had lowlandt
not covered o fair a brow. Theelders
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- was Thomas Hardie, and the youth none
-ther than his Midside Maggy.

[ will not follow them through the stages
{their long and weary journey, nor dwell
pon the perils and adventures they encoun-
aed by the way. But, on the third week
“fier they had left Tollishill, and when they
-ere beyond the town called Stevenage, amd
imost within sight of the metropolis, they
eremet by an elderly military-looking man

hostruck with the lovely countenance of

he seemipg youth, their dress, and way-
o appearance, accosted them saying—
Good morrow, strangers; ye seem to have
avelled far. Isthisfair youth your son,old
an P

an?

“Heisagay sib {riend,” answered Tho.
as,

“And whence come ye 77 continued the
‘ranger.

“Frae Leader Haughs, on the bonny
wders o’ the north countrie,” replied Mar-
“rel.

* And whence go ye 7% resumed the otler.

“ First tell me wha ve may be that are sae
agisitive,” interrupted Thomas, in a tone
“ich betrayed something like impatience.

“Some call me George Monk,” replied the

manger mildly, * others Honest George. |
_ageneralin the Parliamentary army.”—
‘homas reverentially raised his hand to his
sunet and bowed his head.

“Then pardon me, sir,” added Maigaret ,
andif ye indeed be the goud aud gallant
weral, small offence will ye take at ouy-
ing that may be said amiss by a country
die. We are tenants o' the Lord o' Lau-
dale, whom ye now keep in captivity ;—
4 though we mayna think as he thiuks,
itwe never found him but a good landlord,
* .alittle good, in my opinion, it cau do to
abodv to keep him, as he has been now
rnine years, caged up like a hird. There-
rg, though our ain business that has bro't
_.upto London should fail, I winna regret
_ejourney, eince it has afforded me an op-
senity of seeing your Excellency, and so-
titing your interest,which must be powerfw’
- behalf o’ our laird, and that ye would re-
_%¢ him from hisprison, and, if he mightna
in in this country, obtain permission for

\ to gang abroad.”

Yg plead fairly and honestly for your
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laird, fair youth,” returned the general ;—
“yet though he iyno man to be trusted, I
needseay he hath had his portion of captivity
measured out abundantly ; and since ye have
minded me of him, ere a week go round I
will think of” what may be done for Lauder-
dale.” Other questions were ashed and an-
swered—some truly, and zome evasively ;—
and Thomas and Margaret, blessiug Honest
George in their hearts, went on their way
rejoicing at having met him.

On arriving in Londop, she laid aside the
shepherd’s garb in which she had journeyed,
and resumed her wonted apparel. On the
second day alter their arrival, she went out
upon Tower-hill, dressed as a Scottish pea-
sant girl, with a basket on her arm, and in
the basket were a tew ballads, and the ban-
nock of Tollishill. Sheaflected silliness,and,
acting the part of 2 wandering minstrel,went
singing her ballads towards the gate of the
Tower. Thomas followed her ata distance.
Her appearance interested the guard, and
as she stood singing before the gate—“What
want ye, pretty face 2 inquired the officer
of'the guard. “ Your alins, ifye pleace,”
gaid she, smiling innocently, ““ andtosing a
bonny Scotch sang to the laird o' Lauder-
dale.”

The officer and the sentinels laughed—and
alter ehe had sung them another song or two
she was permitted toenter the gate, and a
soldier pointed out to her the room in which
Lauderdale was confined.  On arriving be-
frre the grated windows of Lis piison, she
raised her eyes towards them, and began to
sing * Leader Haughs.” The wild, sweet
melody of his native laud drew Lauderdale
to the windows of his prison-house, and in the
countenance of the minstrel he remembered
the lovely features of Midside Maggy. He
requested permission of the keeper that she
should be admitted tv his presence, and his
request was complied with.

“ Bless thee, sweet face,” said the Barl, as
she wasadmitted into his prison; * and you
have not forgotten the snow-ball in June ¥
and he took her hand to raisc it to his lips.

* Hooly, hooly, my good lord,” said she,
withdrawing her hand: “ my fiugers were
made for nae such purpuse—Thomas Hardie
ishere"—and she laid her Land upon her fair
bosom~—"* though now stuuding without the
yett ofthe Tower.” Lauderdale again won-
dered, and, with a look of mingled curiosity
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and confusion, inquited—* Wherefore do ye
come—and why do ye seelc me?” * 1 brought
ye a snow-ball before,” said she, * for your
rent—I bring ye a bannock now ;" and she
took the bannock from the basket and placed
it before him.  “ Woman,” added he, ** are
ye really asdementit as I thought ye but
feizned to be when ye sang before the w_in-
dow?” "The proof o’ the bannock,” replied
Margaret, * will be in the breaking of it.”

% Then, goodwife, it will not be easily pro-
ved,” said he—and he took the bannock and
with some difficuity broke it over his knee ;—
but when he beheld the golden coins that
were kneaded through it, for the ﬁr‘st, per-
haps the last and only time in his existence,
the Earl of Lauderdale burst into tears and
exclaimed—' Well, every bannock has its
maik, but the bannock o’ Tollishill! Yet,
kind as ye hae'been, the gold is useless to
ane that groans in hopeless captivity.”

«Yours hasbeen a long captivity,” said
Margaret, * but it is not hopeless; and if
honest General Monk is to be trusted, from
what he tauld me not three days by-gane,
before a week go round ye will be at liberty
to go abroad, and there the bannock o’ Tol-
lishill may be of use.”

The wonder of Lauderdale increased, and
he replied—

 Monk will keep his word—but what mean
ye of him 27

Aad she related to him the interview they
had had with the General by the way.—-
Lauderdale took her hand, a ray of joy and
hope spread over his face, and he added—

* Never shall ye rue the baking o’ theban-
nock, it auld times comes back again.”

Margaret left the Tower, singing as she
had entered it, and joined her husband,whom
she found leaning aver the railing around the
moat, and anxiously waiting her return.—
They spent a few days more in London, to
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rest and {o gaze upon it wondere, and agz
set out upon their journey to Tollishill..
General Monk remembered his promis..
within a week the Earl of Leuderdale wy
liberated, with permission to go abroad, ax
there, as Margaret had intimated, he foy
the bannock of Tollishill of service.

A few more years passed round, duriy
which old Thomas Hardiestill prospered, by
during those years the Commonwealth can:
to an end, the King was recalled, and wij
him, asone of his chief favourites, retum
the Earl of Lauderdale. And when hea
rived in Scotiand, clothed with power, wha
ever else he forgot, he remembered the bay
nock of Tollishill. Arrayed in what migh
have passed as royal state, and attendedl
fifty of'his followers, he rode in princely pomy
to the dwelling of Thomas Hardie and Mit
side Maggy, and when they came forth ¢
meet him, he dismounted, and drew forths
costly silver girdle of strange workmanshi,
and festened it round her jimp waist, sayin

“ Wear this, for now it iemy turn tob
grateful, and for your husband’s life, an
your life, and the life of the generation aflx
ye,” (for they had children) * ye shallg
rent free on the lands ye now farm. Fe,
truly, every bannock had its maik but t:
bannock o* Tollishill.”

Thomas and Margaret felt their heartstn
full to express their thanks, and ere thy
could speak, the Earl, mounting his hoz
rode towards Thirlestene, and his followen,
waving their bonnets, shouted—* Long [r
Midside Maggy, queen of Tollishill.”

Such is the story of the bannock o® Tollk
hill; and it isonly necessary tfo add, for th
information of the curious, thatI believelk
silver girdle may be seen until this day2
the neighbourhood of Tollishill, and in t
possession of a descendant of Midside Maggr
to whom it was given.
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THE SABBATH WRECKS.

A LEGEND OF DUNEAR.

1 wasa beautiful Sabbath morning in the
utumn of 1576 & few small clouds, tinged
“h red, sailed slowly through the blue hea-
-ng; the sun shone brightly, as if conscious
‘the glory and goodness of its Maker, diffu-
ngaround a holy stillness and tranquillity,
nardeteristic of the day of rest; the majestic
‘rith flashed back the sunbeams, while, on
sbesom, slowly glided the winged grana-
‘sof commerce ; there, too, lay ite islands,
wrying in their strength—the May, shroud-
1inlicht, appeared as aleviathan sunning
iisrays—and the giant Bass, covered with
-~fow), rose as a proud mountain of alabas-
-+ia the midet of the waters. A thousand
atslay along the shores of Dunbar. 1t was
» herring season, and there were many
-ats from the south and {rom the north, and
tn from the coast of Holland.
Now, tidings were brought to the fisher-
<n that an immense shoal was upon the
=st; and, regardless of its being Sabbath
oroing, they began to prepare their thou_
“nd boats, and to go out to set their nets.—
he Rev. Andrew Simpson, 2 man possessed
the piety and boldness of an apostle, was
enminister of Dunbar; and as he weng
thtothe kick to preach to his people, he
_eldthe unhallowed preparations of the
_ermen on the beach, and he turned and
@t emongst them, and reproved them
_nly for their great wickedness. But the
awere obdurate—the prospect of great
’_was before them, and they mocked the
«dsof the preacher. Yea, some of them
*_unto him, in the words of the childrento
.prophet—" Goup, thou bald head.” He
ent from boat to boat, couneelling, entreat-
. €xpostulating with them, and praying
.them,
®Surely,” said he, * the Lord of the Sab-
-1 will not hold ye guitless for this profana-
-aofhis holy day.”? But, at that period vi-
_teligion was but little felt or understood
- .athe Borders, and they regarded not his

‘He went to one boat, which was the pro-
sy of members of his own congregation,
—there ke found Agnes Crawford, the
-ghter of one of his elders, hanging upon

the neck of her husband, and their three
children also clung arcund him, and they
entreated him not to beguilty of breaking the
Sabbath for the sake of perishing gain. But
he regarded not their voice; and he kissed
his wife and his children, while he laughed
at their idle fears. Mr. Simpson beheld the
scene with emotion, and approaching the
group—" John Crawford,” he exclaimed, ad-
dressing the husband, “ you may profess to
mock, to laugh toscorn the words of a feeble
woman, but see that they return not like a
consuming fire into your bosom when hope
has departed. Isnot the Lord of the Sab-
bath the Creator of the sea as well as of the
dry land 2 Know ye not, that ye are now
braving the wrath of Him before whom the
mighty ocean is a drop, and all space but a
span? Will ye then glory ininsulting His
ordinances, and delight in profaning the day
of holiness 2 Will ye draw down everlasting
darkness on the Sabbath of your soul?7—
When ye were bot a youth, ye have listen-
ed to the words of John Knox—the great
apostle of our country—ye have trembled be-
neath their power, and the conviction that
they carried with them, and when ye think
of those convictions, and contrast them with
your conduct this day, does not the word
apostale burn in your heart? John Craw-
ford, some 0. your blood have embraced the
stake for the sake of the truth, end will ye
profane the Sabbath which they sanctified ?
The Scotsman who openly glories in such 2
sin, forfeits his claim to the name of'one, and
publishes to the world that he has no part or
commanion with the land that g~ve him
birth. John Crawlord, hearken unto my
voice, to the voice of your wife, and that of
your bairns, (whose bringing up is a credit to
their mother) and be not guilty of this gross
sin.” But the fisherman, while he regarded
not the supplications of his wife, becamesul-
len at the words of the preacher, and spring-
ing into the boat, seizedan oar, and with his
comrades, began to pull from the shora.

The thousand boats put to sea, and Mr.
Simpson returned sorrowful from the beech
to the kirk, while Agnes Crawford and her
children followed him. Thatday he took
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for his text, *“ Remember the Sabbath-day
to keep it holy;” and, as he fearlessly and
fervidly denounced the crime of Sabbath-
breaking, and alluded to the impious pro-
ceedings of the day, his hearers trembled,
but poor Agnes wept aloud, aud her children
clung around her, and they wept also, be-
cause she wept. But ere the service had
concluded, the heavens began to lower.—
Darkness fell over the congregation—and first
came the murmur of the storm, which sud-
denly burst into the wild howl of the tempest.
They gazed upon each other in silent terror,
like guilty spirits stricken in their first rebel-
lion by the searching glance of the Omnisei-
ent. The loud voice of Psalms was abruptly
hushed, and its echo mingled with the dread-
ful musicof theele 1, like the bleating of
a tender lamb, in . .e wind that sweepeth
howling on the mountains. For a moment,
their features, convulsed and immovable,
were still distended with the song of praise ;
but every tongue was silent, every eye fixed
—there was no voice, save heaven's. The
church seemed to rock to its foundations, buy
none fled —none moved. Pale, powerless as
marble statues, horror transfixed them in the
house of prayer. The steeple rocked in the
blast, and as it bent a knell untolled by hu-
man hands, pealed on the earsof the hreath-
less multitude. A crash followed. Thesgire
that glittered in the morning sun lay scatter-
ed in fragments. and the full voice of the
whirlwind roared through the aisles. The
trees crouched and were stripped leafless ;—
and the sturdy oak, whose roots had embra-
ced the earth for centuries, torn from thedeep
darkness of its foundations, was uplifted on
the wings of the tempest. Darkness was
spread over the earth. Lightnings gathered
together in terrors—and clothed in the fury
of their fearful majesty flashed through the
air. The fierce hail was poured down as a
cloud of ice. At the awful voice of the deep
=ndloud thunder the whirlwind quailed--ang
the rage of the whirlwind seemed spent.

Nothing was now heard save the rage of
ihe troubled sea, which lashed inco foam by
the angry storm, still bellowed forth its white
billows to the clouds, and shouted its defi-
ance lond asthe war-cry of ecmbattled worlds.
The congregation still sat mute, horrified,
death-like as if waiting for the preacher to
break the spell of the clements, He rose 1o

return thanks for their preservation, and f
had givenout the lines--

* When in thy wrath rebuke me not,
Nor in thy hot rage chusten me,”

when the screams and the howling of womg
and children, rushing wildly along the strees
rendered his voice inaudible: the congregat
rose ; and hurrying one upon another thy
rushed from the church : the exhortations|
the preacher to depart calmly were unhey
and unheeded. Every seat was deserteda
rushed to the shore, and A gnes Crawfordan
her children ran also in terror with themy:
titude.

The wrecks of nearly two hundred
were drifting among the rocks. The dg
were strewed along the beach, and ameng|
them wailing widows sought their husbang
children their fathers, mothers their
and all their kindred, and ever and anon
additional scream of grief arose as the lifel
hody of one or other such relations was fou
A few of the lifeless bodies of the hay
crews were seen fossing to and fro, but i
cry for help was hushed, and the yell of
was heard no more.

It was in truth a fearful day—a day ofl
mentation—of warning—and of judgment-
Inone hour, and within sight of the beat
a hundred and ninety boats and their e
were whelmed in the mighty deep—s
dwelling on the shore between Spittalz
North Berwick, two hundred and eighiye
dows wept their husbands lost.

The spectators were busied carryingt
dead, asthe were driven on shore, bep.
the reach of tide-mark. They had continx
their melancholy task for near an hourwt
a voice cxclaimed—* See! see !—ones
lives and struggles to make the ghore !”

All rushed to the spot from whencel
voice proeeeded, and a young man wasp
ceived—with more than mortal strengi
yet labouring in the whirling waves, v
countenance was black with despair. L
heart panted with suffocating pangs. 1
limbs buffeted the billows in the strong ag.
of death ; and he strained with desperatet
gernesstowards the projecting pointofabl
rock. It was now within his grasp; bt
its stead he clutched the deceitful wavel
laughed at his deliverance. He was whir

around it—dashed on it with violenge—¢
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again swept back by the relentless surge.~—  They were borne to their own house,where
{le threw out his arms atl random, and his ina few minutes ehe recovered, but her hus-
eep groans and panting breath were heard band mm‘iih?stcd nosigne of vitality. All the
hrough the sea’s hoarse voice. He again means within their power, and that they
eached the rock—he grasped—he clung te knew, were resorted to, in ovder to effect his
istangled sides. A murmur moaned through rosusm:tation. ‘Long-:md anxiously s'he wept
he multitude. They gazed one upon ano- OVer him, rubbing his temples and h}s bosom
er: his glazed eyes Irowned darkly upon —and atlength beneath her hand his breast
em. Supplication and scorn were mingled first began to heave with the returning pul-
hislook : his Jips moved but his topgue sation of his heart.
nered nosound : he only gasped to speak—  * He fives! he breathes ! she exclaimed,

implore assistance : his strength gave way
the waters rushed round therock as a whirl-
{: he was again uplifted on the white
m of the foam, and tossed within a few
rds of the wailing but vnavailing crowd.

41t is John Crawford !” exclaimed those

and she sank back in a state of unconscious-
ness, and was carried from the room. The
preacher attended by the bedside, where the
unconscious fisherman lay, directing and
assisting in the operations necessary for res-
toring animation.

As John Crawford began to recover, the
film of death that had gathered over hiseyes
hegan 1o melt away, and he gazed round in
bewilderment, but unconscious of where he
was, and he sank into a troubled sleep ; and
as he soslept, and his strength returned, he
cast forth his arms, inimagination yet grap-
pling with death: he dreamed, and in his
dream he shouted for help: ho prayed, and
in the same breath he blaznhemed, and re-
viled the trembling spectators, that his troub-
led fancy s‘till pictured on the beach.

ho were enabled to recognize his features.
loud shriek followed the mention of his
e—~a female rushed tihrough the crowd;
the next moment the delicate form of
nes Crawford was seen floating on the
isea. In aninstant a hundred plunged
her rescue ¢ but before the scream of hor-
audsurprise raised by the spectators when
7 beheld her devoted but desperate pur-
had subsided, she was beyond the reach
N who feared death. Although no fem-
¢ amusement, Agnes had delighted in
‘#ting the waters from a child as thosgh  Inafew hours the fisherman awoke from
felt a home upon their bosom—and now his troubled ¢leep, which many expected
strength of inspiration seemed to thrill would have been thesleepof death: he raised
aghher frame. She was hidden from himselfin the bed—he looked around wist-
gaze of the marvelling spectators and a fully. Agnes, who had recovered, and re-
pgroan erept along theshore. Sheagain turned to the room, fell upon his bosom-—
eared ; and her fair hand grasped the « My Agnes!~my poor Agnes! he cried,
lder of the drowning man! A shout of gazing wistfully in her face—" hut where—
-joy rang back on the deserted w0wn:— where am I?-~and my buirnics, where are
father who was amongst the multitude they?”

vpon his knees. He clasped his hands
ther. “Merciful Heaven ! he exclaim-
“Thou who stillest the tempest, and
et the waters in the hollow of thy hand,
_i~protect my child P’

P o

v

“ Here, faither, here ! cried the children,
stretching out their little arms to embrace
him.

Again he looked anxiously around. A re-
collection of the past, and a consciousness of
. e waters rioted with re”~ubled fury— the present, fell upon his mind. “ Thank

tength seemed failing, .. a smile of God” he exclaimed, and burst into tears :—

-#till lighted up her features, and her and when his troubled soul and agitated bo-

-yet grasped her apparently lifeless bur- som had found in them relief, he inquired,
" Despair again brooded on the counte- eagerly— But, ohs tell me, low was lsaved
. -3of ber friends. For a moment she —was Icastupon the beach ? There is a
" pared amongs! the waves, but the next confused remembrance in my brain,as though

«Crawford lay senseless on the beach, an angel grasped me when I was sinking,and

-m resting on the bosom of him she had held me. But my head is confused, it is

2d from a watery grave—on the bo- fearfully confused, and I remember naething
 ofher husband. ) but as & dream--save the bursting awa. o'the
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dreadful storm, wi’ the perishing o’ hunders
in an instant, and the awfu’ cry that rang
frae boat to hoat—' A judgment has come
owerus ¥ And it was a judgment indead !
O Agnes! had ! listeped to your words, 10
the prayers o my bitbairns, or the advice o
the minister, I would hae escaped the sin
that 1 hae this day committed, and the hor-
rorswi’ which it bas been visited. But tell
me how, or in what manner, I was saved?”

“ John,” said the aged elder, the father of
Agnes, “ ye was saved by the merciful and
sustaining power of that Providence which
ge this morning set at nought. But I rejyice
to find that vour heart isnot hardened, and
that the awtul visitation—the judgment, as
ye have weel described it—which hasthisday
filled our coast with widows and with or-
phans, hasnot fallen upon you in vain ; for
ye acknowledge your guilt, and are grateful
for your deliverance. Your being saved is
naething short o a miracle. We @’ heheld
how long and how desperately ye struggled
wi’ the raging waves, when ye knew not
whoyou were, and when it wasna in the
power o’ ony being upon the shore to render
ye the slightest assistance. We saw how ye
struggled tereach the black rock, and how
ye was swept round it ; and when ye at last
reached it, we observed how ye clang to it
wi’ the grasp o' death, until your strength
gave way, and the waves dashed you from
it. Then ye was driven tov-ards the beach,
and some of the spectators recognised your
face, and they cried out your name! A
scream burst upon my ear—a woman rushed
through the crowd—and then, John—oh,
then *—but here the feelings of the old
man overpowered him. He sobbed aloud,
and pausing for & few moments added--“tell
him some o ye.” “O tell me,” said the
fisherman ; * all that my father-in-law has
said | kenned before. But how was I saved
or by whom 2”

The preachertook up the tale. *Hearken
untome, John Crawford,” said he. “Ye
have reason this day to sorrow,and to rejoice,
and to be grateful beyond measure. 1n the
morning ye mocked my counsel. True, it
was not the speaker, but the words of truth
that were spoken, that ye ought to have re-
garded~-for they were not my words, and I
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was but the humble instrument to convey
them to ye. But ye despised them ; anda:
verowed so have ye reaped. But as you
faitheir-in-law has told ye, when your fag
was recognised from the shore, and yop
name mentioned, a woman screamed-—h
rvushed through the multitude-—she plunge
into the boiling sca, and in an instant ¢
wasbeyond the reach of help 17

“ Speak !--speak on I cried the fisherma,
eagerly ; “and he placed his hands on b
heaving hosom, and gazed anxiously, nm
towards the preacher, and again towardshs
Agnes, who wept upon his shoulder.

“ The Providence that had till then e
tained you, while your fellow-creatures pe-
jshed arouad you,” added the clergyma
“supported her. She reached you—s:
grasped yourarm. After long strugglin
she brought ye within a few yardsof i
shore ; a wave overwhelmed you both ay
cast you upon the beach, with her arm—t
arm of your wife that saved you~upon yor
bosom !”

* Gracious Heaven ! exclaimed the fis
erman, and pressing his wife to his bosom-
“my ain Agnes! was it you? wasit yn
my wife ! mysaviour ¥’ And he weptaln,
—and his children wept also. “Thereis:
merit in what Pve done,” replied she, "f.
wha should have attempted to save ye k-
Tno! Ye were everything to me, John,z:
toour bairns.”

But the feelings of the wife and the mot
were too strong for words. I will not dw
upon the joy and gratitude of the family:
whom the husband and the father hadba
restored as from the dead. It foundas
rowful eontrast in the voice of lamentals
and of mourning, whieh echoed along :
coastlike the peal of an alarm-bell. T
dead were laid in heaps upon thebeach,&
on the following day, widows, orphans,}
rents, and brothers, came from all thefii
towns along the coast, to seek their &
amonget the drowned that had been gat
ed together ; or, if they found them nott
wandered ulong the shore to seek forth
where the sea might have cast them{®
Such is the tale of the Sabbath wrecks
the lost drave of Dunbar.
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“ They rolled him up in a sheet of lead,
A sheet of lead fora funeral pall;
They plunged him in tl:e caldron red,
And melted him—lead, and bones, and all."’"-~Leyden.

A Gazetteer would inform you that Den-
dmis a village beautitully situated near
he banks of the Teviot, about midway be-
-¢en Jedburgh and Hawick, in the parish
f Cavers; and, perhaps, if of modern date,
would add, it has the honour of being the
inh-place of Dr. Leyden. However, it was
mowhat early on a summer morning, a few
- ago, that a young mam a stranger,with
fshing-rod in his hand and a creel [astened
hisshoulders, entered the village. He stood
the midst of it, and, turning round—"*This,
en” gaid he, “isthe birth-place of Ley-
t—the sonof genius—the martry of study ;
afriead of Scott

Few of the villagers were astir; and at
-firt he met—~who carried a spade over
shoulder, and appeared to be a ditcher ;
inquired if he could shew him the house
‘which the bard and scholar was born.

-Oh, ay, sir,”” eaid the man, “I wat can

~ Ilishew ye that instantly, and proud to
w you it too.”

That is good,” thought the stranger ;
“ ¢prophet is dead, but he yet speaketh ;
_-th honour in his own country.”

editchereonducted him across the green
past the end of a house, which was des-
A as being a school-house, and was
Iy built, and led him towards an humble
-ing, the height of which was buta sin-
wry, and which was found occupied by
_aright as & workshop. Yet, again, the
& rejoiced to find that the occcupier
.ted his premises for the poet’s sake,
that he bonoured the genius of him who
bo;pin their precinets.

.ahit!” said the stranger, quoting the
ual phrase of poor Leyden, “I shall fish
today.” And I wonder not at his hav~
-mid ; forit is not every day that we
land beneath the thateh-elad roof—or
Jerroof—~where was born one whose
Aime will bear written in undying chare
0 ite wings, until those wings dreop
~darkmess of eternity,

*Hoger proceeded up the Teviot, of-

tentimes thinking of Leyden, of all that he
had written, and occasionally repeating pas-
sagee aloud. He almost forgot that he had
arodin his hand—his eyes did anything but
follow the fly, and, I need hard'y say, his
success was not great.

Abont mid-day, he satdown on the green
bank in solitariness, toenjoy a sandwich,
and healso placed by his side asmall flask
containing spirits, which almost every an-
gler, who can afford it, carries with him.=-
But he had not sat long, when a venerable
looking old man salmed him with—

“ Here’s a bonny day, sir.” The old man
stood as he spoke. There was something pre-
possessing in his appearance. He had a wea-
ther-beaten face, with thin white hair; blue
eyes that had lost somewhat of their former
lustre ; his showlders were rather bent ; and
he seemad a man who was certainly neither
rich nor affluent, but who was at ease with
the world, and the world was 4t ease with
him.

They entered into conversation, and they
sat down together. The old man appeared
exactly one of those characters whom you
will occasionally find fraught with the tra-
ditions of the Borders, and still tainted with,
and half believing in their ancient supersti-
tions. Iwish not to infer that superstition
was carried to a’greater height of absurdity
on the Borders than in other parts of En-
gland and Scotland, aor even that the inha-
bitants of the north were as remarkable-in
early days for their superstitions, as they now
are for their intellizence; for every pation
had its superstitions, and I am persuaded
that most of them might be traced to a com-
mon origin. Yet, though the same in origin,
they change their likeness with the charac-
ter of a nation or district. People uncon-
sciously made their superatitions to suit them-
selves: though their imaginary effects.stilk
terrified them. There was, therofwe,. a -
something charaeteristic in the fables-of ouy
forefathers, which fables they believed as
fucts. The cunning deceived the ignorant ;
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the ignorant were willing lo deceive them-  Sosuying, the old man raised the fask 1
selves; and what we now laugh at as the hismouth,and after a regularfisher’s draugh,
clever trick of a ‘*hocus-pocus” man, wasr added—

scarce more than a century ago, received a8« W], sir, 111 let ye Lear the story abu

a miracle—as a thing performed by the hand  y,0:4 Soulis :—You have, no doubt, heardd

(}’{l :he “ pr.mr::e 0‘1 the lDowers of l‘h.e“a"‘:”; Hermitsge Castle, which stands upon i

Rolion wilot owvilge, sl sl Yo ot s e ot e dsoe

’ = 105 & ) v Hawick. Inthe daysof the great and gof

:here‘are iewsupersht;ons, though progxtutgd King Robeit the Bruce, that castle-was
by wickedness, t!xat dlq no‘r. owe the'lr.exxs- habited by Lord Soulis* Helwasa ms
tence tosome glimmering idea °_f reh'gnon.—- whose very namespread terror far and wi.
They had not seen the famp which lightens g he was a tyrant and a sorcerer. Hel!
the soul, and leadeth it to knowledge ; but, 5 eiant’s strength, an evil eyet and ai
having perceived its far-off reflection, plun- moy%s heart; and he kept his * fanlilia.r‘:f
ged into the quagmire of error—and hence [ncked ina chest. Peerand peasant becar
proceeded superstition. But I digressintoa pale at the name of Lord Soulis. His hat!
descant on the superstitions of our fathers, gmote down the strong, his eye blasted
nor should I have done so, but that it is im- pealthy. He oppressed the poor, and hewt
possible to write a Border Tale of the olden ped the rich. Heruled over his vassals st
time without bringing them forward ; and, g rod of iron. From the banks of the Twe
when I do o, it is not with the intention of the Teviot, and the Jed, with their tribuz
instilling into the minds of my readers the rjes, to beyond the Lothians, an incessanty
old idea of sorcery, witcheraft, and visible \y45raiced against him to Heaven and tot
spirits, but of shewing what was the beliel’ king. But his life was protected by i char
and conduct of our [orefathers. Thercfore, 3nd mortal weaponscould not prevail aga
without further comment, [ shall cut short hin, (The seriousness with whieh thes
these remarks, and simply observe, that the ratorsaid this, shewed that he gave fullcw
thoughts of the young stranger still running it to the tradition, and believed in Lord§
upon Leyden, le turned to the elder, after lis as a sorcerer.)

:.‘hey. had sat together for some t‘imf’z,, and said, He wasa man of great stature, anl
Did you know Dr. Leyden, sir % person was exceeding powerful. Fe hadc
“Ken him! said the old man; “ fifty r yal bloodin bis veins, and laid claimto

years ago, ve wrought day’s-work beside crown of Scotland in opposition to the B

his father for months together !” But two things troubled him;and the one

. . . to place the crown of Scotland on his heat
They continued their conversation forsome 1o other,to possess the hand ofa faivandd

time, and the younger inquired of the elder, maiden, named Marion, who was abo
if he were acqgainted with Leyden’s ballad wed wi;h ‘Walter, the young hear of B
of “Lord Soulis?” " holm, the stoutest and the boldest youth

“ Why, | hae heard a verse or twa o' the a:} the wide Borders. Soulis was a ma
ballant, sir” said the old man, “but 'm was notonly of a cruel heart, but it was
sure everybody kens the story. Eowever, if ed with forbidden thoughts ; and, toa
ye're no perfectly acquaint wi’ it, ’'m sare plish his purposes, he went downin
¥'m willing to let ye hear it wi’ great pleas- dungeon of his castle, in the dead of
ure; and a remarkable story it is—and just that no man might see him perform
as true, sir, ye may tak my word on’t, as that © dead without a name.” He carrieda
I’'m raising this bottle to my lips.” lamp in his hand, which threw ardunds

_ *He was also proprietor of Eccles in Berwickshire, and, ascording to history, was’
in the town of Berwick ; but tradition sayeth otherwise. Sl )
T Therais, perhaps, no superstition more widely diffused than the beliefin the fastiet
i;if an evil eye or a malignant glance ; and, 1 am sorry to say, the absurdity has stilliv
evere. - e e .
1 Each socerer was suppesed to have his familiac spirit, that accompanied hini
Soulis was said to keep his locked in & chest. ' o
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udheht, like a glow-worm in asepulchre;  “I'herefore whe'i e had dene these things,
and, as he went, he locked the doors behind and cried seven and twenty times, the lid of
. He carried a catinhisarms. Behind the chest bezan to move, and a fearful figure
wm adog followed timidly, and betore hun with a red cap upon its head, and which re-
into the dungeon he drove a young bull that  sembled nothing in heaven above or on earth
lad * never nipped the grass.” He cntered below, rose, and with a hollow voice inqui-
the deep and the gloomy vault, and, witha red—

aud voice, he exclaimed— * What want ye, Soulis?
*Spirit of darkness 1 come ! ¢ Power, spirit! power! he cried, * that
He placed the feeble latp upon the ground mine cyes mn?’ hav‘c;bthezr desxre} Ol‘ln C} lh ;1('
othe middle of the vault ; and, with a pick- ;:vc.ry weap;)md orme | Y man may iall ska.th-
1, which he had previously prepured, he 65500 my' A ody, asthe speat light of u wan-
sza pit aud buried the cat alive ; and, as 11§ moon :
te poor, suffocating creature mewed, heex-  * Thy wish is granted, mortal? grouned
laimed the louder— the fiend. *To-morrow eve, young Branx-
'Spirit of darkucss, come ! hf)lm’s bride shall sit within thy bower, and
_ his sword return bent from thy bosom, us
He theu leaped apon the grave of the liv- (hougl he had dashed it against a rock.—
ganimal, und scizing the dog by the neck, Fyrewell! invoke me not again for seven
+dashed it violently against the wall, to- years, sior open the door of the vault,but thex
wisthe left corner where he stood, and, kyock thrice upon the chest and I will answer
whle torise, it lay howling long and pite- thiee. Away ! follow thy course of sin and
dyon the floor. Then did he plunge his prosper—but beware of a coming wood.

feinto tl 07 ey ill, ¢ : . .
% into the thraat of the young bill, wnd With a loud and sudden noise, the lid of
ile its bleatings mingled with the howling U hest fell. and the spirit di
. N . assy” st 1€ -
the dying dog, amidst what might be cal- 1emassy chest letl, and e spirit disappear
e bt Kness of ] : . c¢d, and from the floor of the vault issued a
the biue daukness of the vault, hereceiv- oo soung, like the reverbing of thunder.—
thebiood in the palms of his hands, und  goylis ook up the flickering lamp, and feav
Al 3 inkline it . R . . .
elked around the dungeon, sprinkling it ;0 ¢ 4ying dog etill howling in the comer
ircles, and crying witha loud voice—~  wpence he had driven it, he locked the ircy
door, and placed the huge key in his bosom
) . . . In the morning his vassals came to him,
gain he digged a pit, and seizing the and they prayed him on their bended knees,
iganimal, he hurled it into the grave feet thag he would lessen the weight of their hary
ards : and again he groaned, while thﬁ bondage ; but he Jaughed at their prayers
: =Ty irit! = . X '
tstood on his brow—'Come,spirit! come! and answered them with stripes. 1‘}8 o,

e took a horse-shoe, which had lain in pressed the widow,and persecuted the faili-
vault for years, and which wasealled in erless; he defied the powerful, and tramp'cd
hmily the spirit’s shoe, and Le nailed it on the weak. His name spread terror whese
inst the door so that it hung cbliquely ;— soever it was breathed, and there was n.t
ashe gave the lastblow to the nail, he inall Scotland a man more feared than e
i~ wizard Soulis, the Lord of Hermitage.

Spirit of darkness, hear me?

pirit, ¥ obey thee!—come ¥ fle rode forth in the merning with twenty
of his followers, and wherever his right was
denied to the crown, they fired the castle an
destroyed the cattle of the furmer.

ierg@_};ds he took his place in the middle

of, and nine times he scattered
dHd o handiul of salt, at cach time
imi?lg—- But as they rode by the side of the Teviot,
he beheld fair Marion, the betrothed of the
heir of Branxholm, riding forth, pursuing
ndid he strike thrice vine times with the red deer. ¢ By this token, spirity mut-
“ndupon a chest which stood in the mid- tered Soulis joyously, * thou hast not liec—
the floor, and by its foot was the pale to-night young Branxholm’s bride shall e
;and at each blow he cried~~ in my bower.?

gsc, spivit ! arise ® He dashed for;vard, and althongh Mar.;a
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and her attendants fled, as they perceived
him, yet, as though his fumiliar gave speed
to hig horse, in a few seconds he rode by the
gide of Marion, and throwing out his arm,
he lifted her from her saddle, while her horse
yet flew at its swiftest speed.

She screane aloud,but her attendants had
fled. He held herupon the saddle belore
him—*Marion! said the wizard lover, ‘scream
not—be calm, and hear me. 1 love thee,
pretty one! I love thee! and he rudely
raised her lips to his. ¢ Fate hath decreed
thou shalt be mine, Marion—and no human
power shall take thee from me. Weep not.
1 love thee fiercely, madly: as a she wolf doth
its cubs. As a river seeketh the sea, so have
I sought thee, Marion : and now thou art
mine—and thy fuir check shall rest upon a
manlier bosom than that of Branxholm’s
beardless heir.’ And then he rode 1ur|oualy
forward to his castle.

He locked the gentle Marion within a
gtropg chamber—he ¢ wooed her as the lion
woces his bride. And now she wept, and
tore her raven hair before him, and it hung
disshevelled upon her shoulders. She im-
plored him to restore her to liberty—and
again finding her prayers in vain, she defied
him—she invoked the vergeance of Heaven
upon hishead ; and at such moments the re-
puted sorcerer stood awed and stricken in her
presence. For there issomething in the ma-
jesty of virtue, as they flash from theeyes of
an injured woman, which deprives guilt of its
strength, and defeats its purpose, as though
Heaven lent its electricity to defend the weak.

Bat finding his threats of no effect, on the
third night he clutched her in his arms and
bore her 6 the haunted dungeon, that, the
spirit might throw its spell over herand com-
pel her tolove him. He unlocked the massy
door. The faint howls of the dog were still
heard from the corner of the vault: he put
the lamp upon the ground: he still held Ma-
rion to his side—and her terror had almost
mastered herstrugg les: he struck his clenched
hand upon the hugechest, and cried—* Spi-
rit! come forth

Thrice he repeated the blow—thrice he ut-
tered aloud his invocation. But the spirit
arose not at hissummons. Marion knew the
tale of his sorcery ; and terror deprived her
of consciousness. On recovering she found
herself again in the strong chamber where
she had begn confined, but Soulis was nct
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with hec. She strove to calin her fears, e
knelt down and told her beads) and begges
that her Walter might be sent to her delive,
ance.

It was scarce day-break when the heir ¢
Branxholm, whoese sword was terrible i
battle,with twenty armed men arrived befor:
Hermitage Castle, and demanded to speak
with Lord Soulie. The warder blew hy
horn, and Soulis and his attendants came
forth and looked over the battlement.

* What want ye, hoy,’ inquired the wizar!
chiel, * that, ere thesun be risen, ye comet
seek the lion in his den?

¢ I come,’ replied young Walter, boldly, n
the name of our good king, and by lis au.
thority to demand that ye give into my ltand
safe and sound my betrothed bride, lest v
geance come upon thee.

* Vengeance ! beardling ¥ rejoined the sor-
cerer ; ‘ who dares speak of vengeance o
the house of Soulis? ‘The crown is mine-
thy bride is mine,and thou also shalt be mie
—and adog’s death shalt thou die for i
morning’s boasting.’

*To armg P hie exclaimed, as he disp-
peared from the battlement,and within afer
minutes a hundred meu rushed from the gae.

Sir Walter’s band quailed a . they behel
the superior force of his enemies, and aloi
dread of the sorcery of Sonlis. But hopere
vived in them when they saw the Jook of cox
dence on the countenance of their leader. -

As hungry tigers, rushed Soulis and bs
vassals upon Sir Walter and his men. X
man could stand before the sword of thes:
cerer-—even Walter marvelled, and hepre
sed forwardto measure sworde with hin-
But ere he could reach him, his few follor
ers who had escaped the hand of Soulis ar
his host, fled and left him to maintain th
battle single-handed. Every vassal of it
sorcerer, save three, pursued them; av
against these three, and their charmed loré
young Walter was left to maintaind
equal strife.  Back ¥ eried Soulis, *
hand alone must Branxholm’s youn,
meet hisdoom. Itismeet thatI shouldge
his head as a toy to my bride, fair Marion'

¢ Thy bride, fiend ¥ exclaimed Sir Walt
—‘now perish ” and he attacked hxmfur
ously.

* Ha, ! cried Soulis, and laughed at them .
petuosity of his antogonist—" take rushesf
thy weapon, boy ; thy steel {alls feckless!
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«yile sorcerer)’ continued Walter,pressing
wpon him fiercely ; * this sword shall sever
thy enchantment.’

Again Soulis Jaughed, but he found that
nis contempt availed him not,for the strength
of his enemy was equal to his own, and in
repelling his fierce assaulte, he almost forgot
thecharm which rendered his body invulae-
rable—when after fighting desperately, ove
of Soulis’ men, unobserved, thrust his spear
wto the side of Walter’s horse, it fell, and
rought him to the ground.

+ An arrow-schot Pexclaimed Soulis—‘and
wherefore boy didst thou presume to contend
with me? And suddenly springing from his
horze, he pressed hisiron heel upon the breast
of his foe, and turning also the point of his
sword towards his throat-—

"Thou shalt not die yet,” and bidding his
attendants tobind him fast, they were drag-
one him within the gate, when Walier
exclaimed, ¢ Coward and wizard, ye shall
e this foul treachery.”

‘Ha ! vain, boasting hoy !’ replied Soulis ;
thou shalt rue thy recklessness.’ &

Walter was borne into the strong chafaber
shere Marion was confined, and dragging
um towards her, he said sternly, ¢ Consent
ow, maiden, to be.mjine, and this boy shall
ire—~refuse, and his head shall roll before
hee.

‘Monster ¥ she exclaimed, and sereamed.

‘Ha ! my Marion ¥’ cried Walter, striving
be fre;e. And turning upon Soulis, ¢ des-
oy me, fiend,” he added, ‘ but harm not her.

' Think on it, maiden,” cried the sorcerer,
Jeing his sword : ‘ the life of thy bonny
ilegroom hangsupon thy word. But ye
Al have until midnight to reflecton it : be
ne then, and harm shall not come upon ei-
iir : but 2 man shall be thy husband, and
taboy whom he hath brought to thee in
il 8

rew thee, vile sorcerer ¥ rejoined
dtel§ ¢ were my hands unbound, ¥ would
wmy way from thy prison in spite of thee
d thine I

Soulis laughed scornfully,and again added
‘Think on it, fair Marion.’

Hethen dragged the betrothed bridegroom
acorner, and fettered him against the wall
Mhe same manner hie fastened her tothe
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opposite side of the apartment ; but the chaing
that bound her were made of silver.

When they were left alone, * Mourn not,’
said Walter. * and think not of saving me :
before to-morrow our friends will be here to
thy rescue.” Marion wept bitterly.

The epirit of Lord Soulis was troubled, and
the fear of coming evil sat heavy on him,and
wandered to and fro on the battlements,anx-
iously looking for the approach of his follow-
ers who had went in pursuit of Branxholm’s
men. But night had set in, still they came
not ; und it was drawing towards midnight
when a eolitary horseman spurred his steed
towards the castle gate ; and when admitted
he inquired in a tone apprehension—

¢ Where be thy fellows, knave?!

‘ Pardon me, my lord,” said the horseman
falteringly, * thy faithful bondsman is the
beaver of'evil tidings.

‘Bvill slave!” exclaimed Soulis, striking
him as he spoke, *speak ye of evil to me 7—
Where are thy iellows??

The man trembled, and added~* In pur-
suing the vassals of Branxholm, they sought
refuge in the wilds of Tarras, and being ig-
norant of its hottomless morass, horees and

men have been buried in it~and 1 only have
escaped.’

* And wherefore did ye escape 2” cried the
ficree sgcerer—‘why did ye live to remind me
of the shame of the house of Soulis 2’

He hurried to the hanuted dungeon, to
perform his incantations, with fury in his
looks. Thrice he struck the chest, and thrice
he exclaimed—

* Spirit ! come forth

The lid was lifted up, and a deep and an-
gry voice said—°‘ Mortal ! wherefore hast
thou summoned me before the time } com-
manded thee? Was not thy wish granted
--steel shall not wound thee : cords bind thee:
hemp hang thee ; nor water drown thee.’

t Stay, exclaimed Soulis, ¢ add, nor fire
consume me !

*Hal cried the spirit.in a fit of horrid lauga-
ter—" Beware of @ coming wood.!” And a
noise as of thuptler was repcated beneath his
feet. - ‘

¢ Beware of a coming wood ' muttered
Soulis to himself ; * what means the fiend
Ile hastened from the dungtqn without
locking the door behind him,~and drawing
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the key from his bosom, he flung it over his
left shoulder, erying, * Keep it, spirit !

fie shut himself up, to ponder on the words
of his familiar ; and he thought not of Marion
il day-break, when with a troubled counte-
pance he entered the apartment where they
were fetlered.

* How, now, maiden ? he bcgan; * hast
thon considered well my words? wilt thou
be my willing bride, and et young Branx-
lolm live ¥

- Rather than sec her thine, 1 would’st be
hewn in pieces,” exclaimed Walter.

*7Tis no bad thought,’ =aid the sorcerer
* thoumayest have thy wish. Yet, boy, ye
think that I have no merey: 1 will teach thee
that I have, and refined mercy too. Now,
1ell me, were I in thy power as thou art in
mine, what fate would ye award to Soulis?

“Then truly, replied Walter, ‘I would
lL.ang thee on the highest tree in the wonds’

- \Well spoken, young strong bow,” Soulis
replied ; ‘and 1 will shew thee, though ye
think 1 have no mercy, that I am more mer-
edful than thou.  You woukd choose for e
the highest tree, but 1 shall give thee the
choice of the tree from which you may pre-
fer your body to hang, and from whose top
the ow! may sing its midnight song, and to
which the ravens may gather fora feast; amd
thou, pretty face,’ turning to Marion, ‘sith
you will not, even to save him, give methine
hand, I will be thy priest and celebrate your
marriage, for 1 will bind your handstogether
and ye shall hang on the next branch to
him.?

* For that 1 thank thee, replied she.

He then called his arm men, and putting
halters round the necks of his intended vie.
tims, they were dragged forth to the wouds
around the Hermitage, where Walter was to
choose the fatal tree.

A deep mist covered the face of the carth;
and ere he had approached the wood where
he was to carry his merciless project into
execution-~

‘The wood comes lowards us? exclaimed
utie of his followers, ‘What! the wood comes?
eried Soulis, and his check became pale: he
thought of the words of the demon, ‘Beware
of a coming wood P and for a time theirre~
membranece, and the forest that scemed to
advance before him, deprived him of rewolus
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tion, and hefore his heart recovered, the il
fowera of the house of Branxholm,numberine
fourscore, each bearing a tall branch of the
rowan tree in their hands,as acharm againg
his soicery, pereeived, and raising a lu,
shout surrounded him.

The cords  which bounid the vietims woe
cut immediately. But when the lollowers,;
Soulis wereuverpowered, his single arm dew
around. Now, there was not a day tha
passed that complaints were not brouglt o
King Robert, from those residing on the By
ders, against Lord Soulis, for his lawles
oppression, his cruelty, and his wizard-craf,
Now, the King was wearied with their ip.
partunities, and he exclaimed peevishly an
unthinkingly, ¢ Boil him, if’ you please, bu
let me hear no more about him.” And whe
the encmies of Soulis heard these words fron
the lipsof'the King, they hastened to execute
them ; amd took with them a wise man wh
was learned in brcabing the spells of soreers,
and they arrived before Hermitage Case
while its lord was contending siagle-hanc
acainst the followers of Branxholm, andts
bady received no wounds ; and they suoe
10 bind him with cords, but his epell snapm
them asunder as threads.

* Whrap him in lead)? cried the wise ma,
tgnd heil him therewith, according to s
commanl of the King ; for water nor her
pen cords have no power over his sorcery’

Mauy ran to the castle, and got lead, a
they rotled him it, and he foamed m w
impotency of his rage, for he had become
powerless as a child. Othersprocuredac
dron in whieh it was said many of his incar
tations were peformed.  And they bore iz
to where the stones of the Druids are ot
seen till thisday, and the stones are pointd
onton which the ealdron was suspendsd
they kindled a pile of {aggotsheneath it ax
they bent the living body of Soulis wih
the lead, and thrust it into the caldron.a!
the flesh and bones of the wizard wejgen
sumed in the boiling lead. Suach wis &
doom of Soulis. :

The King sent messengers to prevent
hasty words being carried into execation bt
they arrived too Jate.

Ina few weeks there was mirth and me
and a marriage ftast in the bowers of Bran.
holm. and {air Marion was his bride.”
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REUBEN PURVES; OR, THE SPECULATOR.

Speenlation e the soul of businesz, it is
he manepring of improvement, it is cssen-
al to prosperity. Burns has significd that
2 could not stoop to erawl into what he con-
eredns the narrow holes of barznin-ma-
ing; and nine out of every ten persons,
‘ho consider themselves high-minded, pro-
«sto eympathize with jum, and say he was
ot, Bt our immortal bard, in sosaying,
xked only atthe odds and ends—the corn-
rand the disjointed extremities of bargain-
.sking, properly so called—and he suflered
spride and hiz prejudices to blind, in this
~tance, his mighty spirit, and contract his
rsp, so that he saw not the all-powerful,
*ehumanizing, and civilizing influence of
eveyy hargain-making which he despised.
e it is, that as a spitit of speculation or
rgsin-making contracts itself, and every
wbecomes more and more 2 thing of far-
inga and of fractions, it begets a grovell-
“espirit of meanness, that may eventually
-}in dishonesty ; but as it expands, it ex-
“isthe man, imbues his mind with liberali-
.and benefits society. The spirit of com-
orciaf specalation will spread abroad, until
render useless the sword of the hero, cause
torust in its scabbard, and to be regarded
-the brbarous plaything of antiquity, It
Hlgo forth as a dove from theark of su-
oy, bearing the olive branch of peace and
mutual benefits unto all lands, until men
all leara war no more.

~Bat at present 1am not writing an cs-
yon speculation or enterprise, but the his-
yof Reaben Porvis, the speculator, and I
alitherefore begin with it at once, Reu-
‘nwas born 1 Galashiels, than which Ide
thnow a more thriviag tows, or une more
autifully situated on all the wide Borders.
you pass it, seated on the outside of the
sevy~0hase cooch on o summer day, (if
chancea.sunny shower ghall have fallen,)
Jes before you as a long and silvered line,
-blue slates reflecting back the sunbeams.
its streets, cleanliness and prosperity join
uds, while before it and behind rise hills,
b enough to be called mountains, where
‘gorgeous heather purples in its season.
fore it—1 might say through it—wimples
', almost laving its thresholds. There

the epint of speculation and of trade has
taken up  alocal hahitation and a name’’ in
the bosom of poetry. On the one hand is the
magic of Abbotsiord, on the other the mnemo-
reaof Melrose. DBut its description 15 best
sununed up in the concemnation of & Cack-
ney traveller, who said-" Vy, certainly,
Galashiels woakl be wery pretty, were it not
its vood and vater 1

But @agiin digress from the history of
Reuben Purves. 1have said that he wae
born in Galashicle; his futher was a weaver,
and the father brought his son up to his own
profesion.  [ut although Reaben

* was a wabster guid.
Could stown a clue wi’ ony bhody.”

his apprenticeship (f his inetructions from
hir father could be called one) was scarce ex-
pired, when, like Othells, he found * hisoc-
cupation gone,” and the hand-loom was fall-
ing into disuse. Arkwright, who was long
considered a mere bee headed barber, had,
though in a great measure by the aid of
othets, brought his mechanism to a degree
of petlection, that nct only actonished the
world, but Leld out & more inexhaustible,
aud aricher ource of wealth to Britain, than
its mines did to Pera.  Deepand bitter were
the imprecations of many against the power-
form ; for it is difficult for any man to see
good in that which dashes away his hard-
earned morse! from the mouthsof his family,
and leaves them calling in vain for food.—
But there were a few spirits who eould ap-
preciate the vast discovery, and who in it
perceived, not only the benefits it would con-
fer on the eountry, but on the human race.~—~
Arkwright, who, though a wonderful man,
was not one of deep or accurate knowledge,
with a vanity which in himis excuseable,
imagined that he could carry out the resufts
ot his improvements to an extent that would
enable the country to pay off the pational
debt, It was a wild idea; but extravigant
as it was, it must be wcknowledged, that the
fruits of his discoveries «nabled Britain to
bear up against its burdens, aid maintain its
faith in times of severest tiialand oppress-
ion.

Reuben's {ather was one of those who
complained wmost bitterly against the modern
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innovation. Heaaid, “ the work could never
be like & man’s work. It wasa ridiculous
novelty, and would justly end in the ruin of
all engaced in it.” 1t had, indeed, not only
reduced his wages the one half, buthe had
not half his wonted employment, and he saw
nothing but folly, ruin, and injustice in the
speculation.  Reuben, however, pondered
more deeply ; he entered somewhat into the
spirit of the projector. He not only entertain-
the belief that it would enrich the nation,
but he cherished the hope that it would er~
rich himself. How it was to accomplish his
own advancement he did not exactly perceive
Lut he lived in the idea—he dreamed of it;
nothing could make him divest himseif of it ;
and he was encouraged by his mother say-
ing— :

“ Well, Reuben, I canna tell, things may
be as yesay—only there is very little appear-
ance o’ them at present, when the wages o’
youand your faither put thegither, are hard-
ly the half o what ane o’ ye could have
made. But ae hing is certain—they who
laok for & silk gown, always get asleeveo't.”

* Nonsense, moman ! ye're as bad as him,”
was the reply of his father; * wherefore
would ye encourage the callant in his havers?
I'wonder seeing the distress we are a’ brought
to, he doesna think shame to speak 0’ such a
thipg. Mak a fortune by the new-fangled
systém indeed !—my truly ! if it continue
meikle lan; er, he winna be able to get brose
without butier.”

U6

“ Well, faither,” was the answer of Reu-
ben, “ we'll see; but you must perceive that
there is no great improvement can take place,
let it be what it will, withont doing injury
wsomebody. And it is our duty to watch
every opportunity to make the most of it.”

‘ In my beliefthe laddy is out o his head,”
rejoined the father, * but want will bring him
to his senses.”

Reuben, however, soon found that it be-
came almost impossible to keep soul and body
together by the labours of the loom. He
therefore began to speculate on what he
ought to do; and, like my honoured name-
sake, the respectable poet, but immortal
ornithologist, he took unto himself a Pack,
and with it upon hisshoulders, e resolved to
perambulate the Borders. There was no
disgracein the calling, forit is as ancient,
perhaps more ancient, than nobility ; and,
we are told, thas, even in the time of Solo-

Purrves.

mon, * there were caapmen in the land j
those daye.” Therefore, Reuben Puarveste.
came a chapman. e, as his original traé
might lend one to suppose, was purelya

“dealer in * soft” goods; and when he ey

tered a farm-liouse, among the bonny buxe
girls, he would have flung his pack upon t:
table, and said—

“ Here, now, my braw lasses; look o
here ! Here's the real upright, downngty
elegantand irresistable muslin for frills,whick
no sweetheart upon this earth could haveit
power to withstand. Ane here’s the gom’
pieces—cheap, cheap—actually gien ther
away—the newest,the most elegant pattens
Only lnok at them !—it is a sin to see then
so cheap! Naething could be more hand
some! Now or never, lasses ! Look atth
ribbons, too—blue, red, yellow, purple, greer,
plain, flowered. and gauze ; now is thetie
for busking your cockernony—naething coul
withstand them wi’ sic faces as yours, Nae
thing, nacthing.and that ye would find. }
would be out ¢ the question to falk ¢t~
Come hinnies, only observe them, P'm surey
canna but buy—or look at this lawn.”

0, Reuben, man,” they would havesi
“ they are very bonny, but we have naesh
ler.?

“Havers I answered he, * young queat
like you talking about siller ! Sell your hw
dears, and buy lang lawn®

Then did Reuben pull forth his scism
and begin to exercise the functions of a hat
dresser, in addition to his ca'ling as a chep
man—thinning, and sometimes almost s
ping, the fair, the raven, the auburn,ortt
brown tresses of the serving-maids, andgr
ing them hisribbons and his cambricsing
change for their shorn Jocks. The ringk
he disposed of to iic hair dressers in Ex
burgh, Newcestle, or Carlisle, and hee
fossed that he found it a very profitable sps
lation ; and where the colour or texture:
the hair was beautiful, e invariably-ptk
red bartering for it, to receiving payment:
money. This was a trait in Reuber’sch
acter, at the outset of his career as a spt
Jator, which shewed that he had a comt
appreciation of the real prinbiples of trale
that he knew the importance of barter, ¥
out which commerce could not exist, and
afforded an indication of the futare m
chant.

He was in the habitof visiting every t¢®
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“lage, and farm-stead within sixty miles of

1e Borders—to the north and to the south ;
pdtaking in the entire breadth of the island.
15 visits became as regular as clock-work.
‘omerchant now-a-days knows more exact-
ythe day and almost the hour when he may
wect @ visit from the traveller of the house
ith which he deals, accompanied with an
-vitation to drink a bottle of wine, and pay

~ saccount, than the people in the Border
Tages knew when Reuben would appear
mongst them.

it waeshrewdly suspected that Revben did
stconfine himself solely to the sale of rib—
15 gown-pieces, and such like ware, but
his goodly pack was in fact a magazine,
“which was concealed tea, cogniac, and to-
reeo. At all events he prospered amazing-
,and in the course of three years—though
» lesened its weightat every village he
:meto—his pack overgrew his shoulders,
~dprosperity compelled him, first, 1o have
urse to u pack-horse, and, before he had
kingto a covered ciirt or caravan. Inshort,

ariving at a village, instead of going
and'from house to house, with his stock
o his shoulders, as he was wont to do, he
round the drummer or bellman; or,
here ro such funetionaries were known, he
iployed some other individeal, with a key
datreecher, to go round the village and
- the proclamation—

“This is to give notice, that Mr. Reuben
ives, with his grand and elegaut assort-
tof the newest fashionable varieties of
tware goods, and vther commodities, all
1htby him for ready money, so that great
gains may be expected, has just arrived,
-auchan inn,) and will remain for this day
y; therefore, those who wish the real su-
+or articles, at most excellent bargains
Uembrace the present opportunity !”

-4 not the reader despise Reuben, because
_practised and understood the mysteries of
Jrg. There is nothing done tn this world
hout it. No gardener ever “ lichtlied”
anleeks. Al men practise it, from the
«erof books to the maker of shoe-black~
wor the vender of matches. From the
“tdiloguent advestisement of a metropoli-
auctioneer, down to the “ only true and
izular account” of an execution, bawled
lying stationer on the streets, the spirit
uffing, in its various degrees, fis to be
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found. Theretore, we blame not Reuben ;
he ouly did what vther people di¢, though
perhaps after a dilerent fashion, and with
better success. It gave 4 promize of his suc-
cess as u tradesman. e said he ventured
on itasa speculation, and finding it Lo suit
his purpose, he continaed it.  In truth, scarce
had the herald made the proclamnation which
I have quoted, until Reuben's cart was liter-
ally besieged. His customers said, it went
like a cried fair”—* there was nae getting
forward to it.”

Moreover, he was always civil, he was
always obliging. e had a smile, and a
pleagant and merry word for every one. Buy
or not buy, his courtesy never failed him. In
short, he would do anything to oblige his cus-
tomers, save to give them credit; and that,
as he said, was not because he Lad any doubt
of their houesty, or that he was unwillng w
serve them, bul brcause he Liad laid it down
asa rule never 1o trusta single penny,which
rule he could not break. He was also pos-
sessed of a goodly person, was some five feet
ten inches in height, he had fair hair, a rud-
dy cheerful countenunce, intelligent blue
eyes, and his years but little exceeded thirty.

At this period of Reuben’s history, there
dwelt in the town of Moflat, one Miss Pris-
cilla Spottiswoode. Now, Priscilla was a
portly, and withal a comely personage, and
though rather stout, che wastall in propor-
tion to her thickness. Nothing could surpass
the smoothness of the clear red and white
upon her goodly countenance. There was by
nomeans too much red, and constitutional
good-nature shed asort of perpetual smile
over herfeawures, like a sun-beam irradiating
atranquil lake. In short, it was a reproach
10 every bachelor in the to wn and parish of
Moffat, to have permitted forty and four sum-~
mers 1o roll over the head of Priscila, with-
out one amongst them having the maasliness
to step forward and offer his hand to rescue
her from a state of single solitariness. She
had been for more than twenty years the
maid, or rather 1 might say the nurse, of an
oldand rich lady, who, at her death, be-
queathed to her five hundred pounds.

Reuben first saw Priseilla about three
months after sie had received the legacy.—
« Jjve hundred pounds,™ thought he “ would
set @ manon his feet” He also gazed on
her kind, comely, smiling countenance, and
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he eaid within himsulf, that * the men of
Moflat wereblind.?  Aud eventually he con-
cludeds communing with hunselt; that the
lair Priecilla was a epeculation worthy the
thinking of.  She wished to purchase o tew
yards of lace for cap borders, and such like
purposes, and as Reuben sold them to her, he
said 10 liera hundred pleasaut things, and
tie let drop some well-timed and well-tuined
comglinents, and she blushed as his eulogy
on the lace aptly ended in praise of her own
fair features. Yet this was not all; for he
notonly sold to her fifty per cent. cheaper
than he would have parted with his goods to
any other purchaser, but he politely—by
what appeared a willul sort ol accident—
contrived to give her a {ull yard into her bar-
gain. Priscilla looked upon Reuben with
more than complacency ; she acknowledged,
(that is 1o herself;) that he was the best-Jook-
ing, pelite, and most sensible young man she
had everseen. She resolved that in future
she would deal with no one else; and indeed
she had got such an excellent bargain of the
lace, that she had comne to the determination
of again visiting his stock, and making a
warchase of other articles. And, added she,
10 a particular friend—

“ [t does a body good to buy from him, for
he is always so pleasant.”

But Reubzusaved her the wauble, for ear~
ly the next day he called at her hous: witha
silk dress under hisarm. e said—

“It was the last piece of the kind he had ;
indeed it was a perfect beauty, equal to real

1ndia, und would become her exceediugly 5

and not think abont the price, for that was
no object.”

“Whatthenam! to thinh aboui T thought
Priscilla; aud shie admited the sk much,
but, peradventure, if the tiuth wede tud, she
admired its owner wore.

Reuben spent more than two hours be-
neath the roof of the too-long neglected spins-
ter : she blushed, his tongue faltered, and
when he rose 1o depart, he had nesther the
silk beneath his arm, vor thecash for itin lus
pocket ; but he shook her hand fervently, and
would have saluted her fair chieek, but true
love, like true genius, people say, is always
modest. Priscilla, on being left, felt her heart
in a very unusval tumult—and now she ex~
amined her face in a mirror, and again ad-
mired the silk which he had presented. She
had heard him spoken of as a steady,thriving
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and deserving young man ; and it became;
settled point in her mind, that if he direcy
popped the important question, she wouldje
as candid with him, and at once answe-
“ Yes.?

Reuben was frequently seen in Moflat af
ter this, even when he brought no gouds i
sale, and within six months after her py.
chase of the lace, the sacred knot was tg
between them: and at the age of forty-foy
years, Miss Priscilla Spottisweode bluste
into Mrs. Purves.

VWhile following his avacation as a chap
man, Reuben had accumulated rising tu
huindred pounds, which added to his wig;
five hundred,raised his capital to seven hu.
dred. But he was not a man to look only u
the necdle point of things, or whose sl
would be lost ina nuishell. Onward! we
the ruling principle of Reuben—he had been
fortunate in all his speculations, and truse
to he so still. Never had he lost sight of i
important discoveries of Arkwright, and {
the improvements which were being maé:
upon them; and while he was convinced tha
they would become a souree of inexhaustits
wealth to the nation, he still cherished the
hope that they would enricli himself : hesui
also—and Mrs.Purves agreed with him, thy
travellinz the country was a most uncom
fortable life for a married man : he therefie
sold his horse and covered cart, disposed
his stock at prime cost, and with his wife
capital removed to Manchester.

He tcok a room and cellar at the topd
Dean Street.  ‘The upper room served iben
for bedchamber, parlour, kitchen, and ah,
while the cellar  he converted into & ware
roois. Perhaps, having something mer
than seven huudred pounds to begin us
world with, some may think that he mg.
Lave tahen more commodious premises : bu
rents were becoming high in Manchester-
mauy a merchant has begun business in2.
cellar—and Reuben, quoting the wordsel
poor Richard, said—*1 am but servingry
time yet ; we must crecp before we walk”

Never was any man who prospered in tht
aflairs of this world more diligent than Re-
ben Purves, and in Priscilla he found an ad
mirable helpmate. She soon learncd the
name, the price, and the quality of even
description of goods; and when he wasnt-
cessarily absent, shecould attend to the o
ders of customess as well as himsell. Tt
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sler unacquainted with the Manchester
ole ol business, is not to suppose that Reu-
o, although his stock was wedged upin a
-lar, was a retail draper or haberdasher.—
«magnitude considered, thereare fewer
«1in Manchester than in any other town
the kingdom ; but Reuben commenced as
wholesale merchant—one who suppliesthe
“antry dealers: healways went to the mar-
1sto purchase with the money in his hand
Joseph the patriarch’s brethren came to
‘nto buy corn—and pity it is that the good
Jeustom has too much fallen into disuse.—
emade his purchases chiefly from the small
apufacturers, to whom ready money was
aebject, and consequently bought his goods
much advantage. During  his perambu-
tons on the Borders also, he had become
-wainted with the drapers in the towns up-
-hiscircuit ; and at the seasons when they
At Manchester, he might have been eeen
“sing rapidly along what is now called Pic-
-dilly, and ifone whose face he knew step-
Afrom the coach, Reuben wrned suddenly
and as if by accident,took the purchaser by
¢ hand, and invited him to come to “ eat
" with him. He was generally success-
], for to resist his solicitations was & matter
 dificulty, and after partaking of'a frugal
eal and a single glass, the stranger was
vited to examine the stock in the ware-
»m,and seldom failed of becuining the par-
serof @ part.

Within three years he had taken extensive
areroomns.  He had a clerk, a salesman,
ur warehousemen, a traveller, and a por-
r: he had also tasen his father from the
m.  Reuben had seized fortune at the
3], and lie floated down with the stream.
. sud he never undertook « speculation but
s convinced it would be sucuessful: he
“« siid that fortune-muahing was like court-
“p, it was never veuture never win—only
lnow what you were ventaring upon,

1 <hould have mentioned, that previous to
1 Priscilla had made Reuben the happy
ther of twin daughters, and the one they
med Rachel, aud the other Elizabeth.—
e mother gloried in her children, and her
~band looked on them with delight He
sa fortunate man and a happy one, and
zcup of felicity, if'it did not run over, was
ill Blled.

“Inashort time, Reuben not ouly supplied
b zoods to a great extent the merchants
4
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on the Borders, but throughout the three
kingdoms ; and he al:o exported extensively
to other countries, and even to some where
the impurtation of British guods was prohib-
ited.

“ A fig to the tarifls” Le was wont to say,
* the profit will cover the risk. The principle
of trade is like the principle ol steam--~there
is no restraining it.”?

In these speculations, however, Reuben
frequently experienced the common fate of
the smuggler ; and the goods which he sent
into countries where they were prohibited,
were seized : he was of too ardent a temper-
ament to be merely the purchaser and vender
of'vther men’s manufactures, and eventually
he erected a cotten mill of his own, a few
niles outof Manchester-

And here it will, perhaps, be more accepta-
able to the reader, that I detail the remain-
der ot Reuben’s narrative in hisown words,
as he related it more than thirty years af-
terwards. 1t was delivered in the Scottish
accent, which a residence of more than three
times ten years had not destroyed :—

“1 was now,” said he~alluding 1o the
crection of the mill—'* at what 1 had always
considered as the very pinnacle of my ambi-
tion-—the proprietor of a cotton-mill, and of
one, too, that had cost me several thousaud
in completing it. 1 had no doubt out that it
would turn out the master-speculation of my
existence ; for bless ye, ut that period,to have
a mill was'to have a mine. A spinning jenny
was worth its weight i rabies. There was
Arkwright made a fortune like a nobleman’s
in ajiffy ; and Robert Peel, greatiy to lus
credit, from being a2 weaver lad, made a for-
tune that could buy up half'the gentry s the
country. Indeed, wealth just poured s upon
the mill owners; and 1 must confess ther
werna bad times for the like o'me,that bov ,nt
their calicocs, and got themn dresse’ and
printed to sell them out, as ye muy judge
from my having been able to erect a mill of
my own before I had been many years in
business. But 1 must confess that the mill
ran between me and my wits. All the time
it was building, I was out and in frae the
town to see how the workmen were getting
en, wetor dry, and 1 dare tosay, that if §
dreamed abeut it once during the twelve
months it was in hands, } drcamed about it
athousand times. Many a time Prisciliu Lia.
2aid to me—
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t Reuben, your’e thinking ower meikle
about the mill—which I fear is enough to
make the mill no prosper.’

¢ My dear,’ I said, ‘do ye consider what a
epeculation it is 2—it is like death or life to
me; and if'l didna look after the workmen to
see how they are getting on wi’ it, who do
ye suppose would 2 There is nothing like a
man looking after his own concerns, and
where there issae meikle at stake, it is im-
possible but to think o't.

But Ilocked after the progress of the mill,
and my thoughts were taken up concerning
it, to the neglect of my more immediate bu-
ciness. Afier commencing in the wholesgle
fine, Ifound it impossible tu abide by my ori-
ginal rule of—no credit ; and during my fre-
quent absence from my warehouse, mysales-
man had admitted the names of men intomy
books ot whom I kaew nothing, but whom I
alterwards learned were not to be trusted.—
Their pavments were not forthicoming in the
proper season, and in lookiug after them I put
off insuring the mill at the time I intended.
Delay is & curse toa person in business it is
as dangerous as the blandishments of a har-
fot to the young—and so i found it. On the
very night that the machinery and every
thing was completed, I allowed the spinners
and others that I had engaged, to have a
supper and dance in it wi' their wives and
sweethearts. 1 keepit them company for an
hour mysel’, and very merry they were.—
But after charging them all to keep sober and
harmonious, and to see that they locked the
doors behind them when they broke up, and
to leave every thing right, I wished them
good night, and they drank my health and
gave me three cheers as I left them. But 1
dinna think I had been three hours in bed,
when Priscilla gave me a hunch, and says—

¢ Waken, Reuben, waken'—there’s an
unco knocking at the street door.

¢ Hoot! says I, ‘ some drunken body,” and
turned round on my side to sleep.

Buat the knock continued louder.

¢ That is nae drunk body,’ said Priscilla—
* something has happened.’

Istarted ower the bed, halfdressed, when
the servant lass come fleein’ up the stair.

* What is it? cried.

¢ O Siresthe mill ! the mill ! said she.

A ehot could not have etupificd me more.

Reuben Purves.

* What about the mill 2 cries 1.
* Oh, it’s on fire! on fire !’ she replied.
Priscilla screamed ‘on fire! and sprangy

1 cannot tell ye how I threw on my cox
I know thati banged out without a napy
about my neck, and rushing down the stz
1 couldna stop to get a horse saddled, butn
as fast as I cou'd. It was six miles, byt
neverslacked. 1didna even discover thoy
the stones had cut my feet, that I had cop
away barefooted. The mill absorbed by
thought and sense—I was dead to any ths
else. But what a sight presented itseifs
my view! Greatred flames raging upt¢
height of its five stories, and the very whe
of the mackinery seen through the windor
glowing as bright as when in the hane-
the smith that formed them. The clouds ¢
smoke blinded me. Hundreds of womenr
about screaming, and drunken menstagge
ed to and iro, like lost epirits in the mda
their tortures. O, it was an awful sight £
any one to behold ; but for me to witnes-
was terrible ! For some minutes I wust
reft of reason, and had the spectators i
held me back, I would have rushed intot
middle of the flames. Crash, after crashtt
newly erected walls fell in, and I wasa hel
less spectator of the destruction of my prop;
ty. lnone hour, more than hall of thel
tune that { had struggled for years toga
together, was swept as by a whirlwind
off the face of the earth:.

1 stood till ¥ beheld the edifice a mes
smoking ruins.with scarce one stone lefty
another. All the mannfacturers roundab
sympathised with me, and one of them dr
me back to Manchester in hisdrosky. Wk
1 entered my own house, I believe I appea
ithe a person on whom sentence of deaihbh
been passed, as he is removed from the
and led back 1o his prison.

¢ Weel, Reuben,’ asked Priscilla, ie
calm way, ¢ 1s the damage great 7

‘O my dear ¥ said I, ¢ there is nothiig
but & heapo’ ashes ! we are ruined !

“ No, no,” replied she, as quietly as e
«we areparuined. The back is alwaysms
fit for the burden. The Hand that sentt
risfortune (as we think it) upon us wille:
ble us to bear up against it. Now, just)
compose yoursel’, and dinna be angiy.
what I am going to say ; but we are &%
now as we were three years ago, and,1&
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«, Reuben, we were quite as happy then
weare now. Ye have still a very excel-
tbusiness, and a fortune far beyond ony-
iz that you and I could ever expect to
s when we cam’ together. You have
shealth and I have mine, and our twa
40’ Dairnies are growing up to hea com-
-1 usbaith. They will ne’er feel the loss
the cotton-mill, and you and I ne’er kenned
:guid 0 it Wherefore, then, should ye
e Ye ought rather to be thankfu? that
pane o’ your family that is ta’en frae ye.
4,1 have nae doubt, that, although we
twice and short-sighted mortals canna
i, this vigitation will be for the guide o’
al. Itis better that ye should lose the
Jthan forget your Maker ; and forgi’e me
waving it, but I feared it wae setting your
‘nupon the things o’ this world, to a de-
~which did not become the faither o’ a
rian family. Therefore, let me intreat
‘wsay, ¢ His will be done,’ and to believe
tihis*has fallen upon you for the best.—
tloss is not so great but that, if times keep
4, we may suon overcome it

had often experienced the value of my
t,and admired her meek, patient spirit,
effectionate heart; but 1 never, until
wial came upon me, knew her real worth.
enabled me to begin the werld ; ay, Sir,
this far she has guided me through it.—
was better than twelve years older than
but what of that 2 She looked as young
at forty as ever I saw another woman do
renty ; and now, when she has been my
forthirty years, I hardly ken her aulder.
iaiket lassie, under such circumstances,
bt have wrung her hands and upbraided
fir allowing the supper and the dance;
Priccilla strove only to comfort me, to
e my mind with fortitude, and to turn
atcident to my elernal advantage. 1 had
loved and esteemed her, but I now re-
aced her.

tand I Jistened to her, and looked in
face for the space of ten minutes with~
speaking a word ; and, at last, fairly
wwered wi’ her gentleness and her ten-
&5, I rose and took her hand, ‘ Priscilla,’
L, ‘for your sake dear, 1 will think no
-gbout the matter. The muli is destroy-
but, as you say, we may overcome the
and I shall try.?

mugh T have as keen feelings as onybo-
-Was not a person to sit down long, and
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croon and shake my head over misfortunes
that couldna be helped. 1 micht be driven
back from an object, and defeated in accom—~
plishing it ; but it would be necessary to take
wmy life before I could be made to relinquish
my actempts, or to conquer me. Persever-
ance, and a restless, ambitious spirit of enter—
prise, epurred me on.

I endeavoured to extend my business more
widely than ever; and as I had sometimes
had losses with houses on the Continent, I
resolved to visit France, and Germany,
and other places, myself, and see in what
situation the land lay. I did so; and in
Holland and Switzerland in particular. I
entered into what proved some very profita-
ble epeculations. Now, Sir, it is my convie—
tion, that where there is no speculation, there
can be no luck. As well might 2 man with
his hands in his pochets expect a guinea to
drop intothem. People who, perhaps, have
been born with asilve r spounin their mouths,
or had'enough to purchasz them a hot joint
every day, trust upon them by accident, will
tell you, in speaking of any particular sub-
ject—* Oh, I will hae nothing to do with 1t;
it Is only a speculation.” Now, Sir, but for
some speculation that had beenentered into
before they were, the one would neither have
had the silver epoon in his teeth, nor the-
other the hot joint. Without speenlation,
coramerce could not exist. In the commu~
nity where its spirit is {not felt, they must be
dull as horses in a ring ; moving round and
round as regularly and as monotonously as
the wheels of a machina, to procure the eve-
ry-day bread and cheese,of existence. 1 have
been a speculator all m* life—1 am aspecla-
tor still. Neither you nor I have time for me
to enter into the particulars of thirty-years’
enterprise. It is true I have lost by some, but
in more § have been ruccessfu), or until this
day 1 would been a hand-loom weaver in
this my native town of Galashiels.

But, Sir, within three years ¥ had built
another mill. 1commenced manufacturer,
and prospered, and, in ashort time, I began
the business of printer also. You understand
me—it is a calico-printer I meau, not a book
or newspaper printer; for if, in a town in
Lancashire, you ask fora printer, nobody
would think of shewing you to a consumer of
ink and paper.

Our two daughters had been educated at
a boarding-echool in Yorkshire; but they
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were now come home, and were, 1 may say,
women grown, for they were eightcen. And
although [ say it, that, perhaps, ought notto
say it, remaranbly fine-looking young women
they were. People said that Elizabeth was
a perfect picture, though, so far as I could
judge, Rachel was the bonnicst of the two;
bt they were remarhably like each other.—
There, liowever, was this diflerence buaween
them—Rachel was of a sedate and scrious
disposition, and very plain i Ler dress, even
plainer somietimes thau 1 wizhed to see her ;
but she was always sv neut, that she set
whatever sheput on, Elizabeth, on the other
hand, though akind-hearted lassie, was more
thoughitless, and more given to the vunities
of this world. When her sister was at her
books, she was at her looking-glass. She was
as fond of dresw as Rachel was the reverse.—~
I have often said to her— :

() Bessy ! Bessy 1—dress wi!l tarn your
head some day or other. Ye will frighten
ony man from Laving ye.’

‘Don't be afraid of that, father,’ sherepli-
ed, laughing, for there was no putting herout
of temper, (she was like her mother in that ;)
‘there is no danger, and it is time enough
yet.?

She was also excessively fond of amuse-
ments, such as balls, concerts, pleys,and par-
ties. Much fonder, indeed, than it was agree-
able for me or her mother to observe, aud we
frequently expostulated with her; for though
we did not wish to debar her en'irely from
<uch amusements, yet there i= a medinm to
be observed in all things, and we did not
e Lo see er going beyond thie inedium.

Well, Sir, she had becen at a party one
mght in Mosley Sireet, and a young gentle-
man, who, 1 afterwards understood, had
«hewn her a great deal of attention through-
out the evening, saw her home. There was
no harm iu this; but he called again the
rext day, and, Ishortly after learned, every
day. So, when I heard this, [ thought it was
tight and proper that Ishould see him, and
learn who and what he was. I accordingly
stopped at home a forcnoon for the express
purpose, but not much, as I easily observed,
to the satisfaction of Elizabeth. Abouteleven
v'clock, the gentleman came as usual. 1
easily saw that he was rather taken aback
onperceiving me ; but he recovered his self-
possession as quick as the eyelidscan twinkle,

Purves.

and perfectly confused me with his sup
bundance of bows and ecrapes. I diy
like his appearance. He was dressed It
perfect fop. He wore sitk stockings, andt
feet were wedged into bit= of French.g)
pumps, which, to my cye, made it perfey
painful to look on them. He had onuly
greeen, very fine and very fashionable ¢
and trousers, with a pure white waster
and a ribbon about his neck. He alsoe
ricd a cane with an imageon the healy)
and he had a great bunch of black curls ¢
each side of his head, which, I verily b
lieve, were pomatumed, brushed, and &
zled.

‘I must put an end to your visits, bill
thinks I, before ever he opened his lips.

He was what some ladies would call~
most agreeable young man.” In fact]her
one (not my daughter) prouounce him to!
‘a prodigious fine gentleman ¥ * Prodigio:
thought I, when I heard it. He hadage
flow of” speech and spirits, and could run o
all the scandal of the town with a flippant
that disgusted me, but delighted many. H
could also talk like a critic about dance:
singers, actors, and race-horses, and dixy
the fashions like a milliner.  All this|age
tained during the half hour 1 was int
company. He also gabbled French a
Italian, and played upon a thing, hka st
bass fiddle witheut a bow, that they call-
guitar. I atonce set him down in myor
mind for 2 mere fortune-hunter. He wa:
shallow puppy ; he carried all on the outs
of liis head, and nothing withinit. 1 fox
I:e knew no more about business than ¢
manin the moon. But he pretended i
the eon ol an Honourable, and carried car
with the words, ¢ Charles Austin, Ex. e
graved upon them. He was above belor
ing to any profession—he was u gentlem:
at large.

Disgusted as I was with him, T hadn
the face to rise and say to him—*Si,1 &
thank you togo out of my house, and not!
enter it again.’ And from the mannert
which I had been brought up, I had nut i
manner of what is called—bowing a per
to thc (vor. But what vexed me most W
he remained, was to observe that even Pié
cilla cometimes laughed at thesilly thinge
said, which, as 1 ufterwards told her, ®
just encouraging him. When he leftt
house, 1 wrned to Elizabeth, and~



Reuben Purves,

Now, Betty, hinny,’ says 1, ‘tak’ my ad-
« a3 your faither and your friend, and
wrspeak to that young man again, nor al-
shim to keep your company ; for, ag sure
‘nyname is Reuben, there is something
wtially bad about him.’

she hung her head, and there was a tear
rere'e, and I think, for the first time T had
sved it jn my days, she looked rather sul-
,but I could get no satisfaction from her.
[ think it was between two and three
aths after this—during which time I had
-and heard no niore of the fashionable
.ardes Austin—that having business to
-wact in Liverpool, I took Priscilla down
4 mein the gig, for the benefit of ler
athe It was in the summer season, and
en o'clock had chimed from the steeple
1he collegiate church before we returned
night. Butnever, nevershall I forget our
igrable home-coming. There was our
o Rachel, sitting by herselfs wringing her
wls, and the tears rowing down her bonny
ceks,

'Rachel! dear, Rachel! what is the mat-
- love 2 cried her mother and myself at the
me instant.

.-'0 Elizabeth !—Elizabeth is away !’ eob-
_Ymy poor bairn.

Priscilla was stupified, and she repeated
eword * Away ! but the truth broke over
¢in a moment; and I sunk back into a
_ir, a8 helpless, for all the world, asa new-
minfant,

Rachel tried to compose herself the best
¢ she could, and she informed us, that
esister had left the house about ten o'clock
the forenoon, and that she had not since
armed. She also mentioned, that Eliza-
th had beenseen in the company of Ch’s,
utin shortly after leaving ihe house, and
at when she did not refurn in the course of
eday, suspecting they had fled to Gret-
,she had sent my principal clerk, Thomas
dloway, after them in a chaise and four,
_bring back Elizabeth.

Distressed as I was, Iadmired the pres-
seof mind which Rachel had exhibited.
£had doneall that I could have done my-
i had I been at home; and a fitter per-
tthan Thomas Galloway could not have
nsent.  His zeal, Lonesty, and industry,
d long rendered him a favourite with me,
 though hewas but a young man, I trea-

253

ted him more as an equal than a clerke  Nor
had I any doubt but in the mission he was
sent upon, he would shew as mneh cour-
age, il such an article were required, as he
had atall times shewn zeal and prudence in
my service,

But Thomas returned. He had heard
nothing of them on the road, and they had
not been at Gretna. These tidings threw
us all into deeper affliction, and a week pass-
ed, and we could heur notling of my daugh-
ter, and our misery increased. But on the
ninth day after her disappearance, a letter
arrived from her. It was dated Coldstream.
My fears read its cunteats before it was open~
ed. In it she poured furith a rhapsody in
praise of her ¢ dear Charles,’ as she fermed
him, and said il we kuew his virtues as well
as she knew them, we would love him asshe
did. Shebegged forgiveness for the step she
had taken, and sought permission to return
with her husband, and receive mine and her
mother's blessing. She concluded the letter
by signing herselfl’ onr * affectionate and du-
tiful daughrer, Elizabeth Austin)

‘Dutiful I~the ungrateful, thesilly gipsy,’
crien I, flinging down the letter, and tramp—
ing it under my feet in pure madness; ‘ she
shall never inherit a penny of mine—she
shall never enter my door. She is ruined—
she has mairied worthlessness and misery

It was some time before Priscilla said any-
thing, but 1 saw she was very greatly affec-
ted. At last, the mother’s love for her off-
spring got the better of every other consider-
ationin her heart, and she endeavoured to
soothe me, and to prevail on me to lorgive
Elizabeth and to see her again.

1 had intended that the marriage portion
of my daughters, on the very day that they
became wives, should be ten thousand each,
providing that I approved of the match—
though I by no manner of means wished or
intended to direct their choice, or control their
aflections, farther than it was my duty as a
parent to see that they did not throw them-
selvesaway. Butl was perfectly persuaded
that to give ten thousand, or the half of it,
or any sum to such a person as Elizabeth
had got, would be no better than to fling it
into the fire.

However, the entreaties and pursuasion of
Priscilly prevailed. T consented that Eliza -
beth shou!d return, and gave her husband
five thousand ppunds as Ler dowry, with g
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promise of more, if they shiouta conduct them-
selves to my satisfaction. He had not recei-
ved the money many dayswhen they set out
for London.

Some time previous to thig, I thought I
‘had observed a sort of particular kindness
between my daughter Rachel and my clerk
“Thomas Galloway, of whom I huve already
spoken, and to whose worth I have borne tes-
timony. He wasa native of Newton-Stew-
art, and a young man of humble parentage
like myself, but I liked him nothing the worse
upon that account, for, in my opinion, there
is no real respectability, eave that only which
a man purchases through his own merits.—
Now I once or twice, when I went out toen-
joy the air in the summer nights, after busi-
ness hours, perceived Rachel and Thomas
oxtering together along the green lanes, he~
hind a place in the suburbs, that is called
Strangeways. Such was the high opinion
that 1 had of him, that I was determined, if
there was anything between them, to offer no
obstacle in the world to their marriage. 1
congidered that a person with a character, a
disposition and a knowledge of business, such
as Thomas had, was far before riches. But
X knew that in certain respects, both of the
two were such bashful creatares, that neither
of them would dare to mention the matter to
me. So, after their familiarity became every
day more apparent, thougl they tried to hide
it,and when, at different times, I had tried
humorously to sound both of them in vain,
I mentioned the subject to Priscilfa. I found
that she had pereceived it long before me, for
women have quick eyes in such matters.—
Bat she said that Rachel wassuch a strange
reserved lassie, that though her own bairn,
she could not speak to her with a mother’s
freedom; though now that she had heard my
mind concerning the match, she would ask
Rachel how matters stood between her and
‘Thomas Galloway that very day.

She therefore went into the room where
Rachel was sitting sewing, and after talking
about various matters, by way ol not just
breaking the matter at once, she said—

‘Rachel, dear, are ye aware if your faither
has ever made ony sort o’ recompense to
Thothas Galloway for his trouble in gaun to
Gretna after Elizabeth, when the feolish
lassie ran away wi’ young Mr. Austin ?

* 1 Do not think it,’ replied Rachel.

Purves,

* Then,? said the mother, * he has not dy
right. He should do something for him, ¢
he isa deserving lad. Do ye not think,
dear P -

This was a home thrust which our lag
was not prepared for, and it brought the v
million to her cheeks. The mother contin
ed—* He isa lad that will rise in the wo
yet» and he weel deserves it—and I amgla
hinny, that ye hae the good sense to thiy
weel o’ him.”

* Mother !’ said Rachel, greatly confused,

* Com, love,’ continued Priscilla, ‘youne
not conceal any thing from your mother, g
must be a bad mother that a virtuous danz
ter darena trust with a secret. Dinna sy
pose that I am sae chort sighted but that ’
hae observed the tender affection springin;
up between ye—and have not only observe’
it, but I ha’e done so with satisfaction, for
finow not a young man that I could not hav
more credit by in calling him son-in-law-
Tell me at once,would ye not prefer Thomss
to any man ye have seen for your husband?

¢ Yes, mother !’ faltered my sweet.blushing
blossom, and sank on her mother’s breast

¢ That is rights’ said her mother ; ‘butif
ye had tauld me so before, it would ha'e s
ved you many a weary hour o’ uneasines, |
ha'e nae doubt. But ye shall find nae obsiz
cles in the way, [or it is & match that will gi
baith your faither and me great satisfacton
He has observed the attentions o’ Thomast
ye ; indeed, he desired me to mention (b
subject to ye,and if I found that your feelinz
were as we suppesed, that the marriag
should immediately take place, and he wil
also take Thomas into partnership.

Rachel, poor thing, grat with joy: whe
Thomas heard of it,he could have flung hin-
selfat my feet. Andin a few weeks thy
were married, and I took Thomas into part
nership, which took a great burden off oy
shoulders ; and more particularly as I hadr
cently entered into a canal speculation.

For twelve months from the time that
Elizabeth wentto London, we had buttw
letters from lier,and one of them was abusing.
hersister for what she termed her ‘grovellig
gpirit,” in marrying her father’s clerk, anl
bringing disgiace upon her father’s famss.

When I saw the letter, my answer bad
to her was—

‘Elizabeth, my woman, do not forgetyor
self. Your sister has married a deserving-
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"}, and your mother marvied a packman ¥’
From her husband I never had a scribe of
‘pn. But1 heard they were flining away
~money I bad given them ; and also that
sbeth thoughtlessly whirled round with
xinthe vortex of worldly dissipation.

The third letter was received from her
it Jourteen monthe after her marriage, in
grain of the wildest agony—in one line she
pored her full dowry, and in the next she
nanded it—and again she entreated me to
lace her ‘dear Charles who, as she
el it, had been imprisoned for the paltry
nof five hundred pounds. 1 was plainly
would be throwing money away to assist
spin their present course of extravgance.
-glly, Imade up my mind to let them leel
at distress was, so that they might under-
ni the value of money : we held a sort of
family parliament,and Priscilla waas dread-
liy distressed. Rachel plead hard for her
er, which I was pleased to see, though I
Joothing—and Thomassuggested that I
~ld release Charles Austin from prison,
igive Elizabeth two hundred pounds for
ir immediate wants, and that I would set
her husband in whatever line of’ business
might prefer, but that I would not keep
_iinidleness. I released him from prison
_sent two hundred pounds to my daugh-
, with a long letter of admonition.

Weheard no more of them for six months
ndeould get no answer to our letters—but,

morping Thomas came into the parlour
han open letter in his hand, and his face

slike the face of death. A trembling seiz-
meall over.

Thomas !’ cried I, as 1 saw the letter
_8in his hand, * is my bairn dead

No?said he, ¢ but’—and he stood still
- handed me the letter.

just glanced my eyeson it. Itshewed us
laforgery had been committed upon our
se to the extent of ten thuusand pounds !
_oh, horrible ! by my own worthless son-
aw, Charles Austin ! I knew not how to
{1 permitted the villain to escape un-
ished, I was doing an injustice to society
ndah ! how was it possible that I could
119 the gallows the husband of my own
. Thomasset off to London tosee what
» ldbe done--and eoon returned bringing
word that the villain had escaped abroad,

v -

and had taken bis wile and child with hum,
for they had an infant eight mouths old.

It waz not the loss of the money that affect-
ed me, but the dirgrace of my bairn. About
twelve months after this melancholy event, I
purchased a property in Dumfriesshire, and
went to reside upon it. 1 entrusted my busi-
ress to Thomas Galloway.

We had been a year in our house, and Ra-
chel and Thomase hdd been down seeing us,
and it was a gusty, cold night—and a poor
woman came to our door with a baitn at her
breat, and another on her back, and begging
a morgel and a shelter : one of the -ervants
came up and told us concerning her, and
asked to give her aseat by the fire. 1 never
liked to harbor beggars, and says1—

* No: there is a shilling for her; gie her
some meat, and tell her to go to the village.

¢ And give her this,’ said Rachel, when the
lass added—

¢ Poor creafure ! I dinna think she is able
to crawl to the village”

The servant added, ‘ she was a young and
bonny creature.’

¢ She had better be brought in,’ said my
daughter, which was agreed to.

Well, shortly after Rachel went down to
the kitchen, to seeif any thing was nceded,
but the sound of her footsteps was hardly off
the stairs, when we heard o scream--

¢ Sister ! sister I’

We all started to our feet and looked at
each other with wonder; then hurried down
to the kitchen, and there was Rachel weep-
ing on the bosom of the poor wandering wo-
man—-my lost, my ruiied Elizabeth ! She
sobbed as though her heart would burst, and

embraced our knees, and her mother pressed
her to her bosom, and cried, * My bairn ¥’

We clothed her and her chilaren ; and
throughout the evening she sat sobbing and
weeping, and could not be comforted. We
were not in a state of feeling to ask her ques-
tions.

But in a few days she voluntarily unbo-
somed her grxefs to hersister. She knew no-
thing of the crime which ber husband had
comrmttcd and we agreed that she should
wever know, as it would add a heavier load
to her broken spirit. All she knew was that
he had hastened with her to America, where
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he had ehumrzed his nameYin consequence,its
hie said, of @ property that had fallen to him
inthat couetry. {Ie;had long treated lier
with coldness, und prohibited her from wri-
ting to us, using threuts that made her trem-
ble for her life. But ou arriving in Anieri-
ca his indifference guve place to vpen brutal-
ity, and in a few mouths Le basely deseited
hLer and her infants.  She sold the few trink-
¢tsshe had, and witl her children, fainting
and brohen hearted, slowly perfurwed a
journey of nearly seven hundred miles to the
nearest seaport, where she found a vessel
.about to sail for Gieenock, and her passage
money deprived her of her last coin. My
poor bairn had been landed in Scotlund
without a penny in her packet, and was beg-
ging her way to Mancnester, to throw her-
self at our feet, when Providence ditected
her to our door.

Never do I think of the sufferings which
my bairn must at this period have endured,
but my heart melte within me; and, 1 think,
what must have been the tortures of her
proud spirit before she could seek as-i-tince
Jrom the cold and measured hand of charity.
Oh, what a struggle there must huve been
in her gentle bosom between the agonies of
hunger, the leelings of the.mother, and the
shamethat burued upon her fuce and depri-
ved her of utterauce '—and while her bits of
bairnies clung to her neck, or pulled ut her
tattered gown, and cried—° Bread, mother,
give us breud,” while her own lieart was
{ainting within her, how dreadlul mnst Liave
been the sufferings that my poor Betey endu-
red! The idea that she was perishing, aud
begging lihe @ wretclied outcast from door to
door, while we were fiuins sumptuously eve-
ry day, brings the tears 1o my eyes cven to
this hour , and often has my heartoverflowed
in gratitude to the Power that in meicy Ji-
rected her stleps to her father’s house.

The Aellopodes.-~ A curious specimen of
mechanical ingeunuity bearing the above ti-
tle isat present exhibiting at Aldermantary.

Reuben Purves--7'he Aellopodes.

From that day =he aud her cluldren
never left my roof, and she shall still ¢
equally with Racliel.  About six month)
I received a double letter from Ameri
T'lhe outer one was from a clergyman,
that which was enclosed, hore the s
ture of’ Charles Austin. It was lus cop)
ion on his deathbed, begzing my forgive
and the forziveness of his wife—my poo
jured Elizabeth—for the wrongs and the
elties he had committed against her|
declaring that she was ignorant and |
centof the crime he had committed ag
me. He al:o beseeched me to provid|
his children, for their mother’s sake, if
vetlived. Ttwas the letter of a dying |
tent. Four thousand of the sum, with w
he had*abseonded, he had not squand
and it he directed to be restored to me.
letter from the clergyman announced
deathand burial of the unhappy young|
and that he had been appointed to carr|
dying requests into effect.

I communicated the tidinzs of his de
aud his repentance of his conduct tow
her, aud she received them meekly,
wept, as the remembrance of young a
tion touched her heart.

Sucly, ir, is un account of my speculat
and the losses and crosses with which |
have been a‘tended, bu. successand
uess have piedominated. And I must
that I am lappier now than ever;an
the seasun when Ractiel and Thomas ¢
downto see us, with the buirns, andt
tun romyping about with Elizabeth’s
ate two iuteresting creatures, and thre
four wilt be crying at once—* Granny,
and Granny that,” I believe there is i
brappier auld woman in Britain than Pr
fa, who fire{ enabled me o speculate tox
purpose.” % :

Itisa carniuge for travelling withouth
or stcam, propdled solely by the travél
own weight, :



