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THE HIST®RY

(U1

MATTHEW WALD.

CHAPTER 1

I xwev not begin this story, my dear, since it is
addressed (;nly to }4\1. with a fulltaccount of my
])(.(]l"‘l‘()(‘ You know the antiquity of the family,
“with which you are so closely connected. You ,
arc aware that we came into Scotland, towprds the
middje of that interesting pgriod, swhich learned
people talk of under thc namt of ¢ the Anglo-
Saxon colonization.” _‘n fagt, the tre® was Nor-
man originally, and had scarccly ta”  root in
England ere it was transplantg)? hither—wljere,

. . bt B
upon the vhole, it may be said tp have Thriven.
A
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. The estate which my ancestor received from King
R,g!gerﬁ'bounty was not indeed large but one or
two prudent marriages augmented it considerably
in the course of the century ; and as the father
and eldest son always adhercd to the ancient rule
of taking different sideg on cvery oicasion of
public tumult and political dissension, while the
younger branches were invariably portioned off
with a sword or a crucifix, there was little chance
of the barony's suffering any cemarkable cur-
tailmgnl during several subsequent ages. We
were s0 lacky as to see through all the abominable
errors of the Popish system earlier than most
of our neighbou}s, and our timely conversion
was not unrewarded even i. this world. We
were also good enough to stick by the Covenant,
so that although the estate was given to an Eng-
lish officer in 1679, we recovered it in 1688,
much improved by the managen.ent he had be-
stowed on it. Besides hedges and ditches, before
unimagined, he had built a good house, and fur-
nished it in a handsome manncr; and I have
cven heard it wwmispered, that there was some
money in the cabinet, which he never had any
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opportunity of claiming, otherwise than by letterg_

from Spaihp—for the gentleman was pleased to
take service in that country iremediately after the
Revolution. At the commencement of the last
century, then, our affairs may be said to have
been rather in a prospetdus condition.

My grandfather in due time succeeded to the
property ;—gave his hand to a young lady of great
merit, who happened to be heiress of a farm that

had often and often been talked of as lying in to |

the estate, and was now (it wad indeed Fgii"time)
legally united to it for ever; and in process of
time begat a great many more ‘sans and daughters
than would, have besn at all consistent with pru-’
dence, had vaccination or«cleanlincss been at that
speriod naturalized in our part of the globe.

They all died young, except John, Matthew,
and Dorothy. 'The cadet was my fathers, and I

need*not mform you that yo@ have the honour to )

be the lady’s gvandson.

As little need I tell'you that The Union was,
at the time when it took place, and long after
indeed, extrcmely unpopular ir® this pars; of* the
island. Some few approved of it From tl.tc begin-

.
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ning, becausc they were shrewd cnough to foresee
the benefits which it has eventually conferred upon
commerce &nd yourger brothers, and many more
supported and applauded it for reasons of a more
private nature. My grandfather des[;iscd the
name of* traffic, would Mave preferred to sce five
sons in their shrouds rather than onc Wald in a
furred gown and gold chain, and was too incon-
siderable a person to be bribed, so that his voice
was with ,the majority. And in this faith he reli-
giously*Eucatedahis children.
~John, the first hope of the house, adhered to
his father’s prejudices ; so firmly, indeed, that he
¢ven pushed matters considersbly farther than the
old gcntlcman’; nerves'would have approved of.
In short, my uncle was one of those cxcellent pro-s
* testants and patriots who quite forgot James IIL.,
in the iinmediate contemplation of Scotlund degra-
ded to a provifice of §ngland. M y father, on the
other hand, was a soldicer and a sto'jt Hanoverian. ;
and the _tw:) brothers Tirst #rgued, then quarrelled,
and cnded with gyoiding cach other in calm and
delierage avevsidn.  They had, though living
scarcely ten, miles apart, refrained atirely from
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visiting each other during the three or four yeara
that precwdgd my birth. '

Both were men of stern temper and high passions.
“ach had marriced, each had become a parent—one
(my father) had lost a wife in the interim ; yct
ncither ‘had, in joy ox $n sorrow, made the least
advance towards a reconciliation. The two proud
men were become strangers ;3 they had hardencd
their hearts, and crased, to all appearance, every
trace of sympavhy.

My father had heard, without surprise, thai
the Laird had joined Charles Tdward at Edin-
burgh, and gone with the Highland army into
J‘lngl:md.' He had heard, also, that this procced-
ing was extremciy disagrceable-to his brother’s
wife, who, being a lady of the west country, ah-
horred the names of Pope and Pretender from
her cradle ; and wlm, moreover, was said to be,
at this partlcuun: timc, far agdvancad in a condition,-
which, however interesting and amiable, hasnever
been celebrated for digarming contraciction of its
sting.

At last camc the full accouns of the catastrophe
at Culloden. My father learned.that his brother’s

.
¥ .
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corps had been almost entirely put to the sword,

" and nobody dreamt that he, a man in alBsituations
distinguished for viglence of temperament, could
have escaped the slaughter—unless, indeed, he
had been disabled and made prisoner ; a fate which,
considering his station irf kfe, and the fc’elings of
an cxasperated government, it was impossible not
to regard as more cruel than any other.

_ 'The sccond day after he heard this news, iy fa-
ther mounted his horse and rode across the coun-
try, with.g single servant, to Blackford. He found
the house entirely deserted and shut up; and,
calling on the minéstcr of the parish, was inform-
ed that the lady had removed to LEdinburgh two
or three weeks ugo, with her idant daughter, in
the utmost distress of mind.—The total desola-
tion of the old place affected the Captain a good
deal, and he ¢game home at night-fall in a gloomy
mood. - Y

The night, as it happencd, set in wet and
stormy after his return. Heshad suﬁpcd, and was
sitting alonc by the fireside about eleven o’clock,
when he heard soyic noise at the window ; he
thought it was the plashing of the raiy, and did
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not turn round until the knock was repeated.
The shutwers were not closed, and he saw dis-
tinctly a human figure—pale. haggard, motion-
less, with a long beard and a grisly gash upon the
brow. At the first glance he knew it was Black-
ford, but he stared for » moment withot rising
from his chair, for it was his belief that his brother
was no longer in life. .

The Laird threw up the window, however, and
my father assisted him into the room. He stagger-
ed into his embrace without saying anythi..g; and
several minutes clapsed ere my father perceived
what was the reality of the case. The poor man
had been wounded on the head, and the subse?
quent exposure ar.d hardship he had undergone

,had at last quite unshaken his mind. e eat and
drank voraciously, (they had not presence of
mind to restrain this;) talked iicoherently and
wildly of his family and the battle ; in short, be-
came utterly delirious,—and died in that state in
the course of the next Jay. I have a distinct re-
collection, young as I was, of my uncle’s funcral
leaving the house. I supposc 'had cried ir my
bed, and the maid carried me to .the window be-
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causc she was resolved not to losc the sight her-
self. I remember the dark stormy nigat, and se-
veral figurgs on hoyscback, with torches in their
hands, about a cart. They carried him to the
vault at Blackford, and it was not thought p;u
dent todo this in the d#y time.

Some days after, an embroidered cap and a silk
handkerchicf wexe found in the bog, about a mile
behind our house; and from different circum.
stances which subsequently came to my father’s
knowlsge, he was convinced that his brother had
been concealed there for two entire nights before
he made his appcarance at the window. If this
was really the case, it is impossible fo imagine
anything more ‘miscrable—at s:ast I have seen a
good many bogs in my time, and certainly none
to compare to that. 1 cannot suppose that a snipe
ever stajd willingly four-and-twenty hours within
its verge.

When you go to that part of the world, they
will shew you, if you havgsany curiosity, the very
spot where the Laird’s nightcap was found.  As
for the relic itsclf, it is now in my possession, and

a very pretty nishteap, I assure you, jt has heen—
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nothing less than green satin, and silver flowers.
A heart s oner, stuck through with darts and ar-
rows, adorns the middle of the crown ; from which
T conclude that the finery had originally been
donned in honour of his wedding-night.
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CHAPTER IL

My father, having distinguished himnself on
more occasions than one when in the army, and
retired from it only in consequence of losing his
right arm at Portobello, was pdssessed of in-
fluence.nngugh to ebtain for himself a frec gifi
(fees of office not included) of his brother’s for-
feited estate from the King. The house which he
had hitherto occupied was a hired ong, and he
now removed to ‘Blackford—notw, however, until
he had gone to lidinhurgh, and invited his bro-
ther’s widow to come and place herself and her
child there upder his protection. I remember

wsomething of our flittipg, but cannot pretend tliat
I havé any first intpressions about my aunt at
.your service. T grewiup from the'verge of in-
fancy under her eye, and should as soon think of
saying what my carlicst notions were about my
own father. = .



CHAPTER 1L 11

She was only five-and-twenty when her hus-
band died ? yet I cannot recal any time at-which
1 did not regard her as an g9ld woman. The
widow’s costume, no doubt, must bear the chief
blame of thxs, for she that looks young in that
abominable close coif amPmufflers must ixalced be
& chc But it is not to be denied, that this lady
preberved during the first years.of our acquaint-
ance, a steady coldness, rescrve, and mortification
of aspect and demeanour, more than sufficient,
cven if she had been arrayed il all the csivars of
the rainbow, to impress eyes so young as mige
with all the notion of antiquity. ,

It is certgin, that, upon the whole, the Captain’
and his sister-in-law agreed very well together in
the conduct of their joint menage ; but it is also
certain, that, although little Katharine %und
father in mine, I never felt as if T ¢possessed a
moth® in hers. F.vu'y sort of care ‘was bestowed
» on me, and every appearance of kindness ; but i it
is impossible to deceive‘a child in some tilmg:,. 1
always, from the very bcginning,'(at least 1 now
think so,) perceived what a difference gherg was in
her style of cgressing me and my cousin.
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1 believe, indced, it was not very long cre I be-
gan to have some idca that my father £.ad my aunt
were not, at the bottom of their hcarts, quite so
tender friends as they were generally supposed to
be. Tt is impossible to say from what such a no-
tion mizht have originaily sprung. Somc single
look, perhaps, some onc tone, some incflectual
smile, or husky whisper, may have been sufficient ;
for T am satisfied that we at those years pick up
a great many strange things from a species of in-
stinet, o€ which we afterwards lose the use, and
sometimes without replacing it by anything half
so good.

My father, however, had been a man of camps
and ships, and it is but fair .o say, that I know
him to have been considerably addicted to profanc
modes of expression, and by no means so strict as
he shoyld Fave been in his attendance at church.
These were fuults of which my aunt must at all
times have had a profound abhorrence ; and per-
haps the necessity s.e wz ., or might supposc her-
self to be under, of concealing some of her feelings
as t these mattezs, had had the cffect of exaggera-
ting their natuzal bitterness.
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The Captain, whatever his own faults were, did
not at lcastenterfere with his sister-in-law as Jo our
carly education. As soon as we werc abje to walk
little Kate and I werc carried cvery Sunday to
church, where we remained at my aunt’s side, un-
til the scrvice, which seMom occupied lgss than
five hours on end, was over. The business of com-

T}ﬁfﬁng'psalms and whole chapters of the Bible to
memory divided the evening of that day with the
Asscmbly’s Catechism—a study by no means
likely to engage the imagination of tender years.
T'o cast a single glance upon any book not strict-
ly devotional was looked upon as a most heinous
offence ; we were not even pcrmlttcd to take a
turn in the gardeu In g word, my father genc-

.rally spent that day of the week abroad, and it
was rendered, by every possible contrivance, a
very miscrable one to us at home.

V#hen we were old cnough, we were sent toge-
ther every day to the parish® school, where we
were taught rcading, -yritirg, arithmétic, and I
some Latin besides, in the same room with about
a scorc of the country people’s, 'cllildrcn of both
sexes.  Yoyng Blackford, however, (so T was
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called,) and his cousin, were not without some
marks of distinction at this seminary. We sat to-
g'et,hrer on_a long stool somewhat clevated above
the others ; and the master had orders to send the
lady notice if he should cver detect us in joining
our igngbler fellows at their games. But this last
regulation therc was of course considerable diffi-
culty in enforcing—not the less so, because the
schoolmaster was sand-blind, and a cripple into
the bargain. We always could hear the poor
body’s crutches logg hefore he could sce us; and
I dare say he did not much lament this particular
effect of his mﬁrmlty He was, in truth, a good
simple creature, Who combined the mest genuine
bencvolence and kindngss towt.rds all about him,
with the ludicrous conceptions of his own im-,
portance, proper to his character and profession.
His old mogher lived at the other end of the
cottage, and seldom, a day passed withouts her
leavihg her wheel Unce or twice, that she might
come into'the school.roony, and refresh her eyes
with the contemplation of his glory. On such
occasions the worthy soul cocked his night-cap,
sat up more cregt in his chair, and rolled out his
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vocables in a tone of more awful authority. The
old womay scemed to be particularly fohd =% vi-
siting us when we were at ogr Latirt; and I have
scen the tears gush from her eye when her son
thundered forth some sublime fragment of the
Propria que maribus; He had, indebd, a fine
voice, and was a capital precentor.

» = )né day in the week was saered to liberty and
joy ; even at these years I am not sure that I do
not still risc oA Saturday with feelings different,
from those of any other mornlng ; so deep’is the
impression such early associations of happiress
may bequeath. Those long longsummer days flew
aver our hgads as if hours had been minutes. The
hillside, where Kekharines and T wandered, hand
in hand, among the broom and the hawthorns—
“the clear stream, in which we were never weary of
dabbling—the turfen houses that we built—the
boatsethat we sailed—the ofd spahiel that,was
everywhere with us—ghe ponie.s which we rode
barebacked—the little garden that were our own
gardens, and which my father used to give us the
assistance of his one arm in cultiratirg—all thésc
objects are as gividly before me naw hs if they were
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but things of yesterday. I believe I might safely
say “=ucéh more so. .o
And yet my Satu~days were not all happy.
1 was about ten ycars old when a calamity,
Wwhich I had scarcely sense enough to comprchend
the misefy of, befell me. « My father had been
complaining for some weeks of hcadaches and
languor, and had not been much out of doors.
delightful evening tempted him, and he came into
the garden to cnjoy the sunset from his favourite
bower. My aunt had her work in her lap—Xatha-
rit.2 was on his knee, and I was sitting at his foot
reading Blind Ha-ry aloud to them all, when sud-
denly, in asinglemoment, my father groaned aloud,
and fell back in his chaic speectless. His face was’
blackening. My aunt screamed to me immediately
to run for the doctor—and the village being within
sight, I never stopt till I was at his door. He ran
faster than I had douc, and by the time I rewched
our gate again I heard voices weeping. All was
over. I sprung up’staims, and entered the room.
He was lying half undressed upon his bed. There
weite a few beads of blood on his temple, where
they had been trying to cup him—but never
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shall I forget the change that was on the face.
My fat}‘cr had becn a very full-blooded Toan,
the cheeks, and, indeed, the wholc countcnancc
almost, of a dark red calour, the g(n(,ral expres-
sion fiery and vehement. But now, marble could
not hate been paler, Xor any features carved in
marble more serene. In truth, I should never
'oive known it to e the same face—every line
was softened, every passion asleep. I feel now, in
thinking of it, somewhat ofsthe same awe that
checked my tears from flowing at the moment. T
stared on the dead body with helpless terror, as if
it had been some fearfully placid thing scen M a
dream. I remember sobbing .myhclf' asleep that
night, and when § awoke in the morning, my aunt
was sitting by my bulsulc, with little Katharine
weeping and lamenting on her knee. .
My father had beén much respected, a.;ld all the
gengry of the tountry, along with gur own tenants -
and neighbours, ¢ came to his ftineral. God forgive
me ! but in the midst LOf alhmy sorrow for my fa-
ther, T was not without some feelings of pride and
consequence, (little wretch that I was,) when I
saw the respect that every on¢ ;rcatuf me with,
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Some of the foolish servants had taken strange
ways to comfort me, and some of their vile stuff
ha(i“s“tzlck by me, even while I thought I abhor-
red it. .

I was soon punished. After we came back from
the church, they examinea. my father’s reposito-
ries, in case there should be any will—and I have
understood since, that almost everybody was asw-
nished when they discovered one. You may sup-
posc what they thovght of it, when it was found
chat my father had scttled the cstate free and en-
tireupon Katharinc—burthened, howcvey, with the
oﬁéinal jointure to her mother—just, in short, as
if there had never been either a rebellion or a for-
feiture ;~—and that his own origipal patrimony, as
a younger brother of Blackford, was all that rc-
mained for his own son.

I was told of this the same cvening hy an old
friend of my f'l.,fhcr s, the then Graname of Rog-
toun. ‘He saw that 1 was able to understand him,
and he explained the.whole matter to me ; and I
must now do myself the justice to say, that when
it was cxplamod I was completely satisfied. “ Your

father,” said thlb ancient gentleman, * has indeed
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acted like a gentleman, a soldier, and a brother ;
and in the ypshot, my lad, it will be all agxell for
you.” I went to my own room, however, and to
hed, immediately after he had done speaking with
me.

About the middle of’the next day I wes sitting
by myself at the side of the river, when I found
=%it Nttle hand put suddenly into mine. It was
Katharine. ** My dcar Matthew,” said the child,
¢ do you know ¢hey say it’s nbt that you're to be
the Laird, but that I'm to be she Lady.. But how’
can that be, when you kuow it was always said
about the house that we were tg be marricd when
we turned man and woman ?  Are you not going
to be my goodmaan now, .Matthew? I’'m sure it
would anger my uncle (she whispered the words,
poor little thing,) it he heard you say that.”

But cnough of children and theiy talk. We
weresboth sent o school agaip nextulay, and were
catching but:tcrﬂics1 together orf our way home.
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CHAPTER 111

"
.

A vEw ycars after my father's death the old
minister of our parish died, and a preacher, wi..
had been tutor in the patron’s family, came to us
in his place. T'hc mew minister was a strong, ath-

“letic, handsome, derk man, of perhaps five-and-
thlrty, with an aspect very severe, stern, and
lmotty in the pulpit, but out of it, as we soon had
occasion to sce, capable of being considerably sof-
tened. When he spoke with, his full voice the
effect was harsh ; but he had a whispering under-

. tone that was rather mild and engaging; and,
when he smiled, a sct of fine large white teeth
shewed to much advgntage beside his close-shaven
black beard. 'I'htre was something of the com-
manding fn the air and llli,ll‘;llcr of this divine, and
a great deal of the coarse.

He soon became a great favourite with my
aunt. She was charmed with his scrmons first.
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and afterwards with his company; and it was
propos&lsthat he should come over tosRlackfprd
threc times a-week to give me my lessons, as I was
now getting rather too old for the village school.
e a "'rced to this, and Katharine became his pu-
pil .ﬂso

He was a good scholar ; and, whatever his na-
Tural temper might be, he managed it so that we
liked him very well as our preceptor. During the
winter, he slépt much oftener at our house than
at the manse, and, in short; was almost 4 part of
the family. My aunt’s black bombazcen anade
way for a grey gown about ¢his time; and, ere
that was quite worn out, she chase to change her
name also, and becamesMrs Mather.

This event, strange but true, produced at the
time no unpleasant, feelings in my mind, nor I be-
licve in my cousm 5. The fact of the matter is, that
M Mather had made hmfsclf highly agreeable to
us both. He gave us our Tessons i in a pleasant®
manner; and often, Wwhen'we had committed any
little offence, he had interfered with my aunt in
our behalf. Besides, we had newazeheatl him
spoken ofeexcept with the utmodt reverence of ré-
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spect and admiration by those about us, and would
not hayaared to think it possible that tha. should
be a wrong thing in which he was eoncerned.

Moreover, we got each of us a new suit of clothes,
and several little presents, upon the occasion.

My aun* (for I shall still call her so) was now
much more occupied than she had used to. be ;
one consequence of which was, that we cn]oycd
greater freedom for our juvenile diversions. When
at home, she was fonder of sitting with her husband
than of -satching us ;* and they frequently visited
abroad, she travelling on a pillion behind him, as
was then the fashion.  'Within no long space she
had twins; and then the care of the children be-
came a constant employm-nt to ker.

The Minister, meantime, had made a great step
in life, and it was not long cre, among other symp-
toms of importance, he began to give rie my lessons
‘m a style much ‘differeat from that which had“a
first conciliated my affections ; I felt that he was
no longer the same pdrson,” and my temper was
not naturally of the most submissive order. But
lessone, where the "Ueacher s really the Master,
seldom occupy a great deal of time ; apd, the ap-
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pointed penance over, for the rest of the day Kate
and I werg left very much to oursclves. »W/ o nged
often to ride many miles away from Blackford.
and spend hours and hours together among the
hills, where every green sequestcred glen, and
beautiful pastoral strea‘m]et, became famdliar to us.
We would take some bread and checse with us,

" and, ‘scttiug our ponics loose to graze among the
fern, remain half a summer’s day sporting as we
pleased beside®some remote waterfall. If we staid
out too late, we were sure to’be scolded when we
returned ; but I must confess this circumstence
was often forgotten by both ofsus.

One day, we had laid our bridles on our ponics’
nceksin the old way, and were as usual amusing our-
selves at some little distance from the place wherce
they were feeding, when a number of gentlemen’
happened to come up the glen a hare-huating, and
weMwithout thinking of our® p.onic§, stood looking
at them till they wese gone down the hill again. -
Half an hour might hve passed cre we took any
thought about the ponies, and then we were not a
little disconcerted to find them*gonr-.. We sdught
tzlcm for relong time among thd winding glens,*
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and all up many different streams; but at last
mgtaith, a shepherd lad, who told us, be iad secn
them both dviving away at full speed westwards,
and had in vain endeavoured to catch them. We
now perccived that the noise of the dogs and the
whistles Kad frightened th'mn ; and, as the coun-
try was quitc open, reflected, with some concern,
that they would get to Blackford long I)ef‘orc, us
without interruption ; for as to their ranning any-
where clsc, the little creatures weré so completely
membérs of the family that that notion never cven
cntered our heads.

We were full #ve miles from home, and the
sun was already in the west. We ran and walked
time about as fast as we werc able, but it was quite
dark long beforc we got home; and, when we
reached :he avenue, we found onc of the hinds
with a lanterss in his hand returning from looking
for us. I shail nevér forget the stern looks we
werc met with when we entered the parlour. The
Minister was sitting by tht: fire-sidc, my aunt op-
posite to him with one of the children on her lap,
and'l saw “%at her eyes were red, as if she had

“been crying.
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« So, young gentleman,” said Mr Mather, sit-
ting bol®upright, and grasping an arm g€ his el-
bow-chair firmly in cach hapd;—.So, sir, this
is the way in which you abuse our indulgence.
How often has this behaviour been overlooked ?
Sir, you shall find, tWat my wife and family arc
not always to be treated in this fashion with im-

“punity.” .
¢ Oh, my dear,” said the lady, * be calm. Con-
sider a little ere you do anything.”
“ Calm!” quoth he, ¢ yes indeed, my love,
shall be calm enough.—Well, I will let the njght
be over erc T do anything.™ |
“ 1o " said I; (his voice and look had mad-
dened me ;) « what do you talk of? I’ sorry
we're so late ;—bui what is all this doing: for "

* Do you brave me, sirrah ?” said he, and his
cyes Hashed. X

3 made him no answer.

% To your room, §ir !—to your room !” cricd he,
and stamped violently on the tloor.

I did not stay to be bidden twice, but made di-
rectly for the door.

« And you, miss,” I heard him .c(mtinuc, O 8
» .
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must say, this is pretty behaviour in a young
lady. ,YVhat has torn your frock ?—¥pon my
word, Mrs Mather, the girl is getting a great deal
too old for this sort of thing. She will be a wo-
man cre long.—Come hither, Katharine, and tell
me whatuyou have been doing with yourselves.”

The room was a long one, and I had time to
ed round from the door, and saw Katharine sob-
bing, with her haids on her face, before them.
Her long jet blach hair was hanging in silken
ringlets, sorcly cuntangled, over her shoulders. 1
saw that some thorn had wounded her beautiful
white arm in our flight, for it was bleeding. A
new feeling of wrath sprung up at that moment
within my bosom ; but I was forced to gulp it all
down, and bury myself in my bed-clothes as soon
as I could. ’

*I remembered, aftcr I had been some tine: in
bed, that I had not said my prayers, and got up,
and knelt on the floor, but s ame improper thoughts
crowded into my mind the moment I was in that
posture, and 1 flung mysclf into my bed again
witheut being able to do what T had jutended.
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CITANTER 1V. '

I was roused out of my slecp at peep of day
by a shake at iy collar, and® saw Mr Mather;
who, in a voice of the utmost Lomposure, desired
me to get up immediately. IIe took me by the
hand, and, withount letting me,put on anything
but my shoes, led me down stairs, and =o out to
the orchard behind the house. Ile did not say
a word to me until we were in the midst of the
trees. e then tools a handkerchief ouf of one
pocket, and a small riding whip out of the other,
and, ®cizing m): two hands in onc of lis, began to
cast a knot over them with his handkerchict.

My aunt had often cosrectel me in former days,
but not recently, and Mr Mather had never be-
fore offered to strike me even with his hand ;s s0-
that my surpyisc at this behavioyr was as great as
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my indignation. I said to him, almost choking,
¢ Unkand me, sir ! What do you meari?—Who
are you, that you should treat me thus "

ITe made no answer, but bound my arms above
my head to a bough of a tree, and flung my shirt
over myvface. T resisted avith all my might, but
I was now blinded, and I only once hit him, and
that not until I had kicked both my shous off ="
He drew his whip lightly once or twice over my
back, and then lald on three scveral deliberate

. stripes, that cut the skin clean through, from the
ngne of the neck downwards. T screamed out
at the first blow, hut stood shivering in mute rage
under the two last.

“ "This will teach you to brave me again,” he
whispered in my ear ;—and I heard his footsteps
retreating.

A minutc after, the footman came out of the
housc and unbound tne. I was shaking all*over,
and the lad half led, half carried me, to my room,
where he made me swallow a glass of water, and
put me to bed again. e sat by me until my back
hae! stopped bleeding, and then dressed it for me
with a little livep and lard, in vain eudeavouring
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all the while to get me into any talk whatever.
Sceing sha I was preparing to dress mysgl€ he now
left me ; upon which 1 put on my alothes, stolc
down stairs as gently as I could, caught my po-
ny, and saddled him, and so off to the hill as hard
as my heels could make him gallop.

I had been scveral hours on the hill erc I
viought of anything but my rgge—but I now be-
gan to feel very hungry, and thought I might as
well go down $o a village which I saw below me,
and oct some breakfast fram an acquaintance
whose housc was there. Accordingly down I
came ; but just as I was turning the corner into the
village, whiom should I meet but Mr Mather. T
was close at his gide ere, I saw him. He was in his
whiskey, (our great man had brought one from
Ldinburgh with him after the last General Assem-
bly,) drivinga very falland bony whige horse, which
had once bech my father’sfavourite. ITe stopped
the moment he saw ne, and’called out, ¢ Here, .
sir! T desire you wijl goshome, and instantly.
Do not imagine that these monkey tricks are to
go on any farther—IIome, sir, 1 say, home,!” I
reined up JIny pony. and answered l.)im. grinding,
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my teeth as I spoke, that I would follow my own
fancy, rot his ; and that I did not know 'what he
talked of as my kome. The proud priest made
a cut at me with his whip, and though I sprung
my horse to one side as quickly as possible, the
end of the lash hit me sharply across the face, just
below the eyes.

I had a gulley-knife in my pocket, and T instan(™
ly, unclasping it, made my pony leap past him,
and seized the rein at his horse’s kead. He saw
my design, and lashe.l at me furiously, but I took
it all, and divided the leather closc by the bit. 1
then gave the old borse a bitter cut or two under
the belly with my switch, and reinforcing this
with the utmost power of. my veice, saw him fly,
as if seven devils were within him, right through
the village.

I gallopped,. my pony after him, und cnjoyed
his shouts of alarm, until he was past the housas.
A moment after his wheel took a huge lump of
coal that was lying on thesroad, and T saw him
projected into the heart of a quickset hedge, from
which. he rebounded into the ditch. T saw that
he lay quite motzonless, and hearing people be-
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hind mc, leaped the hedge myself, and regained
the hill.

I got into the wildest part pf the ihoor cre 1
stopped, and then sat down on a stone to consider
with myself what was to be done. I had revolved
many different plans, of going to Glasfow, to
Edinburgh, and I know not what, when sudden-

ly ihe thought struck me that it was very likely
the Minister was dead, and if so, that I was cer-
tainly 2 murdercr. Upon the first flash of this I
got to my pony again, and rode further intd the
heath, convincing myseclf more and more, asel
went on, that the thing must beso. I had tasted
nothing since yesterday’s noon, ard my throat
and lips werc dry with exhaustion and agitation.
1t was a dark October day—how different from
yesterday was the lowering sky ! The wind began
to howl over the heath, and cverything.looked
gloongy, far and near. 1 thought of*my aunt and
the children, and curged myseff for what I had
done. I thought I shotld hve no peace any-
where, and that the only thing I could do was to
surrender myself, and take whatewer micht cone.

I was riding slowly homeward with ghis inten-
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tion, when two men, farm servants of our own,
came-up with me, and made me theiw prisoner,
without resistance. "They told mc the Minister
was not dead, but sadly hurt —and somcthing of
my burden was taken off; but they would say little
more, 2ad seemed to regard mc with a sort of hor-
ror as they walked by me, one on cach side of the
pony. Seeing this, I did not much trouble tHem
with questions, but sat doggedly in my saddle,
suffering them to ‘take the whole management of
the animal. On Peaching Blackford—it was now
tvilight—I was led at once into the presence of
my aunt, who regeived me, to my infinite astonish-
ment, with very much her usual manner, some-
what more scriously, perhaps,-but not a whit more
sternly. She signed to me to sit down, and 1
obeyed her. ¢ Matthew,” said she, ¢ you expect
severity here, but you will {ind yourself quite mis-
taken. You have wot done a boy'’s trick te-day,
and are not to be treated as it you had. Consider
with yourself, and' I hope God will touch your
heart, and enable you to be thankful that my
hzirns age not fatherless. You have been starving
on the hill all day—cat your supper, Matthew,
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and go to your bed, and we will see what is to be
said to-mogrow.”

With this she went out of the roém, leaving
me alone. I ecat a crust of dry bread, drank some
milk, and got into my bed immediately. The
lad who had dressed.my back for me*came in
some time after, and looked at it agdin. He sa-
tisfied me that there was no danger in the mini-
ster’s case: he had been stunned and bruised ;
but they had bled him directly, and he was now
aslcep, without symptoms Jf fever. Notwith-
standing all this, however, you may supposg I
had no very casy night. It was no ordinary day
that had passed, and T lay under the oppression
of indistinct expeatations.
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n CHAPTER V.

THe next day and the next again passed as if
nothing had happened, except that Mr Mather
kept his room, andvboth his wife and Katharine
were almost always up stairs. With the latter,
indeed, I had no gpportunity of holding any pri-
vate conversation ; but the constraint and unhap-
piness of her looks were suﬂiqicﬁtly marked by
me, and I believe by all the house besides. On
the third morning, a note was put into my hands
as I was getting up. It was in my aunt’s hand-
writing, and censisted of a single sentence, which
I believe I can give you verbatim :=—< 1t is Mr
Mather’s desire, that, when he appears to-day,
nothing whatever may be said in allusion to late
everts, nor ever henceforth. Obscrve this for the
sake of us all. .M. M.” i
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I determined to adhere to this rule most rigid-
ly ; and en_entering the breakfast parlour, saluted
Mr Mather, who was alreadx seated € the table,
as ncarly as was possible in the samec manner I
should have done a week before. He also dis-
sembled, though not—any more than myself, it is
probable—with perfect success. He smiled, and
said his *“ good morning™ in much his usual note ;
and once or twice during breakfast asked for bread,
salt, &c. from me, with an air of great indifference.
But how deadly pale was his cheek ! and once or’
twice when my glance was drawn towards him
suddenly and furtively, I saw the firc that was
glowing deep down in his fixed eycballs, and
marked the quiyering malice that struggled
with a faint smile upon his lips. The blood he
had lost had evidently had a considerable cffect
on his nerves as well as his compl.cxmn for 1
haveseen him' play his part in situations of this
kind in much superior style. *

The Minister said prayess after breakfast, ac-
cording to custom, and withdrew immediately to
his own room, without saying a word about lesspns
—in fact, Iohcard no more about any.thing of the
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sort for several wecks. Katharine, however, told
me that hers were going on in the old way. She
whispered <his to me one day when 1 met her on
the staircasc with her book in her hand. Toor
Katharine ! her eyes were often red. She did not
come ou¢ and play or walkwith me any more ; but
I saw well cnough what was at the bottom of all
this. My aunt was always civil.

But I am talking nonsense, John. Why should
I attempt to make you comprebend things that
necesarily requircea sense of their own—a scuse
of which, I am sure, you are fortunate cnough to
be entirely destitype >—I might as well expect the
bird on the tree to be up to all the little minute
miseries of onc in a cage, as you to understand
anything worth the mentioning of what it is to be
the boy in an unkind housc. I am not thinking
of the drumgtick that was I;ly sharc of the barn-
door fowl, nor:of the outside slices of the roands
of beef, nor of the no fat, nor even of the scanty
plateful—though evtn toe these contemptibles 1
was no stranger ; but what think yc of the sud-
den, change—a change made once and for cver
though—from Matthew (sometimes Mar) to Mis-
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{er Matthew, or perhaps, for variety's sake, Mister
Wald ?->I¢ was this mixture of boy’s rcatment
:md man’s trcatment that did,the mos(to madden
me—this solemn civility of insult, mixt up with
the most odious petty meannesses. I had heard,
I know not from whom, when Mather tlrst came
to the parish, that his father was a barber. Con-
ceive how often this recurred to me now—conceive
how I grinded my teeth, as I lay counting hour
after hour throdgh the night, .updn the sweet idea,
that I was trodden under foot by the spawh of a
village shaver—that he had whipped me—that I
had borne the marks of him uppn my back ! Con-
ceive the intense perceptions I now had of his in-
eradicable baseneks—corrceive the living disgust
that crept through me whenever he coughed or
sneezed—above all,swhen he laughed. His slow,
deliberate, lovd, brazen, Ha !=—ha I-*-ha {—what a
sound that was! His fine large white teeth scem-
ed to mc as if they belonged to somevovergrown
unclean beast—some great monstrous rat. Every,
the very least motion, spoke whole volumes of
filth. What exquisitc vulgarify did I not séc in
hjs broad fiat nails, bitten to the quick ! I thought’
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I could have told what he was merely by the
coarscness of his skin !—And all this ¢inte, a dis-
tant, sercné‘, hautevr of politcness, forsooth !—
‘ Mister Matthew’s plate—Perhaps Mr Wald
would like a little of so and so.—My dear, would
you sce what Mr Wald is doing.”—I can ncver
make you comprehend the five millionth part of
what I suffered during this period. There was a
sort of half-choking fecling about my throat that
T shall never dekcribe. Anger, fage, contcmpt,
scorn, hatrcd,—yod may have known all these ;
but I can scarcely give you the credit of having
loathed !—That i¢ my word—that was my fecling.
I was under this man. That is the point. I used
to dream of seeing him planted'chin-deep in mud
—pelted with filth and vermin ! I know not what
abominaiions passed througk my mind. Yes, 1
once laughed Imyself awake at sccing him spinning
round under a ‘gibbet,—gown, bands, and all?
Even their chlldren were uo longer the same to
me. I had used to be cxtremely fond of onc of
them—the little boy. He was often brought into
my room, before T was up in the morning, to play
with me in my bed, and hear my horriide attempts



CHAPTER V. 39

upon the fiddle, for I was just beginning it then.
"This litflesfellow now pouted whencvgy I spoke
to him ; and once, when he vas brouéht into the
room where we were all sitting together after din-
ner, I saw him eye mg for a moment, and then
shrink into his mother’s bosom, and héard him
mumble something in her car about putting away
“ Bad Mat.” You may suppose that I gave up
my pet upon this. ,

The lessons were resumed after'a time ; but they,
were now given with almost 2s much indifferénce as
they were received with.—1I only wonder, when I
think of the whole scenc, that 2 should have Jast-
ed for better than a ycar,—~Witbin doors I had
absolutely no conffort, nene: without, 1 had no
companion but my cousin: and I did not now
dare to be so happy 3s I had used tc be eren when
I was alone wjth her. Bad feelings’and passions
weré gradually cating iuto tay very soul.

One day, about ths time, I received,a note in-
viting me to dine at Carbrax, the house of an old
crony of my father’s, a Major Vans. Carbrax had
had, of latc years, comparatively little intcrcoitrse
with Blackfard ; but that was no busizess of minc.
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So I carried the billet in my hand, and, present-
ing it to Mr Mather, asked him as respectfully as
I could, whether I might accept the invitation.
He, happening to be in a good humour for once,
read the note, and said he was surprised I should
have thouight it necessary tv put such a question.
¢ Certainly,—by all mcans.—What reason could
there possibly be for my refusing #”

The place is some six miles farther down the
river, so I went on horseback; and, as I expect-
ed sonle coursing or fishing, I went early in the
day. The Major, howcver, did not come home
till dinner-time ; aad then, not a little to my sur-
prise, I found that he had a large party, all gen-
tlemen, or men at least, {for he was an old bache-
lor,) and myself the only young person in the
room. . .

What a difference between this congress of bon-
vivants, and the staid domestic parson’s-grey 'cir-
cle at Blackford! The old Major was a notorious
humeorist ; and I suppose ‘everybody thought an
invitation to his house was a signal that Momus
and ' Bacchus were come down to be the lords of
carth for the night. 1lis own mostt extraordi-
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nary face—how bright is it before me at this mo-
ment! 'Thet long trumpct-nose, blown,up with
every possible modification of alcohoi;—the old
leering, winking, cunning eyes,—the cnormous
watery lips,—and the highly powdered toupec !—
'I'he whole of the party scemed to be tryifg to do
their best ; but with him there was no effort. e
sat casy, unconstrained, inimitable,~~the incarna-
tion of drollery.

A sheep’s-heall at the head of tHe table, a moun-
tain of salted beef at the bottoln, and a hugé dish
of boiled carrots in the middle, formed the dinwer.
But there was considcrable variety of liquors;
champaigne tlying about like small beer,—hock,
in black bottles of ‘the most extraordinary shapes,
—und claret in great pewter jugs, which an old,
squinting, gouty butlgr replenished cvery now and
then from a barrel that stood upon' a couple of
chaifs in the corner of the foom. °

I was tipsy immediately; but I wemember
cnough of my folly to make me blush at this mo-
ment when I think of myself. The half-crazy
old good-for-nothing had heard of the story ofthe
whiskey, and nothing would scrve hira but that I
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should tcll it in my own way to the company.
The fool. his brain boiling with champaigne, did
this absqué‘mora ; and then what laughter, what
cheering, what huzzaing !—1I have a very indis-
tinct recollection of what fellowed ; but I think it
is very hkely, that there ciad not been a single
wild dream in my head for many months back that
these hoary reprobates did not suck out of me. I
was soon totally drunk ; and, when I awoke next
morning, was by no means in a Kurry to perccive
that 1 was not in my own bed.

“Vhen I did so, however, I got up immcdiate-
ly, and rode home before breakfast. Guess my
feclings, when, coming into the parlour, I saw a
stranger sitting with the family, and recognized
onc of the Major’s jolly companions of the pre-
ceding right. My heart smote me that moment.
I never for a moment doubted, but that he had
made a full réport of'all the folly which had‘bcen
revealing /itsclf to my own remewmbrance bit by bit
as I rode on, and the wind cleared my head of its
fumes. You may suppose, that I was at any rate
not very likely to make a good hand at the break-
fast-table that ‘morning. I ate nothing, drank
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whatever was within my reach, and rushed out
immediatdly afterwards to bathe in the riyer.

I was sent for, in the coursg of the'afternoon,
to speak with Mr Mather in his study, where I
had not recently been ayvisitor. He was smoking
when T went in; and,taking his pipe ffom his
mouth, told me in three words, and with an air
of the most perfect calmness, that he had written
some time ago to a friend of his at St Andrews,
that he had received an answer that morning, and
that it was his and Mrs Mather’s wish, that 1
should set off next moming for that university.
I asked no questions, and signified my assent in
as few words as I could make use of. He then
resumed hig pipe, and I retired in a considerable
flurry, as you may imagine.

When I came to yny own room, I found my
aunt there busy arranging my linen, along with
one of the maids. I staid beSide thém, and pack-
ed up my little wardrebe in silence. Sgme time
after they were gone, Xatharine tapped at my
door, and camc in with a face full of woe, the
marks of tears visible all down her cheeks, aad
scarcely ablevto speak three syMables. without a
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sob. She put a little red psalm-book into my
hand, and said I must keep it for her sake, and
always th\lk of old days when I was in church
with it. I kissed Kate, both our eyes swimming ;
and she ran hastily out of,my room, for she heard
some footstep on the stair-case. Katharine was
always sent early to bed, and did not appcar again
that night, so this listle minute was all our parting.

I dare say, Mather and his wife had in reality
planned this journey some time bifore ; but I have
as litile doubt that it was hastencd in consequence
of..what had been reported of my folly at Car-
brax. They wenz of coursc annoyed with the no-
tion of being the sport of the country; and the
person who carricd thestory to them, a little elec-
tioncering pettifogger, as I afterwards discovered,

was not likely to have softgned the matter in his
narrative.

.

I met old Vans muny years afterwards in Edin-
burgh, apd found that my juvenile adventure with
the Minister's whiskey hdd had the honour to be-
come one of his standing stories. He coupled it
generally with a grand achievement of his own,
which, it seems, finished the joviaé cvening, of
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which I had been fortunate enough to witness the
commencémgnt.

The party I had scen assembled thalday at his
table consisted, it appears, chiefly of the ruling
senators of a ncighbmkring royal burgh, which
was destined to be, on, the morning aftdrwards,
the scenc of a contested clection. The Major,
after he had made his guests tolerably merry, (I
had been put to bed long cre this,) proposed to
shew them a fine coal-pit in tlle immediate vici-
nity of his mansion. The worthy deacons® and
bailies were up to anything, and the frolic toak.
As soon, however, as the whole party had descend-
ed, the bucket was once more clevated from above,
and the Major, as ¢hcy contemplated it dangling
upwards, told them, with a most benignant smile,
that he had not brought them into the bawels of
the earth for nothing. In short, they found, up-
on advancing into a more airy part of the excava-
tion, a table and chairs set out in regular order,
candles stuck against thetoal Wall, and the Major’s
hogshead of claret cunningly removed from his
dining-room in the upper regions for their entar-
tainment. Rgbellion was evident]y hopeless; so,
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after a deal of vain lamentation and abusc, the
trusty ngagistratcs made the best of abad bargain,
and sat contentedlv until their host was pleased
to release them,—which, it is unnecessary to add,
was not until the hour of, election was long over,
and thé-Major’s ally chaired in all form and glory.

The bailics must have been sensible in the end
that the Major.had done them no very serious
injury with all this manceuvring. They had al-
ready pocketed; no doubt, the fees of the one can-
didate, and they now were obliged to the rival in-
terest for a hearty soaking; nay, the malicious
world even whigpered, that they had discovered
a vein of something very pretty in the region of
the black diamonds. .



CHAP'XER VI

Turre was only onc circumstance to alloy in
any degree the pleasure with which I bade adicu
for the first time ¢o the roof of hyfathers. But T
have no wish to be sentimental,*so let me remove
mysclf at once to the most ancient seat of the
Northern Muses.

I travelled the first stage in the patched up
whiskey, (for it hadsbeen sqrely shattered,) under
the guidance of the ploughman ; and then, bid-
ding adieu to him at the county town, pursyed the
Journey, riding post. ’

I sdught out immediatelyson my arrival the
learned Professor to whom my letters wel’P address-
cd, and found a room already prepared for me in his
house, which was situated within the walls of one
of the Colleges. My new guardian was a dull, se-
lemn, perfectly good-natured orientalist, who, after
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he had seen me gowned, matriculated, and intro-
duced to the classes I was to attend,“scemed to
think that he had done all that was necessary.
His housckecper was a maiden sister, turned of
thirty, extrcmely diﬂ'erenlt from him in cverything,
lively,‘affable, a great manager, knowing in the
cookery book, and the best maker of a little nog-
gin of hot punch I have ever met with to this
hour. .
Two young students, besides myself, were
boarded in the house ; and certainly we had no
reason to complain of our farc. Except at meal-
times, we werewour own masters ; nobody gave
us the least trouble : And I must say, that, in our
turn, we were good bnys, and gave them, on the
whole, as little annoyance, or disturbance of any
kind, as could reasonably have been expected.
Miss Patteson often praised us all for our beha-
viour; but I'was her favourite. She had bec very
pretty, and was still very gnod-looking, though ra-
ther too fat, and rubicuad. She liked to have a
young gentleman to attend her when she walked
out on the streets : and though the plainest of the
threc, I was selected for this more fr~quently than
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anyof the others. Sometimes we even extended our
promenadts jnto the country—In short, we be-
came prodigious friends. She was fondl of senti-
ment and poetry ; I flattered her on her taste:
and, in return, she ﬂat\cred me on my parts, ay,
and, ludicrous as the notion may appear %o you,
even on my person. This last amused even myself
at first; but, though I smiled at her in my sleeve,
I am ashamed to say that her compliments never-
theless took effedt. T am quite’conscious that her
words first blew into life that spark of coxcomnbry, '
which I suppose few bosoms of that age do not
either shew or conceal. She ch#sc my waistcoats
for me ; made me have my hair dressed according
to the fashion ; caryied mo with her to the princi-
pal tea parties of the place; and openly, upon
cvery occasion, called the little cross-made hero
her dear beau., ’

By help of so much oil,"my ruitic awkward-
nesses were gradually ubbm«r themselvz\ off; and,
taking courage to flirt one evenmg with a pretty girl
of more tender age, the monkey asked me, with a
face of brass, if it was true that I was to be nihr-
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ried to Miss Biddy ; adding, with a compassionate
sigh, that she hoped the report was trye,for cvery-
body might sec how much we were in love with
cach other.

The sarcasm did not fscape my observation,
and I bade no reply, except by a laugh ; but, for
all this, what she had said was far from being for-
gotten as soon 2s I had heard it. On the con-
trary, my boyish vanity began to cxpand itself,
forsoutl;, into aswobld of most fantastic ideas ; and

I had the vice toxhink, that, however misplaced
the lady’s fancy might be in respect of ycars,
still she had so éar shewn judgment in the midst
of her absurdity. Every little kindness I had
received, however innosent, hewever amiable, was
now recalled to serve as the pin for some most
cgregions commentary of self-complacency. I re-
marked, as we went home that very night, how
heavily she leant upon my arm—set down bvery
short-drapn breath (that is 4o say, cvery other one
she drew, for, as I have entioned, she was a fat
little beauty) for a sonl-heaved sigh of passion;
am, in short, drcamt of nothing all night, but

Cleopatras and Didos. The best of the whole joke
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was, that I persuaded myself to regard the matter
quite in a*scgious point of view : in the very acine
and ecstasy of self-love, I flattered myself that pity
was by much the ruling feeling within me ; and
completed my folly by the exquisite affectation of
making a solemn resolution to look cold dnd dis-
tantly henceforth upon my inamorata, if perchance
that benign cruclty might serve. to eradicate by
degrees the pardonable passion which my perfec-
tions had unconsciously plantdd in this too sus-
ceptible bosom.  Was cver such a puppy ! °

I was in the midst of these fine airs, ands I
really know not how much fartler I might have
carried the absurdity, when I was scized with a
scarlet fever, whicl, though I believe I never was
thought to be absolutely in danger, conlined me
for three wecks to my,bed, and left me as weak as
a shadow. Duging the whole of my #lness, Miss
Pattdrson attended upon me 2 if I had been a bro-
ther or a son; and I confess, that, as l\was reco-
vering, I could not scé her .crecping about the
room, and mixing her jellics and cordials, without
my heart smiting me for having been capable®of
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thinking a disrespectful thought of one who looked
so like a mother to me : But I was destined to be
still farther rebuked.

I was sitting up one night, supported with pil-
lows, when Miss Pattersoy came in with some tea,
and sat'down on the oppasite side of the fire while
I was sipping it. She looked kindly at me for
some minutes, without saying anything, and then
began to hem with some little awkwardness of
manner, as if thefe was something at the end of
her tonguc which $he yet found some difficulty in
uttering. 1 belicve, as I observed her confusion,
some of my olé fancics were near germinating
again ; but at last she began. ¢ I hope you will
soon be on your legs mow again, Mr Matthew,”
said she; ¢ and do you know I have a very par-
ticular, reason for wishing  this; for—but don’t
laugh whend tell you—do you know I am going—
to—to—to change—my—my condition.” °

I was jtruck dumb; but she was blushing and
looking down, and did hot notice it until I ga-
thered myself up, and made shift to say, I was
happy, very happy to hear of it, and to ask if I
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might not be favoured with the name of the for-
tunate geiitloman.

“ You ncver saw him,” said, she; ¢ but he is
now here, and you will sec him as soon as you can
come down stairs ; and xemember, I depend upon
your liking him. You hnow you were alwlys my
chief favourite among all the boarders; and do
you know I have taken a strange fancy into my
head--Will you be the best man, my dear Mr
Wald ?”

“ With all my heart,” said ?, * my dear Miss
Patterson; but you forget you have not told e
the name yet.”

¢ Mackay,” she answered—* John Mackay—
a very old friend, ¥ assuroyou ; and he has just
got the Kirk of St Dees from the College.”

“ And I never saw, Mr Mackay "

“ No, my dear, he has bcen away good ten
ycars. teaching a school in tlte northt: and, to tell
you the truth, I had almost begun to\whink the
world was to be against us, and the thing never
to be. Itis many a day since John and I were
first acquainted. But now we shall do very well ;
tor, St Dees®is a comfortable Lttle placc; and T *
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have laid by no less than thirty pounds, which
will be a great help to the manse.,, Fhave not
bought a new gown these five years but one, and
that was mournings for my brother, the licutenant,
—poor Bob !—that died, as you may have heard
perhapy, at Ticonderoga.”

My spirits were not at the time in a very buoy-
ant state; but, at any rate, I believe I may do
myself the justice to say, that I could not have
heard all this-without feclings' of considerable
compunction and kumiliation. I smothered all up,
hgwever, as well as I was able, and consoled my-
self with good resolutions as to the modesty of my
future carriage and imagination.

In a few days I wes ableeto join the fami‘ly
circle, and saw, of course, the happy man. Happy,
indecd, I way well say he was ; for, in spite of a
set of featurcs cast in a most massive and satur-
nine mould, u dry adust complexion, and a ‘igure
of Hercyfean ponderosity, I believe I never met
with such a specimen of* glee irrepressible. The
go(()d man, evidently not much short of fifty, rose
cviery now and then from his chair, and walked up
and down the rqom, rubbing his hands and smiling
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to himself. Occasionally, apropos de rien, we were
treated with, a most sonorcus cackle—and the
triumphant simper that sat on his lips whenever
he addressed or looked to Miss Biddy—the dance
in his eycs whenever she happened to smile upon
him in return ;—all tlese, and a thousadd little
symptoms besides, are quite beyond my power of
painting. .

I was present at the wedding, and had the
honour of ungloving the horn} hand of this wor-
thy man at the critical moment which sealed his
bliss. The fashion of marriage-jaunts, and ail sych
rcfinements, were not yet come anto play among
us; so we had a capital hot supper at the Pro-
fessor’s, and they s whose honour the entertain-
ment was given, were neither denied the opportu-
nity of partaking in jt, nor compceiled to ,partake
of it longer than was consistent withe the proprie-
tics of the occasion. . .

These nuptials were celcbrated w1\1in a few
weeks of the end of the'scssion, and, as yet, I was
cntircly in the dark as to what was to become of
me during the months of the long vacation ; for,
although I eard every now 2ng thep from Mrs »
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Mather, and sometimes had a few more acceptable
lines from little Katharine, not a word hafl ever yet
becn dropped as to this matter. In short, the Col-
lege was within a week of its breaking up ere I
was informed by the Profegsor, that he had heard
from Mr Mather, and that it was arranged I
should stay all the summer where I was. The other
lads went away home ; and I was thus left quite
alone in the house. And a dull, a very dull house
it was ; for old Pattérson was degenerating rapidly,
"his excellent housckeeper removed from him, into
a sjoven ; and everything about his establishment
partook, of cours, of the effects of his indolence
and inattention to common affairs. However, I in
so far profited by all this. I had spent but an idle
winter; and, having now no companions to dissi-
pate with, I set scriously to my books, and made
considerable progress in my studies
The next winter fotnd me in possession of ha-
bits of grefter diligence; and I did not, to any
very culpable cxtent; depart from them. I was,
on the whole, a hard reader, and, at the end of
myssecond course, received marks of decided ap-
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probation from the teachers under whom I had
becn pladed.,

I had lived a life almost solitary, and in gene-
ral certainly very simple and innocent. The lads
there werc mostly poor, and had few means of sig-
nalizing themselves by any folly. Our ‘greatest
diversion in the way of sport was a game at golf’;
and we had little notion of any debauch beyond a
pan of toasted cheese, and a bottle or two of the
College ale, now and then on &' Saturday night. I,
to be sure, had at my first eritrte been admitted to'
some of the parties among the town’s people ; hut,
after the departure of my dearpatroncss, my ac-
quaintance with that sphere of gaiet);, such as it
was, soon dwindled awaysto nothing.

I began to feel a strong—a strengthening—an
impatient desire to yevisit Blackford ; but, hear-
ing nothing from thence that looked as if my pre-
sence was expected, had sctit dowh as fixed, that
I was to pass another solitary summerVat the Uni-
versity. o

But let me hurry over all this. At the end of
the third scason, I found myself in precisely* the
same situation, which I have Leen describing as



58 THE HISTORY OF MATTHEW WALD.

mine towards the cnd of the second : with this ex-
ception, however, that I now began, potimerely to
fancy, but to fecl m'ysclf something of a man, and,
of course, to contemplate, with great and increa-
sing bile, the statc of uncertainty to which my
concern, and prospects of every sort, had cvery
appearance of being abandoned,whether from con-
temptuous indifference, or from total aversion.
A thousand suspicions of dark, seftled, deliberate
malevolence, begah to overcloud my thoughts.
' Evens Katharine—%veu she, I said to myself, was
begoming a stranger to me. How long was this
to last 7 What wes to be the end of it >-—Why not
go at once, however uninvited and unexpected—
why not go at once, and get cutegorical answers
to questions, which, in my boyhood, 1 could scarce-
ly have.been cxpected to think of putting—to
what authority, namely, was my duty really bound;
and of what patrimony should I look on mysc'lf as
ultimately dhaster ? Upon these things, it was suf-
ficiently evident, the's]mping of my future cduca-
tion, the whole complexion of my fortunes and
hopes, ought to depend.
It may Dbe, after all, possible that¢ I deceived
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myself, when I supposed that thesc things formed
the real 'obiects of my heart-seated anxicty. Cer-
tain it is, that the anxicty itself existed: Some
uncontrollable yearning drew me ; and, if I could
not analyze, I at lcast obeyed it. I deteruined
not to wait for the fovmalities of the academical
dispersion—I determincd not to wait until the let-
ter, which I had made up my mind to disobey,
had come.

Having packed my trunk, and left a note on
my table for Dr Patterson, I fet mysclf ous of the
house onc night after ali the family were gone to
bed, and had walked near thirty iniles ere I thought
there was any chance of my evasion being disco-
vered.
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CHAPTER VIIL

-

I nap great strength and activity, and by
help of these, and an anxious mind to stimulite
t‘hcm, 1 got over thé ground, so as to sleep the
secor:d night within sixteen miles of my journey’s
end. I over-slept myself, however, and it was
near eight o'clock next morning ere I saw the
smoke of Blackford over*the firf I was startled
just at that moment with hearing a most sonorous
voice, exerting itself apparent'y quite near me in
some lofty declamation. I halted for an instatnt,
and recognized”my good old Dominie, who was
coming tow{rds me through the wood, engaged in
his usual morning’s walk, to his favourite tunc of

o Peliaco quondam prognate vertice pinus.”

'The worthy entisiast was so deeply occupied
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with the book he contrived to hold in -his hand,
that he was clese upon me ere he noticed that any
one had crossed his walk ; and even then, the sun
being in his dim cycs, I believe he would not have
recognized his pupil, had I not saluted hir with
another fragment of the same strain— *

““ Teque ego s;cpe meo, te carmine, compellabo !”—

On hearing which note, the play of his wooden
supporters was arrested with' such hasty encrgy,
that the spectacles almost danced off' his: nose !
while strenuously shaking me by the hand, he cja-
culated in rapid succession, ¢ fiuide us a”!—Mr
Matthew himself, as I shall answer ! 'Salve deum
genus!—W elcome, thrige welcome, @ ¢ margide
oyicey.”

The fervour of our first greetings having eva-
porated, I asked my friend after Lis own house-
hofd, and inquired, whethier all .he family were
at home at Blackford? The domin:e, dropping
a pious tear, informed me, that he had some time
ago laid his mother in the grave, and that he was
now a solitary being in the world. ¢ As to Black-
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ford,” said he, dashing his sorrow aside, < I sup-
pose you know that the Minister has been in the
North for some time. Ilc is not yet returned ;
but all the rest ar:: at home, and well. I saw
Misr Katharine riding past my window yesterday
with MY Lascelyne ;—ay, here arc his horscs,
and pretty cattle, indeed, are they ;—the like
were never seen in, the parish until he came among
us.”

I knew very well “liat Mr Mather had been go-
‘vernox, in the noble éamily of Lascelyne, and owed
his Jiving to that patronage; but, totally unprc-
parcd for hearingeof such a visitor, I was so rash
as to shew my surprise by a broad question,—
“ Who is this you are speaking of 7"

The answer was satisfactory enough. The ITo-
nourable Greorge Lascelyne had been domesticatcd
in the house of his ancient preceptor for more than
a year past. . '

Rccollec}(ng myself, or endeavouring to do so,
I gave my friend to understand, that I had heard
the circumstance before, and allowed it to slip out

of my memory.
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"T'he knowledge, however, that Mr Mather was
not at Blackford, was, although perhaps I was not
conscious of this at the moment to its full extent,
far morc than suflicient to counterbalance any
feelings of reluctance which could arise out of e
prospect of meeting with a stranger, even an /o-
nourable stranger, there; so I parted company
from the schoolmaster, and followed passibus in-
cequis the groom of this unknown. The horses
were, indeed, beautiful thorougi-breds ; and their
guide, although I had never :cen a Newmarket
sprig before, had an air so decidedly knowing, that
I was satisficd at one glance this 1 ast be the thing.

My aunt happened to be at her wil'ldow, and,
I believe, both sav- and recognized me long erc I
was very near the gate. She was there to receive
me when I came up; and, I must own, pothing
surprised me so much as the little surprisc she
exhibited upon the occasions "1 tak it for grant-
ed, that, {inding herself without appr..priate in-
structions from her lord, she *had at once formed
the resolution, that he should find res integras
upon his arrival. Had my name not been Matthew
Wald, T sh uld say, my reception hy, the lady of
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Blackford was better, than, under all the circum-
stances, I ought to have looked for. 1sut, to tell
truth, all the time she was speaking to me my
thoughts were wandering.

<" atharine had heard mv voice in the lobby, and
she ran outimmediately. There was such a flush on
her face, and such a sweet confused flash of joy in
the first glance T met, that I saw nothing but my
own old Kate, and felt all my soul kindle and melt
at oncc as I embraced her. But the moment that
was over—the moument my eyes restcd upon my
cousin, I perceived so great a change, that I could
not help wondc.ing that had not been the first
thing I did scc. After gazing at her three seconds,
I durst no more have affered to kiss her again, as
I had just done, than to fly. From thirteen to
sixteen——from a child to a woman—what a leap
was here !—And such a creature, John !—1 was
awed into ve.y dumoness when I contemplated
the glorio.s, the gorgeous flower, into which my
dear, quiet, little bud had expanded—the elas-
tic, bounding, lovcliness of the formed figure !-—
the rich luxury of those deep-set eyes—those
lips, on whizh a thousand new meani.gs vibrated
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and hovered—the lofty modesty of mien that sat
in the plate of blushing bashfulness—the uncon-
scious reserve of conscious beauty—the innocent
instinctive majesty of young womanhood !—To
think of that moment alost brings boyhood ggin
into my brain and my blood.—But I know, I sce
your wicked smile, and I would fain take the hint
if I could. \

In the midst of all this romance, I heard some-
body humming some outlandish tune in the par-
lour; and Mrs Mather said hastily,—¢ Come,
Katharine, my love, we are forgetting Mr Lasge-
lyne.—~You will be ready for yoursbreakfast, Mat-
thew #” ’

I was the last that enteyed the room, and my
aunt immcdiately honoured me with a formal in-
troduction to a very fine gentleman, who, grrayed
in a morning-gown of the most delicate chintz,
and 1horocco slippers, was lounging listlessly over
a cup of chocolate and an ethereal wafly of toast,
and who acknowledged his ne¥ acquaintance with
a smile and a bow, both redolent of the most con-
descending indifference. My spirits were rather
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in a flurry, but that occasional wandering of mind
neither prevented my doing ample justice to my
breakfast, nor remarking, with surprise at first,
and afterwards with a very different sort of feel-
i the complete case of familiarity with which
our honourable youth treated my cousin. While
I had barely courage to say Katharine, behold
Kate was the most respectful address his noble
lips vouchsafed ; and, what was worse, both the
mother and the daughter seemed to be quite de-
Kighted with this frec-and-easy system. His very
way of picking his teeth, had all the quiet loftiness
of presumption+n it. Therc was the quintessence
of the aristocratic in his hollow laugh. But the
same proud security was visible in things that in-
terested me far more than these. In a word, for
why should I expatiate on my own humiliations,
I could not help two rising suspicions from gnaw-
ing my hear: withimme. The first of thet was,
that the zyoung lord despised me ; and the second,
that he loved my cousin.

Katharine happened to go out of the room soon
a‘ter breakfast, and I slunk up stairs to my own
old garret in a mood of considerablg sulkiness. 1
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flung myself down in a chair, and my eyes rested
upon an’ olg-fashioned hanging mirror, which, by
a great crack through the migdle, recalled to my
recollection an unfortunate game at Blindman’s
Buff that took placesseveral years be! )rey"fvhcn
my beautiful cousin was a match for mysclf in
every species ‘of romping. From these old days
my attention wandered back to the present, and
I began to study, with some feelings not of the
most delightful description, the appearance of the
image now before me. The ttiumphs of the Fife
friseur had been quiet obliterated during smy
journey, and a huge mass of rav8n black hair was
hanging about my ears in all the native shaggi-
ness of the picturesque. Irperceived at one glance,
that my whole dress was in the extreme of barba-
rous bad taste,—thgt my coat was clumasily cut,
and would have taken in two of me,—that my
waistcoat, (poor Miss Palterson’s wedding-gar-
ment,) was an atrocity,—and that mY linen was
not only coarse but soiled. I had it in my power
to remedy this last defect; so I stripped off’ my
clothes, and began to scrvb myself by way of pre-
paration. Rut, clean shirt and all, the thjng would*
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not do. ¢ Fool !” said I to mysclf, ¢ do you not
see how it is? What nonsense for yo1 to dream
of figging yourself out ; as if anything could make
that look well! Do you not see, that your com-
plexi.~ is as black as a gipsy’s,—your growth
stunted;;—evcrything about you as destitute of
grace as if you were hewn out of a whinstone?
What a pair of shoulders that bull’s neck is bu-
ried in! The sturdiness of these legs is mere de-
formity! Shapeless, uncouth, awkward, savage-
lookirig ragamuffinthat you are, seeing your own
reflzction as you do, how could you drcam that
anything in the frm of a woman could ever fancy
these grotesque proportions ”

I heard voices undex my window at this mo-
ment, and, peeping out, saw Mr Lascelyne and
my cousin standing together in conversation be-
side the dial-stone. He had laid aside his robe-
de-chambre. and was dressed for riding. A short
green frocli'; and tight buckskin breeches, descend-
ing, without a crease, to the middle of the leg,
cxhibited the perfect symmetry of his tall and
gréaceful person. ITis profile was purely Greek,—

“nothing could snrpass the bright blvom of his
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complexion. But it was the easy, degagee air of
the coxcomby—the faultless grace of every attitude
and action, that cut me deepgst. I saw it all.
—Fain would I have not seen it;—I tried to
deceive mysclf;—but «I could not be bliué’—
I saw Katharine’s eye beaming upon him as he
chattered to her. I watched his airy glances—I
devoured their smiles. He took-her gaily by the
hand, and they disappeared round the corner of
the house. ‘.

I sat down again, half nakcll as I was, in my
chair, and spurned the slipper from my foot agaimst
the mirror. It hit the line of the old crack; and
the spot where it lighted became the centre of a
thousand straggling radii, ¢hat made it impossible
I should be henceforth offended otherwise than
with sorely broken frgctions of my swect form.

I went into the wood; and, although I heard
myse’lf called on several tim®s, did ﬁot\ think pro-
per to be in any hurry to reappear. ' After an
hour had passed I heard horses’ feet near me, and,
getting to the hedge, perceived Mr Lascelyne and
my cousin riding together down the avenue. *
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“ How strange,” said Katharine, ¢ this is of
Matthew! I can’t understand my cousin to-day.
I never doubted he would have rode out with us.”

* Poo, poo !” replied the youth, ¢ he has gone
to’v;gi.t some of his old asquaintance, I dare say.
We shall see him at dianer.—'Tis a charming
day ! Shall we go to Bridgend, or up the glen ?”

I did not catch the answer; but began half to
reproach myself for my behaviour. I wandered,
however, across some fields, and found the two
ponies, that Kate 4nd I had used to scamper about
thz hills upon in former days, grazing together in
their old paddotk, amidst the milch cows. Their
coats were shaggy, their manes hung down about
their feet, and they set off, neighing and kicking
up their heels, whenever I came near them. I
called o them, and my own old favourite knew
my voice at once. Katharine’s little piebald came
trotting after him, and they both began rubbing
their nosés upon me in rather a melancholy fa-
shion. Dogs could scarcely have shewed more
sense.

w¢ Aha!” said I, looking at piebald’s unshod
hoofs, ¢ °tic many a day that your fervices have



CHAPTER VIIL. ’ 71

been dispensed with, my woman. You see what
it is to be aR old friend, Mistress Bess of Kintail.
Poor, dwarfish, rough-coated Highlander that you
are, do you not perccive that your tail has never
been docked, nor even your mane hogg'd ? vt for
you to think of keepingsyour own against yon fine,
tall, sleek, slim ambler, that shews the blood of
Araby the Blessed in’every fibre, and no more
considers you as one of the same race with her-
self, than my lady’s pet greyhoumd, in her stuffed
basket, does the poor colley, that she hears bark- ’
ing on the hill '—Was ever such nonsense ?” »

T walked away from the pair Jh this; but the
puor devils were so affectionately disposed, that
they kept at my heels till I was out of the field,
and I saw them stretching their old white noscs
over the stilc after e as long as I was within
sight of them. l

I'walked about the field® till I Itad pretty well
cooled myself, and approached the hoiise when I
thought it was ncar dinner-time, with many reso-
lutions, that, whatcver I might feel, I should at
least betray nothing to make me ridiculous. I was
thrown oft Snysclf again, however, by perceiving.*
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as I past the offices, my old friend the whiskey,
evidently fresh from a journey. I epncluded, of
course, that Mr Mather had returned : nor was I
deccived in this, though certainly very much so
in Yégard to the reception which I forthwith fan-
cied for myself. The Minister was sitting in the
parlour with his wife, and the first glance told me
that he was in excellent hamour. He smiled and
took my hand with an air of so much cordiality,
_ that T really feld quite ashamed of mysclf for ha-
 ving %o long harbotired unpleasant feclings, which
myz superior in age and cxperience had apparently
quite dismissed.'It was cvident, too, that Mather
had been speaking kindly of me behind my back ;
for his wifc not only talked, but looked far more
heartily than she had done when left to herself.
Katharine had come back from her ride some
time before this ; and she now made her appear-
ance in a diffetent dress, which even improved the
charms of the morning. Mr Lascelyne also came
down stairs in an evening garb of the most fa-
shionable cut of the day ; and even the Minister
ha& not disdained to unpaper his most brilliant
pair of buckles. « I felt internally tha T was the
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shabby feature in the assemblage ; but, as I had
resolved,'I swallowed my sensations as well as I
could. One thing was too obvigus not to be seen ;
and being seen, how could it fail to please me #—
I mean the pleasure thgt Katharine received,from
seeing the good-humoused way in which Mr Ma-
ther and I were behaving to cach other. As we
were passing from the drawing to.the dining-room,
her feeling of this was spoken in a single side-
glance, that, I know not inow’, seemed to soften
my whole heart within me. Hal we been alone, I
could have—I know not what.—Mr Lascelyge,
meantime, though a beau of tk:c .frst water, a cox-
comb certainly, was far too highly ,bre.d to say or
do anything that eould offend any one in posses-
sion of the slightest reason. In a word, the dinner
went off with remarkable ease, and cven, gaicty.
An excellent bottle was produced ; and a special
toast dedicated to my honotir upon*my return.—
¢ Give me leave,” cried Lascelyne, * to crave an-
other bumper. Mr Wald, (turning to me,) I pro-
pose the health of the new Principal.”

¢ Principal ! what Principal 7" said I, smiliag.

I saw M» Mather drop his eyss, and began to -
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suspect something of the truth. But, after a little
pause, Mr Lascelyne explained the ¥hole.

“ You have not heard then your friend’s candi-
dateship? You will be happy, sir, to hear that
th&z is almost no doubt of his success—"

¢ Nay, nay,” interrupted the Minister, * you
must not just say so neither, Mr George. But,
surely, whether the thing be or be not, I and my
family shall always know where our warmest gra-
titude is due.—Cotine, ladies, you must share this
toast~—A bumper“o my good Lord !"

~I'he whole minutiz of the affair were now dis-
cussed at full léngth, and I was no longer at a loss
to account for some part at least of the uncxpected
benignity with which b had been looked upon by
Mr Mather. I perceived that he was too full of
expectagion and triumph, tp have any leisure for
old disgusts. 1 profited, in other words, by the
same happy iafluences which induce the fortunatc
gamester to fling his guinea to the drawer, and go
home to kiss his wife and fondle his children, in-
stead of breaking heads, china, and the third com-
mcndment.—Never bid for a farm, my dear, upon

+ secing it in.sunghine. '
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Two or three days passed away without any-
thing happening that is worth troubling you with.
Rides and walks, in which Mr Mather himself
uniformly joined, occupied the mornings; and in
the evenings the whols family were togethers ™ I
was always expecting ,that somebody or other,
either the Minister, or his wife, or Katharine,
would say something that might lead to the sub-
jects I had been so desirous of hearing broached,
but I expected in vain. The dtmost hilarity, the
utmost apparent openness an#l friendship,» pre-
vailed ; but I began to feel, somehow or othgr,
that those about me had,aswell as yself, thoughts
cnough that they did not choose to exi)ress ; and
nameless nothingsssuggessed, or rather, perhaps I
ought to say, confirined, the suspicion, that I my-
self, I, was the causg of this reserve. .

Nothing struck me as so odd, when, after a
little time had gonc by, I was meditating on the
state of affairs on my pillow, as the fact, that
I should have been hours, days, at Blackford,
without having past one half hour alone with my
cousin. I was well aware that we were no longer
the childres, the boy and the gisl, we had been ;.
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but we were, after all, if there had been nothing
more, the only two of our blood; angd each of us,
surely, was the oldest friend the other had in the
world. Surely there must be somewhere a reason
forNehis : Was it in me? oy in her ?—or in the art
and contrivance of those about us? I was sensi-
ble, indeed, that on many little occasions my feel-
ings of awkward pride had held me back : nor was
I quite without the suspicion that therc might
have been something repulsive in the whole cast
" of my bearing. But Katharine was at home—I
was, now at least, no more than the visitor. Ay,
but the sex—ws there nothing due to that?—
was not that the apology ? But, then, Lascelyne ?
—why did I see that.she wae alone with him,
though never with me P—Why had I found them
sitting togcther that very morning, nobody else
with them, when I went down to breakfast ? Why,
when we were all riding, did they so often’ ride
side by side —~And why not ? If I had chanced
to rise a quarter of an hour earlier, might not Mr
Lascelyne have found me, not I him, in the parlour
with Katharine 7—Was it not a horse of his she
.rode, and what wonder if two anima's that had
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always bee.n accustomed to be together still conti-
nued to prefer being so ?

I cast the thing about in my wmind until I per-
suaded myself I had seen it in every possible light ;
but still some darkness vlosed the view. I could
not convince myself that there was something
wrong, but I felt it; and, though I meant to be
a dissembler at the time, yet candour must con-
fess, that I strongly suspect ‘I succeeded but
poorly as yet in the part of a pocoéurante.—The
juggler that you see casting up *his balls so cdolly
and so easily, sweated through many a jacket, yca
may depend on it, ere he was master of, his trick.
And yet it was not long ere I began to be a tole-
rable master of ming, as yoa shall hear.
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CHAPTER VIIL

Err a week had gone by, the promotion of Mr
Mather was announced as still more probable
by letters from the noble patron, to whosc influ-
ence he had beel beholden mainly, if not entire-
¥y, for all his chances of success. The news came
in the mprning, and in the glee of the hour the
Minister himself proposed that the day should
be devoted to visitimg a scenc of great natural
beauty, which lics about eight miles up the coun-
try from Blackford. Mrs Mather was for once to
be of our party ; and we were to take a basket of
provisiony With us, 4nd dine in the woods." The
day was one of the loveliest that ever May wit-
nessed. The sky was cloudless blue, every pure
streamlet murmured in music, the leaves had the
Wrightness of spring upon them amidst all the glow
of summer, every bank was yello# with broom,
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and the primroses had not faded, although the
hawthorns and wild apple-trecs were bursting their
blossoms above them. ’

Our way, for two or three of the last miles, lay
through the ancient fogest, and there being no re-
gular path, I, happening,to be rather absent, found
myself separated from the party, and was not able
to discover cxactly in what digection they had
passed on. The trces hung their branches so low
every here and there, that dhe .was obliged to
make continual circuits, and L became quite be-
wildered among the coppices. At last I saw a lqpg
green glade opening far into the- vood, and with-
out thinking of looking for the marks of horses’
feet, I clapt spurs to my, pony, and dashed on
at a hand-gallop. Once and again I thought
I hcard voices calling; but, in scveral places 1
had come upon trees evidently quite newly felled,
so that I could not be sure of recovering my party
by following these indistinct echoes. T therefore
judged, that the best thing would be to find my
way, no matter how, to the old castle, which I
knew they were to be at some time in the courscof
the day ; and, after vain experiments in many dif- -
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ferent directions, I was at last fortunate enough
to meet with a woodman, who gave me‘an intelli-
gible plan of routg. 1 followed this ; and ere long
heard the river rushing over the rocks far down
below me. Once within gight of the strcam, my
business was simple. 1 jogged along the summit
of the high rocky bank, until I came to a place
where I thoughg my pony might kecp his feet,
descended, forded to the other side, on which I
knew the ruin wad situated, and advanced up the
river at a leisurely pace, upon the softest turf, I
think, I have ever seen, and beneath the shadow
of fine old oake®and beeches.

I had éot a little off the river, to avoid some
apparently impassable,thickets, and was walking
my little Highlander quietly along the top of the
knoll, when I heard what se'emed to be a woman’s
voice down below. I halted for a moment, heard
that sound‘ again, ang, advancing a few pacel, saw
distinctly Katharine Wald and Mr Lascelyne
seated together at the root of a trce, fast by the
brink of the water. Tall trees were growing all
down the bank, but the underwood consisted of
bushes and.thogns, and I had a perfeet view of the
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pair, though they were perhaps fifty paces under
the spot where I stood. A thousand tumultuous
feelings throbbed upon my brain ; and yet a mor-
tal coldness shook me as I gazed. Her right hand
covered her eyes as she.wept, not aloud, but audi-
bly, beside him. He held the left grasped in
his fingers on her knee. I saw him kissing the
drops off it as they fcll. She withdrew that hand
also, clasped them both fervently upon her face,
and groaned and sobbed again, as if her heart
would break. I heard him speaking to her all‘the
while, but not one word of what he said. I caughs,
however, a glimpse of his cheek, aud it was burn-
ing red. Katharine rose suddenly from beside
him, and walked sorae paces alone by the margin
of the stream. He paused—and followed. I saw
him scize her hand and press it to his lips— I saw
her struggle for an instant to release it, and then re-
cline lrer head upon his shoulder—I sasv him, yes !
I saw him with my cyes,—I saw him encircle her
waist with his arm—1I saw them glide away toge-
ther under the trees, lingering upon every foot-
step, his arm all the while bearing her up. Hea+

vens and earth ! I saw all this as.distinetly as I
¥
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now see this paper beforc me—and yet, after they
had been a few moments beyond my view, I was
calm—calm did I say >—I was even cheerful—I
felt something buoyant within me. I whistled
aloud, and spurred into a canter, bending gaily
on my saddle, that I might pass beneath the
spreading branches.

I soon saw the old ivied walls of the castle,
bounded airily over the sward until I had rcached
the bridge, ga.ve‘my pony to the servants, who
were lounging alout the ruin, and joined Mr and
#{rs Mather, who were already scated in one of
the windgws of what had been the great hall—the
luncheon sct forth near them in great order upon
the grass-grown floorr—

“ So you have found us out at last, Matthew,”
said the Minister— I wag afraid you would come
after pudding-time.”

« Ay,~ftch me 4t that trick if you can,” cried
I, as gay as a lark.

“ Well,” says he, “ I wish these young pcople
would please to come back again ; they have been

“seeking for you this half hour.”
“ Indeed " said I; “ I am heanily sorry they
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should be wasting their time on such a goose-
chase—one might wander a week lere without
being discovered—I was neyer in such a wilder-
ness. But I believe I must go and see if I can’t
find them in my tura.”

I stepped toward the gateway in this vein, and
was fortunate enough to perceive that they had al-
ready reached the place where the servants and hor-
ses were. Katharinc had pulled herbonnet low down
over hereyes ; but she smiled Very sweetly, (though
I could not but think a little confusedly,) a¢ I told
her we were waiting for her, and apologizedsfor
the trouble I had been giviug. o Mr Lascelyne,
also, T spoke with a freedom, a mirt.h, a gaiety,
that were quite dglightful. In a word, I was the
soul of the luncheon party: It was I who drew -
the corks and carved the pic: It was I who plun-
ged down the precipice to fill the _bottles with
water : It was I who brimmed the glagses for every
one, and who drained, in my own proper person,
twice as many bumpers as fell to the share of any
two hesides. I rattled away with a glec and a live-
liness that nothing could check or resist. At fist,
they scemed to be a little surpriscd with the change®
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in my manners, especially Lascelyne ; but I soon
made them all laugh as heartily as myself. Even
Katharine, the fair weeper of the wood, even she
laughed ; but I watched her eyes, and mct them
once or twice, and saw that-there was gloom be-
hind the vapour of radiance.

I supported this happy humour with much suc-
cess during great part of the ride homewards, but
purposely fell behind again for a mile or two ere
we reached Blackford. Upon entering the house
I immediately inquired for Mr Mather, and was
tolu he had just stepped into the garden. I fol-
lowed, and found him walking by himself among
the flowers.

¢ 1 have becn wishing, sir,” said I, ¢ to have
a little private conversation with you. Are you at
leisure at present P

¢ Certairly—most certainly,” was his answer;
and I did rt'wait for 'more.

“Well, then, Mr Mather,” I began, ¢ although
you have had too much delicacy to say anything
about it, I know very well that you must have
been surprised with my coming away from St
Andrews in this unexpected way. Bet hear what
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I have got to say, and I am surc you will sce I
could not#well have done otherwise.”

 Nay, m;y,” he interrupted. me, “ you are ta-
king the thing quite seriously now.”

“ Why, yes,” I said, * I must own frankly that
I do.—But without farther preface, Mr Mather,
you know as well as myself how old I am—and I
really begin to think, it is high time I should be
considering what profession I am to choose.”

¢ Nothing can be more proper.~—Quite natural
—quite as it should be.” . .

 Well, now, Mr Mather, to come to the poigt
at once, I wish to be informed exawtly what is the
amount of my patrimony. I know ’tis very in-
considerable, but sti]l something may depend upon
a trifling difference in such a case.”

¢ Very considerate, indeed, this is of yqu, my
young friend ; but I am sure you will not dream,
that wour friends are not very willins to assist
you in anything that is for your advantage, if you
happen to need their assistance. But as to your
own money, that question is the first, and tis easily
answered. Your fortune is at present within »
trifle of a thogsand pounds.”



86 THL HISTORY OF MATTHEW WALD.

“ Quite enough,” said I, gaily—* quite enough
for my ideas, I assure you.” .

¢ Quite enough, certainly,” responded Mather,
¢ to enzble you to give yourself the best educa-
tion the country can afford, and to place yourself
handsomely in any honourable profession you may
happen to prefer.—Have you, as yet, formed a
predilection, may I ask, for any particular line of
life 7

“ Why, no,” said I. ¢ I must honestly con-
fess that my minc is still very undetcrmined as to
thesc matters ; and, to tell you the truth, I think
there can be 1.0 harm in my sceing a little more
of the world ere I do finally fix my profession. I
suppose there would be no_harm in my going
abroad for a year or so, and looking about mc 7"

¢ Qh, none, certainly nonc,” he answered ;—
‘“ none in the world. You can afford it, and why
not ?—Eye-y young man is much improvel by a
little travelling. Mr Lascelyne has bcen three
years on the Continent, and he can give you every
information about routes, and other particulars.—
But would you like the notion of going quite
alone ?”
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¢ Alone, most certainly,” said I. “ I can't af-
ford to Mke a tutor with me; and, as for friends
and compan.ions, no fear but I shall find them any-
where.—1I think, if you don’t’disapprovc of it, of
going to Leyden, to begin with. T know several
young men who have gone from St Andrews thi-
ther, and they all like it extremely.”

¢ An excellent idea,—a most sensible idea,”
quoth the Minister. ¢ Leyden is an admirably
conducted university. Whether, you turn your
But | dare
say you have no thoughts of the church ?"— _

thoughts to the law, or physic, or

I smiled a negative. .

« Ay—In short, whatcver line yol fix upon,
you will find the best preparation in the world
there. ‘Theres the famous Doctor Vantomius—
a perfect host in himself—ay, and Zuillius, and
the great Wolfius, and Van Bore, too. In short,
therg’s a perfect constellatign of thep? And then
’tis a sound Protestant university—excellent Cal-
vinist divines.—And when should you think of
going "

¢ Instantly,” said I; * why lose time ?—In-
stantly—immediately—to-morrow morning.”



88 THE HISTORY O1' MATTHEW WALD.

“ Well, to be sure,” said he,—I saw his cyes
sparkling,—¢ to be surc, as you obscrve, why losc
time? Your baggage is at St Andrews; you can
easily send for it to Edinburgh ;—and there are
smacks to Rotterdam every,weck, I believe.—But
dear me, Mr Matthew, what a short visit this will
be! Your aunt and Katharine will, I am sure, be
sadly mortified.—DBut then, as you obscrve, time
is precious. This is fine weather for your voyage,
too,—couldn’t be better weather if you waited a
twelvemonth.”

he Minister took my arm in a most friendly
and confidentia¥ style as we walked together round
the garden, and so to the house. I purposely al-
lowed him to go in before me ; and did not make
my appearance until the bell told me that the fa-
mily, servants and all, were assembled for prayers.
I then stepped into the pariour, and took my scat
within onc of'the windows, still preserving, at'lcast
I think I did so, the most perfect appearance of
composure.

I could not prevent myself, however, from ob-
serving, that Katharine, who happencd to sit op-
posite to me, glthough she never lifted her cyes
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from her psalm-book, did not once open her mouth
to sing. YHer clear notes were all silent. I saw
her lips whit.e, and pressed together; I saw them
quiver once or twice in spite of all her efforts.—
When we rose from qur knees, she went out of
the room with the servants; and, a fcw minutes
afterwards, her mother., who had followed her,
came back and told us Katharinc found hersclf a
good deal fatigued with her ride, had a headache,
and was gone to bed. I saice nothing, but kept
my eyes on Mr Lascelyne. I,saw him bitg his
lip, and turn round to take up a book. -

My plans, however, were disoussed at some
length during supper ; and Lascelyne talked away
very easily about packets, posts, bills of cxchange,
Anmsterdam, Paris, ¢ the Pyrenean, and the river
Po.” I was the last to go up stairs; and, al-
though I trod as quickly as I could past my cou-
sin’s dloor, I could not shut gny ears., "l‘here was
profound silence in the house, and T heard one
or two decp, choking sobs—some space between
them. I pauscd for a moment, and sprung up to
my old garrct. I had strained the string to its ut,
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termost stretch. My heart was full, and it would
have broken had I not yielded. I fluug myself
half undressed upon my bed, and wel;t like a child.
And why not P—Iwasa boy, a mere boy.

Never having once closed my eyes the whole
night, I found when I rose, (about five o’clock,)
that they were shockingl'y red and swollen; and
the more I bathed them in my basin, the worse I
thought did they look.—* Nay, nay,” I said to
my proud self, « this will never do. This part of
the thing, at least, shall not be scen.”

I put on my clotl__x’;’and crept down stairs as
quietly as was possible, and found my way into
the sitting-room, that I might writc a note to Mr
Mather. I wrote two or thrqe, and tore them all
into bits.—* It will do just as well,” I said, ¢ to
write from the village—or the first town I stop at
better still. I can say I walked out, and, find-
ing the morning fing, was tempted to go an. I
can say I hated the thoughts of taking leave—
that, at least, will be true enough.”

I had opened one of the window-shutters, and
o now thought it would be as well to close it again.
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As I was walking on tiptoe across the room, my
eye fell h two little black profiles of Katharine
and myself,'that we had sat for to an itincrant
limner when we were c]lildl'el.l, and which had
ever since hung over the chimney-piece. I took
Katharine's off the nail, and held it for a minute
or two in my hand; but the folly of the thing
flashed upon me in a moment, and I replaced it.
Her work-table was by the window, and I was so
idle as to open the drawer of i6. A bluc sash was
the first thing I saw, and I stuffed it like a thief
into my bosom. I then barred the window again,
and hurried out of the house by the back way.

It was a beautiful, calm, grey mornlng—not a
sound but the blrds about the trces. I walked
once, just once, round the garden, which lay close
to the house—sat down for a moment in the ar-
bour where my fathet dicd—and then moved ra-
pidlp away from Blackford.,

I could never describe the feclings‘with which
I took my parting look of it from the bridge. The
pride, the scorn, the burning scorn, that boiled
above,~the cold, curdling anguish below,—thg
bruised, trmppled heart——
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I plucked the blue ribbon from my breast, kiss-
ed it oncc as I coiled it up, and flung i into the
water below me. Tt fell into onc of the pools
among the rocks, where we had uscd to sail our
boats. T watched it till it had got under the
bridge, and moved on.
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CHAPTER IX.

A¥TER staying for some days at St Andrews,
I procceded to pay a few visits 1 haa long before
promised to certain of my fellow-8tudents who te-
sided in the neighbouring district of Fife, ané:
rcached Edinburgh about the end of the month.
One of the first things I did here was to go in quest
of a gentleman, from whomp Mr Mather had in«
formed me by letter, I should receive money for
my voyage and immedigte expenses abroad. /I'his
person received me with great politeness.and sur-
prised fne not a little by intinfating thatMr Ma-
ther (acting for his wife, my guardian) had lodged
the whole of my fortunc in the hands of onc of the
bankers of the city, and that, upon signing some
necessary papers, I might, if I pleased, assume
forthwith the ntire and uncontrolled command of
the money. This procedure struck me as not alittle
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strange certainly ; but, after a moment’s considera-
tion; I felt extremely pleased with it.' I am com-
pletcly thrown off, said I ;—well, thank God I am
not to go pennyless into the wide world—this is
some comfort. In a wo~d, I signed the rcleases
next day, and walked to the bank with an order
for the money in my pocket. My first intention
had been to draw out a hundred guineas, and
carry them with me to Holland ; but, when the
cashicr had counted fifty picces, the heap appeared
so prodigious, taat I was content to leave the rest
<f my wealth where it was.

Under whatever circumstances, a sum of money,
whether in hard cash, as in this instance, or in any
less substantial shape, can ro more be put into a
man’s pocket without to a certain extent clevating
his pirits, than a bumper of champaigne can be
poured.d~wn his throat. So, at least, I have com-
monly fr.ad the cusc to be ; and this particular
occasion formed no exception to the rule. I walked
down to Leith to inquire about the Rotterdam
smacks, at a much more swinging, and, at the
samc time, more leisurely pace, than I should have
been ablz to <et forth had my pursc contained only
enough to pay for a smack ticket. I had been di-
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rected to call at a tavern near the pier, where, to
this hour‘,‘ I ljelieve, the skippers most do congre-
gate; and where I had now thg satisfaction to be
informed, by one of the most mercurial of Dutch-
men, that a vessel had sailed for his Vaterland the
same morning, and would be followed by another
in exactly fourteen days.

Not a little annoyed with this disappointment,
I was retracing my steps to the White Horse in
the Canongate, when whom should I meet, strut-
ting, like a beau of at least the sécond order, down
Lecith Walk, but my old chum, Jack Todd—a
good-natured, wcll-behaved lad, as ever wore the
red gown of Him of the Saltire. He had doffed
the sorely-washed corduroy brecches; and the
Sanquhar hose no longer aspired to be mista-
ken at a distance for, silk :—in fact, Jack was
dressed so splendidly that 1 should,.l, belicve,
have passed him, had he not recognisc:l me. Our
greetings were of the heartiest ; and ere we had
been together ten minutes, I had not only learn-
ed the whole history of his being established in
Edinburgh as apprentice to his brother, a soli-*
citor of some #listinction, but in return eommuni-
cated to Jack the object of my own jo'umoy, and
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the disappointment which I had just been encoun-
tering. He shewed so warm a feeling for my in-
terests, that I gave him also, as we went, a candid
account of the situation in which my gencral pro-
spects and pecuniary concerns were now placed.
Upon hearing of the thonsand pounds, my friend
said, I was a fortunate fellow ; that few young
men entered lifs with such noble appliances ; and
that it was my own fault if I did not meet with
every success in whatever profession I might choosc
to follow. ¢ 'There’s my brother Nathaniel,” said
he; ¢ what think ye of'him ? Ie had but a hundred
pounds to begin with, and now, after being some
twelve or fifteen years in Edinburgh, he is univer-
sally considered as onc of the.most rising men we
have; yet how often have I heard him say, that he
would-have been at the head of his profession years
and ycars #go, had he happened to have but a few
hundreds zsore at his command when he sthrted !
—Upon my word, I wonder you should think of
wasting time in Holland—what can Leyden teach
better than St Andrews or Edinburgh *—what
significs bothering one’s self with all their Dutch
gibberish ?—why dont you stay where you are,
Matthew ? Here you will have friends and ac-
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quaintance in plenty, there you would be a stran-
ger to the engd of time. Hang Holland !™ He con-
cluded with pressing me to go and dine with him
at his brother’s ; and to this last part of the strain
I had no great difficulty in assenting.

I was conducted up six or seven pairs of stairs
into a very neat little dwelling, where cverything
spoke thriving business, wealth, comfort, and good
taste. Jack left me for a moment among three or
four sharp-cyed clerks, who werc drving their pens
in a room surrounded with greein boxes, and piles
of papers, and soon after introduced me to the
master of the house, who, seated in an elbow-chair
in the corner of an inner apartment, was dictating,
ore rotundo, to nwy friend’s brother-apprentice,
perched upon a three-legged stool at a high desk
over against him. Jagk had, no doubt, given me
his best word ere I made my appearaixcn ; for Mr
Todd received me in the mokt friendly and affable
manner. Immersed as he evidently was in busi-
ness, it was surprising to me to see such a fine,
open, good-humoured, rosy, hearty physiognomy.
I had no notion of snch a lawyer as being i
rerum natute,~least of all of such® a writer. '
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And then he had so much the air of a man of con-
dition—such grand-looking black sagin' breeches,
such splendid lace down to his knuckles, such
brilliant buckles. 1t was truly surprising to sce one
of this profession, so unlike in all things the sati-
rical pictures I had beer made familiar with-—so
completely different from your dry, yellow, skin-
and-bone, pecring, wrinkled pettifogger of the
play-books. This was odd enough ; but how much
more delightful than strange to find, that such a
being might not bnly exist in such a walk of life,
Put prosper so nobly in it! "The circumstance was
enough to knock fifty old prejudices to shatters.
This happened to be a half-holiday, so that the
clerks were dismissed:early, ind I sat down to a
small but exquisitely ncat repast, in company with
only the two brothers, and a single friend besides,
who, as I feund in the sequel, was a country client
of my worslty host—a proud-looking, tall, stately,
mceagre laird from Aferdecnshire. Mr Todd sent
round the bottle in a joyous manner, observing,
that after several days’ hard work, he considered
“himself entitled todevote oncevening to friendship.
‘¢ And, indeed, Multurelaws,” said lie, addressing



CHAPTER IX. ' 99

the Laird, ¢ what should carry us poor devils
that live by the sweat of the brow through life at
all, if it were not for thesc ocrasional relaxations ?
I like my work, sir; I owe everything to my pro-
fession, and I like it, but, hang it ! I would fain
be a gentleman one night in the week, if I could.”

¢ If you could!” cries the Laird—¢ come,
come, 'T'odd, don’t quiz a Buchan body—I'm ower
far north for you now, my friend.”

“ Well, well,” says the honest scribe, pushing .
the bottle on its course,— I shall say nothing.
—Hang it ! you're so sharp in your country, tnat
a plain man gets nothing but a laugh for his pains
when e speaks a bit of his mind smack out before
one of you—Corhe, comé now, Multurelaws, do
you really take me for a born fool ? Haven't I sight
in my cyes, sir, and $ouch in my fingers ¥
“ Ah! the big diel doubts you,” ‘quoth Aber-
deen. ’ ‘

¢ There now,” continued our host—< there
now, Mr Wald, just take notice what a sneer the
Laird speaks with. Why, he can’t open his mouth
without letting out some jibe that’s enough fo
dumfounder one, if one did not knov, that is to )
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say, that he means no harm.—Here, put round
the bottle '—hang it! there’s nobody.likes to be
made a fool of—fill your glasses, I say, every one
of you.— Ah, Mr Matthew,” he procceded, af-
ter his bumper had descended guttatim—* You
see what it is to be diligent. Industry is much in
this world. Industry enables me to give you as
good a bottle of 'wine, though I say it, as is to
be found in all the Parliament Close : but if in-
dustry and attention have done so much, not for-
getting the kindness of worthy friends, (here he
bowed to the Laird,) for the like of me, what
should not you look forward to? Ah, sir! yon
don’t know, you are not old enough yet to know,
the advantages you come intd life with. I, sir,
everybody knows it,—and why should I be asha-
med to’ say it ?—I, Mr Weld, am a mere terra
Jfilius, as Yhé' saying is.—I am nobody, sirs ; Jack
there and 1 can’t tell who our grandfathex" was.
But you, Mr Wald, you have a pedigree, I am
told, like a lord’s—A grand descent, a clear line,
Multurelaws, about as noble a one as your own.—
This is a thing which industry can nof purchase.
No, no, gertlemen, I am scnsible of iny own place.
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I feel my place—I know where I am. God bless
me, if I had had a few ounces of some of your
blood in my veins, what a man would I not have
been by this time of day ! Nothing can make us
amends for the want c€ this. The heralds give us
coats of arms, no doubt—faith, I believe we may
get supporters, if we will stretch our strings far
enough ; but what signifies talking ?—No, no,
hang it ! the King himself can’t change the blood.”

During this effusion, the Laird of Multurelaws
changed his position more thar. once in his chair,
and his countenance also varicd its cxpresrion
from the quizzical to the lofty, and almost, but
not quite, back again. “ Foul fa’ me,” was his
response ; * now, foul {a’ me, "Todd, but you're in
the wrong—clean in the wrong, to speak so before
a young lad like Mr Wald. *Tis manners makes
the man, sir, take my word for that ™

“‘I can’t agree with youa, Multu-claws,” said
the writer, casting up his mild eyes—¢ *T'is the
man that makes the manners: What signifies
talking—we never can catch the true tone, sir;
we have our own things, and they are some of thein
very good .hings, and thankful should we be—
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but we can never come that, sir; we can never
reach the style of the old ZTerrarum Domini.”

Mr Corncraik regired tolerably tipsy about nine
o'clock, being engaged to sup at that hour with
his Lady-Lieutenant. Mr.Nathanicl, Jack, and
I, then closed round a little round table. A frce
and confidential conversation took place; and I,
soothed by the kindness of the man and the man-
ners, and elevated by the blood of the Medoc, told
more, and hinted & great deal more, of my pri-
vate hiistory—than, five hours carlier in the day,
I ceuld have supposed it possible I should ever do
to any human being.

The syrlnpathy my communications were met
with was not more remarkable than the acuteness
with which their tenor was eked out by my elder au-
ditor. I found erclong that I had revealed almost
everything ; but then I felt that it was to a friend
indeed I hag revealed: it.—A servant was sent to
the Canongate for my portmanteau—I retired to
the same room with my old chum—and found my-
self once more domesticated beneath a roof of ge-
muine hospitality.
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CHAPTER X.

I b1 not see my kind host until towards din-
ner-time next day—and then, &5 it happened, Jack
was obliged, in consequence of some businesa out
of town, to be absent from his brother's board. 1
had spent the morning in viewing the rarities of
the place ; in the evening Mr Todd took me with
him to the theatre ;v~and we adjourned from thence
to one of thosc obscure resorts which were then
fashionable under the namne and title of.oyster-
cellars. Ilere my friend, supper being,over, and
a small bowl scicntifically mixed, fillcd the glasses
to the brim, and began as follows.— You will
scarcely gucss, my dear fellow, what has been this
morning’s work with me, or at least a part of it.”

“ No, truly, Mr Todd—how should I?”

¢ No matter—but you shall hear, my fine fel-
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low, you shall hear. Well, then,” he co}ptinucd,
after aslight pause, ¢ you must know T have been
at the Register Office, and *faith I have been ex-
amining the title-deeds of the Blackford property
a little.—Till your glass, my dear Wald, for I be-
lieve I have news that will astonish you.”

“ Why, nothing about those matters can very
much interest me, I think,” was my reply.

“ Softly, softly,” whispcred he, with a gentle
smile of superiority—¢ what would you say if
your father’s will "vas nothing but waste paper i”

# T should say nothing about it,” I replied ;
“ *tis his will, and that’s cnough.”

¢ Fine fecling there, my young friend, fine
feeling indced—but listen to me, notwithstanding.
When you have lived as long in the world as I
have denc, you will know that a man is scldom the
best judge in. his own concerns : and in the mean-
time, I am-sure you'will pardon my taking the
freedom of looking a little into yours for you.—
You love your cousin, Wald ?”

T blushed, half conscious, half irate.

" He paused for an instant, and went on—*‘ And
she loves you- " :
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I smiled my scorn.

¢ She loved you, certainly.”

* Nonsensc.—We were children.”

« She is much under the influence of her mo-
ther, and her mother’s hugband ¥

¢ No doubt.” .

¢ Mather owes all his promotions to the Lasce-
lyne family ?”

I nodded assent.

“ He is about to repay thera with Miss Wald’s
hand, and this old estate ?” .

I nodded again.

¢ Was this sort of thing contemplated by your

father when he made his will ?

 Come, come,” gried he, throwing himself back
in lis chair;  we must net sufler all this. I tell
you now, my dear fe}low, the casc is a clear one.
Your father’s will was executed only threc weeks
befor'e his death. I believe it will be asy to prove
that he was ill before it was signed, and extreme-
ly difficult to prove that he was either at kirk or
market after. The deed is not worth twopence ;
the cstate is yours. Your cousin is worked upon;
duped, madea tool of, a bauble, a cqin, hy this sanc- -
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tified scoundrel ; we must look to this affairsharply ;
we must get the estate into the right hands. We
shall then see both the Mathers and the Lasce-
lynes in their truc colours—and what’s more, Miss
Wald will see them too. ,In a word, the poor
young lady is not getting fair play ; and can nc-

»

ver get it, unless through you

“ Taking her land from her would be fair
play "

“ Her land !, thit’s begging the question, my
dear.Wald. ’Tis.your land, I say—and so will
thg Court say too.—~Come, come, you must pluck
up heart—take back the land—and then you may
marry your cousin, if it so pleases you both ; (you
will at least hear of no Lascelyne for a rival ;) or
if it so pleases yoursclf, you may givc her the
land, aypd leave her to do with it and herself as
she likes. This, even this, would be pleasant—1
speak for myself.—I make no pretence to be dbove
that sort of thing—the power of giving such a ter-
mination to the affair wmﬂd‘gratify my feelings.”

Let me not linger thus upon my shame. May
you, my boy, never know what it is to hold buried

.at the root of a_heart naturally botls honest and
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proud, the biting, gnawing recollection of one act
of meanness. I sinned against cvery right feeling
of my nature. "The thirst of revenge—the dream,
the abominable dream, of a guil::y, haughty, inso-
lent triumph, was too ynuch for me. I allowed
mysclf to be flattercd, puzzled, argued out of my-
sclf. Years have not softned the darkness of that
incxpiable stain. Others long ago forgave me ; my-
self I never shall forgive. I have sometimes for-
gotten those things ;—but never, ngver since I be-
gan to go down the hill of life. ,Age has the me-
mory of other feelings, both good and bad ; byt
one leaves no shadow ; it stays itsclf. Indulge a
thousand cvil passions, and you may ‘wash out
their traces with tears—but yicld once, ay once,
to a base one, and you will find it not only diffi-
cult to weep, but vain. R
With a thousand p.altry little pregences 1 half
—for # was never more than shis—I half-deceived
myself at the time. I believe I did really persuade
myself, just at the beginning, that I was attack-
ing Mr Mather, not my cousin. But as to the
means of my attack—the questioning the will of ,
my father—agto this I certainly never djd succeed
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in blinding myself. The pitiful unction I laid to
the wound, which the sense of guilt that I always
did retain as to this part of the affair crcated and
kept open,—my pitiful unction was nothing but
that I should always, under whatever circumstan-
ces, have the power of undoing what I might do.
I persuaded myself, thercfore, that I was only
seeking to gratify my vanity—and this, forsooth,
this miserable only was my consolation.

But once mores allow me to hasten over what
tortures myself, ynd cannot but distress you. I
gave in to Mr Todd’s devices. I abandoned my
scheme of going to Leyden, and placed my little
fortune at his disposal. At my petition, he was
appointed my tutor ad litem by the Court of Ses-
sion; and I was a plaything in his hands—and a
trick of the High Strcet.

Several months clapsed ere thc business was
brought to a conclusion. Long cre then, convinced,
no doubt, how it was to terminate,—or willing, it
may possibly have been, to run a small risk for the
sake of such a finc appearance of disinterestedness

- —the heir of the Lascelynes was married to Ka-
tharine Wald. I was humbled sorelysby this news ;
but I had a plentiful harvest of that kind to ga-
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ther. T sogretly wrote to my cousin, decla.;ing my
intention to gjve up my suit. My letter was re-
turned in a blank cover—and J persisted in it.
For some time things borc a favourable appear-
ance. It was proved distincfly that my father had
not lived more than threp weeks after signing his
deed. It was very nearly proved that he had been
ill during the whole of these weeks. But at last
the decisive day came ; and it was proved that all
these facts were of no sort of colfsequence, because
he had, the very day before his death, walked un-
supported across Blackford Bridge—and that the
common immediately beyond that bridge was, by
some ancient charter, a legal market—p]:;c.e. The
will, therefore, was sustained unanimously.

I was present when the cause was determined.
From a corner of the little dack gallery, I saw, my-
self unseen or unnoticed, the fifteen old men in
purplé and fine linen crowded round tkeir table. I
saw Mr Mather’s fincly powdered wig among the
counsel at the bar. I heard the presiding Judge
conclude his specch with expressing the opinion of
the Court, that, under »ll the circumstances of the*
case, 10 blanfc—none whatever—no blame in the
world, could be Jaid to the dvor of the pursucer in
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this action : that things had borne a very dubious
aspect : that the facts on which the decision ulti-
mately followed werc of such a nature, that it was
almost impossiblc their existence should have been
suspected in certain guarters : that, on the wholc,
the Court approved of everything that had been
done—¢ assoilzie the defender, grant full costs,
and decern.”—Y ou may imagine the feelings with
which I walked home after this scene.

Mr Todd gave'me to understand in the course
of the cvening, that the expenses of this action—
vhat with proofs, witnesses, fees, &c.—amounted
in all to L.500 : but this was a trifling item in the
account which I had to sum up for mysclf. Iknew
that, between this and the money I had been ex-
pending on my own foolish, and sometimes high-
ly reprchensible pleasures during my residence
in Edinburgh, I was all but a beggar. But I be-
lieve it would have added little to my burden had
I been told distinctly that I was not almost, but
altogether one. Around me cverything was dark
cnough ; but what was this to the night, the
stormy night, within !

I was s.ill l.bouring with the first fever of shame
and remorse, when Mr Todd came into my room
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and putygnto my hands two letters. The one of
them was adqressed to himself—and here it is.

Holyroodhouse, 17th.
« Srir, !

¢ On reaching town this evening, T have been
informed of the dccision in the case in which you
have acted as Mr Matthew Wald’s agent. Some
time ago, that gentleman addresscd a letter to Mrs
Lascclyne, to which, under cxisting circumstances,
I did not judge it proper any mnswer should be
returned. But now—1 beg you will impress uyen
Mr Wald’s mind, that, if I write to you, rather
than to himself, at present, I do so entircly from
the fear of intruding mysclf in a manner unpleasant
to his feelings. -

“ Mrs Lasceiyne gnd myself, then, wish Mr
Wald to be informed, in whatever way.you may
concelve most proper, that dur agent has been in-
structed to defray the whole costs of the late suit.
Y ou will, thereforc, have the kindness to hand your
account to Mr Whyte.

T have the horour to be, &c. &e. &e.
* “ G. Lascenyhe Waip.
“ M N. Todd, &c. &c. &e.”
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The instant I had read this productign, I told
Mr Nathaniel Todd, that I trusted he would per-
mit me to answer for myself a communication which
concerned myself only. He saw the scowl on my
face, no doubt, and peiceived both what my inten-
tion was, and the vanity‘of attempting to controvert
it. He must have known something of my temper
by this time. Ie nodded gravcly, said I must
take my own way, and withdrew. I folded up the
insult, wrote within the cover, ¢ with Mr Matthew
Wald's complimeénts,” addressed the packet to Mr
Lascelyne, and, without a moment’s delay, sent it
down to Holyrood.

I belicve more than half an hour had passed ere
I remembered that there had been two letters.
The second had been tossed on the ground : I now
picked it up, and saw, judge with what feclings,
the hand-wsiting of my cousin. I read these

$
[y

words :—

1 write under the greatest embarrassment, and
without the knowledge of any onc. My hcart blceds
to think that I must take this way. But I cannot
bring myzelf o think of slecping before I have
said in some way, that I hope to God we are not
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to he stwangers. 1 cannot believe that there hias
ever been cnwity, or anything that anybody could
say was enmity, between us. God bless you, dear
Matthew, and prosper you.

© “K.LW.

¢ Ilolyrood, eleven o'clock, Saturday night.”

The moment T had perused this little note, T
determined that, come what might, T would see
my cousin. I resolved to sp::rc ‘myself nothing
—to make her hear from my dwn lips the whole
agony of my remorseful spirit. T'here was a c®r-
tain repose in my mind as T contemplated the
scenc of this extreme humiliation : T felt as if its
pain would ease me of half my burthen. T quit-
ted my room immediately, and walked down the
hill to the Palace. "The open space in frofit of it
was, as usual, deserted; but a fow blackguard-
looking boys were lingering about the gate. The
porter was scolding them away when I came near
them; and it was not casy for me to get him to
attend to my questions.

At last he did condcscend to hear what T had™

H
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to say. He informed me, in return, thatthe lady
I was inquiring for had set off five minutes before
with lier husband; for their seat in the north ; and
that the urchins he had been dispersing had con-
gregated themselves # witness the departure of
the carriages.—I leave you to imagine for your-
self the worn-out weary languor with which I re-
traced my steps up the Canongate.

Confuscd and aimless as my miserable condition
of mind was, onc thing was plain enough—that I
could not remain In'Edinburgh. As to this T never
plrmitted mysclf to hesitate ; but whither to go,
and whot to do, these were questions of a very
different description.

I had slowly ascended that strange old strect
about half its length, when Mr Todd's senior clerk
mct me full in the face, apparcntly almost breath-
less with‘runhing. “ O ! Mr Wald,” said he, turn-
ing, and plucking mc along with him,  where, in
all the world, have you been ?—T'he magistrates
are waiting for you—all the jurymen but yourself
have been there this half hour.”

T had totally forgotten the affair, but now com-
prehended  th& whole of it. The Aberdeenshire
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gentlemar‘l (whom 1 met with on my first arrival in
this city) had hecn, under T'odd’s auspices, labour-
ing to prove himself entitled to % dormant baron-
ctey : this was the great, jhe decisive day, big
with the fate of the orang€-tawney ribbon, and 1
had bLeen engaged to make one of the Jjury, (a
packed onc of his own and his agent’s friends, of
course,) who were to vote the Laird into his ho-
nours, and dine with him aftervards—or vote hiy
claims untenable, and dine at their own proper
expenses.  You may casily suppose that I would
have given a good deal to be rid of such a scrape
at this moment ; but the hall where tNe¢ assem-
blage were sitting was hard by, and T knew not
how to cscape from the duty which I had seve-
ral weeks before promised to perform. Besides, I
reflected, or at least I'might have done so, that 1
couldedo nothing as to my pwn mattcrs', until 1
had held some conversation with Mr Todd ;—
which of course was out of the question for this
cvening. At all events, I submitted, and was
soon seatcd among the rest, by a table covered .
with papers gnd parchments, at the nether extre-
mity of which Todd stood witl. the bla%oned pedi-
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gree of the representative of all the Corneraiks in
his hand ; while, on a bench somewhat clevated
over against the other end of it,a chcesemonger in a
gold chain was noddn\fr over the Evening Courant
of yesterday, and onc: or two death-warrants for
the morrow.

I played my part in this hackneyed farce with
the same silence and submission as the rest of the
assize. We heard old papers and documents mut-
tered and stuttered for the best part of an hour,
riz'tiﬁcd by an unanimous nod of assent the verdict
which had been written out before we came thither,
and Corncraik of Multurclaws became, by our po-
tent decrce, as good a baronct as many who figure
on the same venerable roll. The new-made Sir
Daniel’s new-painted coach was alrcady at the
door to convey us to the tavern, and his dinner
was awaiting our resnects ; and I thus fourid my-
self constrained to look forward to an cvening of
the utmost misery, spent in a company where jo-
viality, hilarity, and exultation, were to be the ru-
ling powers.

I was vacked into the machine with threc or
four of my Keniors ; and I certainly do not remem-
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ber to hdve met with a merrier coach-full, even
at a funeral. * The party at the tavern was what
I had expected—even boisterou$ in glee. Toasts,
speeches, and songs, kcpt .t}lc table in a roar, and
the bottle was a perpetustm mobile. 1 tried to
laugh, 1 cven tried to lidten ; but I did drink. 1
poured down bumper after bumper; but it was
in vain: "The wine had no moré cffect upon me
than so much spring-water. I have heard it said
that it is absolutely impossible to make a man
drunk the night before he is to e hanged—whe-
ther that he or be not so, 1 know from cxpericn(':e,
that there are many situations in whish wine at
lcast has no power—not onc jot—ecither to clevate
my spirits, or to perplex my perceptions: and I
confess I have no difficulty in believing that Cla-
rence may have died *as sober as a judge. )
There was some noise in .thc strect, and 1 bap-
pened to rise from my seat to look what the occa-
sion might be. How clear is the image of that
moment before me now !—The sun had apparently
been below the horizon for an hour or two—the_
rich warm tyilight—the swarming Tigh Street—
(it was more like a squarc than a sweet in thosc
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days)—the groups of gentlemen walking back-
wards and forwards—the ladies in‘their chairs,
with footmen, and some of them flambcaux—the
whole cffect gay, though not glittering, full of an
endless variety of coloir and shadow—a softened
scene of sprightliness, grace, and beauty. Some
strolling Savoyards, with brown shining faces full
of mirth, were exhibiting their wares to a crowd of
girls under our window, and this had occasioned
the noise that drew me from the table, or, rather,
that gave me a ];retcnce for quitting it for a mo-
ment. 1 looked down upon this airy picture, and
heard the+jolly lads behind me commencing in full
chorus,

“ We abandon all ale,
And beer that is stale,
Rosa solis, and, damnable hum ;
But we will rack
In the praise of sack, v
Against omne quod exit in um,” &c.

I looked and I heard, John—and I really could
stand the thing no longer. I stole out without
being noticed, and was soon quiet enough, and dark
enough too, in the little back-room which I had
so long occupied in Mr Todd's house, and of
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which I'¥elt thoroughly convinced that I should
be the tenant but for one night more.

I sat for some time in the dagkening room ; and
then, I cannot very well tell why, went to get my
candle lighted. T perceived that T might do this
in the writing-chamber, ind opened the door. One
of the clerks was busy writing ; and, in lighting
my candle at his, I could not help noticing my own
name on the paper before him, I asked him what
he was doing ; and the young man answered me, in
some confusion, that he was onl'y making out some
accounts for his master. ‘

“ My accounts, 1 believe,” said I I think
my name is there—let me sce the paper.”

He hesitated a’ moment, mumbled something
about  Mr Todd’s orders,” and ¢ to-morrow ;™
but I cut him short, begged he would lay aside his
scruples, if they arose from any notion of giving
me annoyance ; and, in a word, half-forced out of
his hand several large and comely sheets, which
were already stitched together with pink ribbon in
the most business-like fashion, and which bore for_
superscripgjon these words, engrossed in letters of
majestic stature, and enveloped amdst a maze of
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the most captivating flourishes, Adeount of

Charge and Discharge between Matthew Wald,
Esquirc, and Nathaniel Todd, C. S.

For the principal itgm in this bill I was alrcady

(K:re(. But I confess that T

expect you will be scarcely less astonished with

preparcd, as you arc a

hearing, than I was at the moment with seeing,
“ To board and lodging during twelvemonths,
L.100 ! T glanced my eye hastily over the co-
. lumns, gave the paper back again to the clerk, who
was pretending to mend his pen, and withdrew
forthwith to my chamber.

I sat dewn in a storm of wrath and indignation,
hating at length cqually the world and mysclf.
My own rash, fierce, and vindictive passions had
deprived me of my self-respect : but, even in this
situation, it was an additionial blow to know for
certain, instead of only ubscurcly suspectingy that
I had becn the plaything, the sport, the bubble of
every one in whom I had placed any sort of de-
pendence.  This low fawning knave, too, had all
_the while been laughing at me in his sleeve : this
miserable, even he, was about to strip off’ the last
fragment ofa his mask, and laugh in my face.
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This ca¥iff, whom I had just left drinking and
singing amohg his boon companions, had coolly,
before he repaired to his tavern, given orders for
preparing this document; Without doubt, he
would put it into my hamds in the morning, and
turn me out of his houte—pennyless—a beggar.
And what prospect before me ?—Despised even
by myself, wherc could I shew iny face ? Proud,
yes, in spitc of all I had done, proud—idle—
without means—without character—a disgrace to
my name, and a burthen to mysclf, what shodld I
do—what should I look for P—what remained?
A certain dark thought had risen ju any breast
more than once within the last ten days, and I had
crushed the suggéstion. It now recurred, and I
made no cffort to banish the fiend that was tempt-
ing me. T went deliberately towards a little closet
in the corner of the room where my clothes, &c.
were kept. I put my hand into my trunk—it was
a great old sca-chest of my father's—and tumbled
over the contents, until I found what T wanted-—
his broadsword. 1 grasped the end of the scab-
bard, and {n lifting it from the trunk there dropt
out of the basket-handle a certainTisle red psalm-
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book, of which I think I once before mdde some
mention. “

I was in the act ef picking up the book, (though
why I thought of doing so at all I cannot well say,)
when I heard a knock ;.“m'y chamber-door. T had
locked it, and when I ofiened it, there was Mr
Todd, in a sleepy, halfidiotical condition of drunk-
enness, wanting a light. T went and got a candle
for him, saw him stagger towards his room, and
once morc bolted my door. But that minute—that
moment, had been sufficient. 'T'hat sleck, fat-faced,
unieeling brute—should I rcally suffer myself to
be hastensd, out of the world for anything that he
could or could not do >—Could I really have been
the fool to forget that he would be the first to treat
such a procecding as a picce of the merest imbe-
cility 7 And, laying him alvogether out of view,
what right had I to dic in a grand Roman fashion,
forsooth, and by that sword, too, that had never
yet been stained with one drop of dishonoured or
dishonourable blood ? ¢ No, no,” I said to mysclf,
_let me at least bear what I have bound on:
Heroes may perhaps be entitled to seck another
sphere : surely this is as high a one as I have any
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right to* No, no, let me bend, stoop, work, sweat
~—Ilet me cedse at lcast to think of pride.”

At that moment, at least, » was a stranger to
it: I was humble cnough’ whatever else I might
be. I laid my father's sword again into its place,
and then «pened the 1fttle psalm-book, and read
some lincs ini.. Old thoughts began to come back
almost in theic old <hapes; and I could scarcely
help rubbing my eyes, to see whether T had not
been dreaming some long black dream. ITowever,
I was very low and humble ; and if T would fain
have been softened and melted too, I see neither
the wonde nor the harm of it.

In one way or another, I certainly composed my
¢pirits into a very' tolerable degrec of quietness. I-
« ¢ several hours, and rose calm and collected,
though full of wildenough schemes.
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CHAPYER XI

Mr Topp had gone out ere I left my room ;
but T took care to sce him in the course of the
morning, and had a conclusive conversation. I
could not bring myself to arguc, far less to re-
préach. I dryly did just what was neccssary for
the final- flosing of all our accounts; and was
about to have quitted his house immediately with
L.100—the whole remains of my fortune—in my
pocket, when he was pleased, entirely of his own
accord, to hint, that he had formed a plan for my
future disposal of mysclf, if I would do him the
favour to listen to it. I bowed coldly, and heard
him usher in, with many fine flourishes, the pro-
posal, that I should devote myself to the legal

_profession, and, withthat view, bind mysclf forth-
with apprentice to himself. The entrgnce-fees, he
observed, weuld no doubt swallow up most of my
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ready m‘onoy, but I could easily support myself
ever afterwatds by the fair profits of my pen. 1
need scarcely say that I scorffed this notion ut-
terly ; I had seen quite enpugh of him, and some-
thing of the law tov, I therefore answered very
gravely, that my inclinations lay in another dircc-
tion, and was bowed out of the house with great
civility. I am not sure, up to this hour, that
Jack Todd had ever ceased tg be my friend ; but
my disgust at the time extended itself to him also ;
so I was by no means sorry that his accidontal
absence from town gave me the opporl;unil:)3 of
avoiding a formal adicu. ar

Behold me, then, like the Apostle of the Gen-
tiles, established I:ro tempore ““ in mine own hired
house,” in other words, tenant of a garret at threc
shillings a-weck, in 4 lodging-house near ‘the foot
of tlee Covenant Close ; master of 2 ver)" tolerable
wardrobe, (for you may well suppose I had run
out considerably as to such matters during these
months of idleness and folly,) my father’s gold
watch and Andrew Terrara,—a cheque for L.100 _
upon the Bgnk of Scotland,—and some five guineas
odd shillings in cash,—~master, mereover, of a
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strong and muscular body—and perhaps not quite
master of an active, aimless, and miserable mind.

I spent the day' in building and demolishing a
variety, not of castles in tl'ne air certainly, but of
what served the same purpose, and in the cvening
repaired to a neighbouring tavern, where I knew I
was most likely to meet with the most familiar of
my recent associates—one Spreule, a medical stu-
dent, a clever shrewq lively fellow, though certainly
no great head for a consultation touching life and
fortune, whatever he might be in a case of life and
death. Tom left the crowded room which he was
enlivenings-nd adjourned with me very good-na-
turedly, into a smaller one, where, not to waste
words, we both prosed away for an hour or two, as
if we had been two Lycurguses, shaping and ar-
raying the future duties and destinies of half the
globe. Tom was clear for medicine—I conféssed
myself inclined to give that walk the prefercnce
over any of the other modes of peaceful lifc with-
in the scope of my chances, but avowed, upon the
~whole, that I still thought I should like the sword
better than any_ modification of the gewn. Towa
laughed at s very heartily ; pointed out, as he
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imagined, in a most satisfactory manmer, the ab-
surdity of gomg to be shot at, without the smallest
probability of ever being promoted for anything I
could do, or remembered foj anything I could suf-
fer. But these argumer.lts had no more effect with
me than they have had %ith so many millions of
better men, from the days of the Flood down to
those of the French Revolution. * On the contra-
ry, what was only one, though certainly rather
the most favoured one, of many plans in the
morning, became now, merely because it had
found a keen opponent in the person of a fricnd,
not merely the favourite of a seraglio, ).t the one
only flame—the passion. To say truth, my most
carnest desirc was to be at a distance from Scot-
land, and I knew of nothing that was so likely to
serve for my passport as a red coat. ’

Mgy friend, perceiving my”rcsoluti'on was taken,
now began to inquire through what channel of in-
terest (sincc money was evidently only the ques-
tion) I proposed to procure a commission. Ilere,
I confess, he had the better of me; I was sorely
puzzled to pgint out anything that could even be
mistaken for a fair prospect of success as to this
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matter. However, after a good deal of dfscussion,
it'was settled that my best plan wotld be to be-
gin by calling onea certain noble lord, then resi-
dent in Edinburgh, vpth whom I had no sort of
acquamtance, certainlyy but who had, T well knew,
served in the same battalion with my father at the
Havannah, and whose influence, I had also some
reason to believé, had been cxerted in his old com-
rade’s behalf at the time of my uncle’s forfeiture.
I determined, thercfore, to draw up my memorial,
and carry it to his lordship’s house in the morn-
ing.

The pwparation of this paper, however, was a
matter of some difficulty. I was anxious to pre-
face my request of his lordship’s interference in
my own favour, with some little apology for some
parts of my behaviour, of which I supposed it
impossible he should not have heard. 'The task
was in itself not easy, and I had many internal
qualms to suppress in the coursc of grappling
with it. It was not finished till late in the day,

.in short ; and I did not carry, but sent it~—intima-
. ting, howe.ver, that I should have ttxe honour of
calling for m answer the morning afterwards.
3
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Accosdingly I was at the door of his house as
carly as I thpught consistent with propriety, and
after cooling my heels for somq time in an anti-
chamber, was introduced to the presence of the
Peer.  You may suppbse ¢ that I was not without
considerable fcelings of wrepidation—but let that
pass.

I found a much older man than I had expect-
cd, and as unlike what my notion of an old sol-
dier had been as was possible.; But, in spite of
a stately figure, and a nosc of*thc most aristo-
cratic prominence, lively, affable, and airy in tRe
highest degree. His lady was knittil;u;._ and he
had apparently been winding worsted ere I dis-
turbed the family ¢party ; for two high-backed
chairs, with a skein or two across them, were con-
spicuous in the middle of the room, and there was
certainly nothing on the table in tht shdpe of a
book, or cven of a newspaper. The couple, in-
deed, scemed to be full of sympathy—a most ami-
able picture of conjugal bliss. I was overpower-
ed with their lofty courtesies.

After a world of civil nothings, we proceeded
to business. * And so, Mr Wald, an:l 50 you
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have lost the plea—well, I'm sorry indees—Lady
Sorn and I were just talking of yoa—Bless my
heart, won’t you appeal ? won’t you appeal ? won’t
you try the Lords? he ! he! he !”

 Ah, yes, indeed, Mr Wald,” said the Coun-
tess, ‘ you must take my lord’s advice. I think
no one has had better opportunities—take his ad-
vice, young gentleman—try London. You will
turn the tables on them yet, perhaps, he! he!
he !” and she nodded her highly powdered curls,
and my lord echoed, “ He ! he ! turn the tables !
—very good, indeed, he ! he ! turn the tables !

“ Indaed,” said I, ** T already repent most
sincerely having meddled with the thing at all—
I endcavoured in my letter to satisfy your lord-
ship as to this.”

“ Very good, indced, ah ! very good—apologizc
for trying to get back your estate ! very gpod in-
deed—He ! he! he!”

“ My father’s intentions, my lord, should to
me have been sacred, an ” '

“O0 Lord! O Lord! what a foolish fellow my
old friend (beg your pardon) was pleased to make
of himself! Lecave the estatc back again to the
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forfeited Yine! Such a joke, Di !—Did you ever
hear the like of it, my love ? Cut out his own son !
—hc!he! Ohfie! Oh fie! Itan’t help laugh-
ing at the notion of it—:He,! he!”

¢ And why did you not merry the young lady ?”
cried the Countess, poinfing her large black dim
old eyes upon me, over her spectacles— ¢ Would
not that have done, my lord "

“Very good indeed—He ! hg!—Why did not
you marry her ?—a comely girl too, i'faith—a pret-
ty body cnough—He! he! he! ”’

“ That’s past praying for, however,” said I
forcing a smile.

¢ True, true—very good indeed ; she’s woo'd
and married and a’, 2s the old song says.” And
his lordship hummed a bar or two of the air.

I smiled again, and then ventured to remind
the Pees, that the object of my,visit was to inquire
if his lordship could in any way favour my views
as to the army.

 True, true—the army,” said he, a little more
gravely ; “it was the army you wrote about. But,
my dear sir, haye you considered—have yqu really
considered "
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¢ T have considered everything,” said +; “and,
in so far as the thing depends on mysclf—"

“ Will you do'me the favour to stand up for a
single moment—there now, my dear sir—there
now ;” and so saying,.he stepped * most majesti-
cal” across the room, and took up a position close
beside me. He paused for a moment ; and uncon-
sciously watching his eye, my attention was drawn
to a magnificent nier-glass, which lined a spacious
panel of the wall, immediately in front of us both,
whercon appeared,—in tolerable contrast, it must
be admitted,—the full-length shadows of our re-
spective®acrsons.  The old lord had drawn him-
self up to his utmost altitude, and his topmost curl
scemed about to salute the ceiling; while I—but
you can casily fill up the picture.—* No, my dear
sir,—no; no, no,” said he, looking wise as Pom-
pey’s pillar—*¢ no, no—1I fear this will naver do.
Under the height—under the statute, certainly—
Why, you don’t stand five feet three, I belicve—
I fear you won't pass muster, my friend—What
say you, Di 7" '

¢ 0, my lord, yow are so tall,” Jisped the other
old fool%-¢¢ you know, you were wlways so tall—
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Do you Yemember what the old King said when
we were first ifitroduced P—1I shall never forget it—
it was so good—and makes me ‘die when I think
of it—He ! he ! he! Do yousknow the King, turn-
cd round to the Duke of Cumberland, Mr Wald
—and observe now what his Majesty said, Mr
Wald—¢Mine Gott !" said his Majesty-—IIe! he!
—¢ what for a grenadier "—His Majcsty’s very
words —He! he!” o .

% And do you remember, Di; what the Duke
said 7—Y ou must know, Mt Wald, that the Duke
and I were always very well—very well, indeed,
with his Royal Highness !—1Tc¢! he!—2Vould you
belicve it, Mr Wald—his Royal Highness said,
¢ An please your M:tjesty,’ says he, ¢ he nced not
stickle for a long Jadder when he heads an gscala-
ding party.’—Very comical notion, indeed, of his
Highress—very queer, indegd—EHc ! he ! he I”

At this intercsting moment, the door of the
room was thrown open, and I saw three or four
ladies and gentlemcn advancing. My lord dropt
his hand on my shoulder as he made his seventh
bow, and drawing me asidc, whispcrec.l hastily into
my car, “ No, no, my decar young gcﬁtleman_—
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you may depend on it, you have mistaken your
line—under the statute considerably,”pon honour.
—What would you think of the sca?—let mc
hear what you think ef the sea—The sea’s not a
bad idca—What say you to the quarter-deck P—
Good idea, faith —Good morning, my dear Mr
Wald—happy to sec you again at Sorn-House—
He! he!”

And so I was howed out of the presence, and
had the satisfaction of shuffling through the anti-
chamber to the tune, delightfully mellowed by the
intervention of the folding doors, however, of
““he! he?he!” There was no one in waiting there,
as it happened ; so I paused for a moment cre I
reached the staircase, to cont'emplatc a most noble
portrait of the old owl, leaning, in full regimentals,
and in an attitude of the most splendid descrip-
tion, upon his charger—a city storming, a¢ usual,
in the back-ground.

Mortificd and disappointed, as I might well be,
I could not help joining in the laugh with which
Mr Spreule received my narrative. He insisted
on my accompanying him to his favouritc haunt,
where some of his brothers of the scalpel were, he
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said, to*dine that day in honour of one of their
number, wh8, having just received his diploma,
was to set ofl next morning for %his native country,
Ireland. I knew very well that the society was
not likely to be of the most courtly order ; but,
after what I had just exfcountered by way of spe-
cimen of ¢ Ista Fortuna,” 1 was, I must own, not
over much disposed to be scrupulous on this score:
and I may also confess, since I am about it, that
I had some dread of a solitary evening. To the
sign of the Ilen-coop, thcrcﬁ;rc, we repair(':d;
and in company with some dozen rough, ranting,
carcless blades, I did my best to forget éor a while
the wounds, not of my vanity and my pride merely,_
but of my heart and my conscience. A merry
crew they were, and as motley as merry :—three
Scotch, if I remember rightly, and as m:m'y Irish
—3 Yorkshireman, a Cock.ncy, a Dutchman, a
Dane, a Yankic, a Jew, and a Mulatto :-—stout,
well-bearded lads, most of them—audacious whis-
kers of every dyc—oaths and dog-latin in abun-
dance; and nd scarcicy of gin and tobacco.
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CHAPTER XII.

So it was that the wild ragamuffin talk of these
fellows had something about it which suited my
vein at the time. I pledged them in their bumpers,
smashed tobacco pipes against the wall, enjoyed
the crack@ in the candles, the sparrings, wrest-
lings, and singlestick exhibitions, with which the
flow of soul was diversified, and joined with the
best of them in the long howling choruses of their
Fescennine ballads. In brief, when, at a late hour
of the night, I understood that five or six ¢f the
party, Spreule included, were engaged to set off
upon a prof'essionai expedition to a country church-
yard, situated some ten or twelve miles out of
town, in the madness of that most feverish of all
tipsincsseg, which takes place, when Bacchus tri-
umphs over a system full of undigested and fer-
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menting bile, I agreed to make onc in this wor-
shipful crushde. Swordsticks and bludgeons’ of
every shape were ready in a cerner of the room ;
and we took our departurg, at the appointed hour,
two in a gig, and the rest of us mounted on the
stoutest hacks that the representative of the West-
Riding had been able to pick up in the Canongate
stables.

We rode as rapidly as the darkness of the night
would permit along those by-ways which pru-
dence induced our lcader to prefer : and pickéting
our horses in a fir plantation when we came within
a few hundred yards of the scenc of actisen, procecd-
cd towards it in a body, with our arms, pickaxes,
and sacks, all in otder. We halted, however, for a
minute or two at the top of the little hill that looks
down on the village, and dispatched a scout to sec
if the coast was clear. The.whistle. to advance was
soon heard ; and, when we had cleared the wall,
we found the sexton in his night-cap, true to his
appointment.

Ile withd®ew the moment he had pointed out
the spot, gnd I was one of two that remamcd to
keep watch by the stile leading into the village.
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By this time the cast had begun to shew some
distant symptoms of blushing, so tha¢ our youths
lost no time in their operations. Vigorously did
they ply their pickaxes and shovels, and drcary
cnough were the echoes which the solitary little
churchyard gave back from its dim grey stones
and mouldering wall. The clock in the adjoining
steeple struck two as they were lifting out the
body ; but that sound gave no interruption. The
next moment a shot was fired—a troop of half-
naked men, with ‘pitchforks and scythes, came
bodnding in different places over the wall. All
was tumul.:,'and uproar ; and, seeing thosc who
had been busy at the grave scampering, my com-
panion and I were fain to follow the example. In-
deed, the number of the assailants who had al-
ready a[')peurcci was enough to put anything like
a steady resistance out of the question; by, at
any rate, the church-bell had begun to toll, and it
was evident the whole hamlet would be up in-
stantly.

We fled, thercforc; but we did .ot all run in
the samc dlrectwn My friend and I mistook a
turning, and plunged down a lanc, whlch, instead
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of brinking us to the place where the horses were

fastencd, terminated, almost immediately, wpon

the margin of a small river, of which hitherto I

had seen nothing. Curses, and stones too, were
by this time flying thick enough behind us, and
we both plunged withowt hesitation into the stream.

I was a noble swimmer, and was delighted to find

the water decp; my companion also swam well,

and we kept pretty near cach other until I think

we were three-parts of the way ovér. I was intheact,
of remarking, that we should tlo very well ybt, as

none of the peasants scemed to have taken the wa-

ter—when I was totally stunned. 1 jug remember

the water flashing before my eycs. Down went the

brick-bat, and d®wn went Matthcw Wald.

I awoke with a start, and found myself sitting
in a strange bed, surrounded with T Know not
how many strange faces. I had jilst tiinc to get a
glimpse of a bason of blood on the one side of me,
and a bunch of smoking feathers on the other,
and then fell back again upon my pillow in a sort
of half-swooh, whici held me blind and motionless
for some mmutcs, but not so deaf that I could not
understand there was a grand distugsion going on
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about the comparative merits of vencsectidn and
volatile alkalis, both of which had, it scamed, been
tried ; while a third voice, I thought it was a fe-
male one, was croaking the paramount claims of
tobacco-water.

My stupor, however, was dispersed once more
by a bumper of brandy forced down my throat ;
and, by degrees, I began to recollect myself and
my faculties. I began to say something; but the
instant this was observed, onc of the attendants laid
a haidd on my moith—the blankets were stuffed
in avout my shoulders—the bed-curtains dropt ;
and I perceived that neither company nor candle-
light were judged suitable to my condition.

I felt, after a little recollectién, very much as
if I had undergone a severe cudgelling. My hcad
was like to rend if I turned it one jot to the right
or the left’; my limbs were full of cold creeping
pains; and my breast laboured under a mixed
sensation of bruises, aches, and weight—Ileaden
weight. I was, however, altogether powerless and
feeble—I lay as in a sort of dream—2my ears full’
of a rushing and roaring sound, as of a thousand
ﬂvers—cver‘y ficulty asleep or bewildered. At
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lengths a feeling of heat began to steal slowly over
me, and I fell asleep in good earnest. .

How long I slept I do nog exactly know ; but
I lay still for a long time’ after I was awake, ere I
thought of making tny.cﬂ'ort-to such a degree
had I been cnfeebledw-and so true (applied as it
ought to be the case of hanged and drowned men)
is the poet’s

¢ Facilis descensus Averni ;—
Sed rcvocare,” &c? -

However, I at last lifted astde my bed-curtains,
and ‘“ was aware,” as the ballads have it, of ¢h old
man of the most venerable aspect, with long hair
as white as snow hanging upon his shoulders, sig-
ting with a bool€ in his hand by the half-opened
window. I¥e heard the rustling of the curtains,
rosc, and asked me in a voice of silvery sweetness,
hoy I felt myself. But, before I 2ould answer, he
said, ‘ Nay, nay, I was v;rong to bid you speak—
I feel that you are doing well—there is a fine mois-
ture on your hand—you are cool now, my dear. Lie
still, lic stil}, young man, and we will sce what is
to be done.” . .

He glided out of the room, ahdereturned in a
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little while with an old woman, who carried on a
salver some white-wine whey, and a hit of toast.
They conversed in,low whispers, and shook their
heads at me when I offcred to speak. I was so
faint, that it was no g'lzgat hardship to obey. 1
drank the whey, eat a mouthful or two, and then
the female arranged the bed-clothes a little for
me, and they botk left me—but not until the old
gentleman had shewn me that a bell-cord was
fastened to the end of the pillow-slip, and whis-
pered in my ear, with a placid and benignant smile,
¢ Guod night—you will be yourself to-morrow—
Blessed be the mercy that has saved you !”
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CHAPTER XIIL

THE old woman-scrvant was the first person
who came to my bedside in the’morning, and from
her I learned, that I was in ¢the house of Mr
Meikle, the minister of Kynnemond ; who, being
rouscd by the tumult in his village, had gone out
into his garden, and saw me sink in the’river, which
ran close beneath #s hedge. The good man had
not only watched my recovery, but saved my life.

Perceiving how much I was recruited, the an-
cient frandmaiden did not resist my pfropo3als about
rising immediately, but fetched me clean linen of
her master’s; and I was soon up and dressed. I
found myself a ghastly figure, to be sure; but I
felt the vis ranovatrix fairly at work within, and
was anxious, as wcll I might be, to cxpress my
sense of the kindness I had met with oand also to”
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trespass as little farther as might be possible upon
the hospitality of this benevolent styanger.

Before leaving my room, however, I made an-
other discovery—a woeful discovery it was. In
short, John, my poc.]{et-book—-thc pocket-book
that contained #he bank-note—was amissing ! My
pursewith the five guincas was safe on the dressing-
table; but I rummaged bed and bed-clothes, and
coat, waistcoat, and breeches, all in vain for my
poor pocket-book. I remembered with despair
that it had been immy coat-pocket; while, upon the
true principle of penny wisdom, the purse with the
coin had occupied one within the breast of my waist-
coat. Some’chance, however, there might yet be ;
my kind host might have discevered my treasure,
and thought proper to sccure it for me until I was
able torget up. I rungmy bell, therefore, in a tre-
mour of ‘anxicty ; and, behold, the good ng man
himself came into thé room, leading in his hand a
beautiful little boy, of perhaps three ycars old.

“ Ah!” said he, ““ and so you're fairly on your
legs again :—and here's my little 'Tommy—he
would not be contented unless I brought him with
' me to see’ the drowned man ;’ for that’s Tom-
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my’s werd for you, my dear sir; and, indeed,
there’s nong of us can pretend to have the right
one—"

“Oh'! sir,” said I, < before I answer anything,
let me know at once if you have my pocket-book.”

The old man saw at ence how much I was agi-
tated ; and the glance he threw upon me confirmed,
ere he opened his mouth, all my fears.

¢ Alas ! not so—therc was no pocket-book about
you, sir. I trust the loss is not great.” .

I shook my head, and answefed, ¢ "Tis no 1h4t:
ter.”

“ Alas! alas!” said he, * I fear if must be
much matter. Spcak, my young man—Ilet me"
know what you have lost—let me know who you
are.”

I can’t help wondering, John, when I recall
that moment, that I should have been able to com-
mand so much coolness. I sat down beside the
old gentleman, and told him, in a few sentences,
that my name was Wald—that I had, by an un-
fortunate acciglent, been led to accompany some
medical students on the expedition the result of
which he knew; but that I was notsmx'self in any °

K
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way connected either with their profession or their
pursuité—that I was an unfortunate young man ;
—and, in a word, that, except these five guineas
in my purse, I had lost in that pocket-book all the
moncy I was worth in the world. It would have
been no great wonder, surely, if Mr Meikle had
listened to me with some distrust ; but such was
not the case. I saw the kindness, the simplicity of
his heart, in every look he threw upon me. He
squeezed my hand, and left me immediately, to
givé orders, as he said, for inquiring among the
neighbours, and dragging the river. I confess nei-
ther of these plans appeared to me to promise
much ; but 1 allowed Mr Mcikle to do as he plea-
sed, and jn the meantime contiaued to use all my
efforts in calming and collecting my own spirits.
The worthy Minister remaimed from home till
sunset ; but he had exerted himself to no purpose.
Not a trace of my lost treasure had been found.
He communicated the intelligence to me with a
face of the most disconsolate concern ; but I had
really entertained no hopes : and bndily weakness
had so much deepened the settled melancholy of my
spirits, that, sirange as it may seem to you, I had,
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during agreat part of the day, regarded this loss
as a thing cogparatively unworthy of occupyirfg
my mind. After all, I said to myself, this money,
if I had trusted to it, would Jsoon have failed, and
at the distance of a few lnon.ths, or, at the utmost,
of a year or so, I must have found myself pretty
much in my present situation. I was effectually
humbled within: and prepared to think any mode of
life sufficiently good for me, in which I could earn
food and raiment, like an honest man, by my own
exertion.

The old gentleman treated me in such a fatherly
manner, that, while we were sitting together, and
talking over what had happened in the evening,
I felt it gave me relief to open my heart to him; -
and I fairly told him almost all the events of my
life. He listened to me with tenderness and ‘gra-
vity ; and cheered me with a thousahd hopeful
suggestlons The faults I had committed, he said,
appeared to have been sincerely repented. I had
learned somcthing of the world, and, above all, of
myself; and surqly, if I were disposed to submit
to my fortune, and to make the hest of it in a pa-
tient and unrepining spirit, there coulc*bq no fear
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but that I might find the means of comp'eting my
education, and settling myself in some respectable
profession in due time. * You were born a gen-
tleman,” he said, ¢ and brought up in a way that
must, no doubt, make it more difficult for you to
encounter the rough blasts of the world ; but this
will soon wear off. You are young, and you will
soon be strong again. Despondency is not for your
years. The world is all before you yet ; and, what-
ever you may think, you have already got over the
" time of life when poverty is most formidable—you
are & man.
 Ay,” he continued, ¢ how often did my poor
mother say when I was a lad, that virtue and a
trade were the best portion for bairns !—You were
born and bred in a hall-house, Mr Wald, and I
in a cot-house ; but for all that, my young man,
flesh dnd blood are the same : and, ill-off as you
think yourself, you will never have harder things
to come through than I had.—
“ My father,” he said, “ was a poor man—
a common working wright in a,little village not
far from Glasgow. My mother and he pinched
themselges-blue to give me my education. I went
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to Colleg'e when I was about fifteen years old, and
they sent me®in cheese and vegetables, even oat-
meal to make my porridge, everyp week by the car-
rier. I did not taste butcher-meat three times I
believe in the first three years I was a student.
But then I began to do domething for myself—I
got a little private teaching; and, by degrees,
ceased to be a burden on the old people. Step by
step I wrought on, till I became tutor in a gentle-
man’s family. Then I was licensed ; and I remain-
ed a preacher for twenty yeurs—sometimes liviﬁg
in a family,—sometimes teaching from house %o
house—and latterly I had a school of my own in
Glasgow. I was forty years old and up‘wards ere [
got the kirk, Mr Wald ; and my dear parents ne-
ver lived to see me init. I married—I had a wife,

Q

and I had a son.”—

Little Tommy had been playing about the room
all this while. The old man now called the child
to him, and took him on his knce; and I saw, as
he stooped to kiss him, a tear or two steal slowly
down the furrows of his cheek.

“I am noy alone in the --orld, Mr Wald—
almost alone, as you see.”



150  7THL HISTORY OF MATTHEW WALD.

"The servant came in to take the littleTellow to
bed; and the vencrable man gave him his bless-
ing, in a very passionate manner, ere he put him
into her arms. I could not but observe with sor-
row, that the child’s Jqveliness was of an extrcme-
ly delicate order ; and thought I could see some-
thing like the fixed expectation of evil in the old
man’s gaze of atfection.

He sat silent for some minutes after the child
had been taken away, and then said, fixing his

‘Tey‘es upon me, ¢ Yauihaye secn, young man,
the frail offspring(effraidty. That poor child will
never se. man’s years! Alas! ought Inot to wish
that his father never had 7O ! sir, you cannot
know what it is to have a father’s heart. My only
son has bequcathed me no relic but one of guilty
love—a poor, feeble, little memorial of guilt—I
would fain persuade myself that I may say, of re-
pented guilt.”—

The old man groaned aloud, and paused again
for several minutes ere he proceeded.—¢ The
story may do you goed, young Inan—you shall
hear it.—

“ My Loy was educdted for the Church: he



CHAPTER X111, 151

pleased %11 his teachers at the University, and he
pleased us alt here at home. He had been licensed
to preach, and came—it is now four years ago—
to spend the summer here with me; expecting,
through some friends we dhad, to obtain his ap-
pointment as my Helpér and Successor in my
charge. But his mother’s disease had been ripening
in him: he became suddenly quite another crea-
turc—drooped from day to day ; and the doctors
declared that we must needs part. There was no |
hope for Thomas, but in a changc of climate. |
“ We parted. He went to Devonshire, and re-
mained there for some months; but all %ould not
do. He came slowly home again; and he came only
todie. He expired the very day after his arrival :
and, woe is me! I was not with him. He had
seemed so much better in the mormng, that I had
gone oefew miles to visit one gf my poor panshlon-
ers, whose family was in affliction. I came home,
hoping, truly, I cannot say, but at least little,
little dreaming how soon—They told me, sir, that
Thomas, findidg himself very ill, had expressed
an agony of gesire to sce, aud speak wyith me ;
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but I was not in time. My poor young man, sir,
had breathed his last cre I could reath the house.

It was the third night, Mr Wald, after my
poor boy had been buried—you may sec the place
where you sit—he lies under yon white stone, the
nearest to the eastern buttress—that is the spot
where he lies—It was the third night, Mx Wald,
and I was just preparing to go to my bed, when
my old woman, sir; came into the room in a state
of great agltatlon Her looks were so wild, that I
was half amazed ; for{'#s"you have seen, Betty is
s staid quiet persdny>u¥ @sked her what was the
matter séveral times ere she could make any an-
swer ; and at last she just said, ¢ Oh, sir! you may
see it yourself. Two nights have I beheld it, and
been silent; but I am neither daft nor blind—
You may behol(l it with your own eyes.’ Saying
this, she drew me towards the window, ardd un-
barred the shutters. She pointed with her finger
to yonder spot, sir, and said, ¢ "T'is there, tis there !’
It wag:a bright August moon, sir, and I saw dis-
tinetly a figure in white seated tipon my boy's
tombstone. I saw it—1I saw it move~1I saw it rise
up and sit“down again—1I saw it wring its hands
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—and } almost persuaded myself that I heard a
voice wecpitg and lamenting.

« Many wild cnough thoughts came into my
head, my young frier.xd; but at last out I went :
for I said to myself that $he dead could not hurt
me, and that I had injdred none of the living. 1
went out. I walked round the church, and entered
by the stile at the corner. As I drew near to the
place, I heard sobs and groans ; a?d, when I reach-
ed it—Oh, sir, the weeper turned round, hearing .
my steps, and the paqr.gizl shirieked, and fell at
my feet. Poor thing {,8 yoredeart, to be sure, ‘was
hers.”—

“ A girl ?” said I—

¢ Ay, sir, a gfrl; and the prettiest lassic she
was that ever our village knew. Alas! Mr Wald,
the truth flashed upon me that very moment. Oh,
bittesly bitterly did she wecp andsob as I raised
her from the ground.

¢ This pretty girl, you must know, was & poor
orphan, who lived in one of these cottages quite
alone, and gbt her bread by sewing. Her name
was Peggy Brown ; she had often been employed
about the house here ; shc was a swet-tempered,
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diligent young woman ; and, though she was the
beauty of the whole parish, no one ever had said
a light word of Peggy until a little before this
time. o

¢ In short, sir, Peggy's.shame could not be
concealed ; but, neither béfore her time was come,
nor after, could any one get her to say one word
about who the father was. She always answered
in one way :—* Leaye me the only comfort I have
remaining : let me have pegge: I will work for my
bairn mysel.’ To megiakee, mpore than once, this
was the only answer she fowé. She cried and la-
mented over herself andher baby ; but to this
point she was firm. The child was now three
months old, sir, and we had all desisted from speak-
ing more to the poor young thing, who certainly
seemed to be as penitent a sinner as any I have
ever met with.” ' _ “

« Bu¢_ the truth, as I said, now flashed upon
me.—I read your secret, poor girl, I said; the
father of your baby lies here—1It is as I have said.

¢ ¢ Oh, sir,’ said Peggy, © believe that I did
never mean you should have this affliction to hear
tell of. But& thought the doctors might come and
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Lift hiI‘n, sir, and I could not lie in my bed when I
thought of'it. But gang hame—gang hame, sir ;
and it will never be me thav' will gie onybody a
title to speak a word, aganst him that's awa.’

¢ I sat there with the heart-broken crcature for
some time, and how long I might have continued
I cannot say; but my old woman had at last ga-
thered courage enough to come out, and she sur-
prised us where we were. Uppn seeing this, Peggy
perceived that her -secret was out : and we took-
her to her home, and aﬂ#her creep into bed bes1dc
her little baby. I kissed thie ehild, sir; and i it has
been my child ever sif¢e; "As for poor Peggy
Brown, as soon as it was weaned, she went away,
no one can tell whither. All I know is, that she
had been heard to say more than once, while suck-
ling Tommy, that he should never be dlsgraccd
witk ‘his mother if she could help it. And we now
concluded, that she had gone off to some other
part of the country from this feeling.

¢ Ah! sir,” the old man added, “ we wéep when
we come intotthe world, and every day shews why.
Let us be merciful judges )f others, and, ere we
taunt the cripple, see well that oursclves be whole.™
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CHAPTER XIV.

I courp linger with pleasure on the memory of
-the three weeks that I spent under this good old
man’s roof. That time, Wit bief time, appears to
me like a spot of shalé¥f’ gteen in the midst of a
wild moorlsnd. But I must leave it, and pass on
to the Moor of Life, which I was about to enter
so barely. ’ ‘

In the course of the conversations we held to-
gether, Mr Meikle did not fail to discover how
anxious 1 really was to be set upon some henest
scheme of industry ; and, considering how limited
his own expericnce of the world had been, it was
no wonder that he should have fancied the best
way I could choose, was the same by which he
had in early life worked out the means of finish-

ing his owf education, and afterwards of ad-
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vancing himself to the respectable situation in
which I feund him. In a word, he told mé that
the classical learning of whi~h I was master, was
at least equal to that which most young men who
act as tutors in the families of the Scotch gentry
possess : and that, if 4 could procure a situation
of that sort, I might, while discharging its dutics,
find sufficient opportunitics of *pursuing any par-
ticular branches of study that might appear most
advantageous to my own future establishment in
the world. At firsf, I myst say, the repugnance’I
felt to what I had bg;p agoustomed to considér, on
the rough, as but a better, sprt of servstude, was 80
strong, that I had some difficulty in fairly bring-
ing my mind te consider the particulars of his
plan ; but, by degrees, I was satisficd, that unless
I bound mysclf an apprentice to some Leech or
Lawyer, there really was little chance of my being
able to support myself ex::ept in this wagy—or, at
least, by tcaching in some shape—until I should
have time to prepare myself for the exercise of any
profession that seemed to be within my reach.
The word Appo entice, whe'her I Judged rlghtly
or wrongly of this matter, certainly " sounded, to
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my car, about as servile as 7'wfor : and, percei-
ving’ that my excellent old friend thought he
might have some corsiderable chances of favour-
ing me in the search of the situation he recom-
mended,while one of the'othér description, parti-
cularly in the state of my finances, could scarcely
be cxpected, unless coupled with conditions likely
to make it more unpleasant than usual, I gave up
my repugnancies, and submitted myself entirely
to the direction of his kindness.

“XKiter a little inquiry, .Mr,Meikle discovered
that‘a family in the Westy:where his late son had
been for some time domesticated, were at present in
want of a tutor for their children. He wrote with-
out delay to Sir Claud Barr, (for that was the
gentleman’s name,) and gave such a representa-
tion of my character and attainments, that a few
days brought an answer from the Baronet’s lady, re-
questing my immediate attendance at Barrmains.
I should have mentioned, however, that I had
prevailed with the Minister (though not without
considerable difficulty, I confess) to prite of me,
not as Wald, but Waldie. 1 was very : anxious to
be mrogmfomf possible ; and this change, while



CHAPTER XIV, . 159

it secmea to me to sccure my blood from suspi-
cion, and alsorto render any alteration of the marks
on my linen unnccessary, was ~t the same time
so very slight, that I believe the good old man re-
garded it as comparatively venial.

Having gone into Edir.burgh then for a single
night, and privately converted the superfluous
parts of my wardrobe into a little ready money, I
returned to Kynncmond, to take leave of my
worthy host. By the way, I saw none of my friends
when in Edinburgh. Spedéle,to whom I had writ-
ten, was still skulking sbmewhére, in fears of the
Procurator-fiscal, who, it stéms, remcmbcred cer-
tain former offences, and threatened to overlook
no more; and I wa> not very sorry, after all, to
be saved the trouble of a partial, or the risk of a
full confidence. For the youth, as I have hfnted,
was by no means the most prudent of his specics.

A jo'umey of three days, p.erformed chiefly on
foot, carricd me from the sequestered glen of
Kynnemond to the opening of that noble and fer-
tile strath, at the nether extremity of whith the
scene of my pedagogxcal debut 15 situated. The
splendour of Ju]y was upon the woods, sand the
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whole valley glittered with cheerful hathlets. A
fihe river revealed itself here and these, in glimpses
of light, among the deep green of the landscape
—and, far down, the view terminated in a majes-
tic lake, surrounded with &ark, solemn mountains,
on the summits of which the eternal snow lay
bright as diamonds. I contemplated the lovely
prospect with unrejoicing eyes—and approached,
with slow and rel'uctant stcps, the place where I
was to resign, for the first time, my freedom. I
arrived at the close of the evening, and was recei-
ved, in a stately old mansion, by the stately Lady
JulianasBarr—with greater kindness than I had
taught my;self' to expect, and with a condescension
which seasoned the kindnéss, as verjuice may
plum-cake.

Her ladyship presented my proper pupil to me
in the shapé of her only son, a pretty boy of ten
or cleven ; but I was also introduced to a circle
of fine young ladies, whose governess, it was hint-
ed to me, expected that I should assist her in
the departments of grammar and geography. A
small cllamber, divided by a slend'er wooden par-
tition frem_ a garret that seemed to run the whole
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length ¢.” the house, was assigned to me as my do-
micile—and behold Mr Waldie established.

Two members of the ‘familv were not seen by
me until next day—Sir Claud himself, namely,
who was just recovermng from a severe attack of
gout, to which disease Fs shattered and bloated
form spoke him no new martyr; and his eldest
daughter, whom various circumstances of age, fea-
ture, and deportment, induced me at once to sct
down for the offspring of some former marriage.
She secmed to be at leagg three o1 four-and-twenty,
while the eldest of those,d fjad scen over-nignt
could not be more than cighteen : the darkness of
her complexion was contrasted with the extreme
of fairness among the rest of the sisterhood; and
I perceived coldness in the blue glances of the
Lady Juliana, and an unfilial submission in the
deep coal-black cyes which Miss Joanne seldom
lifted from her embroidering frame. The young
lady had a face of singular though melancholy
beauty—but her figure was extremely small and
slender, and her walx seethed, 1 thought, to hint
some very sligh;: imperfection in one of her limbs,
"The sisters, on the other hand, emulated, each ac-
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cording to her inches, the erect and portly stature
of heir commanding lady-mother. Matilda, the
eldest, was really a splendid blonde—though I
confess her cheek-bones were too decidedly High-
land for my taste. '

The mode of life in’ this family was character-
ized in general by dulness rather than by any
other quality. "T'he Baronet was in a very bad
state of health, and also of spirits—a broken-
down, unhappy man—often confined for weeks to
his chamber, and never, on any occasion whatcver,
stirring from the house. Ile was far, however,
from being a cross or'sulky invalid ; on the con-
trary, it seemed to be that he was dejected at
heart, and took but little intercst in anything pass-
ing about him. The Lady Juliana prosed to her
daugliters; the governess sat in the corner to ad-
mire and assent ; Joanne was like one of }the pic-
tures in the room—and I was like one of the chairs
or tables. They say the Turks allow their Chris-
tian slaves to talk freely with the inmates of the
haram. Upon the same principle, the tutor of
Barrmams, regarded evidently as a being of some
inferior s')ecles, was not considered as entitled to
check in any way by his presence the freedom of
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the circlt. The young damsels were flattered and
scolded befoxe me, as if I had been a stick ; and,
if the mother and the governess happened to be
absent, the chits quizzed gach other about their
ball dresses and their f»eaux, in a manner equally
unceremonious and unrestrained. Poor Joanne
neither went to the county balls, nor was notjced
by the beaux. Oftentimes, indced, she and the
little fat dimpling governess were left at home for
a day or two with Sir Claud, ty#elf, and my pu-
pil, while Lady Juliana and ker beautics wére
visiting.

By degrees the ceremony of the placg relaxed
itself when such occasions came : I wak patronized
by the governess, md Miss Joanne found the use
of her tongue. 1 was consulted about books, and
furtively made designs for cmbroidery. It Was dis-
covered that nobody could row the skift on the
lake more skilfully than Mr Waldie. Mr Waldie
was even made the partaker of the evening stroll -
in the woods. The two young ladies were never
afraid of the cpttle when they had Mr Waldie
with them. I.{e was an excellent hand at helping
over a stile or a ditch—and he had an awm for each
when the evening was oppressive, or the ascent fa-
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tigaing. I most involuntarily overheatd them
talking of me one day in the gardén. Miss Bla-
myre said I was really quite the gentleman ; and
Miss Joanne that I was a very modest young
man, considering my abilities. Miss Blamyre re-
marked, that if I had been taller, I would have
been handsome; and asked Miss Joanne if she
did not think I-had the finest grey eyes she had
ever seen; to which Miss Joanne replied ra-
ther sharply, that she had not noticed my eyes so
pétticularly as t¢ be aware of what colour they
wére. Whereupon the governess said with a tit-
ter, that she hoped she was as modest as any
one, but that she saw no harm in distinguishing
the colour of a man’s eyes, anj more than the co-
lour of his coat. They then talked of eyes in the
abstract for some time ; and concluded, so far as
I could observe, with mutual compliments:; Miss
Blamyre lauding the majesty and richness of black
eyes, and Miss Joanne, with equal candour, main-
taining that there was nothing in the world to com-
pare to your genuine bright bluc eye ; and adding,
that Lady Juliana’s eyes were of more clouded
asure than those of Miss Blamyre ; which last notion
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must asSuredly have been the suggestion of partial
friendship ; ofor, in point of fact, Miss B.’s tyes
were not azure at all, but green.; while those of the
Lady Juliana were not onlyas blue, but as cold and
as bright also, as ever'was_northem sky in a frosty
moonlight.

I found, meantime, that there was no want of
time for my private studics; and being so for-
tunate as to meet with kind and able assistance
from a retired army doctor, of the name of Dal- .
rymple, who resided near Barrntains, I soon madc*®
considerable progress in the theory both of the-
dicine and anatomy. These pursuits eufficient-
ly occupied my leisure hours ; and fy pupil be-
ing a fine, obedicrt, and docile boy, the months
glided by so easily, that I was really quite sur-
prised when I recollected that 1 had now been
more than a year in this place. *During these
months, I had once or twice ::onesponded with my
venerable friend of Kynnemond ; but with this
exception, my new world was the only one with
which I secmeg to be in any way connected. In-
deed, so strong was my feeling of this, that I sel-
dom or ever dreamt of looking into a ncwspaper
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LadyJuliana and her two Misses had béen from
home for several weeks, and I and iy fair friends
had been proceeding, during their absence, in our
old style.—But I have omitted to introduce you to
a third fair inhabitant of the place, with whom also
I had, long cre this time, formed a strict alliance.
This was Mrs Bauby Baird, commonly called in
the house Manrmy Baird—a very aged woman,
who had lived all her days in the family, and of-
ficiated as nurse to the Laird himself. This per-
sonage held a rank somewhat indefinite about the
house ; for although she lived among the servants,
she hiad 50t only ceased long ago to do any work
but what happened to pleasc her fancy, but was
often, when there were no strangers, admitted to
take her tea in the corner of the drawing-room,
where her appearance never failed to excite a very
agrecable sensation. Her extreme old age, for she
was far beyond f'ourécore, had not bowed her form,
nor even, to all appearance, affected her vigour.
Strong and muscular, she could still dance a-reel
upon occasion with the youngest. . But it was her
singing that was the chief wonder. She had a pro.
digious fund of ballads, and used to chaunt them
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at the theside in a deep, melancholy, steady tone of
voice that had something about it singularly fte-
resting, and even affecting. This old girl was treat-
ed with much respect by qverybody. The young
people consulted her ::bou:. their ribbons, the Lady
relied on her advice touehing the house-maids and
the poultry, and the Baronet, when he was confi-
ned to his chamber, took medicine most common-
ly from the hand of nobody but Mammy Baird.
When Miss Joanne, the governess, and I were |
left alone—that is to say, with®nobody elsc in ‘the®
house but the Laird and my pupil, both of wifom
went early to bed—Mammy used alwaye tobe one
of the party that drew round the firc after supper,
to tell ghost storfes—or rather, I should say, to
listen to them, for Mammy was scldom troubled
with any rivalry. To say truth, she was one of
the bgst hands at that sort of thing X ever met with.
But perhaps this might b(;, in a great measure,
the effect of her great age. One cannot help feel-
ing that stories of the doings of the other world
come best froy those who seem to be nearly done
with this. | . ' .
One night, shortly before Lady Jul#ana was cx-
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pected to come home, when we four were sitting, as
usul, about the fire, and Mammy, as asual, cnter-
taining us with a succession of brownies, kelpies,
little men of the moun¢ains, wraiths, visions, and
such like diet, I happened to say, at one of her
pauses, ““ By the way, Ma.nmy, I would not be sur-
prised if you had some odd story orother aboutthat
picture that I discovered in the garret to-day ? Do
you know, Miss Joanne,” said I, < I wonder'they
leave it up there ; for it seems to me to be a better
painting than marfy that are in the dining-room.”

“ What picturc arc yc on ?” said Mammy—and
I thought she spoke in a lower key than usual.

“ Why,” said I, ¢ I mecan a picturc that I
found to-day, standing with its*face to the wall in
the garret, when I was looking over the old china
that Miss Joannc was talking of the other night.—
*Tis a picture of a lady in a strange old-fashioned
dress. I dare say you have seen it some time.”

T never heard tell of ony sic picture,” says
Mammy, rather roughly ; ¢ and I think a braw
scholar like you might find better occupation than
ringin the garrets for 2’ the auld trumpery »

“ Nay,"said I, ¢ don’t be too severe upon me
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neither? for you know I have the garrets to my-
self ; and syre the picture may hang in my ljttle
cabin as well as in that ghosty kirk-full of Jum-
ber. I've been thinking of getting a little varnish
to refresh it, for it has been touched with the
damp; and if I had but % sheet of gold-foil and
a cup of gum, I think I could make the framc
shine again, for all its blackness,” )

“ Young man,” says Mammy, rising, *“ to a
boiling pot flies come not. Pm-sthinking ye wad
be nane the waur if ye had a @heen mair discip-+
ples—ye're surely fashed wi’ idle time.”

The old body withdrew upon this ; 'and, some
little time after, the party broke up.eIut conceive
my surprise, whem, on reaching my lonely citadel,
I found Mammy seated there, with her lamp be-
side her, gazing upon the picturc which F had ac-
tually suspended over my chimney.piece. It struck
me that I had never secn Mammy’s face wear the
same expression it did now. She was pale as death,
and her eyes were fixed on the portrait with a pe-
culiar solemnjty and sadness.

I took a chair and drew it closc to hers; but
she did not speak to me until some ghinutes had
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passed.—“ I see that it is as I guessed, Mammy,”
said I';  the picture has a story, and,you will tell
me some time what it is.”

¢ And wasna that 8 bonny bonny creature ”
said Mammy. !

“ A lovely girl, indeed,” said I, * and a gay one
too, if she was like her looks.”

“ Ah! Mr Waldie, ye little ken what sair hearts
beat somctimes aneath the brightest een. But I'se
tell you the truth at ance—the picture maun not
stay here, it maun, nof be seen. Come now, like a
biddable young man, and help me back wi't to the
darkest nook in a’ the garret.”

¢ Iell me the story, Mammy, and I'll do what-
ever you please.” »

“If I tell the story, I'll be doing an ill thing,”
says the old woman ; “ but I ken your way—ye’ll
aye be dinning at me if I refuse ;~and, fo tell
you the truth, I dinna think that after you've
heard it ance, yc'll be very like to ask me again.
Will you give me your word to keep the secret,
young man ¢

¢ I will, indeed,” said I. _

She laid her strong bony hand over my fingers,
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and cruflied them together in token of the pledge
being takenyand began, as nearly as I can remgm-
ber, thus :(— _

“ Our Laird, Mr Waldie, was a very young
man when his father'died, and he gaed awa’to
France and Italy, and,Flanders and Germany,
immediately, and we saw naething o’ him for threc
years; and my brother, John, Baird, went wi’
him as his own body-servant. When that time
was gane by, our Johnny catneshame, and tauld
us that Sir Claud wad be here, the next day, and |
that he was bringing hame a foreign lady wi’ him
—but that they were not married. This news was a
sair heart, as ye may suppose, to &’ that were about
the house; and we were just glad that the auld
lady was dead and buried, not to hear of sic
doings. But what could we do, Mr Waldie ?—
To he sure the rooms were a' put in order, and
the best chamber in the halll house was got ready
for Sir Claud and her. John tauld me, when we
were alane together that night, that I wad be sur-
prised with her beavty when she came ; and, poor
thing ! that picture’s as like her as it can stare ;
so you'll not wonder that John shiould pove thought

s0. ,
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¢ But I never could have believed, till I saw
her, that she was sae very young—such a mere
bairn, I may say: I’m sure she was not more than
fifteen. Sucha dancing gleesome bit bird of a
lassie was never seen ; and ane could not but pity
her mair than blame her for what she had done,
she was sae visibly in the very daftness and light-
headedness of youth. O, how she sang, and play-
ed, and galloped about on the wildest horses in
the stable, as fearlessly as if she had been a man !
~The house was full of fun and glee; and Sir
Claud and she were both so young and so come-
ly, that it was enough to break ane’s very heart
to behold their thoughtlessness. She was aye sit-
ting on his knee, wi’ her arm about his neck—and
weeks and months this love and merriment last-
ed. 'T'ke poor body had no airs wi’ hcr—she was
Jjust as huinble in her speech to the like of us, as
if she had been a cottar’s lassie. I believe there
was not one of us that could help liking her,
for a’ her faults. She was a glaikit creature ; but
gentle, and tender-hearted as a perfect lamb : and
s0 bonny !—1I never set eyes upon her match. She
was drest Just as you sce her there—ncver any
other colour but black for her gown; and it was
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commonfly satin, like that ane, and aye made in
that same faghion ; and a’ that pearling abouter
bosom, and that great gowden chain stuck full of
precious rubies and diampnds. She never put
powder on her head néither : oh, proud proud was
she of her hair! I've oftén known her comb and
comb at it for an hour on end ; and, when it was
out of the buckle, the bonny black curls fell as low
as her knee. You never saw such a head of hair
since ye were born. She was’ d2ughter to a rich
auld Jew in Flanders, and ran awa’ frae the house -
wi’ Sir Claud ae night when there was a great f&ast
gaun on—their Passover supper, as John thought
—and out she came by the back-door*o Sir Claud,
just as ye see heretherc drest for the supper wi’ a’
her braws.

¢ Weel, sir, this lasted for the maist féck of a
year 53 and Perling Joan (for that was’ what the
servants used to ca’ her frae her laces about the
bosom)—Mrs Joan lay in, and had a lassie ; and
I think ye may guess for yoursell wha that lassie
is,” .
I signiﬁe(} that T understrod her, and she went
on :—

¢ Sir Claud’s auld uncle, the Colonel, was come
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hame from America about this time, and he wrote
for ¢he Laird to gang in to Edinburgh to see him,
and he behoved to do this; and away he went ere
the bairn was mair than a fortnight auld, leaving
the Lady with us. °

I was the maist expsrienced body about the
house, and it was me that got the chief charge of
being with her ir her recovery. The poor young
thing was quite changed now. Often and often
did she grect herself blind, lamenting to me about
Sir Claud’s no ma-rying her ; for she said she did
not take meikle thought about thae things afore ;
but that row she had a bairn to Sir Claud, and
she could not bear to look the wee thing in the
face, and think that a’body would ca’ it a bastard.
And then she said, she was come of as decent folk
as any lady in Scotland, and moaned and sobbit
about her auld father and her sisters. :

¢ But the Colonel, ye see, had gotten Sir Claud
into the town ; and we soon began to hear reports
that the Colonel had been terrible angry about
Perling Joan, and threatened Sir Claud to leave
every penny he had past him, if he did not put
Joan away, and marry a lady like himself. And
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what wi’ flecching, and what wi’ flyting, sae it was
that Sir Claug went away to the north wi’ the C-
lonel, and the marriage between him and Lady
Juliana was agreed upon, and everything settled.

¢ Everybody about the house had heard mair
or less about a’ this, or evgr’a word of it came her
length. But at last Sir Claud himself writes a long
letter, telling her a’ what was to be; and oﬂ:er-
ing to gie her a heap o’ siller, and send our John
ower the sea wi’ her, to see he? Safe back to her
ain friends—her and her bahy, if she liked best to
take it with her ; but, if not, the Colonel was s
take the bairn hame, and bring her up a lady,
away from the house here, not tp breed any dis-
peace.

“ This was what our Johnny said was to be
proposed ; for as to the letter itself, I saw her get
it, and ghe read it twice ower, and flung iinto the
fire before my face. She redd it, sir, whatever it
was, with a wonderful composure; but the mo-
ment after it was in the fire she gaed clcan aff’ into
a fit, and she was out of one and into another for
maist part of _tI;e forenoon. Oh! sir, what a sight
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she was! It would have melted the hea.t of stone
to sce her.

¢ The first thing that brought her to herself
was the sight of her bairn. I brought it, and laid
it on her knee, thinking 1t would do her good if
she could give it a suck ; and the poor trembling
thing did as I bade her; and the moment the
bairn’s mouth was at the breast, she turned as calm
as the baby itsell—the tears rapping over her
checks, to be sure, but not one word more.—I
never heard her <ither greet or sob again a’ that
d.y.

“ T pnt her and the bairn to bed that night—
but nae coribing and curling of the bonny black
hair did I sec then. Howeve~, shc scemed very
calm and composed, and I left them, and gaed to
my aiu bed, which was in a little room within
hers. .

“ Ye may judge what we thought, when, next
morning, the bed was found cauld and empty, and
the front-door of the house standing wide open.—
We dragged the waters, and sent man and horse
every gait : but there’s nae need of making a lang
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story—ne'er a trace of her could we ever light on,
till a letter came twa threc weeks after, addressed
to me, frae hersell. It was just a line or twa, to
say, that she was well, and thanking me, poor
thing, for having been attentive about her in her
downlying. It was dated frae London: And she
charged me to say nothing to anybody of having
received it. But this, ye ken, was what I could
not do; for everybody had ses# down for a cer-
tain thing, that the poor lassie. had made away
baith wi’ hersell and the bairn.

¢ I dinna weel ken whether it was owix:g to this
or not, but Sir Claud’s marriage was, put off for -
twa or three years, and he never came near us all
that while. At length, word came that the wed-
ding was to be put over dircctly ; and painters,
and upholsterers, and I know not what all, came
and tutned the haill house wpside down, to pre-
pare for my Lady’s hame-coming. The only room
that they never meddled wi’ was that that had been
Mrs Joan’s : and, no duubt, they had been ordered
what to do.

* Weel, the day came, and a braw surmy spring
day it was, that Sir Claud and the bride were to

M
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“
come hame to the Mains. The grass was &’ new

mawn about the policy, and the walks swecpit, and
the cloth laid for dinner, and cverybody in their
best to give them their welcoming. John Baird
camc galloping up thg avenue like mad, to tell
us that the coach was amaist within sight, and gar
us put ourselves in order afore the ha’ steps. We
were a’ standing there in our ranks, and up came
the coach rattline and driving, wi’ I dinna ken
how mony servants riding behind it; and Sir Claud
logkit out at the window, and was waving his hand-
kerchief to us, when, just as fast as fire ever flew
frac flint, a woman in a red cloak rushed out from
among the auld shrubbery at the west end of the
house, and flung herself in am(')'ng the horses’ feet,
and the wheels gaed clean out over her breast, and
crushed her dead in a single moment ! She never
stirred. Poor thing ! she was nae Perling Joan
then. She was in rags—perfect rags all below the
bit cloak; and we found the bairn, rowed in a
checked apron, lying just-behind the hedge. A
braw heartsome welcoming for a pair of young
married folk, Mr Waldie.—But noo, you’ve heard
my tale, and yc'll mind your promise ?™



CHAPTER XIV. 179

She wrung my hand, and rose the instant she
had done speaking, and pointed with her finger to
the picture. I took it down, fmd carried it, Mam-
my holding the light beforc me, to the end of the
garret. We laid it with its#face on the floor, and
Mammy piled I know not how many pieces of
lumber over it. The old woman then bade me 2o
back to my room, and I left her. I heard her
heavy steps backwards and foswards for a little
time, and then she went down stgirs.

It struck me that the stair was very steep and
narrow, and that I ought to see that the old wo-
man got down safely. I stole from my rpom again,
and, gliding across the garrct, heard Mammy
groaning below.

I jumpced down stairs to see what was thesmat-
ter, but found her standing to recejve me with
quite her usual aspect. * I thought you had fallen
and hart yoursclf, Mammy,” said I.

¢ No, no,” said she; “’tis no me that will trip
on ony stair that’s in this house; but youre a
kind young man; Mr Waldie. Come away with
me, since youfe this length, and I'se gie you a
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glimpse of ane or twa things mair that I have no
seen mysell this gay while.”

She always wore a bunch of keys at her girdle ;
and, with one of these grasped in her fingers,
and her lamp in the other hand, Mammy silently
led me, by many winding passages, to a part of
the house where I had never before been. She
unlocked a door, and stalked before mec into a
chamber, whick %ad a close heavy smell, as if it
had not been aired for a long time. The curtains
were all close drawn, and dusty. Mammy took an-
other of her keys, and, opening a cabinet in one
corner, draw out a black satin gown, and a bunch
of faded yellow lacc. ¢ This was her ain cham-
ber, Mr Waldie,” she whispered; “ it’s been
keepit lockit up aye sinsyne, and I have aye
had the key., That’s the Perling I was speaking
about. Look round, and say whether this looks
like a gay lady’s bower. Poor lassie ! sec here’s
mair of her bit trantlums—

Oh! that bed, that bed !" says Mammy, draw-
ing the curtains open at the bottom— Little did
she thitk ance that I was to stretch her on that
very bed.”
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“ Pour Sir Claud !” said I, involuntarily.

“ Ay, ay,® said Mammy ; * Folks say there’s
nacthing dries sac soon as a tear, and it's true may-
be; but, for a’ that, T beliove yc may weel say,
Poor Sir Claud!

“ Do ye ken,” said she, whispering very low,
and looking me stedfastly in the face—** do ye ken
what the country clatter is about Sir Claud’s aye
gaun out by the back-door #”

“ Why, Mammy,” said I, g )'f.o\u are surely for-
getting yoursclf—hchas neverbeén over the thresh-
old since I came to the house.” ¢

“ Ay, ay,” said she, “ I was forgetting ; but,
between ourselves, there’s wany a one Believes that
Sir Claud saw Perlng Joan ac star-light night at
the end of the shrubbery. John Baird never said
the word ; but I'm far wrang, if our John did not

carry that to his grave wi’ him.” )
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CHAPTER XV.

I cannor afiect to deny that I regarded Miss
Joanne with a deeper interest from the date of my
hearing Mammy Baird’s sad story. The absence of
Lady Juliana ard her daughters was protracted
cbnsiderably beyond what had been expected; and,
the barcnet being confined to his room, the trio
were almosi continually togethcr.

One day we had been walking as usual together,
and Miss Blamyre had led us, as was not unusual,
to a seat in a remote part of the grounds, from
which we had a delightful view of the village. The
governess had been rather sentimental upon the
situation of the parsonage, and dropt several hints,
which, by this time, I really could not misunder-
stand, about the age of the Incumbent, and the
fine provns:on which Sir Claud would, at some not
very distent period, have it in his power to bestow
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he might happen to take an interest. Miss Joafine
also had been unusually pensive; and, the day
being somewhat hot fgr the season, our walk had
been prolonged rather bey’ond the common hour.
In short, it was the diitner-hour ere we reached
the house ; and not small was our surprise to.find
on our arrival, that the ladies ‘had come home
unexpectedly, (some letter hav’inz miscarried,) and
that they had not only come themselves, but
brought a large, a very large, pdrty of friends with
them. . ]

Your tutor seldom thinks it nccessar} to enter
the drawing-room, until he understands that the
company are about to quit it. Accordingly, I did
not come down stairs until some time after the first
bell had rung, and by this time it was tvgilzght. A
great wood fire was blazing cheerfully at the upper
end of the apartment; but the region beyond
which, on such an occasion, I was not likely to
think of advancing, was quite sombre. A consi-
derable numbagr both of ladies and gentlemen were
present : and Lady Juliana’s high cleary, voice was

heard like a bell above the hum. ’
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Dinner was announced, and the party began to
move towards the parlour. I steppec backwards,
that all might pass—and behold—among the first,
a lady, a young and g.aceful lady, arrayed in the

Jest sables—The room was darkish ; but the
figure, the gait, the proile—I saw them all dis-
tinctly—With sl:  and stately steps, Karua-
RINE WaLD glided by me : she passed the door—
her long black train floated over the threshold. I
was in a dream ; “ye.t my eyes perused cvery form
that followed—anmd at last I was alone, and I had
seén no Lascclyne. I cannot say what my feelings
were. I*followed the last of the company as if I
had becn dragged by a chain. T would have bound-
ed up the staircase, but the sérvants were all ar-
ranged in the blazing hall ; and I crept, I stolc into
the dining-room. My eye glanced once, just once,
round the room ; and I began to breathe again,
when I found that I had hedged myself in at the
bottom of the table, on the same side towards the
upper-cnd of which she had taken her scat.

But I was completely in a dream. The lights,
the crowd, the buzz—they found me, and they left
me alone. “If I eat and drank, I was no more aware
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of what T was doing than the silver or glass before
me. There was a ringing in my ears—a dizziness
on my brain. I knew not whether I had lived an
hour or a minute, when mymeighbours rose, and I
perccived that the ladies were about to withd
Instinctively I kept my face to the table, and
fixed my eyes on the oppos’ wall—the side of
the room along which she was not to pass. I was
fixed—1I was a statuc; and yet I trembled to the
bone to think, that perhaps the"skirt of her gar-
ment might be rubbing the back of my chair—
even of my coat. She had happencd to take the
other way : she appeared right before my eyes—
I had not power to avert them. On she came—
she caught my deéad gaze full ; and I saw a sud-
den tremour agitate every fibre in her glorious
frame. She opened her lips, and instantly com-
pressed them again as if they had been frozen.
It was the work of a moment—less than a mo-
ment. She walked on: the door was closed up-
on the last of them. I had met those eyes once
more—who cpuld cver read their hazel depths ?—
It was Kathjarine—the same Katharine—the same
unapproachable, ineffable lovelinessq:—and yet
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how changed in aspect and in bearing ! What cold
sombre sorrcw was this that had seaté¢d itself upon
the world’s throne of beauty ? whence that vestal
gloom—that more th&n matron gravity—that so-
lemn, melancholy, dreary majesty? Had I secn
her before she saw me,‘ or only when she was sce-
ing .me ?—had I scen or had I fancied? And
why that sable garb—that attire of deepest mourn-
ing ? Burn, dull sleepy brain ! throb, throb once
more, thou crushed and trampled, but still living
heart ! Is Lascelyne dead—is the traitor below
th¢ sod—are the worms feeding upon his beauty
—is Katkarine a widow—is she free ? Out upon
the thought! Fool ! slave !—crawling slave ! where
is the dream of thy youth—the holy virgin dream ?

Had the poor tutor remained in the room after
the ladies were gone, it might have excited some
notice—my inimediate disappearance, of course,
did not. I was gasping for breath, and I made my
way at once to the open air. I stood, I daresay,
for half an hour propped against the wall, just be-
yond the door. It was a dark windy night, and
the old trees about the house were groaning, and
‘the leaves falling thick about me.
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Sudde.nly,' two horsemen came cantering close
by me. Tha first rcined his horse, and the light
from the hall streamed full upon Lascelyne’s face.
He dismounted, and I could not but hear what he
said to his groom. ¢ Yell them,” said he, « that
your lady will require th carriage immediately
after breakfast in the morning. My horses at the
samc time ; for we have a longish stage to-mor-
row.”

“ Yes, my lord,” said the thah: and I saw the
onc enter the house, and the qther take the way
towards the stables. .

I prowled about the woods a while, and then
denned myself in my garret: and I necd scarcely
say that I did nos honour the distinguished com-
pany with my presence at their breakfast table next
morning. But how acute was my car ! How dis-
tinctly did I hear the carriage-steps slap, and the
wheels begin to roli! '
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CHAPTER XVI.

From this time forward, I was haunted by a
painful dread thif~iord Lascelyne and his wife
might some day er other return to Barrmains,
and a strong desire of removing myself beyond
the change of being again exposed to their eyes,
in my present situation, began to stir within me.
That I had, however, some other feelings, which
warred, though with fluctuating and uneven power,
against this, I certainly cannot conceal from you.
The tenor of my life, meantime, held on in its
usual stream ; and how, or at least how soon, I
might have decided, I cannot tell ;—for fortune
cut short my hesitations.

Sir Claud Barr was found dead in his bed one
morning ; and as soon as the decoroqu sorrow of
Lady Juliaga permitted her 1o fix her thoughts
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upon such matters, it was announced that the es-
tablishment ‘at Barrmains was forthwith to be bro-
ken up; that her Ladyship meant to reside for
some years in England ; that the young Baronet
was to go to Eton school ; that Miss Blamyre was
to accompany the family southwards ; and that, my
services being no longer requisite, the fricnds of
the family would, without dclay, exert themselves
in procuring for me some other situation of the
same kind. I learned also, that it was not under-
stood that Miss Joannc was aly longer to form a
part of the Lady Juliana Barr’s household ; ‘and
indeed this intelligence, although it codld not but-
interest, did by no means surprise me.

That part of the news which most directly con-
cerned mysclf, was confirmed next day by the fac-
tor, who on the instant paid me the a.rr;ears that
were due to me; which promptitude I could not
but understand as a hint that it was not expected
I should protract my stay at the mansion-house. I
lost no time, therefore, in packing up the few books
and clothes ¥ possessed, and in sending my trunk
to my good friend Doctor Dalrymple % who hnd
immediately after Sir Claud’s death, fvited me m,
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the most cordial manner to make his house my
home, until I should have had an opportunity of
arranging my future schemes with deliberation.

I had not seen the ladies of the family since the
day before Sir Claud died ; and T hardly expect-
cd to see them cre I departed. But no sooner was
it knewn that my portmanteau had actually been
dispatched to the village, than I reccived a mes.
sage from Lady Juliana, requesting to see me in
her dressing-room. I obcyed ; and found her La-
dyship, her two daughters, and Miss Blamyre,
plunged, each cxactly to the proper depth, in the
solemnities of grief. A few sentences of most polite
solicitude as to my future fortunes were uttered ;
the four white handkerchiefs were applied once
more to their office; and I bowed my grateful
adien. The two Misses rose from their seats, and
the Lady-Mother not only rose, but—for the first
and last time, I suppose—she condescended to
shake a poor tutor by the hand. Miss Blamyre
stood still—but I saw what she would have done,
and took the will for the deed.

Farewell then to Barrmains, said I to myself,
as I was quitting her Ladyship's apartments—
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but no—not until I have seen Mammy—and at

least heard of Miss Joanne. I went forthwith’ in
search of Mammy ; anfl being admitted to her
sanctum, found her scgted in her elbow-chair, in
her new black gown, bonnet, and red cloak. She
had her great horn-headed walking-cane across her
knee, and an enormous blue chest stood, doubly
and trebly corded, upon the flodr. The canary
bird’s cage, dismounted from jts usual position in
the window, appeared enveleped in a pocket-hand-
kerchief on the table; and tht prints of King
William, the Prodigal Son, and Mr John Knox,
had deserted the wall, leaving yellow dpots and
brown outlines as the only memorials of all their
splendour. *

“ You too a-flitting, Mammy ?” said I. ¢ This
is more than I had been looking for—— o

“ It’s nae mair than I had been looking for,
though,” says Mammy ; ¢ but I thought you had

been forgettin’ me a’thegither. Hae you gotten
ony inklins o’ a new place for yoursell ?”

% No, indead, Mammy ; bnt it’s not quite so
difficult changing places at my time o’ day.”

“ T kenna, Mr Waldie, how that ?nay be wi*
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other folk,” says Mammy ; ** but for me I've won
owermony things—and that’s ane o' them. I was
brought a bairn to the meikle house, Mr Waldie,
and it’s an auld, auld Wwife that I gang frac’t ; but,
trowth, for aught I’vc\e scen, the cuddie, wi’ its
nose to the yearth, is better riding than the hie-
flinging horse. I'm just as weel pleased that I have
my father’s auld chimley-ncuk to beik in, now
that I'm failin’, and &’ about me failin’.—Yec've
seen the Lady "

¢ I have,” said'I ; ¢ and I have seen the young
ladies too, except Miss Joanne.”

“ Ye ‘may just as weel lay by the Miss, and
ca’ her Joan, like her mother afore her, noo—
They’vé flung the puir lassic clean aff, Mr Wal-
die. Greeting for the father, and nae thought for
the bairn—that’s the warld’s way, Mr Waldie.—
But God strikes not wi’ baith hands, young man :
for to the sea there are havens, and to the river
there are foords ; and when the tree’s blawn down,
the birds may bigg in the bushes.”

¢ But what’s to become of Miss Joanne, Mam-

my? "

« And what should become of her, Mr Waldic ¢

2 ;
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Do ye think that as lang as I have a fireside, her
father’s bairs will want a corner? The lassic will
be weel wi’ me, Mr W4ldie. I have mair siller
than ye wad be like to guess the like 0’ me could
have gathered ; and Miss Joanne has a penny o’
her ain too, God be “hanl ! that there’s nachody
can meddle wi’ ;—and the house has been 2’ cJean
washt already ; and nae fear but I'sc mak Miss
Joanne comfortabler than she would ever have
been in Embro’ or Lunnun Cit’le.l", with them that
never thought she could spit white. But what sig-
nifies clavering, Mr Waldie?~—Can ye get®a
straight shadow frac a crooked stick P

Mammy had taken her own staff intto her hand
~50 I hinted that J feared I was interrupting her
in somcthing she had to do ; but she said, © Na,
na, I've three kists awa’ already, forbye Miss Jo-
anne’s things—and this ane and tht dickic are &
that’s to gang wi’ mysell, in the cart, when it
comes back ; but, that’s true, they tauld me ye
were to be biding a day ur twa at Doctor Dalrym-
ple's—ye'll maybe look in and see Miss Joanne
and me in our bit shieling ?”

N
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“ Most gladly,” said I; ¢ but where shall I
find 1t, Mammy #” ,

“ The Doctor’s lass can shew ye the gatc weel
eneugk, man. It’sno ve me that will ever even her
master till't.” )

¢ Come, Mammy,” said I; * you must not
lightly the doctors so sorely. Do you know I have
some thoughts of being one of them myself some
day.” )

“ Weel, weel, }-rc may doctor &’ the town gin ye
like, if ye lct meralane.—Y €'ll come in some night
and see us, then, erc ye lcave the country-side.”
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CHAPTER XVII.

I rounp at my good friend Dr Dalrymple’s a
reception of the warmest kindness. I1e and hiswife,
a truly worthy and unaffccted eld matron, treat-
ed me more likc a son of their own, than the pbor
destitute stranger that I felt myself to . They
had never had any family of their owi ; and three
very large cats, a many very little dogs, and a
whole aviary of paroquettes, linnets, robins, tame
ravens, and T know not what besides, still left a
corner.in their hearts for merc human benevolence.

The Doctor had already sketched out a plan for
me ; and it was far from being an unfeasible one.
His acquaintance, the chief surgeon of the neigh-
bouring markel: town, was getting old, andhad been
complaining that the country part of hi§ practice
wasbeginning tobe rathertoomuch forh® strength. °
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T will carry you to-morrow to the tov;'n,” said
he; ¢ and introduce you to Mr Ronaidson ; and I
think, if he be really seribus in his wishes for an
assistant, my good wotd is like to go quite as far
with him as another’s.”

We rode over to Maldoun accordingly the next
morning, and were fortunate enough to find the old
gentleman in the act of refreshing himself with a
huge basin of barley broth and a bumper of whisky,
after a ride of twenty miles, in the course of which,
he took occasion 2o hint, he had forded three ri-
vers, and carned a fee of as many shillings. Dal-
rymple took advantage of the moment with consi-
derable adroitness ; and, not to bother you with
the particulars of a negotiation which out-lasted
the beef and greens, and at least a bowl of toddy
per man, the result was, that if I could pass my
examination within six months, either ai Edin-
burgh or Glasgow, Mr Ronaldson would then
forthwith admit me to be his assistant—it being
understood that the night work and the long rides
were to fall to my share, and that I should be sa-
tisfied, for the first year of my practice, with board
and lodgitig in the house of my principal, and a
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payment' of ten pounds sterling in cash. "Fhese
terms, I must confess, appeared to me not illi-
beral ; and indeed I maﬂr as well tell you at once,
that I afterwards found conliderable reasortto sus-
pect that I was obliged to Dalrymple in more ways
than I had imagined at e time.

Here, then, was a fine stimulus to my indussry ;
and I resolved to proceed immediately to Glasgow,
(which for private reasons I preferred to the capi-
tal,) and devote myself, heast and soul, to sucha
course of labour, as might enab% me to claim, at
the appointed time, the fulfilment of this higl:ly
fortunate engagement. I had but a few pdunds, to
be sure, but I never despaired of being able to
fight through the®winter in some way or other.
Neigher toil nor privation were very formidable
bugbears in these days to my imaginatiqn..

It was now October, and as the University was
to be at work almost immediately, I resolved to
start witBout delay. A few days, however, I did re-
main, that I might set forth with Dalrymple’s full
advice as to my course of study.

I had another reason, too, for lingc‘r'mg some
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little time. T could not think of going without ha-
ving called at Mammy Bairds cottagé ; and I felt
that it would not be quite 2ight to call ere the first
bustle of their arrangements should be over.

I deferred this visit, therefore, till the last cven-
ing of my stay; when I'easily found my way to
a lonely and as lovely a retreat, certainly, as ever
sheltered the infirmities of age, or the sorrows of
youth. Tast by the green margin of the noble
Ora, and embowered among the fading foliage of
his birches, stoodl the little rustic shieling, for
which that gentle child of misfortune had left the
hall of Licr fathers. The hill rose precipitous
behind, clothed to the lofticst crag with copse-
wood, from the midst of which, here and there, the
red gigantic trunks of the native pine towered up-
wards with their broad sable canopies. The wide
stream rolling in heavy murmurs close underneath
the branches of the trees, its dark-brown waters
gleaming with the gold of the sunset, appeared to
cut off the wilderness it embellished from every
intrusion of the world. A small skiff lay chained
to the bpnk—and slowly did I urge it, with my
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single strength, against the deep and steady flow
of the auturnal river. .
From without, the affpearance of the cottage it-
self was rude, and evep defolate ; but within, the
habits of another life had already, in the course of
but a few days, begun théir triumph. I had to
stoop ere I could pass the threshold ; and I trod
upon a floor of naked carth. But the exquisite
cleanliness that had entered W.itl.l. the new inhabi-
tants, had of itsclf robbed poverty of all its mean-
ness. Everything upon the walts shone bright in
the blaze of the nicely-trimmed wood firp, and
Mammy sat in her clbow-chair at the side of it, a
perfect specimen of the majestic repose of extreme,
but unbending agd. It scemed to me that there
was something far more grand about the whole ap-
pearance of the old woman, now that I saw herun-
der her own paternal roof. The bluntness of ad-
dress and cxpression, which had before been a sort
of oddit} to amuse a circle of tolerant superiors,
was now the natural privilege of independence ;
though, indeed, I am not surc that the sense of
home, and the instinct of hospitality, .had not
somewhat softcned alrcady the externsl manifes.
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tations of a temper, which no change of circum-
stances could have essentially altered. I was re-
ceived with courtesy—even with grace ; and when,
a minute or two afterwards, Miss Joanne came in-
to the room, and, modestly saluting me, drew her
stool towards Mammy"‘s' knee, I really could not
help thinking, that, in spite of all the young lady’s
native elegance of aspect and carriage, a stranger
might easily haye been deceived, and supposed
himself to be contemplating a family group.

I, you will have no great difficulty in believing,
could-mot contemplate it without some feelings of
awkwardness, as well as of admiration. The situ-
ation in which I saw Joanne Barr was new ; and
her demeanour, I could not help thinking, was al-
most as greatly changed. We had been used to
treat c;w.h otherlikefricnds—some spellseemed now
to hover over us both. Our eyes seldom met, and
neither addressed more than a few syllables to the
other—she took her work, and I sat listening, or
pretending to listen, to Mammy. At last, I con-
trived to make it be understood that I had come
to take my farewell ; that I was to leave the coun-
try the néxt morning. Mammy gave me her bless-
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ing very affectionately, and I bowed to Joanne.
The poor girl said nothing, but (in a very-low
whisper it was) “ I wifh you well, sir, wherever
you go.” Shedid notb‘;ut but her hand, amd I re-
tired, stammering more good-bycs.

I jumped into my listle boat, and had pushed
myself a few yards from the brink, when I heard
my name called in Joanne’s sweet voice, and per-
ceived that she had followcq me to the bank of
the river, and was holding something towards me
in her hand. I ran the skiff'*in again, and she
stooped to give me my gloves, which I bad lcfl
behind me. Our hands touched each oﬂx?:t—and, -
in the deepening twilight, and in the midst of some
confusion of my dwn, I could not be blind to the
blush, the deep, grave, timid blush, and the trou-
bled workings of that half-averted eye. !"I:)w much
may pass in a moment! My little boat was out
in the stream again almost instantly, and yet the
words Meturn and hope had becn whispered ; and
while, in rowing across the river, my eyes were fix-
ed upon the Igwly cabin, I perceived that a shadow
was still lingering in the window—and a soft dream
floated over my heart, that some day\l should in- .

N\
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deed return, and that the world, after all, might
stillretain some visions of hope—ay, cf tenderncss
and soothing consolationy for me—even for me.
No fiery pulse beat—no maddening ccstasy of
passion fluttered in my brain :—these were strings
which had been snapt ; but a calm, pensive fecl-
ing, was deep upon me. I cannot explain it. No
man loves twice, perhaps, in the same sense of the
word. But, although the pine-trce will ncver
sprout again after he has been levelled to the
ground, what need hinder plants of humbler sta-
ture, yst of softer foliage, to spring from the soil
beneath which his ponderous roots are moulder-
ing ?
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CHAPTER XVIIL

I LerT my kind friends the Dalrymples, and
was soon established at my m?w‘University. Ha-
ving but one season to work therg, I was, of coursc,
constrained to fee an extraordinary number of P¥o-
fessors; and, by the time I had done #flis, and
purchased the books which they severally inform-
cd me were nccessary, I found my originally slen-
der pursc very light indeed in my pocket. As
for surgical instruments, I was entirely® spared
that expense, being furnished already with a very
complete set by Dr Dalrymple’s kindness.

If I %as poor, however, I had no objections to
living‘ poorly. After zitending classes and hospi-
tals from daybreak to sunset, I contented mysclf,
young gentlgn.mn, with a dinner and supper in
one, of bread and milk—or, perhaps, a¥ncss of po-*
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tatoes, with salt for their only sauce. When you,
in ghooting or fishing, happen to enter a peasant’s
cottage, I have no doubt ypu think the smell of the
potatoe pot is extremely delcghtful, and consider the
meal it furnishes almost as a luxury. But you have
never tried the thing faivly, as I did. Depend on it,
tis worth a trial, notwithstanding. T'he experience
of that winter hgs not, I assurc you, been thrown
away upon me. I despised then, and I despise now,
the name of luxury. I never worked half so hard,
nor lived half so njiserably, and yet, never was my
head more clear, my nerves more firmly strung, my
bodily candition more strenuously athletic ;—and
yet, I had come to this all at once from a mansion
and table of the most refined order. I'rue, sir ; but
I had come to it also from a mansion and a table
that sheltered and fed me as a domestic hireling.
This also is what you never have cxperienced : 1
assure you, I used to sit over my own little bare
board, in that miserable dungeon in the A ald Ven-
nel of Glasgow, and scrape my kebbock with the
feelings of a king, compared to what I had when
I was picking and choosing among all the made
dishes of tae solemn table at Barrmains. A deal
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table, a half-broken chair, and a straw pallet, were
all the furnitire I had about me: and very rafely
did Iindulge myself wit a fire. But I could wrap
a blanket over my legs . trim my lamp, and*plunge
into the world of books, and forget everything.

When a little time Mad passed, however, I
found that, even to live in this manner, I must
do something. T therefore made application to
some of my Professors, and thgy yere good enough
to procure for me an hour or two of private teach-
ing in the cvenings. The moneYy which this gave
me was very little matter; but it was so: hir'lg,
and it was enough. To say truth, 1 should have
had recourse to this plan sooner, but for my an-
xiety to take noththg from the time which I could
by any possibility devote to my own studics.

I confess that I sometimes felt a quge; sensa-
tion in my stomach, when repairing after dinner
to some wealthy burgess’s house, my nostrils were
saluted ix his lobby with the amiable fragrance of
soup, roast-meat, ram-punch, and the like dain-
tics. But this was nothing to peak of. I was far
more frequently tempted with the carl‘y.odour of
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a baker’s basket; and, when I had a few spare
pence in my pocket, used to buy a loaf en passant,

and devour it as I went ' n my way—
. <8
“ Like hungry Jew, in wilderness,
Rejoicing o’er luix manna.”

I had an aim before me, and I had bread, and
I desired no more.

I was seldom destined, however, to mark many
succeeding days with the whitc stonc; and two
unhappy acciden.s—the first was an accident, and
I"wa+ accidentally concerned with the other—
came sticcessively to interrupt the tenor of this
humble, peaceful, and, I may add, virtuous life.

In the dissecting-room, I 6ne day chanced to
make a slight puncture in my fore-finger with a
very filthy scalpel. I thought nothing of the wound
at the moment ; but an hour or two afterwards, as
I was sitting in my room, I felt a throbbing in the
place that alarmed me, and, u’nbindingiv'he hand,
perceived a broad greenish pustule, the nature of
which I'could not for an instant mistake. I called
to a brother student whose room adjoined mine,
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and told him that I knew I had poisoned myself,
and that, unless the spot was cut out instantly, 1
was a dead man. The poor young lad shook and
tremblec. ..ke a leaf; putel had my thrgad tied
round the root of the finger, and desired him to
cut forthwith. He made Jis incision bravely ; but
the moment he saw the blood spout, he grew quite
sick, and the knifc fell from hjs hand. I saW
there was nothing for it but to act entircly for
myself. He stood by me, antl Saw me, with hor-
ror, no doubt, grasp the cord jn my teeth, and
scrape the flesh clean off the bone. I fainjed the
moment it was done ; but this was fort?atc, for .
a neighbouring surgeon came ere the blood would
flow again, and my poor hand was soon doctored
secundum artem. This accident confined me for
some time to my room ; and, when I was able once
more to go out, behold I had new. pupils to scek,
for my old ones had provided themselves in the
interim' with skin-whole preceptors.

The other story is one of a more serious charac-
ter; and although I believe you may have heard
it in some s}u:pe, I must be permitted to give my
own version.
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I lodged in the house of a poor shoemaker, by
name John M‘Ewan. He had no family but his
wife, who, like himself, was considerably beyond
the meyidian of life. The| couple were very poor,
as their house, and everything about their style of
living, shewed ; but a worthier couple, I should
have had no difficulty in saying, were not to be
found in the whole city. When I was sitting in my
own little cell, busy with my books, late at night,
I used to listen with reverence and delight to the -
psalm which the gwo old bodies sung, or rather,
I sliould say, croon’d together, before they went to
bed. Nne there was almost none; but the low,
articulate, quiet chaunt, had something so impres-
sive and solemnizing about it, .that I missed not
melody. John himself was a hard-working man,
and, like most of his trade, had acquired a stoop-
ing attitude, and a dari(, saffron hue of complex-
ion. His close-cut greasy black hair suited admi-
rably a set of strong, massive, iron featy.es. His
brow was seamed with firm, broad-drawn wrinkles,
and his large grey eyes seemed to gleam, when he
deigned to uplift them, with the cold, haughty
indepenaelr ce of virtuous poverty. “Tohn was a
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rigid Cameronian, indecd ; and everything about
his manners spoke the world-despising pride of his
sect. Ilis wife was a qjtiet, good body, and seem-
ed to live in perpetu / adoration of her stern cob-
bler. I had the stnctest confidence in their pro-
bity, and would no more "have thought of locking
my chest ere I went. out, than if I had been undee
the roof of an apostle.

One evening I came homq a5 usual, from my
tutorial trudge,” and entered the kitchen,” where
they commonly sat, to warm my. hands at the fire,
and get my candle lighted. Jean was bﬂerself
at the fireside, and I sat down beside her for a mi-
nute or two. I heard voices in the inner room, and
easily recognised ‘the hoarse grunt which John
M<‘Ewan condescended, on rare occasions, to set
forth as the representative of laughter. * The old
woman told me that the gocdman had a friend
from thf‘x country with him— ‘farmer, who had
come fronl a distance to sell ewes at the market.
Jean, indeed, seemed to take some pride in the ac-
quaintance, cnlarging upon the great ghbstance
and respectability of the stranger. I wak ehatting «
away with her, when we heard some noise from the
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spence as if a table or chair had fallen—but we
thoﬁght nothing of this, and talked on. A minute
after, John came from thektoom, and shutting the
door behind him, said, ¢ Mo going out for a mo-
ment, Jean ; Andrew’ 5, had ower muckle of the
fleshers® whisky the dny, and I maun stap up the
elose to see after his beast for him.—Ye needna
gang near him till I come back.”

The cobbler said. this, for anything that I could
observe, in his usual manner ; and, walking across
the kltchen, went down stairs as he had said. But
lmagm\) my friend, for I cannot describe the fecl-
ings with which, some five minutes perhaps after
he had disappeared, I, chancillg to throw my eyes
downwards, perceived a dark flood creeping, firm-
ly and, broadly, inch by inch, across the sanded
floor towards the place where I sat. The old wo-
man had her stocking in her hand—I called to hér
without moving, for I was nailed to my, chair—
¢ See there! what is that ?”

“ Andrew Bell has coupit our water-stoup,”
seid she, vising.

I spsung forwards, and dlpt my finger in the
stream=—*‘ Blood, Jean, blood !
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The old woman stooped over it, and touched jtal-
s0; she instantly screamed out, ** Blood,ay, blood!”
while I rushed on to the door from belog which
it was oozing. I tried the handle, and found it was
locked—and spurned it off its hinges with one kick
of my foot. The instant the timber gave way, the
black tide rolled out. as if a dam had been break-
ing up, and I heard my feet plash in the abomi-
nation as I advanced. What #sifht within ! The
man was lying all his length ¢n the floor; his
throat absolutely severed to the spine. Thegwhale
blood of the body had run out. The tabl#f with a
pewter pot or two, and a bottle upon it, stood close
beside him, and fwo chairs, one half-tumbled
down and supported against the other. I rushed
instantly out of the house, and cried out, in a
tone that brought the whole neighbeurhood about
me. They entered the house—Jean had disap-
pcared—ughcre was nothing in it but the corpse
and the blood which had already found its way to
the outer staircase, making the whole fl ne
puddle. Theré was such a ctamour rfl‘:prise
and horror for'a little while, that T scarfely heard
onc word that was said. A bell in the neighbour-
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hood had becn set in motion-—dozens,'scores, hun-
dreds of people were heard rushing from every di-
_rection fowards the spot. 1* fury of execration and
alarm pervaded the very brecze. In a word, I had
absolutely lost all possession of myself, until I
found myself grappled from behind, and saw a
Town's-officer pointing the bloody knife towards
me. A dozen voices were screaming, ¢ T'is a doc-
tor’s knife—this 1s the young doctor that bides in
the house—this is the man.”

*Of course this restored me at once to my sclf-
possession. I demanded a moment’s silence, and
said, ¢ It ismy knife, and I lodge in the house ;
but John MEwan is the man, that has murdered
his friend.”

% John M‘Ewan !” roared some one in a voice
of tenfold horor; « our elder John M‘Ewan a
murderer ! Wretch ! wretch! how dare ye blas-
pheme ?” '

¢« Carry me to jail immediately,” said I, as soon
as th~ storm subsided a little—*¢ load me with all
the chamlx in Glasgow, but don't neglect to pur-
sue Jofin"M‘Ewan.” ‘ .

I was instantly locked up in the room with the
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dead man, while the greater part of the crowd fol-
lowed one of the officers. Another of them kept
watch over me until one of the magistrates of the
city arrived. This go,ntleman, finding th.at I had
been the person who first gave the alarm, and that
M<Ewan and his wife wgre both gone, had little
difficulty, I could perceive, in doing me justice in
his own mind. However, after he had givel; new
orders for the pursuit, I told him that, as the peo-
ple about were cvidently unsatlsfied of my inno-
cence, the best and the kindest thing he could do
to me would be to place me forthwith within the
walls of his prison; there I should be stle at all
events, and I had no doubt, if proper exertions
were made, the guilty man would not only be
found, but found immediately. My person being
searched, nothing suspicious, of course, was found
upon it ; and the good bailie soon had me con-
veyed, under a proper guard, to the place of se-
curity-twhere, you may suppose, I did not, after
all, spend a very pleasart night. The jail is situ-
ated in the hcart of the town, where the fonzgrin-
cipal strects mekt; and the glare of hurr-fing lights.
the roar of anxious voices, and the cterndl tolling™
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of the alarum-bell—thesc all reached me through
the bars of the cell, and, together with the horrors
thatI had really witnessed, were more than cnough
to keep me in no enviaple yondition.

Jean was discovered, in the grey of the morn-
ing, crouching under ong of the trees in the Green
~—and being led immediately before the magi-
stratés, the poor trembling creature confirmed, by
what she said, and by what she did not say, the
terrible story whitheI had told. Some other wit-
nesses having also appeared, who spoke to the
faets of Andrew Bell having received a large sum
of mothy in M<Ewan's sight at the market, and
been seen walking to the Vennel afterwards, arm
in arm with him—the authoritigs of the place were
perfectly satisfied, and I was sct frec, with many
apologies for what I had suffered: But still no:
word of John M*Ewan.

It was late in the day ere the first traccs of him
were found—-and such a trace! An ol woman
had died that night in a cottage many failes from
Glagonw-—~when she was almost in articulo mortis,
a strangoy, entered the house, to adk a drink of wa-
- ter—arf oldish dark man, evidently much fatigucd



CHAPTER XVIII. 215

with walking. "This man, finding in what great af-
fliction the famlly was—this man, after drinking a
cupof water, knelt down by the bedside, and praycd
—a long, an awful, a‘ten;lble prayer. The people
thought he must be dome travelling ﬁeld-'preachcr.
He took the Bible into his hands—opened it as if
he meant to read aloud—but shut the book abrupt-
ly, and took his lcave. This man had been seen
by these poor people to walk in the direction of the
sca. '

They traced the same dark man to Irvine, and °,
found that he had embarked on board of a vesscl
which was just getting under sail for Irc‘!l'ld The
officers immediately hired a small brig, and sailed
also. A violent, gale arosc, and drove them for
shelter to the Isle of Arran. They landed, the
second night after they had left Irvinw
barc and desolate shore—~they landed, ind behold,
the ship they were in pursuit of at the quay !

"The captain acknowledged at once that a man
corresponding to their description had been one
of his passcngers from Irvine—he had gone ashore

but an hour ago.
They searched—they found M‘E(van striding
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by himself close to the sea-beach, amidst the dash-
ing spray—his Biblein his hand. The instant he
saw them he said—* You need not tell me your
crrand—I am he you seck—I am John M‘Ewan,
that murdercd Andrew Bell. I surrender myself
your prisoner.—God told me but this moment that
ye would come and find me; for I opened his
word, and the first text that my eye fell upon was
this.” He seized the officer by the hand, and laid
his finger upon the page—< See you there ¥” said
he; ¢ Do you sce the Lord’s own blessed decree ?
¢ Whoio sheddcth man’s blood, by man shall his
blood bnehed.’—And there,” he added, plucking
a pocket-book from his bosom— there, fricnds,
is Andrew Bell’s siller—ye’ll find the haill o't
_there, an be not three half-crowns and a sixpence.
d-thirty pounds was the sum for which I
yielded up my soul to the temptation of the Prince
of the Power of the Air—Seven-and-thirty pounds!
—Ah! my brethren! call me not an olive, until
thou see me gathered. I thought that I stood
fast, and behold yc all how I am fallen !”
I saw tﬁ: singular fanatic tricd. e would have
yleadedfuilty ; but, forexcellent reasons, the Crown
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Advocate wished the wholeevidence to be led. dohn
had dressed himself with scrupulous accuracy in
the very clothes he wore when he did the 'decd.
"The blood of the mu;'del;cd man was still visible
upon the sleeve of his blue coat. When any cir-
cumstance of peculiar atrocity was mentioned by
a witness, he signiﬁed: by a solemn shake of his
head, his sense of its darkness and its conclusive-
ness; and when the Judge, in addressing him,
enlarged upon the horror of hid guilt, he, standing
right before the bench, kept his eye fixed with
calm earnestness on his Lords’nip’s face, assepting )
now and then to the propriety of what_’}.c’said, by
cxactly that sort of sce-saw gesturc which you may
have scen escape now and then from the devout '
listener to a pathetic sermon or sacramental ser-
vice. John, in a short speech of his own, express-
ed his sensc of his guilt ; but even then he bor-
rowed the language of Scripture, styling himself
¢ a sinner, and the chief of sinners.” Never was
such a%pecimen of that insane pride. The very
agony of this man’s humiliation had a spice of
holy exultasion in it ; therc was in the most peni-
tent of his' lugubrious glances still s!mathing that
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said, or scemed to say—"*‘ Abusc me—spurn mc
as you will—I loathe myself also; but this deed
is Satan’s.” Indeed he always continued to speak
quite gravely of his “'tre'spass,” his ¢ back-sli-
ding,” his “ sore temptation !”

I was present also w1th him during the final
scene. His irons had been knocked off ere I en-
tered ‘the cell; and clothed as he was in a most
respectable suit of black, and with that fixed and
imperturbable sol¢mpity of air and aspect, up-
on my conscience, I think it would have been a
difficult matter for any stranger to pick out the
murderé'\among the group of clergymen that sur-
rounded him. In vain did these good men labour
to knock away the absurd and impious props up-
on which the happy fanatic leaned himself. He
heard what they said, and instantly said some-
thing still.stronger himself—but only to shrink
back agdin to his own fastness with redoubled
confidence. ¢ He had once been right, aud he
could not be wrong ;:—he had been perfiitted to
make a sorc stumble "—"This was his utmost con-

cesslon } ‘
_What 3 toble sct of nerves had bten thrown
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away here!—He was led, sir, out of the dark,
damp ccllar, in which he had been chained, for
weeks, and brought at qnee into the open air. His
first step into light was upon his scaffolq !—and
what a moment !—In general, at least in Scot-
land, the crowd, assemb]sd upon such occasions,
reccive the victim of the law with all the solemni-
ty of profoundest silence ;~~not upfrequently there
is even something of the respectful, blended with
compassion, on that myriad Jf faces. But here,
sir, the moment M‘Ewan appgared, he was sa-
luted with one universal shout of horror—ahuza
of mingled joy and triumph, and exccrziion and
laughter ;—cats, rats, every filth of the pillory,
showered about the gibbet. T was close by his
elbow at that terrific moment, and I laid my fin-
ger on his wrist. As I live, there was fever a
calmer pulse in this world—slow, full, §trong j—
I feel the iron beat of it at this moment.

Thete happened to be a slight drizzle of rain
at the moment ; observing which, he turned round
and said to the Magistraics,—* Dinna com out,
~—dinna come ‘out, your honours, to jcct your-
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sclves. It's beginning to rain, and the lads are
uncivil at ony rate, poor thoughtless creatures !”

He took his leave of this angry mob in a specch
which would not have disgraced a martyr, cmbra-
cing the stake of glory,—and the noose was tied.
I observed the brazen firmmess of his limbs after
his face was covered. He flung the handkerchief
with an air of scmi-benediction, and died without
onc apparent struggle.
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I was interrupted a good degl in consequence
of these unhappy incidents ; and I had also con-
siderable trouble cre I succeeded in getting my
old landlady established in the Town’s hospifal.
However, I had laboured so effectually on the
whole, that I passed my examination with some
eclat ; and, in short, the first of May found me in
full possession of the document which I had come
in quesg of,—as also of a few books and,instru-
ments, and a shabby-genteel suit of snuff colour.
I made my appearance at MAdoun with literally
one guinea in my pocket.

I was tell received by the Dalrymples, and
also by Mr Ronaldson, and commenced operations
immediately. »

The life I'had thus entcred upon .s, 1 verily,
belicve, as hard as any in the world. My prin-
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cipal had long been in possession of the chief
practice in the town, and almost the whole of that
of the country round about,—a wild, pastoral dis-
trict generally. I scldom lay down at night, un-
til I had c(;mpletely knocked up one of the stout-
est grey geldings that ever Mull exported ; and
theré were ten chances to one against my being
suffered to sleep two hours without being roused
again, perhaps to sct off ten or fiftcen miles instant-
er. No Arab of the desert wears out more stirrup-
legther than a well-employed Scotch country sur-
geon. ‘I may say that I lived on horseback. This
fatiguing mode of existence was not, however,
without its delights. I was fond of riding all my
days; and I was also very fond of the country,
and the country people. I enjoyed dashing down
the windy glens at midnight; and I thought no
more of swimming my horse across a roaring
mountain stream, or even a small lake,than of
cating my breakfast,—for which last féat, by the
way, the former might form no bad preparative-
I took a pleasure in observing the. ways of going
on in the different places T was calléd to. I par-
took in the bowl of punch, with which the farmer
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moistened his anxiety during the confinement of
his spouse,-—'listened to the tea-table chat of 'the
gossips,—heard the nevss of last month from the
laird, or the fashions of last year from the lady,—
discussed the characters of' Lord Granby and The
Hereditary Prince with the old epaulctte—the
ratc of the fiars with the minister,—tasted whis-
ky reaming hot from the still,—"and rode cheek-
by-jowl with the justice, thesexciscman, or the
smuggler, just as it might happsn.

"T'o speak seriously, I believe your medicgt’l man
has, at the least, as fair opportunities as any other
of studying human nature as it is. The clergy-
man moves about without sceing much of the
truth of things; for this plain reason, that people
are always under a certain measure of rostraint
when the black coat is in the room ;—a fact, by
the wa};, which shews the utter absurdity of allow-
ing mex: to take holy orders at a very carly pe-
riod of thdir lives. He who is ordained at one-
and-twenty, will never have much more than the
personal knowledge of a boy whercby to correct
the impressiohs he may derive from books» -Ex-
ceptions, of course, there are ; but this you may
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rely on, it is the rule :—and, I think, if even the
Church of England said thirty in place of twenty-
three, lt would be a wise changc If the divine
secs the picture through an unfair varnish, the
lawyer, on the other hand, feeds his cyes, almost
thhout exception, on the dark side of the tab-
let. * All men, and women too, are mean when
thcy go to law. Persons who, in general life, are
even distinguisheds for generosity, sink scruples
when the litiscontestation is fairly begun, and
say/ “cin war all is fair.” Accordingly, who ever
talked wjth an old lawyer without perceiving his
thorough belicf in the universal depravity of
the species? But not as with either of these
is it with the brothers of my gquondam trade.
No man-is a hero to” his valet; and few can
play the hypocrite effectually to their doctor. No,
sir, people cannot wear the mask always'. You
come in upon them at all hours,—you ste them
in every diversity of health and spitits,~and,
if you havc eyes to see, and cars to hear, you
must understand things. I, for.one, am frec to
. say, that my experience of this kinld leans, upon
the whole, to the favourable side. It is ‘true,
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that 1 have seen thc pompous stoic frightened
out of his toothache by the mecre sight of my*for-
ceps; and perceived, that it is possible to make
an edifying appearance in church on Sunddy, with
one’s wife and family ¢ all a-rowe,” and yet to be
datis son intericur not adittle of the tyrant. It
is also true, that I have found most exemplary
wives not indisposed to flirt with the doctor, when
the husband’s leg was in a box 'But I have seen
many morc agreeable matters than these. I have
scen the rough cynic of the worltl sitting up tln;ec
nights on end at a bed-side ;—1I bave seen th® gay,
fine lady performing offices from which a menial
would have shrunk ;—I have seen heirs shed ge-
nuine tcars. The bld proverb tells us, that ¢ the
sun melts the snow, and shews the dirt b.elow 3
but, iy spite of fifty adages, I belicve the roots of
real vittue gain strength beneath the frost of ad-
versity.

You wepder a little, I perceive, that I have in-
dulged in this digression before saying anything
about a certain, romantic cottage by the banks of
Ora. Manyea time, nevertheless, had 1_found
my way thither all this while. From many wide-
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ly separate points of the horizon did my way
homewards to Maldoun lie by that noble stream.
Many a cup of tea did I drink in that little lowly
cabin, which might now lay claim to the charac-
ter of a very ncat and comfortable parlour ; many
a comely slice of bread and butter did Mammy
dip in her saucer of carvics for me there; many
a potatoe did size skilfully toast in the ashes of
that bright hearth; not a few quaighs did she
brim from that queer, old, paunchy, Dutch bottle,
the unobtrusive tenant of that quiet little aumsic ;
a)", ahd many a time had I, ere the summer was
over, sat under those old spreading trecs, and
watched the sun-set die upon that glassy stream
with Joanne. Many times had T climbed the
wooded hill with her, and, stretched upon the
blooming heather, gazed, or seemed to gaze, on
the wide rich valley, river, lake, and hamlet,
sleeping in the twilight below. Need I whisper
the result? Long ere the winter came to freeze
the waters of Ora, I believed myself to be every-
thing to this gentle soul, and woyld fain have be-
Jieved. also, that she was everything to me. I
will not disguise myself—I will conceal nothing
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from you. There was always a certain dark, self-
reproaching thought that haunted me. A thdu-
sand and a thousand times did my lips tremble to
utter, *“ I love you, Joannc; but it is ndt that
love——" A thousand times did I say to myself,
 You arc deceiving this stild angel.—DBut, then,
why give pain in the midst of pleasure ?—why .
scare those gentle eyes with the exposure of that
seared and blasted bosom ? I\Io,_'no; forget idle
dreams, and live. Be a man; rely upon your
manhood. Your heart is not exhdusted. Let the
gentle strcam well freely, though the torreift be

dried up.”
I loved this meekest of won:en; and I married
her as soon as the Jear of my probation had ex-
pired. .
The arrangements into which Mr Ronaldsen
and I had entered, enabled me to carry my wife
home to 2 small but not uncomfortable house at
the end of the Wellgate of Maldoun, with a very
pretty little garden behind it towards the river.
It had been strongly the wish of both Joanne
and myself, that our friend Mamuay should take
up her residence under our roof, whenever we
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should have one. DBut Mammy was decidedly
against this plan; and we had the'satisfaction of
seeing a very respectable young woman, a distant
relation, established with her in the cottage cre
my wife left it We were married in the pre-
sence of our venerable friend ; and walked by our-
selves, in the dusk of thc same evening, to our
new abode.

I must have heen a savage indeed had I not
been contented now. What a difference, after co-
ming from a long and heavy day’s work, between
repairing to Mr Ronaldson’s house, and going
Fome ! TInstead of a dry, old, pigtailed oddity of
a bachelor, poring over some antiquated news-
paper, with his pipe in his mouth, in the chimney
corner, or boring me with eternal questions and
commantaries touching the cases in which I had
been busied,—what a different sort of aftair was
it, to be welcomed, at the door of my own house,
by that gentle, placid, affectionate ereature, who
thought of nothing but my refreshment and com-
fort,—~who had my slippers airing for me at the
fender, and some nice little supper, often of her
own cookery, just ready to beserved up! Although
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I had now an income, it was but a small, a very
small one, ard the few hundred pounds which
Joanne possessed had been almost all sunk in the
house and its furniture; so*that we had ewough
to live, but nothing to throw away ;—of course,
then, it was proper for us o live in a very retired
manner, and we did so. The solitude, however,
was all hers. T was out all day, busy, occupied,
seeing a variety of people; she wds at home, and
almost always alone, working %or’rcading in her
window, or attending to the flowes in her garden.
T'here could not be a more solitary, or a mors ur
varied tenor of life; yet how far was she from
anything like wearying of it, or repining ! I never
found her, when I éame home, but with the same
sweet, contented smile upon her face,—always
the same quict cheerfulness,—the same gentle,
reposing tenderness ;—every look, every gesture,
said plainer than words, ““ You are my husband—
I am happy, I

On Sunday cvenings, whenever I was not par-
ticularly engaged with some patient, we used to
take a stroll tqg:ather up the river, and drink tea
with Mammy. The old woman received us with*



230 THE MN1STORY OF MATTHEW WALD.

looks of pride and joy, called us her “ ain dear
baixns,” and declared she could now*die happy.
In the meantime, I was not only constantly
employed in the exercise of my calling, but ma-
king rapid and sensible progress in professional
skill. T was fortunate éaough to effect cures, that
excited considerable remark all over the neigh-
bourhood, in several cases with which my princi-
pal, Ronaldson, had had no concern; and began
to be called in by not a few respectable familics,
which had neve., at any period, employed him as
their medical adviser. I also invented, about this
time, the catheter that still bears my namc;
and its ingenuity and usefulness were remarked
upon in terms of decided approbation, (I assurc
you, I was not the writer myself,) in the most
authoritative Medical Journal then published in
Edinburgh. ‘A man had poisoned his wife in the
country, and I being summoned, among, the rest
of the provincial practitioners, to giveyny opinion
on the circumstances of the case before the Cir-
cuit Court of Justiciary at his trial, happened, as
lt was generally thought, to throwemore light on
" the qucstlonable points than any other doctor
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who gave evidence before or after me, and was
warmly commended accordingly from the bench.

These, and some other little occurrences of the
same order, began to producc their usualyeffects
on poor human nature. In a word, my vanity
was touched ; and it appggred to me, that, when
the twelvemonth’s agrccment should expire, I-
ought to look forward to a more liberal share of the
profits of a concern, of which T niw regarded my-
self as the most efficient supbott, and with the
drudgery of which old Ronaldsgn had certainly,
ever since he admitted me into the partnegship,
given himself extrcmely little annoyance.

About this time, just when my intoxication was
in tolerably rapid progress, the Marquis of }
and his fan.lily, happened, after an absence of se-

b

veral years on the Continent, to come home, and
take possession of one of their seats, which lies
about fiftcen miles up the river from Maldoun.
We had no patients so far off in that particular
direction, so that this arrival did not at first cx-
cite any interest in my mind - but they had not
becn a fortnight in the country cre I was sent
for—/—not Ronaldson & Waldie—but Z, Doctor
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Waldie, to visit the Marchioness, who had had
an overturn from her garden-chair, and fracturcd
an arm.

I, of course, obeycd the summons with great
readincss; and had the good fortune to perfect
her ladyship’s cure, in.the course of a few weeks,
in a style that gave entire satisfaction. ITaving
slept many nights in the house in the course of
my cure, I found mysclf regarded by all the fa-
mily, but especially by my patient, in somewhat
the light of a friend, cre my attendance came to
be dispensed with; and, on taking my leave, I
received a pressing invitation to revisit N

House, whenever I happened to be near its do-
main. :

The fee which followed the completion of this
job was, out of all sight, thc handsomest that T
had happened to mect with; and you may be-
lieve, that in my then somewhat dissatisfied mood,
it was with feelings of not the most cntire acqui-
escence that I saw nine guineas booked to Mr Ro-
naldson, while one was all that, according to the
terms of our contract, fell to the share of him who
‘alone’had earned the whole of this splendid hono-
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rarium. I took occasion to hint something of my
notions to my friend Dr Dalrymple not long after-
wards ; and the worthy man, gencrous in the ex-
treme himself, expressed, Unfortunately fr me, a
strong sense of the hard situation in which I scem-
ed to be placed, labouring for an old bachclor’s be-
hoof, who had no near kindred that he knew of,
to come after him, while I, with a young wife, and
the probability of a family, was earning, by the
labour of my life, nothing buf 2 bare subsistence.
"The Doctor had, as I have hinted formerly, some
private rights, of which I at this time know no-
thing, to speak something of his mind on this sub-
ject to Mr Ronaldson ;—and he did so; and the
crusty old lad todk his interference in so much
dudgceon, that from that day I found myself very
uncomfortably situated in my intercours¢ with my
partner, To say truth, I believe tht message from
N

deep in his bosom, and he was not sorry to have a

Jouse, with its consequences, had rankled

pretence given him for shewing something of his
sulkiness, without incurring the open blame of ag-
gression. )

His sulkiness, however, when he did shew if,
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was what my temper was by no means likely to en-
duro. Onc or two skirmishes paved the way for a
scrious bout of angry discussion. I spoke little, to
be surey compared with my old gentleman ; but
what I did say, was said with quite cnough of bit-
terness. Hc, on the osher hand, reproached me
openly with ingratitude, and even went so far as
to drop a hint that I had introduced myself to
him originally with the settled purposg of embra-
cing the first favourable opportunity to supplant
him in the affections of his customers, and then
cut the connection. This was intolerable. I was
rash enough to tell him, that had he fewer white
hairson his scalp, I would have drubbed him where
he stood. He absolutely foamed with rage, and I
left his room—never to enter it again. Our articles
were cancelled instantly, although their term had
yet a good many weeks to run. '

This rupture excited, of course, considerable
interest in s0 small a community. Ronaldson was
old and rich, and he was, besides these merits, a
member of the Whist Club, which met regularly
every night in the year, Sundays e:xcepted, at the
principal public-house of the town ; and the mem-
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bers of this fraternity, including an old half-pay
captain or two, the chicf quidnuncs of the plgce—
together with ¢ic brewer, who was also Zke provost,
and two shopkeepers, whoshad, time outwf mind,
officiated as the bailies, and a palsied slave-dri-
ver, from Barbadoes, who, by annual presents of
coffee and ratafie, contrived to make both the. male
and the female magnates of Maldoun overlook all
the questionables of his many-coloured cstablish-
ment—and the writer, for, wonderful to be told,
there was but one—all these wgrthies began, with
one accord, to wag their tongues against me, With
cautious virulence, in every corner where I had no
means of being heard in my turn ; while the other
doctor, who hady half his lifetime, done nothing
but turn up his nose at Mr Ronaldson, now acted
a truly christian part, and upheld his old rival,
tooth-and nail, or rather, to speake moré correctly,
shrug and snuffle. 'The minister, on the other
hand, wlg.o considered the Whist Club as an abo-
mination, and his wife, who had been much edi-
fied with Joanne’s strict attendance at church—as
also the eldgrs of the kirk, wlo lived in a state of
perpetual hostilities with the municipal body,”in
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conscquence of various disputable points of ma-
nagement, and particularly some confligting claims
touching the superintendence of charitable expen-
diture ;.these, and morcover the midwife, who,
cateris paribus, was in the habit of preferring a
young married man to ag old bachclor, with the
old exciscman, whosc head I had mended after a
scuffle with the smugglers, and several young
townsmen, to whom I had been useful on private
occasions, and the tilliner, who made my wife's
wedding-clothes—all, and each of these, openly
espouged my side in the controversy. No wonder
that the contest was a hot one; and alinost as little,
I take it, that I had the worst of it, so far as the
noble city of Maldoun was coneerned.

In truth, I soon gave up all thoughts of the
town ; and even from the country I neither got
nor expe(;ted much for some time ; for I was scru-
pulous in revisiting none of my patients there,
until the dissolution of our partnership had been
announced publicly, and Mr Ronaldson had had
every opportunity of re-ccmenting his interrupted
acquaintance with the different fami)ies whom he
Irad fofmerly attended.
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"T'he consequence was, that the old gentleman
took a ride Yound the county, in company with his
ancient antagonist, with whom (he now mention-
ed) he had formed a partnership, in consauence of
that disagrecable temper, and unhandsome beha-
viour, which had render€d it impossible for him to
avail himself in future of my services. Havin'g
thus fairly introduced Mr Mackay, Ronaldson
left him to contest the rura} nractice with me, it

having been arranged that the scnior partner of

the new firm should confine His exertions to the

town, as he had of late been wont to do 3 zin. ar-
rangement which, in point of fact, the state of his
health and strength rendered the reverse of op-
tional. ’

Certain awkward feelings of my own kept me

back almost as much as the zeal of this new alli-

ance’; but by degrees many of my friends of the.

glens deserted the practitioner, (assuredly he was
no greatswitch,) who had thus been, in a manner,
forced upon them ; and by the end of that sum-
mer I was ip possession of a free and indepen-
dent busintss, less extensive, indeed, bgt mgch
better paid than that which I had quitted.
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During all this time of trouble and vexation,
nothing could exceed the composure afid sweetness
of temper with which my poor Joanne submitted
to everything that happened. Her calm, hopeful,
confiding spirit had a thousand times more real
heroism about it, than my cold pride and stubborn
scorn could ever cqual. The only thing that I
took better than she, was a tolerably clever lam-
poon, in the shape 0€ a song, the production of the
schoolmaster. This cffusion, in which I was very
scurvily treated, was communicated to her ears by
the wife of our clergyman ; and Joanne told me of
it when I came home, with tcars of sorrow and in-
dignation in her eye. I saw that the notion of my
being made a laughing-stock had almost broken
her heart ; but I sung it over to her myself ncxt
day, and my gaiety not only restored her to her
equanimity, but robbed the satire, such as it was,
of its sting elsewhere. Sprefa exolescunt.
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CHAPTER XX.

IT was just when I was maintaining this battle
withworldly difficulties that the'itinerant Method-
ists of England first made their appearance in our
part of the country. s’

My wife had heard these preachers once or
twice, and as it appearcd to me that she came
home rather low-spitited, I endeavoured to discou-
rage her from going near them again ; but she ex-
cited my own curiosity by the terms in which she
spoke of the eloquence of the persoii she had lis-
tened to; and one evening, when Mr Whitefield
next came tQ Maldoun, I determined to accompany
her, being desirous of judging for myself as to the
man’s powers of declamation, and also willing to
have something in the shape of dustinct knowledge
in my possession, in case I should afterwards sec
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fit to oppose Joanne more seriously in her zcal for
awr entertainment, (such only I considered it,) the
tendency of which I strongly suspected to be some-
what dangerous. W ¢ repaired together, accord-
ingly, to the church-yard one fine summer’s cven-
ing, and taking our seat on a tomb-stone, await-
ed. amidst a multitude, such as I should not have
supposed the whole of our valley could have fur-
nished, the forthcoming of the far-famed orator.
And an orator indeed he was. I need not de-
scribe him, sinee you must have read many bet-
fer «escriptions than I could frame; but I will
say what I believe, and that is, that Whitefield
was, as an orator, out of all sight superior to any-
thing my time, or yours cither, has witnessed. The
fervour, the passion, the storm of enthusiasm, spoke
in every awful, yet melodious vibration of by far
the finest human voice I have ever heard. Lvery
note reverberated, clear as a silver trumpet, in the
stillness of the cvening atmosphere. . A glorious
sun, slowly descending in a sultry sky, threw a
gleam of ethereal crimson over the man and the
scene. The immense multitude sct, silent as the
" dead below them, while the hand of a consummate
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genius swept, as with the mastery of ix'zspiratiou,
every chord of passion. My poor girl sat bcsi'de
me, her eyes filled sometimes to the brink of tears,
with that deep, drcamy, love]y melancholy, which
so often bespeaks, in woman’s gaze, the habit of
preferring the romance of'earthly things to their
truth ;—and which rcveals also her natural dispo- |
sition to sigh for an unknown something, better
than even the most exquisite of ca'rthly romances
can supply—but Joanne’s look 2xpressed frequent-
ly—as I observed with sorrow and.anxiety, in spite
of the intercst and emotion crecated for the moment
within my own bosom—not that gentle sadness -
merely, but a dark and almost despairing gloom. I
said to mysclf, as ] drew her arm within mine to
go home, this man is a prince of orators, but my
wife shall hear him no more.

I said what X thought most likely to turn Jo-
anne’s thoughts the same night ; but although she
did not enter into any argument with me, I per-
ceived that" all I said was uscless. There are some
points on which it is in vain to fight with a woman ;
—and religion,»or anything that takes the name

of religion, is'hmong them. If I had been ap idlg
Q
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man, and always at home, perhaps it might have
bet.an otherwise; but I soon suspected,that Joannc’s
long and solitary days must require, now that the
first brjlliant bloom of things was gonc by, some oc-
cupation, or some diversion, to relicve their natural
tedium, and acquicsce(}‘, or seemed at least to do
- 80, in what I saw it would be very difficult to re-
sist—and what, it also occurred to me, might, if
resisted and defeated, make room for something
even less desirakle  Joanne’s new fancies inter-
fered, at all cvents, with none of the great duties
ske llad to perform ; and I found my home such
as it had wont to be, and my welcome too. I of-
ten said to myself, Well, ’tis much better thus, than
if my wife had taken to the pgltry gaieties which
occupy so many of her neighbours in the same
sphere of life. Nor was there ever any time when
I did not say to myself that her extreme was at
lcast better than the other one of utter thought-
lessness and worldly-mindedness: (one ‘of their
own words, I belicve, but no matter.) * Still, how-
ever, it is not to be denied, that from the time
when Joanne became decidedly tlnvged with this
enthusiasm, I did harbour a constant feeling that
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she had ceased to be all mine—only mine. Dis-
trusting my own temper, I soon gave up entirely
conversing with her on the topics of dispute. But
occasional Japses would always, under suedy cir-
cumstances, take place; and I sometimes almost
suspected, even when we wege farthest from dispu-
tation, that she doubted whether her love for one
so averse as I was from her own views of these
things, were not, in some sort, a weakness that she
ought to struggle against. Modest, entle creature,
Ibelieve I on some occasions almogt loved her the
better for this.

I take much shame to lﬁyself, however, in con-
fessing, that cre long I allowed my wife’s ultra-
serious mood, and the impossihility which I had
found or imagined of dispersing it, to act on my
own mind as a sort of cxcuse for following occa-
sionally a course of life even less domestic than
my professional engagements rendered absolutely
necessary. When, by some extra exertion, I might
have reached home carly, I sometimes suffered
myself to be persuaded, that there was no great
harm if T staid where I happenc1 to be; and, be-
ing in high health, and successful in my businessy~
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I was, on the whole, possessed of a flow of spirits
at, this time that made my compsrny acceptable
among the rural lairds, of whose hospitality I thus
partoriz. I rode a good horse, too, and was never
indisposed, when I could spare the time, for a
coursing-match ; nay, I occasionally went to see
the fox-hounds throw off, and was tempted to go
on. This last, to be sure, was far from being a
piece of mere imprudence ; since many were the
broken heads thd. I was called on to patch, to say
nothing of a cellar-bone to set now and then. In
shqrt, both I and my horse were well known in
the field, and my lancct-case has sometimes fur-
nished thc means of absccting a brush. 'They
called me the Game Doctor in the county club,
with whom I had frequently the honour of di-
ning.

My wife. took this with her usual temper. It
sometimes cut me to the heart, when' I saw her
come down in her bed-gown to let me in at three
or four o'clock in the morning. Once—indeed,
only once—I was brought home entirely drunk,
and hurt a good deal about the’head also, in con-
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sequence of some squabble which had taken place
between the party I dined with and a troop of
smugglers, who happened not to have the fact to
be on good terms with our host, a leading Jidtice
of the Peace in the county. This gave great af-
fliction to poor Joannc; anfl, I confess, she said
some things next day that vexed me a good deal.
I knew I had been all in the wrong; but my head
had been cut, and my body was all over bruises,
and I was in a bad oondition for a lecture, even
a curtain one, and from the most®affectionate of
wives.

But you can easily imagine all this sort of
thing.—Let me get on with my story.

My wife was sincerely afflicted about this time
by the news of the death of her brother, my late
pupil, who was drowned in the Thames, near
Eton, while bathing with some of his ‘companions.
Joanne kad been tenderly attached to Claud, al-
though I can scarcely say so much in regard to
the young ladies of that family ; and I also was
not without my feelings on this occasion, for, in

truth, the litde baronet had always appeared,
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while under my tuition, 2 most amiable and pro-
niising boy. This event was announced to us in
a very formal manncr from the Lady Juliana;
and ‘we soon afterwards heard tha!. Matilda, now
a great heiress, was on the eve of being married
to a young captain di' the Guards, who had the
honour to be nearly connected with her mother’s
family.

I believe both of us would have mourned much
more deeply for the youthful Sir Claud, had not
other events followed rapidly to distract and oc-

&cui;y all our thoughts. Poor Mammy Baird was
struck with the palsy in the course of the same
month, and you may be sure my wife and I were
in constant attendance at her bed-side, from the
moment in which this calamity reached us.

At first, the old woman’s mind seemed to be
almost entirely gone. She sometimes spoke to us
by our own names, but much more frequently ad-
dressed herself to me, as if I had heen the late
Sir Claud Barr, and Joanne her unfortunate mo-
ther. .

¢ Marry her, Sir Claud; ma:ry her out of
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hand,” she cried once, when we were standing to-
gether before her. * Ye think I'm sleeping, but
I see and hear very weel a’ that ye're saying.
Marry the bonny lassie, ydung man. $¥m sure
it's true she‘says, that ye promised that; and if
ye break your word, Claud Barr, ye'll maybe find,
when ye're an auld dying body like me, that hap-'
pier are the hands compassed wit?.\ irons, than the

»

heart wi’ thoughts

The dream floated away ; *aid, in a few mi-
nutes afterwards, she would be quite self-possessed
again, apparently unconscious of cverything tlfat
she had been saying.

Mammy survived the shock several days. The
evening on which she died she had been particular-
ly self-possessed, and, among other things, given
full directions as to her own funeral. She also
desired her cousin, who lived with her; to fetch
her bupch of keys, and pdintcd out one which
she told Jounne belonged of right to nobody but
her.— It's the key of the green trunk,” said
Mammy ; “ and baith trunk and key should have
been sent hame wi’ you when you were married,
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but I thought, just then, the sight of some of
the.things might be a pain to you. * Ye'l find &’
your mother’s bit odds and-ends there. I ga-
thered%them together when we were to leave the
Mains.” '

Mammy, when she fornd her end to be close at
‘hangd, desired the women that werc about her to
open & particular drawer, and give her the first
thing they should see in it. It was a shroud, which
she had many ycars before prepared with her own
hands. They guve it her, and, after it was put
o, ske requested that I should be readmitted.

I found her lying in the garment of death, with
a stern screnity upon her brow.

“ Now kiss me,” said she, ¢ bne and all of you,
for I cannot raisc my head ag;zin.”

When we had done this, Mammy said, in a
distinct and uudible voice,—~* Leave me now,
bairns,~leave me, all of you ; for I've a lagg jour-
ney before me, and I would fain set off by my
lane.—Leave me, and may God bless you all |”

I drew Joanne away, for I understood Mam-
my’s eye. We all withdrew, and watched for a
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while in the next room. At last the cousin stole
in, and cam¢ back to us immediately to say that
our friend was no more. She was, indeed, our
friend. Joanne closed her cyes with r¢frential
fingers; and the second head that I laid in the
grave was Mammy’s.
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CHAPTER XXI.

A DAY or two after poor Mammy’s burial, the
little green trunk, of which she had spoken, was
conveyed to our hause at Maldoun ; and I took
an opportunity of looking over its contents by my-
self, lest perhaps my wife should meet with some-
thing that might unnecessarily give her pain.

I recognized the moth-eaten dress of dark satin,
and the bundle of old yecllow lace, which my de-
parted friend had shewn me long before in the
forbidden chamber at Barrmains ; and a variety
of little féemale ornaments, and shreds and patch-
es of embroidery, lay beside them. Two c'askets,
one much smaller than the other, were at the bot-
tom of all ; and, after searching in vain for their
keys, I proceeded to break them both open. In
the smaller one I found two miniatures; the one
regrerenting evidently the same beautiful form
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which I had admired in the portrait of the garret,
the other S}k Claud Barr in his youth,—tctally
unlike, certainly, my recollection of its original,
but so much the same with a picture % him in
the dining-room, that I knew very well for whom
it was meant. These I-restored to their case for
the present, intending to have them put into
larger frames, and hung in my wifc’s bed-room.

The larger casket, when I forced its lid, pre-
sented to my view a packet seafed with three seals
in black wax, but nothing writsen on its envelope.
I broke the seals, and found that the conténts
were letters; the letters, in short, which had passed
between Sir Claud Barr and his lovely Fleming
previous to thefr elopement. My first thought
was to destroy them immediately ; but, glancing
my eye over onc, I was so much struck with the
natural and touching elegance of the language,
that T could not resist the inclination which rose
within me, and fairly sat down to peruse the whole
at my leisure.

They were all in French; and most interesting
as well as rurious productions certainly they were.
I have never read many genuine love-leticis;”and
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I doubt very much whether most of them would
reward a third person for the troubk of reading
them. But here—I speak of the poor girl’s epis-
tles—th€tc was such an openncss of heart, such
a free, infantine simplicity of expression, such a
pride of passion, that I lmew not whether my ad-
miration and pity, or my scorn and indignation,
were uppermost. . One letter, written just before
the elopement, was a thing the like of which I
have never secn,—~I' had never cven imagined.

. Such lamentation,esuch reproaches, mingled with
such floods of tenderness, such intense yet re-
morseful lingering over an intoxication of terror,
Joy, pride, and tears! Men, after all, probably
know but little of what passes in the secret heart
of woman ; and how little does woman dare to
say, far less to write, that might illuminate them !
But here was thre heart of a woman, beating, and
burning, and trembling, beneath the bosom of an
artless child. No concealment—none whatever ;
—the victim glorying in the sacritice in the same
breath with which she deplored herself !—How
much the meanest and the basest of all-selfishness
is mawls .
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The deceiver’s letters were written in bad
French, comparatively speaking, and altogether
bore the impress of a totally inferior mind ; yet
some of them were not without their hursts of
eloquence 100. At the beginning, said I to my-
self, this man meant not to betray her. I read a
long letter through; and found, after a world of
verbiage, one linc that startled me,—* Oui, mon
ange, oui, je vous le jure; vVOUs SEREZ, VOUS
ETES, MON EFOUSE.” o

I knew enough of the law of my country, to be
aware of the extremc danger to which the usg of
cxpressions @f this sort had often led ; and I could
not help passing a sleepless night, revolving a’
thousand fancies, the most remote shadow of which
had never before suggested itself to me. Joanne
observed how restless I was, but I resolved not to
give her the annoyance of partaking in an agita-
tion which might, I was sufficiently aware, termi-
nate in absolutely nothing. So I kept my thoughts
to myself for the present, but spent a great part
of next day in conning over the section ~Mur-
riage, in half a dozen diffe ent law-books, which
T contrived to borrow among my neighbonrs. Still
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I found myéelf entirely in the dark. I could make
no clear sense out of all the conflicting authorities
I saw quoted and requoted, concerning consensus
de futurg. consensus de prasenti, copule subse-
quentcs, consent rebus ipsis ef_factis, promises in
@stu datee, and I know ngt how much more similar
Jjargon.

I recollected that one of the Judges of the Court
of Session, with whom I had met sometimes at the
county club, had justcome home to hjs scat in our
neighbourhood, and resolved to communicate my

' scrqples to him, rather than to any of the pettifog-
gers in ! the country. Accordingly, I@mounted my
horse, and arrived about noon, with all my papers
in my pocket, at that beautiful villa from which the
Lord Thirleton took his title of courtesy.

I found his lordship sitting on the turfen fence
of one of his belts of fir, in his usual rural costume
of a scratch-wig, a green jacket, Shetland hosc,
and short black gaiters. A small mstrument, in-
geniously devised for serving at once as d walking
canc, a hoe, and a weed-grubber, *rested against
his knee; and, while reposing a little to recruit
his wind, he was indulging himself with a quiet
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perusal of a “ condescendence and answers,” which
he had brought with him in his pocket.

I waited till, having finished a paragraph, he
lifted his eyes from his paper; and then, with as
little periphxasis as I could, introduced to him
myself and my errand.

¢ Love-letters, lad?™ said he, rubbing his hands;
¢ let’s sce them, let’s sce them. I like a love-
letter from my heart, man—what*significs speak-
ing—semel insanivimus omneg.”,

I picked out the two letters wllich, I thought,
contained the cream of the matter, and watchgd
his face very daligently while he read them. *

“ Od, man,” says he, * but that lassie writes
weel. I cannot sgy that I make every word of
the lingo out, but I see the drift.—Puir thing!
she’s been a bit awmorous young body.”

“ The point, my lord,” said I, ¢ is*to know
what the Court would think of that passage ?"—
a poineted out the line of Sir Claud’s penmanship,
which I Kave already quoted)—¢ You are aware
how they lived together afterwards. What, if I
may ask, is the law of Scotiand as to such mat-
ters P
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‘“ Hooly, hooly,” quoth the Judge;  let me
gang ower this again.—T'roth, they’re queer words
these.”

“ My dear lord,” said I, © I want to know
what the Court would be likely to s2y to them.”

His Lordship took off his spectacles, and resto-

_ring them to their case, rosc, hoe in hand, from
his seat— My dear Doctor,” quoth he, laying
his hand on my shoulder, it really surprises me
to see how little the people of this country ken
about the affairs that maist nearly concern them.”

. True, my lord,” said I; I am very sen-
sible that I am no lawyer. But iteis our greatest
happiness that we have among us learned persons
who are able to instruct us in these matters when
we have occasion.—Your lordship can easily in-

ki

form me what the law of Scotland

“ The law of Scotland !” cried he, interrupting
me : ¢ the law of Scotland, Doctor Waldie ! Gude
faith, my worthy friend, it’s eneugh to gar a horse
laugh to hear you—The law o’ Scotland ! I won-
der ye’re no speaking about the crown o’ Scotland
too ; for I'm sure ye might as weel speir after the

ane frae the Bullers o’ Buchan, as the other frae
. 3
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their Woolsacks. They might hae ga.en on lang
encugh for me, if they had been content wi’ their
auld impruvements o’ ca’ing a flae a flea, and a
puinding a poinding—but now, tapsal-teivie’s the
word—But¥heesht, wheesht,~wemaun cen keep
a calm sough, my lad.” |

*“ I am afraid,” said I, * your lordship conceives
the law to be very unsettled, then, as to these
matters £”

“The law was settled enoughy Doctor Waldie,”
he replied ; “ but what signifies speaking ? I sup-
pose, ere long, we shall be Englified, shoulder and
croupe. Isna that a grand law, my man, that lets
folk blaw for forty years about the matter of forty
merks, if they will, and yet tries a puir devil for
his life, and hangs him within the three days, ay,
and that without giving him leave to have ony-
body to speak a word for him, either to Judge or
Jury ?—My word, they might learn to look near-
cr hame.”

His lordship was thumping away at the turf
with his hoe all this while, and seemed to be ta-_
king things in general so hotly, that I despaired
of getting him to fix his attention on my particu-
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lar concern; and said, the moment he paused,
“Well, my lord, I suppose the short and the long
of it is, that you think there would be no use in
my tryiz,; this questioa.”

‘¢ Hooly, hooly, there again,” quoth he, quite
in his usual tone—* It's not ac stroke that fells
the oak, and while there’s life there’s hope, young
man. Do you rea]ly think that I'm sic a ramstam
gowk, as to bid 'you or ony man fling the cloak
away ere you've tried how it will clout. Na, na,
hooly and fairly, my dear Doctor.”

« Then your lordship inclines to think favour-
ably:

¢¢ Me incline to think favourably, young man !
—tak’ tent what you're saying. Do you think that
I'm gaun to incline to think either favourably or
unfavourably here, on my ain dykeside, of a case
that I may be called upon, in the course of nature,
to decide on, saul and conscience, in the Parlia-
ment-house mony days hence? Ye should really
tak’ better carc what you say—young calves are

.aye for being at the end of their tether.”

“ O, my lord; I'm sure your lordship can’t

imagine that I could have had the least intention
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of forming any opinion dcrogatory to your lord-
ship's well-kmown impartial character. Really,
really, you have quite mistaken me. I only meant
to ask you as a friend, if I-may prcsumesto use
such a word® with your lordship, whether you
thought I should, or should not, encounter the
risk of a lawsuit as to this matter.”

¢ That’s no a thing for me to speak about, 'my
good friend ; it’s my business to decide Jaw-pleas
when they’re at their hinder-emd, not when they're
at the off-setting. Ye must advige wi’ counsel.”

A sudden light flashed upon me at this. me-
ment ; I bowed respectfully to his lordship, and, -
without informing him of my intention, went round
by the other sidc of the firs to his mansion-house.
Here I inquired whether the young laird was at
home, and was told that he was out shooting par-
tridges, in a turnip-field not far off. I desired that
he might be sent for, and the young gentleman
obeyed forthwith.

By the time he joined me, I had sealed up
five guincas, under a sheet of paper, and super- .
scribed it “ For Michael Thirler, younger of
Thirleton, Esq. Advocate.” I placed this in his
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hand, and found that I had at least secured a most
patient and attentive, if not a very intelligent lis-
tener. In a word, I saw plainly enough, that the
young ~¢'vocate, thus suddenly taken, was no more
able to give me an opinion touching the law of
marriage, than to cut a man for the stone—but
this did not discourage me. I lcft my papers with
him, saying, that the chicf favour he could confer
on me, would be to weigh the matter with the ut-
most deliberation cre he said one word about it ;
and adding, that I should have the honour of call-
irg on him next day about the same hour, if he
had no objections. I saw how much this arrange-
ment delighted him, and departed in full confi-
dence that I should soon get walue for my gold.

Accordingly, when I returned next day, I re-
ceived from the hands of my young counsellor, a
long, formal, and masterly opinion, in which every
disputable point of the case was gone into fully,
and which concluded with a clear and distinct re-
commendation of my projected action.

The old lord came into the room, while I wag
conning it over, and, stepping up to my car, whis-
pered, ¢ Ay, ay, ye ken there’s an auld saying,
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Young lawyers and auld doctors—and maybc
half of it ma§ be true.” 1 nodded in answer to.his
friendly gesturc, and reccived a cordial invitation
to stay and try ¢ whether a puir paper-18f might
not hae a tlrap of tolerable Bourdeaux in his
aught.” 'This temptation, however, you may sup-
pose I for once resisted. It was now high timc
that my wife should be informed, of an affair that
so nearly interested her. | :

Poor soul ! she heard m® t6 an end without
speaking ; took the lawyer’s opinion into her hand
and read it once more over ; and then threy her-
self, weeping aloud, upon my bosom.—¢ I am not
a base-born girl,” she cried ;  you will, aftcr all,
have no reason %o be ashamed of your wife !”
¢ "T'ears,” says the proverb, ¢ may be sweeter than
manna."—Surely these were such.
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CHAPTER XXII.

Law-surTs, John, arc like the conversations of
lovers, not very anfusing to those not immediate-
ly concerned in them. I shall therefore spare you
tlte voluminous history of the action of declara-
tor of marriage, Barr v. Barr; and content my-
sclf with merely mentioning in general, that, af-
ter a prodigious variety of private lettcrs and pub-
lic pleadings had been interchanged, the lawyers
on both sides were satisfied that the point was one
of the extremest doubt and difficulty, and mutual-
ly recommended to their clients the settling of the
dispute, if possible, by some compromise out of
doors. My temper was sanguine ; and the * sa-
vage virtue of the chase,” as the poet calls it, wa®
by this time in full excitement within me, so I
treated at first this proposition with great coldness.
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But when I found that I really had it in my power
toestablish immediately the legitimacy of my wife’s
birth, (a thing much nearer her heart, I believed
then, and I believe now, than anything besides,)
and to ente} the same moment into possession of
one-half of the estate of Barrmains—while, if I
persisted in my litigation, there was at lcast a very
considerable chance of our failing entirely, both
in regard to the honour we were seeking, and the
wealth conscquent upon it ;--I-could not, I say,
calmly balance these accounts, yithout perceiving
that Joanne’s dearest interests required me todc-
cept of the offered compromise. The delight with
which she heard me say that I was willing to act
in this manner, @orshc would never give her ad-
vice,) was more than I could describe. The ar-
rangements were soon perfected ; we were allowed
to carry through our declarator without further op-
position ; and the estate was divided between the
sisters, according to the judgment of three impar-
tial private individuals—Barrmains house falling
to the share of Joanne, as the elder of the two.

Here, thed, was a reverse of fortunc with a wit-
ness.
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So long as the affair was of doubtful termina-
tion, I had resolutely stuck by the eaercise of my
profession, and we had, in no respect whatever, al-
tered ournode of life at Maldoun. The change
in our circumstances, therefore, was every way as
sudden as complete.

We soon took posscssion of Barrmains, and
found ourselves involved in all the tumults of ru-
ral congrutulatioﬁ. For several weeks we were nc-
ver a day alone. Cousins remembered, half remem-
bered, and beforg unheard of, arrived in troops,
touclagm Joanne’s kindred ; and I, my own name
and family being of course well known by this
time, was embraced, upon terms of perfect equal-
ity, to say the lcast of it, by all those provincial
dons, who had previously admitted me to their
society on a somewhat different foot, and also by
many with whqm I had previously maintained no
intercourse whatever. Joanne, the overlooked, the
forgotten Joanne, was hailed as the ornament of
the county. Barrmains resounded with the bustle
of eternal festivity.

Another month was mostly spent in returning
the visits of the gentry who had thus honoured us.
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By this time the winter was setting in, and wc rc-
tired to Bar.mains, rather wearied of the life we
had been leading, and desirous of a little domestic
quict. We had arrangements to make cercerning
farms and tenants ; we had also to consider, more
carefully than could haye been expected at the
first, what our establishment ought to be ; and I,
for myself, began to fecl that I ought to pro'vidc
some plan of useful occupation fora part of my time.
For, accustomed as I had bcon to activity, a very
few weeks had been quite sufficient to give me some
glimpses of the danger of ennui. My neighbeurs
were, many of them, cxcellent fellows ; and ina
hunting-field, or over a bottle, I found their com-
pany sufficiently. palatable; but there was not
among them any one with whom I either was, or
thought it likely I should ever be, very particular-
ly intimate. They were squires ; and I was one
too ; but I felt that I was not thoroughly so. I was
a young man, it is true, but I had lived long
enough, and in ways sufficiently diversified, to give
me a feeling that the habi¢s of my mind were fixed.

Was I happy, then, with this splendid resi-
dencc, this liberal, if not splendid fortunc, and this
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amiable wife P—Surely, if I answer with the least
hesitation, you will pronounce the failure to have
been the consequence of nothing but some way-
ward ané*-capricious movement of my own tem-
per.

Listen, however, a little more patiently, ere you
altogether condemn me.

My firm expectation, I confess, had been, that
my wife, when removed into a sphere of lifc more
diversified with thevintercourses of socicty, and,
moreover, necessarily bringing with it the obliga-
tiom of many in themsclves beneficent duties, and
lastly; (not in my imagination, certainly, leastly,)
cnabling me to be much more her companion than
my business as a medical man had hitherto per-
mitted me to be,—I expected assuredly, that,
placed under these novgl and favourable circum-
stances, Joanne, would soon shake off that -tinge
of religious melancholy which had, ever since the
Methodist preacher visited our district, haunted
her gentle-spirit, and of which I had always sup-
posed the retired, and, indeed, solitary habits of
our life of poverty, to have been the chief foster-
ing influcnce. The ease with which Joannc min-

i
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gled in the society that our new fortunes at first
drew aroundeus, persuaded me still farther that
this hope would not eventually be disappointed ;
and I abstained from saying anything on the sub-
ject, in the delief that circumstances must always,
in such cases, be more powerful agents than words,
—above all, than any such words as, I conceived,
were likely to come from me, in 'relation to mat-
ters of which I understood but little,.and with
which I confess myself to hawe had no sympathy
worth the mentioning.

How grievously was I disappointed as to all
this ! *

These people were nothing slower than others
in paying court,eafter their own fashion, to the
new Lady of Barrmains. With daily increasing
uneasiness, I perceived what progress their most
artful.of all flatteries was cnabling therm to make
in the, establishment of their influence over this
not less timid than gentle disposition. But what
could I do; unless, indeed, I had resolved at
once to commence a totally new system, and in-
troduce reg'uhr controversy to my fircside? Was
not she the rcal owner of all this new wealth?



268 THE HISTORY OF MATTHEW WALD.

Was not this, in truth, her table, her roof, her
everything? How refuse to receive guests whom
she chose to welcome ; how object to any expen-
diture ia rhich she chose to indulge ? My tongue
was fettered as to all this. I sat silent, while
men, whose conversation I despised, scemed to
conﬁider themselves at home, beneath the roof of
one whom they styled their sister. I sat silent,
while day after day, and weck after week, still
brought with it so.ae new manifestation of the
same growing mauia. I saw my wife’s name bla-
zoned, in a hundred tracts and pamphlets, as the
patroness of institutions, the professed intention
of which neither I nor anybody could deny to be
good and fair, while the names of those at the
head of them inspired me with perpetual distrust,
and aversion, and contempt.

That period, was one in which this endemic
raged far and near in our county, to an extept of
which your own experience can have furnished
you with no notion. ‘The cternal visitations of
wandering fanatics, some of them muu of strong
talents, and respectable acquirements, the far
greater part ignorant, uninformed, wild, raving
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mechanics,—the enormous assemblages of pecople
which the hatangues of these persons never failed
to command, even in the wildest and most thinly
peopled districts of the country,—thessgenes of,
literally spelking, mere madness, which their en-
thusiastic and often impigus declamations excited,
and in which even the most eminent of them con-
descended to triumph, as the sure tests of the di-
vinity of the peculiar dogmas which they equn-
ciated,—these, and the subseriptions for schools,
chapels, and I know not whaty—all to be under
the control of the apostles of this perilous secty—
all these things spread and flourished in a style
of which you can happily form but a slender con-
ception. .

Whatever circumstances might have originally
favoured the growth of this mania in England, I
am sure there were none in Scot]and that could
be drgwn into any semblance of apology or pallia-
tive. Our people werc then, as they are now, well
taught, well disposed, devout by habit, and super-
intended By a simple, zealous, and most laborious
priesthood .o’ their own. Yet men, and church-

men too, were not wanting to lend countenance
L]
4
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and encouragement to these wild itinerants even
there ; and if I had entered into auy serious ar-
guments with my wife, I am ashamed to acknow-
ledge tly she might have cited against me names,
so universally, and, indeed, so deservedly vene-
rable, that it must havg been no easy matter to
convince her, no very pleasant matter even to in-
sinuate, that they were all in the wrong.

Almos: by way of dernier resort I was medita-
ting a journey to Ldiaburgh, where I hoped crowds,
and bustle, and tatal novelty, might produce some
fa'.-'oq}'able effect in Joanne’s mind, when a new
field of interest and occupation was suddenly and
uncxpectedly opened upon myself. In a word, the
Marquess of N called one day at Barrmains,
and, requesting a private conversation, informed
me that his second son, Lord James, (the same
who was afteryards Admiral,) had just received
his appointment to the command of a frigate,
which was likely to be kept, for several years to

-come, on the Spanish Main—that this rendered
it desirable for his lordship to vacate his seat in
Parliament for the present—and that he, the
Marquess, had, upon considering the state of feel-




CHAPTER XXII. . 271

ing in the country, taken it into his head that X
was exactly the man who ought to start for the
boroughs. His lordship knew my politics too
well to be under any apprehension on thetescorc ;
and he thereYore said, with perfect safety, a great
many pretty things, the meaning of which I tho-
roughly understood, about the perfect indepen- -
dence, &c. &c. &c. with which I should, if suc-
cessful in the canvass he proposcd, come into Par-
liament.

All this was so new, so totallysew, that at first
I felt somewhat puzzled; but I was not to.givc
my answer until the next day, and, ere that hour.
came, I had easily satisfied myself, that a scheme
which flattered my vanity, was also, under all the
circumstances, the very best and wisest which I
could follow. Publi¢ business would come to oc-
cupy a mind which dreaded stagpation; and I
should carry my wife with me to London, which
would be fifty times better for the purpose I had
had in view, than the.now mcrely nominal capital
of Scotland~

Our operatams, therefore, (I may say our, for
they were at least as much Lord N——s as ming,)
were commenced without delay, after the most ap._
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proved fashion of all such commencements. That
is to say, a clever agent arrived from Edinburgh,
and made a tour through the two towns and threc
villages . zhose representation was vacant, where
he cultivated, very assiduously, Proost, Dean of
Guild, Bailic, and Counsellor, preparing the way
- before the candidate, whose own visitations were
shortly to follow. It is not necessary for me to say
anything about what the writer did :—my own per-
sonal part was ar casier, probably, and a more sim-
ple one. I gavegdinners and dinner-like suppers to
the notables of the several places, made speeches
that shook the very walls, sung songs that made pe-
riwigs fly, and drank anything drinkable, from cla-
ret to whisky, until my eyes and nose began to look
as if I myself had been for years a leading mem-
ber of some independent municipal corporation. I
played whist with the lady-bailies, and lost every
rubber ; danced with their daughters, until my
wind was half-broken ; slobbered the c'hildren,
squeezed the hands of the chambermaids, and did
everything that becomes “ a most -lind, loving,
kissing gentleman,” (it is Cowpcr,‘llthink, that so
defines a parliamentary candidate.) I wasopposed
by an old army contractor, who, upon the peace,
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had joined the Opposition ; but I soori found that
he had no scrious intentions of contesting the point
with me, bci.ng merely employed, according to a
good old custom, for the purpose of making us feel
and cxpress, as we best might, the more gratitude
for that support which we should finally experience.
In a word, T was at last clected unanimously M.D.,
for the five eminently respectable royal burglis of
Maldoun, (or, according to the’imore authentic
spelling of their charter, Maltgown,) Cannyga.t\cs,
Woaimiss, and Wetcraigs, Crossinyloof.

Joanne was, no doubt, flattered with this ngw
clevation : at all events, she, with much good-hu-
mour, consented to the ball and supper which I
proposed giving at Barrmaius to the neighbouring
gentry upon the occasion. But even when the fefc
was in its fullest vigour, I had the mortification to
sce her retire to a corner with two or thret elderly
ladics, whose private propensitics T well knew to
be soiacwhat in harmony with her own ; and, when
standing near their knot in the pauses of the
dance, I could not help hearing quite enough to
satisfy me, thzhchalked fldors, chandclicrs, minu-
ettes, and country-dances, were all alike the sub-
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jects of a sorrowful and de-haut-en-bas sort of con-
templation.

1 looked at the lean and shrivelled old creatures
about Joanne, and excused them readily—but she
—young, lovely, beautiful, made to_live, in the
truc sense of the word, (“ vivre, Cest sentir lu
vie,")—that she should be thus sinking before my
eyes into a condition destructive of all sympathy
even with me—this, I confess, did give me pain.
I determined thag these particular spinsters at
least should not come into contact with her again
for some time ; and hastened my preparations for
the journcy to London with all possible zeal.

I should have mentioned that therc was another
very good reason for my wishing that this journey,
since it was to take place, should take place soon.
Joanne was now, for the first time, supposed to be
in a ceriain interesting situation ; and more espe-
cially, considering the natural dclicacy of her con-
stitution "and health, it was obvious that such a
journey would be less advisable wken she had
made farther progress. -

We were just about to taker leave of Barr-
mains, then, without any prospect of returning to
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it for a considerable number of months,.when Ire-
ceived a lettey from my Lord N——, which con-
strained us in some measurc to alter our plans.
The Marquess, who was at this time at hie hunt-
ing-seat in the Highlands, had heard of my inten-
tion to move southwards thus early in the season,
_and he was pleased to wnte, that he had a parti- *
cular wish to sce me ere I left Scotland.

When I found this to be the ‘case, I-had no-
thing for it but sending Joanae o far as Edin-
burgh by herself, there to wait until I should join
her from the North ; for as to carrying her.wiﬂ)
me, her situation, and the prospect of a very long
journcy before her at any rate, put this quitc out
of the question. .

Joanne, therefore, set off for Edinburgh, and I
procceded on horseback towards the Peer’s forest,
travelling in company with a certaiy old half-pay
captain of marines, by name Cuthill, who had also
been honoured with an invitation to spend a week
there—a nefghbour of cars, and an ancient hanger-
on of the N—y~ family.
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CHAPTER XXIII.

A RIDE of rzth-r more than a hundred miles
brought us to the heart of that wild and magni-
ficent desert, where this great lord’s huuting-seat,
a new and elegant villa, sct down in the midst of
Alpine mountains, roaring torrents, and enormous
old black pine woods, shewed,.I think, as strange-
ly as ever the famous tourist-chapel of Loretto
could have done after any of its excursions.

Here Captain Cuthill and I found assembled a
large and mirthful party, who had been for some
time enjoying the splendours of the chase, in all
its varieties, on his Lordship’s imménse domain.
Fops of the first water from Pall A{all were seen
seated at table, by the side of specimens of the
aboriginal * Barbarous Folk” of the district,
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whose attempts towards civilized coxcombry re-
minded one of a negro in a white neck-cloth. And
next day, the same fine gentlemen appcared, by
the side of the same mountaineers, und®tircum-
stances of aWkwardness and absurdity, which, to
say the least of it, migh{ well restore the equili-
brium between them. Though not only a lajrd,”
but a member of Parliament, I, from old habit, still
had my cases of instruments and medicines in my
saddle-bags; and I promise ydu the uscfulness of
thesc appendages was not very long of being dis-
covercd. The Marquess, meanwhile, one of the
best shots in Christendom, trotted about the heath
as if he had been in a paddock, minding nothing
but his sport. Part of that, however, might have
consisted in observing the sore scrapes into which
some of his guests were always sure to be getting.
I, for my part, was quite the Chiren of the sct;
my presance being as fatal to the bucks of one spe-
cies, as it was beneficial to those of another.

I was well amused with all this—yet I was an-
xious to rejo. my wife; and, therefore, rather
annoyed to find, that two or three days had pass-
ed without his lordship’s honouring me with the
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conversation which I had been promised. He
was so much surrounded with his-guests, how-
ever, so carly astir for the chase in the morning,
and so lawe at his bottle in the cvening, that I
really could have had no opportunity of introdu-
cing the subject with much likelihood of having
it satisfactorily discussed. I was awaiting my
fate, therefore, with tolerable patience, when, on
the third or fourth day, I overheard at his table
some conversatitn "between two gentlemen sitting
opposite to me, that not a little quickened my de-
sire to do my crrand, and be gone.

“ And so Lascelyne,” said one, * is not to be
here after all. Well, I'm sorry to hear it.”

*¢ So am I,” says the other~ ¢ Lascelyne is a
princely shot. I would have backed him against
the field.”

¢ Nay,” was the reply, ¢ Lord Lascelyne is
a good shot, I admit; but I should never think
of comparing him with the Marquess at this sort
of work. He is more your man for the pigeon-
box than the moors, in my humb 6pinion.”

“ I don’t know that,” quoth the other; ¢ the
rame coolness—that, after all, is the chief thing in
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both cases. Nothing can be more steady than La-
scelyne.—DBut what’s the use of talking, since, he’s
not to come ?”

“ Hang it!” he answers, “ one slopld have
thought he might have been a little calmed by
this time of day. I never heard of such an in-
toxication.—A devilish fine woman, certaiply
but still—-" ,

‘“ A taking creature, sir !—a world of faseina-
tion, I understand.” P

“ Yes, yes; up to all that, I dare say. Well,
he’ll be here next autumn at all events.”

“ Ay, I think we may say so much. Do you
mean to look in upon him as you go southwards "

“ I don’t know whether he’s at home.—Pray,
my lord,” says this gentleman, turning to the
Marquess, “ can you tell us where Lord Lasce-
Iyne is at present? Some one said, he had left
that old chateau of his——"

1 don’t know, really,” said the Marquess; and,
happening'to catch his eye at the moment, I could
not help thin™ing that he spoke in a little confu-
sion. !

The conversation took another turn; and not
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long afterwards we joincd the ladies in the draw-

ing-room.
Lord N.

the cvenn.g, and drew me aside.—‘ My dear

came up to me in the course of

Barr,” said he, (for he now gencraliy called me
by that name,) “ I saw_you were rather uncasy
when thosc gentlemen talked of Lascelync’s affair
so openly before you ; but the truth is, you must
just excusc them ; they don’t know anything of
your connection.* I4n sure they would have been
extrcmely sorry wo say anything they thought
could hurt you, Barr.”

‘ Nay, nay,” said I, “ I beg your lordship’s
pardon, but I really can’t scc that any apology of
this kind is necessary. Why should I carc about
hearing Lord Lascelyne’s name mentioned more
than another’s ?”

« Come, come, Barr, you're close; and perhaps,
under all the circumstances, 'tis the best way.”

¢ Close, my lord ! I really don’t understand—"

“ No matter, no matter, my good fricnd. I'm

sure I feel very sincerely »ooogT
% Good Heavens! your lordship jis vastly se-
riaus, indeed.—What is all this to me ?”



CHAPTER XXIII. 281

¢ Nay, nay, if that’s the way you are taking
the matter, I beg pardon, indeed.—I had heard,
to be sure,” he added in rather a different tone,—
T had heard of some old law-suit bet yegn you.”

¢ A mcre folly, my lord marquess,—a thing I
have long wished to forget, I assure you.”

“ But you can’t, that’s it. Well, well, Barr,
we've all of us our points.—I heartily beg par-
don for having broached the disagreeabic subject
at all; but, between ourselves, T was really much
taken with Lady Lascelyne, ard But I beg
pardon, T see youn are resolved,—no matter, no

matter.”

I must own, 1 was somcthing disgusted with all
this mumbling ; so I took the opportunity our
retirement happened to have given mc of lead-
ing the Peer to talk of the business I had come
upon, by mentioning how anxious I was to get on
to Edinburgh forthwith, He plunged immediate-
ly into the theme I had started, and held me in
close confabulation for more than an hour, about
a bill concert ing the Scotch Fisheries, which, it
was understvod, Ministers meant to bring forward
early in the session, and the progress of which die
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wished me to watch with all my attention, he him-
self, as it seemed, not having it in¢his power to
be in London before spring.

" As soow as I had made myself master, as I
thought, of his lordship’s ideas upon %his subject,
I considered my affairs at the Lodge as for the
‘present brought to a happy termination; and, ac-
cordingly, I took my leave of the family the same
evening, ‘and began, at a very early hour next
morning, my ride téwards the low country.

To say truth,el had experienced a world of
mst disagreeable sensations during the conversa-
tion which T have just been recalling. All the
faults and follies of my boyhood thus treasured
up and dwelt upon, even by people who no one
could have supposed would ever have thought it
worth while to waste three minutes’ considera-
tion on alny private affairs of a person so total-
ly out of their sphere. That most paieful of
all subjects,—that paltry, miserable law-suit to
be thus remembered !—and anybody that did
remember it to dream of mentionifig it,—above
all, of mentioning it to me!—And the exqui-
site disgust of having it supposed, that I, for-
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sooth, could not hear I.ord Lascelyne’s name
uttcred by astranger, in 2 mixed company, with-
out suffering uneasiness sufficient to justify a
formal apology from such a person as my Lord
N
and why ? Why, simply, because the fact was ex-
actly as these idle meddlers sccmed to be sup-
posing. I was conscious in my own heart, that

! The whole of this was gall to me,—

I was not able to hear that name without ‘feel-
ings which I was also perfeltly conscious it was
the most egregious weakness im me not to have
long ago banished from my bosom. I defer-
ved, and, therefore, I felt the rcproach. I felt
the blood tingle in my cheek as I thought the
scene over; and® suspected that, after all, T had
probably betrayed my emotion by some similar or
equally intelligible symptom, at the moment when
those coxcombs first began to pmate about their
had
scen this. My conduct afterwards must, therefore,
have seemed to him disingenuous ; both awkward
and unman}; !—this was much. In whatever
point of view I looked at the whole affair, I found
nothing to please, everything to annoy me. Very

bets, and their pigeon-shooting. Lord
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decp feeling of any sort perhaps I had not; but
I had quite enough to make my morhing’s ride a
disagreeable one, in spitc of the finest possible
weather,»and some ‘of the most celebrated scencry
in all the North.
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EmMercineg, on the second mbrning,, from the
gorge of the last pass of thg Grampian chain, I
perceived, in the valley before me, a small village,
with a church spire in the midst of jtywurround-
ed on every side by noble groves,?speakilfg the
near vicinity of some distinguished Tesidence.

Not having bgen in this part of the kingdom
on any former occasion, I had but a very obscure
notion of its gcography ; and was certainly not less
pleased than surprised, when I found, bn reach-
ing th.e public-house, where (havi;lg come fifteen
miles alrcady) I had intended to breakfast, that
the placewas St Dec’s. You may perhaps re-
member my,having :nentioned that name some
time ago ;—the very parish where my old patron-
css of St Andrew’s had taken up her abode when
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she had the honour to become Mrs Mackay. I
made my inquiries forthwith; and, having ascer-
tained that the family were at home, sent a mes-
sage to_say, that I would call as soon as I had
breakfasted.

The honest Minister, however, was at my elbow
in five minutes’ space ; and, finding that my friend
would think hggself ill used if I broke bread at
St Dee'’s elsewhere than under her roof, I, of
course, Yransferred, myself immediately to the
Manse, where, I need not say, I was received in
the most eordizl manner.

My old fljgme had thriven apparently upon
matrimony, for she was now a very portly dame;
and yet four or five blooming and blushing chil-
dren, with heads like butter-cups, attested suffi-
ciently, that she had not been cating the bread of
idleness. © In short, I found a comfortable.and
happy family, cstablished in a small and snug
dwelling; and nothing could surpass, in their
several species of excellence, the tea, the barley
scones, the eggs, the mutton ham, 4he kippered
salmon, and the Athole brose of Biddy. The
good people seemed to have been well aware of
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the fortunate change which had recently taken
place in my worldly circumstances; but, I am
sure, if T had come in rags to their door, I had
been welcomed every bit as warmly. I heard thes
whole histox;y of them wmd their chiIdrt.:n, and
answered a world of the most affectionate inquiries
touching my own family affairs. .

When we had risen from the table, the Mini-
ster threw open a door, which, half way down, bore
also the character of a wmdow, and invited us to
stcp upon his terrace. Blddy lmd her bonnet on
her head forthwith, and out we all went. 'l‘lle
view was fine in the extrcme ;—the foregro2nd a
beautiful park, diversified with woods and planta-
tions, through wluch a small stream winded, and,
behind, a gentle acc]mty, richly cultivated, swell-
ing up to the basc of the great hills.

I perceived at some distance from us, among
the trees, the turrets and chimneys of what seem-
ed to be a considerable mansion, and asked my
worthy friends to whom the domain belonged.

¢ Bless me ! says Biddy, “ is it possible you
need to ask sych a question? Do ye no ken that
that’s Lascelyne House ?”
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¢ None of thc family are at home,” says the
Minister, very hastily, ckeing out Biddy’s infor-
mation. '

. A little pause took place; during which, while
apparc'ntlir occupied only with the landscape, I
chanced to perceive that the couple were ex-

_changing sundry glances, pregnant with meanings
to ‘me mysterious,—and again the samec painful
sensations which T had so recently experienced at
the Marquess's li'c:gan to be in motion. T was re-
solved, llowever; that herc at least I should guard
myself. So I said, as indifferently as I could,
% O<yes, I think I heard some onc say at Lord
N ’s table, that Lord Lascelyne was in Edin-
burgh.—A very finc place, indced, it scems to be.
Pray, how do you call the stream ”

“"Tis the Calder water,” says Biddy; “ and
a bonny water it is, if ye had time to look at the
old Roman bridge, and the tway falls up the
glen.—Did you never hear the auld sahg, Mr
Matthew P— B

The birds on the bushes, the flowers thick wi’ bees,
Keep the bairns blythe and heartsome gt bonny St Dee’s;
And the clear Calder water runs gently; gently,
 Washing the roots of the old oak trees.” '
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“ Well,” said I, ¢ I am sorry to say, I must
be contentedwith the bairns’ part of your beanties
for the present. I must push on immediately to
Edinburgh ;”—and with this I introfuctd a full
and particular account of my intended journey to
London, &ec. .

“Tis a right noble place indeed,” quoth Mess
John, evidently unconscious of,the turn I had
given the conversation; * and, if all things vlse
had been convenient, you miht* have scen both
the glen and the pictures. Thete's a very grand
collection of pictures in the castle. My Jord’s
grandfather had a great taste, and he spared no
expense on a picture——"

“ Weel, weel, Dr Mackay,” quoth Biddy, in-
terrupting him, “ I am sure ye might ken, that
after all that’s happened: Mr Wald would never
like——"

“ Mg never like ?—after all that’s happened,
Mrs Mackay ? Sure you're joking a little,"—said
I, forcing a laugh.

“ Very weel, very weel,” says she smiling, but
gravely; ¢ Lken some folk’s hearts better than
some folk thinks, for a’ that.” .
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My heart P—my dear Miss Paterson—1I beg
your pardon—my dear Mrs Mackay—"

“ Ay, ay, Mr Matthew, ye may laugh as meiklo
as ye like,, but I ken fu’ weel that you're no the
ane to clean forget auld friends, only for a pass-
ing tift or tway.—Yon bonny, swect, lovely crea-
ture I”

* Who, my dear madam, who "

“ O dear! O dear me !—Weel, weel, I'se say
naething.” no

“ You've saill a vast deal too much already,

2]

my gear,”

half whispers her spouse. ’

I saw Biddy give him a jog with her arm; and
again I forced in the subject of my own travels—
prosing away, in a very landable style, about na-
tural beauties, interesting associations, and all
that—but it would not do. A check had taken
place ; and, though we parted as affectionately as
was possible, still I saw that Biddy looked upon
me as having behaved with more rcserve than was
quite proper with so very old a friend. Howcver,
my horses being now brought to the door of the
Manse, I clapt two of the children on my sad-
dle, and walked them once or twice round the
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little court in her presence,—and this piece of
attention was not, I thought I could see, without
its effect. As for the Minister, I made him prp-
mise to come and see me at Barrmaiffs some time,
with his wife, after a General Assecmbly. And so
adieu to this sweet sceng of innocent retirement.
1 rode rapidly for some time along a road, both
sides of which were overshadowed by the trees of
Lord Lascelyne’s park, catching every now and
then a little glimpse of the Mansion, as the dif-
ferent short, straight, dark avefues, cut through -
the woods, successively opencd upon the palisade.
I was very well aware, as I have mentioned al-
ready, that no one of the family was at home, and
yet I know not what feeling of strange undefined
anxiety haunted and hurried me. I started like a
convict, if a stray stag, or even sheep, happened to
cmerge from below some of these earth-sweeping
branches :—anything moving—anything white,
was enough to shake me. I clapt the spurs to my
horse, and ‘the road being, as I have said, quite
over-arched with the trees, so that scarcely any
breath of air,could find acces. to it, it was no won-

der that, when—the park being apparently left be-
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hind—1 slackened my pace, to enjoy the breeze on
a frec and open piece of rising ground, I found
that my horse was already considerably blown. My
groom, indeed, seemed to be himself somewhat in
the same condition ; and I saw that hé'was rather
surprised with my exhibiting so little concern for
my oattle, a species of inattention, certainly, with
which I was far from being chargeable in gencral.

However, on we rode, at our moderated pace,
until a turning of the road brought us close upon
a spot which demfanded, not merely a walk, but a
halt. «In a word, three different roads met very
near the extremity of a small, a very small lake,
on the further bank of which, but still, as it secm-
ed, quite close to us, (for the water was very nar-
row,) there appeared some fragments of an an-
cient Castle, and one or two cottages, propped like
bee-hives against the old wall. I began calling
out, in hopes of getting some one to direct ws as to
our road ; and presently forth came a countryman,
but so deaf, or so stupid, that I was forced to dis-
mount, and ferry myself over to his station, in a
sort of punt that was lying in the water.

Upon reaching the other side, I had no diffi-
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culty in making myself understood ; ‘and having
reccived the, information I wanted, was about to
return to my horses, when the old cottager asked if
I would not like to see the Castle, singe I:was un-
der its walls, adding, that many people came thi-
ther for no other purpose.

« I¢’s name " said I. * .

¢ Lascelyne Castle, to be sure,” says he. ¢ This
is the true Auld Place ; but the family loft it after
it was burnt down in Queew Mary’s days, and
built in the haugh yonder.”

By this time we had climbed the stair in one of
the towers still extant; and coming out upo:I the
battlement, I perceived that I was in rcality with-
in the park of Lascelyne house, which appeared
below me at much less distance than I should have
supposed—a vista among the trces terminating in
one of its fronts. .

¢ The Castle,” I remarked, ¢ must form a fine
feature in the view from those windows.”

¢ Ay, inleed, it does that,” says my cicerone ;
¢ they come often our length when they are at
hame in the summer evenings. My lady was won-
derfu’ fond of the auld tower.”
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“ Where we are now ”

Ay, herc; we're on the top of the tower, yc
see, sir—this is just where they used to come and
‘take their four-hours sometimes, that summer my
lord was married—but these days ar by now.”

The man was silent; and not choosing to put
*any more leading questilms, I stood beside him for
a few minutes as silent as he.

“ Asl shall'answer,” cries he, ¢ that's the new
gig; wecl, I had not heard my lord was come
hame.” .

¢ ¢ What! Lord Lascelyne ?”

“ Ay, just himsell. I ken the way he sits—
ay, that’s just himsell, and Madam wi’ him.”

“ What ? who P—coming this way too ?”

Imagine the feelings with which I saw this ve-
hicle drive rapidly up to the walls of the tower—
Lascelyne legp from his seat—and handing down
a lady.—* They’ll come up stairs,” said I.

“ I’'sc warrant they’re coming up,” says the
man; “ and I maun e’en leave youy sir, for I'll
maybe be wanted.”

He did leave me. I paused, irtegolute; I was
considering whether I could not hide myself some-
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where amidst the ivy ; a thousand schemes and
dreams hurzied over my brain. I knew not what
to do. Bchold some one is ascending the stair—
I hear once more the broken-windedepapt of m'y
cicerone andl his heavy tread—Thank heaven ! no
other step scems to follow.

“ Well,” said I, when he appeared—* yop art
soon returned.” . .

“ Ay, sir,” said he, blowing very shortly ; ¢ my
lord said he would wait tilP ye came down. I
thought I would tell you that.® ,

I put a trifle into the old lad’s hand, ang tled
my handkerchief high over my chin, as I stalked
down the dark and steep ascent. '

To my delighted surprise, there was no one at
the bottom when I reached it ; and I clambered
up to a window, on the side next the water, in
hopes of escaping, by choosing that eg're;s, all fur-
ther rigk of meeting with Lascelyne, who, I con-
cluded, from what the old man said, had remain-
cd within 'his park. But—that everything might
be exactly as was most disagreeable for me—his
lordship haq walked round ti.e ruin, and was now
standing almost immediately below me, by the
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brink of the lake, with his back turned, however,
upon the window, at the moment when I shewed
myself. I say shewed ; for although his back was
towards me;mot so that of his companion. Her
eye was full upon me in my awkward 'position—
but that eye was not Katharine’s. T had no time
to make reflections, and let myself down upon the
turf. Thelady took a glanc.e or two at me through
a glass which she wore suspended around her neck,
and turned to Isord: Lascelyne, who, however,
deigned not to desist drom his occupation, which
was that of drawing lines on the margin with his
walking cane. I hurried to my punt, and shoved
off. I was in the middle of the pool ere, throwing
a single glance on the shore, I perceived that Lord
Lascelyne’s eyes were fixed intently upon me. I
could not withdraw my glance. 'We continued
eyeing each other, but interchanged no symptoms
of recognition. I almost doubted, on reaching the
side, whether, after all, he had known me. Many
years had passed—my dress was altogether differ-
ent—nothing could have been farther from his
imagination than the possibility of my.bcing there.
The lady—who could she be ? Beautiful she was ;
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boldness was in that bright eyc-—sor;le haughty
high-born deme—sister, or friend.

I felt as if T had been rubbing shoulders with
humiliation. What could Lord Lascelyne think of
mc, if he really did recognise me P—what mean.
ness in me to be visiting his pleasure-grounds, his
castles—throwing myseli’ in hig way on his own
domain! And Katharine, had she happened to
be with him, what must her feelings have been !—
how ungentlemanly, how unifanly, my behaviour !
If I wished to be once more der kinsman, her
friend, why not say so P—why not write to her?
~—why not ride up to her door like a man ?—DBut
here—to skulk about her privacy ; to be wander-
ing about her park, studying views and ruins, or
gratifying some still baser curiosity ! In whatever
way I looked back upon the whole affair. I found
pain and vexation—an
more wiserably, and m
could remember.
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CHAPTER XXV.

NoTwITHSTANDING the mental uneasinesses of
the day, the body d¢émanded a sound nap, and cn-
Jjoyed the same for, I take it, not much less than
nite uninterrupted hours.

In short, I did not awake until about eight in
the morning—nor am I quite sure that I should
have been stirring even then, had I been left en-
tirely to nature and myself. At all events, when
I had rubbed my eyes, I became aware that some
strenuous alter¢ation was going on very near me.
It was a mere cottage, in which I had found my
gite ; and close to the door or the window I heard
voices in disputation ; one only of which (and
there seemed to be at least three) I recognized—
viz. that of my own man, the excellent and faith-
ful Robin Keir :~as thus :
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 Wauken, or no wauken, I maun l;e in—that’s
the short and the lang o't—Gae away, gac away
—let me by.”

« The big deil's in the body !-sfop a’ yon;r
blawin’, yeke get ne'er a fit.”

¢« Misca’ing the Kingfs officer, ye flunkie ?”

 I'm nae flunkie, ye ill-tongued offisher x I'm
the laird’s ain man, and I'm come o’ better folk,
too, than €'er birstled their shins at your father’s
peats. Ye'se get ne'er a fit fixther the noo, I'say.”

¢ Sile—e—c—ence ! ! '—Goorge, by the grace ,
of God—" _

“ We hear yc, body, we're no sac deaf. Ye
may keep some o’ your breath to cool your por-
ridge——" .

“—Of the United Kingdom of Great Britain
and Ireland Ki—i—ing !”

¢ Hullo !=hullo !—Tam I

¢¢ Wheesht, wheesht, Johnnie, man—he's a
bailie—"

¢ Of Gircat Britain and Ireland—King—grcet-

»

n

¢ King (réorge greeting !——eh ! man, that's but
bairnly.”
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¢ Dinna rcad a’ that havers, man; just tell us
what ye’re wanting wi’ him.”

¢ That’s liker reason, now: Has he seen my
lord yet 7.

¢ Seen him ? We're just on our gate frae his
house yonder.”

¢ They have met, then ?”

“ Met ?—Ay, met and parted baith, to be sure :
what are ye at wi’ sic daft-like speirings ?”

“Eh! where was the mecting, man ?”

“ We forgathaeved, the first time, on the moor,
Just aboon my lord’s lodgings.”

“ On the moors P—and they fired #”

 There was walth o’ firing in that moor at-
weel.”

“ Winged 7

¢ Walth o’ winging, man.”

¢ Down "

¢ Flat down, ye may swear—But what’s 2’ that
to you ?”

¢ Several shots ?™

< Hundreds o' shots, man.”

¢ Guide us a’! What Heathens !=—hundreds
o’ ghots 7"

¢ Pouther’s no that dear noo, nor lead neither.”
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“ Dead at last "

¢ Dead at she very first, man.”

¢ Dead ?”

Ay, as dead as if ye had thrawn their .necks.”'

 Baith dead P—Ye're speaking nonsense—
Barrmains is here, ye said ?”

«To be sure he is.”

¢ The body ye mean?” .

¢ Saul and body baith—What are yc speaking
about ?”

¢¢ The duel, to be sure.”

“ What duel ?” .

¢ Between your master and Lord Lascelyne.”

¢ Lord Lascelyne !=-I never heard tell o> him
afore.” .

“ Why, you've just said ye came from his
place.”

« Why, dear me ! and sae we djd; we break-
fasted close beside it yesterday morning.”

A fine breakfast !”

‘¢ A capiial breakfast—the very wale o’ break-
fasts—at the Minister’s——"

¢ Ministep's—nonsense—nonsense—what are

you speaking about? Are they baith dead, g¢r
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baith quicl'( !—speak out at ance—Y ¢ had better.
Sile—e—nce I '

¢ Dcad and quick ?—wha dead P—wha quick ?”

“ Did mt you say this moment that some one
was dead 7—Out on you, yourc anvold donner-
cd hd

¢ Ca’ canny, offisher. What is’t you're driving
at, wi’ 2’ this hullybaloo #”

« Silence ! T ask you, and answer mec at your

peril, as ye sal xaswer to the King and the
Lord Justice-General, the Lord Justice-Clerk,
ard the Lords Commissioners of Justiciary——"

« ‘Say awa’, man—tak your time.”

 Answer me, upon your most imminentest pe-
ril—what was the issuc of the meeting bctween
your master and the Lord Lascelyne ?”

.% My master and the Lord Deevil’s !—They
never met in this world, that I heard tell 0>. We
only saw the big house through the treeg, as we
were coming doon.”

% Then whom do you mean 7—Wo shot ?—
Who fell 7—Who was as dead as if his neck had
been thrawn ” - )

. Wha's dead? The muircocks and mawkins
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to be surc—and a matter o’ tway-thre:a raes every
day to the bargain.—Will that content you "

¢ Come, come,” said I, at this crisis opening
my window,—* what’s all this bustle, Mr Mes-
senger ?”

Robin’s hat flew off in 8 moment ; and the fiery-
faccd minion of Themis, understanding who I
was, shewed no want of alacrity in following the
courteous cxample. .

With many flourishes affer *his fashion, this
personage at length informed me, that he was the
bearer of a warrant of the chief criminal poyer*in
Scotland for the instant arrest of my person. You .
may suppose that this startled me a good deal,
though I was net, by this time, without some
slight gleam of suspicion as to the general nature
of the mistake. I, however, put a good face upon
the matter. Inshort, I laughed very het‘u‘tily, and
desireg a sight of his warrant ; wherewith, after a
little hesitation about trusting the paper out of his
hand, he complied.

I retired a pace or two from the window, and
rcad (you ydy spare me the trouble of describing
with what sort of feelings) two formal documepts,
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engrossed on one folio sheet of paper ;—the first
a * petition and complaint,” from aa Advocate-
deputc to the Judges of the Court of Justiciary,
setting fortk, that Matthew Wald Barr of Barr-
mains, alias Matthew Waldie, had, atcording to
the sworn belicf of sundry credible persons, sct off
for the northern part of this kingdom, with a fix-
ed intention of provoking the Right Honour-
able George Lord Lascelyne to fight a duel, or
to commit some‘gricvous breach of the peace
against the person of the said Lord, and to the
dainage of the King, his Crown, and dignity;
likeas, that the said George Lord Lascelyne was
art and part in the design to fight the said duel,
or otherwise to commit some grievous'breach of
the peace against the body of the said Matthew,
&c. &c. &c. ; and praying the Court to grant war-
rant for the immediate arrest of the said persons,
aye and until they should find caution, &c. &ec.
&ec. to the satisfaction of the said Lords, &c. &c.
The second effusion was, accordingly; the very
warrant thus prayed for; and the Judge who
signed it appeared to be no other than my worthy
acquaintance, the Lord Thirleton.
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Exquisitely ridiculous as the whole affair ap-
peared in ong point of view, and bitterly as I was
disposed to resent it in another, I still had sense
cnough to perceive, that no good engl could be’
served by my offering any sort of resistance to
authority so formally embodicd. Instead, there-
fore, of entering into any. farther discussion w‘ith .
the messenger, I simply told him, that I saw he
had done his duty ; and that, as I was going to
Edinburgh at any rate, it cowld.give me no sort
of annoyance to obey the mandate of which he
was the bearer. - .

The man was evidently quite confounded by
the calmness with which I had taken the affair,
and stammered ou¢ a world of such apologies and
explanations, as it was more likely his imagination
should suggest than my ears should listen to. One

Jact, however, he did communicatc ; and this was,
that although the warrant had been granted at
Edinburgh, the Lord Thirleton was probably at
Stirling alréady, or, at least, would be so in the
coursc of the same day, for the purpose of attend-
ing the Circyit’ Court.
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< So much the better,” said I; ¢ we shall sce
his lordship thirty miles sooncr than we should
otherwise have been able to manage.”

In a,word, I ordered breakfast immediately,

and took horse with all gaiety so soon as it was
over.
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CHAPTER XXVL

Lt was fine weather when we started ; but the
day became overcast about noon, and it raincd
incessantly the greater part of the evening® In
short, we had but an uncomfortable ride, and a»-
rived late at night at Stirling, in a very draggle-
tailed condition. *

My commander led the way to the inn at which
the Judges were accustomed to take up their
quarters; and I found, from the “appearance of
matters®about the porch-way, that the Court had
not as yet broken up for the day. Hungry-look-
ing juryme;l were sauntering up and down, and
the landlord was fidgetting akout, evidently much
distressed abdut the over-roasting of his mutton.
"I'his situation of things, however, was in so far
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favourable, that it gave mc an opportunity of
charging my dress; and the messeager having
taken his place, with a nipperkin of brandy before
him, at’the door of the room, I patiently awaited
the arrival of the personage whose mahdate, I had
no doubt, would instantly restore me to my li-
berty.

Accordingly, in about half an hour, (it was by
this time closc upon midnight,) my cars were at
length gratified wifi the well-known ¢ Justice-
ayre march,” periormed upon a couple of cracked
trumpets in the street below me, and accompa-
nied with a sufficient buzz of ¢ the Lords! ! !—the
Lords!! !” and, throwing up my window, I could
soon distinguish the principal 'feature of the ad-
vancing procession. His Lordship held in his
right hand an umbrella, for the protection of his
wig and cocked hat; and his left being, with
equal propriety, occupied in tucking up the skirts
of his robe, his short bandy-legs were scen stump
ing vigorously through the mud—the bailies and
trumpeters in advance, on each side a waiter or
two with tallow-candles in paper-lzintcrns, and the
usual rabble in the rear.
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My messenger had taken care that our arrival
should be alnounced the moment his Lordship
came up stairs; and, in a minute or two, I wag
summoncd to his private apartment, wMere'I found
him alrcady stripped of his judicial trappings, and
thundering about dinner, with his hands in soap
and water. The officer staid without, and Thirle-
ton ordered his servant off alsq, the instant he
perceived me. ’

¢ And what’s the upshot,’ddctor? Eh, man,
what’s come o't P”

¢ O, my lord, there’s been some total mistake.
I shan’t blame your lordship; but you've begn
deceived, played upon, altegether.”

« Deceived, ddctor !—=The deil's i’ the man!
was you no gaun to fight him after all ?”

¢ Nothing farther from my thoughts, Lord
Thirleton. I never dreamt of such a thing.”

¢ C® canny now, doctor ; dinna think to quiz-
zify me, man.—I'se haud ye bound ower in five
hundred merks—no a penny less—the law’s im-
perative. I canna help it, if ye were my father.”

“ You ma.y bind me over in five thousand
pounds if you have a mind, my lord. I only wish
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to know where all this nonscnse has come from.—
Who told you all this cock-and-a-bufl stuff'?”

¢ Na, since youre laughing, friend, I belicve
I maun' believe ye.—God pity me! what could
have put this in the woman’s head ?™*

¢ The woman, my lord >—what woman ?”

. What woman, doctor? Wha but your ain
wife, to be surc.—I'm sure of it, had it no been
her coming to me hersell, wi’ the drap in her
een, I'm free to say’t; that, gown or no gown, I'm
anc of the last tkat would have liked to interfere
in‘ony sic a job between gentlemen, mair especial-
ly when ane o’ them was a friend o’ mine ain.”

Cw My wife come to you! Good Heavens ! what
is all this?—I'm made a fool &f, my lord—I've
been jested with—I'll trace it out somehow.”

¢ Trace it out, man? therelll be nae great
wark thereaway.—But you really did not gang
north to ca’ out Lord Lascclyne? Speak truth
now, doctor ; nac mair o’ your fun.”

« Fun? I never was more serious in my lifc.
I have no acquaintance with Lord Lascelyne,—
no quarrcl with him.—I should ‘as soon have
theught of calling out your lordship.”
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« JTloots, hoots, where are we now P—Pity my
heart! do you no ken what a’ the warld’s been
ringing about? Do you no ken how he’s treated
your cousin ?” .

“ My cousin, my lord ?—If you mean Lady
Lascelyne, I have ncithgr seen her nor heard of
her for years.” '

() dear, O dear! here’s been a braw rumpus
about nacthing.—Qd, man, is't possible that ye
really have not heard ubodt Lord Lascelyne’s
parting wi’ his wife, and the Frénch madam, and
o' thae doings >—Y ¢'ve surely been in a dream,
or clse out o’ this warld a’together.—No heard
ot

“ Never, ncvet—not a syllable—at least, not
one that I understood.”

“ Ay, ay,” said he, “ I begin to hae p glimpse
o't now. Folk, kenning the connettion, hae been
blawin® laigh afore you.—Od, man, but this is
wonderful !—And what garr'd ye take that auld
{irebrand éaptain Cuthill wi® you ?”

« Me take Captain Cuthil with me! why, I
took nonc of him. Tlc was invited to the Mar.
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quis’s shooting-party, and we happencd to ride to-
gether—that’s all.—1I left him at Lotd N—s.”

 Body o’ my saul, but that’s a story !—Poor
lady ! Od;'man, your poor wife’s had a sair time
o't, though. We maun send aff an express to
her directly.”

¢ Nay, my lord,” said I, ¢ that’s my work. I
shall set off instantly.”

¢ No till ye've ta’en your dinner at ony rate,
man.— Ay, and now I think on’t, I'll haud you to
our bond yet. Od, I'll hae you down for the five
hiindved merks.”

“ Five hundred devils !” I cried, losing at
length all paticnce. ¢ Does your lordship really
mean to insult me? Have I ot told you—do I
not tell you now, as I am a man and a gentleman,
that the whole of this is nonsense—mere imperti-
nence—balderdash "

¢ Hooly, hooly—Ye said ye had heard nothing
of his treatment o’ the lady ; and how do I ken
what ye'll be after, now that ye have heard of it ?
I'll have ye bound—ye needna say a word. Here,
"Thomas, (ringing the bell,) here, gae away and
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bring in the clerk o’ court.—Nc'er a foot sall ye
stir till it's done, my braw man.” .

I took this in high dudgeon; but seeing that
he was quitc beyond my powers of arguing, I sub-
mitted to the necessity of the case, went through
the required ceremony, gnd then bowed, retiring.

¢ Na, na, doctor; noo that wec've gotten'oul:
turn done, ye must not cast up your nose that
gate. Od, man! do you not see yoursell that I could
not help it ? "The deil may care’ wha kens, I hate
these jobs as bitterly as ony pofson that ever was
brewed—but what could I do ? Women gmetil.lg,
oaths on saul and conscicnce, a regular petitign
frae that gomeril of a Depute, (that I should say
sac !) that ramstam gomeril.—If I had been in Ais
place, I can tell you I would have seen them far
eneugh or 1 would have—But what signifies speak-
ing, man ? it’s a’ settled now—send ye aff your
man t8 Edinburgh, and stay to your supper wi’ the
Court. Bless your heart, man, ye little ken me.
Did I no .pick out the very drunkenest messen-
ger we have ? Sure, I thougit Davie Macalister
would hav¢ taigled at every public, and never got-
ten to the Highlands until ye had a’ time to bein
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France, if ye liket. Come, come, it’s no wi’ my
will that I meddlewi’ gentlemen on these occasions.
T'roth, man, I wadna be blate if it were sac. I've
;nayl)e oune as ill a deed mysell or now, in the
days o’ my youth—And, after all, is not she your
near kinswoman ? And what was the mighty mar-
vel,-if folk did think that ye would like to sec what
his skin was made of ? Ye've your ain reasons,
nac doubt ; but faith, man, I'se make nae round-
abouts wi’ you ; I think if I had been as sib to
her as you are, T might have been drawn on to
take seme notice of such behaviour mysell.—1Icre,
rax me the ink-stand ; stay a moment—TI'll write
Jjust a line.”

I stood by him while he scribbled a note. He
rung his bell again, and said, cre I could inter-
fere to prevent him—*¢ Here, man and horse di-
rectly, and let that be in Edinburgh ere we're six
hours aulder.” :

The servant vanished, and he turned to mec
again. ¢ Come away to your dinner now ; your
horse is forjaskit at any rate, and sae’s yourscll.

Ie'll be in Edinburgh lang ere yom.l vould be~—
(‘ome away to your dinmer—I hear the trumpets.”
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To say truth, I felt so much annoy;d and per-
plexed, that; upon a very little reflection, I, was
casily satisficd it was quite as well to take matters
leisurely. My wife's behaviour was ati]l.‘incxp]i.-
cable—the story of my cousin was still a mystery
—a thousand agitating thoughts were about me.
I said to myself, I shall at least go coolly tothe
unravelling of this knot. .

I obeyed, therefore, the commands of my Lord
Thirleton, and proceeded in*his"train to the scene
of action. A large party of tagistrates, jury-
men, advocates, solicitors, all the hangers-qn of a
Scots Circuit Court, dined (or supped) together -
at a long table; the Judge at the head thercof,
and the Clerk officiating as croupier. An impo-
sing scene, certainly, if it still linger in all its ho-
nours. The two cracked trumpets brayed forth the
triumph of cvery pledge; and the most fearful
culprie, who was to grace the next day’s bar, might
at least have consoled himself with the assugance
that he could not sleep less that night than thosc
who were to try him.
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CHAPTER XXVIIL

Havine no concern with the judicial busi-
ness, I took my slécp out; and it was late in
the day ere I drew my bridle at the mouth of
I.;dyr Stair’s close, where Joanne had taken up
her abode, in a lodging-house, kept, as I after-
wards discovered, by a leading member of the So-
ciety for the Conversion of the'Chinese. How-
ever much I had been annoyed with the absurd
incident of yesterday, you may believe that no-
thing could bé farther from my thoughts than
seriously to blame my poor wife for the part she
had acted. She burstinto tears on seeing me, and
clung round my neck with infinite pass‘ion. ‘It was
some time ere I could get her calmed sufficiently
to answer in an intclligible manner the questions
I tiaturally proposcd, touching the mistake into
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which she had fallen, and the circumstances which
had given ris~ to it.

¢“Oh, Matthew,” sobbed she, ¢ what could I do?
Mrs Mather told me she was sure it was 0 ; and’
the Principai too, the good worthy Principal, he
said he knew your temper, and that nothing would
restrain you.” ) ,

< Mather ! Good heavens ! Joanne, where, how
have you fallen in with these pcoi;le ? Yeou know
how I abominate them ?”

 Oh, now, Matthew, don’t speak that way : I'm
surc you have not a better friend in this world.«=
I met them both at Lady Carjarg’s; and when
they knew who I was, I'm surc they spoke as kind-
ly of you, asif you had been their own child. Ilcs
an cminent man, the Principal. O dear! to think
of remembering old trifles of that sort, and espe-
cially now, when they are in this sore affliction—
this grievous distress indeed—and young Mr Ma-
ther toc, and the girl—oh, you have no notion
what a statd the whole family are in.”

¢ The family !-—the Farrow !—Don’t breathe
that name again, Joanne, if you love me.”

“ Oh, Matthew, this is a very unchristian tem-
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per. Do, my dearest, do but consider how many
suns you have let go down upon thit wrath.”

“ Come, come, Joanne, you have not cat a bu-
shel of <alt with these gentry yet ; I beg you will
not mention them. I hate them—is not that
cnough ?”

“ Iate? O, what a word is that ! But surely
you don’t hate your poor cousin too, that they all
told me you were so fond of, when you were chil-
dren about the house together. TPoor woman !
I'm sure you’ll at least pity her. I never saw her,
you know, but once, and that’s a long time ago
now ; but from anything I recollect, I'm sure she
is not a creaturc to be hated.=~~How black you
look, Matthew !—O! your look distresses—it
frightens me to see you. Oh, my dear Matthew,
you must strive with this violent temper of yours.
My dear, dear Matthew !"—and so she burst into
tears again.

¢ T wish, my love,” said I, when she had reco-
vered hersclf again—<¢ I wish, my dear girl, you
would tell me plainly what all this story is. That
old crafty lawyer told nothing that was intelli-
gible. Lord Lascelyne and his wife have parted ?
How # when? why # Tell me the story as it is.”
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“ He hastreated her like a beast these two years,
Matthew ; byt although cverybody clsc suspected
something of it, she never said a word to any of
her own people—She never gave the lgast hint of
it to poor Mers Mather.”

‘¢ Mather again !—for God's sake, Joanne—"

¢ Oh, don’t speak such’ words, Matthew !—PBut-
she bore it all in quietness, you scc, till at last he
went the length of bringing that woman: home to
the house.”

“ Woman ! what woman " ,

*¢ That bad bad Frenchwoman, Matthew ;o a
player, an opera-dancer, with a husband o'f her
own too, they say. e brought her to the very
liouse, and madesher sit down at his wife’s table.”

* And she left the brute ?”

‘ Ay, brutcindeed. She went off directly ; that
is, in thc middle of that very night—she and her
child.”,

 And whither 7 Where is Katharine ?”

¢ That uo one can tell. She has not been heard
of yet. Nobody knows anything ; but most people
think she hgs’gone abroad. As for the poor Ma-

"

thers
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“ Once more, never say that word again, Jo-
anne.—Katharine has really disappeared ?”

% Totally—totally. Lord Lascelyne has sent in
®very direcgion, for he was mad at the boy being
taken a;vay——but all in vain. Her mother too—
but no trace—none whatever.”

¢ Poor Katharine !” '

€ Ah! that’s my own Matthew ! I knew you
would feel for your cousin. I knew you could not
have thc heart te dislike her.”

¢ Dislike her ! O Joanne, little do you know
me I”

« T do know you, Matihew ; I know you bet-
ter than you do yourself. I always said that I was
sure you would feel this most decply ; and indeed,
you know, if it had not been for that, they could
never have persuaded me to go to Lord "Thirlc-
ton’s”

“ Ay, ay—I sce how it all is now, Joanne.
But stay, are all your things ready ? Shall we set
off in the morning ?” ‘

¢ To-morrow morning "

“ Yes, why not to-morrow? Whay, have we to
do here ?”
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* There’s the annual Anti-popery sermon to-
morrow in Iady Yester’s. T would fain stay one
day, Matthew, if you please. I have never heard
the Principal.” .

¢ liternadly confound the canting scoundrel !—
Come, Joannc, give directions to your maid, and
T'll order the carriage. Y can’t bear to stay here,’
after all that has happened. "I'hat rascal—ras-
cal—Lascelyne !” ' L

“ O my dear Matthew ! le#’s go by all means ;
don’t frighten me with thosc locks of yours—re-
member who says ¢ Vengcance is minc.” Y ou must
not—you will not—O Matthew ! consider that you
are not alone in this world.” .

““ My dear girk” said I, taking her in my arms,
< I was not even thinking of what you imagine.
Let us go to London, though; I can’t bear to be
stared at here.” .

“ My dearest Matthew, I am your wife, your
own wife—I will do anything you please.—Les us

go, since yod say so.”
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CHAPTER XXVIIT.

I 11ap never been in London before : so I need
not tell you how my first two or threc wecks were
spent I made my wife see as many of the sights
as her health coyld justify, or my persuasion ac-
complish ; and, after changing our quarters three
or four times, from a hotel to alodging-house, back
to the hotel again, and so forth, we at last settled
down into the quiet tenants of asmallish but very
comfortable house of our own—not the house in
which you have so often visited me, but in the
same street, though of rather a more elegant cha-
racter. .

Here we awaited the meeting of Parliament in
rather a humdrum style of existence/ for I had
almost no acquaintances, and my wifc’s world-
spurning mood was, as you may “probably have
suspected long ere you reach this page, too deep-
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ly scated for any excrtions that I cor;ld bend to

its eradication. When Parliament met, I, of coyrsc,

becameinvolvedin a world of purely masculine em-

ployments. I was introduced to ministors ghd men
in office ; I Was admitted into clubs ; I sat on com-

mittees in the morning, and heard debates in the

evening: I was visited {)y Scotch aspirants,s of”
cvery shade of the disgusting. Di'nners., disputes,

Pitt, America, Franklin,—all the bustle of the day

and the hour rung in my e#rs.* My poor wife

heard as many sermons, and gavc as many tea-

drinkings, as she had a mind. I really beggn %

fancy myself quite a public character.

The grandest cpoch, however, was that when
the Honourable Member for Maldoun made his
maiden specch. This occurred when the before-
mentioned Fishery bill was brought forward. 1 had
lived for several years near the coast,d had i)roperty
on it, hed made myself master of the subject, and
I really did deliver a very fair speech,—A. busi-
ness-like sensible statement of facts, unhackneyed
arguments, briefly and unflourishingly produced ;
~—such were.my materials,—aud the outlandish
utterance, I believe, did more good than harm;
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for its novel barbarity excited good humour at the
opening of the affair, and that is gencrally, in
such cases, more than half the battle. In short,
I did nfikeca very respectable appearance, (for a
Scotch Member,) and we carried our bill by a
triumphant majority. .

It would have been as well, in every point of
view, if T had continued Single-specch Wald ; but
this was not the case. On the contrary, sir, I was
so much gratificd with my success on that great
occasion, that nothing, forsooth, would pleasc me,
bfit I must say a few words when, in about a fort-
night after, a question of quite another descrip-
tion,-—a public, political, national question,—a
question about America and England,—came on
the carpet. Total failure was the consequence;
the House had no notion of listening to my Sawney
broguc in relation to a theme of this sort. Inshort,
I felt, ere I had becn on my legs three minutes,
that cvery onc considered my uprising as a piece
of arrant presumption. I caught glirapses of sar-
castic eyes twinkling upon me from every corner,
and the solemn, fixed attention of the Speaker
struck me all of a sudden as mere mockery. I
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perceived I was quizzed ; T heard feet shuffling—
noses blowing—hems—coughs—snufling—siicez-
ing. In a word, I understood my sitltati ; ands
rousing mygelf to the utmost, thundered out one
great, long, unmeaning lump of a sentence, with
the confidence of a kettleedrum ; and then, wit.h a.
ton, at least, of bile in full ferment within me, I
floundered mysclf down into my seat.

No notice of anything I had uttered was taken
by the two speakers who fol]owc.:d; and, indeed,
this was not very wonderful, since of what I had
meant to say beforehand, I, upon reflection’, was
quite sensible that I had in reality brought forth
scarcely a fragment. 'The third in hand, however,
being a professed joker of the Housce, a very fine,
polished, courtly punster, thought fit not only to
advert to somcething of my attempt towards argu-
ment, but, in doing so, to make some sly allusions
to my (I:wndum profession ; and, moreover, to mi-
mic one or two of the tones of my voice, and not
a few of my improvemcnts on the pronunciation
of the English tongue, in a way that produced an
universal titter, which again terminated in some-
thing very like a horse-laugh. I sat boiling—cvery
eye upon me—until he had finished hLis oration ;
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and then, starting up, rattled forth, to the total
astoandment of every one who had the least know-
ledge of what is usual there, a coarse, blunt strain
of ang'r;' invective, in which (for my sins) were in-
terwoven certain most unparliamenta{'y flowers of
.rhetoric, such as stuff, impertinence, Saddler's-
Wells wit, and I know not what atrocities besides.
A prodigious fuss of order! order! followed—
worlds of appeals to the chair—all manner of so-
lemn cant; and, after fuming for a quarter of an
hour, “the gentfemen mutually explained,”—Mr
Spedker took the honourable members’ word, that
shis affair should go no farther,” &ec. &c. &c. as is
the established and venerable etiquette of St Ste-
phen’s, whenever TruTn [as*between man and
man] is so forgetful of propriety as to come forth
in her own naked unloveliness.

Itso happe'hed, that a certain old, officious num-
skull, by name, The Right Honourable Sir Jona-
than Le Grand, of Bulmerhampsleigh Priory, in
the county of Nottingham, Baronet, thought him-
self entitled to come forward upon this occasion as
the * mutual friend,” forsooth, of the two honour-
able members who had officiated as the heroes of
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this ¢ highly unpleasant little fracas.” This jack-
ass was seen fidgetting about from bench to bench
during therest of the dcbate ; and, when the House
broke up, behold I found that a pa:rty’had been
made up to sup the same evening in Spring-Gar-
dens, for the express purpose of bringing Messys
Wald Barr and Skippington togetherwover a bottle
of champagne, that noremains of‘anything like mis-
understanding might lingel; in the minds of two
gentlemen, who, if they but knew cach other’s real
merits, could not fail to be on the best possible fgot-*
ing !—MTr Skippington having agreed, I, Sensible
that, if he had bcen first, I had been most, in ¢he -
wrong, did not well know how to refuse ;—and to
the tavern in qlzestion we, about eight or nine in
number, some Whigs, some Tories, did aecord-
ingly and forthwith adjourn. .

"The supper went off very pleasantly ; and, the
bottle circulating with great rapidity, all were soon
in prodigious spirits, my witty antagonist inclu-
ded. Hec was the soul of the festivity ; he sung
delightfully, and told Joe Millers to admiration.
In a word, even my sulky temper was smoothing
itself beforc the fascination, when the, same wor- .
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thy who had originally projected this festivity of
conciliation, being now in a state of the most egre-
gious hilarity, took it into his head to call upon
Mr Skipping;on for a specimen of onc talent, onc
extraordinary talent, with which the company had
npt yet been favoured. This request was, after
the usual allowance of entreaty, complied with ;
and I soon perceived that the witty creature was
pouring forth an extemporary ditty, each several
stanza of which was devoted to some particular

‘member of the con'xpany round the table—a piece

of the “merest buffoonery, though, I admit, not
executed without a very considerable display of a
certain sort of cleverness. The wine had so com-
pletely done its duty, that when he came to me,
(for he went round the table quite regularly,) be-
hold once~-more an cxquisite mimicking of the
Scotch doctor '—1I could not stand it :—it was
the affair of half a moment:—my glass flew at
his head, and missed the mark by a hair’s breadth.

You may picture for yourseif the hubbub—and
you may also figure the solemn pause of dead,
universal silence which followed that. *

T'n three minutes four of the party were enclosed
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within an adjoining apartment, and Skippington
and I lunging at each other by the light of two
pairs of candles. .

I was quite cool, sensible to the verylcore of
my absurd 1;1isbehaviour; he, on the other hand,
was as hot as Lucifer—apd with some reason, in-
decd, might he be so. Three or four passes were'
interchanged : I received his point in the flesh of
my sword-arm ; and was never more happy than
when this afforded me the opportunity of making
a very handsome apology. )

In a word, it had been fated that I should be the -
doctor that night. I fastened my bandage sccuz-
dum artem, and was conveyed home in consider-
able pain and shame, and, in spite of champagne,
I assure you, in the most perfect sobriety.
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CHAPTEBR XXIX.

My wound, though at first of little apparent im-
portance, proved troublesome, in consequence, per-
haps, of the irritable and feverish condition of my
fe'clings when I received it ; and, even after it was
healed up, the decp disgust I had conceived for St
Stephen’s Chapel, or (which was the same thing)
my own unfortunate cxhibition there, left me little
disposition to go abroad. My wife, too, who had,
Ineed scarcely say, becn terribly shocked with what
had happened,'was now in a very feeble state both
of mind and body, and demanded all my atfention.
In a word, I became a recluse in the midst of the
great city ; and, of course, nobody took the trou-
ble to notice it. I seldom quitted my house at all *
until dusk, and then used to walk up and down
the streets with as perfect a feeling of solitude, as
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if the crowds of people, passing and repassing me,
had been the trecs of some central forest, or gaves
roaring below me upon some untrodden beach.
During my recovery, Joanne used oftén to en-
tertain me with the curiosity which some servants’
storics had cxcited in her,provincial mind in regard
to the house next toours, and the strange behatiour
of its unknown inhabitants. The windows in front
of this house, she said, had never once been open-
cd since we came to reside’ there, nor, so far as
she could hear, for some timé before. To thes
street it had all the appearance of total descrtione
No person ever knocked at the door,—no carrigge
ever stopped there ; the window-shutters were al-
ways barred, and the glasses as dim and dusty as
if the air had not reached them for years and
years. Yet the house was inhabited. A little dog
had been heard barking through the partition-
wall :* this was the first hint of their being any-
body within. But, afterwards, a young woman-
servant had been seen in the little garden behind,
apparently r.cturning to the house in that way
from the Mews-lane. More latcly, a beautiful
child, evidently a gentleman’s child, had been eeen
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playing once or twice in the same little garden—
but quite alone. Still the same desoblation reign-
ed all over the cxternal appearance of the housc.

The bervants had, of course, framed many more
or less satisfactory solutions of all this mystery.
One repeated strange stqries of forgers and coin-
.crs,' and shrewdly suspected, that some dark traf-
fic of that kind was carried on in this light-cschew-
ing family. Another told of villains who make a
trade of inveigling persons into some quict corner,
. where all means of detection are absent, and there
ml'irdm'ing and burying them, for their money, or
for revenge. A third added to this, that a dcad
body, with visible signs of strangulation about the
neck, had not long before been ‘found floating in
the river ; and a fourth had often heard that mur-
dered men were occasionally tumbled into some of
the great sewers; and so conveyed into the Thames
in a fashion that set all inquiry at defiance:

The boy, meantime, had not appeared for some
days past;—and Joanne had listencd to the maids’
commentaries on this, until she had almost persua-
ded hersclf that some deadly harm had come over
thedittle innocent. Ilaughed at all this; observing,



CHAPTER XXIX. 333
[

that it was most probably some poor devil shelter-
ing himselfefrom his creditors: but, at the same
time, my curiosity was a little touched—and, after
I had begun to stroll about in the cvesingg, I cer-
tainly did often stop to contemplate the mysteri-
ous abode, the condition of which I found to have
been described to me without any exaggeration. *
I also, happening to have my own private par-
lour to the back of the house, used often to.cast
my eycs upon the garden,-e-but without seeing
either the child or the woman-servant I had been
told of. It was now finc spring weather, mdte_,
over, and yct this garden remaincd without any
scmblance of attention being paid to it. Evc.ry
other garden abeut had been newly trimmed for
the season, and ours among the rest; but there,
all was desolate, just as the winter had left it.
At last, one afternoon, as I wys alone in my
apartment, accident (for I had rcally begun to de-
sist from thinking of these matters) drew me to
the window, and behold, there was a child in the
garden. The wall between was not low, but
I could ses him distinctly—a very fine-looking
little fellow, dragging a child’s cart and hogses
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through the long ragged grass of the neglected
plot. I perceived that he looked uptowards the
windows of the house now and then, and smiled
as if som:body was attending to his motions ; but,
although I would fain have thrown up my own
window, I was sensible that this could not be done
without some noise, and, thcref'ore, contented my-
self with kecpmv my eye on the boy until he left
the garden ;—which he did not long afterwards.
This stimulated aaew a curiosity, which cer-
. tainly could not My claim to any very dignified
¢hbiracger ; but I was idle, and fanciful at any
rate,—and, thenceforth, I never allowed my win-
dow-sash to be down in the day-time, thinking
that the ncxt time the little gentleman made his
appearance, I should be able, if there were nothing
before me but my Venetian blind, to obtain, per-
haps, some glimpseof the person, who, as I thought,
had been watching him from within the chouse
while he was at his sport; and thus, in short, to
penetrate something of the mystery which had so
long been perplexing us all.
I adhered to this new device for a week or two,
but. finding nothing to result from it, and even the



CHAPTEM XXIX. 335

little boy not appearing again, had beéun to de-
part from it. o .

I was sitting, however, by myself onc night,
reading my book, when, happening to fpcl my"
room overheated, I threw open' the window, and
was detained leaning over it by the extreme beauty
and sercnity of the moonlight. Suddenly my ear
caught sounds—sounds of grief apparently—and,
watching for a moment, I became satisfied that
they procceded from the nsighbouring house.
However I had smiled at the servants® dark con-
Jjectures and tales, I confess that this lamcnta.tioﬂ,
the first sound of human voice that I had ever
heard proceed from this mysterious quarter—i
confess that the gnoans I heard, together with the
lateness of the hour, and the profound death-
like silence which reigned over everything besides
—I confess that all this moved in me:, not a
feeling of simple curiosity merely, but a crowd
of feelings which I could not analyse on the in-
stant, nor shell I be idle eneugh to attempt de-
scribing them now. Let it suffice, that I obeyed
the impulse of the moment. I fastened a cord to
the little iron balcony of my window, dropt upon
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the turf l;elow, and having often before noticed
that a certain horse-chesnut tree in my garden
threw some of its branches partly over the wall
"which \.cparated it from the adjoining one—to this
tree I walked, and fairly began to ckmb it.
I soon was higher, much higher than my wall.
" I found out the projeciing branch which scemed
to be most capable of sustaining my weight, and
crept along it. I could now see that there was light
in a window—tke sume window towards which the
boy had seemedeto cast his eyes when he played
dn the green. Could I get a yard or two further,
I might probably see something of what was go-
i'ng on within that room. The sounds came upon
fny car, every moment morc <learly, more dis-
tinctly. Hecavens ! a woman’s voice !—what ruf-
fian deeds may bc doing in this guarded lair of
guilt ! Why Aid I not bring my sword with me ?
I could go back for that—in thc meantime, let
me see if possible what is the fact. I huddled my-
self a pace or two farther on—A wwnan—a lady
—a lady alone—TI just caught one glimpsc of this,
when snap went the branch undet me. I heard
the crash in its progress, but it was too late—I

6
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fell, and I fell about as senseless as' the timber I
had broken. .

"This was for a moment—no more. I gathered
myself up instantly—at least so it svemJd to me ;
and behold, what is here—a man, an oldish an
bending over me, scanning my features by the
light of his lamp. ¢ As I live, Mr Matthew !—
Oh, my lady, ’tis Mr Matthew, our own Mr
Wald, my lady !”

I sprung to my feet. Befor¢ me, right before |
me, three paces off, no more— * Is this under the.
cope of heaven ?—do I dream ?—am I mad,’—ar -
I dead and buried, and among the beings of _
eternity ? —Katharine, Katharine Wald! do I
indecd see thee? Is this life or vision ? Behold
me once more at thy feet ! Katharine ! angel ! vic-
tim ! martyred loveliness ! Speak—speak—for-
giveness !” ’

She gazed, she extended her arms, she dropt—
but not upon the ground—1I received her ; I lift-
ed her, faint, speechlese, shivering, sobbing. I lift-
ed her in my arms ; I could have borne her to the
end of earth, although I had been pierced with
fifty daggers. I bore her into the house.—l foLiow-

Y
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cd, and the man led me—T1 placed her where he
pointed. She lay with her long dishexelled curls
upon my bosom. "The man, with instinctive reve-
rence, withdew.—We were alone ; no, not quite
alone. Iler child was asleep, smiling ciose beside
us in the serenity of happy dreams. I gazed upon
the ihfant. Shelooked up(')n him ton, and she sunk
again upon my breast in a passion of lamentation.

How mechanically these old wrinkled fingers do
their work ! Is it thuts that I live over again those

. moments ? Alas ! ‘when was that day that I did not
3¢ them ?

‘What humiliation on both sides !—and yet
what was minc? What signified it to me to say
out that which had for ycars cutdled at the voots
of my heart /—I had suffered vanity and sinful
revenge to lead astray a mind irritated by imagi-
nary wrongs—wrongs at least shapeless, nameless,
incapable of being clothed in words. T had suf-
fered for this? Perhaps so—perhaps not. The ex-
ternal tenor of my life at least had befn fortunate,
eminemly fortunate. Had I not a wife of my own
choice—an estate—a station equal'at lcast to my
cazliest hopes ? But her story—how different was
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this! For any woman to tell the cruelty of her
husband is @nough, but for Katharine Wald to
tell her husband’s cruclty to me—to me that had
hated him, and shewn my hatred ffom "the first
moment out eyes met—to me that had never spo-
ken to her since shc was his wife—that had a(':tcd‘
acts of hostility, ay, and worse, of contempt—to
me that had ceascd to be %er kinsman from the
hour in which I saw him—this was bitterncss in-
deed !

And would she have breathed anything of all
this to me cven now, unless I had forced hewto do
so by a violent intrusion upon her privacy, and af-
terwards by all the frenzy of a murderous sym-
pathy 7 I cannot*answer this, sir, but so it was,
that everything gave way before the torrent of our
mingled anguish. I cursed, madman that I was,
I cursed the hour in which she saw him! I cur-
sed himelike a fiend. I described the French ma-
dam that I had seen with him in his ruain—in her
favourite haint—and grinding my tceth, in an
agony that forgot all the world beyond the one
spot where she 'was ;eated, I, like a savage and a
ruffian, clutching at the heartstrings of a prostrave
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victim, demanded, ay, and wrung from her, the
confession that once she had been mine.

+ Such confessions are not made in words—1I have
no words to repeat. The thing was so. Perdition
on.my baseness! I twisted this daégcr in that

_hea\rt in the presence of L ascelyne’s child—ay, and

in another’s presence too !

My poor wife had left her bed, thinking I was
sitting up too late, and came into my room (this,
indeed, was no ‘vers; unusual occurrence) to tell
me what the hour was. But I need not be parti-

"cularf; you may easily imagine what her feelings

were, when she found the window open and the
cord. The servants being alarmed instantly, they
discovered one of my slippers on the green, close
under the horse-chesnut. A ladder was brought,
and one of the first of them that passed the wall
was my poor Joanne, made strong and bold both,
in spite of her nature and her conditioff, by the
fears, the wild fears which agitated her for me.
Katharine was weeping on my bosom, and I
took no note of the outcry,and bustle—nor did
she. Suddenly a piercing cry waé uttered quite
close to us. Joanne was within the chamber-door.
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She had seen with her eyes the agony of that ten-
derness, and. she saw no more. .

One convulsion chased another over her delj-
cate frame. Wild reproaches, meldhchdly wail-
ings there Were ; but they were all sunk immedi-
ately in the screanss of her untimely travail.

Horrible hour ! I stood in the presence of Ka-
tharine a husband, a parent—a widowed husband
and a childless father! I stood it all, however.
Yes, my soul was chained up’within me ;—I could
contemplate all this havoc—understand it I could
not. )

I found myself—how long after I know not—
in my own house—in my own bed. The same dull
leaden stupor still sat upon my brain—the same
dead crust of despair dry upon my heart.



842  THE IJBTORY OF MATTHEW WALD.

CHAPTER XXX.

IN this lost condition of tearless despair I re-
mained for three d'ays: contemplating with as much
“indifference of dis.gust as if they had been worms,
“the sevvants and doctors that occasionally crept
about my darkened chamber before me. 1 drank as
much water in this time as would have drowned
me, but broke no brcad—absolut'c]y none.

That night, still lying on my bed, I heard a
sort of bustling of feet, and a suppressed whisper-
ing going on in'the staircase with which my room
communicated, and a sudden suspicion rushed in-
to my mind, which as svddenly made me rise from
my bed. I slipped on my dressing-gowﬁ, and open-
ing the ‘door, perceived the end of t].le pall, which
two or three men, treading on their stdcking soles,
were carrying into the next apartment. I followed



CHAPTER XXX. 343

them, and startled by my appearance the whole
array of wownsen-servants who were there busicd in
their preparations. I ordered them all t3 leave the
room instantly. The men set down flieit burden,
and obeyed, all but one, who stopped for a mo-
ment to turn to the womgn and say that he was the
person who was to fasten the screws, and that they
would call him up again when- he was wanted.
He then laid down his bammers and cliiscls,'and
followed the others, still stal?{iné' upon the points
of his tocs, as if the dead were o hear, or the )li-
ving notice his tread. I said to the females when
he had digappeared, ¢ Leave me, all of you, and
tell those men too that they have nothing more to
do here at present.—Leave me.”

I suppose T spoke in such a manner as to fright-
en the poor creatures. They all stole away imme-
diately ‘without saying a word—they scarcely even
dared to glance at me as they passed me, for I was
standing closc by the door.

T was alonic with my dead—and who the slayer ?

¢ Murdered innocents ! no hand but mine shall
touch your remains ;”—such was my thought as
I approached the bed on which they were both



844 THE MISTORY OF MATTHEW WALD.

lying—the infant beside its mother. T lifted the
cloth: from Joanne’s face. Ah! ho% calm, how
cplestially calm !—what a holy tranquillity '—A
smile—yes, & smile was fixed on the lips; those
soft, silken eye-lashes, in what serenity did they
sleep upon the marble |—Pobr little floweret!
thy\ leaves were scarcely opened; what a light
dream must this world be to thee !—I lifted my
wife in m’y arms ; the cold ice crept through every
fibre of my frame.—Gentle soul! what a warm

* and humble heart has becn frozen here !—I laid

“her in the coffin, and then brought her baby and
placed it on her breast,—fastening one of the
bands round them, so that the position might not
be disturbed. T kissed them both, and covered
them up for ever !—I had seen too much of death
not to he well acquainted with my duty. I did
everything that is commonly done. I shook in
the saw-dust; I scattered the perfumes; I drew
the napkin over the cold, sweet faces.—* Fare-
well, farewell for ever !” said L. ¢ At feast, Joanne,
no other wife shall ever lie upon the bosom that
I said was yours! No other baby but yours shall
ever clajm the last office from these hands !”
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I lifted the lid, and Jaid it in its place, and screw-
ed down thg nails. The bodily exertion, pel.‘haps,
had roused me too much; or it might, be, that I
was more softened while they still seersed to be
with me. I cannot tell ; but I know that I spent
the whole night in striding up and down the Yoom
beside them, and that when the entering day-fight
dimmed the lamp, I was still equally without the
resolution to go, or the tenderncss to weep..
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CHAPTER XXXI.

I was stalking about, then, in the same dull
haii frenzy, when som 2 one knocked at the door.
T'aking it for granied it was some of the scrvants,

.1 atswered in a voice of rage, “ Begone !"—but
the knock was repeated. I rushed to the door
andaopcncd it, (for it was both locked and barred

within,) and there was Katharin. ! She was

dressed as if for going out, and her boy was in
her hand.

“ Come in, Katharine,” said I; ¢ I did not
dream that it was you.—Comec in.”

She entered, still leading the child with her.—
I gazed upon her with a sort of awe; and even
dread; her cheek was so pale, so bloodless,—her
lips so white and bleached,—her cycs 5o fixed in
the gloomy stedfastness of utter desolation.
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¢ Our meeting, Matthew,” she saici, ¢ has been
a sorc onc p we wust now part. I have cqme to
bid you favewell—1, and my hoy.”

« What ! all leave me, Katharine?-Lbok there,
—do you %ec what partings I have had already ?
—You too! —Alas! why ?—whither P—Are you
not still my sister # Is not our blood the same? o

* I must go, Matthew ; my retreat has been |
discovered. T knew from the first moment it must
be so. IHHow could that b® kept sceret that was
known to so many,—and untler such circum,
stances, too .

% Stop, Katharine, stop ™ I cried; let me
bury my dead, and I will go with you wherever
you will lcad nle.—Alas! what matters place to
me now ?—I)o you not sce that I am alonc in this
world ?—No, no; not alone neither ;—not quite
alone, while I have you to weep*with me.—Oh!
wouldethat I could weep !—While I have still an
arm to defend you,—Dblood, floods and floods of
blood, to fléw for you '=-Do you not sce that P’ro-
vidence bas given me to you for your ptotector?
—What fear you from man?—Why fly —from
whom ?—What is it that you fear P—Icre, any-
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where, ’tis all one,—sit down here,—sit down be-
side this black casket of my jewels.—Here let us
rest together : what need we care for this world
now?” .

I had forced her to sit down, but she rose the
moment I unclasped her hand.

‘Nay, Matthew,” sai'd she, still fixing her
large glazed eyes upon me,—‘ Nay, Matthew,
this is not' the way in which we must take what
God sends. Remembor yourself, I pray you. Be
once more a man ‘and a Christian. I, too, have
had my sorrows, and I partake yours; but we
must not be thus.”

¢ Not thus? God pity me ! how can we be ?—
Can you raze out years and years? Can you recal
the days that are gone? Can you blot out the
tears that have flowed ? Can you smooth the heart
that is seared and scarred all over? Can you soften
stone into flesh again? Can you breathe life into
the dead ”

¢ No, no, no, Matthew—you rave, you are mad
—you frighten me—even me. Alas! how can I
leave you thus—and yet how can I stay ?”

‘* Where is this fiend, this beautiful fiend of
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yours, that torments you, and never will let you
rest? Wkere is this persecuting fiend ?"—

¢¢ Matthew Wald !"—

* Where is your husband, your lerd, your Las-
celyne ™ *

“ Here—herein London—he has been’ here
for several weeks—and now I know that he has
traced you—and me too, he must have traced me,
too ; he must have heard all this dark woeful story
—he will be seeking me aron.”

¢ Seek you! I think I may*eek him as soon—
What is it that he wants? Is he not cqntehted
yet ¥” ,

*¢ My boy, my boy, my only boy, Matthew—
he will not leave me even my boy—and the law is
on his side—he will tear my child from my breast.”

¢ Demon—devil—he shall tear my heart out of
its socket first—Stay here—this®arm is the law—
Have I not my father's sword yet? Ah! Katha-
rine, would not the old man smile———"

¢ Matthew Wald— You must not speak so of
the father of my child—be calm—be ourself—
and T wilklisten to you.”
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“ T am calm as these,” said I, laying my hand
on the bier beside us— forgive me my wild words
~—but do not leave me—stay here—under this
roof at leust, “here is no one can touch you—Stay
here, my pretty boy,” said I, ¢ these ringlets are
for a mother’s fingers yet—no step-dame—no dan-
cing “adultross sh-ll pollute these glossy curls with
her envious touch—come hither, boy,—you have
your mother’s eyes at least.”

I caught up the litde fellow, and while I kiss-
ed his fair brow he began smiling and playing
with the silken cords, and tinscl ornaments. 1
saw Xatharine’s eye swim—and mine too found
water at last.

We were sitting by them in this way—TI for the
first time really melted even to the brink of sooth-
ing, when a servant tapped at the door of the
room, and T was@o longer in a humour to be rude
with anything.—I rose and opened the doer im-
mediately. I putaletter into my hand, and told
me the person who had brought it insisted upon
staying lelow for an answer.

‘T can’t be answering letters now, Robert—tell
him I shall attend to it to-morrow.”
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"The man made a sign to me to step without the
»door—his logks had something so significant that
I obeyed it—* My dear master,” saidh he, 1
thought it best to tell you at oncc.e Bhe con-
stables have@been at the next door this half hour,
and they have atelast got into the housc and
searched it, and I believe this letter is from Lord’
Lascelyne himsclf—I think I know the livery ;
but the man would not say anything.”

I stepped into the room againefor an instant—
told Katharine that I had a little business, but,
would be with her immediately—and then [ refd,
as follows :—

“ Srn,
¢ Nothing could have been farther from my
wishes than any altercation, in any shape, with
you : above all, in regard to any subject in which
Lady Isascelync is concerned. Your own conduct
has, however, compelled me to act as I am now

doing. ‘
*“ I do not feel myself called upon to ener into
any cxplanatioh of any part of my own conduct, to
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one who possesses no title to demand such. I
limit myself to the simple facts of the case.

“ Your visit to Lascelyne Castle appeared
strange to e at the moment; but I soon was put
in possession of the clue necessary for sufficiently
explaining that mysterious procedure, though I
confess something connected with the history of
that warrant is still rather obscure.

“ The total ignorance, however, which you, on
every occasion, 'prifessed of Lady Lascelyne’s
movements, for sometime satisfied me that you had
origirally acted in this matter without any com-
munication with her ladyship.

¢ How far and how long I was right in affixing
this interpretation to the language which reached
me from various quarters of unquestionable au-
thority, I must now decline expressing any opinion.

¢ It is sufficient that I have at last succeeded
in tracing Lady Lascelyne to the retreaty where,
in your immediate neighbourhood, and apparently
in pretty close intercourse with ybur establish-
ment, @he has so long baffled my inquiries.

¢ I am perfectly aware where Lady Lascelyne
at this moment is; and I take this method of con-

1
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veying to her the intimation, that, if she supposes
herself to hawe been, or to be, in any way, the pri-
mary or the proper subject of my inquiries, no
idea can be more perfectly mistaken.

¢ Her ladyship may set her mind completely
at rest on this heade I have not the remotest m-

clination to disturb her in the enjoyment of that
protection which she has been fortunate enough
to secure for herself.

¢ But I am not ambitious that my son should
continue to form a part of the sathe circle. .

¢ My legal title to the possession of myaon's .
person was always indisputable ; and I can scarcely
imagine that even Lady Lascelync could have
found an adviser o sanction any doubt she might
possibly, in the first instance, have entertained as
to this. .

“ But let that be as it may, I have now simply
to inform you, sir, that I am in possession of the
proper warrant; and to suggest that the immedi-
ate surrender’ of my boy’s person may be, under
all the circumstances of the cese, not ofly the
most proper;+but also the most prudent, method
of terminating this branch of the affair—a branch
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of it in which I cannot conclude without saying,
that T am not a little puzzled to account for your
interference.
 The bearer will convey to me immediately
your answer : and I trust it will be sucn as to pre-
clude the necessity of my making any farther use
(Which, hqwever, I am instantly prepared to do)
of the legal authority now in my hands.
I have the honour to be
Your most obedient humble servant,
&e. &e. &c, )
. Warp LAscrLyNE
Thursday morning, 6 o’clock.”

“ Wald Lascelyne !—This is well !—¢ Iere’s
much, Orlando I’ ”

I dressed myself, (for as yet I had but half
my clothes on;) and, going down stairs on tiptoc,
desired to sec the messenger.—* You belong to
Lord Lascelyne " said I—* Shew me where your
master is.” -

Theman looked considerably confused, and he-

sitated for a little. v
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“ I carry the answer myself,” said I—¢ lead
the way—walk.”

He did not dare to shuffle any longer. —« My
lord,” said he, ¢ is but at the end of the streete”

“ Very Wwell,” said I, with a smile, ¢ that is just
as it should be. Stay here a moment, and I thall
return.”

¢ My lord bade me come back with the answer,
sir.”

¢ Ay, ay, stay where yowsarcy my lad ; we shall
be all with you directly—" and*I pushed hipn into
an anti-room, and was instantly beyond my, do8r,

I found him at the corner, close to the turn-
stile.—¢* My Lord Lascelync,” said I, bowi‘ng
to the ground—2 I fear your lordship has been
early disturbed this morning. Will it please you
to take a turn in the park there—the air is better
than here in this narrow street ; and we.shall talk
over our little matters more easily, perhaps.”

Lascelyne followed me in silence—I walked
very rapidly, I promise you—until we were fairly
among the trees. I halted, and flinging my cloak
on the turfy Bade him choose for himself.

“ Swords !” said he—* two swords, Mr Wald !
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~—I was not prepared for this, sir,—1I assure you
I had no such intention.”

“ Choese, my lord, choose,” I answered ; ¢ the
blades are good, both of them.”

¢ Sir,” said he, and he drew himself up in a
very stately fashion—I must say that for Lascc-
lyne—¢ Sjir, I refuse no man’s challenge ; but nei-
ther do I accept it but upon certain conditions—
namc your quarrel, sir, and your friend.”

“ My quarrel:” «

¢ Yes, sir, you. quarrel—IDo you pretend to say
that you have any rights over my child ?—It was
that only my letter referred to.”

¢ Oh no, my Lord Lascelyne, not to thatonly.—
Come, come, here is no time for irifling ; choose.”

¢ I insist upon hearing what is your quarrel,
Mr Wald.”

¢¢ My quarre! ?—Y ou sign yourself, ¢ Wald Las-
celyne,’ I think, too ?—Come, my lord, draw.”

¢ And wherefore?—Speak plainly, atall events.”

“ In me, sir, you sec the representative of an
insulted, blood—that is not all, but that is enough
—choose, and choose quickly.”
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*“ Whyj, sir, if you think that you have any
particular title to fight me because I haves hap-
pened to have some disagrecment with*your coy-
sin, that is well enough in its way, %and I sha™t
be the man to baulk you—but not here, nor thus,
if yoﬁ‘p]casc.—l'must. have my boy, sir, f;gt:
and, sccondly, I must place him in hands thas I
happen to approve of—that’s my fancy, sir ;—and
then, Mr Wald, if you have no very particular
objection, I rather prefer goirfly through such things
in the most received fashion—in short, I choosa
among my own friends, cre I pick among y(.mt
blades—that also is my fancy.”

¢ I'riends !—Friends to sce s !—Seconds, for-
sooth I”

¢« Ay, sir, seconds ;’ tis the rule, and I have no
passion for singularities, whatever may, be your
taste.”

“ (bme, come—when you next fall out with
some fop about a pointer, or a dancer, my lord—
some pirouctting dancer—this puppy legislation
will do finely. I thought we \.cre seriou.”

« Serious ! partly so, partly not, Mr Wald. I
consider, (but I won’t baulk you, thoug.]l,) I cbn-
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sider this as rather a laughable hurry of yours,
Mr Wald.” '
. “ Laughable ? ha !—was that your word ?”
“ Ay, lalighable—extremely laughable—quite
hors des regles.” "
. o The regles '—Madam Ffancoise has taught
you that pretty word, too.—Come, come, do you
wish me to spit on you—to kick you—to crush
you—to hew you down like a calf 7
% Sir, you are aruffian: but give me your
SWOrds——"
- "How beautifully we went through all the pa-

_rade !—how calmly we proved the distance!—how
exactly we took our attitudes! You would have
sworn we were two professed fencers—and yet for
me—I knew almost nothing of it—I had never
tried the naked sword before but once; and you
know how— °¢ '

But after the first minute of ceremony, what a
joke was all this {—1I rushed upon him, sir, as if
I had been some horned brute. I had no more
thought of guards and passes than if I had been
a bison. He stabbed me thrice—tlirice through
tite arm—clean through the arm—that was my
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guard—but what signified this? I felt his blade
as if it had been a gnat, a nothing. At last my
turn came—1I spitted him through thé heart—I
rushed on tlll the hilt stopped me.—1 duf not draw
my steel out of him.—1I spurned him off it }Vlth
‘my foot.

¢ Lic there, rot there, beast—g!” a sigle groan,
and his eye fixed.

The Stagyrite says you cannot hate ;;hc, dead :
—He never hated.——I dlppcd my shoe in his
blood.

I rushed home as if 1 had had wings ; but my
courage forsook me at the threshold.

I cntered the room where Katharine was—(she
was still scated there, her child ont her knee, wait-
ing for me)—I entered it with my cloak wrapped
about me. I sat duwn‘at some little digtance from
them—and in silence.

¢ Matthew," said she, “ wlerc have yhu been ?
~what have you been about P—your looks were
strange before—but now—"
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T drew n'ny cloak closer about me.

“.Oh! Matthew—your eycs !—will you never
compose ‘yourself ”

“ Never, Kate.”
" <« But now you were softening. —-Come hither,
‘Iatthcw —Oh! try if ypu caf"w;ep

"1 dr.ew v out my sword from below the cloak—I
held out the red blade beforc me—the drops had
not all baked yet—one or two fell upon the floor.

¢ Speak, Matthew ! what is this P—Specak |—
.Ha' God of Mercy ! there is blood upon that
ewords”

¢ Ay, blood, my cousin—blood.”

¢ My husband ! my Lascelyne !"—I heard no
more. Heavens and earth ! that I should write
this down! One shrick—one—just one !

Fainted P—swooned P—~Dead ! oh! dead.—I
remember no rhore.
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CHAPTER XXXII

I xNow, I feel, that your kindness would will-
ingly spare me, if it could. Bknvw that you.would
fain have me preserve .secrets, tlark, for the most
part, as those of death and the grave, cvep fibp
you. At this moment, however, it so happens,
that nothing can give me auy additional uncasi-
ness. *

Here am I sitting in my own comfortable casy-
chair, in my own snug library ;—a bright fire is
blazing at my side;— everything is light and
warmth about me. Old Tam, yet I feel strength in
cvery fibre. My perceptions are as clear as ever
they werc fn the morning of my days. I can walk,
ride, read or write, as nimbly a< if I wercya man of
five and twenty years. I drink no wine when by
myself; but a bottle of water stands near me on
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the table. i{ere, sir, I drink your health.—I have
drained my glass to the bottom. '

And yet, it is I that can look back upon that
wilderness of horrors! These are the very limbs
that were bound and chained in yon (ireary cell ;
—~these are the very cycs that‘used to watch and
curse thatwne dim straggling day-beam, descend-
ing from an immeasurable height above me upon
those glark slimy stones ;—this is the frame that
cowered and shivéred in yon corner. It was I that
gaved up and dowh that dungeon like a new-caught
lion ;—it was I that bellowed to the moon ;—it was
I that coiled myself up like a trampled worm,
whenever yonder low iron grating was opened, and
the hard-faced barbarian stood, whip in hand, be-
fore me.

What grovelling fears—what icy sweats—what
terrible dreamst—more terrible even than the wa-
king terrors of madness!- What a thirst, 4nd yct
what a dread, for the approach of sleep—what
dead blanks of total oblivion—what agonics of re-
membras.ce—what furious rushing again into the
out-stretched arms of cver-watchful i)'cspair!



CHAPTER XXXII. 463

To be nailed on the summit of a precipice, high
as the clouds, but no clouds in the skys all clear
and bright above ; all around gulphs, and measure-
less plains bf snow, dazzling and glaring ;—to sit
gazing with hot brazen cycballs, and see s'(;xm:
white mass moving ncar me, and then suddeRly
the great, black, clumsy bear crawling on-——on—
with his gaping, slavering jaws. The groan of
the fearful brute—the hollcav, hungry how! of his
half-sleepy yawn—the convulsive struggle—the
headlong leap—down—down into the fathomlegs
abyss

To lie battered on the burning rock in the midst
of a world of woods—glorious dark green woods
~—but no shade for me—the tumult of the ever-
sounding cataract in my ear, but no drop for that
dry, glowing tongue—those black and furred lips.
To fecl tht flies crawling and nibbling all over
breast and limb, with that et~rnal busy hum of
glittering wings, and the piercing of a thousand
little ncedles—to sce onc’s sclf caten away-—to
trace, with steady cyes, the widcnjn_g.ﬁf the fester¢



364 TUE IIISTORY OF MATTIIEW WALD.

"—to sec them working out and in, as in a hive—
to see the green creatures dancing vp and down
your bared nerve—riding on your stretched vein,
and powerless to move cven onc fibre—a sclf-
loathsome mass of corrupted clay—rotting, but
pot dead—a living jelly—oh! how exquisitely,

How intensely living !

Ha ! how glorivus<o be thus mounted. On, on,
I say, thou most magnificent of Arabs ! The snow
whil chill your hoofs if we linger—thcy shall have
a warm bath, though, and that right soon. Come
on, I say—advance, ye blackening squadrons !—
Ay, flap all your banners, and blow your trumpets
—1I love the sound of them. Down, down I hew
you ! Do you think to wound me #—Strike, then,
with a thousand swords—ha! I have been steeped,
like Achilles, in Lethe; but heel and all, ye
ruffians ! hecl and all !'—Maces! straws ! this
skull is fire—can your hammers cul the flame ?
These ave splendid cuirasses—ha ! do they shiver
so easily 7 Ho ! ho! falcon, dost thou sercam ? and
thon too, black onc ? Come, little raven, you may
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»
come down now—here is blood enought for you to
wade in.

Such are shousands of the fragments my mind
has been able to retain of its then shattered image
»
—Gleams—snatches out’ of the wastc Of blagle .

ness.

A softer, in so far,—at all evants, a more con-
nected dream, floats at this moment over m); me-"
mory. Let me arrest the vision. Remain for an
instant, thou little mountain-lake, and let no witd
disturb the image of that old castle upon thy calm
cold bosom !

How dead is the stillness of this water—how
decp, and yet how clear—not one wged, ofic ripple,
to intexcept the \;icw—evcry pebble at the bottom
might he counted—"tis sheer rock here in the mid-
dle—How dcep may it be, old man ?—did you
never sound it—you that have ferried it go many
hundreds of ¢times? You shake your head, my
friend—'"tis no matter—What is this pavement
here upon the brink 7—how decply theestones are
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worne !—Many strange tales, I darcsay, have been
told about this old castle of yours— Your mill, I
see, is partly built against the old wall—The
reat wheel stands idle to-day—wﬂl you climb the
tower with me ?
. Ah! this has been'a grand place in its day, too :
- ¥hat windows—what galleries—what immense
fire-places—what a roar the flame must have gone
up with- —what odd staircases—what dark strange
passages—heavens ! how gigantic a plant is the
ivy—what broad,leaves, when they arc not trou-
‘bled with the wall—~An apple-tree, too !—Here,
in the very heart of the hall—just where the table
stood—What & dungeon this must have been—
the lid rested on that ledge, no doubt—Ha! I sce
the rings in the wall yet—what a dark hole for a
poor creature—that little slit is a mere mockery—
Is there any way of getting down ?—1I think one
might venture the leap ;—but y(;u smileg~how to
get up again ?—ay, that’s the difficulty—well,
we'll stay where we are—How black the wall is on
that sidg—the rafters, also, have left rotten ends
here and there—they, also, are bluck enough—
Fire ?~I understand you—quitc burnt out ?—
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How long ago was all this ruin P—you can’t say—
swell, well. | .
What a beautiful view from this gap—herc,
stand beside me, there is room enough for us both
—What a finc descending sweep to the sca, the
silver sca—How clearly one sces all those lnlls‘bc—
yond—How richly the coast is wooded,; but h&e
you are rather bare, I think—Your turf has ne-
ver an oak to shade it—How grcen and luxuriant
is the old pasture grass. /ynd.more ruins’too, 1
think. Why, you are rich in ruins here. Is this
another castle ? if so, methinks they must have
been good ncighbours. A church, say you ?—Ay,
the chapel—I understand. Will you walk so‘far
down the hill with me, old man ? I should like to
sce their chapel also, since I have scen their hall.
Why, you are a very comfortable-looking old lad
—who knows but if you had lived in those days
they might have made a monk of you ; you would
have looked nobly in the cowl—better, I assure
you, than e white hat; and better dinners too
I will be sworn—but you are contenjed—you
thrive as iti8. You have a cheerful cottage here
under the tower. How prettily your smoke qurls
12
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up along thdt bartizan ! T wish you had a few old
trees about you, 'tis the only thing you want.—
Cut down_ ? 'What ! all of them at once P —Well,
thts was not wery like a lord ; but they can’t take
the water away, and that is beauty crfough. As
for shelter, why, after all, the tower is between you
arff” the nerthern blast. .,You hear it whistling
loud eliough, no doubt, but what signifies that
when the door is barred, and the firc bright, and
the pot singing? - Yeu may c'en laugh at the
wind. v
." The old man dcscended from the tower with
me, and walked by my side down the hill towards
the chapel. There was a light airy wind now, and
we could sce the sea beyond, quite through the
archway. ¢ How entirc is this !” said I; ¢ how
clean and neat cverything about it is! How cheeri-
ly the breeze sweeps through this vaulted pas-
sage !—how white the stones arc beneath our
feet !”
« That,” said he, opening a door on the one

side, ¢ that, sir, is the chapel itself. You may
walk in, if you have a mind.”

« How perfect is this too !” said I, uncovering
¢ 10
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myself as I stepped across the threshold—* No
*decay at all here, my friend ; if the glass were put
into the windows again, they might sing}nas; here
to-morrow as well as ever. The brgsses on the
pavement, Rowever, are a little dimmed for want
of feet to polish them. 'T'hese old knights lnavc’few
to trouble them now with’ pacing over thgir gravee -
I walked about, examiging monument after mo-
nument, and spelling out as I best could the in-
scriptions and the blazons. JVhat thesc lad were
I cannot remember, but they were all the same

arms.

“ And here,” said I, ¢ my fricnd, here’is one
of a kind rather singular—guite out upon the fldor
by itself. Andetop—is not this wood that they
have laid by way of lid over the marble ?—"tis so
white with age that I ¢ook it for stone too at the
first. You should push this off, I $hink. It only
hides the top of the carved work.”

I was approaching closer to it, when the old
miller said, rvith a very grave and solemn sort of
smile upon his face, ‘ Nay, sir, you must not
touch that gaet of it—'tis not she custom. You
had better leave it as it is.”
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“ Why, what folly is this 7—You may be sure
such a fair tomb must have something pretty on
its own cever.—I must see it, my friend.”

"¢ Nay, siv, you may do what you please; but
I warn you, that you will wish it undone after- -
vards. You will only frightea yourself.”

% Fright ! old boy,” said I; * nay, then, here
for the adventure.”

I touched the edge of the timber, and found.it
rise cizsily ;—Dbut, an that instant—at that very
moment when I raised it—I he:._4 a little, fecble
cr§ come out from below it. I leaped back, and
cast my eyes upon the old man. He met my look
without changing his.—~And then, from the same
tomb, came three distinct sobs-tthe same tomb,
but not the same voice—and all was again silent.

¢ Old man,” said I, ¢ what is this? Can the
dead people utter sounds like ‘t}‘zese from th(?il‘
coffins P—Surely, I thought the.c had been rest
in the grave, old man:

“ Ah, sir,” said he, moving now atlength from
the doog-way, in which he had all this while been
standing,— we cannot tell what strange things
arc in this world; the quick and the dead have
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their marvels.~—But you have broke.n the spell,
* sir—you may lift the lid now—there will be no-

thing more to alarm you. They never flo so, bgt
at the first touch.”

His comfng 50 mear mc gave me courage, gnd
T touched the wood agaig. No sound followed ;- £
and I moved it gently—quite off its plice.e

“ A pall,” said I, « oltl man !——a velvet pall!
—They have left this tomb strangely ur;ﬁnislied,
man.—Might one, perchanc®, rémove this too ?”

“ Sir,” says K grave-cyed, yet checrful look-.
ing senior, “ you may do so if you like; bus
I will tell you what is the truth of it first.—The
last lord of the old family—he that lived in our
castle, and owndd all the country round this
place—had but one daughter. A bad, crucl man
came, and he married the lady, and becgme lord
of the land too. , She had a chilc, sir; and he,
they say, coulu itot bear the sight of it, nor of
her, then:—and he drowned them yonder, in our
lake. That a1y that you heard was from the baby ;
and the three sobs, they were from the mother.
They always do so—just as whén thcy werc mur-
dered, it is thought—whenever any one touclfes
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their tomb.—But we have been used to this all our
daysy sir, and we make little of it now.—If you
wish to sée them you may lift the cloth.”

I did 'so, "and beheld a glass cover, dim and
dugty. The old man took the corner of the pall,
_a..i:d', rubbing it a little, said, *Now, sir, herc you
may sce tliem both, quite entire; they have been
so beautifully embalmed.—Look—"

“ Qh,'J oanne ! that white face once again !-—"

I screamed in my‘agony, and awoke—

e Here, sir,” cries the Keeper,—‘ here’s a
pretty-behaved gentleman, truly !—If it werenight
it were less matter ; but no screaming and hoot-
ing here in the day-time.—Here, squire, get up !
Do you feel this—and this—and this? If you
wish to halloo so much, we must €’en try to give
you some excise for your noiscezAnd here’s the
barber come to shave your head again. ‘Do you
think to frighten thc barber, Mr Squire ?——"
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The blackbird in the summer trees,
The lark upon the/hill,

Let loose their carols when they please,

¢ Are quiet “:heI: they will.

.With Nature'never do they wage
A foolish strife,—thcy see

X happy youth : and their old age
Is beautiful and free.

But we are press'd by heavy laws,
And often, glad no more,
We wear a face of joy, because
We have been glad of yore.
winnswonrm.
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LETTER TO P. R. Esa.

(ENCLOSING THFE. FOREGOING MEMOIRS.)

Sucu, dear R——, is the account which dur ofd
friend has bequeathed to us of that early part of

his life, concerning which ncither you nor I ever
heard him speak. With the exception of a few
passages, which T have found it necessary to strike
out of the last two or three chapt'crs, [especially
the last of all@%ou have the Mcmoir cxactly as
he left'it in his cabinet.

Why he f.inished so abruptly, his letter\does not
say. Whether he did so in consequence of having
been painfully agitated in the compositich of the
concluding "pages which you Have just read, and
‘therefore fearing to proceed farther ; or whether
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the many years of which he has said nothing had
really'apppared to him, in his morbid retrospect,
incapable, of furnishing us with any materials,
either of amusement or instruction, I arp somewhat
atadoss to determine. You arc quite as well qua-
liked to make guesses upln the matter as I am.

I thmk you will now have little difficulty in con-
fessing that I was r.ght, and you wrong, in the
disputt: we have so frequently renewed concerning
him. I certainly had formed at first, and retained
foua considerable time, an opinion pretty much the
same with your own. That a man who posscssed
health and bodily strength to an extent so very
uncommon in people of his years, who took so
much cxercise daily, who almost every year tra-
velled several thousands of miles, and to the last
thought little rpore of a trip to Paris than of a walk
into the city—and, above all, wie was, wl'lenevér
any of us met him in socicty, the soul of the party,
—Jlight, buoyant, airy, and cheerful, to the dis-
tancing, not unfrequently, cven of our own boyish
spirits-'—that this nan should hav. heen in reality
the habitual victim of the darkest and most melan-
choly reflections, was, undoubtedly, a thing not
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likely to be suspected by observers so young and
thoughtless.as we both were when we first knew
Mr Wald. ) )

The notion that such was the fact—that our
¢ grey-haired man of glee” (as you used to call
him) was in reallty the 8ecret slave of despondét‘.y
~—this notion did certum'ly find its way by degrees
into my mind. The very silencé which so hvely”
a companion preserved toughir.lg solargea 'porti-on
of his own life, was perhaps thg circumstance that
chiefly influenced me in the adoption of the opi-
nion which you always continued to contfovert.

Was his merriment, then, a matter of mere af-
fectationP—1 hglieve nothiug of the sort. I believe
that when we were fairly with him—when the sys-
tem of seclusion had been fairly broken in upon,
the dinner ordered, the cellar ransacked, the com-
pany assemble®—our friend was cxactly what he
seemed. I believe he, upon such occasions, en-
tered most thoroughly into all the enjdyments of
those whom he had summoned about him. With
what an air, did he decant 4 bottle of ‘that old,
that antediluvian, green seal,—with what spright-
liness did he not call upon some of us young'sters
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for a song,—with what festivity did he not join in
the chorus,—with what solemn wagfery did he
nof propqée his fanciful toasts!

But then how scldom did such scengs occur,—
who.gver heard of his giving more than one, two,
ofxat most, threc dinner: in the twelvemonth ?
Aud why was this ? He was rich far, very far, be-

- yond his expend:ture . his generosity we all knew.
With bis establishment it could have cost him no
« personal trouble to;pr:':parc for a party of that sort
—-and, God knows, nonc of us were likely to re-
fuse hi¢ invitation.—Why, then, did the circle,
the .only circle, assemble so scldom around his
. charming board ? And why, in like manner, did
he, who spent half of every day out of doors, and
walked and rode as freely and boldly as any man
of thirty, why did he never, on any occasion what-
ever, dine abroad ? You are awale~I know, that
—although the family became his friends almost
immediately on our return from India—he never
sat even at my father’s table but once—and that
was on niy wedding-day. And afer I was mar-
ried, he that wgs so fond of my wife, and so very
much attached to my children—such is the fact,
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he never once broke bread nor tasfed one glass
" of wine, undr my roof.

You remember how often we all wondered that
he who was almost in everything so much of the
Scotsman, to say nothing of his property l,ymg
entircly there, should, amon g all his rambles, neﬁl;
visit his native country.

-

You may, therefore, iligigg{]uw mugh-it sur-

prised us, when we heard thaf the tour ef this
summer had carricd him nc¥thwards.

He had called at my house wher I l;api)ech
not to be at home. e told my wife thatte was
to set off next morning on his usual summer’sex-

» coagion, but without mentioning in what direction.
I called on him next day, but he was already gone
off. His servants said, they belicved Mr Wald
was going as far as York. .

1 thoutrht nqtng more of it until (this might
be abolit six weeks afterwards) I rcceived a letter
from his old valet, stating that Mr Wald was
very ill indéed, and that he (the valet) earnestly
hoped I would proceed, witkout delay® to the
place where fle was lying,—BRckford.

I set off immediately, and travelled night and
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day without intermission ; but I was too late. He
was uot dead when I arrived, but he nad been for
w.~ny hours speechless, and apparently quite insen-
sible. I think, however, he did know me. I think 1
* cannot be mistaken as to this. His eyes—those
fin-st of all masculine eyss I ever saw—rcmained
fix~d upon me—yes, until they were fixed for ever.
At all events, ¥ ho! the melancholy satisfaction
of sceiag that he expired without pain, and of
closing his cye-lids. We buried him with his fa-
tiers—a very striking old ccmetery, I assure you
—piles and piles of leaden coffins all about, the
uncermost ones, of course, beat quite flat with the
weight of the superveners, and onc or two :ude
but highly-curious monuments in the midst.
There we laid him—the last of the right line.
His dicease was, I believe, nothing but apo-
plexy. He had wandered out by imself, and was
found, after many hours had elapsed, lying in a
state of perfect stupor, beside a little waterfall in
one of the glens among the hills behind his house.
The same noble disposition which led him to
give up the possession of his wife's estate (although
the law of Scotland made it his for his life, if he
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pleased,) the moment e recovered-the possession
of his facul“es—the same noble anh generans dis-
position breathes, I assure you, in every line of
his testament. He has provided, in the handso-
mest manner, for all his old domestics and depend
ents ; and yet never, I believe, was master or pa-
tron more sincerely, lamented than ke,to this
hour is, by the whole :;i‘ thes'é .
I am sure, when you comeyto Lonﬂon agam,
you will feel what a bleak<has %becn creatcd
Among other matters, he has left me ‘his houpc
here. I went into it the other day, but sball'cpr—
tainly not do so again. T'o sec his stuffed chair
gtanding in the usual corner—his walking-canc*
resting againsf it—his flute hung up on the old
nail—all the books about—his paper knifc remain-
ing in the heart of Candide—two or Shree Couricrs
and Cobbetts still lying upon theftable—1 confess
all this was too much for me. The Hogarths,
you know, are yours; I shall have them packed
up forthwitia. The sct is certainly a very finc one.
What a fortunate thing it is for me that Lord
LascelyneRas no son. If he had had but one, T
should have been cut nut, for a time at least, as '
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the entail only prevents the gwo cstates from being
actually held at the same moment Fy the same
person.

As it is, I mean to go down and take possession

ext month, in all form ; and the sooner you come

to B}ickford, the better.

‘ Yours always,

J. W.R.

Ionlon, August, 1 l6.
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