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THIE PROCRASTINATOR.

Being overtaken by a shower in Kensing-
u Gardens, Isought shelter in one of the
deoves near the palace. 1 was scarce
«ated, when the storm burst with all its
wy; and Tobserved an old fellow, who had
wod Joitering till the hurricane whistled
-und his ears,making towards me,as rapidly
shisapparently palsied limbs would per-
it. Upon his nearer apnroach, he appeared
Aher to have suffered from infirmity than
an. He wore a brownish black coat, or
-ther shelly which, from its dimensions, had
wer been intended for the wearer ; and hiz
expressibles were truly inexpressible.--
So"said I, as Lie seated himself on the
ench, and shook the ritn from his old broad-
Jmmed hat, ** you see, old boy, ‘Procrasti-
dion is the thief of time, the clouds
-veyon & hint of what was coming, but
nzxemed not to take it.” “It is,” replied
weageriy. “ Doctor Young isin the right.
merastination has been my curse since 1
sin leading-strings. It has grown with
7 growth, and strengthened with my
-gth. It has ever been my beselting sin
aycompanion in prosperity and adversity;
ifhave slept upon it, like Samson on the
pof Delilah, till it has shora my locks and
yived e of my strength. It has been to
_awitch, a manslayer, and a murderer;
_when I would have shaken it off in
ah and in disgust, I found I was no
ser master of my own actions and my
a house. It had brought around me a
aof its blood-refations—its sisters and its
© shs-german--to fatten on my weakness,
- haunt me to the grave; so that when I
«myself from the emb.ace of one, it was
Y10 be intercepted by another. You are
2g,Sir, and a stranger to me, but its ef-
supon me, and my history—the history
spoor paralytic shoemaker—if yeu have
fence to hear, may serve as a beacon to
«in your voyage through life.”

Jon expressing my assent to his proposal
¥ the fluency and fervency of his man-
had at once rivetted my attention, and
%d curiosity—he continued :—

Iwas born witbout a fortune, as muny
deare. When about five years of agel
-sent to the parish school in Roxburgh-
t and procrastination went with me.—
iy ll)osscsscd of a tolerable memory, I was

not more deficient than iny echoolfeflows
bat the task which they had studied the pre-
vious evening, was by me seldoin looked at
till the following morning ; and my seat was
the last to be occupied of any other on the
form. My lessons were committed to memo-
ry by o few hurried glances, and repeated
with a faltering rapidity, which not unfre-
quently puzzled the ecar of the teacher to
followme. DBut what was thus hastily learn-
ed, was as suddenly forjotten. They were
mere surface impressions, each obliterated
by the succeeding. And though I had run
over a tolerable general education, I left
school but very litle wiser than when I en-
tered it.

* My parents—peace to their memory
here the old fellow looked most feelingly,and
a tear of filial recollection glistened in his
eyes; it added a dignity to the recital of his
weakness, and I almost reverenced him—
** My parents,” continued he, “ had no ambi-
tion to see me rise higher in society than an
bonest tradesman; and, at thirteen, 1 was
bound apprentice to a shoemaker. Yes, Sir,
I was—I um a shoemaker; and but for my
curse—my walady—had been an ornament
to my profession. 1 have measured the foot
of a princess, Sir; I have made slippers to
his Majesty 7 Here his tongue acquired
new vigour from the idea of his own import-
ance. “Yes, Sir, I have made slippers to
his Majesty—yet X am unlucky—~I am be-
witched—TI am a ruited man. But to pro-
ceed with my history. During the first year
of my apprenticeship, I acted in the capaci-
ty of errand boy ; and, assuch, had to run
upon many an unpleasant message—some-
tites to ask money, frequently to borrow it,
Now, Sir, I am also a bashful man; and, as
1 was saying, Bashfulness is one of the blood
relations which procrastination has fastened
uron me. While acting in my last-menti-
oned capacity, I have gone to the house—

smazed at every window—passed it and re-

passed it again~—stood hesitating and cons
sulting with myself—then resolved to defer it
till the next day, and finally returned to my
master, not with a direct lie, but a broad
cquivoca:ion; and this was another of the
cousins geman which procrastination intro-
duced 10 my acquaintance.

“ in the third year of my servitude, 1 be-
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came fond of reading ; was esteemed a quick
workman ; and, having ne desire for money
heyond what was necessary to supply my
wants, and 1 gave unrestricted indulgence
i wy new passion. We had cach an allot-
ted quantity of work to perform weeklsy.—
Conscious of being able to complete it in half
the time, and having yiclded myse'l solely
to my ruinous propensity to delay, 1 seldom
did anything before the Thursday ; and the
remaining days were spent in hurry, bustle,
and confusion. Qccasionally 1overrated my
abilities—my taslc was unfinished, and 1 was
compelled to count a dead horse. Week af-
ter week this grew upon me, tiil 1 was so
firmly saddled, that, until the expiration of
iy apprenticeship, 1 was never completely
freed from it. This was another of my curse’s
handmaidens.”

ilere he turned to me with a look of seri-
ousness, and said--* Beware, younz man,
liow you trust to your cwn strength and your
own talents; for, however noble it may be to
do 5o, let it be in the open field, before you
are driven into & corner, where your arms
may come in contact with the thorns and the
angles of the hedges.

* About this time, too, 1 fell in love——yes,
fell in love—fur 1 just beheld the fair object,
and 1 wis a dead man, or a new man, or any-
thing you will. Freguently as 1 have looked
and acted like a fool, 1 believe 1 never did
so strikingly as at this moment. She was
a beautiful girl—a very angel of light—about
five feet three inches high, and my own age.
Heaven knows how ! ever had courage to de-
clare my passion ; for 1 put it off day after
day, and week after week, always preparing
a new speech against the next time of meet-
ing her, until three or four rivals stepped for-
ward before me. At length, 1 didspeak, and
never was love more clumsily declared. 1
told her in three words; then looked to the
ground, and again in her face most pitifully.
She received my addresses just assaucily as
a pretty girl could do. But it were useless to
go over our courtship—it was the only happy
period of my existence, and every succeed-
ing day has heen misery. Matters were even-
tually brought to a bearing, and the fatal
day of final felicity appointed. 1 was yet
young, and my love possessed all the mad-
ness of a first passion. She not only occupi-

ed my heart, but my whole thoughts; 1 could
think of nothing else--speak of nothing else
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-—and, what was worse, do nothing else,
burned up the very capahilitiesof action, anf
rendered my native indolence yet more indy.
lent. However, the day came; (anda bt
ter stormy day it was;) the ceremony wy
concluded, and the honey-moon stewed &
pass away in a fortnight. .

“ About twelve month=after our marriage
Heaven (as authors say) blest our loves wit
a son and--1 had almost said heir. Deplon
ble patrimony!--heir of his mother’s feature
—_the sacrifice of his father’s weahnes’
Kean could not have touched thislast bust
The father, the miserable man, ~arentala!
fection, agony, remotse, repentance, wereex
pressed in a moment.

A tear was hurrying down his withere
cheek as he dashed it away with his drppin
sleeve ; ‘1 am a weak old fool, said he, ¢
deavouring to smile; for there was a volay'
gaiety in his disposition, whiel his sorror
had subdued, but not extinguished. 'Y
my boy! my poor dear Willie! 1 shallnev
—no, 1shall never see him again! Here'
again wept, and had nature not denicd r
that {uxury, 1 should have wept too, for ¢
sake of company. Alfter a pause, heag
proceeded :-—

‘After the birthof my child, came thels
tism. 1 had no conscientious objectionstul
tenets of the established church of my o
try, but 1 belongel to no religious commu.
ty. 1 had never thought of it as an obliza
on beyond that of custom: and deferrel
from year to year until § felt ushamedto’
forward’ on account of my age. Myw
was a Cameronian: and to them, though
knew nothing of their principles, 1 had
aversion: but for her to hold up the cki
while I wasin the place, wae worse tt
heathenism—was unheard of in thepar
The nearest Ipiscopal chapel was at Kel
a distance of ten miles. The child til.
mained unbaptized. ° 1t hasna a name}.
said the ignorant meddlers,who had nobit
er idea of the ordinance. It was a sourtc
much uneasiness to my wite, and gave!
to some family quarreling. Monthssucct.
ed weeks, and eventually the child was¢
ried to the Episcopal church. This che
up all the slander of the town, aud dirt
it into one channel upon my devoted k¢
Sume said ‘1 wasna sound,’ and all agnt
* was nae beiter than 1 should be,” whik
zealous clergyman came to my father.
pressing his fears that ¢ his son wasin?.
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way For this, too, am 1 indebted to pro-
custination. 1 thus became a martyr to
supposed opinions, of which 1 was ignorant:
and such was the christian bigotry of my
wighbours. that, deeming it sinful to employ
ene whom they considered little other than a
jagan, about five years after my marriage, 1
was compelled to remove with my family to
London.

‘We were at this period what tradesmen
erm miserably hard up. Having sold off our
iule stock of furniture, after discharging a
few debts which were unavoidably contiact-
o1, abalance of rather less than two pounds
emained. and upon this, my wife, my child,
nd myself, were to travel a distance of three
wdred and fifty miles. 1 will not go over
ke journey,we performed it on foot intwenty
ys: and including lodging, our daily ex-
ene amounted to one shilling and eight
-nce; so that, on entering the metropolis,
Il we possessed was five shillings and a few
-nce. 1t was the dead of winter, and nearly
k, when we were passing down St. John
reet, Clerkenwell. 1 was benumbed--my

‘fe wasfainting,and our poor child was blue
depeechless. We entered a publie house
ar Smithfield, where two pints of warm
ster and ginger, with a crust of bread and
nese, operated as partial restoratives. T'he
iy scene of butchers, drovers, and coal
.avers, was new to me. My child was a-

4id, my wife uncomfortable, and 1, a gap-

¢ observer, forgetiful of my own situation.
rboy pulled my coat, and said, ,Come, fa~

P-my wife jogged my elbow,and reminded

eof a lodging ; but my old reply, * Stop a

' was my ninety and nine times repeat-

answer. Frequently the landlord madea

e neck over the table, gauging the con-

wof our tardily emptied pint ; and, as the

.chman was calling * Past eleven,’ finally

Xitaway, and bade us ‘ bundle ofl.” Now

_we, feeling at orrce the pride of my spirit

dthe peorness of my purse--vowing never

darken his door again, should 1 remain in

.don a handred years.

‘On reaching the street, 1 inquired of a
f grown boy where we might obtain a
fing ; and, after causing me to inquire
zeor thrice—*‘1 no ken, Sawney—haud
4" north,’ said the brat, sarcastically imi-
3¢ my accent. 1 next inquired of a
<thman, who said there was no place up-
his beat--but beat was Gaelic to me; and
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1 repeated my inquiry to another, who direct-
ed me towards the hells of Saffron hill. At
a third, 1 requested to be inlormed the way,
who, after abueing me for seeking lodgings at
such an hour, said he had seen me in town
six hours before, und bade us go to the devil.
A lourth inquired il we had any money—
took us to the bar of a public house—called
for a quartern of gin—drank our healths™
asked if we could obtain a bed—which being
answered in the negative lic Lurried to the
door, bawling ‘ Hlall past eleven,’ and left me
to pay for the liguor. On reaching Saflron-
hill, it was in an Irigh uproar; policemen,
thieves, prostitutes, Israeliles, were brawling
in a satanic mass of iniquity ; blood and mur-
der was the order of the night. My child
screamed ; my wife clung to my arm; she
durst not, sleep in such a place. To bebrief;
we had to wander in the streets till morning;
and I believe that night, aided by a broken
heart, was the forerunner of her death. It
was the first time I had becn compelled to
walk trembling for a night without shelter,
or to sit frozen on a threshotd ; and this, too,
Y owe to procrastination.

* For a time we rented a miserable garret,
without furniture or fixture, at a shilling
weekly, which was paid in advance. 1 had
delayed making application for employment
till our last sispence was spent. We had
passed a day without food ; my child appea.-
ed dying; my wife said nothing, but she gaz-
ed upon her dear boy, and shook her head
with an expression that wrung me to the soul.
I rushed out almost in madness, and, in a
state of unconsciousnese, hurried from shop
tochop in agitation and in misery. It was
vain—appearances were agaiust me. I was
broken down and dejected, and my state of
mind and manner appeared a compouund of’
the maniac and the bluckguard. At night
I was compelled to return to the suffering
vietims ol my propensity, penuiless and un-
successiul. It was a dreadful and a sleepless
night with us all; or,if I did slumber upon the
hard fleor for a moment, (for we had neither
seat nor covering,) it wasto startle at the
cries of my child wailing for hunger, or the
smothering sighs of my unbappy partner.
Again and again I almost thought them the
voice of the Judge, saying, ‘Depart from me
ye cursed.’

‘] again hurried out with daybreak, for I
was wretched, and resumed my inquirics ;
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but night came, and I again returned equally
succeseful. The yearnings of my child wero
now terrible, and the streaming eyes of his
fond mother,as she pressed his head with her
cold hand upon her lap, alone dist:nguished
her from death. The pains of hungerin my-
self were hecoming insupportable ; my tecth
gnashed against each other,& worms seemed
gnawing my heart-strings. At this moment
my dear wife looked mein the face, and,
stretching her hand to me, said, ‘ Farewell,
my love—in a few hours I and our dear
child shail be at rest? Oh! hunger, hun-
ger!? 1could stand no more. Reason for-
sook me. I could have died for them, but 1
could not beg. We had nothing to pledge.
Our united wearing apparel was not worth
a shilling. My wife had a pair of pocket
Bibles, (1 had once given them in a present,)
my eyes fe!l upon them—1 spatched them up
unobserved—rushed from the house, and—0Q
Heaven! let the cause forgive the act—
pawned them for cighteen pence. Itsaved
our lives. I obtained employment, and, for
a few weeks, appeared to have overcome my
curse.

‘1 am afraid I grow tedious with particu-
lars, Sir; itis an old man’s fault—though I
am not old either; I am scarce filty-five.—
After being three years in Liondon, I wasap-
pointed foreman in an extensive establish-
ment in the Strand, 1 remained in this situa-
tion about four years. It wasone of respect-
ability and trust ; demanding, hourly: a vigi-
lant and undivided attention. 'To another it
might have been attended with honour and
profit, but to me, it terminated in disgrace.
Amongst other duties, I had the payment of
the journeymen, and the giving out of the
work. They being numerous, and their de-
mands frequent, it would have required a
clerk for the proper discharge of that duty
alone. T delayed entering at the moment in
my hooks the materials and cash given to
each,until they multiplying on my hands,and
begetting a consequent confusion, it became
impossible for me to make their entry with
certainty or eorrectness. The workmen were
not slow in discovering this, and not a {ew of
the more profligate improved upon it to their
advantage. Thus, I frequently found it im-
possible to make both ends of my account
meet: and, in repeated instances, where the
week’s expenditure exceeded the general
average, though satisfied in my own mind of

Procrastinator.

its accuracy, rom my inability to state i
particulars, in order to conceal my infirmay,
I have accounted for the overplus from my
own pocket. Matteis went on in this way
for a considerable time. You will admijt|
was rendered feelingly sensible of my er,
and I resolved to correctit. But my resoly.
tions were always made of paper, they wen
lilke a complaisant debtor—full of promise
praying for grace, and dexterou-ly evadigg
periormance. Thug, day after day,l deferred
the adaption of my new system toa futur
period. For, Sir, you must be aware therer
a pleasure in procrastination, of a nature the
most alluring and destractive: butit k2
pleasure purchased by the sacrifice of judg
ment; in its nature and results it resen
bles the happiness of the drunkard: for, i
exact ratio as the spitits are raised abow.
their proper level, in the same proportic
when the ardent epirits have evaporate
they sink beneath that level.

‘1 was now too proud o work aea mer
journeyman, and I commenced busines
mysell: but I began without capital, and:
goard of sorrow hung over me, while 1o
upon sand. 1 had some credit: but,asy
bills became: payable, 1 ever found I had
off; till the very day they became due, 1t
means of liquidating them: then had It
run and borrow five pounds from one, and fir.
shillings from another, urged by despair fre
a hundred quarters. My creditors grewch
morous—my wife upbraided me~I flew.
the bottle—to the bottle !’ he repeated: ‘a.
my ruin was complete—my family, busine
everything, was neglected. Bills of Middk
sex were served on me, declarations filed-
surrendercd myself, and was Jocked vp.
Whitecross Strect. It is a horril place—t
Fleet is a palace to it—the Bench, paradiz
But, Sir, I wili draw iy painful story .
cloese. During my imprisonment, my v
died—died, not by my hands, but fromt
work of them! She was laid in a stran
grave,and strangers Jaid her head inthed:
while I lay a prisoner in the city where 2
was buried. My boy—my poor Willie-w
had been always neglected, was left withs.
father and without mother !'—Sir! Sir'e
boy was left without food! He forsooks
siting me in the prison-- heard he hadtw
ed the associate of thieves: and, from tk
period, five years have passed, and I
obtained no trace of him. But it ismyé
ing—my poor Willie P
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tere the victim of procrastination finished
anarrative.  The storm had passed wvay,
ol the sun again ghone ont. . The man had
qerested me, and we left the gardens toge-
. Imentioned that 1 had to go into the
i+ he had business there alwo, and asked
caccompany me.  { eondd not refose him.
‘om the door by which we left the gardens,
sroute lay by way of Oxford Street.  As
epoceeded down Holhorn, the church bell
-st. Sepulehre’s hegar to toll @ and the
-wj, collected round the top of Newgate
e, indicating an execution. Az weap-
ached the place,the eriminnd was hrought
b He was @ young man ubout nineteen
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sears of age, and had been found guilty of
an acaravided case of honsebreaking.,  As
the nnhappy being tarned round to look upon
the spectators, my companion gave o cok—
valsive shriek, and, sprincing from my eide
exclaimed—* Righteous Heaven! my Willie!
my murdered Wilhie V—tie had proceeded
but a few paces, when he fell with his face
upont the groumd. In the wretehed criminal
he di-covered his fost, his only son.  The mi~
gerable old man was conveyed, in a state of
insen-ibily, to St. Bartholomew’s Hospital,
where I visited him the next day: he «eemn—
ed to suffir much, and, ina lew hours, died
with a shudder, and the word 2rocrastina-
{ion op his tongue:

THE BRIDE OF BRAMBLEHNAUGH.

thas been stated by the greatest critics
warld ever saw—whose names we would
tion, i we did wish to aveid interfering
h the simplicity of our humble annals—
tno fictitious character ought to be made
ace virtuous and unfortunate; and the
wngiven for it is, thtt: mankind, having
sural tendency toa belief of an adjust-
Weven in this world, of the cliims ol vir-
and deserts of vice, are displeased with a
«=entation which at once overturns this
fand creates dissatislaction with the
s of Providence. 'This may be very
ieriticismy, and we have no wish to find
twith itas applied to works intended to
ucea certain eflect on the minds of read -
but so long as Natare and Providence
- with machinery whose secret springs
id from our view, and evince—doubtless
‘ke purpozes—a disregard of the adjust-
-of rewards and punishment for virtue
vice, we shall not want higher authority
eritics for exhibiting things as they are,
straying them on the page of truth, wet
unavailing tears, goodness that went
:grave, not only unrewarded, but struck
-with griefs that should have dried the
and grizzled the hairsof the wicked.
-little haugh that runs paralicl to the
d—at a part of 1ts course not far from
e and through which there creeps
2 bed of white pebbles, a little burn,

whose voice is so small, except at certain
places where a lavger stone rises s ‘ sweet
anger’ to the height of a tiny * buller, that
the lowest nute of the goldtineh drowuns it and
charms it to silence—there stood, ubout the
the mididle of the last century, a cottage.
whose white walls und dark roof, with some
white roses and houeysuchle flowering on its
walls, bespoke the huruble retreat of content-
ment and comlort. The place went by (he
name of Bramblehaugh, from thesidesof ti:¢
small burn being lined, lor several miles, with
the wild plant whose name has entered into
the composition of that of the hollow or
haugh where it grew. The sloping col-
lateral ground was covered with ¢hrubs and
trees of various kinds, which hatbored, in the
summer mouths, a great collection of birds—
the blackbird, the starling, the mavis, and
others of the tuneful choir—whose notes ren-
dered harmonious the secluded scene where
they sang unmolested. The spot is one of
which scattered sparmgly over a wild coun-
try,woo the footsteps of lovers of nature, and,
by a few months of their simple charms, re-
generate the heaith, while they quicken and
gratify the business clouded fancies of the
denizens of smoky towns.

The cottage we have now described was
occupied by David Mearns, and his wvife
Rlizabeth, called, by our national contrac-
tion, Betty. The individuals earned a live-
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tihood and nothing more, by the mode in

which poor cotters in Scotland contrive to
spin o 't an existence ; the leading feature of
which. contentment, the result of necessity,

13 often denominated happiness by tao-c

whose positive pleasures, checkered by a few

misfortunes, are forgotten in the coutempla-

tion of a stateof Life almost entirely negative.

hfficulties that cannot be overcome deaden

the energies that have in vain becn exested
to surmount them ; and, when all cforts
to hetter our condition are relinquished, we
acquire a credit for contentedaess, which is
only a forced adaptation of limited means to
an unchangeable end. David Mearns, who

had in his younger days been ruined by a
high farm, had learned from misfortune what
he would not have been very apt .0 have re-
ceived fromn the much applauded philosophy
which is enid to generate a disposition to he
be pleased with our lot. The bitterness of
disappointment, and the wish to get beyond
tne reach of obligations he cmid rot dis-
charge, suggested the remedy of a rclance
simply on his capability of earning a cotter’s
subsistence ; and having procured a cheap
{case of the little domicile of Bramblehaugh,
he et himself down, with the partner of his
hopes and misfortunes, to eat with that simu-
lated contentment we have noticed, the food
of his hard labor, with the relish of health,
and to extract from the lot thus forced upon
him as much happiness as it would yield.—
The cottage and a small piece of ground at-
tached to it, was the property of an old man,
who, having made a great deal of money by
the very means that had failed in the hands
ot David Mearns, had purchased the property
of Burnbank, lying on the side of the small
rivulet already mentioned, and in conse-
quence, it was said, of Betty Mearns bearing
the same name, (Cherrytrees,) though there
was no relationship betweee them, had let to
David the small premises at a low rent.

A single child had blessed the marriage of
David Mearns and his wife—a daughter,
called Evuphemia, though generally, for the
sake of brevity and kindliness, called Effie;
an interesting girl, who, at the period we
speak of, had arrived at thie age of sixteen
years. In a place where there were few
to raise the standard of beauty formed in
the minds of a limited country population, she
was accounted ‘bonny’—a much abused
word, no doubt, in Scottand, but yet having
a very fair and legitimate application to an
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interesting young creature, whose blue gju,
however litde real town beauty they my-
have expressed or iliumivated, gave o
wach tenderness and feeling, accompane
by that mexpressible look of pure, unaflece
niadesty, which is the most difficult gesty:
ol the female manner attempted to be ung
tated by those who are destitute of the
ing that producesit. An exprzssion ol jy,
siveuess—perhaps the fruit of the early s
fortunes of her parents operating on i i
des mind ol infar ey, ever quick in catchig
with instinctive sympathy, the feeling i
saddens or enlivens the spirit of a mother
was scldom abroad from her countenan
imparting to it a deep interest, and, by sy
gesting a wish to relieve the cause of soee
Iv an indication of ineipient melancholy cre,
ing an instant friendship, which subsequs
intercourse Jdid not duninish.

Walter Cherrytrees, the Laird of Burg
bank, a man approaching seventy yeurs«
age, had a daughter, Lucy about thesar
age as Effie Mearns. He had lost hisw
about fifteen years before; and—thoush
feeling of anxiousness often found its w3y
hia heart, suggesling to his vacant mind,:
the cure of his listlessness and th- balm
his bereavement, another wif'e—he hal
a long time been nearly equally poised b
tween the hope of Lucy becoming hisea
fort in his old age, and the wish fora tes!
paitner of pleasures which, without pan:
pation, lose their relish. His daughter, L
was a sprightly, showy girl, who, hiavingg
a good education, might, with the proyx
of inheriting her father’s property, haveb
entitled to look for & husband amorgt
sons of the reighboriug proprietors, if her.
ther’s secluded mode of life, and plain, bk
manners, had not toa great extent limit
her intercourse to a few acquaintances, by
means equal to him in point of wealth
status, however estimable they might
been in other respects. A more pt
ant companion to the old Laird of Burnb
cuuld not be touad, from one end of Brant
haugh tothe other, than David Mears.
tenant, whose honesty and bluntness s
by a fertility of simple anecdote, had ch#
for one of the same habits of thought:
feeling, which all the disadvantagesd.
poveity could not counterbalance Th
timacy of the fathers produced ata®
carly period,a friendship between the da
ters, who, however, could not boast of ¢
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gblance of thougnt and manners, and
amunity of feeling, which formed the
andution of the attachment which existed
4ween the parents.

This friendehip was not exclusive of some
apzintanceships - with the  nuighbouring
~pg men and women, which, however,
eein general mutual, neither ol the two
g maidens having furmed any inumacy
thaoother without her friend pateipating
. the friendship.  Among others, Lewis
ampbell, the son of a neighboring farmer,
o bad been a large creditor of David
tearng at the time of his failure,called some-
‘mes at the cottage of Bramblehaugh, and
-3 soon smitten with a strong luve for
fe. They sometimes indulged i long
Jksby the side of the river.

We may anticipate, when we say that the
arsspent it these cxcursions—in wlich the
atest beauties of external uature, and the
-agest and purest emotions of two loying
s acting in co operation and harmony,
-med a present and a future such as pocts
umof, and the world never realizes, but
momentary glimpses=-were the happ-
of these tovers.  Lflie’s inseparable com-
nion, Lucy, frequently met them as they
wered along by the house of Burbank :
i the soft breathings of ardent aflection
crelieved by the gay and innecent prat-
of the companions, who enjoyed, though
different degrees, the conversation and
mers of the young lover. The simplicity
_sipgle heartedness of Eflie were cutirely
Jusive of a single thought unfavorable to
tjual openness and frankness on the part
her companion, whom she had informed,
. artless way, of the state of her affec-
5 But what might not have resulted
smere acquaintanceship between Lucy
_Effie’s lover, was called forth by the
Lof the former, whose spirit of emulation,
ted by the good fortune of her poor friend,
gested a secret wish to alienate the atlec~
:of Lewss from her companion,and direct
nto herself. The wish to be beloved,
uzh the mere eflect of emulation, is the
stof the artific.al modes by which love
fisgenerated in the heart of the wisher;
Lucy soon became, unbekown for a time
fie, as much enamoured of young Lew-
was her unsuspecting friend.
Ed

he first intimation that Effie received
1e state of Luey’s feelings towards her
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lover, was fromv Lewis himself. Sitting at
a part of the haugh called the Cross Kuowe,
from the circumstance of'an old Romish cru-
ciform stone that stood on the top of a gentle
clevation—a place much resorted to by the
lovers —-Lewis unable to conceal a single
thought or fecling from one who e¢ well de-
served his confidence,fivst told lies of the pet-
fidy of her {ricnd.

' You are not so well supplied with sweet-
hearts, K~ he began, ‘as lam ; locl can
boast of two besides you.?

*That speahe little in your favor, Liewie!
replied she, “for, if it was my wish, I could
hae o the young men o the haugh makin
love to me from morning to e’en.’

“That reenark, Effie,” said Lewis, ‘ inplies
that T courted, or at least received marks of
affection, from othars besides you, while 1
was leading you to suppose that my heart
entirely yours, Now, thatis not justified by
what I said ; for one may have sweethearts,
and neither know nor acknowledge them as
such.’

*Maybe I am wrang, Lewie, said Fiffie,
‘but what waa I to think but that the twa
ither sweethearts ye mentioned were ac-
knowledged by ye? Its no in pooer o’ my
my heart to conceive hoo a young woman
could love ane that neither kenned nor ac-
knowledged her love. But I speak frae my
ain simple, an’ maybe worthless thoughts.—
The world is wide and haulds black and fair,
weak an’strang, heigh an’ laigh ; an’ where-
fore no also hearts an’ minds as different as
their bodies? The birds of this haugh hae
only their ain single luves; but they’rea’
co'red alike that belang to ae kind. Would
it had been God’s pleasure 1o make mankind
like the bonny birds!

‘I fear, Effie,’ replied Lewis, ‘ that a state-
ment of mine, intended to be partly in jest,
has been construed by you in such a manner
as to produce to you pain. God is my wit-
ne<s that I am as single hearted in my ailee-
tion as the birds of this haugh ; and gaudier
colors, sweeter notes, and better scented bow-
ers will never interfere with the love 1 bear
to Effie Mearns.

¢ What meant ye, then, Lewie, by sayin ye
had two sweethearts besides Effie Mearns?
said she.

* That youshall immediately know,’ replied
Lewis, ‘and will thivk more highly of me
when I shew you, by revealing sec.ets, not
indecd confided to me, but still secrets, that
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you have all my heawt and the thoughts that
it containe.  The fist of my tovers you will
not be jealous of, for she is ol Lizzy Bu-
chanan, or, as she colls herself’ Buwhauan,
wy nuese, who loves me as well as you do,
Rffie, but the ather T fear may create in you
an unpleasant fecling of confidence misplac-
ed, and friendship vepaid by something like
treachery.  Surely I need say vo more.

‘Is it indeed sae, Lewic? said she. 1U's
lang sinee T whisperadamd my heart beat
and my linbs trembled as ¥ did iv—iv the ear
o Lucy Cherrytrees, that my puir, silly
thoughts were tever offl Liewie Campbell.~-
And what do you think she said tome? She
eaid I needna look far ay out Bramblehaugh
for 4 bonnier and a brawer fover.

“Phen,? replied Lewis, ‘Tam net much
bester oft than you are; for she told me that
your simpliciy, she feared, was art, and that
your poverly made any beauty you had ; and
<hie doubted if that bonuy lace was nota great
snare for the ruiu of o penniless lover.

‘Sae, sae, said she, sighing deeply, ‘and
has the fair face o' a life’s friendship put on
the locks 0* a hypocrite at the very time when
a greater confidence was required? 1 hae
read in Larid Cherrytrees’ books he is sue
kiud as lend me, many an example o’ fause
and faithless creatures, baith men and wo-
men, o the world, o’ the great cities that lie
far ayont oor humble sphere; but ittle did ¥
think that here, .n Bramblehaugh, where oor
bughts ken nac nicht thieves, and our hen
roosts nae reynards, there was ane, und that
ane my friend, wha conld smile in my face at
the very moment she was tryin to ruin me in
the eyes o’ane wha is dearest to me on earth.?

As she thus poured lerth her feelings with
areater loguacity than she generally exhibie-
cd—being far the most part quict and gentle
—the tears flowed down her cheeksin great
profusion, and sh.e sobbed bitterly, in spite of
all the elforts of Lewis to salisiy her that
Lucy’s endeavors to lessen her in his estina-
tion were entirely (ruitless.

‘Apprehend nothing, dear Jiffie, from the
discovesed treachery of a false friend, said he,
as he pressed her to his bosom. ‘It has less
power with e than the whispers of that
gentle bura hiave on the echos of the EBagle's
itock that only answer to the voice of the
tempest.’

"10s no that, Lewic,? replied she wiping
away her tears, ‘that gics mepain. 1 hac
nae fear o fath and troth that bas beew

pledged; for I hae scenit it in yer looks, and
heard it ¢ the sounds o’ yer deep drawn mgmr
Thae tears are for a broken friendship—i
the withered blossoms o' « bonny flower [hy
cherished and watered, in the hope it wy’
yield me a sweet smell when 1 kissed
leaves I' the daflin o youth or the kindlings
o age. I itis sae sair to lose a friend, what
Lewie—~what wad it be to Jose o lover ?

*The very existence of great evils, Ve
said he, ‘makes us hapyy, in the thoughtit:
they are beyond our reach.?

* But dud  no think,” said she, ¢ that [ w
beyoud the reach o the pain 0’ experiencir
the fauseness 0° Lucy Cherrytrees—the v
creature, o &' ithers, I hae chiosen asm
bosom frienl—to whom ¥ confided 2 ¢
thochts and the very secret o’ my love?

CButit is anill wind that blaws nack’
euil as they say, Effie, said Lewis. ‘e
hetter appreciate your goodness, new thy
have esperienced the faithfulness of anothe

A il T hae lost a friend,” veplied Efie,
anm the mair sure o’ my lover. Ye dw
ken, Lewie, hoo wmuckle this has raised j
even in my nind, whar ye hae aye oceew
ed the highest place. Ye hae rejecied !
offered luve o' tue braw heiress ¢ Burbar
1or the humble dochier @ David Mearnsy
carns his bread by the sweat o his brow.
Oh! what can a puir, penniless cottage
dechter gie, in return, to the man whain.
turn, to the man wha for her sake, tuns.
back on a big ha’, a thousand braid acres:
a braw heiress?

‘Her simple, genuine, unsophistica
heart, replica Lewis, ¢ with one unchay
able, devoted affection beating in its cor
Were Durnbank Hall as big as the Pa
ment House, and Burnbank itself g
than the lands watesed by the Bram
burn, and Lucy Cherrytrees as far o
unfortuwsite Mary Stuart, I would not g
my situple Eflie, with no more property of
own than the bandeau that binds her.
locks, for Lucy Cherrytrees and all
lands.

The two lovers continued their eve
walks indulging in conversations which,
bracing the subject of their affections
anticipating the pleasures of their vl
union, realized that fullest hope whichs:
to transcend possession. No notice W&
kenol their mutual sengiments of LuciG
rytrees’ aflection for Lewis, and her unk
abie atowpt to displace her old fro
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qke room. for hersell i the heart ol the
mested object of their wishes.
Matters continued in this state for some
e, Blfie being regularly gratified by a vis-
fom Lewis three times a week. On one
~gsion @ whole week passed without any
lligence of her lover. Her inquiries had
i produced no satisfactory explanation of
s unusual oceurrence; and Faney, under
zanell of the Geunius of Fear, was husy in
rvocation of drawing Jdark pictures of com-
sevil.  Atlast she was told by her father,
13 had procurel the intellizence from a
ond of George Camypbell, the father, that
ang Lewis had been suepected of an inten-
-0 marey the poor daughter of the cotta-
7 David Mearns, and had heen dispatch-
*without @ minute’s premonition, to an un-
»who was a merchant in Rio de Janeiro,
sime had been given to him to write to
fie; and care had been taken to prevent
afrom sending her any intellivence while
‘emained at Liverpool, previous to his de-
ture.  The statement was corroborated
atelligence 10 the same effect, precured
oe of Laird Cherrytrees servants from
~of the servants of George Campbéli, whe
litto Lucy, and who again told it to Effie,
thtears in her eyes, which she took every
ztoconceal. The efiect produced on the
4 of Effic Mearns, by this unexpected
dortupe, was proportioned 10 its magni-
%,and the susceptibility of the feelings of
-delicate individnal oy, whom it operated.
rmany days she wept incessantly —refus-
~the ordipary sustenance of @ life which
-now deemed of no importance to herself
bany one else. All attempts at comfort-
_abouised heart were—as they generally
_ndases of dizappointed love—unavailing;
{the effects of time seemed only apparent
¢ quieter, though not in any degree less
sant sorrow. Kvery object kept alive
remembrance of the youth who had first
iean impression on her heart, and whose
ewas graven on every spot of the neigh-
wod, which had been consecrated by the
‘angeof a mutual passion. Theerencs
beir wanderings, hallowed as they bad
ain her memory, were now peopled with
¢fined terrors; and eveey time thaishe
sforced abroad to take that air and exer-
-which latterly scemed indispensable to
existence, her sorrow received an acces-
of power from every tree under which
¥ )‘?d sat, and every knowe or dell where
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they had listened to the musicaf loves of the
birds, as they exehanged their own in not
less eloquent sighs,

The first circumstance that produced any
eflect on the mind of the disconsolate maiden,
was a misfortune of another kind, which, re~
alizing the old adage, scemed to follow with
due rapidity the footsteps of its precursor,—
Her motler, who sat on one side of the fire,
while Effie occupied her usual seat in the
corper of the cottage in the other, had been
using all the force of her rude but impresive
cloquerce to get her daughter to adopt the
only mear- ~  her power for the ameliora-
tion of a gr:ef which might render her child-
less.

‘Lam getting auld, Effie] she said, ‘an?
you are the only one Ican look to for admin-
isterin wo yer faither an’to me: that comfort
we hae a rieht to expect at the nandsofa
dochiter who never was yet deficient in her
daty. Oor poverty, which winna be made
ony less severe, as ye may weel ken, by the
oncome o' years, will mak yer attention to
us mair necessary; an’it may even be—
God meise the means!—that your weak
hauds may yet be required to work for the
support of yer auld parerts. I haelang in-
tended to speak to ye in this way, and it was
only fc pity for my puir heart broken Effie
that put me ofl fra day io day, in the expec-
tation tl:at either some pews wad come {rae
Lewie, or that ye would get cousolation frae
anither aw’ a hicher source, to support ye for
trizls 32 may yet hae to bear up agaiost, for
the sake o' them that brocht ye into the
world. A’ither means hae Leen tried to get
yeto determine to live,and no lay yersel
doun to dee, aud they havin failed vhat can
1 do but uy the Jast remedy in my pooer—to
speak as'1 he noo dune,to yer guid sense,an’
lay afore ye the datiesof a dutifu bairn,
which are far aboen tae thochts o’ a disap--
poit A love. Promise, now, my bonny Effle,
that ye will try to gic up yer mournin, for the
sake o parents whase luve for ye is nae less
than Lewie Campbeil’s?

As Betty finished her impressive admoni-
tion to Effie, who acknowledged its force,and
inwardly determmed on complying with the
request of her mother, an unusual poise at
the door of the cottage startled her anxious
car. Itscemed that a number of people were
approaching ithe cottage,and the groans of
one in,decp distress and pain were mised
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with the low talk of the crowd, who, from
those inexpressible indications which the ear
can catch and analyze erethe mind is con-
scious of the operation, seemeld alieady to
sympathise with one to whom they were
bearing a grief. Roused by that antwiyi-
tive fear of evil which the unfortunate feel,
Betty ranto the door, fullowed by her duugh-
ter,and opened it— 1 let in the mangled body
of her husband; who,in felling an ouk, on the
property of Burnbank, had fall. ander the
weight of the tree, and got his leg broken,
and one of his armsdiglocated at the shoulds
er joint. He was conveyed, by the hind
neighbours, to a bed; and, by the time they
got him undressed, for the purposo of his
wounds being submitted to the curative pro-
cess of the doctor, that individual arrived,
and proceeded to perform the painful opera-
tion of setting the broken hones. The full
effect of this misfortune to Effic and her me-
ther was for a time suspended, by the call
made upon them to relieve the suflerings of
the father and the husband ; and it was
not till the bustle ceased, and the neightors
(excepting two women, whose services, in
addition to those of the wife and daughter,
might still be reguired) wen: away, that
they felt the full force of the gigantic evil
that had befallen them, the consequen-
cesof which might extend through the re-
maining years of their existence.
A period of not less than eighteen months
passed away, and David Mearns was
still unable to do more than, with assistance,
raise from his bed, and sit, during part of the
day, by the fire or at the window. During
the whole of this time, he had been tended by
his daughter with assiduous care. Her filial
sympathies, called into active operation by
sorrows of her parent, filled up the void that
had been made in her heart by the depart-
ure of. her lover; and a new source of grief
eflected (however paradoxical it may scem)
a change in the morbid melancholy to which
she had been enslaved, which, although not
for mental health or ease, was so much in fa-
vor of exertion and remedial exercise, that
she came to present the appea.ance of one
inclined to endeavor to sustain her sorrow,
rather than rcsign herself tothe fatal power
of an irremuiial wo. Among the visitors
who took «n interest in a faruily reduced by
one stroke to want andall its attendant evils,
Laird Cherrytrees evinced the strongest con-
cernfor the fate of hisfriend; and by a time

The Bride.

ous contribution of necessary aseistance, e
liorated, in so far as man could, the uuh.lnpy
condition of virtue under aload of misery~
The many viaitsof the good laird, and i
long perivds passed at the bedside of theys
tient enabled him to see and appieciate the
devoted affection of Effie to her parent ; aé
uften, as shie flew at the slightest indicaty
of a wish for something to assuage pain,¢;
remove the uncasiness produced by the lon
confinement, he w 1ld stop the carrentof by
narrative, and fix his eyes on the kind mad
en,so long as her tender effice engaged herat
tention and feelivgs. ‘These long looks, ne
unaccompanied at times with a deep sigh
were cttributed, as they well might, to o
miration and approbation of so much filala’
fection and devotedness cxercised towad
one wiiom the old laird respected aboveal
his frienda.

The visits of Laird Cherrytrees were 3
first twice or thrice a week. Hisinfirm bod
already begun 1o exhibit the effects of of
age, prevented him from walking ; and su
was the anxiety he felt for the unhappy
tient, that he mounted his old pony, Donak
pearly as frail as his master, to enable b
to administer consolation so much require
H. came always at the same hour; Ef
w. 0o expected him, was olten at thedx
ready to receive him; while she heldold ).
riald’s head till be dismounted, weleomed b
father’s friend with so much sinceritya
pleasure that if she had failed in her hostt
ship he would have felt a disappcintment:
would not have liked to express. Even wh
at a Jdistance from thi2 cottage, he strame
his eyes to endeavor to catch a glimpseofL
faithful attendant ; and, if he did notseeh
the rein of Donald wasrelaxed, and kew
allowed to saunter along at his own pleass
or even to eat grass by the road side (a lut
ry he delighted in from his having oncet
longed to a cadger,) so asto give Effietz
to get to her post.

The turee days of the weck on Wi
Laird Cherrytrees was in the habit of visit
David Mearns, were Monday, Thund
and Saturday ; aud he seldom came witk
bringing something to the poor fumily, et
some money for old Betty; some yresen
prepared by Liucy, fur the invalid; orak
or a flower from Burnbauk garden, forE
When his conversation with David wal
ished—and every day it seemed shorter
shorter,though there seemed no lach of et
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yects or ideas—he commenced w talk with
“He, chiefly on the nature and couteuts of
te booke he brought ler to read : and noth-
~eseemed 1o delight him moie than tosit
-the large arm chdir by David’s bedside,
nd hear Effie di~coursing, e cathedra, (un
-three footed stool at the foot of the bed, op-
wite to the Laicd’s chair, wiah her charae-
wistic simplicity and good sense, o the suli-
vishe himself had suggested. Bat notwithi-
-nding all her efforts to appear well pleaseld
athe presence of the man who was support-
azher family, her train of thoushts was of-
u broken in upon by the recollections of
“awis Campbell, and she would ¢it for an
wrat a time, with the eyesof the Laird
edupon her imelancholy face, as if he had
~pall that time in mute cogitation, suz~-
ing some rcmedy for ‘her sorrow. His
s and feelings sremed to be operated
-onby the same power that ruled the mind
fthe maiden; for his face followed, in its
‘\nging expressions, the mutations of her
amtenance. Her melancholy seemed to be
wmmunicated by a glance of her watery eye,
*the thought of” Lesvis entered her mind
+ when she recoverd from her gloomy rev-
‘=g corresponding indication of relief liglt-
*up the grey twinkling orbs of the old
aird.  "This custom of ¢ glowrin,” for whole
arsat a tinne, on the face of the sensitive
7l at first painful. became a matter of in-
fflerence; and the position and attitudes of
“athree individuals—Betty being generally
-zaged about the house—undergoing, while
s Laird was present, no charge, came to
=ume something like the natural properties
.the parties, as if they had becr: fixtures, for
estudy of @ painter.

Every time the Laird came to the cottage,
-extended the period of his stay, and, fat-
ly, he did not stir till a servant Irom
arabank, sent by Lucy, came totake him
me. It seemed as if he could not get
~ughof * glowrin ;' for, latterly, all his oe-
-pation, which, at first consisted of ration.l
aversation, merged in that mute eloquence
_the eye, or rather in that inchriation of the
@' drinking of light,” which loversof sights,
weeially female couutenances, arve so fond
- The visits had been =o regular, not a day
ing ever missed,that, as Effie held the stir-
till he mounted Donald, during all which
¢ the process of ‘glowring’ went on as
sutarly asat the bedside of David, she nev-
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er thoushit of asking, and he never thought
of stating, when he would call again. Time
had <tamped the act of calling with the im-
pre== of an vachanzeable custom. The casc-
less eluek off Duvid’s cottage was not more
regutar; the oily chanze that already ob-
served—that the time of the Laird’s stay
gewdually and gradually lengthened.

The homage puaid by Effie to Laird Cherry-
trees was, as may easidy be conceived, the
respect, attention, and hindness of an open
hearted girl, filled with gratitade to the pre-
serverof the lives of her and her parents.—
Every evening she offered up, at her bedside,
prayers for the preservition and hagpiness
ol tiie man but for whose kindness starvation
might have overtaken the helpless invalid,
and not much less helpless wife and daugh-
ter. In their prayers the ‘amen’of David
and his wifc was the most heartfelt expres-
sion of love and gratitude that ever came
from the lips of mortal This feeling, how-
ever, did not prevent David Mearns and
Betty from sometimes indulzing,in the ab-
sence of Effie, (inall likelihood giving free~
dom to her tears as, she sat in some favorite
retreat of her absent lover,) in some remarks
on the extraordinary conduct of Laird Cher~
rytrees.  They soonsaw the secret, and re-
solved upen drawing him oat; for which
purpose Ellic was to be called away on the
occasion of the next visi:.

The Laird came as he used to do, took his
seat, and resumed his gazing. Effie pleased
hin exceedingly, by an account she gave
him of the tast book he brought to her; and,
throwing himsell” back in the arm chair, he
hemmed, for a time, wrappedin meditation.
Bifie obeyed, in the meantime, her mother’s
1equest, to come for a few minutes to the
green to assist her in her work; and, when
the Lnird bad again applied his eyes to
their accustomed vocation, he was surprised’
but net (for once) displeased, at her disap-
pearance. A greatstruggle, now commenc-
ed between some wsh and a restraint, He
jonked round the cottage, and then turned
his eyes on Davil; acts which he repeated
several times. Iocipient syllables of words
hall forme ], died away in his truggling
throat. He moved restlessly in the large
chair,and twirled his silver headed cane in
his haud. Hec even rose, wentto the door
loohed oat, came back again, and took his
seat without saying a word. Holdieg away
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his face from David, he at last made outa
few words, uttered with great difficulty.

¢ She’s a fine lassie, Effie,’ he said.

¢ A bonnier an’a better never was brocht
up in Bramblehaugh, gavir? your ain Lucy)’
replied David.

“ oo auld is she noo? said the Laird,
still holding away his face.

¢ She will be nineteen come the time,’ re-
plied David.

+It’s a pity she’ssae young,’ rejoined the
Laird, with a great struggle, and malking a
noise with his cane, as if he had repented of
his words and wished to drewn them before
they reached the ears of David.

] dinna think sae, beggin yer Honour’s
pardon,’ replied David ~ We need her as-
sistance in this trial ; &, i'm just thinkin o’
some way she micht usc her hands—an’ she’s
willing aneugh puir creatur—for gor assist-
ance.’

tAre ye no pleased wi' my assistance »
said the Laird, displeased at something in
David’s reply.

«Ver Honor has saved oor lives, replied
David, feelingly, ‘an’ it wud only be beeanse
we are: ashamed o yer guidness that we
wad wish oor dochter to tak apart o' that
burden aff ane wha is under nae obligatioz
to serve us.’

<If I hae been yer freend, ye hae beecn
mine,’ said the Laird. ‘I hae got guid ad-
vices frae ye ; an’, even noo, 1 hae something
to ask yeconcernin mysel, that nae ither man
i’ the haugh could sae weel answer”

* What is that, yer Honor ? said David.

‘What do ye think, David Mearuns, I should
do; said the Laird, moving about in the chair
in evident perplexity, ‘if my dochter Lucy
were to tak a husband an’ leave Burnbank ?
1 carena aboot fa’in into the hands o’ Jenny
Mucklewham, wha, for this sometime past,
has neither cleaned my buckles nor brushed

. £ N .
my coatas I wad wish. She says I'm mair
faghious; but that’s a mere excuse.’

‘I hae seen aulder men marry again,’ said
David, thinking he would please the Laird,
by giving him such an answer as he was
clearly fishing for. :

t Aulder men, David, man? replied the

Laird, looking down at his person, and ad-
justing his wig. ‘ Did I ask ye onything aboot
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my age? I wanted merely your alv
what I should do in certain circumstany
an’ ye gie me a comparison for an answe
Do ye think I should marry ?

‘If yer Honour hasony wish in that sy
1 think ye should,” said David.

‘1 never yet did wrang in following yy
advice, David Mecarns? said the Lain,
She’s = fiue lassie, Effie’

*Qu, ay,’ responded David, at a losg w)
more 1o say.

* Very fine! again said the Laird, tumy
his face partially from the window, so as¢
tail of his eye reached David’s face,and wa
ing for something more.

David could, however, say nothing. T
very circumstance of the Laird’s wigy
him to say something pertinent to the pr
pose already so broadly hinted at, preven
him from touching sn delicate a subject; ar
notwithstanding of another application
the tail of the Laird’s eye, he was silent.

*Ye hae gien me ae advice, David, g
the Laird, in despair of getting any morer

. of Davil without a question: could ye-

tell me wha 1 should marry, man? 4
having achieved this announcement, her
and walked to the window.

* That’s owre delicate subject for me tog
an auavice on, yer Honour,’ replied Das,
* The doo laes aside ninety nine guid stra
~n’ taks the hundredth,though a crookeda,
for its nest.  Ye maun judge for yoursel.

‘ What say ye to yer ain Effie, then 2 &
the Laird, relieved at last from a dread
burden.

*If yer Henour likes the lassie, an’ sie
tak yer Honour, I can hae no objections'r.
phed Dawvid.

‘The.Laird, who secemed twenty ya
younger after this declaration, took Dar
by the hand, and shook it tili the painoft
dislocated arm almost made him ery.

Will ye speak to her aboot it. David?=
he, sitll holding his hand. *The best far
o’ Burnbank will be your reward. Plead.
me, David, my best friend. Tell Bettyab.
it, and get her to use her mother’s pooer. .
I cantrust my een, Effic doesna disliker
If 2’ goes aweel, ye may hae Ravelrigz,.
Braidacre, or Muirfield-—~onything thats:
my pooer to gie, David.? And theold I
exhausted by the struggle and excitement
had suffered, sank back into the chair.
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fwill a0 my best,” replied David—and
«old Laird sighed, and absolutely groaned
hpure, unmixed satsfaction. -

Atthe end of this scene Effie and her 'mo-
yeame in. The damsel took her old seat
the three-footed stool at the foot of the hed
‘he eyes of the Laird songht again her
¢ where he thought they had a better
itnow torest. No more was spoken ;—
weh for a day had been said and done—
jwvith a parting look to IDavi(], to keep
-in remembrance of his promige, and a
of money slipped into the hand of Betty
iolvent of any obstacle that might exist
her mind, the lover went to the deor to
+ve Donald from the soit hands of Effie,
), a8 was her custom, had gone out be-
- him, to lead the old cadger to the door,
‘hold the bridle till he with an effort got
‘the saddle. The only differerce that
~eould abserve in his depasture this day,
:a kind of a mock-gallant wave of the
1, as he, with more than usual spirit,
“k his spurless heels into Donald’s sides,
"iried to rise in the saddle, in response to
hobble of the old Riglilander.

he Laird had been scarcely out of the
~, when David had a communing with
sile, in absence of Kffie, on the extraor-
yintimation made by the old lover.—
ywas agreeable to the match; but the
came into her eye as she thought of the
fice poor Effie was to be called upon to
e. Neither of them could answer for
oonsent of Kffie, whose melancholy,
sh somewhat ameliorated, was little
uished, and whose recollections of Lewis
_phell were as vivid asthey were on the
of his departure. When she returned
one of her solitary rambles, which fed
mssion and increased her griel, she was
elytold of the intentions of Liaird Cher-
s The announcement of the extraor-
yintelligence produced an effect which
erher father nor mother could have an-
ded. A quick operation of her mind
Jdbefore her all the affectionate acts of
tion she had for yearsbee:  the habit
Jlying to the old friend of her father,and
«eserver of their lives. Gratitude, ope-
.inone of the most grateful hearts that
beat in the bosom of mortal, had pro-
1in her an exuberant kindness, a devot-
sof a species of affection due by a child
godfather, a playful freedom of the con-
«of one who relied on the disparity of
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years {or a license from even the suspicion of
a possibility of any other relation existing
between them, that now came back upon her,
leaded with self reproach ane shame, and
attributing toher miscoustrued attentions the
extragrdinary passion that had taken hold
of the heart of the old Laird. She was to-
tally unable to make any reply to her pa-
rents. The imare oi" Lewis Camphell, ne-
ver absent from her mind, assuming a new
form, and swam’in the tears which flowed
from her eyes. The natural contrast be-
tween age and youth, love and gratitude,
assumed its legitimate strercth, The first
feeling of her mind was, that she would euf-
fer the death that had for u time been im-
pending over her, and whose finzer was al-
ready on her breaking heart, rather than
comply with the wishes of her father and
mother. They saw the strugele that was in
her mind, and abstained from pressing what
they had suggested. They did not ask her
even to give her sentiments; but the silent
tears that stole down her cheek and dropped
in her lap from her drooping head, required
no spoken commentary to tell them the ex-
tent of her grief; and the resolution at least
of a heart that might entirely break, as it
appeared to be breaking, but never ecould
forget.

There wae little sleep for the eyes of Effie
on the succeeding night. Her sobs reached
the ears of her parents, who, unable to yield
her consolation, were obliged to leave her to
wrestle with her grief; sending up a silent
prayer to the Aathor of all good dispensati-
ons, that He might assuage the sorrow of
one who had already, with exemplary pati~
ence, submitted to the rod of affliction. The
sacredness of her feelings was too well ap-~
presiated by her parents to admit of any of-
fer of counsel, where deep seated affection,
the work of mysterious instinct, stood in so-
lemn derision of the vulgar ideas of this
world’s expediency. The struggle in her
mind arose from the strength of her love,
and the power of her filial devotion. No part
of the attendant circumstances or probable
consequences of her decision escaped her™
mind. She knew that she never could be
happy as the wite of any other individual,
even of suitable age, than Lewis Campbell.
But this concerned only herself; and she
knew, and trembled as she thought, that the
recult of her decision might be the destita~
tion, the want, perhaps the death of her pa-
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rents: their all depended on the breath of
the man whomw she, by the sign of her finger,
might change from a fricnd to a foe; and
she might thereby become the destroyer of
those who gave her being.

The morning came, but brought neither
sleep t.or reliel to the unhappy maiden. Her
parents seemed inclined nut to advert to the
subject that day, but tu et her struzgle on
with her owa thouch::. The hour of the
Laird’s visitapproacihied, and |+ was alrcady
on the road for the home of his beloved
whom his ardent fancy petured standing
smiling at the door, ready as usual to receive
him and lead him into the house. Donald—
who knew a reveric 11: his master better than
he did himself, and (i 1ot fail to take ad—
vantage of it—ambled on with diminished
speed. The Laird approached the cotiage.
No Effie was there. His bright visions took
flight, and were succeeded by a cold shiver,
the precursor of a gloomy train of ileas,
which pictured a refusal and all ii= aitend-
ant horrors. He drew up the head of Don-
ald, apd even invited him to partake of the
long grass which grew by the way side. He
counted the momcnts as Donald devoured
the food ; and, from time to time, lifted his
eyes, to see if Effie was yet at the cottage
door. She was not to be scen—and she had
not been absent before for many months.
His mind was unprepared for a refusal; the
ground swell of his previous excited fancy
distracted him amidst the dead stillness of
despair. He looked again. and for the last
time that day. Effie was not yet there. He
turned the head oi the delighted, and no
doubt astonished Donald, and quietly sought
again the house of Burnbank.

‘The same procedure was gone through on
the succeeding day. LairdCherrytrees again
proceeded to the cottage of David Mearns;
and, as he sauntered along, he thought it
impossible that Effie ehould again be absent
from her post. He was too good a man, and
too conceited a lover, as all old lovers are, to
allow his mind to dweli on the probable ope-
ration of necessity and the fear of injuring
her father’s patron, on the mind of the daugh-
ter; and yet a lurking, rebellious idea sug-
gested that he would rather see Effie at the
door, impelled by that cause, than absent al-
together. His hopes again beat high, and
Donald was pricked on to the goal of his
wishes with an asperity he did not relish so
well as a reverie, The epot was attained.
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Effic was still absent. Donald was g
remitted to the long grass, and all lheﬂr
sources of a lover’s mind were called g,
enable him to face the evil that awaited)y
Butall was in vain—he found it impog
to procecid.

‘T am rejected,” he muttered to hime
with a sigh ; *a cottager’s dochter hasr’
cd the Laird o’ Burnbank; but her caulgr
an’ ermelty mak me like her the mair.
Mearns, Effic Mearns! hoo liftle do y¢!
what commotion ye hae produced in thisy
burstin heart! But, though ye winm®
me, 1 winna desert yer faither. Hame,
nald, to Burnbank.” And, as he pulle
the bridle with his left hand, he wipeda
the tears that had collected in his eyes;
casting many a look bacl to the cottage
tered elowly home.

These proceedings of the Laird hadt
noticed by Betty Mearns, from the wip’
of the eottage, and she and David wer
no loss to guess the cause of them. T
knew his timid, sensitive disposition, ©
truly attributed his return to his nots
Effie at the door, wuiting for him asw
Apprehensions now geized the good my
that the Laird might withdraw his ate
ons and assistance from the family, the
sult of which would be nothing but .
and ruin; as David’s {ractured limbs.
yet [ar from being healed, and a longp
must yet pass before he could earn ap
to keep in their lives. These fears wer
creased by a fourth day having p
without a visit from the Laird, who liad,
withstanding, been seen reconnoilesing
usual at a distance from the cottage. .
hereell saw how matters stood, and lea
from the looks of her father and mothe.
timents they seemed unwilling to dec
Her mind was still convulsed with thes
gleof the antagonist duties, wiches, ey
akd fears, that rose in her mind; and the
prehensicns of her parents, which shea
dered well-founded, added to her sorior
additional source of anguish.

*This house,” said David, at last oven
by his feelings, ‘has become muir i
hospital that has lost itsa mortification.
an honest man’s cottage. Effie sitsq
ansabbin the hail day, an’ you, Betiy.
forward to starvation, wi’ the grueson.
o’ despair. I am unhappy mysel, bes
ing an invalid. What is this to enl#

What are we todo? Hoo are wed.
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4yt meat, noo that Burnbank, guid man,
-deserted us?

“here has come naething frae Burnbanrk
fve days,’ replied Betty ; ‘an’ thesiller 1
fae the guid avld man, the last time he
-here, I payed awa i’ the village for ne-
+iez I had taen on afore we got that help.
gimel winna haudoot lang against three
aan?, if Laird Cherrvirees bides awa
il fanger, I cee naething for it but to
1

betear started to the cye of David. He
4dat Effie. She wept, and sobbed, and
‘wd her face with her hands.
Fe, woman,’ said David, *a’ this micht
ken averted if ye had just gane to the
an’ welcomed the auld Laird, as ye
*wont. He’s a blate man, though a
1earl; an’ he has, nae doot, thocht he
uowelcome when yer auld practice o’
“afor him was gien up.?

unld her that, David,’ said Betty, ‘and
-1 her to gae to the door, though it was
wgie the blate Laird a glimpse o’ her
twas 2> he wanted to bring him in;
the only sabbed the mair. Unhappy
she first saw that callant, wha may noo
=dor married for ought she kens !—aw’
« his sake maun a hail family dree the
~this day’s misery. Effie, woman, can
-forget ane wha hasaa thoclit ye worth
touble o’ tellin ye, by ae scrape o’ his
whether he be i’ the land o’ the livin 2

»b wasthe only reply Effie could make
is appeal.

hee tauld Effie,” said David, “ what
sve us frae the ruinan’ starvation that
usi’ the face ; but my mind’s made up
erto theend though I should lie lere
7broken banes, and dree the pains o’
., rather than force my dochter to mar-
man against her ain choice. But, O Ef-
man, wad ye see yer puir faither, bro-
‘;he is in baith mind an? body, lie starvin
inhisbed, wi’ nae mair pooer to earn a
- bread than the unspeaned bairn, and
‘ka sacrifice to save him ?”

B f’aither,” replied Effie, “ I wad dee to
ye,

ut deein winna save either him or me,”
Betty, “ Naething will hae that effect
eragreein to be the leddy o’ the braw
an’ braid acres of o’ Burnbank. Wae’s
hat a difference between that condition,
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wi’ servants at yer nod, an’ 2’ the comforts
an’ luxuries of life at your command, an’,
abune a’,pooer o’ makin happy yer auld faith-
ther an’ mother, an’ this awfu prospect o’
dreein the very wurst an’ laast 0’ @’ the evils
o' life—want an’ auld age—ill matched pair,
Effie, womam my boany bairu, hae ye nae
love in yer heart, but for Lewie Camphbell ?
Wad ye, for hig sake, see a’ this misfortune
fa’ on the heads o’ yer parents, whom, by the
laws o* God an’ man, ye are bound to honor,
serve, an’ obey 77

11 was easicr for Effie tosay she would die
tosave parents, than that ehe would comply
with the wish of her mother ; but the feeling
appeal of her parent increased her agony,
which induced another paroxysm of hysteri~
cal sobs, the only answer she could yet make
to her mother.

“ Effie doesna care for either you or me,
Betty,” said David, “or she wad hae little
hesitation about marryin «. guid, fresh, clean,
rich auld maun, to save her faither an’ moth-
er frae poverty an’starvation. 1 see nae
great sacrifice i the matter. Her young
heart mayna rejoice i’ the pleasures o’ a daft
loves biut her guid sense will be gratified by
a feeling o' duty far aboon the vain, frawart
freits o' a silly, giddy, youthfu passion. Let
her retfuse Lauird Cherrytrees, an’ when
Lewie Campbell comes hame, the owrecome
bread o’ the funeral o’ her fuither may grace
a waddin bought wi’ the price o’ his life.”

“Dinna speak that way; faither,” cried
Effie, lifting up her hands, 1 canna stand
that. You said ye wadna force me, an’ ye
are forcin me. O, my puir heart, what will
support "ye when grief for my parents turus
me against ye ? Faither, faither, when [ am
dead, Laird Cherrytrees will be again yer
freend. A little time will do’t: will ye no
wait ??

“Hunger waits only eight days as the
sayin is,” replied he, “ an’ ye’ll live mair than
that time, I hope an’ trow. I will be dead
alore ye, Effie, an’ ye'll hae the consolation,
as ye maybe drap a tear on the mossy grey
stane that covers the Mearnses i’ the kirk-
yard o oor parish, to think, if ye shouldna
like to say, in case ye micht be heard—tho’
thinking an’ speakin’s a’ane to God—that
‘that st.ne was lifted ten years suner than it
micht hae been, because I liked Lewie
Campbell better than auld Laird Cherry~
trees)
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“An' it’s no hkely,” said the mother, ** that
1 wad be there to hear Effic mak sae waelu
a speech. 11 binna lyin wi the Mearns, I'll
be wi'-the Cherrytrees o Mossuook—nae
relations o' the Burubanks, though maybe as
guid a family. But, afore I'm mixed wi’ the
dust o that auld hoose, Effic—an’ it mayna
be lang—ye may join the twa Cheriytrees,
an’ let the gravestanes o' the Mearns, as
weel as the Mossnooks, lie yet a score years
fanger, without bein moved. It’'s a pity to
disturb the lang grass. Itssough in the nicht
wind keeps the bate frae pickin the auld
banes, an’ maybe it may save your mother’s
if ye send her there afore her time.”

Effie's feelings could no longer withstand
these appeals. Her sobbing ceased sud-
denly ; and, starting up from her seat,
she looked to the old clock that stood against
the wall of the cottage. She noticed that
it was upon the hour of the Laird’s usual visit.

‘s twelve o'clock, faither,” she said,
firmly—* this hour decides the fate of Effie
Mearns.”

‘Walking to the door, she pluced herself in
the position she used to occupy when she in-
tended to welcome her father’s friend. Now
she was to welcome a husband. Laird
Cherrytrees was as might have been expect:
ed, allowing Donald to take his liberty of the
roadside, grazing while he was busy recon-
noitering the cotiage The moment he saw
the form of' Effic standing where he had for

several long days wished tosee her, he pul-

led up Donald’s bridle, with the alacrity of
youth, and, striking his sides with his
unarmed heels, made all the speed of a

bridegroom to get to his bride. T'he sight of

the ohject he had gazed upon so unceasingly
for 50 leng a time,and whom he had strained
his eyes in vain to eee during these eventful
days, operated like a charm on the old lover.
He discovered at first sight the red swollen
eyesof Effie ; but he was too happy in think-
ing he was successful, as he had no doubt he
had, tc meditate on the struggle which pro-
duced his bliss. Having taken a long
_draughtol'the fountain of his hopes and hap-
piness, and feasted his eyeson the face of the
maiden, who attempted to smile through her
tears, which she did sitting on his horse, and,
without speaking a word—for, loquacious in
politics or rural econemy, he was mute in
love—he dismounted, while Effie, as usual,
held the reins. He lost not time in getting
into hie chair, falling back into it like a
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breath!css traveller who has at lust atigyy
the end of hisjourney. David and Bey
who construed Effie's conduct, into a co
sent, took an carly opportunity, while ¢
was still at the door, of letting the hapy
Laird know that their daughter, as b
conceived was inclied to the match. T
laird reccived the intelligence asif’it hajbe
too much too bear. He was at first beyor
the vulgar habit of speech. He sighed tory
his eyes in their sockets, groaned and wry
his hands. Oun recovering he exctaimed~

“Whar is she, Betty? Let me sce ¢
dear creature David, ye’ll hae Ravelsi
it's the best o’ them a’>. Whan is't o }
Betty 2 Ye maun fix the duy ; an’yemy
brak the thing to Lucy, andto Jenny M
klewham ; for I hae nae pooer. Letme-
her—let me see the sweet creature this
stant,”

Effie, at the request of her mother, ¢x
in and rezumed her seat on the threefo
stool. Her eyes were stil! swollen, ands
looked sorrowfully at her father. The ¢
fixed his eyes on her ; but his loquacity
gone. He had nct a word to say; but
¢ glowrin’ wus in some degree changed,’
ing accompauied by a smile of self-comr
cency and contentment, and freed from!
nervous irritability with which he usedt
licit with hiseyes a look from the objert
his affections. His visit this day wassha
than it used to be. Next day Betly wa
visit Burnbank, to arrange for the muric

Meanwhile the unfortunate girl resiz
herself as a seitzacrifice into the handsaf.
mother. Bound with the silken bands of
affection, she renounced all desire of exa
sing her own free will, or indulgingin t
feelings of the female heart which areda
ed sostrong as to demand the sacrifice of
of all other earthly considerations. The.
of Iphiginia has occupied the peas.
tongues of pitying mortals for thousand
years. A lovely woman sacrificed fora.
wind, doomed to have the blood that m.
led in the blushing cheeks of beautyspt
fed on the aitar of a false religion, isay
tacle which the imazination cannot con
plate without a participation of the sims
sympathies of the heart ; yet there arej.
common every day world we now [t
many a &cene in the act of being perfen
where, though there is no bloodshed af
emoking altar exhibited, the sacrificeis.
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-than that of the Grecian victim, Our
-4, holy altar of matrimony is often, by
-wayward feelings of man—for we here
-nothing of vice or corrupt conduct, made
crael than those of Moloch and Chiun.
«¢ is many a bloodless Iphiginia in those
+, whose suflerings are unknewn and
-ng, because confiued to the heart that
«wover them and concealed them iu death
yyoung, tender, and devoted female,
Jr the love she bears to her parents,con-
' {o intermarry with rich age, to em-
4dry bones, to extend her sympathiesto
“shness, caprice, and ill-nature, or what
¢,to the asthmetic giggle of a super-
~ted love, while all the while her heart,
-ted of its tribute and swelling with in-
-yion,requires to be watched by her with
‘tace and firmness, the cruelty of which
- bereelf feele—presents a form of self*<a-
"epossessing claims on the pity of man-
'heyond those of the boasted sslf-immola-
oancient devotees.

‘¢silence and dejection of our biide were
irued, by her parents, into that seemly
"tecoming sedateness which sensible
gwomen think it proper to assume on
eveofso important a change in their con-
-has marriage ; while the happy bride-
i had come to that time of life when he
gied with submission, though it be ex-
«dthrough tears. No chemical mens-
um has so much power in the dissolution
bebardest metals asthe self‘complacency
-ald lover has in construing, according
wishes, the actions, words, or looks of
young woman who is destined to be his

« Silence and tears are expressive of

Jness as well as of grief ; and so long as
dsire of the ancient philosopher is un-
flied with by the gods, and there is no
4w to the heart,that organ in the young
‘m may break while the sexagenarian
¢room is enjoying the imputed silent,
-ned happiness of the object of his ill-
affection.

besadness and melancholy of the appa-
Iy resigned Effie Mearns had no effect
- noise and show of the preparations for
marriage with her old lover. The mar-
- 0fold men are well known to be cele-
-1 with higher bugle notes from the
et of fame than any others. A sump-
<dinner wasto be given to the neigh-
3
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bouring lairds, and thecotters were to be fed
and regaled on the green oppneite to the man-
sion, Dancing and music were to add their
charms to the gay scene ; and it was even
alleged that the light of a bonfire would lend
its peculiar aid, in rui:ing the joy of the
guests, predisposed to Lilarity by plenteous
potations, to the proper height suited to the
conquest o the old bridegroom over, at once,
a young woman and o'd Time.

For days previous to the eventful one Effie
Mearns was not heard to open her lips—she
looked on 2ll the gay preparations for her
marriage as if they had been the mournful
acts of the undertaker employed inlaying the
silver trimming on the coffiu lid of a lover :—
the bedside of her sick parent, who wasstill
unable to rise, was the place where che sat
“shrouded in silence.” She heard the con-
versations of her father and mother about the
progress of the preparations, without exhib-
iting so much interest as to shew that she un-
derstood them. Misgivings crossed the minds
of the old couple, and brought tears to their
eyes, as they contemplated the animated
corpse that sat there, waiting the nod of the
master of ceremenies, and ready to perform
the part assigned to it in the forthcoming or-
gies of mournful joy; but they had gone too
far torecede, and it was even a subject of
satisfaction to them that the period of the
celebration was so near, for otherwise they
might have had reason fo fear that their
daughter would not have survived the inter-
mediate time. When the bridegroom called
his ears were alarmed by the voices of the
parents, whosaw the necessity of endeavor-
ing to hide the condition of their daughter ;
and he was satisfied, if he got free and un-
restrained, “ a feast of his eyes.”” His love
was still expressed by silent gazing; for it
was too deep in his old heart for either words
or tears; if indeed there was moisture enough
in the seat of his affection for the suppliance
of'the softest expression of the soft passion,

The eventful day arrived. The marriage
was to take place in the cottage, where Da-
vid Mearnsstill lay confined to his bed : the
sick man wore a marriage favour attached to
the breast of his shirt ! for Laird Cherrytrees
would be content with no lessa demeonstra-
tion of his participation in his unparalleled
happiness. The still silent bride submitted
passively to all the acts of her nimble dress-
ers, whose laagh seemed to strike her ears
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like funeral bells ; yet she tried—poor victim
—to smile, though the clouded beam came
through a tear which, by its steadlastness,
seemed to belong to the orb. Thebridegroom
came at the very irstant when he ought to
have come—the hand of the clock not having
had time to leave the mark of notation. He
was dressed in the style of his earliest days,
with cocked hat, laced coat, and a sky-blue
vest, embroidered in the richest manner;—
while a new wig, ordered from the metropo-
lis, imparted to him the freshness of youth—
his cheek was flushed with the blood which
joy had forced, for a momeut, fro.n where it
was more needed, at the drying fountain of
life; and his eye spoke a happiness which
his parched tongue could not have achieved,
without causing shame even to himself :(—
Every thing wae new, spruce, perking, self-
complacent. The clergyman uext came, and
all was prepared.

Throughout all this time and all these pre-
parations, not the slightest change had been
made on the bride. After she was dressed,
she took her seat again, silently by the side
of her father's sick-bed, where she sat like a
gtatue. The ceremony was now to commence
and she stood up when required by the cler-
gyman, asif she obeyed the comnmand of an
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executioner. 1t was noticed that she ceep
to incline to be as near as possible to her s
ther's bed ; and her unwiilingness or ina;
ty to come forward forced the clergymang
the bridegrooin some paces from the sigy
they at first held. 'The ceremouy prog
ull it came to that part where the consey:
the parties is asked. The happy bridegr
pronounced his response, quick, sharp,»
with an air of conceit,which broughtag
to the faces of the parties present. Tt
was now a pause for the consent of theby
All eyes were fixed on her death-like face-
severe struggle was going on in her bog
yet her cuuntenance was unmoved, anf-
one conjectured that she suffered moretr
sensitive females ofien do in her situatin
The clergyman repeated his question—y
was still a pause—the eyes of all wererr
edon her. “I canna ! Icanna !” at+
slie exclaimed, in a voice of agony, ant*
back in the bed—a corpse !

Six monthsalter the death of Effie M
Lucy Cherrytrees was married, withoutls
or swoon, to Lewis Campbell, who retor
home in epite of his reported death. The
on wag against the consent of the Lain¢
soon died of either a broken heart or oy
—no doctor could have told which.

BELS.

1t is said, but with what truth must be left
for Philesophersand the learned to determine
—* that Bees had their origin from the car-
case of a Lion.” They still delight in dipping
their wings in putridity, and shaking hands
with their kindred—the maggots—which is
superior to the conduct of human beings,
whose love departs, when their friends be-

come like poor old Lazarus, who had o
‘cross’ in his pocket—all Christian Coins.
ago, having the symbol, of what the P»
tants are now ashamed—the Cross. T
fore, the Bees exceed men, in that theith
has nothing to do with fashion or state~t
ity and induatry being the * sine qua nov'
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ROGER GOLDIE’S NARRATIVE.
FALSE ALARM.

y
re have heard of the false alirm, (said
eer Goldie,) which for the space of well
pfour and twenty hours filled the coun-
»upon the Borders with exceeding great
-qernation, and at the same time called
4 an example of general and devoted
wism; and love of country, such as is no
“ere recorded in the annals of any nation
.0 the face of the giobe. Good cauce have
-remember it, and were 1 to live 2 thou-
o) years, it never would be effaced from
yrecollection. What first gave rise to the
-mm I have not been clearly able to ascer-
gunto this day. There was a house heat-
-, up beside Preston, with feasting and
wcing, and a great light like that of a
gbeau proceeded from the onstead. Now
e say that the man that kept the beacon
Hownamlaw, mistook the light for the
-alon Dunselaw ; and:the man at Dun-
law in his turn secing Hownam flare up,
hted his fires also, and speedily the red
wing alphabet of war blazed on every
‘ltop, a spirit seemed to fly from mountain
mountain, touching their summits with fire,
d writing in the flame of the word—inva-
“n! Others say that it arose from the in-
vidual who kept watch at Hume Castle
ing deceived by an accidental fire over in
othumberland ; and a very general sup-
_ition is,that it arose from a feint on the part
agreat sea admiral, which he made in or-
Tto try the courage and loyalty of the na-
m. To the last report, however, I attach
seredit. ‘The fable informs us that the shep-
erd laddie lost his sheep, because he cried
1e wolfe? when there was no wolf at hand,
it would have been policy similar to his,
_have eried—* an Invasion !’ when there
asno invasion. Neither nations nor indi-
iduals like such practical jokes. It isalso
.faip that the alarm was not first gven by
ebeacons on the sea coast; and there can
snodoubt that the mistake originated either
tHownamlaw or Hume Castle.

I recollect it was in the beginning of Fe-
ruary, I804. I occupied a house then about
alf a mile out of Dunse, and lived comfort-
-y, and I will say contentedly, on the inter-
- of sixteen hundred pounds which 1 had

invested in the funds; and it required but
little discrimination to foresee that if the
French fairly got footing in in our country,
funded property would not be worth an old
song. Icould atall times haye risked my
life in the delence of my native land for the
love 1 bore it ; though you will perceive that
I had a double motive tu do so; and the more
particularly, as out of the interest of ' my fund-
el capital I maintained in competence an af-
tectionate wife and a dutiful son—our only
child. The name of my wife was Agnes,
and the name of my son,—who at the time
of the alarm was sixteen,—~was Robert.~—
Upon their account it ofien caused me great
uneasiness, when I heard and read of the
victories and the threatenings of the terrible
Corsican. I sometimes dreamed that he had
marched a mighty army on a bridge of boats
across the straits of Dover, and that he had
not only seized my sixteen hundred pounds,
but drawn my son, my only son Robie, as &
conscript,to fight against his ownnatural and
lawful country, and perhaps to shoot his fa-
ther! I therefore, asin duty bound asatrue
and loyal subject, had enrolled my=elf in the
Dunse volunteers. Some joined the volun-
teers to escape being drawn for the militia,
but I could give my solemn affidavit, that 1
had no motive but the defence of my coun-
try—and my property, which, as I havesaid,
was a double inducement,.

I did not make a distinguished figure in
the corps, for my stature did not exceed five
feet two inches. But although my body was
small, no man was more punctual on the pas
rade, and 1 will affirm without vanity, none
more active, or had a bolder heart. It al-
ways appeared to me to be the height of folly
to refuse to admit a man into a regiment, be-
cause nature had not formed him a giant.—
The little man is not so apt to shoot over the
head of an enemy, and he runs less risk of
being shot himself—two thinga very necessa-
ry to be considered in battle; and were I a
general, I would have a regiment where five
feet two should be the maximum height even
for the grenadier company. )

But,as I was saying,it was earlyin the !;'cb.
N

A
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of 1804, on the second night, if 1 recollect
aright. I had been an hour abed, and was
lying about three parts asicep, when I was
etarted with a sort of bum, bumming, like the
beating of drum. I thoughtalsothatI heard
people running along the road, past the door.
I listeneds and to wy horror 1 distinctly
heard the alarm drum beat to arms. 1t was
a dreadful sound to arouse a man from his
sleep in our peaceful land.

‘Robie ¥ cried I to my son, ‘rise my man
rise, and run down tothe town, and sce what
ia the matter,that they are beating the alarm
drum at this time of night. I fear that’

* O dearsake Roger! cried Agnes, grasp-
ing my arm, ‘ what do you fear.’

i That—that there's a fire in town,’ seid L.

*Fire,’ quoth she, * it canna reach us. But
O dear me ! it hae made my heart beat as if
it would start from my breast,—for I thought
ye was gaun to say that ye was feared the
French were landed.

*I hope not, said I. But in truth it was
that which I did fear.

Robie was a bold, spirited laddie; and he
rushed out of the house, cold as it was, half
dreszed, and without hie jacket; but he had
not becn absent a minute, when he hurried
back again, and cried breathlessly as he en-
tered—" Faither, faither! the Law is a’ in
a lowe !—the French are landed ! -

T was then standing in the middle of the
floor, putting on my clothes, and, starting as
though I had seen an apparition, I exclaim-
ed—" The French landed !—rise Agnes! rise
and get me my accoutrements. For this day
1 will arm and do battle in defence of my na-
tive land.

* Roger]! Roger P cried my wife, ‘ where-
fore will ye act foolishly. Stop at homeasa
man ought to do, to preserve and protect his
ain family and his ain property. "Wherelore
would ye rigk life or limb withouten cause.
There will be enough to fight the French
without you,~—unmarried men, or men that
have uaebody to leave behint them and to
mourn for them.?

‘Agnes,’ said 1, in a tone which manifested
my authority, and at the same time showed
the courageousness of my spirit—° get me
my accoutrements. I have always been the
first upon the parade, and I will not be the
last n‘E’tho shew my face upon the field of battle.
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1 am but a hitle man—the least battalion -
in the whele corpe, but I have a heart sy
as the biggest of them. Buonaparte hiy
is no Goliath, and a shot from my myy
might reach his breas., when a taller ¢
would be touching the cockade on his cotr
hat. Therefore, quick ! quick!—get m
accoutrements.’

‘0 gudeman! cried she, ‘ your poor b
hearted wife will fall on her kaees helorey
—and 1implore you for my sake, and for¢
sake of our dear bairn, that ye winna fiy
away your life, and rush upon destructi
What in the name of fortune has a peae
ble man like you to do wi’ war or wi’ By
parte either? Dinna think of leaving ¢
house this night, and I myself will go d
to town and hire a substitute in yoursty
1 have fiiteen pounds in the kist, that I hyy
beenscraping together for these twelve ey
past, and 1 will gie them to ony man th
will take your place in the voluntees ay
go forth to fight the French in your stead?

‘Gudewife,’ said I angrily, ‘ye forget whs
ye are talking about. The French arela’
ed, and every man, auld and young, ng
take up arms. Ye would have me toly
come the Jaughing stock of both towna
country. Therefore get me my accou
ments, and let me down to the cross.! -

¢ O Robie my bairn!—my only bairn! ¢
she, weeping and addressing our son, 'ty
to prevail upon your faither to gie up hism.
resolution. If he leave us he will makey.
faitherless and me a widow.’

* Mother,” said the laddie gallantly, ‘&
French are landed, and my faither ma.
help to drive them into the sea. [ willtat
my pisto} and gang wi’ him, and if anythy;
happens, I will be at hand to assist him!

‘Haud, haud your tongue,ye silly calla
she exclaimed in great tribulation, ‘year
as great a fool as your faitheris. Hest
what he has made o' ye. But as theatk
cock crows the young one learns.’

I felt a sort of glow of satisfaction warz
ing my heart at the manifestation ofny
son’s spirit; but 1 knew that in one of hisag
and especially at such a time, and with ed
a prospect before us, it was not right toe
courage it, and it was impossible forafs
parent to incite his only son to the perfa
ance of an act that would endanger his i
i therefore spoke to him kindly, but at i
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qsetime with the firmuesz necessary to en-
¢ the commands of a Father, and said—
‘e are too young Robie to become a parti-
ator in the scenee ol war and horror.—
(r voung bosom, tha. is yet & etranger to
_vg, must not be exposed to the destroy=
-pullet: nor your bonny check, where the
-pud blooms, disfigure: with the sabre or
“porse’s hoof.  Ye must not break your
ser's heart, but stay at home to comfort
1defend her, when your laither is absent
'ting for ye both.’

1o boy listened to me in silence, but I
-rht that eullenness mingled with his
Jeace, and I had never seen him sullen
“w, Agnes went around the houze weep-
.and finding that I was not to be gainsay-
debrought me my military apparel and
weapons of war. When therefore I was
ed and ready for the field, and while the
o the drum was still summoning us to
&, 1 took her hand to bid her 1arewell
4 in the fullness of my heart pressed
fsto hers, and my tears mingled with
own upon my cheek. A
farewell, Agnes,” said T, ¢ but I teust—1
-] doubt not, but we shall soon return
~oud and victorious. Bat if Ishould
~ifithe so ordered that itis to be my lot
all gloriously in defence of our country,
«n Robert will comfort ye and protect
and ye will find all the papers relating
hesixteen hundred pounds of funded pro-
yin my private drawer; although, if
French gain a fcoting in the country, {
bit will be but of small benefit to ye.—
_in that case Robin my man,” added 1
rsing my son, “ ye will have to labor
_jour hands to protect your mother!
:-you, doubly bless you both.”

aw my son fall upon his mother’s neck,
itafforded me a consolation. With great
alty I got out of the house, and I heard
#sobbing when I was a hundred yards
o, I still also heard the roll of the
edrum rolling and rattling through the
.sof midmght, and on arriving at the
»Ifound a number of the volunteers, and
ukitude of the townspeople assembled.—
_necould tell where the French had land-
_utall knew that they had landcd.

hat, T assure ye, was a never to be forgot-
night, Every person naturally looked
‘us, but I believe I may safely say, that
vwagnot one face in a hundred that was
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pale with fear, or that exhibited a trace
of cowardice or terror upon jt. One
thought wus uppermost in every bosom, ard
that was—to drive back the invaders, y.a
to drive them into, and drown them inthe
Germau ocean, even as a Pharoah and his
host were encompassed by the Red Sea and
drowned in tt. Generally speaking, a spivit
of genuiun, of universal heroism was mani-
fested. The alacrity with which the volun-
teers assembled under arms was astonishing ;
not but that there werea few who fell into
the ranks rather slowly, and with apparent
reluctance. But some ol those like me, had
perhaps wives to eling round their necks, and
tobesecch them not to venture forth into the
war. One of the last who appeared upon
the ground was my right hand comrade,
Jonathan Barlowman. Ihad tostep tothe
lelt tomake room for Jonathan, and as he
took his place by my side, I heard his teeth
chattering in his head. Our commanding
officer spoke to him rather sharply, about be-
ing so slow turning out in an hour of such
immiuent peril.  But I believe Jonathan was
insensible to the reprimand.

The drums began to beat and the fifes to
play—the word ‘march, was given—the
town’s people gave us three cheers as we
began to move, and my comrade Jonathan,
in his agitation, put his wrong foot foremost,
and could not keep the step. So we marched
onward, armed and full of patriotism, to-
wards Haddington, which in case of inva-
sion, was appointed as our head quarters or
place of rendezvous.

1 will not pretend tosay that i felt altogeth-
er comfortable during the march ; indeed to
have done so was impossible, for the night
was bitterly cold, and at all times there is
but little shelier on the Lammermoors; yet
the cold gave me but small cencern, in com=
parison of the thoughts of my Agnes and my.
on Robin. 1felt thai I loved them better
tnan ever 1 had imagined I loved them be-
fore, and it caused me much silent agony of
epirit when I thought that I had parted with
them—perhaps for ever. Yet even in the
midst of such thoughts, 1 was cheered by the
glorious idea of fichting in the defence of
one’s own native country ; and 1 thought of
Wallace and of Bruce, and of all the herces
I had read of when a laddie, and my blood
fired again, I found thatl hated our inva-
ders with a perfect hatred,—that I feated not
to meet death,~and I grasped my firelock’



312
more firmly, and a thousand times fancied
1 had it levelled at the breast of the Corsi-
can.

Tindulged in this train of thoughts until
we had reached Longlormacus, and during
that period not a word had my right hand
neighbor, Jonathan Barlowman, spoken,
either good, bad, or indifferent; butl had
frequentjy heard him groan audibly, as tho’
hie spirit were troubled. At length when we
had passed Longformacus, and were in the
most desolate part of the hills—* O Mr. Gol-
die! Mr. Goldie ! said he, “isthis no dis-
wmal 2"

* [ always consider it,” answered I, one of

dreariest spots on the Lammermoors.”

“ O sir ! said he, * it isna the dreariness of
the road that I am referring to. I would
rather be sent across the hills from Cowdeng-
ham to Lauder blindiold, than I would be
sent upon an errand like this. Bat is it not
a dismal and a dread!u’ thought, that chrie-
tian men should be roused out of their beds
at the dead of'the night, to march owre moor
and mountain to be shot at, or to cut each
others throats! It is terrible, Mr. Goldie "

Now he wasa man seven inches taller than
I was, and I was glad of the opportunity of
proving to him that though I had the lesser
body, ! had the taller spirit of the two—and
the spirit makes the man. Thereforel said
to him—* Why Mr. Barlowman, vou sur-
prise me to I ear you talk , when our country
demands our arms in its defence, we should
be ready to lay down our lives, if necessary,
by night or by day, on mountain or in glen,
on moor, or in meadow—and I cannot res-
pond your sentimers.”

“ Weel,” said he, “that may be your opin-
ion, and it may be a good opinion, but for
my own part I dv confess that I have noam-
bition for the honours of either heroism or
martyrdom. Had a person been allowed a
day to make a sort of decent arrangement of
their worldly affairs, it wadna have beer, sae
bad; but to be summoned out of your warm
bed at midnight, and to take up an instra-
ment of death in the dark, and go forth tobe
shot at !—there is in my opiuion but a small
share of either hnour or glory in the trans-
action. This certainly is permanent duty
now, and peremptory duty also, with a wit-
ness! Butitis a duty the moral obligation
of which I cannot perceive ; and I think that
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a man’s first duty is to look after himg
and family.”

He mentioned the word ‘family’ wi
peculiarity of emphasis, which plainly ;
cated that he wished it to work an effey-
on me, and to bring me over to his wy
thinking. But instead of'its producing
effect, my spirit waxed bolder and bol¢
I remained an ear-witness of his rank ¢
ardice.

“ Comrade, Jonathan—1 beg pardon,”
Barlowman I meant to say,” said 1,*
first duty of every man when his countr
in danger, is to take up arms in its defy
and to be ready to lay down his life, §
body will form a barrier to the approat
an enemy.”

“1t may be sae,” said he, “but L could’
as soon think of my body being eatenbyr
nibals as applied to any such purpose. It
take a long time to convince me thatthe
any bravery ina man volunteering tobes
at for sispence a day ; and it will beast
before fighting the French preparemy
for the spring seed. If'l can get a substi
when we reach Haddington, they mayf
that likes for me.”

As we marched along, his bodybe
the victim of one calamity after anothe
Now his shoes pinched his feet and oip,
him, and in a while he was seized with
sorts of cramp pains in his breast, whicht
him together two-fold. But asit wasp,
rally suspected by the corps that Jonal
wasat best hen-hearted, he met with i
indeed I may say no sympathy on accous.
his complaints, but rather with contem}
for there was not a man in our whole »
ment, save himself, that did not hatew
ardice with his whole heart, and despi.
with his whole soul. Whether he was.
tually sufering from bodily pain, inadd
to the pain of his spirit or not, itis notior.
to judge.. The doctor came to the rearid
him, and he said that Mr. Barlowmant
tainly was in a state of high fever,thatwm
render him incapable of being of much.
vice. But I thought that he madeth
claration in an ironical sort of tone,and .
ther it was a fever oi fear, of spiriteel.
ment, or of bodily torment, he did notis
Oune thing is certain, the one frequent.
gets the other.

The words of the doctor gavea sod
cense to bold John Barlowman,and hiss»
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«d his groaning, his writhing and com-
g, increased.  He began to fall behind
ww stood fumbling with his pinching
- or bent himself double with his hands
-hie breast, righing piteously and shed-
tears in abundance. At length we lost
-and hearing of him, and we imagined
he bad turned back, or peradventure
down by the way ; but there wasno time
-io return to seek him, nor yet to Jook
-ne man, when belike a hundred thou-
'french had landed.
dl, it was about an hour after the final
-earance of Jonathan, thata stranger
4our ranks in his stead. He took his
-close by my side. He carried a firelock
tis shoulder, and was dressed in a great
but so far as 1 could judge from his ap-
ee in the dack, I suspected Lim tobea
wung man. I could not get a word out
-, save that in answer to a question—
-ye Mr. Barlowmar’s substitue, young
?’)
-1he answered—* Yes.”
-nd that one word I could not get him
“nhis mouth. Howeven, 1 afterwards
-xined that the youth overtook Jonathan
-he was writhing in agony upon the
'and declaring aloud that he would give
money from ten to a hundred guineas
subetitute, besides his arms and accou-
8, The young man leaped at the
-l or rather at a part of'it, for he said
.uald take no money, but that the other
_dgive him his arms, ammunition, and
ke, and he would be his substitute.~—
-anjoyfully accepted the conditions ;—
whether or not his pains and his groan-
kit him, when relieved from the weight
. knapsack, 1 cannot tell. Qur corps
-him to be no man who could find time
1ll, even in earnest, during an enemy’s
M '
yattention, however, was now wholly
-up with the stranger, who,it appeared
ken dropped asif from the clouds,in the
middle of a waste howling wilderness,
vanteer to serve in the place of my cra-
wmrade, Jonathan Barfowman. The
thexcited my curiosity the more,because
have already informed ye, he was as si-
a2 milestone, and not half so satisfac-
s o beyond the little word “Yes,” which
-sgot outof him, not another syllanle
-dbe breathe—but he kept his head half
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tarned away from me. [ felt the conscious-
ness and the ussurance growing in me more
and more that he was a French spy—there-
fore 1 kept my musket so thatI could level
it at him, and discha:ee it at hall a mo-
ment’s warning ; and I was rejoicing to
think thac it wou'd be a ¢ orious thing if I
got an opportunity of sigiuizing myself on
the very firet day of the mvasion. 1really
began to dream of titles and rewards, the
thanks of parliarn n,aint the command of a
regiment. [tizanarucie ol atin the delirium
ol my waking dream,t did not place the muz-
<le of ny musket to my strange comrade’s
head.

But day-lizht began to break just as we
were about Danskin, and my curiosity to see
the stranger’s face—~to makeout who he was
or what he was»or whether he was a French-
man or one of our own countrymen, was al-
together insupportable. But just with the
first peep of day, 1 got a glimpse of hiscoun-
tenance. [ started back for full five yards—
the musket dropped out of my hands !

* Robie! Robin yerascal !’ I exclaimed in
a voice that was heard from the one end of
the line to the other,and that made the whole
regiment halt—* what in the wide world has
brought you here? What do ye mean to be
after

«To fight the French, faither! said my
brave laddie, ‘and ye ken ye always said,
that in the event of an invasion it would be
the duty of every one capable of firing a
musket, or lifting a knife, to take up arms.
I can do baith; and what mair may ano-
ther

This was torturing me on the shrine of my
own loyalty, and turning my own weapons
upon myself, in a way that I never had ex-
pected.

‘Robie! ye daft, disobedient heart breaker
ye, continued I ¢ did I not command ye. to
remain at home with your mothcr, to com-
fort her, and if’ it were necessary, and inyour
power, to defend her; and how, eirrah, have
ve dared to desert her, and leave her sorrow-
ing for you?

*1 thought faither, answered he, * that the
best way to defend her, would be to prevent
the enemy approaching near to our dwell-
ings.

My comrades reund about that heard this
answer, could not refrain from giving threa
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cheers in admirztion of the laddie's spirit;
and the cheering attracting the officers, one
of them came forward to us, io inquire iuto
the cause, and on its heing explained to him,
he took Rohin by the hand and congratula-
ted me on having such a son. T confess that
1 did feel an emotion of pride and gratifica-
tion glowing in my breast at the time, never-
theless, the fearsand the anxiety of a parent
predominated, and I thought what a dread-
ful thing it would be for me, his futler, to
see him shot or piercad through the body
wita a bayonet at my very side; and what
account, thought I, could I give of sucha
transaction to his bereaved and sorrowing
mother. For 1 felt a something within my
breast, which whispered, that if evil befel
him in the warfare in which we were about
to engage, I would not be able to look her in
the face again. I fancied that I heard her
upbraiding me with having instilled into his
mind a love of war, and I fancied that I
heard her voicerequiring his life at iy hands,
and crying—"* Where is my son ?”

At length we arrived at Haddington; and
there, in the course of the day, it was discov-
ered, to the gratification of some and the dis-
appointment of many, that our march had
originated in a false alarm. 1 do confess
that I was among those that felt gratified
that the peace of the land was not to be en-
dangered, but that we were to return every
man to his own fireside, and to sit down be-
neath our vine and fiz-tree, with the olive
branches twining between them. But
amongst those who were disappointed, and
whoshewed their chagrin by the gnashing of
their teeth, was my siily laddie, my only son
Robert. When hesaw the people laughing
in the market place, and heard that the
people had been aroused by an accidental
light upon a hill, his young brow Jowered as
black as midnight ; his whole body trembled
with a sort of smothered rage, and his eye-
brows drew together until the shape of a
horse-shoe was engraven between them.

‘ Robie, my .captain,’ said I, ¢ wherefore
are ye looking sodour? Man ye ought to
rejoice, that no invader as yet has dared 10
set his Joot upon our coast, and that you and
X will return to your mother, who no doubt
will be distracted upon your account beyont
measure. But O, when she sees you again,
I think that I see her now, springing up from
the chair, where she is sitting, rockiag and
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mourning, and flinging her arms round y
neck, erying—* Robie! Robie, 1.y son! whe
have ye been 2--how could ye leave yr
mnther?  Then ehe will sob upon 3
breast, andavet your cheek with her tey
and I will lift hier arms from your neck
say--'look ye Agnes woman, your hudy
is restored to ye =ale and sound, as wei-
yourson? And then I'will tell herallay
your bravery, and your following us overi
moors, and the cowardice of JohnathanB
lowman, and of your coming up to h
where he groaned hehind us on the road-
your becoming his substitute, and of
getting his great eoat, his knapsack an(}
gun,-~and of your marchiog an hour by
father’s side, without him finding out v
you were. I will tell her all about my ¢
covering you, apd about your answers, ¢
the cheering of the volunteers, and the ¢
cer’s coming up and taking your hand, s
congratulating me upon having sucha &
O Robie man! I will tell her every i
It will be such a meeting as there has r
been in the memory ot man. Therefore,
the French are neither landed nor lif
land, ! w.ll speak to the superior officer,
you and Iwill set off for Dunse immedil

We went into a public house, to hav
bottle of ale and baps; and I neverinn
life partook of any thiug more delicics:
Even Robie, notwithstanding the horses
of angry disappointment on his brow, m.
ahearty repast; but that was natural #
growing laddie, and especially after such
tramp as we had had in the death andda
ness of night, over moor and heather.

“ Eat well, Robie Jad,” said 1, “isak
road over again between here and Dun
and there is but little to be got onit. Ta
another glass of ale; ye never tasted anythi
from Clockmill to maich that. It asde
cious as honey, and as refresing as fount
water.”

That really was the case, though whet
the peculiar excellence of the ale aroser
any thing extraordinarily grateful initss
vour, or {from my long march, my thursta
sharp appetite, added to the joy I feltin.
unexpected prospect of returning heme:
peace and happiness with my son, instesd:
slaughtering at enemies, or being slaugt®
ed by them, 1 cannot affirm. Theresd
be something in both. Robin, however, &
an entire bottle to his own head—that &
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iree parts of @ choppin, and a great deal sand apprehensions laid ther hands cn me
-much for a laddie of his years. But in in a moment.

‘gtemper he was in, and knowing by my- With me? said I, ‘he’s not been with
I(that he must be both thirsty and hungry, me—have nove of ye on idea where he can
didnot think it prudent to restrain him. It pave gone.?

-sapparent that the liquor was getting up- .

-s:tpin s, bein an?l b bevzfn tof esz ‘Not the smallest,” said they, ‘but he canna
o Jralt A0 10 5PAK 40 far off—he will soon cast up. He will
wito argue in company, and to strike his ;n1y pe oyt looking at the town.”

-nd upon the table like an angry man; in
«, he seemed forgetful of my presence,
those were exhibitions which I had ne-
-ohserved in him before.

[was exceedingly anxious to get home on

¢ Or showing ofl’ gallant Johnathan Bar-
lowman’s gun, big coat and hnapsack,” said
one.

‘Keep yoursel’ at ease, Mr. Goldie,’ said
-mother’s account, for she was a woman aitother laughing, ¢ there is no danger of his
‘a tender heart and a nervous tempera- bassing the advanced posts and talling into
t; and 1 knew that she would be 1n a the hands of the French.’
wbordering on distraction on account of It was easy for those to jest, who were ig-
-gheence. 1 therefore said to him—'Robin, norant of a father’s fears and a father’s feel-
-~ going to speak to the commanding offi- ings. I sat down for the space of five min-
-;5e will sit here until I come baek, but utes, and to me they seemed five hours; but
wt drink any more. 1 drank nothing, and I said nothing:, but I
Yery weel faither,’ said he. kept my eyes fixed upon the door. Robin
did not return. I thought the ale might have
%I went out and sp?ke to “}e officer, and 4 vercome the laddie, and that he had gone
'him my reasons for wishing to return oyrand lain down in astate of sickness; and
-timmediately ; urging thestateof anx- ¢ yhar? thought I, ‘will be a becoming state
,ad distress that Agnes would be in on for me to take him home in to his distressed
-utof the absence of our son. mother. Or it will cause us to stop a night
‘Vey well Mr. Goldie,’ said he, ‘it is all upon the road.
y right and proper; I have a regard 1o

leeings of a husband and a parent; and My anxiety became insupportable, and I

{tis has proved but a false alarm, thereis 2521 feft my con‘xmfles, and went outto seek
him. Isought him in every street, in every

‘:tt}c le to your returning home imme- public house in the town,—amongst the sol-
. diers, and amongst the townspeople ; but all
thanked him very gratefully for his civi- were too much occupied in discussing the
,and stepped away up to the George Inn, cause of the alarm, to notice him who wasto
-el took two outside places on the heavy me as the apple of my eye. For three hours
<1 to Dunbar, intending to walk from | \wandered in search of him, east, west,
¢ Broxmouth, and to strike up three porh and south, making inguiries at every
thewest to Innernick, and away over the gne I met ; but no oue had seen or heard teil
sdown by Preston, and home. of him. Isaw the coach drive off for Dun-
am certain I was not twenty minutes or bar. Ibeheld also my comrades muster on
_anhour absent at the farthest. When the following morning and prepare to return
-xd the public house again I looked for howme, but I wandered up and down discon-
0, but he was not there solate, seeking my son, but finding him not.

Fhathave ye made of Robie?® said Eto  The most probable, and the fondest conjec-
comrades. ture that I could indulge in was, that he had
Hashe ne been wi’ ye ? answered they; returned home. I therefore shouldered my
lelt the house just after ye.’ musket, and ;"ollowed my companions 1o

.orfal man cannot . oy, Dunse, whpm oyertook upon the moors. It
_burst upon my brow as thoush it had feelingsby the way ~they were torture strain-
> ed to its utmost extremity, and far more gloo-

-the warmest day in 3 .
4 Y i summer. A thou my and dreary than the gloomiest and drea-
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riest parts of the moors over which we had
topass. Every footstep increased my anXie-
ty, every mile the perturbation and agony of
my epirit. Never, 1 believe, did a poor pa-
rent endure such misery before, and 1 wished
that I had never been cne. 1 kept looking
for him 1o the right and to the lcft every mi-
nute; and though it was but few travellers
that we met upon the road, every one that
we did meet, I described him to them, and
asked them if they had seen him. But ‘No?
—*No!* was their unvaried answer, and my
wretchedness increased.

At length we arrived at Dunse, and a
great erowd was there to incet us—wives to
welcome their husbands, parents to greet
their children, and children their parents.
The first that my eyes singled out, was a
sisterof my Agnes. She ranup to me.

¢+ Roger, she cried ‘have ye seen ony thing
o’ Robie ?

The words went throogh my breast as if
it had received the fire of a whole Freunch
battalion. I stood stock still, petrified with
despair. My looks told my answer to her
question. N

O dear me! dear me P 1 heard her cry,
* what will his poor mother do now,—for she
already is like one clean out o” her judgment
about him.

¥ did pot stop for the word-‘halt,” or for
the breaking of the lines, and I went home
I may say by instinct, for neither bird, bush,
house nor tree, man nor bairn, was I capable
of discerning by the road. Grief and heart
bursting anxiety were as scales upon my
eyes. I remember of rushing into the house,
—throwing down my gun, and crying—‘0
Agues! Agnes? And as well do I remem-
ber her impatient and piteous inguiry—
* Where is my Robie =0 where is my son?
have ye noeeen him 7

It was long before I could compose myself,
soasto tell herall Iknew concerning him,
and it was even longer before she was suffi-
ciently calm to comprehend me. Never did
unhappy parents before cxperience greater
bitterness of soul. I strove to comfort her,
but she would not listen to my words; for O!
they were as the blind leading the blind ; we
both were struggling in the slough of des-
pa‘ir-vboth were in the pitof dark bewildered
misery. 'We sometimes sat looking at each
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other, ke criminale whose last hour iscor
and even when our grief wore itself iny
¢calm sough,’ there was something in ou
lence as dismal and more bopeless than¢
silence of’ tho grave itsell., But everyy
and then she would buret out into long,
lamentations, mourning and crying for}
son ! berson? Oftem too, did we sit,r
pressing our very breath, listening to e
foot that approached, and as one disapy
ment followed another, her despair bec
deeper and deeper, louder and louder, ant
crushing weight sank heavier and hear
upon my spirit.

Some of his young companions informe
that Robin had long expressed a detern
tion to be a soldier, and on the followings
1 set ont for Edinburgh to seek himtv
and to buy him off at any price if hehat’
listed.

There, however, 1 could gain no tif
concerning him; and all that 1 coulils
was, that a regiment had left the Castkd
morning at two o'clock, and embark
Leith for Chatham, from whence theyw
to proceed abroad, and that several ren
were attached to it, some of them onlss
in an hour before they embarked ; bus
ther my poor Robie was among themw:
no one could tell.

1 left Edinburgh no wiser, no happie.
in no way more comforted than when i,
tered it,and returned to his mother asad.
gorrowing hearted map. She wrung.
hands the instant she beheld me, anda
tone that might have touched the heartt
stones cried aloud—* My lost, lost bain
Ye have made a living grave o’your mos
breast 1*

I would have immediately set off fork
don, and from thence down to Chathar,
inquire for hira there 5 but the wind v
vourable when the vessel sailed, andits
therefore certain that by the time Igth
to Dunee, she was at the place of herde
nation ; and moreover I had no certany
assurance that he was on board. Thex
we spent another day in fruitless lames.
ons and tears, and in vain inquiriesan
our own neighbourhood, and among
acquaintances.

But my own heart yearned continval.

his mother’s moaning was unceasing .
ear, as the vicking of a spider, or thebe
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sstop-watch to a person that is doomed to

- 1 could find no rest. I blamed mysell’

-pot proceeding direct from Edinburgh to
stham ; and next day 1 went down to
+wick, to take my placein the mail to
+don.

“y the way I met several of the yeomanary
nwere only returning from Dunbar,where
7y had been summoned by the alarmand
wl that Berwick also had been inarms:
iaking my place on the mail, T proceeded
4out sleep or rest to London, and from
~ce proceeded to Chatham. There again
-nd that the regiment which { sought
~already half way down the Channel,but
xertained also that my poor thoughtless
-was one of the recruits, and even that
~ime consolation, although but a very
- one.

‘rain I returned to his mother, and told
ofthe tidings. They brought her no com-
, and night and day she brooded on the
-zht ofher fairson lying dead and mang-
mthe field of slaughter, or of his return-
helpless and wounded to his native land.
doften it was wormwood to my spirit, and
wgmentation of my own sorrows, to find
“secret she murmured against me as
author of her bereavement, and as hav-
imtitled into my son = liking for a so’~
slife. She eaid it was all owing to my
_, him from the time that he was able
al, to take the newspaper in his hand
rad it aloud to my cronies, and in which
-were accounts of nothing but warsand
es,of generals and captains, and Buona-
¢ of whom enough was foretold, and
agh conld be read in the Revelations :—
- murmurings grieved me the more, in-
weh as my mind was in no way satisfied
-they were without foundation, No man
w better than I did, how easily the twig
-t; apassing breeze, the lighting ofa
uporit, may do it—and as it is bent, the
dior the tree will be inclined. 1there-

almoat resolved not to permit another
faperto be brought within my door.—
-wmehow or other, it became more ne-
~ythan ever. Every time it came it
lte @ letter from Robie—and we read
mbeginning to end, expecting always
-t something of him or of hisregiment :
- Agnes grew fond of it, and was uneasy

-Saturdays if the post-man was halfan
r behind,
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Full twelve months passed before we re-
ceived & letter from him——and never will I
forget the delightful sensations that gushed
inte my bosom at the sight of that letter :—
I trembled from head to foot with joy. I
knew his hand writing at the fist glance,
and 8o did his mother—just as well as ifhe
had begun * dear parents” on the back of it :
it wasonly to bea penny, and his mother
could hardiv get her hand into her pocket to
give the copper to the postman, she shook so
excessively with joy and with agitation. and
kept saying to me—"* Read ! Roger read! Q
fet me hear what my bairn says.”

I could hardly keep my handsteady to open
it,and when I did break the seal, I burst into
tears at the same moment, and my eyes be-
came as though I were blind, and still his
mother continued saying to me—*" O read!
read

Twice, thrice, did I draw my sleeve acroes

my eyes, and at last [ read the letter as fol-
lows 1~

“My Dear Parents—I fear that my con-
duct has caused you many a miserable day,
and many a sleepless night. But even for
my offence, cruel as it has been, I trust there
is forgiveness in a parent’s breast. I do not
think that I ever spoke of it to you, but from
the very earliest period that I could thinkthe
wish was formed in my mind to be a soldier.
When1 used to bespelling over the history
of Sir William Wallace, or the lives of the
Seven Champions of Christendom, 1 used to
fancy myself’ Wallace or Saint George, and
I resolved that when I lived tobe a man,that
I would be a soldier and a hero like them ;
and I used to think whata grand thing it
would be for you and my mother,and my ac-
quaintances, to be reading about me and my
exploits! The continual talking about the
war, and of the French and of their intention
to invade Britain, all strengthened my early
desires. Often when I was reading the news-
papers to you and your friends, and about the
gallant deeds of any particular individuals,
though 1 used to read Ads name aloud to you
1 always read it to myself as though it were
my own. 1 had resolved to enlist before the
false alarm took place~—and when youand
the other volunteers marched out of Dunse
to Hadding ton, ¥ could not resist the tempta-
tion which it offered of seeing and being pre-
gent at o battle. About half an hour after
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you left the town I followed ye, and as ye
are already aware, overtook poor Jonathan
Barlowman,who had {allen behind the corps,
in groat distress, apparently bothof body and
mind, He seemed to be in a swither whe-
ther to return home, to follow ye, or to lie
down by the road and die. I knew him by
the sound of the lamentation he was making
—and accosting him, ¥ inquired—‘ What iz
the matter wi’ ye Jonathan? Has ony ¢’
the French concealed about the moors slot
yealready 7 ¢ OP hereplied, ‘1 am ill—1
am dying!—I am dying ! I will give any
money for a substitute!” ‘Gie me your gun,’
said I, ¢ and 1 will be your substitate without
money,’ ¢ A thousand blessings upon yoar
head, Robbie lad,” said he, * ye may take my
gun, and also my great coat and knapsack,
for they only encumber me. Ye have res-
cued a dying man.” 1 wasnearly as tall as
he, and though his coat was loose about me,
when 1 got it on, and his musket over my
shoulder, and felt that I was marching like
an armed knight of old against the invaders
of my country, X felt as proud as an Emperor
—1 would not have changed situations with
a king. Iovertook you, and you know the
rest. At Haddington the strong ale was too
strong for me. I was sorely mortified to find
all my prospects of becoming a hero blasted.
When therefore you went out to take our
places in the ccach to Dunbar, 1 slipped out
of the room, and hiding Mr. Barlowman’s
coat and gun in a closet in the house, I took
the road for Edinburgh, which city I reached
within lessthan three houars,and before I had
been init twenty minutes I was a soldier :—
1 wasafraid to write home,lest ye would tuke
steps tobuy me off.  On the fourth day after
my enlistment 1 was landed at Chatham,
where I was subjected to a perpetual drill—
and within thirty boursafter landing I again
embarked with my regiment, and when I
wished to have written, 1had not an oppor-
tunity, Since then I have been in two gen-
eral engagements and several skirmishes, in
all of which I have escaped unwounded. I
have found that to read of a battle, and tobe
engaged in a battle, are two very different
thinge. The description is grand, but the
sight is dismal. 1 trust that my behaviour as
a soldier has been unimpeachable. It has
obtained for me the notice of our colonel who
has promoted me to the rank of corporal,with
the promise of shortly maling me a sergeant
—and I am not without hopes before the war
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is over (of which thereg present is nope
pect) of obtaining a commission ; though
certainly ia not one in a thousand thatp
guch fortune. Hoping therefore, my &
parents,that under the blessing of Provider
thir will find you well asitleavesme,ande
I will live to return to ask your forgiveney
remain your aflectionate and dutiful son,

** Robert Goldie!

Such was Robin’sletter. “Read it ag
said his mother, and I read it again;»
when I had done so she took it in her b
and pressed it to her lips, and wept ford
“ poor bairn.” Atlast in a tone of desp
ency she said—" But he doesna mentio’
mother’s name.”

“He surely does,” said Y—"1 think her
tions us both.”

1took the letler again, and ononecr
obeerved the words—" P. 8. 'Turn ove®

* P, 8.7 said his mother, * who doestr
mean P

* 1t means that we have not read all#
letter.”

“Read it then,” she cried. .

“P.S.—But how am I to ask forgiv
of my dear mother, for all the distresy
anxiety that my folly and disobediencen
have occasioned her—Istartin my sleepa
think that 1 hear her upbraiding: dear fa.
and dear mother ! both of ye forgives.
thoughtlese son.”

y

The last lines drowned us in tears: In
the first to break silence, and I said—“&
nes, cur dear Robie is now a soldier—tu
diglike the thought of his only being a o
ral, and ¥ should wish to see hun an ofis
we haye nobody in the world but him to
for:heis our only son ; and I believef
or five hundred pounds will buy himaa
mission, with a genteel pay and provisis.
life—besides setting him on the high ral
be a general : therefore, if ye approve ofi,
will seli out stock to the amount that willt
him a commission.”

“ Q,” replied she, ** ye needna ask mei
approve o’ it ; weel do ye ken that I will
prove of any thing that will be for my b
henefit.”

I accordingly lifted five hundred po
and through the influence of a parliss
man succeeded in procuring him a coms
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pasanensign.  1thought the money well  Agnes uttersd a piereing scream, and
-t, a8 it tended to promote the respesta— cried, *O wmy bairn!—what hag happened
ity and prospects of my son, my bairn? Is he dead? Tell me, is my
“pur years afteward= his mother and I Robie dead ?

dthe satisfisction of reading inthe public  Our neighborz gathesed ahout her and
pers, that he had been promoted to the tried to comfort her; but she was insensible
k of Licutenant upon the ficld for his toafl that they coull say. The first nome on
very.  On the following day we received the missing list was that of' my gallant son.
ster from himsell’ confimming the tidings, When the first shock was over, and 1 had
ith gave us great joy. Nevertheless our composed myscll a little, 1 alvo strove to
was mingled with fears, for we were al- console Agnes; but it was with great diffi-
5 appsehensive, that some day or other cahy that we could convince her that Robin

would find his name among (thelistof wpq ot dead, and that the papers did not
el and wounded. And always the first say he was wounded.

g his mother said to me when I took up & () ypen  she cried, * what do they say
papers, was—" Read the lictof the killed apopy him, Tell me at once. Roger Gol-

3 ” i ; - . .
*wounded.””  And I always did =0 With gio1 pow can ye, as the faither of my bairn,
o, hesitating, and faultering voice, fear- youn 1ne in suspense.”

t the next I should mention woul . .
the n dbe 0, dear Agnes,” gaid 1, “endeavor, if it

tof my son Lieutenant Goldie. X -

‘ ) be possible, to moderate your grief; I am

here was very severe fighting at the gyre ye know I would not keep you in sus-

~and every post was hringing news con- ponce if I cauld avoid it. The papers only

ig the war. One day, (I remember it ¢y that Robin is amissing.?

aking’s fast day) several neighbors and

4 were leaning against a dvke, upon ' And what mean they by that 2" she cried.
- ftpath opposite my house and waiting  ** Why,” said 1 to her, “ they mean that he

the postman coming from Ayton, to hear pursued the enemy too far,—or possibly that

twas the newsof the day. As he ap- he may have fallen into their hands and be

shed I thought he looked very demure @ prisoner; but that he had not cast up when

28 was not as usual,for he was ascheer- the accounts came away.”

active looking a little man as you could  « yeet yes!” she exclaimed with great

bly see. bittesness, ““ and it perhaps means that his

Well Hughie,” said 1 to him, holding out body is lying dead upon the field, but hasna

hand for the papers," ye look dull like to- been found.”

_; Thope ye have no bad news?” And she burst out into louder lamenta~
iyguid hope not, My, Goldis,” said he, tiens, and all our endeavors to comfurt her
giving me the paper walled on. were in vain, Though, in fact, my suffer~

smoment that Agnes saw that I bad got ings were alinost as great as here.

weame running out of the kouse, tohear  We waited in the deepest axniety for sev-
:aalalfsto!‘the killed and wounded read, epal days, always hoping that we would
my veighbors gathered round about me. pear some tidings concerning him, but none
« had been, I ought to tell ye, a severe ¢ame. I therefore wrote a letter to the War
«qv;md both the French and our army (e, and 1 wrote also to his Colonel. From
1 mg:e ﬂ‘;:;?ryv;afsmg; ‘Z‘r‘;g: Zilgmﬁ the War‘()t’ﬁce 1 received a letter from a
her side. Bt avreeeb? ‘0 MY Wi {p, clerk, saying that he was commanded to in-
o 1f !’read ove? the iic}; of th; kiliads ff”m e §hat rhey.could give me o informa
s sing 1 go; over the tfvc; tion relative to Lieutenant Goldie, beyond"
entihsd s but d! at the sightof the v»:hat was comame(‘i in the public printg,—
Jf\meupo ﬁhe missing list, I clasped ‘The whole letter dxd~ not exceed thr_ee lines.
SRS e, : You would have said that the writer had
“ids together, and the paper dropped peen employed to write a certain number of
‘h*’%'mﬂd- letters in a day, at so much a day, and the
Robie! my son! my son!” 1 cried sosner he got through his work the better.—
- 1 set it down in my mind that he had
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‘never had a son amissing on the ficld of
battle, or he never would have written an
anXious and sorrrowing father such a cold
scrawl. He did not even say that if they got
any tidings concerning my son that they
would make me acquainted with them. He
was only commanded to teil me that they
did not know,what [ was, beyond every thing
else on earth, desirous to ascertain.  Though
perhaps I ought 10 admit, that in the time of
war the clerks in the War Office had some-
thing else to do, than enter particularly into
the feelings of every father that had a son in
the army, and to answer all his querics.

From the Colonel, however, I received a
long, and a vy kind letter. e said many
flattering things in praise of my gallant lad-
die, and assured me that the whole regiment
deplored his being separated from them. He,
had no doubt but that he had fallen into the
hands of the enemy, and that in some ex-
change of prisoners, or in the event of 2
peace, he would be restored to his parents
and country again.

This letter gave ue some consolation. It
encouraged us to cherish the hope of pressing
our beloved son again to our breasts, Three
years passed and no tidings of him. Anxie-
ty preyed sadly upon Agnes’health and spir-
its, and I could not drive away a settled mel-
lancholy.

About that time a brother of mine, who
wase a bachelor, died in the East Indies, and
left me four thousand pounds. This wasa
greataddition to our fortune,and we hardly
knew what to do with it. Imay say thatit
made us uuhappy for we thought that we
had nobody to leave it to, and he who ought
to have inherited it,and whom it would have
made independent, we knewnot whether he
was in the land of the'living,or strange corpse
in a foreign grave. Yet I resolved that for
his sake I would not spend one farthing of it,

but let itlie at interest; and I even provi-
ded ina will which I made, that unless he
cast np» and claimed it, no one should de-
rive any benefit from either principal or in-
terest until fifty years after my death.

1 have said, that the liealth of Agnes had
broken down beneath her weight of sadness,
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aud as she had a relation, who was a ger
man of much respectability, that then resy
in the neighborhood of Kelso, it was agr
that we should spend a few weeks g
house in the summer. I cutertained the j
that society, and the beautiful scenery ary
Kel:o0,with the white chalky braes™ overy
with trees, and the bonny islands in

Tweed, w:ith mansions, palaces, and r
all embosomed in a paradise as fair an]

tile as ever land could boast of, would har
tendency to cheer lier spirits, and ease, if-
remove, the one heavy and continuing:
row, which lay lilke an cverlasting nightr
upon her heart, weighing her to the grar

Her relation was a well-educated map-
he had been an officer in the army i
youth, and had seen foreign parte, Her
alzo quite independent in his worldly cixr
stances, and as hospitable as he wasip
pendent. ‘There was at that period am
ber of French officers, prisoners, at K¢
and several of them who were upon ther
role, were visiters at the house of myw’
relation.

There was one amongst them, a fine ¢
stern looking man of middle age, ani»
was addressed as Count Berthe. Hegy
our language almost as well agif hey
been a native. Kle appeared to be inn
ed when he heard that my name was G,
ie, and one day after dinner, when thect
was withdrawn, and my wife’s relatioa v
ordered the punch upon the table~"1
Goldie! Goldie!” said the Count repet
my name, “{ can tell one story whiche
cerns memuch,concerning one Monsicar{
die. When I was governor of castle La-~
(Le called it by some foreign name, which
cannot repeat to you)—there was brought
me (he added) to be placed under my cha,
a young British officer whose name was(
die. 1do not recollect the number of hia.
iment, for he was not in uniform whenh
tome. He wasa handsome man,but rey.
sented as a terrible, who made a violeat.
tempt to escape after being taken prim
and his desperate bravery in the-field »
also recorded. I was requesu/('lB to treaf.
with the respect due to a brzivé man,k

.

*1t is evidently from the beautiful chalk cliff near Ednam House, though nowd
:pe ligl'ommem. object) that Kelso derives its name—as is proved by (the very an

£ -
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same time to keep astrict watch over
,and to allow him even less liberty than
ight do an ordinary prisoner. His being
-ptive did not humble him; he treated
keepers and his guards with as much
~mpt, as though he had been their con-
~rupon the field. Wehad confined his
7, butthere was no liumbling of his spirit.
1 heard so much of him thai 1 took an in-
~in the haughty Briton. But he treated
with the same sullen disdain that he
-ed towards my inferiors. I had a daugh-
vho was as dear to mc as life itself, for
tad had five brothers and they had all
-1in the cause of the great emperor, with
wricolor on their brow, and the wing of
Eagle over them. She was beautiful,—
iful as her sainted motker, than whom
sboasted not a fairer daughter, (for she
a native of Rome.) Hers was not a
-y that you may see every day amongst
-usand in the regions of the north,—hers
the rare beauty amongst ten thousand
‘2daughters of the sunny south, with a
beaming with as bright a loveliness, and
ud say divinity, as the Medici. Of all
thildren which that fair being bore unto
lhad but one, a daughter left,—beauti-
slhave said—beautiful asher mother.
tagarden beneath the castle, and over
asaterrace, in which the British prison-
ldie, was allowed to walk. They saw
.oher. They got acquainted with each
. He had despised all who had ap~
:hedé he had even treated me, who had
litin my hand, as a dog. But he did
w treat my daughter. 1 afterwards
x5, when it was too late, that they had
- #en exchanging looks, words, and
-witheach other. He hadbeen eight-
months my prisoner ; and one morning
-lawoke, 1 was told that my daughter
tot to be found, and that the English pri-
. Lieutenant Goldie, also had escaped.
xed both in my heart, for they had rob-
2 of my happiness,—he had robbed me
¥ child; though she only could have
-plished it. Shortly after this, (and
s because of it,) 1 was again called
alive service, where in my first engage-
lilwas my Iot to be made a prisoner,and

ere ; and since then I have heard no-
< of my daughter,~my one, dear child,

image of her mother; and nothing of
-the villain who scduced her from me.’

sir exclaimed I, ‘do not call him vil-
rif it be he, that I hope it was, who
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escaped through the instrumentality of your
doughter, and took her with him, he has not
a drop of villain’s blood in his whole body.
Sir! sir! I bave a son, a Licutenant Goldie,
and he has, (as I hope,) been a French pri-
soner. from the time ye speak of. Therefore,
tell me Iimplore ye, what was he like--was
he six inches taller than his father, with light
complexion, yellowish hair, an aquiline nose;
full, blue eyes, a mole upon his right cheek,
and at the time ye saw him, apparently per-
haps from two and twenty 1o three and twen-
ty years of age. O sir,~-Count or whatever
they call ye, if it be my ron that your daugh,
ter has liberated and gone away with, she
has fallen upon her feet; she has married a
good, a kind, and a brave lad ; and though I
should be the last to say it, the son of on ho-
nest man, who will leave him from five to
six thousand pounds, besides his commission.’

By the description which he gave me,I had
had no doubtt but that my poor Robie, and
the laddie whohad run away with his daugh-
ter, (or I might say the laddie with whom his
daughter had run away,) were one and the
same person,

I ran into the next room, crying—' Agnes!
Agr 5! hear woman! 1 have got news of
Robie !

‘News ¢’ my bairn " she cried before she
saw me, ‘speak ! Roger speak !

1 could hardly tell her all that the French
Count had told me, and 1 could hardly get
her 10 believe what she heard. But 1 took
her into the ruom to him, and he told her
every thing over again. A hundred questi-
ons were asked backward and forward upon
both sides, and there was not the smallest
doubt, on either of our parts, but that it was
my Robie that his daughter had liberated
from the prison, and run off with.

‘But Osiry’ said Agnes, * where are they
now,—baith o’ my bairns, as you say 1 have
twa? Whereshall 1 find them ?°

He said that he had but little doubt that
they were safe, for his daughter had power-
ful friends in France, and that as scon as a
peace took place, (which he hoped would not
be long,) we would all see them again.

Well, the long wished for peace came at
last, and in both countries the cuptives were
released {rom the places of their imprison-
ment. I have already twice mentioned the
infirm state of my wife’s health, and we were
residing at Spittal, for the benefit of the sea
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air and bathing, and the Spa Well, (though
it had not then gained its present fashionable
popularity,) when a post chaise drove to the
door of our lodgings. An eléerly gentleman
stepped oft {from the dicky beside the driver,
and out of the chaise came a young lady, a
gentleman, and two bonny bairns. inamo-
ment I discovered the clderly gentleman to
be my old friend the French Count. But O!
how ! howshall I tell you the rest! I had
hardly looked upon the face ol the young
stranger when I saw my own features in the
couuntenance of my long lost Robbie! The
{ady war his wile, the Count’s bonny daugh-
ter, aud the bairus their bairns, It is in vain
for me to describe to you the feelings of Ag-

Narrative.

nes; e was at first speechiless and e
and then she threw her ars round B
and she threw them round his wife, ag
took his bairns on her knee —and O ! by
was proud at seeing herself a grandme
We have all lived together in hapy
from that day to this; and the more 1y
Robie’s wife, the more 1 think she is li|
angel ; and so thinks his mother, 1}
only to inform ye that bold Johnathan
fowman was forced to leave the country
shortly after Lis valiant display of cop|
and since then, nobody in Dunse hash
whether he Le dead or Living, and o
cares. Thisisall 1 have to tell yere
ins the fulsc alarm,.and 1 hope ye ae
tisfied.

THE HIGHLANDER.

Stern ! nursed among his Highland hills !
Sequestered glens and mountain rills—
With fearless eye and hardy form,

He revels in the winter storm :

While nature, with her music wild,
Inspires her free-born darling child,

To earn upon the fields of iame

The glory of a deathless name.

‘Where fiery wars loud thunders roll,
He breathes the ardour of his soul ;

And foremost on the field of death,
Bears from the foc the Victor’s Wreath ;
Nor timid fear, nor peril quells,

The pride that high his bosom swells,
For o%er the world tospread the fame
Of his own honoured Highland name !

In distant lands, o’er burning soil,
Where fainting nature shrinks frog ¢
Onward, in honour’s bright career,
He presses like the mountain deer—
Whilescience sheds upon his way
Her richest charms, her purest ray,
Or art or commerce plenteous spreads
Their treasures wheresoe’er he treads.

Give me, where other friends depart,
The friend that bears a Highland hea
Give me, where other loves decay,
The heart where Highland feelings b
True to the last, and fond and free,
Highland love ’s the love for me:
Though mist may gather *round hisk
No ist his ighland bosom chille.



