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gcript was written, I could not help thinlking, ac-
cording -to an opinion I have heard seriously
maintained, that something of a man’s character
may be conjectured from his handwriting. That
neat, but erowded and constrained small hand,
argned a man of a good conscience, well-regulated
passiong, and, to use his own phragse, an upright
walk in life ; but it also indicated narrowness of
8pirit, inveterate prejudice, and hinted at some
degree of intolerance, which, though not natural
to the disposition, had arisen out of a limited ed-
ucation, The passages from Scripture and the
classics, rather profusely than happily introduced,
and written in a half-text character to mark their
importance, illustrated that peculiar sort of
pedantry, which always considered the argument
as gained, if secured by a quotation. Then the
flourished capital letters, which ornamented the
commencement of each paragraph, and the name
of his family and of his ancestors, whenever
these occurred in the page, do they not express
forcibly the prideand sense of importance with
which the author undertook and accomplished
his task ? I persnaded myself, the whole was so
complete a portrait of the man, that it wounld not
have been & more undutiful act to have defaced
his picture, or even to have disturbed his bones
in his coffin, than to destroy his manuscript. I
thonght, for a moment, of presenting it to Mr.
Fairscribe ; but that confounded passage about
the prodigal and swine-trough—I settled atlast it
was a8 well to lock it up in my own burean, with
the intention to look at it no more.

But I do not know how it was, that the sub-
Ject began to git nearer my heart than I was
aware of, and I found myself repeatedly engaged
In reading deseriptions of farms which were no
longer mine, and boundaries which marked the
property of others., A love of the nalale solum,
if Swift be right in translating these words,
** family estate,” began to awaken in my bosom
the recollections of my own yonth adding little to
it, save what was connected with field-sports.
A career of pleasure is unfavorable for acquir-
ing a taste for natural beauty, and still more =0
for forming as: tions, of a sentimental kind,
connecting us with the inanimate objects around
us.

I had thomght little abount my estate, while T
possessed and was wasting it, unless as afford
the rude materials out of which a certain qumr
race of creatures, called tenants, were bound to
produce (in a greater quantity than they actually
did) a certain return called rent, which was des-
tined to supply my expenses. This was my gen-
eral view of the matter. Of particular places, I
recollected that Garval-hill was a famons piece
of rough upland pasture, for rearing young colts,
and teaching them to throw their feet,—that
Minion-burn had the finest yellow trout in the
country,—that Seggyclengh was unequalled for
woodcocks,—that Bengibbert-moors afforded ex-
cellent moorfowl-shooting, and that the clear
bubbling fountain called the Harper's Well, was

the best recipe in the world (n the morning aftey
a Hard-go with my neighbor fox-hunters, 8t
these ideas recalled, by degrees, pictures, of
which I had since learned to appreciate the merjt
—scenes of nt loneliness, where extensiya
moors, nndulating into wild hills, were only dis
turbed by the whistle of the plover, or the crow
of the th-cock; wild ravines creeping up into
mountains, filled with natnral wooed, and which,
when traced downwards along the path formeq
by shepherds and nutters, were found gradually
to enlarge and deepen, as each formed a channg]
to its own brook, sometimes bordered by steep
banks of earth, often with the more romantig
boundary of naked rocks or cliffs, crested with
oak, mountain-ash, and hazel,—all gratifying the
eye the more that the scenery was, from the bare
nature of the country around, totally unexpected,

I had recollections, too, of fair and fertile
holms, or level plains, extending between the
wooded banks and the bold stream of the Clyde,
which, colored like pure amber, or rathier having
the hue of the pebbles ealled Cairngorm, rushes
over sheets of rock and beds of gravel, inspiring
a species of awe from the few and faithless fords
which it presents, and the frequency of fatal ac-
cidents, now diminished by the number of
bridges. These alluvial holms were frequently
bordered by triple and quadruple rows of large
trees, which gracefnlly marked their boundary,
and dipped their lonz arms into the foaming
stream of the river. Otherplaces I remembered,
which had been described by the old huntsman
as the lodge of tremendons wild-cats, or the spob
where tradition stated the mighty stag to have
been bronght to bay, or where heroes, whoss
micht was now as much forgotten, were said to
have been glain by surprise, or in battle.

It is not to be supposed that these finished
landscapes became vigible before the oyes of my
imagination, as the scenery of the stage is dis
closed by the rising of the curtain. Ihave said,
thatI had looked upon the country arcund me,
during the hurried and d pated period of my
life, with the eyes indeed of my body, but with-
out those of my understanding. It was piece by
piece, as & child picks out its lesson, that I be-
gan to recollect the beanties of nature which had
once surrounded me in the home of my fore
fathers. A natural taste for them must have
lurked at the bottom of my heart, which awale
ened when I was in foreign countries, and bes
coming by degrees afavorite passion, "udnully
turned its eyes inwards, and ransacked the negs
lected stores which my memory lm{l involuntarily
recorded, and when excited, exerted hersell fo

ollect and to complete.

I began now to regret more bitterly than eyer
the having fooled away my family property, the
care and improvement of which, I saw, might
have afforded an agreeable employment for my
leisure, which only went to brood on pust mis-
fmtur!c- g, and increase usecless repining. “Hod
but a single farm been reserved, however small!
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paid I, one day to Mr, Fairseribe, ** I should have
pad a place I could call my home, and something
that I could call business.”

“Tt micht have been managed,” answered
Fairseribe ; *“and for my part I inclined to keep
the mansion-house, mains, and gome of the old
family acres together; but both Mr, — and you
were of opinion that the money would be more
meeful.”

“Tyue, true, my good friend,” said I, “T was
a fool then, and did not think I could incline to
be Glentanner with £200 or £300 a-year -nstead
of Glentanner with as many thousands. I was

then a haughty, pettish, ignorant, dissi
broken-down Scottish laird; and thinking
imaginary consequence almﬂcth(’r ruined, I cared
not how soon, or how absolutely, I was rid of
everything that recalled it fo my own memory, or
that of others.™

“ And now it is like you have changed your
mind 7 * said Fairscribe. * Well, Fortune is apt
to circumduce the term upon ug; but I think she
may allow you to revise your condescendence.”

“How do you mean, my good {riend ?

% Nay,” said Fairscribe, ** there is ill Inck in
uverring till one is sure of his fa I will look
back on a file of newspapers, and to-morrow you
ghall hear from me; come, help yoursell—I have
geen you fill your "11“ higher,*

“ And ghall see it again,” said I, pouring out
what remained of our bottle of claret; ** the wine
is eapital, and so shall our toast be—To yourfire-
gide, my good friend. And now we shall go beg
a Scots sone without foreign graces, flom niy
little siren Miss Katie.”

The next day accordingly I received a parcel
from Mr. Fairscribe with a newspaper enclosed,
among the advertisements of which, one was
marked with a cross as requiring my attention.
L read to my surprise—

ESIRABLE ESTATE FOR SALE,

“ By order of the Lords of Council and Ses-
slon, will be exposed to sale in the New Sessions
House of Edinbureh, on Wednesday, the 25th
November, 13—, all and whole the lands and bar-
ony of Glentanner, now called Castle-Treddles,
Iying in the Middle Ward of Clydesdale, and shire
of Lanark, with the teinds, parsonage and viear-
age, fishings in the Clyde, woods, mosszes, moors,
and pasturages,” &e.; &e.

The advertizsement went on to get forth thead-
vantages of the soil, situation, natural beauries
end capabilities of improvement, not forgetting
its being a frechold estate, with the particnlar
polypus capacity of being sliced up into two,
three, or, with a little assistance, four frechold
qualifications, and a hint that the county was
likely to be eagerly contested between two great
amilies. The upset price at which **the said
lands and barony and others™ were to be ex-
posed, was thirty years' purchase of the proven
rental, which wae about a fourth more than the

property Lad fetched at the last sale. This,
which was mentioned, I suppose, Lo show the
improvable character of the land, would have
siven another some pain; but let e speak truth
of myself in good as in evil—it pamed not me.
I was only angry that Fairscribe, who knew
something wwmdlh of the extent mt my fands,
should have tantalize zme infor
mation that my family property was in the mar-
ket, since he must have
was far out of my reach.

But a letter dropped from the parcel on the
floor, which attracted my eye, and explained the
riddle. A client of Mr. Fairscribe's, a moneyed
man, thought of buying Glentanner, merely asan
investment of money—it was even unlikely he
wonld ever see it; and so the price of the whole
being some thousand pounds beyond what cash
he had on hand, this accommodating Dives
would gladly take a partner in the sale for any de-
tached farm, and would make no objection to ifs
including the most desirable part of the estate in
point of beauty, provided the price was made m].
equate. Mr. Fairseribe would take care I' wi
not imposed on in the matter, and said in ms
card, he believed, if T really wished to make such
a purchase, I had better go out and look at the
premises, advising me, at the same time, tokeep
a strict incognito; an adviee somewhat super
finons, since I am natarally of a retired and re-
served dispos 1.

known that the price

CHAPTER IO

MR. CROFTANGRY, INTER ALIA, REVISITS GLEN-
TANNER,

FARQUEAR,

DrseviseD in a gray surtont which had seen
gervice, a white castor on my head, and a sfont
Indian cane in my hand, the next week saw me
on the top of & mail-coach driving to the west-

vard.

1like mail-coaches, and I hate them. T like
them for my convenience, but I detest them for
getting the whole world a-gadding instead of git-
ting quietly still minding their own business,
and preserving the stamp of originality of char-
acter which nature or education may have im-
pressed on them, Off they go, jingling against
each other in the rattling vehicle till they have
no more variety of stamp in them than so many
smooth shillings—the same even in their Welsh
wigs and great coats, each withont more indi-
viduality tnan belongs to a partner of the com-
pany a8 the waiter calls them, of the North
coach.

Worthy Mr, Piper, best of contractors who
ever furnished four frampal jades for public use,
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I bless you when I set out on a journey myself:
the neat coaches under your contract render the
intercourse, from Johnnie Groat’s House to Lady-
kirk and Cornhill Br ant, and
cheap. But, Mr. Pipe shrewd
arithmetician, did it n
colate how man 1
produced an id
to remain in guiet, get eff:
ing to and fro in these flying chariots of yours;
how many decent conntrymen become conceited
bumpkins after a cattle-show dinner in the capi-
tal, which they could not have attended save for
yOur ms 3 how many decent country parsons
return critics and spouters, by way of importing
the newest taste from Edinburgh? And how
will your conscience answer one day for carrying
g0 many bonny lasses to barter modesty for con-
ceit and levity at the metropolitan Vanity Fair?

Consider, too, the low rate to which you re-
duce human intellect. I do not believe your ha-
bitual customers have their ideas more enlarged
than one of your coach-horses, They knows the
road, like the English postilion, and they know
nothing beside. They date, like the carriers at
Gadshill, from the death of John Ostler;* the
succession of gnards forms a dynasty in their
eyes; coachmen are their ministers of state, and
an upset is to them & greater incident than a
change of administration. Their only point of
interest on the road i e the time, and sec
whether the coach keeps the hour. This is sure-
Iy a miserable degradation of human intellect.
Take my advice, my good gir, and disinterestedly
contrive that once or twice a-quarter, your most
dexterous whip shall overtnrn a coachful of the
guperflnous travellers, in terrorem to those who,
as Horace says, “delight in the dust raised by
your chariots.”

Your current and customary mail-coach pas-
genger, too, gets abominably s

ssfully for the best seat, the fres
the right cut of the girloin. The mode of tray-
elling is death to all the courtesies and kind-
,and goes a great way to demoral-

ize the character, and cause it fo retrograde to
barbarism. You allow us excellent
only twenty minutes to eat the
the conse ee?
one side of ns, timid
gpectable, yet somewhat f
on onr front; and all require those
ness which ought to put every degree upon a
level at the convivial board. But have we time—
we the sirong and active of the party—to per-
form the duties of the table to the more retired and

shful, to whom these little attentions are due ?
The lady should be pressed to her chicken—the
o ThS
the ¢l But not a fraction of a min-
xte have we to bestow on any other person than

ce tha opening scene of the flrst part
ry IV,

ounrselves: and the prul-prud—iul-tul of the
guard’s discordant note, summons us to the
coach, the weaker parfy having gone withont
their dinner, and the able-bodied and activg
1 with indigestion, m having swal.
1als like a Lei’stershire clown bolting
bacon.
On the memerable occasion I am speaking of
I lost my breakfast, sheerly from obeying the coms
mands of a respectable-looking old lady, who onee
required me to ring the bell, and another time f¢
help the tea-kettle. Ihave some reason to think
she was literally an old Stager, who langhed in heg
gleeve at my complaisance ; so that I have swom
in my secret soul re e upon her sex, andall
such errant damsels of whatever age and degree,
whom I may encounter in my travels. 1 mean
all this without the least ill-will to my friend tha
contractor, who, I think, hs yproached as near
as any one is like to do towards acecomplishing
the modest wish of the Amatus and Amata of the
Peri Bathous,

@ and space,

I intend to give Mr. P. his full revenge when I
come to dise the more recent enormity of
steam-boats ; meanwhile, I shall only say of both
these modes of conveyance, that

There is no living with thom or withont them.

I am perhaps more critical on the—maik
coach on this riicular occasion, that I did not
meet all the from the worshipful compa-

y £ oe that I think I was
entitled to. I must say it for myself, that I bear,
in my own opinion at least, not a vulzar point
about me. My face has seen seryice, but there
is still a good et of teeth, an aquiline nose, and
a quick gray eye, set a little too deep under the
eye-brow ; and a cue of the kind once called mili=
tary, may serve to show that my. civil oceupa-
tions have been sometimes mixed with those of
war. Nevertheless, two idle young fellows in the
vehicle, or rather on the top of it, were so much
amused with the deliberation which I nsed in as-
cending to the same place of eminence, that I
thonght I should have been obliged to pull them
up a little, And I was in no good-humor, atan
unsappressed laugh following my descent, when
set down at the angle, where a cross-road, strike

g off from the main one, led me towards Glens
tanner, from which I was still nearly five miles
distant.

It was an old-fashioned road, which prefer

nts to slonghs, was led in a straight line

Nt and hollow, through moor and dale.

Every object around me, as I passed them in suce
on, reminded me of old days, and at the

i ed the strongest contrast with
Unattended, on foot, with &

in my hand, deemed scarce snfil*

cient good company for the two shabby genteelt
with whom I had been lately perched on the ta
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5f & mail-coach, I did not seem to be the same
person with the young prodigal who lived with
the noblest and gayest in the land, ar 1 who,
thirty years before, would, in tI conntry
have been on the back of a ho that had be
victor for a plate, or smoking & n his trs
elling chaise-and-four. My sentiments were not
lessek ed than my condition. Iconld quitewell
remember, that my ruling sensation in the &
heady youth, was a mere schoolboy’s eagerness (o
get farthest forward in the race in whichI had
engaged; fo drink as many bottles as ; tobe
thought as good a judge of a horse as—; fo
Bave the knowing cut of —'s jacket. These
were thy gods, O Israell

Now I was a mere looker-on; seldom an un-
moved, and s tor, bat
: wtor only, of the of man-
kind. I felt how little my o] valued by
those engaged in the busy

tired from his
into his 1
where it

of loving the er

& modest-lookir

covered with 1l

that part of the country, and se

most stormy of the ho

and ancient wool

ing hill. The hous £

the wood was felled ; and in d of the gzentle.
man-like mans d and

smong its ¢

-ept for a palir;
o exotics, with an
d before it, whicl
tead of boastin B
d with da
ghowed ¢
deed, and
failed wi aining its
brown and

ind the earth,

remad nearly

The hous
to its na
being finis}
fhe way, the very reverse of e castellated
tyle), and each angle graced with a turret about

ize of a pepper-box. In eve
it resembled a large town-house, which, like a
fat burge: 4
holiday, an :
to look around i
freestone, tk ze of the bu o, the formality
of its shape, and awkwardness of its position,

ill with the swee Clyde in
front, and. the bubbling brook h danced
down on the right, as the fat civie form, with
tushy wig, gold-headed cane, maroon-colored
toat, anl mottled silk stockings, would have ac-

, which pretended
m the front windows

corded with the wild and magnificent scenery of
Corehouse Linn.
I went up to the house
of desertion which 18 per
n

It was in that state
ys the most ung
roing to d

There w

me, which commu-
nicate to buildings, as to the human frame, 8 sort
of reverence, while depriving them of beauty
and of strength. The disconcerted schemes of
the Laird of Castle- 1les, had resembled fruit
that becomes decayed without ever having rip-
ened, Some windows broken, others patched,
others blocked np with deals, gave a disconsolate
air to all around, and seemed to say, ' There

ty had purposed to fix her seat, but was an-
" 1

by Poverty.

\e inside, after many a vain snmmons, T
s at length admitted by an old laborer. The
» contained every contrivar for luxury and
mmodation ;—the kitchens were a model, and
e were hot closets on the office stairease, that
mizht not ¢ 1 ottish phrase
kitchen and the hall. But in-
ial smell of good cheer, these

s of Comus emitted the danp odor of

with stucco-work, which

places, and looked

r: the wood pan-

and warped, and cracked;
d not been hung for more th

, already swir
Desolation, in & A
sen ; and the

ings frette
already w
in ot
elling. W

ng the work of decay.

s & common one, and told in a
few words. r. Treddles, ‘senior, who bought
tlie estate, was a cautions money-making persac

son, still embarked in comme 1 specula-

red at the same time to enjoy his opu-

and to increase it. He incurred great ex-

penses, amongst which this edifice was fo be
numbered. To su

port these he
ly, and unfo
fory is told, which may serve for m

itanner.

e and various feelings ran through my
bosom, as I loitered in th leserted apartments,
searce hearing what my gunide said to me abot
the size ation of each room. Thefi
sentiment,

gpite. My patrician pride wa

hanic, who had not thonght
ngrys sufficient
ed a fall in h
was as mean, thongh b 0 I ious,
had the better of this fellow,” thounght
1 lost the estate, I at least spent the
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price; and Mr, Treddles has lost his among pal-
try commercial engagement

“ Wretch!”

t thou ex

thy youth and forfune were was
and trinmph not in the enjo
ence which levelled thee with the beasts that per-
ish. Bethink thee how this poor man’s vanity
gave at least bread to the laborer, peazant, and
citizen ; and his profuse expenditure, like water
epilt on the ground, refreshed the lowly herbs and
plants where it fell. But thon ! whom hast thon

within,

1t of an exis

gamb
prodr
I put my hand suddent
obliged to alleze a sudden me
ant, in apologzy for the action,
with which it was accompanied,

I then made an effort to turn my thoughts
a more philosophical current, and muttered 1
aloud, as a charm to Inll any more pair
thor

found became the cans

ting ric me, I asked where I was to find the
m in whose hands were lefl the map of the
1 ected with the
gale. The agent who had this in possession, I
was told, lived at the town of — ; which I was
Informed, and indeed knew well, was €
miles and a bittock, w may pass in a count
where they are less lavish of their land, for two
or three more. Being somewhat afraid of the fa-
tigue of walking so far, 1 inqguired if a horse, or
any gort of a carriage was to be had, and was an-
gwered In the negative. '

‘*Buot,” said my cicerome, *yon may halt a
blink till next morninz at th ddles A rms, a
very decent house, scarce a mile off.”

* A new house, I suppose ?" replied .

* Na, it's a new public, but it's an auld house ;

*®* Honack.
reyed to the

The m will be best con-

n Pope’s inr

Let lands and houses have what lords they will
Lt us Lo fiz'd, and our cwn masters

it wasaye the Leddy's jointure-house in the Croft.
anery-folk’s time; but Mr. Treddles hias fitted it
up for the convenience of the country. Poor

a

' T exclaimed,
rised at my nams.
le, *ye'll hae been
n this country before, I'm thinking ?

e, I replied—"and there iz good
ation at the what-d'ye-call-’em arms,
and a civil lang This T said by way of

or the man stared very hard

r decent accommodation. Ye'll no he

I'm thinking, and therg's

nd a drap gude whisky¥—

(in an under tone)—** Fairntosh, if you can get

on the lee-side of the gudewife—for there iz nae
guden They ca’ her Christie Steele,"

I almos rted at the sound. Christie Steele!

tie Steele was my mother’s body servant,

and, between ourselves,

r over her, I recollected

and thongh she had, in former

-n no favorite of mine, her name now

ar like that of a friend, and was

had heard somewhat in unison

I sallied from

e the best of

icerone hung by

ys¢ to his love of

eituated as he

, determined to o
my way to Duntarkin, and my
me for a little way i
talking; an oppor
was, the senes

S mi put my wife as

Steele into the Treddles Arms, for

ie had been aye in service, and never in the

public g0 it's like she iz ganging back

in the world, as T hear—now, my wife had keepit

a victualling office.”

11d have been an advantage cerfain-

m no sure that Twad ha’ looten Eppie
it, if they had put it in her offer.”
: a different congideration.”

v, I wadna ha’ liked to have ofended

he was a wee tonstie when you

rain’ the hair—but a kind, weel

Mr. Treddle
rubbed him

I wanted to get rid of this species of chat, and
findine myself near the entrance of a footpath
i ade a short cut to Duntarkin, T put hall
into my guide's hand, bade him goods

, and plunged into the woods
no from the like of you—
ye wunna find the way that gate—Odd's
¢ mann ken the zate as weel as I do my-
s to ken wha the chield i8.”
Such were the last words of my guide’s drow=
gy, uninteresting tone of voice; and glad to be
rid of him, I strode out stoutly, in cespite of
arge stones, briers, and bad steps, which abound
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sd in the road I had chosen. In the interim, I
tried as much as I could, with verses from Hor-
ace and Prior, and all who have landed the mix-
ture of literary with rural life, to eall back the
visions of last night and this morning, imagining
myself settled in some detached farm of the es-
tate of Glentanner,
Which eloping hills around enclose—
Where many a birch and Srown oak grows ;

when Tshould havea cottage witha gmall library,
a small cellar, a spare bed for a friend, and live
more happy and more honored than when I had
the whole barony. But the sight of Castle-Tred-
dles had disturbed all my own castles in the air,
The realities of the matter, like a stone plashed
into & limpid fountain, had destroyed the reflec-
tion of the objects around, which, till this act of
violence, lay elumbering on the crystal surface,
and T tried in vain to refstablish the picture
which had been go rudely broken, Well, then, T
would try it another way; I would try to get
Christie Steele out of her public, since ghe was
not thrivine in it, and she who had been my
mother's governante should be mine. Ikmnew all
her fanlts, and I told her history over to myself,

She was a grand-daughter, I believe, at least
some relative of the or of the
name, whom Dean Swift's friend, Captain Creich-
ton, shot on his own staircase in the times of the
persecutions,* and had perhaps derived from her
native etock much both of its good and evil prop-
erties. No one could say of her that she was

and parish of Lismnhag of Hamilton

place that T was well

"his man was head of
ded to

the reader has alr
was then C hwell Bridge, he appeared
no more among the wved, to Holland.

# Steele, and his father before him, held & farm in the esta
of Hamilton, within two or three miles of that town. When he
betook himsell 4 arms, the farm lay waste, and the Duke could
find no other pers
bis Grace sent several mes
why he kept the farm waste. The

; for, as to R

ewer, than that he would keep it waste, In spite of him and the 8

king too; wherenpon his
homor to be a we
1o destroy that rogue, and I w

* * # *

race, at whose table I had al
1ld use my endeav

% return o my story. When I waked out of my dream, as
I had done before in th of Wi
epology I mad uction to th
for bothy, I y s, and ordered thi
be at the pl I 7 break of day.
thither, I sent a party to each of the
villain Steele had murdered above forty

trap me ; but
to attend him, at this time he had none, when he sto
the greatest need, One of the party found

first soarched all the rooms below without success, {ill two of

them bearing somebody stirring over their keads, went up a pair

in one of the
farmers' homses, just as I happened to dream. The dragoons
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the life and spirit of the family, though, in my
mother's time, she directed all family affairs; her
look was anstere and gloomy, and when she was
not displeased with yon, you could only find it
out by her silence. If there was canse for com-
plaint, real or imaginary, Christie was lond
enough. She loved my mother with the devoted
attachment of a younger eister, but she was as
jealous of her favor to any one else as if ghe had
been the aged husband of a coguettish wife, and
as gevere in her reprelensions as an abbess over
her nuns, The command which she exercised
over her, was that, I fear, of a strong and deter-
mined over & feeble and more nervous disposi-
tion ; and thongh it was nsed with rigor, yet, to
the best of Christie Steele’s belief, she was urg-
ing her mistress to her best and most becoming
course, and wonld have died rather than have rec-
ommended any other. The attachment of this
woman was limited to the family of Croftangry
for she had few relations ; and a dissolute cousin
whom late in life she had taken as a husband,
had long left her a widow.
To me ghe had ever- a strong dislike.
from my early childhood,
as it may seem, of my interest in my mothe
affections ; she saw my foibles and vices with
abhorrence, and without a grain of allowance;
did she pardon the weakness of maternal
tion, even when, by the death of two broth-
ers, I came to be the only child of a widowed
parent. At the time my disorderly condnet in-
duced my mother to leave Glentanner, and re-
treat to her jointure-honse, I always blamed
Christie Steele for having influenced her resent-
ment, and prevented her from listening to my
, of amendment, which at times were real
ioug, and might, perhaps, have acceler-
\at change of disposition which has since,

Even

Steele had put on Dis clothes, while tha
amber where he lay was called
of Deese,* which is the name given fo & room
when be eomes to a tenant’s house. Steels
ity blund ss down at the two
; but the bullets
e, only wounded, and did
tly threw himself down the
among them, o towards the door to save his life,
but lost it wpon the sp oons who guarded the
iezpatched him wi heir bros rds. [ was not with
{he party when he was killed, being at that time employed in
ngr at one of the other houses, but I soon found wh
happened, by hearing the noise of the shot made with the blun-
derbuss ; from whence T returned straight to Lanark, and im-
mediately sent one of the dragoons exj to General Drum-
. (Memoirs of Cage
9, Edit. E 1834,
Waodrow gives a different account of this exploit: “In De
cember this year (1686), David S
d in the fie

If on quart:

t, and lies be

utenant Creichton, &
he was in a very littla
time most barbarcusly 1 in the churchyard

there.””

# Or chamber of stat called from the dais, or canopy
and elevation of floor, wl shed the part of old halls
which was occupied by those of high rank. Hence the phrase
was obliquely used to signify state In general.




168 WAVERLEF

I trust, taken place., Buf Christie regarded me
as altogether a doomed and pre
of per
and draz downwards whosoever mi
to afford me support.

8till, though I kuew such h
prejudices against me in n[lz:l‘ l
enongh of time had
all of them. Iknew thatw
order of my affairs, my mother und
iem;,\omrj incony unu,ucc about mo

de

to !\.-:1 mistress ,V.hh a B

as that which inspired the Churis

agze, when they sold all they had, and fo

the apostles of the church. I therefore though

that we might, in old Scottish phrase, "'tm-

ganes be byganes,” und begin npon a new ac-

count, Ye resolved, like a skilful aeral, to

reconnoifre pre-

cigse scheme of proce Ie4

determined to preserve my inco

e

'HAPTER IV

MR, C

Ax hour's
p]‘ ed me in whick
lso, T found, 1mr1 2 nsiderable
3, though it had not I 8 ther
d Ii}:e the pri-'cl'ml mansion. An inn-
1 before the Jw‘r of the decent
1!1\1-" Jnmi'uc— , eVen ar t the remnants
of the holly hedges which bmi se d the 1

nded itself up the litile
the uk[ horseway, go sel
c C'l‘tl]‘t.]\ :rmu-'i wi Itis
trustees or
m:'.,h in adopting
for an avent
olis, where all t is required is a
some sequestered and unpopu district.
not say anything of the expense; that the
tees and their constit 8 may scttle as
please. But the destruction of sylvan beauty is
great, when the breadth of the road is more than
proportioned to the vale through which it runs
and lowers of course the consequence of any ob-
jeets of wood or water, or broken and vari
ground, which 1
pleasure.
maodern Appian or Flami

\ e a kennel,—thelittle hill is din
ished toa hillock,—the rom
hill, almost too emall for gight,

3 an enormity, however 1 destroyed
the quiet loneliness of Dunt and intruded
Ita breadth of dust and gravel, and its asso
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tions of pochays and 1nail-coaches, upon one gf
the most seque estered spots in the Middle Wargd of
ydesdale. The house was old and dilapidateq,
and looked eprry for itself, as if sensible L)FadLr
fon; but the g was gtronz and new, and
htly painted, displaying a heraldic shislg
three shuttles in a field diapré, a web partly u]l:
led for crest, and two stout nts for Sup
porters; each one holding a weaver's beam Prop
“er., To have displayed this mons trous emblem
on the frent of the house might have h&zarcled
e down the wall, but for certain wonld

@ Nu‘u z':d up one or two windows, Itwas
'ui inde nundmt of the man.

ramework, and

Elh“lﬁ,‘t!‘.lull upon two posts, with as much ywood
ﬂ'--i jron about if as wounld have builded a brie;
and there it bung, creaking, groani _zm:lscre&:]:
o 111 every blast of wind, and frightening for
for aught I know, the nests

23 and linnets, the ancient denizens of

lo‘(q the place, I was received by

Christie herself, who seemed nncertein
whether to drop me in Tm. kite , 0r usher me
into a s partme 8 I called for fea,
“ml 80 re substantial fasn
of supping and

ted me inte the

itting, prob=

thongh the

ed my plan;

ove her spinning.

have the goodness to

ling, that I liked the

ed not to distarb

me back twenty
some landleddies
and make themsells
to pit on a fire for
ur will to stay

un choose the

Hoom

s the lawing

her in conversation;
ed with a kind of stiff
into no freedom of dis-

if she meditated &
refore, to proceed to
it have mterefit

apartment, being the same
my poor mother.. The

author of th tory, formerly mentioned,
had taken great credit to himself for the im-
provements ]u, hs m made in this same jointure-
house of Duntar how, upon his marriage,
when h other :-.«-k I sion of the same a8
5 rres and ex-

the great par-

, “* empanel the

penses he
lor™ (in which i was now sitti
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game, and plaster the roof. finishing the apart-
ment with ane concave chimney, and decorating
the same \\'ith pictures, and a barometer and
thermometer.” And in particodar, which his
good mother used to say she prized above ail
the rest, he had caused his own portraiture be
limned over the mantelpiece by a gkilful hand.
And, in good faith, there he remained still,—hav-
ing much the visage which I was disposed lo
ascribe to him on the evidence of his handwrit-
{ng,—grim and austere, yet not without a cast
of shrewdness and determination ; in armor,
though he never wore it, I fancy; one hand on
g1 open book, and one resting on the hilt of his
sword, though, Idare say, his head ne ver ached
with reading nor his limbs with fencing.

“That picture is painted on the wood, mad-
am 7 said L

& Ay, sir, or it’s like it would not have been
left there, They took 2 they could.”

“ My, Treddles's creditors, you
said L

mean ?*

a,” replied she, dryly, * the creditors of
another family, that sweepit cleaner than this
poor man’s, because, I fancy, there was less to
gather.”

“An older family,” perh and probably
more remembercd and rt "'lLtLL\_‘l than later pos-
gessors?”

Christie here getfled herself in her seat, and
pulled her wheel towards her. I had given her
gomething interesting for her thoughts to dwell
upon, and her wheel was a mechanical accor
paniment on such occasions, the revolutions of
sted her in the explanation of her

% Mair recretted—mair missed 1—I liked ane
of the auld family very weel, but I winus
that for them a'. How s they be 1
misged than the Treddles The cotton n
was such & thing for the country! The mair
baims a cottar body bad the better; th
would make their awn keep frae the time they
were five rs auld ; and a widow, wi’ thre
four bairns, was a wealthy woman in the time
of th(- Treddleses.”

“But the he hildren, my
good friend—their educ ious in-
etrection—"

“For health,” said Christie, l:\o!\m“ r'lom\n:,'
at me, * ye mann ken little of the w
dinna ken thatthe health of the poor man’s

as his youth and his strength, are all at

the command of the rich man’s purse. There
yever was a trade so- unhealthy yet, but men
would fight to get wark at it for twa per

L But the

and exe and a vu’y rwnm sible youth heard
them their itch, and gied them lessons in
i * Now, “hat did they ever get
wad be

8

called out to beat the wood for cocks or sicklike,

and then the starving weans wonld maybe geta
ite of broken bread and maybe no, just as the

butler was in humor—that was a* they got.”

“They were not, then, a very kind family to
the poor, these old possessors?* said I, some-
what bitterly ; * for I had expected to hear my an-
cestors’ praises recorded, though I certainly de-
spaired of being regaled with my own.”

# They werena ill to them, sir, and that is aye
gomething. They were just decent bien bodiess
—ony poor creature that had face to beg, got an
awmous and welcome; they that were shame-
fiiced gaed by, aud twice as welecome. But they
keepit an honest wall before God and man, the
Croftangrys, and as I said before, if they did
little good, they did as little ill. Theylifted their
rents and spent them, called in their kain and
eat them; gaed to the kirk of a Sunday, bowed
civilly if’ folk took aff their bannets as they gaed
by, and lookit as black as sin at them that keepit
them on.”

¢ These are their arms that you have on the
gignt ™

#What! on the painted board that is
and trm_u‘:n" at the door ?—Na, these are Mr

h they look as like legs

at the fule thing, that

mumlr‘ as \mh[d hae aired the honse

1e to the rigrin-tree. But if T

am to h...( here, I'll hae a decent board wi'a
punch-bowl on it.” ’

“I there a doubt of your staying here, Mrs

me,” said the cross old wo-

ire now  plying their th
ch indicated nervous irritation—
luck in the land since Luckie
and Mistress my Leddy; and as
if it concerns you to ken, I ma
stay if I can pay a hundred pund sterling for the
lease, and I may flit if T canna ; and so gnde-e'en
to you, Christie,”—and round went the wheel
with much activity.

“ And you like the trade
honse #”

“J can scarce say that,” she replied. * Tut
worthy Mr. Prend st is clear of its la
ness, and 1 hae gotten used to it, and made
cent living, though I never make ont a faus
oning, or give ony ane the means to disorder
reason, in my house.

“Indeed 7 said I: **in that case, there is
no wonder-you have not made up the hundred
]JOl‘l‘d\ to purchage the lease.”

“How do yon ken," said she sharply, *“that T
mirht not have had a hundred punds of my ain
fee? If I have it not,I am sure it is my
faut; and T wunna ca’ it fant neither.
to her wha was weel entitled to a’ my service.”
Again she pulled stoutly at the flax, and the
wheel went smartly round.

“MThis old gentleman,” said I, fixing my eya
on the painted panel, ** secems to have had fie

in a man

‘“‘there was nae
turned Mistr
for staying here,

of keeping a public
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arms painted as well as Mr. Treddles—that is,
if that painting in the corner be a scutcheon.™

A cushion just sae, they maun a’ hae
their cushions; there's sma' gentry without
that; and so the arms, as they ca’ them, of the
house of Glentanner, may be geen on an auld
stane in the west end of the honge. But to do
them justice, they didna propale sae muckle
about them as poor Mr. Treddles did ;—it's like
they were better used to them,” ;

% Very likely.—Are there any of the old family
in life, goodwife ¥ ™

% No," she replied; then added, after a mo-
ment's hesitation—*not that I know of,"—and
the wheel, which had intermitted, bezan again to
revolve,

“ Gone abroad, perhaps ? ™ Isugeested.

She now looked up and faced me—** No, sir.
There were three gonsof the last Laird of Glen-
tanner, ag he was then called ; John and William
were hopeful young gentlemen, but they died
early—one of a decline, brought on by the miz-
zles, the other lost his life in a fever. "1t would
hae been Incky for mony ane that Chrystal had
gane the same gate.”

* Oh—he must have been the young spend-
thrift that sold the property ? Well, but yonu
ghonld not have such an ill-will against him: re-
member necesgity has no law ; and then, good-
wife, he was not more calpable than Mr. Tred-
dles, whom you are so rorry for,

“1 wish I could th
er's sake; but Mr. Tr
Mough he had no prece ht to do so, yet
there was some warrant for a man being egx;v:-n—
give that imagined he was making a mint of
money. But this nnhappylad devoured hi t
rimony, when he kenned that he was living
a ratten in a Dunlap cheese, and dimin
means at a’ hands—I canna bide to think on’t.”
With this she broke out into a snatch of a bal-
lad ; bat little of mirth was there either in the
tone or the expression i-—

ade, and

nd make an end

dame,” said I, **it is
ing. I will not kecp from you
have heard something of this poor fellow, Cl

long lane that
bas no tu

tal Croftangry
they say, and
able man.”
* And wha tell'd ye that fidi
looking sharply at me.
“ Not perhaps the best judge in the world of
his character, for it was himself, dame.”
* And if he tell'd you truth, it was a v
be did not aye use to practize,” said Christie,
“ The devil1” gaid I, considerably nettled
% all the world held him to be a man uni' honor.,”
‘e Ay, ay, he would hae shot ony body wi' his
pistclgand his guns, that had evened him to be a
jai. Buat if he promised to pay an honest

He has sown his wild
seftled into a stes

]

pretended to see wh
have rained like the deluge. I only made the
excuse to escape from old Christie Steele. The

tradesman the next term day, did he keep his
word then ?  And if he promised a puir gilly lass

ook K truth thent
And what is that, but belug a liar, and a blacks
hearted deceitful liar to boot 2

My indignation was rising, but I etrove to
suppress it; indeed, I should only have afforded
my tormeéntor a triumph by an angry reply. I
partly suspected ghe began to recognize me; yef
ghe testified so little emotion, that T could not
think my suspicion well founded. I went on,
therefore, to s in a tone as indifferent as I
conld command, * Well, goodwife, T see you will
believe no good of this Chrystal of yours, till he
comes back and buys a good farm on the estate,
and makes you his housekeeper.”

The old woman dropped her thread, folded
her hands, as she looked up to heaven with a
face of ¢ ension. *The Lord,” she ex-
claimed, * forbid! The Lord in his mercy for-
bid! Oh, sir, if you really know thig unlucky
man, persuade him to settle where folk ken the
good that you eay he has come to, and dinna ken
the evil of his former d: He used to be proud
enough—oh, ¢ 1 come*here, even for

OWn 8 ance to have some
pride.”

Here she once more drew the wheel cloze to

1d began to pull at the flax with both

na let him come here, to be looked

at may be left of his auld
3, and to see the decent folk
is nose at look over their

k and market. Dinna
country to be made a tale

1ts him out toan-

that he 1

noses at

let him come to hi
about when ony n
other, and tells what he is, and what he was, and
how he wrecked a dainty estate, and brought
harlots to the d of his father’s house,
till he made it nae residence for his mother; and
how it had been foretauld by a servant of his ain
house, that he was a ne'er-do-weel, and a child of
P nd how her words were made good,
ang :

“ Stop there, goodwife, if you please,” gaid Iy

4 as much as I can well remem-

than it may be safe to repeat. I

t deal of freedom with the gentle-

< but T think were any other

rry him half of your message Iwould

> his personal gafety. Andnow, asl

- is settled to be a fine one, I il

wallk on to . where T must meet a coach to-
morrow, as it p iburgh.”

8o 17, T paid my o rate reckoning, and
took my leave, without being able to discover
whether the prejudiced and hard-hearted old wo-
man did, or did not, suspect the identity of her

stal Croftangry against whom

ch dislike.

e and frosty, thongh, whenl
. ite character was, itmight
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horses which run races in the Corso at Rome
without any riders, in order to stimulate their
exertion, carry each his own gpurs, namely, emall
balls of steel, with gharp projecting spikes, which
are attached to loose straps of leather, and, flying
about in the violence of the agitation, keep the
horge to his speed by pricking him as they strike
against his flanks. The old woman's reproaches
had the same effect on me, and urged me to a
rapid pace, as if it had been possible to escape
from my own recollections. In the best days of
my life, when I won one or two hard walking-
matches, I doubt if I ever walked so fast as I did
betwixt the Treddles Arms and the borouzh town
for which I was bound. Though the night was
cold, T was warm enough by the time I got to my
inn; and it required a refreshing draught of
porter, with half an hour's repose, ere I could
determine to give no farther thought to Christie
and her opinions, than those of any other yulgar
prejudiced old woman. 1 resolved atlast to treat
the thing en bagatelle, and, calling for writing
materials, I folded np a cheque for £100, with
these lines on the envelope :(—

Sends this to Christie Steel
And T was go much pleased with this new mode
of viewing the subject, that T regretted the late-
ness of the hour prevented my Ain line & person
to carry the letter express to its destination.

& But with the morning cool reflection came.”

1 considered that the money, and prohably more,
wag actually due by me on my mother's acconnt
to Christie, who had lent it in & moment of great
necessity, and that the returning it in a ight or
Judicrous manner was not unlikely to prevent so
touchy and punciilions a person from accepting
2 debt which was most justly her due, and which
it became me particularly to sec tisfied, Saeri-
ficing then my triad with little regret (for it
looked better by candle-light, and through the
medium of a pot of porter, than it did by day-

t,and with bohea for a menstruom), I de-

nined to employ Mr. Fairscribe's mediation
in buying up the lease of the little inn, and con-
ferring it upon Christie in the way which should
make it most acceptable to her feelings. It is
only necessary fo add, that my plan s cceeded,
and that Widow Steele even yet keeps the
Treddles Arms. Do not say, therefore, that I
have been disingenuouns with yon, reader; since,
if T have not told all the ill of myself Imight have
done, I have indicated to you a person able and
willing to suppply the blank, by relating all my
delingnencies, as well as my misfortunes,

in the meantime, I totally adandoned the idea
of redeeming any part of my paternal property,
and resolved to take Christie Steele’s advice, as
young Norval does Glenalvon's, * although it
eounded harshly.”

CHAPTER V.

MR, CROFTANGRY SETTLES IN THE CANONGATE,
If you will know my house,
T4s at the tuft of Olives here hard by.
As You Lige It

Br a revolution of humor which I am unable
to account for, I changed my mind entirely on my
plans of life, in consequence of the disappoint-
ment, the history of which fills the last chapter.
I began to discover that the conntry would not at
all snit me; for I had relinquished field-sports,
and felt no inclination whatever to farming, the
ordinary vocation of country gentlemen ; besides
that, Thad no talent forassisting either candidate,
in case of an expected election, and saw no
amusement in the duties of a road trustee, a
commissioner of supply, or even in the magis-
terizl functions of the bench. I had begun fo
take some taste for reading ; and a domiciliation
in the country must remove me from the use of
books, excepting the emall subseription library,
in which the very book which yon want is uni-
formly sure to be engaged.

I resolved therefore to make the Scottish me-
tropolis my regular re z-place, reserving to
myself to take occasionally those excursions,
which, epite of all I have said against mail-
coaches, Mr. Piperas rendered so easy. Friend
of our life and of our leisure, he secures by dis-
patch against loss of time, and by the best of
coaches, cattle, and steadiest of drivers, against
hazard of limb, and wafts us, as well as our let-
ters, from Edinburgh to Cape Wrath, in the pen-
ning of a paragraph.

When my mind was gnite made up to make
Auld Reekie my head-guarters, reserving the
privilege of exploring in all directions, I began to
explore in good earnest for the purpose of dis-
covering a smitable habifation. “And whare
trew ye I gaed?** as Sir Pertinax says. Not to
George's Square—nor to Charlotte Square—nor
to the old New Town—nor to the new New Town
—nor to the Calton Hill; I went to the Canongate,
and to the very portion of the Canongate in which
I had formerly been immured,like the errant
knight, prisoner in some enchanted castle, where
gpells have made the ambient air impervions to
the unhappy captive, although the organs of gight
encountered no obstacle to his free pass 5

Why I should have thought of pitching my
tent here I cannot tell. Perh it was to enjoy
the pleasures of freedom, where I had so long
endured the bitterness of restraint; on the prin-
ciple of the officer, who, after he had retired
from the army, ordered his servant to continue
to call him at the hour of parade, simply that he
might have the pleasure of saying—'‘D—n the
parade!™ and turning to the other side to enjoy
his glumbers. Or perhaps I expected to find in
the vicinity some little ol 1ioned house, hav-
ing eomewhat of the 7us in urbe, which I was
ambitious of enjoying. Enough,Iwent, as afore:
said, to the Carongate.
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Y stood by the kennel, of which T have formerly
gpoken, and, my mind being at ease, my bodily
organs were more delicate. 1 was more sensible
han heretofore, that, like the trade of Pompey in
Measure for Measure—it did in some gort—pah
—an ounce of civet, good ap cary —Turning
from thence, my steps naturally directed them-
gelyes to my own humble apartment, where my
little Hizhland landlady, as dapper 1 as tight
as ever (for old women wear a hundred times
better than the hard-wrought seniors of the mas-
caline sex,) stood at the door feedling to herself a
Highland song as she shook a fable napkin over
the forestair, and then proceeded to fold it up
neatly for future service,

“ How do you, Janet #

“Thank ye, good sir,” answered my old
friend, without looking at me; **but he might as
weel say Mrs. MacEvoy, for she is na a'body’s
Shanet—anmph.”

s Yon must be my Janet, though, for all that—
have you forgot me? —To you not rer mber
Chrystal Croftangry 7 "

The light, kind-hearted creature threw her
napkin into the open door, ped down the
stair like a fairy, three steps at once, s d'me
by the hands,—both hay nped up, and ac-
tually kissed me. I Wi med ; but
what n, of somewhere to sixty,
could resigt the advances of a faircontemporary ?
8o we allowed the full degree of kindness to
meeting,—honi soit qui mal y pense

doubt, and Shanet will pay
of change that ye ran away without,
bidding Shanet good-d
(nodding good-humor
were carried for the tir
By this time we wer ters, and
Janet, with her bottle of cor 1 nd and
the glass in the other, had forced on me a dram
of nsquebangh, dist
herbs, after some o
ceipt. Then w nfold

“gShanet saw you

d, out of many a Ilittle
en shil-
2 sured for
and upward
“* Here re,” she gaid, in hor mph,
o out to ye when ye
Shanet has had siller.
and Shanet has war ler, mony a time si
that—and the ganger 1 the factor has
come, aud the butcher and baker—Cot bless us—
but
she took good care of M
ghillings.”?
“ But what if T had never come back, Janet?
“QOch, if Shanet had heard you were dead,
shie wonld hae gien it to the poor of the chapel,
to pray for Mr. Croftangry,” eaid J
nerself, for ghe was a Catholic;—
uot think it would do you cood, but the bles
of the poor can never do no harm.”

{ifteen

I heartily agreed in Jan n, and
as to have des her to consider the hoard a
her own property, would have been an indelicaty
return to her for the nprightness of her conduet,
I requested her to d of it as she had pro-
posed to do in the event of my death, that is, if

knew any poor people of merit to whom &
+ht be useful.

» Ower mony of them,” raising the cornerof
her checked apron to her eyes, ** e’en ower mony
of them, Mr. O Och, ay—there i3 'the
puir Highland cr
down for the he
—five shillings to them, and half-a-crown fo Bes.
gie MacEvoy, whose coodman, puir. creature,
died of the frost, being a shairman, for a' the
whisky he could drink to keep it ont 0’ his stam-
och—and—

Bt she terrapted the bead-roll of
her propos and assaming a very sage
look, and pri np her little chattering
month, she went on in a different tone—**Baf,
och, Mr. Cr . bethink ye whether ye will
not a’ ler you and maybe logk

lang for ha'eff kiven it away,

ink a wark o’ char

moreover, is not

an'a son like yoursell,

dear. And I say = o bits
for your mother

the money,

1t risk of f pe » and she went

on to infer, that,in such a case, **Mr, Crofian
had grown a rich man in foreizn parts, and
free of his troubles with messengers and

+ genm of the earth,

ther's daughter be &

But i Mr. Croftangty

iz room, and hia ped,

ianet to wait on 1 d tak payment

nite convenient.
my sitnation, in which

I then pro-

n circumstances,

nd contented-

I had paid

ther lodrers fell into an

reot to pay Janet ab all

ant of all indirect modes

gers, others in

o were sharper than {he
man, were enabled to
er in appearance,

figgiii
ready destined my old 1andlady to
ekeeper and governante, knowing her
eood and, salthongh & Seoteh:
woman, her iness and excellent temper
(s r th and hasty expr ms of anger
5 call a fuff), Inow proposedthe
14 way as was likely 1o make

plan tul
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t most acceptable. Very acceptable as the pro-
posal was, as I could plainly see, Janet, however,
took adey to consideruponit; andher refiections
ugainst our next meeting had suggested o
objection, which was singular enongh.

s My honor,” so she now fermed me, “wonld
pe for biding in some fine gtreetapout the town;
now Shanet wad ill like to live in a place where
nolish, and sheriffs, and bailiffs, and gic thieves
and trash of the world, could tak puirshentlemen
hy the throat, just because they wanted a wheen
dollars in the sporran. She had lived in the bon-
iy glen of Tomanthoulick—Cot, an ony of the ver-
mint had come there, her father wad hae wared a
gbot on them, and he could hit a buck within as
mony measired yards as e'er a man of his clan.
And the place here was so quiet frae them, they
durstna put theirnose ower the gutier. net
owed nobody & bodle, put she couldna pidetosee
honest folk and pretty shentlemen forced away to
prison whether they would orno ; and then it 8ha-
net was to lay her tangs ower ane of the raga-
muflin’s heads, it would be, maybe, that the law
wonld gie't a hard name.”

One thing I have learned in life,—never to
gpeak gense when nonsense wili answer the par-
pose as well. Ishould have had great difficulty
to convince this practical and disinterested ad-
mirer and vindicator of liberty, that arrests se
dom or never were to be seen in the stree
Edinburgh, and to satisfy her of their ustice and

ity, would have been as difficult as to con
vert her to the Protestant faith. T therefore a
gured her my intention, if I conld get a suitable
habitation, was to remain in the quarter where
ghe at presentdwelt. Janetgave (hree gkips on
the floor, and uttered as many short shrill yells of
jov; yet doubt almost instantly returned, and she
insisted on knowing what possible reason T could
have for making my residence where few live
save those whose misfortunes drove them thithe
Itoccurred to me to answer her by recounting the
legend of the rise of my family, and of our deriv-
ing our name from a particular place near Holy-
rood Palace, This, which would have appeared
to most people a very absurd reason for choosing
a residence, was entirely satisfactory to Jamet
MacEvoy.

“QOch, nae doubt! if it was the land of her
fathers, there was na mair to be said. Put it
was gueer that her family estate should just lie
at the town tail, and covered with houses, where
the King's Cows, Cot bless them hide and horn

I It was strange changes
She mused a little, and then added, ** Put 1t 18
something better wi' Croftangry when the changes
Is frae the field to the habited place, and not from
the place of habitation to the desert; for Shanet,
her nainsell, kent a glen where there were men
a8 weel a there may be in Croftangry, and if there
werena altogther sae mony of them, they were a8
good men in their tartan as the others in their
broadelotn. And there were houses too; and if
they were not Liggit with stane and lime, and

ofted like the houses at Croftangry, yet they
gerved the purpose of them that Ii there; and
mony a braw bonnet, and mony a silk snood, and
comely white curch, would come out to gang te
kirk or chapel on the Lord's day, and little
bairns toddling after ; and now,—Och, Qch, Ohel-
lany, Ghonari! theglenis desolate, and the braw
snoods and bonnets are gane, and the Saxon’s
house stands dull and lonely, like the gingle bare-
breasted rock that the falcon builds on—the fal-
con that drives the heath-bird frae the glen.”

Janet; like many Highlanders, was full of im-
agination ; and, when melancholy themes came
upon her, expressed herself almost poetically,
owing to the genius of the Celtic langnage 1o
which she thought, and in which, doubtless, she
would have spoken, had I understood Gaelic, In
two minutes the shade of gloom and regret had
passed from her good-humored features, and she

the little, busy, prating, important old
woman, undispnted owner of one flat of a small
tenement in the Abhey-yard, and about to be pro-
moted to be housekeeper to an elderly bachelor
gentleman, Chrystal Croftangry, Eeq.

It was not long before Janet's local researches
found out ctly the sort of place I wanted, and
there we settled, Janet was afraid I would not
be sati , because it iz not exactly part of Croft-
angry ; but I stopped her doubts, by a uring her
it had been part and pendicle thereof in my fore-
father’s time, which passed very well.

I do not intend to po any one with an ex-
act kmowledge of my lodging; though, as Bobadil

-are not who knows it, since the cabin
js convenient.” But I may state in general, that
it is & house ** within itself,” or, according to a
newer phraseology in advertisements, self-con-
tained, has a garden of near half an acre, and a
patch of ground with trees in front. It boasts
five rooms, and eervants’ apartments—looks in
front upon the palace, and from behind towards
the hill and c of the King's Park. Fortu-
nately the place had a name, which, with a little
improvement, gerved to countenance the legend
which I had imposed on Janet, and would not
perhaps have been rorry if I bad been able o
impose on myself. It was called Littlecroft ; we
have dubbed it Little Croftangry, and the men of
Jetters belonging to the Post-Office have sanc-
tioned the change, and deliver letters so ad-

Thus I am to all intents and purposes
Chrystal Croftangry of that Tlk.

My establishment consists of Janet, an under

\aid servant, and a Highland wench for Janet to
exercise her Gaelic upon, with a handy lad who
can lay the cloth, and tale care besides of apony,
on which I find my way to Portobello gands, es-
peeially when the cavalry have a drill; for, like
an old fool as T am, I have not altogether become
indifferent to the tramp of horses and the flash of
weapons, of which, though no prof ssional gols
dier. it has been my fate to see something in my
youth. For wet momings, I have my book—is il
fine weather, I vigit, or Iwander on the crags, ag




