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TO

THE READER.

IT is now nearly a hundred years since Goldsmith
remarked, in his little educational treatise, that “few
subjects have been more frequently written upon than
the education of youth.,” And during the century
which has well nigh elapsed since he said so, there
have been se many more additional works given to
the world on this fertile topic, that their number has
been at least doubled. Almost all the men who ever
taught a few pupils, "‘with a great many more whe
never taught any, deem themselves qualified to say
something original on education; and perhaps few
books of the kind have yet appeared, however medio-
cre their general tone, in which something worthy of
being attended to has not actually been said. And
yet, though I have read not a few volumes on the
subject, and have dipped into a great many more, I
never yet found in them the sort of direction or en-
couragement which, in working out my own education,
I most needed. They insisted much on the various
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modes of teaching others, but said nothing—or, what
amounted to the same thing, nothing to the purpose—
on the best mode of teaching one’s self. And as my
circumstances and position, at the time when I had
most occasion to consult them, were those of by much
the largest class of the people of this and every other
civilized country,—for I was one of the many millions
who need to learn, and yet have no one to ieach them,
—1I could not help deeming the omission a serious one.
I bave since come to think, however, that a formal
treatise on self-culture might fail to supply the want.
Curiosity must be awakened ere it can be satisfied ;
nay, once awakened, it never fails in the end fully to
satisfy itself; and it has occurred to me, that by sim-
ply laying before the working men of the country the
“Story of my Education,” I may succeed in first ex-
citing their curiosity, and next, occasionally at least,
in gratifying it also. They will find that by far the
best schools I ever attended are schools open to them
all,—that the best teachers I ever had are (though
severe in their discipline) always easy of access,—and
that the special form at which I was, if T may say so, most
successful as a pupil, was a form to which I was drawn
by a strong inclination, but at which I had less assist-
ance from my brother men, or even from books, than
at any of the others. There are few of the natural
sciences which do not lie quite as open to the working
men of Britain and America as geology did to me.

My work, then, if I have not wholly failed in it,
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may be regarded as a sort of educational treatise,
thrown into the narrative form, and addressed more
especially to working men. They will find that a
considerable portion of the scenes and incidents which
it records, read their lesson, whether of encouragement
or warning, or throw their occasional lights on pecu-
hiarities of character or curious natural phenomena, to
which their attention might be not unprofitably direct-
ed. Should it be found to possess an interest to any
other class, it will be an interest chiefly derivable from
the glimpses which it furnishes of the inner life of the
Scottish people, and its bearing on what has been
somewhat clumsily termed the condition-of-the-coun-
try question.” My sketches will, I trust, be recognized
as true to fact and nature. And as I have never pe-
rused the autobiography of a working man of the more
observant type, without being indebted to it for new
facts and ideas respecting the circumstances and char-
acter of some portion of the people with which I had
been less perfectly acquainted before, I can hope that,
regarded simply as the memoir of a protracted journey
through districts of society not yet very sedulously ex-
plored, and scenes which few readers have had an op-
portunity of observing for themselves, my story may
be found to possess some of the interest which attaches
to the marratives of travellers who see what 1s not
often seen, and know, in consequence, what is not
generally known. In a work cast into the autobio-
graphic form, the writer has always much to apologize
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for. With himself for his subjcct, he usually tells not
only more than he ought, but also, in not a few in-
stances, more than he intends. Ior, as has been well
remarked, whatever may be the character which a
writer of his own Memoirs is desirous of assuming, he
ravely fails to betray the real one. He has almost
always his unintentional revelations, that exhibit pecu-
liarities of which he is not conscious, and weaknesses
which he has failed to recognize as such; and it will,
no doubt, be seen, that what is so generally done in
works similar to mine, I have not escaped doing. But
I cast myself full on the good nature of the reader.
My aims have, I trust, been honest ones; and should
I in any degree succeed in rousing the humbler classes
to the important work of self-culture and self-govern-
ment, and in convincing the higher that there are in-
stances in which working men have at least as legiti-
mate a claim to their respect as to their pity, I shall
not deem the ordinary penalties of the autobiographer
a price too high for the accomplishment of ends so
important.
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MILLER, Hogh, a British geologist, born at
Cromarty, on the E. coast of Scotland, Oct. 10,
1802, died at Portobello, near Edinburgh, Dec.
26, 1866. 1lo belonged to that half Scandina-

vian population inhabiting the shores of the
German ocean from Fife to Caithness.  On hig
father's side ho was fourth in descent in o line
of sailors from John Teddes, one of the Jast
of the buccaneers on the Spanish main, who
returned to Cromarty to enjoy his money, and
built “the long, low house ™ in which his dis-
tinguished great-grandson passed his youth.
On_ his mother's side he was of highland blood,
aud fifth in deseent from Donald Roy of Ross-
shire, famed for his piety and his sccond sight.
Iis father was drowned in a tempest (a fate | .
which had befallen several of his ancestors) in |’
1807; and from that time, though still living F"
with his mother, he was chiefly under the cave |
of two maternal uncles, who had greater influ-
ence and authority over him until the age of
manhood than any other persons. One was a
harness maker and the other a cartwright, and
he accounts them the most important of his || -
schoolmasters., IIis uncle Alexander encour- ||:*
aged his early bent toward natural history, |\
and taught him much about rocks, clouds, rains,
tides, trees, ferns, shell fish, sea fowl, and in-
sects. Ilis uncle James interested him in human
history, and gave him his liking for traditional
lore, Scottish antiquities, social habits, and in- ||,
dividual eccentricitics. The tastes and predi- |||
lections of both uncles were deeply impressed s
on him, and wherever he went in later life the
geology and humanity of the district secmed ||
cqually to attract him. In his fifth year he was |
sent to a dame’s school, where he lcarned to
read. Ile was thence transferred to the gram-
mar school of Cromarty, where he went
throngh the ordinary course of rudimentary
studies. 1le even began Latin with a view to
college, but from distaste failed in it completely,
being usually at the nethier end of a very poor
class, which position even lie maintained only
by displaying an unaccountable facility in trans-
lation, The master read aloud cevery morning
in English the task assigned for the day, and
ITugh was able to remember the whole render-
ing in its order, and to give it back in the even-
ing word for word. Much of the leisure sc-
cured in this way was employed in reading
translations from the classies by stealth.  About
his 15th year hie attended for some time o sub-
seription school set up as a rival to the gram-
mar school, But from this whole amount of |
pedagogy he derived, according to his own esti-
mate, only one advantage, nancely, the faculty
of reading books, with the corrclative accom-
plishment of writing. 1lc had acquired a rep- |
utation mmnong his class fellows as anarrator of |
stories; and having exhausted the subjects of l
his reading and the varicus-adventures that |

— e e
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ad himsell heard 1old, he was aceustomed
Lo extemporize with great success tho wildest

biographies,  Meanthine, other branches of his
cdueation had been going on outside of the
school.  [le was the leader in exearsions along
the precipices and into the eaves on the coast,
e had Jearned to eolleet on the beach and to

distinguish from cach other the various rocks
.

of the locality, as porphyrics, granites, gneisses,
quartz, and mica schists, and had discovered
for himsclf thut Cromarty possessed among
its mincrals one precions stone, the garnet;
and his obscervations in other departrents had
been eneouraged and corrected by his uncle
Sandy, who, a3 he always claimed, knew more
of living nature than many professors of nut-
ural history. Ilc had studied scenery, customs,
and physiognomics in the highlands of Suther-
| landshire, among his Gaclic cousing; had heard

the story of Culloden from men who fought in
' the battle; had conversed with an old lady
who witnessed the last witch-burning in the
north of Scotland; and had acquired a habit,
which marks bis life and his writings, of study-
ing historical monuments as well as geological
formations, collecting local legends as well as
fossils, delighting as much to discover a kelpie
as a pterodactyl, and regarding types of char-
acter and phases of socicty in connection with
the fucts of scicnce. The foremost youth in
the district, his uncles wished him to prepare
for Aberdeen college, and there to study for
the church; but he demurred, declaring that
he had no call to the sacred oftice, and they
admitted that he had better be anything than
an uncalled winister. A trade was therefore
resolved upon, and he was apprenticed for three
years to one of his relatives, who was a stone
mason. From his 17th till his 34th yecar he
led the lifo of an operative mason, journeying
in summer to pursue his labors in different
parts of Scotland, devoting all hisleisure to ear-
nest intellectual cultivation, reading all Kinds
of books on summer evenings aud at home
during the winter, and cherishing a belief from
the beginning that literature and perbaps nat-
ural science would after all prove his proper
vocation. During the first part of this period
(1818-"23), as an_apprentice and journcyman,
ho was subjected to all the coarse and rough
experiences of his trade, working as onc of a
gang in quarries or in sheds, and passing his
cvenings in wretched highland botlies or in
hovels in lowland villages. Ile afterward ex-
changed the life of a journcyman, working sca-
son after season for different masters, for that
of a jobbing mason, undertaking privato com-
missions in the way of his trade, such as the
sculpturing and lottering of tombstones, stone
dials, and the like; yoet his habits of work con-
' tinued in all respects to be those of a common
mason, and his domestic accommodations thoso
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——

~ thercfore returned to Cromarty, accustomed to

cot any feugal Scoleh moeclunie.  During this

“laborions period of his lifo ho formod an inti-

-mate and oxtensive acquaintaneo with tho best |

. English and Seoteh literaturo, ombracing not :

ouly the departments of fiction, history, and

oetry, but the philosophical works of Locke,

. }\’mm‘s, Iume, Reid, Adam Smith, and Dugald
Stewart.  1To seized upon every work of natu-
ral science that fell in his way, and morcover

| wrote a great vavioty of vorses, rhapsodics, and

reflections.  1lis various scenes of labor mado

him familiar with the scenery, antiquitics, and |

social peculiaritics of different parts of Scot-!

land. But his greatest progress was in geol-l

ogy. Starting with hardly more than an em-
pirical knowledge of the mineral characters
of rocks, he soon detected the wonders of the
fossil world in quarries remarkably rich in
organisms. Wherever he went, from the shores
of the Moray frith to those of the frith of
Forth, the hammer was in his pocket, and his
eye was searching for fossil specimens. Com-
bining what he saw with what he read, he
became, while yet hardly aware of it, not only
a self-taught geologist, but a geologist capable
of teaching others. To this period belong his
discoveries in the old red sandstone, which
only required to be known to insure him
distinction in the scientific world. In 1825, |
work failing in the north, he sailed for the |
south of Scotland, and went from Leith to the
capital. Thero he was occupicd for two years, !
till his health began to fail, and he learned that
few Edinburgh stonccutters pass their 40th
year, and not one in 50 reaches his 45th. Ile

contemplate with rather pensive than sad feel-
ings an carly.death, and soon after became seri-
ously interested in the personal bearing of reli-
gious concerns. Until this time he describes
himsclf as wavering between two extremes,
now a belicver and anon a skeptic, the belicf
being instinctive, the skepticism arising fromf
{

some intellectual process. The result of his
thoughts and conversations was that he found;
rest in the fundamental principles of Scottish :
evangelicism. ITis attainments soon made him:
a local celebrity; geologists in other towns!
corresponded with him; Cromarty ladies be-*,
gan to walk up to where he was at work to
have the pleasure of conversing with him, one
of whom was the young lady who afterward
beecame his wife; and he was clected town
councillor. Ile published a volume of “Poems
written in the Leisure Ilours of a Journeyman
Mason ™ (1829); contributed a series of letters!
to the “Inverness Courier” on the herringi
fishery, which were collected in a volume; dis-; .
covered deposits of ichthyic remains belong-
ing to the sccond age of vertcbrate existence,
sufficient fo prove not only the existence but
the structure and varicties of fishes at that
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curly poriod; and at length exchanged manual
Inhor for the offico of accountant in a branch
bank opened at Cromarty. During the first
two years of his accountantship his marriage
took place, his “Sceney and Legends of the
North of Scotland” was published, and he
beeame a frequent contributor to periodicals,
The non-intrusion controversy was then at its
height in the Scottish chureh, and immediately
after the adverse decision of the house of lords
in the Auchterarder case he published hig
celebrated *¢ Letter to Lord Brougham,” which, .

as Mr. Gladstone affirmed, showed a mastery - |
of pure, clegant, and masculine English that .4 o
even an Oxford scholar might have envied. g.-frA / &//, -
The leaders of the Free church were then look- b

oy 3

ing for a man to ecdit their contemplated
organ, and at once selected Mr. Miller, who in
1840 removed to Edinburgh as editor of the
““ Witness.” As a Scottish journalist he held
a high and almost unique place. Ilis Jeading
articles were essays remarkable for their de-
liberate thought, elevated moral tone, strong
Presbyterian fecling, and fine literary finish,
and exerted a powerful influence on the forma-
tion of public opinion. His genius for descrip-
tion, literary culture, and relish for peculiar
social characteristics appear also in his account
of a vacation tour, entitled *‘First Impres-
sions of England and its People.” But his
greatest eminence was achieved in the depart-
ment of practical and speculative geology. He
went to Edinburgh with the results of many
years of scientific observation and reflection,
with a collection of belemnites, fossil fishes,
and other objects of natural history, and with
a collection of thoughts and speculations about
them, which in his own judgment formed his
most valuable capital. During the first vear
of his editorship he published in the *“Wit- -
ness” a series of papers, afterward known
collectively under the title of * The Old Red
Sandstone, or New Walks in an Old Field,” in
which he detailed the story of his researches
and revealed his discoveries of fossils in a for-
mation which had till that time been deemed
almost destitute of them. These were immedi-
ately recognized by savants as important addi-
tions to geological science. At the meeting of
the British association in 1840 his labors were
the principal theme; the fossils which he hLad
picked up in boylood in his mnative district
were promoted to their due rank as pterichihys
Miller: ; and Murchison and Buckland spoke
of his descriptive talent as casting plain geolo-
gists like themselves into the shade, and ma-
king them ashamed of their meagre style. Ilis
severe tasks endangered his health and com-
pelled him to forego all literary labor during
the greater part of 1845 and 1846; but he re-
turned from his seclusion only to be more
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intimately associated with Dr. Chalmers in the
counsels of tho I'ree church. The appearance
and popularity of the ¢ Vestiges of the Natural
Ilistory of Creation,” embodying the develop-
ment theory, and aiming to trausfer the work
of creation from the realm of miracle to that
of natural law, caused him to prepare a reply,
entitled “ The Footprints of the' Creator, or
the Asterolepis of Stromness,” an able and
strongly fortified oxposition of the opposite
view, which had a very wide circulation in
England and America. One of his most in-
teresting works is My Schools and School-
masters, or the Story of my Education,” a full
reviow of his life until the time of his settle-
ment in Edinburgh. He published in 1848
the ¢ Geology of the Bass Rock,” lectured on
geological subjects in Edinburgh and London,
read papers before the British association, and
had just completed at the time of his death his
“ Testimony of the Rocks,” in which he dis-

cusses the Biblical bearings of geology. He
. toiled upon this task night and day, with little
sleep or exercise, until, after a week or two of
: cerebral disorder, he himself became conscious
~ that his mind was on the verge of ruin. He
- felt occasionally as if a very fine goigna.rd had
. been suddenly passed through and through his
i brain, and in some of his paroxysms his face
was & picture of horror before which even his
. wife shrank in dismay. He was found lifeless
. in his study, his chest pierced with the ball of
a revolver which was found lying close by.
. In a8 pathetic note left for his wife he had
written : ‘“ A fearful dream rises upon me. I
. cannot bear the horrible thought.” His prin-
* cipal works have been republished in America.
—See “The Life and Times of Hugh Miller,”
- by Thomas N. Brown (republished, New York,
- 1860), and *‘ Life and Letters of Hugh Miller,”
by Peter Bayne (2 vols., 1871).
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MY

SCHOOLS AND SCHOOLMASTERS;

OR,

THE STORY OF MY EDUCATION.

:.‘.—tf P4

CHAPTER 1L

¢ Ye gentlecmen of England
Who live at home at ease,
0, little do you think upon
The dapgers of the scas.”
Orp Soxe.

Ratner more than eighty years ago, a stout little boy, in his
sixth or seventh ycar, was despatched from an old-fashioned
farm-house in the upper part of the parish of Cromarty, to
drown a litter of puppies in an adjacent pond. The commis-
sion seemed to be not in the least congenial. Ie sat down
beside the pool, and began to cry over his charge ; and finally,
after wasting some time in a paroxysm of indecision and sor-
row, instead of committing the puppies to the water, he tucked
them up in his little kilt, and set out by a blind pathway
which went winding through the stunted heath of the dreary
Maolbuoy Common, in a direction opposite to that of the farm
house,—his home for the two previous twelvemonths. After
some doubtful wandering on the waste, he succeeded in reach-
ing, before nightfall, the neighbouring seaport town, and pre-
sented himself laden with his charge, at his mother’s door.
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The poor woman,—a sailor’s widow, in very humble circum.
stances,—raised her hands in nxtomqhment “ 0, my unlucky
boy,” she exelaimed, *what’s this 2—what blmfrs you here ?”?
¥ 'l‘he little doggics, nnlhm said the boy ; “1 couldm drown
the little doggics; and Itoolt them to you.” ‘What after-
wards befell the “little doggies,” I know not ; but trivial as
the incident may scem, it exercised a marked influence on the
circumstances and destiny of at least two generations of crea,
tures higher in the scale than themselves. The boy, as he
stubbornly refused to return to the farm-house, had to be sent
on shipboard, agreeably to his wish, as a cabin-boy ; and the
writer of these chapters was born, in consequence, a sailor’s
son, and was rendered, as early as his fifth year, mainly de-
pendent for his support on the sedulously plied but indiffer-
ently remunerated labors of his only surviving parent at the
time, a sailor’s widow.

The little boy of the farm-house was descended from a long
line of seafaring men,—skilful and adventurous sailors,—
some of whom had coasted along the Scottish shores as early
as the times of Sir Andrew Wood and the “bold Bartons,”
and mayhap helped to man that “ verric monstrous schippe
the Great Michael,” that ¢ cumbered all Scotland to get her to
sea.” They had taken as naturally to the water as the New-
foundland dog or the duckling. That waste of life which is
always so great in the naval profession had been more than
usually so in the generation just passed away. Of the boy’s
two uncles, one had sailed around the world with Anson, and
assisted in burning Paita, and in boarding the Manilla gal-
leon ; but on reaching the English coast he mysteriously dis-
appeared, and was never more heard of. The other uncle, a
remarkably handsome and powerful man,—or, to borrow tlu,
homely but not inexpressive language in which I have heard;
him described, “as pretty a fellow as ever stepped in shoe-
Ieather,”———perished at sea in a storm ; and several years after,
the boy’s father, when entering the Irith of Cromarty, was
struck overboard, during a sudden gust, by the boom of his
vessel, and, apparently stunned by the blow, never rose again,
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Shortly after, in the hope of sccuring her son from what
scemed to be the hereditary fate, Lis 1othier had committed
the hoy to the charge of a sister, married to a farmer of the
parish, and now the mistress of thc farm-house of Ardavell ;
but the family death was not to be so avoided; and the ar-
rangement terminated, as has been scen, in the transaction
bemdc the pond.”

In course of time the sailor boy, despite of hardship and
rough usage, grew up into a singularly robust and active man;
not above the middle sve.———ior his height never o.c\,eded
five fect cight inches,—but broacl-«houldt,red deep-chested,
stronrr-hmbcc], and so compact of bone and mueclc, that in a
ship of the line, in which he afterwards sailed, there was not,
among five hundred able-bodied scamen, a man who could lifg
so great a weight, or grapple with him on cqual terms.  Iis
education had been but indifferently cared for at home; he
had, however, been taught to read by a female cousin, a nicce
of his mother’s, who, like her too, was both the danghter and
the widow of a sailor ; and for his cousin’s only child, a gir]
somewhat younger than himself, he had contr: wted 2 bo;, ish
afection, which in a stronger form continued to retain possess-
ion of him after he grew up. In the leisurce thrown on his
hands in long Indian and Chincse voyages, he learned to write
and profited so much by the instruction of a comrade, an in-
telligent and warm-hearted though reckless Irishman, that
he became skilful enough to keep a log-book, and to take a
reckoning with the necessary correctness,—accomplishments
far from common at the time among ordinary sailors. Ile
formed, too, a taste for rcading. The recollection of his
cousin’s daughter may have influenced him, but he commenced
life with a determination to rise in it,—made his first moncy
by storing up instead of drinking his grog,—and, as was com-
mon in those times, drove a little trade with the natives of
foreign parts, in articles of curiosity and vertu, for which, I sus-
pect, the custom-house dues were not always paid.  With all
his Scotch prudence, however, and with much kindliness of
heart and placidity of temper, there was some wild blood in his
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veing, derived, mayhap, from oune or two buceancering ances-
tors, that, when excited bevond the endurance point, bceftme
qnﬂ:ucntl\ formidable; and w hich, on at least one occasion,
interfered very considerably with his mes and prospects.

On a protracted and tedious voyage in a large East India-
man, he had, with the rest of the crew, been subucted to
hais h usage b\ a stern, capricious captain ; but, secure of re-
lief' on 1'0*1(111110- port, Tie had borne uneomphmtmr]y with it
all. Iis comrade and quondam teacher the Irishman was,
however, less patient 3 and for remonstrating with the tyrant,
as one of a deputation of the seamen, in what was deemed a
mutinous spirit, he was laid hold of, and was in the course of
being bound down to the deck under a tropical sun, when his
quicter comrade, with his blood now heated to the boiling
ponu. stepped aft, and with apparent calmmness re-stated the
gricvance. The captain drew a loaded pistol from his belt ;
t]n, sailor struck up his hand ; and, as the bullet whistled
through the rigging above, he grapplnd with him, and dis-
armed him in a trice. The crew rose, and in a few minutes
the ship was all their own.  But having failed to caleulate on
such a result, they knew not what to do with their charge ;
and, acting wunder the advice of their new leader, who felt to
the full the embarrassing nature of the position, they were con-
tent simply to demand the redress of their grievances as their
terms of surrender ; when, untowardly for their claims, a ship
of war hove in sight, much in want of men, and, bearing down
on the Indiaman, the mutiny was at once suppressed, and the
Jeading mutincers sent aboard the armed vesscl, accompanied
by a grave charge, and the worst possible of characters. Lucki-
ly for them, however, and especially luckily for the Irishman
and his fricnd, the war-ship was so weakened by scurvy, at
that time the untamed pest of the navy, that scaree two dozen
of her crew could do duty aloft. A fierce tropical tempest,
too, which broke out not long after, pleaded powerfully in
their favor; and the affair terminated in the ultimate pro-
motion of the Irishman to the oflice of ship-schoolmaster, and
of his Scotch comrade to the captaincy of the forctop.
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My narrative abides with the Jatter. e remained for seve-
ral ycars aboard men-of-war, and, though not much in love
with the serviee, did his duty in both storm and battle. He
served in the action off the Dogger-Bank,—one of the last
naval engagements fought ere the manceuvre of breaking the
line gave to British valor its due superiority, by rendering
all our great sca-battles decisive; and a comrade who sail-
ed in the same vessel, and from whom, when a boy, I have re-
cceived kindness for my father’s sake, has told me that, their
ship being but indifferently manned at the time, and the ex-
traordinary personal strength and activity of his friend well
known, he had a station assigned him at his gun against two
of the erew, and that during the action he actually outwrought
them both. At length, however, the enemy drifted to leeward
to refit ; and when set to repair the gashed and severed rig-
ging, such was his state of exhaustion, in consequence of the
previous overstrain on every nerve and muscle, that he had
scarce vigor enough left to raise the marlinspike employed
in the work to the level of his fice. Suddenly, when in this

-condition, a signal passed along the line, that the Dutch fleet,
already reflitted, was bearing down to rencw the engagement,
A thrill like that of an electrie shock passed through the frame
of the exhausted sailor ; his fatigue at once left him ; and, vig-
orous and strong as when the action first began, he found
himself able, as before, to run out against his two comrades
the onc side of a four-and-twenty pounder. The instance is
a curious one of the influence of that “spirit” which, accord-
ing to the Wise King, enables a man to “sustain his infir-
mity.”

It may be well not to inquire too curiously regarding the
mode in which this eflective sailor quitted the navy. The
sountry had borrowed his services without consulting his will
and he, I suspect, reclaimed them on his own behalf without
first asking leave. Ihave been told by my mother that he
found the navy very intolerable; the mutiny at the Nore had
not yet meliorated the service to the common sailor. Among

- other hardships, he had been oftener than once under not only
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very harsh, but also very incompetent ofiicers; and on one
occasion, after toiling on the fore-yard in a violent night-squall,
with some of the best scamen aboard, in fruitless attempts to
furl up the sail, he had to descend, cap in hand, at the risk of
a flogging, and humbly implore the boy-licutenant in charge
that he should order the vessel’s head to be laid in a certain
direction. Luckily for him, the advice was taken by the
young gentlemen, and in a few minutes the sail was furled.
He left his ship one fine morning, attired in his best, and hayv-
ing on his head a three-cornered hat, with tufts of lace at the
corners, which I well remember, from the circumstance that
it had long after to perform an important part in certain boy-
ish masquerades at Christmas and the New Year; and as he
bad taken effective precautions for being reported missing in
the evening, he got clear off.

Of some of the after-cvents of his life, I retain such mere
fragmentary recollections, dissociated from date and locality,
as might be most readily scized on by the imagination of a
child. -At one time, when engaged in one of his Indian voy-
ages, he was stationed during the night, accompanied by but
a single comrade, in a small open boat, near one of the minor
mouths of the Ganges ; and he had just fallen asleep on the
beams, when he was suddenly awakened by a violent motion,
as if his skiff were capsizing. Starting up, he saw in the im-

. perfect light, a huge tiger, that had swam, apparently, from the
neighboring jungle, in the act of boarding the boat. So much
was he taken aback, that though a loaded musket lay beside
him, it was one of the loose beams, or foot-spars, used as ful-
cruimns for the feet in rowing, that he laid hold of as a weapon ;
but such was the blow he dealt to the paws of the creature, as
they rested on the gunwale, that it dropped off with a tremen
dous snarl, and he saw it no more. On another occasion, he
was one of three men sent with despatches to some Indian port
in a boat, which, oversctting in the open sea in a squall, left
them for the greater part of three days only its upturned bot-
tom for their resting-place. And so thickly, during that time,
did the sharks congregate around them, that though a keg of
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rum, part of the boat’s stores, floated for the first two days
within a few yards of them, and they had neither meat nor
drink, none of them, though they all swam well, dared attempt
regaining it. They were at length relieved by a Spanish
vessel, and treated with such kindness, that the subject of my
narrative used cver after to speak well of the Spaniards, as a
generous people, destined ultimately to rise. e was at one
time so reduced by scurvy,in a vessel half of whose crew had
been carried off by the disease, that, though still able to do
duty on the tops, the pressurc of his finger left for several
seconds a dent in his thigh, as if the muscular flesh had become
of the consistency of dough. At another time, when over-
taken in a small vessel by a protracted tempest, in which “ for
many days neither sun nor moon appeared,” he continued to
retain his hold of the helin for twelve hours after every other
man aboard was utterly prostrated and down, and succeeded,
in conscquence, in weathering the storm for them all. And
after his death, a nephew of my mother’s, a young man who
had served his apprenticeship under him, was treated with
great kindness on the Spanish Main, for his sake, by a West
Indian captain, whosc ship and crew he had saved, as the
captain told the lad, by boarding them in a storm, at immi-
nent risk to himself, and working their vessel into port, when,
in circumstances of similar exhaustion, they were drifting full
upon an iron-bound shore. Many of my other recollections of
this manly sailor are equally fragmentary in their character;
but there is a distinet bit of picturc in them all, that strongly
impressed the boyish faney.

‘When not much turned of thirty, the sailor returned to his
native town, with money enough, hardly earncd and carefully
kept, to buy a fine, large sloop, with which he engaged in the
coasting trade ; and shortly after he married his cousin’s daugh-
ter. Ide found his cousin, who had supported herself in her
widowhood by teaching school, residing in a dingy, old
fashioned house, three rooms in length, but with the windows
of its second story half-buried in the caves, that had been
left her by their mutual grandfather, old John Feddes, one of
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the last of the buccancers. It had Dbeen built, I have every
rcason to believe, with Spanish gold ; not, howevér, with a
great deal of it, for, notwithstanding its six rooms, it was a
rather humble erection, and had now fallen greatly into dis-
repair, It was fitted up, however, with some of the sailor’s
moncey, and after his marriage, became his home—a home
rendered all the happier by the presence of his cousin, now
rising in years, and who, during her long widowhood, had
sought and found consolations amid her troubles and priva-
tions, where it was surest to be found. She was a meek-
spirited, sincerely pious woman, and the sailor during his more
distant voyages—for he sometimes traded with ports of the
Baltic on the one hand, and with those of Ireland and the
south of England on the other—had the comfort of knowihg
that his wife, who had fallen into a state of "health chronically
delicate, was scdulously tended and cared for by a devoted
mother. The happiness which he would have otherwise en-
joyed was, however, marred in some degree by his wife’s
great dehc'lcy of constitution, and ult1mately blighted by two
unhappy accidents.
He had not lost the nature which had been evinced at an
early age beside the pond : for a man who had often looked
death in the face, he had remained nicely tender of human life,
and had often hazarded his own in preserving that of others;
and when accompanied, on one occasion, by his wife and her
mother to his vessel, just previous to sailing, he had unfortu-
natcly to exert himself in her presence, in behalf of one of his
seamen, in a way that gave her constitution a shock from which
it never recovered. A clear, frosty, moonlight evening had
set in j the pier-head was glistening with new-formcd ice, and
one of‘ the sailors, when engaged in casting over a haulser
which he had just loosed, missed footing on the treacherous
margin, and fell into the sea. The master knew his man
could not swim ; a powerful scaward tide sweeps past the place
with the first hours of ¢bb; there was not a moment to be
lost ; and, hastily throwing off his heavy great-coat, he plunged
efter him, and in an instant the strong current swept them both
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out of sight. He succeeded, however, in laying hold of the
half-drowned man, and striking with him from out the peril-
ous tide-way into an eddy, with a Herculean effort he regained
the quay. On_reaching it, however, his wife lay insensible in
the arms of her mother ; and as she was at the time in the de-
licate condition incidental to married women, the natural con-
sequence followed, and she never recovered the shock, but lin.
gered for more than a twelvemonth, the mere shadow of he
former self’; when a second event, as untoward as the first, too
violently shook the fast-cbbing sands, and precipitated her dis-
solution.

A prolonged tempest from the stormy north-east, had swept
the Moray Irith of its shipping, and congregated the storm-
bound vessels by scores in' the noble harbor of Cromarty,
when the wind chopped suddenly round, and they all set out
to sea, the sloop of the master among the rest. The other
vessels kept the open Frith; but the master, thoroughly ac-
quainted with its navigation, and in the belief that the change
of wind was but temporary, went on bugging the land on the
weather side, till, as he bad anticipated, the breeze set full into
the old quarter, and increased into a gale. And then, when
all the rest of the fleet had no other choice left them than just
to scud back again, he struck out into the Frith in a long tack,
and, doubling Kinnaird’s Head and the dreaded Buchan Ness,
succeeded in making good his voyage south, Next morning,
the wind-bound vesscls were crowding the harbor of refuge
as before, and only his sloop was missing. The first war of
the I'rench Revolution had broken out at the time; it was
known there were several Irench privateers hovering on the
coast, and the report went abroad that the missing sloop had
been captured by the French, There was a weather-brained
tailor in the necighborhood, who used to do very odd things,
specially, it was said, when the moon was at the full, and
whom the writer remembers from the circumstance that he
fabricated for him his first jacket, and that, though he sue-
ceeded in sewing on one sleeve to the hole at the- shoulder,
where it sught to be, he committed the slight mistake of sew-
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ing on the other sleeve to one of the pocket holes. Poor An-
drew Fern had heard that his townsman’s sloop had been cap-
tured by a privateer, and fidgety with impatience till he had
communicated the intelligenee where he thought it would tell
most effectively, he called on the master’s wife, to ask whether
she had not heard that all the wind-bound vesscls had got back
again save the master’s, and to wonder no one had yet told
her that if 2és had not got back, it was simply because it had
been taken by the French. The tailor’s communication told
more powerfully than he could have anticipated : in less than
a weck after, the master’s wife was dead ; and long cre her
husband’s return, she was lying in the quiet family burying-
place, in which—so heavy were the drafts made by accident
and violentdeath on the family—the remains of none of themale
members had been deposited for more than a hundred years.

The mother, now left, by the death of her daughter, to a
dreary solitude, sought to relieve its tedium, during the ab-
sence of her son-in-law when on his frequent voyages, by lkeep-
ing, as she had done ere his return from foreign parts, an hum-
ble school. It was attended by two little girls, the children of
a distant relation but very dear friend, the wife of a tradesman
of the placc—a woman, like herself] of sincere though unpre-
tending piety. Their similarity of character in this respect
could hardly be traced to their common ancestor. Ile was
the last curate of the neighboring parish of Nigg; and, though
not one of those intolerant Episcopalian ministers that succecd-
ed in rendering their church thoroughly hateful to the Scot-
tish people—for he was a simple, casy man, of much good na-
ture—he was, if tradition speaks true, as little religious as any
of them. In one of the earlier replies to that curious work,
¢ Scotch Presbyterian Ifloquence Displayed,” I find a nonsen-
sical passage from one of the curate’s sermons, given as a set-
off' against the Presbyterian nonsense adduced by the other
side. “Mr. James M‘Kenzie, curate of Nigg in Ross,” says
the writer, © describing eternity to his parishioners, told them
that in that state they would be immortalized, so that nothing
could hurt them ; a slash of abroad sword could not hurt you,
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saith he; nay, a canmon-ball would play but daf on you.”
Most of the curate’s descendants were staunch Presbyterians,
and animated by a greatly stronger spirit than his; and there
were none of them stauncher in their Presbhyterianism than
the two elderly women who counted kin from him in the
fourth degree, and who, on the basis of a common faith, had
become attached friends.  The little girls were great favorites
with the schoolmistress ; and when, as she rose in years, her
health hegan to fail, the elder of the two removed from her
inother’s house, to live with and take care of her; and the
younger, who was now shooting up into a pretty young womai,
used, as before, to pass much of her time with her sister and
her old mistress.

Meanwhile the shipmaster was thriving. He purchased a
site for a house beside that of his buccaneering: grandfather,
and built for himself and his aged relative a respectable dwell-
ing, which cost him about four hundred pounds, and entitled
his son, the writer, to exercise the franchise, on the passing,
considerably more than thirty years after, of the Reform Bill.
The new house was, however, never to be inhabited by its
builder; for, ere it was fully finished, he was overtaken by
a sad calamity, that, to a man of less energy and determina-
tion, would have been ruin, and in consequence of which he -
had to content himself with the old house as before, and al-
most to begin the world anew. I have now reached a point in
my narrative at which, from my conncction with the two little
girls,—both of whom still live in the somewhat altered
character of women far advanced in life,—I can be as minute
in its details as I please ; and the details of the misadventure
which stripped the shipmaster of the earnings of long years
of carefulness and toil, blended as they are with what an old
critic might term a cuvious machinery of the supernatural,
scem not,_ unworthy of being given unabridged.

Early in November 1797, two vessels—the one a smack
In the London and Inverness trade, the other the master’s
square-rigged sloop—lay wind-bound for a few days on their
passage north, in the port of Peterhcad. The weather, which



http://www.geology.19thcenturyscience.org/books/1858-Miller-Schools/README.htm
12 MY SCHOOLS AND SCHOOLMASTERS ;

had been stormy and  unsettled, moderated toward the even.
ing of the fifth day of their detention; and the wind chop-
ping suddenly into the cast, both vessels loosed from their
moorings, and, as a rather gloomy day was passing into a
still gloomier night, they bore out to sca. The breeze soon
freshened into a gale; the gale swelled into a hurricane,
accompanied by a thick snow-storm ; and when, early next
morning, the smack opeued the Frith, she was staggering un

or her storm.jib, and a main-sail reefed to the cross.  'What

ver wind may Dblow, there is always shelter within the Su.
tors; and she was soon riding at anchor within the road-
stead ; but she had entered the bay alone; and when day
broke, and for a brief interval the driving snow-rack cleared
up toward the east, no second sail appeared in the ofling.
“ Poor Miller I exclaimed the master of the smack; “if he
does not enter the Ifrith ere an hour, he will never enter it at
all. Good sound vessel, and better sailor never stepped be-
tween stem and stern ; but last night has, I fear, been too
much for him. Iic should have been here long ere now.”
The hour passed ; the day itself wore heavily away in gloom
and tempest ; and as not only the master, but also all the erew
of the sloop, werenatives of the place, groupes of the town’s
folks might be seen, so long as the daylight lasted, looking
out into the stori from the salient points of the old coast-line
that, rising immediately bchind the houses, commands the
I'rith. But the sloop came not, and before they had retired to
their homes, a second night had fallen, darke and tempestuous
as the first.

Iire morning the weather moderated ; a keen frost bound
up the wind in its icy fetters; and during the following day,
though a heavy swell continued to roll shorewards hetween
the Sutors, and to send up its white foam high against the
cliffs, the surface of the sea had hecome glassy and smooth.
But the day wore on and evening again fell ; and even the
most sanguine relinquished all hope of ever again sceing the
sloop or her crew. There was grief in the master’s dwelling,
—grief in no degree the less poignant from the circumstance
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chat it was the tearless, uncomplaining grief of rigid old age.
Her two youthful fr;cuds and their mother w at(,hed with the
widow, now, as it scemed, left alone in the world. The towns
clock had struck the hour of midnight, and still she remained
as if fixed to her scat, absorbed in Sllcnt stupefying sorrow,
when a heavy foot was hcard pacing along the now silent street.
It passed, and anon returned ; ccased for a moment nearly op-
posite the window ; then approachcd the door, where there
was a sccond pausc; and then there succeeded a faltering
knoclk, that struck on the very hearts of the inmates v.'nlnn.
One of the girls sprang up, and on undoing the holt, shricked
out, as the door fell open, ¢ O, mistress, here is Jack Grant the
mate !I”  Jack, a tall, powerful scaman, but apparently in a
state of utter cxhaustion, staggered, rather than walked in,
and flung himself into a chair. “Jack,” exclaimed the old
woman, seizing him convulsively by both his hands, ¢ where’s
my cousin —where’s IHIugh?’ ¢ The master’s safe and well,”
said Jack ; “ but the poor Firiendship lics in spales on the bar
of I‘mdhorn.” “God be praised !” ejaculated the widow.
“Let the gear go 17

I have often heard Jack’s story related in Jack’s own words,
at a period of life when repetition never tives; but I am not
sure that I can do it the necessary justice now. ¢ We left
Peterhead,” he said, “with about half a cargo of coal ; for we
had lightened ship a day or two before ; and the gale freshen-
ed as the night came on.  We made all tight, however; and
though the snow-drift was so blinding in the thick of the show-
er that I could scarce sce my hand hefore me, and though it
soon began to blow great guns, we had given the land a good
offing, and the hurricane blew the right way. Just as we were
loosening firom the quay, a poor young woman, much knocked
up, with a child in her arms,had come to the vessel’s side,
and begged hard of the master to take her aboard. She was
a soldier’s wife, and was travelling to join her husband at Fort-
George ; but she was already worn out and penniless, she said ;
and now, as & snow-storm threatened to block up the 1'0‘1ds,
she could neither stay where she was nor pursue her journey.
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Her infant, too,—she was sure, if she tried to force her way
through the hills, it would perish in the snow. The master,
though unwilling to cumber us with a passenger in such weath-
er, was indueed, out of pity for the poor destitute creature,
to take her aboard. And she was now, with her child, all
alone, below in the cabin. I was stationed a-head on the out-
look beside the foresail Zorse ; the night had grown pitch dark ;
and the lamp in the binnacle threw just Jight enough through
the gray of the shower to show me the master at the helm.
e looked more anxious, I thought, than I had almost ever
seen him before, though I have been with him, mistress, in
very bad weather; and all at once I saw he had got company,
and strange company too, for such a night ; there was a woman
moving round him, with a child in her arms. I could see her
as distinetly as I ever saw anything,—now on the one side,
now on the other,—at one time full in the light, at another
half lost in the darkness. That, I said to myself, must be the
soldier’s wife and her child ; but how in the name of wonder
can the master allow a woman to come on deck in such a night
as this, when we ourselves have just enough ado to keep foot-
ing! Ile takes no notice of her neither, but keeps looking
on, quite in his wont, at the binnacle. ¢ Master,’ I said, step-
ping up to him, ‘the woman had surely better go below.’
¢ What woman, Jack ¥ said he; ¢ our passenger, you may be
sure, is nowhere else.” I looked round, mistress, and found
ke was quite alone, and that the companion-head was hasped
down. There came a cold sweat all over me. ¢Jack,’ said
the master, ¢ the night js getting worse, and the roll of the
waves heightening every moment. I'm convinced, too, our
cargo is shifting. As the last sea struck us, I could hear the
coals rattle below ; and see how stiffly we heel to the Jarboard.
Say nothing, however, to the men, but have all your wits about
you; and look, meanwhile, to the boat-tackle and the oars. I
have seen 2 hoat live in as bad a night as this.” As he spoke,
a blue light from above glimmered on the deck. We looked
up, and saw a dead-fire sticking to the crosstrees. ¢It’s all
over with us now, master,’ said I. ¢ Nay, man,’ replied the
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master, i1. his casy, humorous way, which I always like well
enough except in bad weather, and then I sce his huinor is
served out like his extra grog, to keep up hearts that have
cause cnough to get low,—* Nay, man,” he said, ¢ we can’t af-
ford to let your grandmother hoard us to-night. If you will
cnsure me against the shifting coal, I'll be your guarantce
against the dead-light. Why, it’s as much a nataral appear-
ance man, as a flash of lightning. Away to your berth, and
keep up o good heart; we can’t be far from Covesca now,
where, when once past the Skerries, the swell will take off
and then, in two short hours, we may be snug within the Su-
tors.” I had scarcely reached my berth a-head, mistress, when
a heavy sca struck us on the starboard quarter, almost throw-
ing us on our beam-ends. I could hear the rushing of the
coals below, as they scttled on the larboard side; and though
the master set us full before the wind, and gave instant orders
to lighten every stitch of sail,—and it was but little sail we had
at the time to lighten,—still the vessel did not rise, but lay un-
managcable as a log, with her gunwale in the water. On we
drifted, however, along the south coast, with little expcctation
save that cvery other sca would send us to the bottom ; until,
in the first gray of the morning, we found ourselves among the
breakers of the terrible bar of Findhorn. Andshortly after,
the poor Iriendship took the ground right on the edge of the
quicksands, for she would neither stay nor wear; and as she
beat hard against the bottom, the surf came rolling over half-
mast high.

“ Just as we struck,” continued Jack, *the master made a
desperate effort to get into the cabin, The vessel couldn’t
miss, we saw, to break up and fill ; ‘and though there was little
hope of any of us ever setting foot ashore, he wished to give
the poor woman below a chance with the rest.  All of us but
himself, mistress, had got up into the shrouds, and so could
sce round us a Dbit; and he had just laid his hand on the
companion hasp to undo the door, when I saw a tremendous
sea coming rolling towards us like a moving wall, and shouted
on him to hold fast. e sprang to the weather back-stuy,
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and laid hold. The sea came tumbling on, and, breaking
full twenty feet over his head, buried him for a minute’s space
in the foam. We thought we should never sce him more;
bat when it cleared away, there was he still, with his iron gripe
on the stay, though the fearful wave had water-logged the
Friendship from bow to stern, and swept her companion-head
as cleanly ofl’ by the deck as if it had been cut witha saw. No
human aid could avail the poor woman and her baby. Master
could hear the terrible choaking noise of her dying agony right
under his feet, with but a two-inch plank between ; and the
sounds have haunted him cver since. But even had he suc-
ceeded in getting her on deck, she could not possibly have sur-
vived, mistress. Tor five long hours we clung to the rigging,
with the scas riding over us all the time like wild horses ; and
though we could see, through the snow drift and the spray,
crowds on the shore, and boats lying thick beside the pier,
none dared venture out to assist us, till near the close of the
day, when the wind fell with the falling tide, and we were
brought ashore, more dead than alive, by a volunteer crew
from the harbor. The unlucky Firiendship began to break up
under us ere mid-day, and we saw the corpse of the drowned
woman, with the dead infant still in its arms, come {loating out
through a hole in theside. But the surf soon tore mother and
child asunder, and we lost sight of them as they drifted away
to the west. Master would have crossed the I'rith himself
this morning to relicve your mind, but being less worn out
than any of us, he thought it best to remain in charge of the
wreck.”

Such, in cffect, was the narrative of Jack Grant the mate.
The master, as I have said, had well nigh to commence the
world anew, and was on the eve of selling his new house at a
disadvantage, in order to make up the sum necessary for pro-
viding himself with a new vessel, when a friend interposed and
advanced him the balance required. ITe was assisted, too, by
a sister in Leith, who was in tolerably comfortable circum-
stances; and so he got a new sloop, which, though not quite equal
in size to the one he had last, was built wholly of oak, every



http://www.geology.19thcenturyscience.org/books/1858-Miller-Schools/README.htm
OR, THE STORY OF MY EDUCATION. 17

plank and beam of which he had superintended in the laying
down, and a prime sailer to boot ; and so, though he had to
satisfy himself with the accommodation of the old domicile,
with its little rooms and its small windows, and to let the other
house to a tenant, he began to thrive again asbefore. Mean-
while his aged cousin was gradually sinking. The master was
absent on one of his longer voyages, and she too truly felt that
she could not survive till his return. She called to her bed-
side her two young friends, the sisters, who had been unwea-
ried in their attentions to her, and poured out her blessing on
them ; first on the elder, and then on the younger. ¢ But as
for you, Harrict,” she added, addressing the latter,—* there
waits for you one of the best blessings of this world also,—the
blessing of a good husband ; you will be a gainer in the end,
even in this life, through your kindness to the poor childless
widow.” The prophesy was a true one ; the old woman had
shrewdly marked where the eyes of her cousin had been fall-
ing of late; and in about a twelvmonth after her death, her
young friend and pupil had become the master’s wife. There
was a very considerable disparity between their ages,—the
master was forty-four, and his wife only eighteen,—but never
was there a happier marriage. The young wife was simple,
confiding, and affectionate, and the master of a soft and genial
nature, with a large amount of buoyant humor about him,
and so equable in temper, that, during six years of wedded
life, his wife never saw him angry but once. I have heard her
speak of the exceptional instance, however, as too terrible to
be readily forgotten.

She had accompanied him on ship-board, during their first
year of married life, to the upper parts of the Cromarty Frith,
where his sloop was taking in a cargo of grain, and lay quictly
embayed within two hundred yards cf the southern shore.
Iis mate had gone away for the night to the opposite side of
the bay, to visit his parents, who resided in that neighbor-
hood ; and the remaining erew consisted of but two secamen,
both young and somewhat reckless men, and the ship-boy.
Taking the boy with them to keep the ship’s boat afloat, and
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wait their return, the two sailors went ashore and, setting out
for a distant public-house, remained there drinking till a late
hour, There was a bright moon overhead, but the cvening

~was chill and frosty ; and the boy, cold, tired, and half-over-
come by sleep, after waiting on till past midnight, shoved off
the Doat, and, making his way to the vessel, got straightway
into his hammock, and fcll asleep.  Shortly after, the twomen
came to the shore, much the worse of liquor ; and, failing to
make themselves heard by the boy, they stripped off their
clothes, and, chilly as the night was, swam aboard. The mas-
ter and his wife had been for hours snug in their bed, when
they were awakened by the sercams of the boy ; the drunken
men were unmercifully bastinading him with a rope’s end
apicee ; and the master, hastily rising, had to interferc in his
behalf, and, with the air of a man who knew that remonstrance
in the circumstances would be of little avail, he sent them
both off to their hammocks. Searcely, however, had he again
got into bed, when he was 2 sccond time aroused by the cries
of the boy, uttered on this oceasion in the shrill tones of agony
and terror; and, promptly springing up, now followed by his
wife, he found the two sailors again belaboring the boy, and
that one of them, in his blind fury, had laid hold of a rope-end,
armed, as is common on shipboard, with an iron thimble or
ring, and that cvery blow produced a wound. The poor boy
was streaming over with blood. The master, in the cxtremity
of his indignation, lost command of himself. Rushing in, the
two men were in a moment dashed against the deck ;—they
seemed powerless in his hands as children ; and had not his
wife, although very unfit at the time for mingling in a fray, run
in and laid hold of him,—a movement which calmed him at
once,—it was her serious impression that, unarmed as he was,
ne would have killed them both upon the spot. There ave, I
believe, few things more formidable than the unwonted anger
of' a good-natured man.
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CHAPTER II.

“Three stormy nights and stormy days
. We tossed upon the raging maing
And long we sirove our bark to save,
But all our striving was in vain,”
Lowe,

I was born;the first child of this marriage, on the 10th day
of October, 1802, in the low, long house built by my great-
grandfather, the buccaneer. My memory awoke early. Ihave
recollections which date several months ere the completion of
my third year ; but, like those of the golden age of the world,
they are chiefly of a mythologic character. I remember, for
instance, getting out unobserved one day to my father’s little
garden, and seeing there a minute duckling covered with soft
yellow hair, growing out of the soil by its feet, and beside it a
plant that bore as its flowers a crop of little mussel shells of a
deep red color. Iknow not what prodigy of the vegetable
kingdom produced the little duckling ; but the plant with the
shells must, I think, have been a scarlet runner, and the shells
themselves the papilionaceous blossoms. I have a distinct
~ecollection, too—bhut it belongs to a later period—of secing

ny ancestor, old John Feddes, the buccancer, though he must
»ave been dead at the time considerably more than half a cen-
tury. Ihad learned to take an interest in his story, as pre-
served and told in the antique dwelling which he had built
more than a hundred years before. To forget a love disap-
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pointment, he had set out carly in life for the Spanish Main,
where, after giving and receiving some hard blows, he sue-
ceeded in filling a little bag with dollars and doubloons; and
then coming home, he found his old sweetheart a widow, and
so much inclined to listen to recason, that she ultimately be-
came his wife, There were some little circumstances in his
history which must have laid hold of my imagination ; for I
used over and over to demand its repetition ; and one of my
first attempts at a work of art was to scribble his initials with
my fingers, in red paint, on the housc-door. One day, when
playing all alone at the stair-foot,—for the inmates of the
house had gone out,—something extraordinary caught my cye
on the landing-place above; and looking up, there stood John
Ieddes,—for I somehow instinctively divined that it wasnone
other than he,—in the form of a large, tall, very old man,
attired in a light-blue great-coat. Ileseemed to be steadfastly
regarding me with apparent complacency ; but I was sadly
frightened; and for years after, when passing through the
dingy, ill-lighted room, out of which I inferred he had come,
I used to feel not at all sure that I might not tilt against old
John in the dark.

I retain a vivid recollection of the joy which usecd to light
up the houschold on my father’s arrival; and how I learned
to distinguish for myself his sloop when in the offing, by the
two slim stripes of white that ran along her sides, and her two
square topsails. Ihave my golden memories, too, of splendid
toys that he used to bring home with him,—among the rest,
of a magnificent four-whecled wagon of painted tin, drawn
by four wooden horses and a string ; and of getting it into a
quiet corner, immediately on its being delivered over to me,
and there breaking up every wheel and horse, and the vehicle
itself, into their original hits, until not two of the picces were
left sticking together. Iarther, I still remember my disap-
pointment at not finding something curious within at Icast the
horses and the wheels; and as unquestionably the main en-
joyment derivable from such things is to he had in the break-
g of them, [ sometimes wonder that our ingenious toymen



http://www.geology.19thcenturyscience.org/books/1858-Miller-Schools/README.htm
OR, THE STORY OF XY EDUCATION, 21

do not fall upon the way of at once cxtending their trade, and
adding to its philosophy, by putting some of their most bril-
liant things where nature puts the nut-kernel, —inside. I
shall advert to but one other recollection of this period. I
have a dream-like memory of a busy time, when men with gold
lace on their breasts, and at least one gentleman with golden
epaulets on his shoulders, used to call at my father’s house,
and fill my newly-acquired pockets with coppers; and how
they wanted, it is said, to bring my father along with them,
to help them to sail their great vessel ; but he preferred re-
maining, it was added, with his own little one. A ship of
war, under the guidance of an unskilful pilot, had run aground
on a shallow flat on the opposite side of the Frith, known as
the Zaches ; and as the flood of a stream-tide was at its height
a$ the time, and straightway began to fall off, it was found,
after lightening her of her guns and the greater part of her
storcs, that she still stuck fast. My father, whose sloop had
been pressed into the service, and was loaded to the gun-
wale with the ordnance, had betrayed an unexpected knowl-
edge of the points of a large war vessel ; and the command-
er, entering into conversation with him, was so impressed by
his skill, that he placed his ship under his charge, and had his
confidence repaid by sceing her hauled oft intordeep water in
a single tide. Knowing the nature of the hottom,—a soft
arenaccous mud, which, if beat for some time by the foot or
hand, resolved itself into a sort of quicksand, half sludge, half
water, which, when covered by a competent depth of sea,
could offer no effectual resistance to a ship’s keel,—the master
had set half the crew to run in a body from side to side, till,
by the motion generated in this way, the portion of the bank
mmecdiately beneath was beaten soft; and then the other
moicty of the men, tugging hard on kedge and haulser, drew
the vessel off a few feet at a time, till at length, after not a
few repetitions of the process, she floated free. Of course, on
a harder bottom the experiment would not have availed ; but
so struck was the commander by its cfficacy and originality,
and by the extent of the master’s professional resources, that
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he strongly recommended him to part with his sloop, and en.
ter the navy, where he thought he had influence enough, he
said, to get him placed in a proper position. Dut as the mas-
ter’s previous experience of the serviee had been of a very
disagrecable kind, and as his position, as at once master and
owner ‘of the vessel he ‘sailed, was at least an independent
one, he declined acting on the advice.

Such are some of my carlier recollections. But there was
a time of sterner memories at hand. The kelp trade had not
vet attained to the importance which it afterwards acquired,
ere it fell before the first approaches of Free Trade ; and my
father, in collecting a supply for the Leith Glass Works, for
which he oceasionally acted both as agent and shipmaster,
used sometimes to spend whole months amid the Hebrides,
sailing from station to station, and purchasing here a few tons
and there a few hundredweights, until he had completed his
cargo. In his last kelp voyage, he had been detained in this
way from the close of August to the end of October; and at
length, deeply laden, he had threaded his way round Cape
Wrath, and through the Pentland and across the Moray Eriths,
when a severe gale compelled him to seek shelter in the har-
bor of Peterhcad. Irom that port, on the 9th of Novem-
ber, 1807, he wrote my mother the last letter she ever re-
ceived from him; for on the day after he sailed from it, there
arose a terrible tempest, in which many seamen perished,
and he and his crew were never more heard of, His sloop
was last seen by a brother townsman and shipmaster, who, ere
the storm came on, had becn fortunate enough to secure an
asylum for his bark in an English harbor on an exposed por-
tion of the coast. Vessel after vessel had been coming ashore
during the day; and the bheach was strewed with wrecks and
dead bodies ; but he had marked his townsman’s sloop in the
ofling from mid-day till near evening, exhausting every nauti-
cal shift and expedient to keep aloof from the shore; and at
length, as the night was falling, the skill and perseverance
exerted seemed successful ; for, clearing a formidable head-
land that had lain on the lec for hours, and was mottled with
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broken ships and drowned men, the sloop was seen stretching
out in a long tack into the open sca. “ Miller’s scamanship
has saved him once more !” said Matheson, the Cromarty skip-
per, as, quitting his place of outlook, he returned to his cabin
but the night fell tempestuous and wild, and no vestige of the
hapless sloop was ever after seen. It was supposed that, heavi-
ly laden, and laboring in a mountainous sea, she must have
started a plank and foundered. And thus perished—to bor-
row from the simple culogium of one of his scafaring friends,
whom I'heard long after condolmrr with my mother—* one
of the best sailors that cever sailed the Moray Frith.”

The fatal tempest, as it had prevailed chiefly on the eastern
coasts of England and the south of Scotland, was represented
in the north by but a few bleak, sullen days, in which, with
little wind, a heavy ground-swell came rolling in coastwards
from the cast, and sent up its surf high against the precipices
of the Northern Sutor. There were no forebodings in the mas-
ter’s dwelling ; for his Peterhead letter—a brief but hopeful
missive—had been just received ; and my mother was sitting,
on the evening after, beside the household fire, plying the
cheerful needle, when the house-door, which had been left un-
fastened, fell open, and I was despatched from her side to shut
it. 'What follows must simply be regarded as the recollection,
though a very vivid one, of a boy who had completed his fifth
year only a month before. Day had not wholly disappeared,
but it was fast posting on to night, and a gray haze spread a
neutral tint of dimness over every more distant object, but left
the nearer ones comparatively distinct, when Isaw at .e open
door, within less than a yard of my breast, as plainly as ever
I saw anything, a dissevered hand and arm stretched towards
me. ITand and arm were apparently those of a female; they
bore a livid and sodden appearance ; and directly fr ontmfr me,
where the body ought to have been, there was only bl'mk
transparent space, through which I could sce the dim forms of
the objects beyond. I was fearfully startled, and ran shriek
ing to my mother, telling what I had scen; and the house-
girl, whom she next sent to shut the door, apparently affected
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by my terror, also returned frightened, and said that she too
had scen the woman’s hand ; which, however, did not seem to
be the case.  And finally, my mother going to the door, saw
nothing, though she appeared much impressed by the ex-
tremeness of my terror and the minutencss of my deseription.
I communicate the story as it lies fixed in my memory, with-
out attempting to explain it. The supposed apparition may
have been merely a momentary aflection of the cye, of the na-
ure deseribed by Sir Walter Scott in his “ Demonology,” and
Sir David Brewster in his ¢ Natural Magie.” But if so, the
ailection was one of which I experienced no after-return ; and
its coincidence, in the case, with the probable time of my fa-
ther's death, secems at least curious.

There followed a dreary season, on which I still look back
in memory, as on a prospeet which, sunshiny and sparkling
for a time, has become suddenly enveloped in cloud and storm.
I remember my mother’s Jong fits of weeping, and the general
gloom of the widowed houschold ; and how, after she had sent
my two little sisters to bed,—for such had been the inerease of
the family,—and her hands were sct free for the evening, she
used to sit up late at night, engaged as a scamstress, in making
picces of dress for such of the neighbors as chose to employ
her. My father’s new house Jay untenanted at the time ; and
though his sloop had heen partially insured, the broker with
whom he dealt was, it would seem, on the verge of insolvency,
and having raised oljections to paying the moncy, it was long
ere any part of it cauld be realized. And so, with all my
mother’s industry, the houschold would have fared but ill had
it not been for the assistance lent her by her two brothers, in-
dustrious, hard-working men, who lived with their aged parents
and an wnmarried sister, about a bow-shot away, and now not
only advanced her money as she needed it, but also took her
second child, the clder of my two sisters, a docile little girl of
three years, to live with them. Iremember Iused to go wan-
dering disconsolately about the harbor at this season, to ex-
amine the vessels which had come in duriug the night ; and
that I oftener than once set my mother a erying by asking her
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why the shipmasters who, when my father was alive, used to
stroke my head, and slip halfpence into my pockets, never now
took any notice of me, or gave me anythinz? She well knew
that the shipmasters—not an vugenerous class of men—had
simply failed to recognize their old comrade’s child ; hut the
question was only too suggestive, notwithstanding, of hoth her
own loss and mine. I used, too, to climb, day after day, a
grassy protuberance of the old coast-line immediately hehind
my mother’s house, that commands a wide recach of the Mo-
ray Irith, and to look wistfully out, long after every onc clse
had ceased to hope, for the sloop with the two stripes of white
and the two square topsails, But months and years passed
by, and the white stripes and the square topsails I never saw,

The antecedents of my father’s life impressed me more
powerfully during my boyhood than at least aught I acquired
at school ; and I have submitted them to the reader at consid-
erable length, as not only curious in themselves, but as form-
ing a first clmptcr in the story of my education. And the fol-
lowmg stanzas, written at a time w hcn, in opening manhood,
I'was sowing my wild oats in verse, may at least serve to show
that they continued to stand out in bold relief on my memo-
ry, even after I had grown up.

“Round Albyn'’s weslern sheres, a lonely skill
I3 coasling slow j—the adverse winds detain ;
And now she rounds sceure the dreaded cliff,*
YWhose horrid ridge beats back the northern maing
Aud now the whirling Pentland roars in vain
Ier slern beneuth, for favoring breezes rise 3
The green isles fade, whilens the watery plain,
O’cr the vexed waves with ineteor speed she flies,
TiIl Moray’s distant hills o’cr the blue waves arise,

Who guides that vessel’s wanderings o’er the wave ?
A patient, hardy man, of thoughtful brow ;

Serene and warm of heari, and wisely brave,

And sagely skill’d, when buviy breezes blow,

To press through angry waves the adventurous prow,

* Capo Wrath,
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Age hath not quell’d his strength, nor quench’d desire
Or generous deed, nor chill’d his bosom's glow
Yel to a better world his hopes aspire.

Ah! this must suro be theo!  All hail my honored Sirel

Alas ! thy Iatest voyage draws near a close,

For Decath broods voiceless in the darkening skys

Subsides the breeze; th? untroubled waves reposo 3

The scene is peaceful all.  Can Death be nigh,

When thus, mute and unarmedl, his vassals lie 2

Mark ye that cloud! There toils the imprisoncd gale 3

E’en now it comes, with voice uplifted highs

Resound the shores, harsh screams the rending sail,
And roars th’ amazed wave, and bursts the thunder peal

Three days the tempest raged ; on Scotia’s shore
Wreck piled on wreck, and corse o’er corse was thrown
Her rugged cliffs were red with clotted gore;
Her dark caves echoed back Lhe expiring moan 3
And Juckless maidens mourned their lovers gone 3
And friendless orphans cried in vain for bread
And widow’d mothers wandered forth alone j—
Restore, O wave, they cricd,—restore our dead !
And (hen the breast they bar’d, and beat the uashelter’d head.

Of thec, my Sire, what mortal tongue can tell!
No friendly bay thy shattered bark received ;
Ev’n when thy dust repos’d in ocean cell,
Strange baseless tales of hope thy friends deceived 3
Which oft they doubted sad, or gay believed.
At length, when deeper, darker waxed the gloom,
Hopecless they grieved, but ’twas in vain they grieved ©
If God be truth, *tis sure no voice of doom,

That bids the accepted soul its robes of joy assume.”

I had been sent, previous to my father’s death, to a dame’s
school, where I was taught to pronounce my letters to such
effect in the old Scottish mode, that still, when I attempt spell.
ing a word aloud, which is not often,—for I find the process a
very perilous one,—the aa’s and ec’s, and uks and vaus, 1eturn
upor: me, and I have to translate them with no little hesita-
tion, as I go along, into the more modish sounds, A knowl-
edge of the letters themselves I had already acquired by study-
ing the sign-posts of the place,—rare works of art, that ex-
cited my utmost admiration, with jugs, and glasses, and bottles,
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and ships, and loaves of bread upon them, all of which could,
as the artists had intended, be actually recognized.  During
my sixth year I spelt my way, under the daine, through the
Shorter Catechism, the Proverbs, and the New Testament,
and then entered upon her highest form, as a member of the
Bible class ; but all the while the process of acquiring learn-
ing had been a dark one, which I slowly mastered, in humble
confidence in the awful wisdom of the schoolmistress, not
knowing whither it tended ; when at onee my mind awoke t
the meaning of the most delightful of all narratives,—the
story of Joseph. Was there ever such a discovery made he-
fore! I actually found out for myseclf, that the art of reading
is the art of finding stories in books ; and from that moment
reading became one of the most delightful of my amusements.
I began by getting into a corner on the dismissal of the school,
and there conning over to myself the new-found story of
Joseph ; nor did one perusal serve ;—the other Seripture stories
followed,—in ecspecial, the story of Samson and the Philis-
tines, of David and Goliah, of the prophets Elijah and Elisha ;
and after these came the New Testament stories and parables.
Assisted by my uncles, too, I began to colleet a library in a
box of birch-bark about nine inches square, which I found
quite large enough to contain a great many immortal works.
Jack the Giant-Killer, and Jack and the Bean-Stalk, and the
Ycllow Dwarf, and Blue Beard, and Sinbad the Sailor, and
Beauty and the Beast, and Aladdin and the Wonderful Lamp,
with several others of resembling character. Those intolerable
nuisances the useful-knowledge books had not yet arisen, like
tencbrious stars, on the educational horizon, to darken the
world, and shed their blighting influence on the opening in-
telleet of the “youthhood ;” and so, from my rudimental
nooks,—books that made themseclves truly such by their
thorough assimilation with the rudimental mind,—I passed
on, without being conscious of break or line of division, to
books on which thelearned are content to writc commentaries
and dissertations, but which I found to be quite as nice chil.
dren’s books as any of the others, Old Homer wrote admi-
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rably for lttle folk, especially in the Odyssey; a copy of
which,—in the only true translation extant,—for, judging
from its surpassing interest, and the wrath of eritics, such I
hold that of Popc to be,—I found in the house of a neighbor.,
Next came the lliad ; not, however, in a complete copy, but
represented by four of the six volumes of Bernard Lintot,
With what power, and at how early an age, true genius im
presses! I saw,even at this immature period, that no other
writer could cast a javelin with half the force of Ilomer. The
missiles went whizzing athwart his pages; and I could see
the momentary gleam of the stecl, ere it buried itself deep in
brass and bull-hide. I next succeeded in discovering for my-
sclf a child’s book, of not less interest than cven the Iliad,
which might, I was told, be read on Sabbaths, in a magnifi-
cent old edition of the “ Pilgrim’s Progress,” printed on coarse
whity-brown paper, and charged with numerous wood-cuts,
each of which occupied an entire page, that, on principles of
economy, bore letter-press on the other side. And such de-
lightful prints as they were! It must have been some such
volume that sat for its portrait to Wordsworth, and which he
so exquisitely describes as

¢ Profuge in garnitlure of wooden cuts,
Strange and uncouth ; dire fiaces, figures dire,
Sharp-knee'd, sharp-elbow’d, and lean ancled too,
With Jong and ghastly shunks,—forms which, once seen,
Could never be forgotten.”

In process of time I had devoured, besides these genial works,
Robinson Crusoe, Gulliver’s Travels, Ambrose on Angels, the
“judgment chapter” in Iowie’s: Scotch 'Worthies, Byron’s
Narrative, and the adventures of Philip Quarll, with a good
many other adventures and voyages, real and fictitious, part of
a very misccllaneous collection of books made by my father,

t was a melancholy little library to which I had fallen heir.
Most of the missing volumes had been with the master aboard
his vessel when he perished. Of an carly edition of Cook’s
Voyages, all the volumes were now absent save the fivst 5 and
a very tantalizing romance, in four volumes,—Mrs. Ratcliff’s
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“ Mysteries of Udolpho,”—was represented by only the carlier
two. Small as the collection was, it contained some rare hooks,
—among the rest, a curious little volume, entitled “The Mir-
acles of Nature and Art,” to which we find Dr. Johnson re-
ferring, in one of the dialogues chronicled by Boswell, as scarce
even in his day, and which had been published, he said, some
time in the seventeenth century by a bookseller whose shop
hung perched on Old London Bridge, between sky and iwater.
It contained, too, the only copy I ever saw of the “ Memoirs
of a Protestant condemned to the Galleys of France for his Re-
ligion,”—a work interesting from the circumstance that—
though it bore another name on its title-page—it had been
translated from the French for a few guineas by poor Gold-
smith, in his days of obscure literary drudgery, and exhibited
the peculiar excellencies of his style. The collection boasted,
besides, of a curious old book, illustrated by very uncouth
plates, that detailed the perils and sufferings of an English
sailor who had spent the best years of his life as a slave in Mo-
rocco. It had its volumes of sound theology, too, and of stiff
controversy,—Ilavel’s Works, and Henry’s Commentary, and
Hutchinson on the Lesser Prophets, and a very old treatise on
the Revclations, with the title page away, and blind Jame-
.son’s volume on the Iierarchy, with first editions of Naphtali,
the Cloud of Witnesses, and the Hind Let Loose. But with
these solid authors I did not venture to grapple until long
after this time. Of the works of fact and incident which it
contained, those of the voyages were my especial favorites.
I perused with avidity the voyages of Anson, Drake, Raleigh,
Dampier, and Captain Woeds Rogers; and my mind became
so filled with conceptions of what was to be seen and done in
foreign parts, that I wished myself big enough to be a sailor,
that I might go and see coral islands and burning mountains,
and hunt wild beasts and fight battles.

I have already made mention of my two maternal uncles ;
and referred, atleast incidentally., to their mother, as the friend
and rclative of my father’s aged cousins, and, like her, a great-
grand-child of the last curate of Nigg. The curate’s youngest
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daughter had been cowrted and married by a somewhat wild
young farmer, of the clan Ross, but who was known, like the
celebrated 1lighland outlaw, from the color of his hair, as
Roy,or the red.  Donald Roy was the best elub-player in the
distriet ; and as King James’s ¢ Book of Sports™ was not deems-
ed a very bad book in the semi-Celtic parish of Nigg, the
games in which Donald took part were usually played on the
Sabbath.  About the time of the Revolution, however, he was
laid hold of by strong religious convietions, heralded, say the
traditions of the district, by events that approximated in cha-
acter to the supernatural ; and Donald beecame the subject of
a mighty change. There isa phasc of the religious character,
which in the South of Scotland belongs to the first two ages of
Presbytery, but which disappeared ere its third establishment
under William of Nassau, that we find strikingly exemplified
in the Welches, Pedens, and Cargills of the times of the perse-
cution, and in which a sort of wild machinery of the supernatu-
ral was added to the commoner aspeets of a living Christianity.
The men in whom it was exhibited were seers of visions and
dreamers of drcams; and, standing on the very verge of the
natural world, they looked far into the world of spirits, and
had at times their strange glimpses of the distant and the fu-
ture. To the north of the Grampians, as if born out of due
scason, these seers pertain to a later age. They flourished
chicfly in the carly part of the last century ; for it is a not un-
instructive fact, that in the religious history of Scotland, the
eightcenth century of the Highland and semi-Ilighland dis-
tricts of the north corresponds in many of its traits to the seven-
teenth century of the Saxon-peopled districts of the south ; and
Donald Roy was one of the most notable of the class. The
anecdotes regarding him which still float among the old recol-
lections of Ross-shire, if transferred to Peden or Welch, would
be found entirely in character with the strange storics that inlay
the biographies of these devoted men, and live so enduringly
in the memory of the Scottish people. Living, too, in an age
in which, like the Covenanters of a former centur 7, the High-
lander still retained his weapons, and knew how to use them,
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Donald had, like the Patons, Ilackstons, and Balfours of the
south, his dash of the warlike spirit; and after assisting his
minister, previous to the rebellion of 1745, in what was known
as the great religious revival of Nigg, he had to assist him,
shortly after, in pursuing a band of armed Caterans, that, de-
scending from the hills, swept the parish of its cattle. And
coming up with the outlaws in the gorges of a wild Highland
glen, no man of his party was more active in the fray that fol-
owed than old Donald, or exerted himself to better effect in
re-capturing the cattle. I nced scarce add, that he was an at-
tached member of the Church of Scotland. But he was not
destined to die in her communion.

Donald’s minister, John Balfour of Nigg,—a man whose
memory is still honored in the north, died in middle life, and
an unpopular presentee was obtruded on the people. The
policy of Robertson prevailed at the time ; Gillespie had been
deposed only four years previous, for refusing to assist in the
disputed settlement of Inverkeithing ; and four of the Nigg
Presbytery, overawed by the stringency of the precedent, re-
paired to the parish church to conduct the settlement of the
obnoxious licentiate, and introduce him to the parishoners.
They found, however, only an empty building ; and, notwith-
standing thc ominous absence of the people, they were pro-
ceeding in shame and sorrow with their work, when a solitary
and vencrable man, far advanced in life, appeared before them,
and, solemnly protesting against the utter mockery of such a
proceeding, impressively declared,  that if they scttled 2 man
to the walls of that kirk, the blood of the parish of Nigg would
be required at their hands.” Both Dr. Hetherington and Dr.
Merle D’Aubigné record the event ; but neither of these ac-
romplished historians seem to have been aware of the pecu.
liar emphasis which a scene that would have been striking in
any circumstances derived from the character of the protester,
—old Donald Roy. The Presbytery, appalled, stopt short in
the middle of its work ; nor was it resumed till anafter day,
when, at the command of the Moderate majority of the Church,
—a command not unaccompanied by significant refercnce to
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the fate of Gillespie,—the foreed settlement was consummated,
Donald, who carried the entire parish with him, continued to
cling by the National Church for nearly ten years after, much
befriended by one of the most eminent and influential divines
of the north—Iraser of Alness,—the author of a volume on
Sanctitication, still regavded as a standard work by Scottish
theologians,  But as neither the people nor their leader ever
entered on any occasion the parish church, or heard the ob-
noxious presentee, the Presbytery at length refused to tolerate
the irregularity by extending to them, as hefore, the ordinary
Church privileges; and so they were lost to the IEstablish-
ment, and became Sceeders.  And in the communion of that
portion of the Secession known as the Burghers, Donald died
several years after, at a patriarchal old age.

Among his other descendants, he had three grand-daughters,
who were left orphans at an carly age by the dcath of both
their parents, and whom the old man, on their bereavement,
had brought to his dwelling to live with him. They had small
portions apiece, derived from his son‘in-law, their father, which
did not grow smaller under the care of Donald ; and as each
of the thirec was marricd in sucecession out of his family, he
added to all his other kindnesses the gift of a gold ring. They.
liad been brought up under his eye sound in the faith; and
Donald’s ring had, in cach case, a mystic meaning ;—they were
to regard it, he told them, as the wedding ring of their otker
ILlusband, the Ilead of the Church, and to be faithful spouses
te Ilim in their several households.  Nor did the injunction,
nor the significant symbol with which it was accompanied,
prove idle in the end.  They all hrought the savor of sincere
piety into their familics. The grand-daughter, with whom
the writer was more directly connected, had been married to
an honest and industrious but somewhat gay young trades-
man, but she proved, under God, the means of his conversion *
and their children, of whom cight grew up to he men and
women, were reared in decent {rugality, and the exercise of
honest principles carcfully instilled. IIer hushand’s family
had, like that of my paternal ancestors, heen a seafaring one.
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His father, after serving on shipboard, had passed the latter
part of his life as one of the armed hoatren that, during the
last century, guarded the coasts in hehalf of the revenue j and
his only brother, the boatman’s son, an adventurous young
sailor, had engaged in Admiral Vernon’s unfortunate expedi-
tion, and left his bones under the walls of Carthagena ; hut he
himself pursued the peaceful oceupation of a shoemaker, and
in carrying on his trade, usually employed a few journcymen,
and kept a few apprentices. In course of time, the clder
daughters of the family married and got houscholds of their
own ; but the two sons, my uncles, remained under the roof
of their parents, and at the time when my father perished they
were both in middle life ; and, deeming themselves called on
to take his place in the work of instruetion and discipline, 1
owed to them much more of my real education than to any of
the teachers whose schools I afterwards attended. They both
bore a marked individuality of character, and were much the
rceverse of common-place or vulgar men.

My clder uncle, James, added to a clear head and much
native sagacity, a singularly retentive memory, and great thirst
of information. 1Ile was a harness-maker, and wrought for
the farmers of an extensive district of country; and as he
never engaged cither journeymen or apprentice, but executed
all his work with his own hands, his hours of labor, save that
he indulged ina brief pause as the twilight came on, and took
a mile’s walk or so, were usually protracted from six o’clock
in the morning till ten at night. Such incessant occupa-
tion, of course, left him little time for reading ; but he often
found some onec to rcad beside him during the day; and in
the winter evenings, his portable bench used to be brought
from his shop at the other end of the dwelling, into the family
sitting-room, and placed beside the cirele round the hearth,
where his brother Alexander, my younger uncle, whose occu-
pation lcft his evenings free, would read aloud from some inter-
esting volume for the general benefit,—placing himsclf al-
ways at the opposite side of the bench, so as to share in the
light of the worker. Occasionally the family circle would be
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widened by the accession of from two to three intelligent
neighbors, who would drop in to listen; and then the book,
after a space, would be laid aside, in order that its contents
might be discussed in conversation. In tne summer months,
Uncle James always spent some time in the country, in look-
ing after and keeping in repair the harness of the farmers for
whom he wrought ; and during his journeys and twilight walks
on these occasions, there was not an old castle, or hill-fort, or
ancient encampment, or antique ecclesiastical edifice, within
twenty miles of the town, which he had not visited and ex
amined over and over again.  IIe wasa keen, local antiquary ;
knew a good deal about the architectural styles of the various
ages, at a time when these subjects were little studied or
known, and possessed more traditionary lore, picked up chiefly
in his country journeys, than any man I ever knew. What
he once heard he never forgot; and the knowledge which he
had acquired he could communicate pleasingly and succinetly,
in a style which, had he been a writer of books, instcad of
merely a reader of them, would have had the merit of being
clear and terse, and more laden with meaning than words.
From his reputation for sagacity, his advice used to be much
sought after by the neighbors in every little difficulty that
came their way ; and the counsel given was always shrewd and
honest. Inever knew a man more entircly just in his deal-
ings than Uncle James, or who regarded every species of mean-
ness with a more thorough contempt. Isoon learned to bring
my story-books to his workshop, and became, in a small way,
onc of his readers—greatly more, however, as may be suppos-
ed, on my own account than his. My books were not yet of
the kind which he would have chosen for himself; but he took
an interest in 2y interest; and his explanations of all the har

words saved me the trouble of turning over a dictionary. An

when tired of reading, I never failed to find rare delight in his
ancedotes and old-world stories, many of which were not to be
found in books, and all of which, without apparent cffort on
his own part, he could render singularly amusing. Of these
narratives, the larger part died with him; but a portion of
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them I succceded in preserving in a little traditionary work
published a few years after his death. I was much a favorite
with Uncle Jamnes—cven more, I am disposed to think, on
my father’s account, than on that of his sister, my mother.
My father and he had been close friends for years; and in the
vigorous and cnergetic sailor, he had found his beaw ideal of
a man.

My Uncle Alexander was of a different cast from his brother
both in intellect and temperament; but he was characterized
by the same strict integrity ; and his religious feelings, though
quiet and unobtrusive, were perhaps more deep. James was
somewhat of a humorist, and fond of a good joke. Alexan-
der was grave and serious; and never, save on one solitary
occasion, did I know him even attempt a jest. On hearing
an intelligent but somewhat eccentric neighbor observe that
“all flesh is grass,” in a strictly physical sense, seeing that all
the flesh of the herbiverous animals is elaborated from vege-
tation, and all the flesh of the carnivorous animals from that
of the herbiverous ones, Uncle Sandy remarked that, knowing,
as he did, the pisciverous habits of the Cromarty folk, he
should surely make an exception in his generalization, by ad-
mitting that in at least one village, “all flesh is fish.” My
uncle had acquired the trade of the cartwright, and was em-
ployed in a workshop at Glasgow at the time the first war of
the French Revolution broke out ; when, moved by some such
spirit as possessed his uncle—the victim of Admiral Vernon’s
unlucky expedition—or of old Donald Roy, when he buckled
himsclf to his ITighland broadsword, and set out in pursuit of
the Caterans—he entered the navy, And during the event-
ful period which intervened between the commencement of
the war and the peace of 1802, there was little cither suftered
or achieved by his countrymen in which he had not a sharve.
He sailed with Nelson j witnessed the mutiny at the Nore;
fought under Admiral Duncan at Camperdown, and under Sir
John Borlase Warren off Loch Swilly ; assisted in capturing
the Generoux and Guillaum Tell, two French ships of the line;
was one of the scamen who, in the Egyptian expedition, were

-~
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drafted out of Lord Keith'’s fleet to supply the lack of artillery

men in the army of Sir Ralph Abereromby ; had a share in
the dangers and glory of the landing in Egypt ; and fought in
the battle of the 13th Mareh, and in that which deprived our
country of one of her most popular generals.  Ie served, too,
at the sicge of Alexandria. And then, as he succeeded in pro-
curing his discharge during the short peace of 1802, he re-
turned home with a small sum of hardly-carned prize money,
heartily sick of war and bloodshed. I was asked, not long
ago, by one of his fow surviving comrades, whether my uncle
had ever told me that #keir gun was the first Janded in Egypt,
and the first dragged up the sand-bank immediately over the
beach, and how hot it grew under their hands, as, with a rapid-
ity unsurpassed, along the line they poured out in thick suc-
cession its iron discharges upon the enemy. I had to reply
in the negative. All my uncle’s narratives were narratives
of what he had seen—not of what he had done; and, when
perusing, late in life, one of his favorite works— Dr. Keith’s
Signs of the Times”—he came to the chapter in which that
excellent writer describes the time of hot naval warfare which
immediately followed the breaking out of war, as the period in
which the second vial was poured out on the sea, and in which
the waters “became as the blood of a dead man, so that every
living soul died in the sea,” I saw him bend his head in rever-
ence as he remarked, “ Prophecy, I find, gives to all our
glories but a single verse, and it is a verse of judgment.”
Uncle Sandy, however, did not urge the peace principles which
he had acquired amid scenes of death and carnage, into any
extravagant consequences; and on the breaking out, in 1803,
of the second war of the Revolution, when Napoleon threatened
invasion from Brest to Boulogne, he at once shouldered his
musket as a volunteer. IIe had not his brother’s fluency of
speech 3 but his narratives of what he had seen were singu-
larly truthful and graphic; and his descriptions of foreign
plants and animals, and of the aspect of the distant regions
which he had visited, had all the carefu]l minuteness of those
of a Dampier. Ile had a decided turn for natural histcry.
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My collection contains a murex, not unfrequent in the Medi-
terranean, which he found time enough to transfer, during
the heat of the landing in Egypt, from the beach to his pock-
et; and the first ammonite I ever saw was a specimen, which
I still retain, that he brought home with him from one of the
liasic deposits of IEngland.

Early on the Sabbath evenings I used regularly to attend
at my uncles’ with two of my maternal cousins, boys of about
my own age, and latterly with my two sisters, to be cate
chised, first on the Shorter Catechism, and then on the Moth-
er’s Catechism of Willison. On Willison my uncles always
cross-examined us, to make surc that we understood the short
and simple questions ; but, apparently regarding the questions
of the Shorter Catechism as sced sown for a future day, they
were content with having them well fixed in our memories.
There was a Sabbath class taught in the parish church at the
time by one of the elders; but Sabbath schools my uncles
regarded as merely compensatory institutions, highly credit-
able to the teachers, but very discreditable indeed to the pa-
rents and relatives of the taught; and so they of course never
thought of sending us there. Later in the evening, after a
short twilight walk, for which the sedentary occupation of my
Uncle James formed an apology, but in which my Uncle Alex-
ander always shared, and which usually led them into solitary
woods, or along an unfrequented sea-shore, some of the old
divines were read ; and I used to take my place in the circle,
though, I am afraid, not to very much advantage. I occasion-
ally caught a fact, or had my attention arrested for a moment
by a simile or metaphor ; but the trains of close argument,
acd the passages of dreary “application,” were always lost,
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CHAPTER III.

& At Wallace name what Scottish blood
But boils up in a spring-tide flood !
Oft have our fearlcss fathers strode
By Wallace side,
Still pressing onward, red wat shod,
Or glorious died.”
Burxs.

I r1rs1 became thoroughly a Scot some time in my tenth year;
and the consciousness of country has remained tolerably strong
within me ever since. My Uncle James had procured for me
from a neighbor the loan of a common stall-edition of Blind
Harry’s “ Wallace,” as modernized by Hamilton ; but after
reading the first chapter,—a piece of dull gencalogy, broken
into very rude rhyme,—I tossed the volume aside as uninter-
esting ; and only resumed it at the request of my uncle, who
urged that, simply for kis amusement and gratification, I should
read some three or four chapters more. Accordingly, the three
or four chapters more I did read ;—I read “how Wallace kill-
cd young Selbie the Constable’s son;” “how Wallace fished
in Irvine Water;” and “ how Wallace killed the Churl with his
own staff in Ayr;” and then Uncle James told me, in the
guict way in which he used to make a joke tell, that the book
scemed to be rather a rough sort of production, filled with
accounts of quarrcls and bloodshed, and that I might read no
more of it unless I felt inclined. But I now did feel inclined
very strongly, and read on with increasing astonishment and
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delight. I was intoxicated with the fiery narratives of the
blind minstrel,—with his ficree breathings of hot, intolerant
patriotism, and his stories of astonishing prowess ; and, glory-
ing in being a Scot, and the countryman of Wallace and the
Graham, I longed for a war with the Southron, that the wrongs
and sufferings of these noble heroes might yet be avenged,
All I had previously heard and read of the marvels of forcign
parts, or the glorics of modern battles, scemed tame and con-
monplace compared with the incidents in the life of Wallace
and I never after vexed my mother by wishing mysclf big
enough to be a sailor. My Uncle Sandy, who had some taste
for the refinements of poetry, would fain have led me on from
the exploits of Wallace to the “Life of the Bruce,” which, in
the form of a not very vigorous imitation of Dryden’s ¢ Vir-
gil,” by one Harvey, was bound up in the same volume, and
which my uncle deemed the better-written life of the two.
And so far as the mere amenities of style were concerned,
he was, I dare say, right. But I could not agree with him.
Harvey was by much too fine and too learned for me; and it
was not until some years after, when I was fortunate enough
to pick up one of the later editions of Barbour’s ¢ Bruce,” that
the Ilero-King of Scotland assumed his right place in my
mind beside its ITero-Guardian. There are stages of develop-
ment in the immature youth of individuals, that secem to cor-
respond with stages of development in the immature youth of
nations ; and the recollections of this early time enable me, in
some measure, to understand how it was that, for hundreds
of years, Blind Harry’s «“ Wallace,” with its rude and naked
narrative, and its exaggerated incident, should have been, ac-
cording to Lord IHailes, the Bible of the Scotch people.

I quitted the dame’s school at the end of the first twelve-
month, after mastering that grand acquirement of my life,—
the art of .holding converse with books ; and was transferred
straightforth to the grammar school of the parish, at which
there attended at the time about a hundred and twenty boys,
with a class of about thirty individuals more, much looked
down upon by the others, and not deemed greatly worth the
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«Not quite sure,” he replied ; I have met with many
sailors in my time; but I must just sce.”

IIe had stepped down to the door ere I had discovered
my mistake. Ie was a taller and stronger-looking man
than my friend, and his senior, apparently, by six or eight
years; but nothing could be more striking than the
resemblance which he bore to him, both in face and
figure. I apologized. - '

«But have you not a brother, a native of Edinburgh,” I.
inquired, “who studied at St. Andrews about four years
ago? Never before, certainly, did I see so remarkable a
likeness.”

“As that which I bear Robert?” be said. «Happy
to hearit. Robert is a brother of whom a man may well
be proud, and I am glad to resemble him in any way.
But you must go in with me, and tell me all you know re-
garding him. IHe was a thin, pale slip of a boy when I
left Scotland,— a mighty reader, and fond of sauntering
into by-holes and corners ; I scarcely knew what to make
of him; but he has made mucl% of himself. Iis name has
been blown far and wide within the last two years.”

He showed me through a large waste apartment, fur-
nished with a few deal seats, and with here and there a
fencing foil leaning against the wall, into a sort of closct
at the upper end, separated from the main room by a i)ar-
tition of undressed slabs, There was a charcoal stove in
one corner, and a truckle-bed in the other. A few shelves
laden with books ran along the wall. There was a small
chest raised on a stool immediately helow the window, to
serve as 2 writing-desk, and another stool standing be-
side it. A few cooking utensils, scattered round the room,
and a corner cupboard, completed the entire furniture of
the place.
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edible parts of the animal, such as the spleen and the pancreas,
and at lcast one other very palatable viscus hesides,—but he

came knowing also about the szke and the curing of herrings.
All the herring-boats during the fishing season passed our win-
dows on their homeward way to the harbor ; and, from their
depth in the water, we became skilful enough to predicate the
number of crans aboard of each with wonderful judgment and
corrcctness. In days of good general fishings, too, when the
curing-yards proved too small to accommodate the quantitics
brought ashore, the fish used to be laid in glittering heaps op-
posite the school-house door ; and an exciting scene, that com-
bined the bustle of the workshop with the confusion of the
crowded fair, would straightway spring up within twenty yards
of the farms at which we sat, greatly to our enjoyment, and,

of course, not a little to our instruction. 'We could see, sim-
ply by peering over book or slate, the curers going about rous-
ing their fish with salt, to counteract the effects of the dog-day
sun ; bevies of young women employed as gutters, and hor-
ridly incarnadined with blood and viscera, squatting around
the heaps, knife in hand, and plying with busy fingers their
well-paid labors, at the rate of a sixpence per hour; relays
of heavily-laden fish-wives bringing ever and anon fresh heaps
of herrings in their creels; and outside of all, the coopers
hammeunrr as if for life and death,—mow tmhtemnrr hoops,
and now shckenm ¢ them, and anon caulkmrr with bullrush
the leaky seems. It; is not every grammar school in which
such lessons are taught as those, in which all were initiated,
and in which all became in some degree accomplished, in the
grammar school of Cromarty !

The building in which we met was a low, long, straw-
thatched cottage, open from gable to gable, with a mud floor
below, and an unlathed roof above; and stretching along the
naked rafters, which, when the master chanced to be absent
for a few minutes, gave noble exercise in climbing, there used
frequently to lie a helm, or oar, or boathoolk, or even a foresail,
—the spoil of some hapless peat-boat from the opposite side
of the Frith. The Highland boatmen of Ress had carried on
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* The magazines were produced ; and I heard for the first
time, in a forcign land, and from the recitation of the
poet’s brother, some of the most national and most highly-
finished of his productions. My cyes filled, and my heart
wandered to Scotland and her cottage homes, as, shutting
the book, he repeated to me, in a voice faltering with
emotion, stanza after stanza of the “ Farmer’s Ingle.”

«Do you not sce it?—do you not see it all?” ex-
claimed my companion ; “the wide smoky room, with the
bright turf-fire, the blackened rafters shining above, the
straw-wrought settle below, the farmer and the farmer’s
wife, and auld grannie and the bairns. Never was there
truer painting; and oh, how it works on a Scotch heart!
But hear this other piece.”

He read “Sandy and Willie.”

« Far, far ahead of Ramsay,” I exclaimed, — “more im-
agination, more spirit, more intellect, and as much truth
and nature. IRobert has gained his end already. Ilurrah
for poor old Scotland!— these pieces must live for ever.
But do repeat to me the ¢ Farmer’s Ingle’ once more.””

We read, one by one, all the poems in the Magazine,
dwelling on cach stanza, and expatiating on every recol-
lection of home which the images awakened. Dy com-
panion was, like his brother, a kind, open-hearted man, of
superior intellect ; much less prone to despondency, how-
ever, and of a more cqual temperament. Ere we parted,
which was not until next morning, he had communicated
to me all his plans for the future, and all his fondly-cher-
ished hopes of returning to Scotldnd with wealth enough
to be of use to his friends. IIe seemed to be one of those
universal geniuses who do a thousand things well, but
want steadiness enough to turn any of them to good
account. Ile showed me a treatise on the use of the
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piece of Spartan education ; of which a townsman has told me
he was strongly reminded when boarding, on one occasion,
under coves of a well-sustained discharge of musketry, the -
vessel of an enemy that had been stranded on the shores of
Berbice.

The parish schoolmaster was a scholar and an honest man,
and if a boy really wished to learn, Ze certainly could teach
him. Xec had attended the classes at Aberdecn during the
same sessions as the late Dr. Mearns, and in mathematics and
the languages had disputed the prize with the Doctor ; but he
had failed to get on equally well in the world ; and now, in
middle life, though a licentiate of the Church, he had settled
down to be what he subsequently remained,—the tcacher of a
parish school. There were usually a few grown-up lads under
his tuition,—careful sailors, that had staid ashore during the
winter quarter to study navigation as a science,—or tall fel
lows happy in the patronage of the great, who, in the hope of
being made excisemen, had come to school to be initiated in
the mysteries of gauging,—or grown young men, who, on
second thoughts, and somewhat late in the day, had recog-
nized the Church as their proper vocation; and these used to
speak of the master’s acquirements and teaching ability in the
very highest terms. Ile himself, too, could appeal to the fact
that no teacher in the north had ever sent more students to
college, and that his better scholars almost always got on well
in life. DBut then, on the other hand, the pupils who wished to
do nothing,—a description of individuals that comprised fully
two-thirds of all the younger ones,—were not required to do
much more than they wished ; and parents and guardians
were loud in their complaints that he was no suitable school-
master for them; though the boys themselves usually thought
him quitc suitable enough.

He was in the habit of advising the parents or relations of
thosc he deemed his clever lads, to give them a classical edu.
cation ; and mecting one day with Uncle James, he urged that
I should be put on Latin. I was a great reader, he said ; and
he found that when I missed a word in my English tasks, 1
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CHAPTER V.

0, Ferguson ! thy glorious parts
Il suited law’s dry, musty arts!
My cursc upon your whunstanc hearts,
s e Embrugh gentry !
The tithe o’ what y¢ waste at cartcs
Wad stowed his pantry!
Burxs.

I visirep Edinburgh for the first time in the latter part
of the autumn of 1773, about two months after I had
sailed from Boston. It was on a fine calm morning, —
one of those clear sunshiny mornings of October when
the gossamer goes sailing about in long cottony threads,
so light and fleccy that they seem the skeleton remains of
extinet cloudlets, and when the distant bills, with their
covering of gray frost-rime, seem, through the clear close
atmosphere, as if chiselled in marble. The sun was rising
over the town through a deep blood-colored haze,— the
smoke of a thousand fires; and the huge fantastic piles
of masonry that stretched along the ridge looked dim
and spectral through the cloud, like the ghosts of an army
of giants. I felt half a foot taller as I strode on towards
the town. It was Edinburgh I was approaching, — the
scene of so many proud associations to a lover of Scot-
land ; and I was going to meet, as an carly fiiend, one
of the first of Scottish poets. I entered the town. There
was a book-stall in a corner of the strect, and I turned
aside for half a minute to glance my eye over the books.

“ Ferguson’s Poems!” I exclaimed, taking up a little
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gil's own “ Virgil,” lay beside me, scaled up in the fine old
tongue, which 1 was thus throwing away my only chance of
acquiring.

One morning, having the master’s English rendering of the
day’s task well fixed in my memory, and no book of amuse-
ment to read, I began gossiping with my nearest class-fellow,
a very tall boy, who ultimately shot up into a lad of six feet
four, and who on most occasions sat beside me, as lowest in
the form save one. I told him about the tall Wallace and his
exploits ; and so effectually succeeded in awakening his curios-
ity, that I had to communicate to him, from beginning to end,
every adventurc recorded by the blind minstrel. My story-
telling vocation once fairly ascertained, there was, I found, no
stopping in my course. Ihad to tcll all the stories [ had ever
heard or read ;—all my father’s adventures, so far as I knew
them, and all my Uncle Sandy’s,—with the story of Gulliver,
and Philip Quarll,and Robinson Crusoe,—of Sinbad,and Ulys-
ses, and Mrs. Ratcliffe’s heroine Emily, with, of course, the
love-passages left out; and at length, after weeks and months
of marrative, I found my available stock of acquired fact and
fiction fairly exhausted. The demand on the part of my class-
fellows was, however, as great and urgent as ever ; and, set-
ting myself, in the extremity of the case, to try my ability of
original production, I began to dole out to them by the hour
and the dict, long extempore biographies, which proved won-
derfully popular and suceessful. My heroes were usually war-
riors like Wallace, and voyagers like Gulliver, and dwellers
in desolate islands like Robinson Crusoe ; and they had not
unfrequently to seek shelter in huge deserted castles, abound-
ing in trap-doors and secret passages, like that of Udolpho.
And finally, after much destruction of giants and wild beasts,
and frightful encounters with magicians and savages, they al-
most invariably succeeded in disentombing hidden treasures to
an enormous amount, or in laying open gold mines, and then
passed a luxurious old age, like that of Sinbad the Sailor, at
peace with all mankind, in the midst of confeetionary and
fruits. The master had a tolerably correct notion of what was
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King’s Park, which scemed this morning as if left to
ourselves, '

« Dear me, and this is you yourself! and we have again
met, Mr. Lindsay!” said IFerguson: “I thought we were
never to meet more. Nothing, for a long time, has made
me half so glad. And so you have been a sailor for the
last four years. Do let us sit down here in the warm
sunshine, beside St. Anthony’s Well; and tell me all your'
story, and how you happened to meet with brother
Henry.” :

We sat down, and I briefly related, at his bidding, all
that had Lefallen me since we had parted at St. Andrews,
and how I was still a common sailor; but, in the main,
perhaps, not less happy than many who commanded a
fleet.

“ Ab, you have been a fortunate fellow,” he said; “you
bhave seen much and enjoyed much; and I have been
rusting in unhappiness at home. Would that I had gone
to sea along with you!” '

“Nay, now, that won't do,” I repliecd. “But you are
merely taking Bacon’s method of blunting the edge of
envy, You have scarcely yet attained the years of
mature manhood, and yet your name has gone abroad
over the whole length and breadth of the land, and over
many other lands besides. I have cried over your poems
three thousand miles away, and felt all the prouder of my
country for the sake of my friend. And yet you would
fainspersuade me that you wish the charm reversed, and
that you were just such an obscure salt-water man as
myself!”

“You remember,” said my companion, “the story of
the half-man, halfmarble prince of the Arabian tale.
One part was a living creature, one part a stone ; but the
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sion, that the day of the festival, from morning till night, used
to be spent in fighting ouf the battle. For wecks after it had
passed, the school-floor would continue to retain its deeply-
stained blotches of blood, and the boys would be full of ex-
citing narratives regarding the glories of gallant birds, who had
continued to fight until both their eyes had been picked out, or
who, in the moment of victory, had dropped dead in the middle
of the cock-pit. The yearly fight was the relic of a barbarous
age ; and, in at least one of its provisions, there seemed evi-
dence that it was that of an intolerant age also; every pupil
at school, without exception, had his name entered on the
subscription-list as a cock-fighter, and was obliged to pay the
master ab the rate of twopence per head, ostensibly for leave
to bring his birds to the pit ; but, amid the growing humani-
tics of a better time, though the twopence continued to be ex-
acted, it was no longer imperative to bring the birds ; and,
availing myself of the liberty, Inever brought any. Nor, save
for a few minutes, on two several occasions, did I ever attend
the fight. IIad the combat been one among the boys them-
selves, I would readily enough have done my part, by meeting
with any opponent of my years and standing ; butI could not
bear to look at the bleeding birds. And so I continued to pay
my yearly sixpence, as a holder of three cocks,—the lowest
sum deemed in any degree genteel,—but remained simply a
fictitious or paper cock-fighter, and contributed in no degree
to the success of the Zead-stock or leader, to whose party, in
the general division of the school, it was my lot to fall.
Neither, I must add, did I learn to take an interest in the
sacrificial orgies of the adjoining slaughter-house. A few of
the chosen schoolboys were permitted by the killers to exer-
cise at times the privilege of knocking down a pig, and even,
on rare occasions, to essay the sticking ; but I turned with
horror from both processes ; and if I drew near at all, it was
only when some animal, scraped and cleaned, and suspended
from the beam, was in the course of being laid open by the
butcher’s knife, that I might mark the forms of the viscera,
and the positions which they occupied. To my dislike of the
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any of the nameless thousands who carry on the ordinary

concerns of life around him.”
I was grieved and astonished, and knew not what to

answer. “You are in a gloomy mood to-day,” I at length
said; “you are immersed in one of the fogs you de-
seribe, and all the swrrounding objects take a tinge of
darkness from the medium through which you survey
them. Come, now, you must make an exertion, and
shake off your melancholy. I have told you all my story
as I best could, and you must tell me all yours in return.”

“«Well,” he replied, “I shall, though it mayn’t be the
best way in the world of dissipating my melancholy. I
think I must have told you, when at college, that I had
a maternal uncle of considerable wealth, and, as the
world goes, respectability, who resided in Aberdeenshire.
He was placed on what one may term the table-land
of society ; and my poor mother, whose recollections of
him were limited to a period when there is warmth in the
feelings of the most ordinary minds, had hoped that he
would willingly exert his influence in my behalf. Much,
doubtless, depends on one’s sctting out in life; and it
would have been something to have been enabled to step
into it from a level like that occupied by my relative. I
paid him a visit shortly after leaving college, and met
with apparent kindness. But I can sce beyond the
surface, Mr. Lindsay, and I soon saw that my uncle was
entircly a different man from the brother whom my
mother remembered. IIc had risen, by a course of slow
industry, from comparative poverty, and his feelings had
worn out by the process. The character was case-hard-
ened all over; and the polish it bore — for I bave rarely
met a smoother man —seemed no improvement. e
was, in brief, one of the class content to dwell for ever
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Cromarty, whose collection of hooks, chiefly poetical, amount.
ed to from about cighty to a hundred. I used to be often at
nights in the workshop of the cabinetmaker, and was some-
times privileged to hear him repeat his poem. There was not
much admiration of poets or poetry in the place ; and my
praise, though that of a very young critic, had always the
double merit of being both ample and sincere. I knew the
very rocks and trees which his description embraced—had
heard the birds to which he referred, and scen the flowers;
and as the hill had been of old a frequent scene of execu-
Itions, and had borne the gallows of the sheriffdom on its crest,
nothing could be more definite than the grave reference, in his
opening line, to

“The verdant rising of the Guallow-hill?

And so I thought a very great deal of his poem, and what I
thought I'said; and he, on the other hand, evidently regarded
me as a lad of extraordinary taste and discernment for my
years, There was another mechanie in the neighborhood,—
a house-carpenter, who, though not a poct, was deeply read
in books of all kinds, from the plays of Farquhar to the ser-
mons of Ifavel; and as both his father and grandfather,—the
latter, by the way, a Porteous-mob man, and the former a per-
sonal friend of poor Fergusson, the poct,—had also been read-
ers and collectors of books, he possessed a whole pressful of
tattered, hard-working volumes, some of them very curious
oncs; and to me he liberally extended, what literary men
always value, “the full freedom of the press.” But of all my
occasional benefactors in this way, by far the greatest was
poor old Francie, the retired elerk and superecargo.

Francie was naturally a man of fair talent and active curios
ity. Nor was he by any means deficient in acquircment.
1Ie wrote and figured well, and knew a good deal about a
least the theory of business; and when articled in early life
to a Cromarty merchant and shopkeeper, it was with tolerably
fair prospects of getting on in the world. IIc had, however,
a certain infirmity of brain which rendered both talent and
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vexes me that I cannot even yet be cool on the subject:
it vexes me that a creature so sordid should have so much
power to move me; but I cannot, I cannot master my
feclings., He—he told me,—and with whom should
" the blame rest, but with the weak, spiritless thing who
lingered on in mean, bitter dependence, to hear what he
had to tell?—he told me that all his friends were respect-
able, and that my appearance was no longer that of a
person whom he could wish to see at his table, or intro-
duce to any one as his nephew. And I had staid to hear
all this!
“I can hardly tell you how I got home. I travelled,
stage after stage, along the rough dusty roads, with a
weak and feverish body, and almost despairing mind.
On meeting with my mother, I could have laid my head
on her bosom and eried like a child. I took to my bed
in a high fever, and trusted thatsall my troubles were soon
.to terminate ; but when the die was cast, it turned up lifc.
I resumed my old miserable employments, — for what
could I else ? — and, that I might be less unhappy in the
prosecution of them, my old amusements too. I copied
during the day in a clerk’s office that I might live, and
wrote during the night that I might be known, And I
have in part, perhaps, attained my object. I have pursued
and caught hold of the shadow on which my heart had
been so long set; and if it prove empty and intangible
and unsatisfactory, like every other shadow, the blame
surcly must rest with the pursuer, not with the thing
pursued. T weary you, Mr. Lindsay; but one word more.
There are hours when the mind, weakened by cxertion or
by the teasing monotony of an cmployment which tasks
without exercising it, can no longer exert its powers, and
when, feeling that sociality is a law of our nature, we
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ed with her as supercargo, to look after the sales, in a land of

which every footbreadth had heen familiar to men for thou.

sauds of ycars, and in which it was supposed he would have
no induccment to wander. Francie, however, had read rauch
about Italy ; and finding, on landing at Leghorn, that he was
within a short distance of Pisa, he left ship and cargo to take
care of themselves, and set out on foot to see the famous hang-
ing tower, and the great marble cathedral. And tower and
cathedral he did see : but it was meanwhile found that he was
not quite suited for a supercargo, and he had shortly after to
return to Scotland, where his friends suceeeded in establishing
him in the capacity of clerk and overseer upon a small prop-
certy in Forfarshire, which was farmed by the proprietor on
what was then the newly-introduced modern system. He was
acquainted, however, with the classical deseription of Glammis
Castle, in the letters of the poet Gray ; and after visiting the
castle, he set out to examine the ancient encampment at Ar-
doch,—the Lindum of the Romans. Iinally, all hopes of
getting him scttled at a distance being given up by his friends,
he had to fall back upon Cromarty, where he was yet once
morc appointed to a clerkship.  The establishment with which
he was now conneceted was a large hempen manufactory ; and
it was his chief employment to register the quantities of hemp
given out to the spinners, and the number of hanks of yarn
into which they had converted it, when given in. e soon,
however, began to take long walks ; and the old women, with
their yarn, would be often found accumulated, ere his return,
by tens and dozens at the office-door. At length, after taking
a very long walk indeed, for it stretched from near the open-
ing to the head of the Cromarty Ifrith, a distance of about
twenty miles, and included in its survey the antique tower of
Kinkell and the old Custle of Craighouse, he was relieved from
the duties of his clerkship, and left to pursue his rescarches
undisturbed, on a small annuity, the gift of his friends. He
was considerably advanced in life ere I knew him, profoundly
grave, and very taciturn, and, though he never discussed poli-
tics, a mighty reader of the mewspapers. “Oh! this is ter-
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whatever thwarts and opposes them; and can it be sup-
posed that so wise a law should regulate the instinets of
only inferior creatures? No, my friend; it is surely a
lIaw of our nature also.” '

“ And have you not something else to infer?” said the
poct.

“Yes,” I replied; “that you are occupied differently
from what the scope and constitution of your mind de-
mand, — differently both in your hours of enjoyment and
of relaxation. DBut do take heart; you will yet find your
proper place, and all shall be well.”

“Alas! no, my friend,” said he, rising from the sward.
“I could once entertain such a hope, but I cannot now.
My mind is no longer what it was to me in my hap-
pier days, a sort of terra incognite without bounds or
limits. I can see over and Dbeyond it,and have fallen
from all my hopes regarding it. It is not so much the
gloom of present circumstances that disheartens me as
a depressing knowledge of myself,— an abiding convic-
tion that I am a weak dreamer, unfitted for every occu-
pation of life, and not less so for the greater employments
of literature than for any of the others. I feel that I am
a little man and a little poet, with barely vigor enough
to make one half-effort at a time, but wholly devoid of
the sustaining will — that highest faculty of the highest
order of minds— which ean direct a thousand vigorous
efforts to the accomplishment of one important object.
Would that I could exchange my half-celebrity — and
it can never be other than a half-celebrity — for a tem-
per as equable and a fortitude as unshrinking as yours#¥
But I weary you with my complaints: I am a very

coward ; and you will deem me as solfish as I am
weak.”
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carcfully dried over the fire. Better, however, than these, for
at least my purposes, he had a tolerably complete collection
of the British essayists, from Addison to Mackenzie, with the
« Essays” and “ Citizen of the World ” of Goldsmith ; several
interesting works of travels and voyages, translated from the
French j and translations from the German, of Lavater, Zim-
merman, and Klopstock. Ile had a good many of the minor
poets too; and I was enabled to cultivate, mainiy from his
collection, a tolerably adequate acquaintance with the wits of
the reign of Queen Amnne. Poor Ifrancie was at bottom a
kindly and honest man; but the more intimately one knew
him, the more did the weakness and brokenness of his intellect
appear. Ilis mind was a labyrinth without a clue, in whose
recesses there lay stored up a vast amount of book-knowl-

~ edge, that could never be found when wanted, and was of no
sort of use to himself or any one clse. I got sufficiently into
his confidence to be informed, under the seal of strict secrecy,
that he contemplated producing a great literary work, whose
special character he had not quite determined, but which was
to be begun a few years hence. And when death found him,
at an age which did not fall short of the allotted three score
and ten, the great unknown work was still an undefined idea,
and had still to be begun.

There were several other branches of my education going
on at this time, outside the pale of the school, in which, though
[ succeeded in amusing myself, I was no trifler. The shores
of Cromarty are strewed over with water-rolled fragments of
the primary rocks, derived chiefly from the west during the
agesof the boulder clay; and I soon learned to take a deep inter-
est in sauntering over the various pebble-beds when shaken
up by recent storms, and in learning to distinguish their nu.
merous components. But I was sadly in want of a vocabulary ;
and as, according to Cowper, “the growth of what is excellent
is slow,” it was not until long after that I bethought me of the
obvious enough cexpedient of representing the various species
of simple rocks by certain munerals, and the compound ones
by the numerals representative of cach separate component,
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mournful, and could distinguish that the words were those
of a simple old ballad, —

0, Marti’'mas wind! when wilt thou blaw,
A1’ shake the green leaves afl' the tree?

0, gentle death! when wilt thou come,
An’ tak a lifo that wearies me?

I could listen no longer, but raised the latch and went
in. The evening was gloomy, and the apartment ill-
lighted ; but I could see the singer, a spectral-looking fig-
ure, sitting on a bed in the corner, with the bed-clothes
wrapped round his shoulders, and a napkin deeply stained
with blood on his head. An eclderly female, who stood
beside him, was striving to soothe him, and busied from
time to time in adjusting the clothes, which were ever
and anon falling off as he nodded his head in time to the
music. A young girl of great beauty sat weeping at the
bed-foot. . .

«Q, dearest Robert!” said the woman, “you will de-
stroy your poor head; and Margaret, your sister, whom
you used to love so much, will break her heart. Do lic
down, dearest, and take a little rest. Your head is fear-
fully gashed ; and if the bandages loose a second time, you
will bleed to death. Do, dearest Robert ! for your poor old
mother, to whom you were always so kind and dutiful a
son till now,— for your poor old mother’s sake, do lic
down.” *

The song ceased for a moment, and the tears came
bursting from my eyes as the tune changed, and he again
sang, —

0, mither dear! make ye my bed,
Formy heartit’s flichterin’ sair;

An’ oh! gin I’ve vex’d ye, mither dear,
Il never vex ye mair.,
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seen plum-pudding stone in England, had knew it to be a sort
of rough conglomerate of various components ; whercas my
stone was composed of a finely-grained silvery substance, and
the crystals which it contained were, he was sure, gems like
those in the brooch, and, so far as he could judge, real gar-
nets. This was a great decision; and, much encouraged in
consequence, I soon ascertained that garnets are by no means
rare among the pebbles of the Cromarty shore. Nay, so mix.
ed up are they with its sands even,—a consequence of the
abundance of the mineral among the primary rocks of Ross,
—that after a heavy surf has beaten the exposed beach of the
neighboring hill, there may be found on it patches of commi-
nuted garnet, from one to three square yards in extent, that
resemble, at a little distance, picees of erimson carpeting, and
nearer at hand sheets of crimson bead-work, and of which al-
most every point and particle is a gem. Irom some unex-
plained circumstance, connected apparently with the specific
gravity of the substance, it separates in this style from the
general mass, on coasts much beaten by the waves; but the
garnets of these curious pavements, though so exceedingly
abundant, arc in every instance exceedingly minute. I never
detected in them a fragment greatly larger than a pin-head ;
but it was always with much delight that I used to fling my-
self down on the shore beside some newly-discovered patch,
and bethink me, as I passed my fingers along the larger grains,
of the heaps of gems in Aladdin’s cavern, or of Sinbad’s val-
ley of diamonds.

The Hill of Cromarty formed at this time at once my true
school and favorite play-ground ; and if my master did wink
at times harder than master ought, when I was playing truant
among its woods or on its shores, it was, I believe, whether he
thought so or no, all for the best. My Uncle Sandy had, as 1
have already said, been bred a cartwright ; but finding, on his
return, after his seven years’ service aboard man-of-war, that
the place had cartwrights enough for all the employment, ne
applied himself to the humble but not unremunerative pro-
fession of a sawyer, and used often $o pitch his saw-pit, in the
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down upon us; and, though the fog was thick and dark
below, — far below, in the place to which we were going,
. —T could sce the red fire 'shining through, — the red, hot,
unquenchable fire; and we were all going down, down,
down. Mother, mother, tell Mr. Lindsay I am going to be
put on my trials to-morrow. Careless creature that I am!
life is short, and I have lost much time; but I am going
to be put on.my trials to-morrow, and shall come forth a
preacher of the Word.”

The' thunder, which had bhitherto been muttering at a
distance, — each peal, however, nearer and louder than
the preceding one, — now began to roll overhead, and the
lightning, as it passed the window, to illumine every
object within, The hapless poet stretched out his thin,
wasted arm, as if addressing a congregation from the
pulpit. '

“There were the flashings of lightning,” he said,  and
the roll of thunder; and the trumpet waxed louder and
louder. And around the summit of the mountain were
the foldings of thick clouds, and the shadow fell brown
and dark over the wide expanse of the desert. And the
wild beasts lay trembling in their dens. But, lo! where
the sun breaks through the opening of the cloud, there is
the glitter of tents,— the glitter of ten thousand tents, —
that rise over the sandy waste thick as waves of the sea.
And there, there is the voice of the dance, and of the
revely and the winding of horns, and the clash of cymbals.
Ob, sit nearer me, dearest mother, for the room is growing
dark, dark; and oh, my poor head!

The lady sat on the castle wa’,
Looked owre baith dale and down,

And then she spied Gil-Morice head
Come steering through the town.
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which, more than a hundred years before, had turnbled down
during a thunder-storm, when filled with a flock of sheep, and
penned up the poor creatures forever. The space between
these headlands forms an irregular crescent of great height,
covered with wood a-top, and amid whose lichened crags, and
on whose stecp slopes, the hawthorn, and bramble, and #ild-
rasp, and rock-strawberry, take root, with many a scragg

shrub and sweet wild flower besides; while along its base
lie huge blocks of green hornblend, on a rude pavement of
granitic gneiss, traversed at one point, for many rods, by a
broad vein of milk-white quartz. The quartz vein formed my
central point of attraction in this wild paradise. The white
stone, thickly traversed by thrcads of purple and red, is a
beautiful though unworkable rock ; and I soon ascertained that
it is flanked by a vein of feldspar broader than itsclf, of a
brick-red tint, and the red stone flanked, in turn, by a drab-
colored vein of the same mineral, in which there occurs in
great abundance masses of a homogencous mica,—mica not
existing in lamina, but, if I may use the term, as a sort of mi-
caceous felt. It would almost scem as if some gigantic exper-
imenter of the old world had set himself to separate into their
simple mineral components the granitic rocks of the hill, and
that the three parallel veins were the results of his labor.
Such, however, was not the sort of idea which they at this time
suggested to me. I had read in Sir Walter Raleigh’s voyage
to Guinea, the poctic deseription of that upper country in which
the knight’s exploration of the river Corale terminated, and
where, amid lovely prospecets of rich valleys, and wooded hills,
and winding waters, almost every rock bore on its surface the
yellow gleam of gold. True, according to the voyager, the
precious metal was itself absent. But Sir Walter, on after-
wards showing ¢ some of the stoncs to a Spaniard of the Ca-
raceas, was told by him they were el madre del ora, that is,
the mother of gold, and that the mine itself was farther in the
ground.” And though the quartz vein of the Cromarty Ilil]
contained no metal more precious than iron, and but little
even of that, it was, I felt sure the “mother” of something
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they have broken his heart; and then they will go to his
grave too. O, dearest mother! do lay your cool hand on
my brow.”

Ile lay silent and exhausted, and in a few minutes I
could hope, from the hardness of his breathing, that he
had fallen asleep.

«ITow long,” I inquired of his sister, in a low whisper,
«has Mr. Ferguson been so unwell; and what has injured
his head ?”

“« Alas!” said the girl, “my brother has been unsettled
in mind for nearly the last six months. e first knew it
one evening on his coming home from the country, where
he had been for a few days with a friend. Ide burnt a
large heap of papers that he had been employed on for
weeks Dbefore, — songs and poems that, his friends say,
were the finest things he ever wrote; but he burnt them
all; for he was going to be a preacher of the Word, he
said, and it did not become a preacher of the Word to
be a writer of light rhymes. And O, sir! his mind
has been carried ever since; but he has been always
gentle and affectionate, and his sole delight has lain in
reading the Bible. Good Dr. Erskine, of the Gray-friars,
often comes to our house, and sits with him for hours to-
gether: for there are times when his mind seems stronger
than ever; and he sces wonderful things, that seem to
hover, the minister says, between the extravagance natu-
ral to his present sad condition, and the higher flights of a
philosophic genius. And we had hoped that he was get-
ting better; but O, sir! our hopes have had a sad ending.
He went out, a few evenings ago, to call on an old ac-
quaintance ; and, in descending a stair, missed footing, and
fell to the bottom; and his head has been fearfully in-
jured by the stones. IIec has been just as you have scen
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CHAPTER 1IV.

¢ Strange marble stones, here larger and there less,
And of full various forms, which still increaso
In height and bulk by a continual drop,
Which upon cach distilling from the top,
Aud falling still exactly on the crown,
There break themselves to mists, which, trickling down,
Crust iuto stone, and (but with leisure) swell
The sides, and still advance the miracle.”
Cuarres CoTTON.

It is Jow water in the I'rith of Cromarty during stream tides,
between six and seven o’clock in the evening ; and my Uncle
Sandy, in returning from his work at the close of the day,
used not unfrequently, when, according to the phrase of the
place, “ there was a tide in the water,” to strike down the hill-
side, and spend a quict hour in the ebb. I delighted to accoms-
pany him on these occasions. There are Professors of Natu-
ral ITistory that know less of living nature than was known
by Uncle Sandy ; and I deemed it no small matter to have all
the various productions of the sea with which he was acquaint-
ed pointed out to me in these walks, and to be put in possess-
ion of his many curious anecdotes regarding them,

He was a skilful crab and lobster fisher, and knew every
hole and erannie, along scveral miles of rocky shore, in which
the ereatures were accustomed to shelter, with not a few of
their own peculiaritics of character. Contrary to the view
taken by some of our naturalists, such as Agassiz, who held
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Haddington last year at the clection ; and one morning,
when in the horrors, after holding a rum night of it, who
should he meet in the churchyard but old John Brown.
IIc writes, you know, a big book on the Bible. Well, he
Jectured Bob at a pretty fate about clection and the call,
I supposc ; and the poor fellow has been mad ever since.
Your health, Jamie. ¥or my own part, 'm a freewill
man, and detest all ecant and humbug.”

« And what has come of Ferguson now ?” asked one of

-

the others.

« Oh, mad, sir, mad!” rcjoined the toper,— “rcading
the Bible all day, and cooped up in the asylum yonder.
'Twas I who -brought him to it. But, lads, the glass has
been standing for the last half-hour. ’Twas I and Jack
Robinson who brought him to it, as I say. Ile was
getting wild; and so we got a sedan for him, and
trumped a story of an invitation for tea from a lady, and
he came with us as quietly as a lamb. But if you could
have heard the shrick he gave when the chair stopped,
and he saw where we had brought him! I never heard
anything half so horrible; it rung in my ears for a week
after; and then, how the mad people in the upper rooms
lowled and gibbered in reply, till the very roof echoed!
People say he is getting better; but when I last saw him
he was as religious as ever, and spoke so much about
heaven that it was uncomfortable to hear him. Great loss
to his friends, after all the expense they have been at with
his education.”

“You scem to have been intimate with Mr. Ferguson,”
I said.

« Oh, intimate with Bob !” he rcjoined ; « we were hand
and glove, man. I have sat with him in Lucky Middle-
mass’s almost every evening for two ycars; and I have
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lobster just captured, he has seen it throw off both its great
claws in the sudden cextremity of its terror, just as a panic-
struck soldier sometimes throws away his weapons. Such, in
kind, were the ancedotes of Uncle Sandy.  Ile instructed me,
tod, how to find, amid thickets of Jaminaria and fuci, the nest
of the lump-fish, and taught me to look well in its immediate
neighborhyod for the male and female {ish, especially for the
male ; and showed me further, that the hard-shelled spawn of
this creature may, when well washed, be caten raw, and form:s
at least as palatable a viand in that state as the imported ca-
viare of Russia and the Caspian. There were instances in
which the common crow acted as a sort of jackall to us in our
lump-fish explorations. We would see him busiced at the side
of some fuci-covered pool, sercaming and cawing as if engaged
in combating an enemy ; and, on going up to the place, we
used to find the Inmp-fish he had killed fresh and entire, but
divested of the eyes, which we found, as a matter of course,
the assailant, in order to make sure of victory, had taken the
precaution of picking out at an early stage of the contest.
Nor was it with merely the edible that we busied ourselves
on these journcys. The brilliant metallic plumage of the sca-
mouse (Aplrodite), steeped as in the dyes of the rainbow, ex-
cited our admiration time after time ; and still higher wonder
used to be awakened by a much rarver annclid, brown, and
slender as a piece of rope-yarn, and from thirty to forty feet
in length, which no one save my uncle had cver found along
the Cromarty shores, and which, when broken in two, as some-
times happened in the measuring, divided its vitality so equally
hetween the picces, that each was fitted, we could not doubt,
though unable to repeat in the case the experiment of Spal-
lanzani, to set up as an independent existence, and carry on
business for itsclf. The annclids, too, that form for them
sclves tubular dwellings huilt up of large grains of sand (am
phitrites),always exeited our interest.  Lwo hand-shaped tuits
of golden-hued setee,—furnished, however, with greatly more
than the typical number of fingers,—risc from the shoulders
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CHAPTER VIII.

0, thou, my clder brother in misfortune! —
By far my clder brother in the muscs, —
With tears I pity thy unhappy fatc!

Bunrxs.

Tne asylum in which my unfortunate friend was con-
fined — at this time the only one in Edinburgh — was
situated in an angle of the city wall. It was a dismal-
looking mansion, shut in on every side by the neighbor-
ing houses from the view of the surrounding country,
and so cffectually covered up from the nearer street by
a large building in front that it seecmed possible enough
“to pass a lifetime in Edinburgh without coming to the
knowledge of its existence. I shuddered as I looked up
to its blackened 1walls, thinly sprinkled with miserable-
looking windows barred with iron, and thought of it
as a sort of burial-place of dead minds. DBut it was a
Golgotha which, with more than the horrors of the grave,
had neither its rest nor its silence. I was startled, as
I entered the ccll of the hapless poet, by a shout of
laughter from a ncighboring room, which was answered
from a dark recess behind me by a fearfully-prolonged
shrick and the clanking of chains. The mother and
sister of Ferguson were sitting beside his pallet, on a sort
of stone settle, which stood out from the wall; and the
poet himself — weak and exhausted and worn to a
shadow, but apparently in his right mind — lay extended
on the straw. Ie made an attempt to rise as I entered ;
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cient forest-covered Silurians of central Ingland, and anon
opening to the light on some hill-side among the Mountain
Limestones of our own country,—I have felt how very much
I owed to his instructions.

IIis facts wanted a vocabulary adequately fitted to represent
them ; but though they “Jacked a commodity of good names,”
they were all founded on ecareful observation, and possessed
that fivst clement of respectability,—perfect originality. They
were all acqnired by himself. I owed more, however, to the
habit of observation which he assisted me in forming, than
even to his facts themsclves; and yet some of these were of
high value. Ile has shown me, for instance, that an immense
granitic boulder in the ncighborhood of the town, known
for ages as the Clach Malloch, or Cursed Stone, stands so
exactly in the line of low water, that the larger stream-tides
of March and Scptember lay dry its inner side, but never its
outer one ;—round the outer side there are always from two to
four inches of water ; and such had been the case for at least a
hundred years before, in his father’s and grandfather’s days,
—cvidence enough of itself, I have heard him say, that the rel-
ative levels of sca and land were not altering ; though during
the Japsed century the waves had so largely encroached on the
low flat shores, that clderly men of his acquaintance, long
since passed away, had actually held the plongh when young
where they had held the rudder when old.  Ile used, too, to
point out to me the cfieet of certain winds upon the tides, A
strong hasty gale from the cast, if coincident with a spring-
tide, sent up the waves high upon the beach, and cut away
whole roods of the soil; but the gales that usually kept the
larger tides from falling during ¢bb were prolonged gales from
the west. A series of these, even when not very high, eft not
unfrequently from one to two feet water round the Clach Mal-
loch, during stream-tides, that would otherwise have laid its
bottyn bare; a proof, he used to say, that the German Ocean,
from its want of breadth, could not L e heaped up against our
coasts to the same extent, by the vioience of a very powerful
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«You were ever, my friend, of a melancholy tempera-
mc-nt_.;’I said, “and too little disposed to hope. Indulge
in brighter views of the future, and all shall yet be well.”

«I ean mow hope that it shall,” he said.  “Yes, all
shall be well with me, and that very soon. But o,
how this nature of ours shrinks from dissolution! — yes,
and all the lower natures too. You remember, mother,
the poor starling that was killed in the room beside us ?
Ob, how it struggled with its ruthless enemy, and filled
the whole place with its shricks of terror and agony!
And yet, poor little thing, it had been true, all life long,
to the laws of its nature, and had no sins to account for
and no Judge to meet. There is a shrinking of heart as
I look before me; and yet I can hope that all shall yet
be well with me, and that very soon. YWould that I had
Deen wise in time! YWould that I had thought more and
carlier of the things which pertain to my eternal peace ! —
more of a living soul, and less of a dying name! But
oh! ’tis a glorious provision, through which a way of
return is opened up, even at the cleventh hour.”

We sat avound him in silence. An indeseribable fecl-
ing of awe pervaded my whole mind ; and his sister was
affected to tears.

« Margaret,” he said, in a feeble voice, — « Margaret,
you will find my Bible in yonder little recess: ’tis all I
have to leave you; but keep it, dearest sister, and use it,
and in times of sorrow and suffering, that come to all,
you will know how to prize the legacy of your poor
brother. Many, many books do well enough for life ; but
there is only one of any value when we come to dic.

“You have been a voyager of late, Mr. Lindsay,” he
continued, “and I have been a voyager too. I have been
journeying in darkness and discomfort, amid strange un-
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never made a shipwreck in the eddy or sank in the pool. Jt is
to these little crcatures that Wordsworth refers in one of his
sonnets on sleep :—
%0 sleep, thou art o me
A fly that up and down himself doth shove

Upon a fretiul rivulet ; now above,
Now on the waler, vexed with mockery.”

As shown, however, to the poet himself on one occasion, some
what to his discomfort, by assuredly no mean authority,—Mr
James Wilson,—the “ vexed” “ fly,” though onc of the hemip.
terous inscets, never uses its wings, and so never gets “ above’
the water. Among my other favorites were the splendid dra
gonflies, the crimson-speckled Burnet moths, and the small
azure butterflics, that, when fluttering among delicate hair-
bells and crimson-tipped daisics, used to suggest to me, long
ere I became acquainted with the pretty figure of Moore,* or
cven ere the figure had been produced, the idea of flowers that
had taken to flying. The wild honey bees, too, in their several
specices, had peculiar charms for me.  There were the buff-
colored carders, that erected over their honey-jars domes of
moss ; the lapidary red-tipped bees, that built amid the re-
cesses of ancient cairns, and in old dry stonc-walls, and were
so invineibly brave in defending their homesteads, that they
never gave up the quarrel till they died ; and, above all, the
yellow-zoned humble bees, that lodged deep in the ground
along the dry sides of grassy banks, and were usually wealthier
n honey than any of their cogeners, and existed in larger com
munitics. But the herd-boys of the parish, and the foxes of
its woods and brakes, shared in my interest in the wild honey
bees, and, in the pursuit of something else than knowledge,
were ruthless robbers of their nests. I often observed, that the
fox, with all his reputed shrewdness, is not particularly know-

* “The beautiful blue damsel fy,
That fluttered round the jessamine stems,
Like wingcd flowers or flying gews.”
PARADISE AND THE PERI,
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«Qh, do not go yet, mother,” he said, —*“do not go
yet,—do not leave me. DBut it must be so, and I only
distress you. Pray for me, dearest mother, and o, for-
givé me. I have been agrief and a burden to you all life
long; but I ever loved you, mother; and ob, you have
been kind, kind and forgiving ; and now your task is over,
May God bless and reward you! Margaret, dearest Mar-
garet, farewell!” .

We parted, and, as it proved, forever. Robert Fer-
guson expired during the night; and when the keeper
entered the cell next morning to prepare him for quitting
the asylum, all that remained of this most hapless of the
children of genius was a pallid and wasted corpse, that
lay stiffening on the straw. I am now a very old man,
and the feclings wear out; but I find that my heart is
even yet susceptible of emotion, and that the source of
tears is not yet dried up.
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oaks of cnormous girth, into whose coal-black substance one
could dig as casily with a pickaxe as one digs into a bank of
ciay; and at least one noble elm, which ran across the little
stream that trickled, rather than flowed, along the bottom of
the lollow, and which was in such a state of keeping, that
I have scooped out of its trunk, with the unassisted hand, a
way for the water. I have found in the ravine — which I
learned very much to like as a scene of exploration, though
I never failed to quit it sadly bemired — handfuls of hazel-
nuts, of the ordinary size, but black as jet, with the cups of
acorns, and with twigs of birch that still retained almost un-
changed their silvery outer crust of bark, but whose ligneous
interior existed as a mere pulp. I have even laid open, in
layers of a sort of unctuous clay, resembling fuller’s earth,
leaves of oal, birch, and hazel, that had fluttered in the wind
thousands of years before; and there was one happy day in
which I succeeded in digging from out the very bottom of
the excavation a huge fragment of an extraordinary-looking
deer’s horn, It was a broad, massive, strange-looking picee of
boue, evidently old-fashioned in its type; and so I brought it
home in triumph to Uncle James, as the antiquary of the fam-
ily, assured that he could tell me all about it. Uncle James
paused in the middle of his work ; and, taking the horn in his
hand, surveyed it leisurely on every side.  “ That is the horn,
boy,” he at length said, € of no deer that now lives in this coun-
try. We have the red deer, and the fallow deer, and the roe ;
and none of them have horns at all like that. I never saw an
clk; but I am pretty sure this broad, plank-like horn can be
none other than the horn of an ¢lk.” My uncle set aside his
work; and, taking the horn in his hand, went out to the shop
of a cabinetmaker in the neighborhood, where there used to
work from five to six journeymen. They all gathered vound
him to examine it, and agreed in the deeision that it was an
cntirely different sort of horn from any borne by the existing
deer of Scotland, and that his surmise regarding it was preb-
ably just. And, apparently to enhance the marvel, a ncigh-
bor, who was lounging in the shop at the time, remarked, in
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My prospeets in life had begun to brighten. I served
in the capacity of mate in a large West India trader, the
master of which, an clderly man of considerable wealth,
was on the eve of quitting the sea; and the owners had
already determined that I should succced him in the
charge. But fate had ordered it otherwise. Our seas
were infested at this period by American privateers, —
prime sailors and strongly armed; and, when homeward
bound from Jamaica with a valuable cargo, we were at-
tacked and captured, when within a day’s sailing of Ire-
Iand, by one of the most formidable of the class. Vain
as resistance might have been deemed, — for the force of
the American was altogether overpowering, — and though
our master, poor old man! and three of the crew, had
fullen by the first broadside, we had yet stood stiffly by our
guns, and were only overmastered when, after falling foul
of the enemy, we were boarded by a party of thrice our
strength and number. The Americans, irritated by our
resistance, proved on this occasion no generous enemies :
we were stripped and heavily ironed, and, two days after,
were set ashore on the wild shore of Connaught, without
a single change of dress, or a single sixpence to bear us
by the way.

I was sitting, on the following night, beside the turf-
fire of a hospitable Irish peasant, when a seafaring man,
whom I had sailed with about two years before, entered
the cabin. The meeting was equally unexpected on
either side. MMy acquaintance was the master of a smug-
gling lugger then on the coast; and, on acquainting him
with the details of my disaster and the state of destitu-
tion to which it had reduced me, he kindly proposed that
I should accompany him on his voyage to the west coast
of Scotland, for which he was then on the eve of sailing.
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out upon the sca from the precipices of the southern Sutor, in
whose dark recesses the drops ever tinkle, and the stony ceil-
ings ever grow. The wonder could not have been deemed a
great or very rarc one by a man like the late Sir George Mac-
keuzic of Coul, well known from his travels in Iccland, and
his experiments on the inflammability of the diamond ; but it
so bappened, that Sir George, curious to sec what sort of stones
to which the old gazetteers referred, made application to the
minister of the parish for a sct of specimens ; and the minister
straightway deputed the commission, which he helieved to be
not a difficult one, to one of his poorer parishoners, an old
nailer, as a means of putting a few shillings in his way.

It so happened, however, that the nailer bad lost his wife
by a sad accident, only a few weeks before; and the story
went abroad that the poor woman was, as the townspeople
expressed it, “ coming back.” She had been very suddenly
hurricd out of the world. When going down the quay, after
nightfall one evening, with a parcel of clean linen for a sailor,
her relative, she had missed footing on the pier edge, and,
half-brained, half.drowned, had been found in the morning,
stone dead, at the bottom of the harbor. And now, as if
pressed by some unsettled business, she used to he seen, it was
said, hovering after nightfall about her old dwelling, or saun-
tering along the neighboring street ; nay, there were occa-
sions, according to the general report, in which she had even
exchanged words with some of the neighbors, little to their
satisfiction. The words, however, scemed in cvery instance
to have wonderfully little to do with the affairs of another
world. I remember sceing the wife of a neighbor rush intc
my mother’s one evening about this time, speechless with ter
ror, and declare, after an awful pause, during which she had
lain half fainting in a chair, that she had just scen Christy.
She had been engaged, as the night was falling, but ere dark-
ness had quite set in, in piling up a load of brushwood for
fuel outside her door, when up started the spectre on the other
side of the heap, attired in the ordinary work-day garb of the
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of demareation, the whole upper and nether expanse
scemed but onc glorious firmament, with the dark Ailsa,
like a thunder-cloud, sleeping in the midst. The sun
was hastening to his setting, and threw his strong red
light on the wall of rock which, loftier and more imposing
than the walls of even the mighty Babylon, stretched on-
ward along the beach, headland after headland, till the
last sank abruptly in the far distance, and only the wide
ocean stretched beyond. I’passcd along the insulated
piles of cliff’ that rise thick along the bases of the preci-
pices—mnow in sunshine, now in shadow — till I reached
the opening of one of the largest caves. The roof rose
more than fifty feet over my head; a broad stream of
light, that scemed redder and more fiery from the sur-
rounding gloom, slanted inwards ; and, as I paused in the
opening, my shadow, lengthened and dark, fell across the
floor — a slim and narrow bav of black — till lost in the
gloom of the inner recess. There was a wild and uncom-
mon beauty in the scene that powerfully affected the
imagination ; and I stood admiring it, in that delicious
dreamy mood in which one can forget all but the present
cnjoyment, when I was roused to a recollection of the
business of the evening by the sound of a footfall echoing
from within. It secemed approaching by a sort of cross
passage in the rock ; and, in a moment after, a young man
— onc of the country people whom I had left among the
cliffs above — stood before me. He wore a broad Low-
land bonnet, and his plain homely suit of coarse russet
seemed to bespeak him a peasant of perhaps the poorest
class; but as he emérged from the gloom, and the red.
light fell full on his countenance, I saw an indescribable
something in the expression that in an instant awakened
my curiosity. Ie was rather above the middle size, of a
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tirely unknown, which opened among the rocks alittle further
to the cast; and yct cven ¢f had its interest. It widened, as
onc entered, into a twilight chamber, green with velvety mosses,
that love the damp and the shade ; and terminated in a range
of erystalline wells, fed by the perpetual dropping, and hollowed
in what scemed an altar-piece of the deposited marble. And
above, and along the sides, there depended many a draped fold,
and hung many a translucent icicle. The other cave, how-
ever, we found to be of much greater extent, and of more va-
ricd character. It is one of three caves of the old coast line,
known as the Doocot or Pigeon Caves, which open upon a
picee of rocky beach, overhung by a rudely semicireular range
of gloomy precipices. The points of the semicirele project on
cither side into deep water,—into at least water so much deeper
than the fall of ordinary neaps, that it is only during the cbb
of stream tides that the place is accessible by land ; and in each
of these bold promontories,—the terminal horns of the cres-
cent,—there is a cave of the present coast-line, deeply hollow-
ed, in which the sca stands from ten to twelve fect in depth
when the tide is at full, and in which the surf thunders, when
gales blow hard from the stormy north-east, with the roar of
whole parks of artillery. The cave in the western promon-
tory, which bears among the townsfolk the name of the ¢ Puir
Wife’s Meal Kist,” has its roof drilled by two small perfora-
tions,—the largest of them not a great deal wider than the
blow-hole of a porpoise,—that open externally among the clifls
above ; and when, during storms from the sea, the huge waves
come rolling ashore like grecen moving walls, there ave cer-
tain times of the tide in which they shut up the mouth of the
cave, and so compress the air within that it rushes upwards
through the openings, roaring in its escape as if ten whales
were blowing at once, and rises from amid the erags overhead
in two white jets of vapor, distinctly visible, to the height of
from sixty toeighty feet. If there be erities who have decmed
it one of the extravagancies of Goethe that he should have
given life and motion, as in his famous witch-seene in ¢ Faust,”
to the llartz crags, they would do well to visit this bold head-
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of the ripple goes waving in golden curls along the
yoof'!” :

“I have been admiring the scene for the last half-hour,”
I said. “Shakspeare spcaks of a music that cannot be
heard ; and I have not yet seen a place where one might
better learn to comment on the passage.”

Both the thought and the phrase seemed new to him.

“ A music that cannot be heard !” he repeated; and
then, after 2 momentary pause, “ You allude to the fact,”
he continued, “that sweet music, and forms, such as these,
of silent beauty and grandeur, awaken in the mind emo-
tions of nearly the same class. There is something truly
exquisite in the concert of to-night.”

I muttered a simple assent.

“Sce! ” he continued, “how finely these insulated piles
of rock, that rise in so many combinations of form along
the beach, break and diversify the red light; and how the
glossy lcaves of the ivy glisten in the hollows of the preci-
pices above! And then, how the sea spreads away to
the far horizon,—a glorious pavement of crimson and
gold, —and how the dark Ailsa rises in the midst, like
the little cloud seen by the prophet! The mind seems to
cenlarge, the heart to expand, in the contemplation of so
much of beauty and grandeur. The soul asserts its due
supremacy. And oh, ’tis surely well that we can escape
from those little cares of life which fetter down our
thoughts, our hopes, our wishes to the wants and the en-
Jjoyments of our animal existence, and that, amid the grand
and the sublime of naturc, we may learn from the spirit
within us that we are better than the beasts that perish!”

I looked up to the animated countenance and flashing
eyes of my companion, and wondered what sort of a peas-
ant it was I had met with. “Wild and beautiful as the
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and during our Saturday half-holidays, some of them had ac-
companied me in my excursions to it. But it had failed, some-
how, to catch their fancy. It was too solitary, and too far
from home, and as a scene of amusement, not at all equal
to the town-links, where they could play at ¢ shinty,” and
“ French and English,” almost within Aail of their parents’
homesteads. The very tract along its flat, mossy summit, over
which, according to tradition, Wallace had once driven hefore
im in headlong rout a strong body of English, and whic
was actually mottled with sepulchral tumuli, still visible amid
the heath, failed in any marked degree to engage them; and
though they liked well cnough to hear about the caves, they
scemed to have no very great desire to sec them. There
was, however, one little fellow, who sat at the Latin form,—
the member of a class lower and brighter than the heavy one,
though it was not particularly bright neither,—who diflered in
this respect from all the others. Though he was my junior by
about a twelvemonth, and shorter by about half a head, he
was a diligent boy in even the Grammar School, in which boys
were so rarely diligent, and, for his years, a thoroughly sen-
sible one, without a grain of the dreamer in his composition.
I suceeeded, however, notwithstanding his sobriety, in infect-
ing him thoroughly with my peculiar tastes, and learned to
love him very much, partly because he doubled my amuse-
ments by sharing in them, and partly, I dare say,—on the prin-
ciple on which Mahomet preferred his old wife to his young
one,—because ¢ he believed in me.” Devoted to him as Ca-
libar. in the Zempest to his friend Trinculo,—

“I showed him the best springs, I plucked him berries,
And I with my long nails did dig him pig-nuts.”

His curiosity on this occasion was largely excited by my de
scription of the Doocot Cave ; and, setting out one morning
to explore its wonders, armed with John Feddes’s hammer, in
the benefits of which my friend was permitted liberally to
share, we failed, for that day atleast, in finding our way back.

It was on a pleasant spring morning that, with my little
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obtain among men, — that there ave minds who could not
join in the concert of to-night, — who could sce neither
beauty nor grandeur amid these wild clifls and caverns, or
in that glovious expanse of sea and sky ; and that, on the
other hand, there are minds so finely modulated — minds
that sweep so broadly across the seale of nature — that,
there is no object, however minute, no breath of feeling,
however faint, that does not awaken their sweet vibrations:
the snow-flake falling in the stream, the daisy of the field,
the conies of the rock, the hyssop of the wall. Now, the
vast and various frame of nature is adapted, not to the
lesser, but to the larger mind. It spreads on and around
us in all its rich and magnificent variety, and finds the
full portraiture of its Proteus-like beauty in the mirror of
genius alone, Evident, however, as this m:iy' secem, we
find a sort of levelling principle in the inferior order of
minds, and which, in fact, constitutes one of their grand
characteristics, —a principle that would fain abridge the
scale to their own narrow capabilities, that would cut
down the vastness of nature to suit the littlencss of their
own conceptions and desires, and convert it into one tame,
uniform smediocre good, which would be good but to them-
sclves alone, and ultimately not even that.”

“I think I can now understand you,” I said. “You de-
seribe a sort of swinish wisdom, that would convert the
world- into one vast stye. TFor my own part, I have trav-
clled far enough to know the value of a blue hill, and
would not willingly lose so much as one of these landmarks
of our mother land, by which kindly hearts in distant
countries love to remember it.”

“I dare say we are getting fanciful,” rcjoined my com-
panion; “but certainly, in man’s schemes of improvement,
both physical and moral, there is commonly a littleness
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the pa]c-yellow honeysuckle, that we had never scen hefore,

save in gardens and shrubberies ; and on a dccp] y shaded s]ope
that leanced against one of the steoper precipices, we detected
the sweet-scented woodrufl' of the flower-plot and parterre,
with its pretty verticillate leaves, that hecone the more odor-
iferous the more they are crushed, and its white delicate flow-
ers. There, too, immediately in the opening of the deeper
cave, where a small stream came pattering in detached drops
from the over-beetling precipice above, like the first drops of
a heavy thunder-shower, we found the hot, bitter scurvy grass,
with its minute Cl‘llOlfOl‘ln flowers, whlch the great Captain
Cook had used in his voyages ; above all, #ere were the caves
with their pigeons,—white, varicgated, and blue,—and their
mysterious and gloomy depths, in which plants hardened into
stone, and water became marble. In a short time we had brolk-
en ofl’ with our hammer whole pocketfuls of stalactites and
petrified moss. There were little pools at the side of the cave,
where we could see the work of congelation going on, as at the
commencement of an October frost, when the cold north wind
ruflles, and but barely ruflles, the surface of some mountain
lochan or sluggish moorland stream, and shows the newly-
formed necedles of ice projecting mole-like from the shores into
the water. So rapid was the course of deposition, that there
were cases in which the sides of the hollows scemed growing
almost in proportion as the water rose in them; the springs,
lipping over, deposited their minute erystals on the cdges ; and
the reservoirs decpened and became more capacious as their
mounds were built up by this curious masonry. The long
telescopic prospect of the sparkling sea, as viewed from the
inner extremity of the cavern, while all around was dark as
midnight,—the sudden gleam of the sca-gull, scen for a mo-
ment from the recess, as it flitted past in the sunshine,—the
black heaving bulk of the grampus, as it threw up its slender
jets of spray,and then, turning downwards, displayed its glossy
back and vast angular fin—cven the pigeons, as they shot
whizzing by, one moment scarce visible in the gloom, the next
radiang in the light,—all acquired a new interest, from the pe-
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shadows creep on from the sea, film after film ; and now
~ they have reached the ivy that mantles round the castle
of the Bruce., Are you acquainted with Barbour 2

“Well,” I said;—“a spirited, fine old fellow, who
loved his country, and did much for it. I could once
repeat all his chosen passages. Do you remember how
he describes King Robert’s rencounter with the English
knight ?*

My companion sat up erect, and, clenching his fist,
began repeating the passage, with a power and animation
that seemed to double its inherent energy and force.

“ Glorious old Barbour!” ejaculated he, when he had
finished the description ; “many a heart has beat all the
higher, when the bale-fires were blazing, through the tu-
torage of thy noble verses! Blind Harry, too, — what has
not his country owed to him!?”

“Ah, they have long since been banished from our pop-
ular literature,” I said; “and yet Blind Henry’s ¢ Wallace,?
as Hailes tells us, was at one time the very Bible of the
Scotch. But love of country scems to be old-fashioned
among us; and we have become philosophic enough to set
up for citizens of the world.”

“All cold pretense,” rcjoined my companion, — “ an
eficet of that small wisdom we have just been decrying.
Cosmopolitism, as we are accustomed to define it, can be
no virtue of the present age, nor yet of the next, nor per-
haps for centuries to come. Even when it shall have at-
tained to its best, and when it may be most safely indulged
in, it is according to the nature of man that, instead of
running counter to the love of country, it should exist as
but a wider diffusion of the feeling, and form, as it were, 2
wider circle round it. It is absurdity itsclf to oppose the
love of our country to that of our race.”
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give up in despair.  “ Wouldn’t care for mysclf,” said the
poor little fellow, my companion, bursting into tears, “if it
were not for my mother; but what will my mother say %?
“Wouldn’t care neither,” said I, with a heavy heart; “hut
it’s just back water, and we’ll get out at twall.” We retreated
together into one of the shallower and drier caves, and, clear-
ing a little spot of its rough stones, and then groping along the
rocks for the dry grass that in the spring scason hangs from
them in withered tufts, we formed for oursclves a most uncoms-
fortable bed, and lay down in one another’s arms. Ifor the
last few hours mountainous piles of clouds had been rising
dark and stormy in the sca-mouth: they had flared porten-
tously in the sctting sun, and had worn, with the decline of
cvening, almost every meteoric tint of anger, from fiery red to
a sombre thundrous hrown, and from sombre brown to doleful
black. And we could now at least hear what they portended,
though we could no longer sce. The rising wind began to
howl mournfully amid the cliffs, and the sea, hitherto so si-
lent, to beat heavily against the shore, and to boom, like dis-
tress-guns, from the recesses of the two deep-sea caves. We
could hear, too, the beating rain, now heavier, now lighter, as
the gusts swelled or sank ; and the intermittent patter of the
streamlet over the deeper cave, now driving against the preci-
pices, now descending heavily on the stones.

My companion had only the real evils of the case to deal
with, and so, the hardness of our bed and the coldness of the
night considered, he slept tolerably well ; but I was unlucky
cnough to have evils greatly worse than the real ones to annoy
me. The corpse of a drowned seaman had been found on the
beach about a month previous, some forty yards from where
we lay.  The hands and feet, miscrably contracted, and corru-
gated inte deep folds at every joint, yet swollen to twice their
proper size, had been bleached as white as picces of alumed
sheep-skin; and where the head should have been, there ex-
isted orly a sad mass of rubbish. I had examined the body,
as young people are apt to do, a great deal too curiously for
my peace; and, though I had never done the poor namcless
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« And I,” said the young man, rising and cordially
grasping the proffered hand, “am a native of Ayr. My
name is Robert Burns.”

CHAPTER 1II.

If friendless, low, we meet together,
Then, Sir, your hand, — my friend and brother.
DeEpICATION TO G. TIAMILTON.

A ricnT breeze had risen as the sun sank, and our lug-
ger, with all her sails set, came sweeping along the shore.
.She had nearly gained the little bay in front of the cave,
and the countrymen from above, to the number of perhaps
twenty, had descended to the beach, when, all of a sudden,
after a shrill whistle, and a brief half-minute of commotion
among the crew, she wore round and stood out to sea. I
turned to the south, and saw a square-rigged vessel shoot-
ing out from behind one of the rocky headlands, and then
bearing down in a long tack on the smuggler. ¢“The
sharks are upon us,” said one of the countrymen, whose
eyes had turned in the same direction; “we shall have no
sport to-night.” e stood lining the beach in anxious
curiosity. The breeze freshened as the evening fell; and
the lugger, as she lessened to our sight, went leaning
against the foam in a long bright furrow, that, catching
the last light of evening, shone like the milky-way amid
the blue. Occasionally we could see the flash and hear
the booming of a gun from the other vessel; but: the
night fell thick and dark ; the waves, too, began to lash
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ot all sure that, it would have been safe to attend to the mid-
nieht voice from amid the rocks, even had they the means of
communication with the shore. 'We waited on and on, how-
ever, now shouting by turns, and now shouting together 5 hut
there was no sccond reply ; and at length, losing hope, we
groped our way back to our comfortless bed, just as the tide
had again turned on the beach, and the waves began to roll
upwards higher and higher at every dash.

As the moon rose and brightened, the dead scaman became
Jess troublesome ; and I had succeeded in dropping as soundly
asleep as my companion, when we were both aroused by a loud
shout, We started up, and again crept downwards among
the crags to the shore; and as we reached the sea, the shout
was repeated. It was that of at least a dozen harsh voices
united. There was a bricf pause, followed by another shout
and then two boats, strongly manned, shot round the western
promontory, and the men, resting on their oars, turned towards
the rock, and shouted yet again. The whole town had becn
alarmed by the intelligence that two little boys had straggled
away in the morning to the rocks of the southern Sutor, and
had not found theif way back. The precipices had been a
seene of frightful accidents from time immemorial, and it was
at once inferred that one other sad accident had becn added to
the number. True, there were cases remembered of people
having been tide-bound in the Doocot Caves, and not much
the worse in consequence; but as the caves were inaccessible
during neaps, we could not, it was said, possibly be in them;
and the sole remaining ground of hope was, that, as had hap-
pened once before, only one of the two had been killed, and
that the survivor was lingering among the rocks, afraid to come
home. And in this belief, when the moon rose and the surf
fell, the two boats had been fitted out. It waslate in the morn-
ing cre we reached Cromarty, but a crowd on the beach await
ed our arrival ; and there were anxious-looking lights glancing
in the windows, thick and manifold ; nay, such was the inter-
est elicited, that some enormously bad verse, in which the
writer described the incident a few days after, became popular
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composition, and with the mother as strong in her heart
as ever, though she lost the last of her children more than
twenty years ago.”

We found the good woman sitting beside a small but
very cheerful fire. The hearth was newly swept, and the
floor newly sanded ; and, directly fronting her, there was
an empty chair, which seemed to have been drawn to its
place in the expectation-of some one to fill it.

“You are going to lcave me, Robert, my bairn,” said
the woman, “an’ I kenna how I sall ever get on without
you. I have almost forgotten, sin’ you came to live with
me that I have neither children nor husband.” On
sceing me she stopped short.

“ An acquaintance,” said my companion, ¢ whom I
have made bold to bring with me for the night; but you
must not put yourself to any trouble, mother; he is, I
dare say, as much accustomed to plain fare as myself.
Only, however, we must get an additional pint of gl
from the cluchan ; you know this is my last evening with
you, and was to be a merry onc, at any rate.” The
woman looked me full in the face.

“ Matthew Lindsay!” she exclaimed, “can you have
forgotten your poor old aunt Margaret!” I grasped her
hand. '

‘“Dearest aunt, this is surcly most unexpected! Ilow
could I have so much as drcamed you were within a
hundred miles of me ?”  DMutual congratulation ensued.

“This,” she said, turning to my companion, “is the
nephew I have so often told you about, and so often
wished to bring you acquainted with. e is, like yourself,
a great reader and a great thinker, and there is no neced
that. your proud, kindly heart should be jealous of hinu;
for he has been ever quite as poor, and maybe the poorer
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CHAPTER V.

“The wise
S).ook their white aged heads o’er me, and sa.d,
Of such materials wreiched men were made.”
ByRroON.

TrE report went abroad about this time, not without some
foundation, that Miss Bond purposed patronizing me. The
copy of my verses which had fallen into her hands—a genuine
holograph—hore atop a magnificent view of the Doocot, in
which horrid erags of burnt umber were perforated by yawn-
ing caverns of Indian-ink, and crested by a dense pine forest
of sap-green ; while vast waves, blue on the one side and green
on the other, and bearing blotches of white lead atop, rolled
frightfully benecath., And Miss Bond had concluded, it was
said, that such a genius as that evinced by the sketch and the
“poem ” for those sister arts of painting and poesy in which
she herself excelled, should not be left to waste itself uncared
for in the desert wilderness. She had published, shortly be-
fore, a work, in two slim volumes, entitled, “ Letters of a Vil
lage Governess,”—a curious kind of medley, little amenable to
the ordinary rules,but a genial book, notwithstanding, with
nore heart than head about it ; and not a few of the incidents
which it related had the merit of being true. It was an un-
lucky merit for poor Miss Bond. She dated her book from
Fortrose, where she taught what was designated in the Al-
manac as the boarding-schoel of the place, but which, accord-
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The conversation passed to other matters; and in about

half an hour my new friend entered the room, when we
- sat down to a homely but cheerful repast.

“I have been engaged in argument for the last twenty
minutes with our parish schoolmaster,” he said,—«g
shrewd, sensible man, and a prime scholar, but one of the
most determined Calvinists I ever knew. Now, there is
something, Mr. Lindsay, in abstract Calvinism that dis-
satisfies and distresses me; and yet, I must confess, there
is so much of good in the working of the system, that I
would ill like to see it sipplanted by any other. I am
convinced, for instance, there is nothing so cfficient in
teaching the bulk of a pcople to think as a Calvinistic
church.”

«“ Ah, Robert,” said my aunt, “it does meikle mair nor
that. Look round you, my bairn, an’ see if there be a
kirk in which puir sinful creatures'have mair comfort in
their sufferings, or mair hope in their deaths.”

“ Dear mother,” said my companion, “I like well
enough to dispute with the schoolmaster, but I must have
no dispute with you. I know the heart is everything in
these matters, and yours is much wiser than mine.”

“ There is something in abstract Calvinism,” he con-
tinued, “that distresses me. In almost all our researches,
we arrive at an ultimate barrier which interposes its wall
of darkness between us aud the last grand truth in the
series, which we had trusted was to prove a master-key to
the whole. We dwell in a sort of Goshen : there is light
in our immediate necighborhood, and a more than Egyp-
tian darkness all around ; and as every IIcbrew must save
known that the hedfrc of cloud which he saw resting on
the landscape was a boundary, not to things themselves,
but merely to his view of things,—for beyond there
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enthusiasm, and written to him; and, when jr. the cold par-
oxysm, and inclined to think she had done something foolish,
had reccived from Sir Walter, then Mr. Scott, a character-
istically warm-hearted reply. She experienced much kind-
ness as his hands ever after; and when she herself hecame an
author, she dedicated her book to him. Ile now and then
procured boarders for her ; and when, after leaving Cromarty
for Edinburgh, she opened a school in the latter place, and got
on with but indifferent suceess, Sir Walter—though struggling
with his own difliculties at the time—sent her an enclosure of
ten pounds, to scare, as he said in his note, ¢ the wolf from
the door.” Dut Miss ‘Bond, like the original of his own
Jeanie Decans, was a “proud bodic;” and the ten pounds
were returned, with an intimation to the effect that the wolf
had not yet come to the door. Poor lady! I suspect he came
to the door at last. Like many other writers of books, her
voyage through life skirted, for the greater part of the way,
the bleak lee shore of nccessity; and it cost her not a little
skilful steering at times to give the strand a respectable offing.
And in her solitary old age, she scemed to have got fairly
aground. There was an attempt made by some of her former
pupils to raise money enough to purchase for her a small annu-
ity 5 but when the design was in progress, I heard of her death.
She illustrated in her life the remark recorded by herself in her
“ Letters,” as made by an humble friend :—*“It’s no an easy
thing, Mem, for a woman to go through the world without a
head,” 1. e., single and unprotected.

I'rom some unexplained cause, Miss Bond’s patronage never
reached me. I am sure the good lady intended giving me
lessons in both drawing and composition ; for she had said it,
and her heart was a kind one ; but then her time was too much
oceupied to admit of her devoting an oceasional hour to myself
alone ; and as for introducing me to her young-lady classes, in
my rough garments, cver greatly improved the wrong way by
my explorations in the ebb and the peat-moss, and frayced, at
times, beyond even my mother’s ability of repair, by warping
to the tops of great trees, and by my feats as a cragsman,—
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circumstances are but combinations of cfieets, over the
causes of which we have no control. We did not choose
a country for oursclves, nor yet a condition in life; nor
did we determine our modicum of intellect, or our amount
of passion; we did not impart its gravity to the weightier
part of our mnature, or give expansion to the lighter;
nor arc our instinets of our own planting. Iow, then,
being thus as much the creatures of neccessity as the
denizens of the wild and forest,— as thoroughly under
the agency of fixed, unalterable causes as the dead
matter around us;— why are we yet the subjects of a
retributive system, and accountable for all our actions ?”

“You quarrel with Calvinism,” I said; “and seem one
of the most thoronghgoing necessitarians I ever knew.”

“ Not so,” he replied. “Though my judgment cannot
disprove these conclusions, my heart cannot acquiesce in
them ; though I see that I am as certainly the subject of
laws that exist and operate independent of my will as the
dead matter around me, I feel, with a certainty quite as
great, that I am a free, accountable creature. It is accord-
ing to the scope of my entire reason that I should deem
myself bound ; it is according to the constitution of my
whole naturc that I should feel myself firce. And in this
consists the great, the fearful problem, —a problem which
both reason and revelation propound; but the truths which
can alone solve it seem to lie beyond the horizon of dark-
ness, and we vex ourselves in vain. "Tis a sort of moral
asymptote; hut its lines, instead of approaching through all
space without meeting, scem receding through all space
and yet meet.”

“Robert, my bairn,” said my aunt, “I fear you are
wasting your strength on these mysterics, to your ain
Gurt. Did ye no sce, in the last storm, when ye staid
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and bastions, and long lines of rampart ; and there was one of
the commonest of the Littorinidee,—ZLittoring littoralis, that in
one of its varictics is of o rich yellow color, and in another of
a bluish-green tint,—which supplied me with soldicrs enough
to exccute all the evolutions figured and described in the
“ Medley.” The warmly-hued yellow shells represented Brit-
ons in their scarlet,—the more dingy ones, the IFrench in their
uniforms of dirty blue ; well-sclected specimens of Purpurs
lapillus, just tipped on their backs with a speck of paint, blue
or red, from my box, made capital dragoons; while a few
dozens of the slender pyramidal shells of Zwrritella communis
formed complete parks of artillery. With such unlimited
stores of the materiel of war at my command, I was enabled,
more fortunate than Unecle Toby of old, to fight battles and
conduct retreats, assault and defend, build up fortifications and
then batter them down again, at no expensc at all ; and the
only drawback on such a vast amount of advantage that I
could at first perecive, consisted in the circumstance, that the
shore was exceedingly open to observation, and that my new
amusements, when surveyed at a little distance, did greatly
resemble those of the very young children of the place, who
used to repair to the same arenaceous banks and shingle-beds,
to bake dirt-pies in the sand, or range lines of shells on little
shelves of stone, imitative of the crockery cupboard at home.
Not only my school-fellows, but also some of their parents,
evidently arrived at the conclusion that the two sets of amuse-
ments—mine and those of the little children—were identical ;
for the clder folk said, that “in their time, poor Francie had
been just such another boy, and every one saw what he had
come to;” while the younger, more encrgetic in their mani-
festations, and more intolerant of folly, have even paused in
their games of marbles, or cecased spinning their tops, to hoo*
at me from a safe distance. But the campaign went on ; and
I solaced myself by reflecting, that neither the big folk nor the
little follk could bring a battalion of troops across a bridge
of boats in the face of an enemy, or knew that a regular for-
tification. could be ennstructed on only a regular polygon.




http://www.geology.19thcenturyscience.org/books/1858-Miller-Schools/README.htm
86 TALES AND SKETCHES.

CHAPTER III.

Ayr, eurgling, kissed his pebbled shore,

O’crhung with wild woods thick’ning green ;
The fragrant birch and hawthorp hoar

Twined, amorous, round the'raptured scene;
The flowers sprang wanton to be prest,

The birds sang love on every spray,
Till too, too soon, the glowing west

Proclaimed the speed of wingéd day.

To Mazry 1N HEAVEN.

Wz were early on the road together. The day, though
somewhat gloomy, was mild and pleasant; and we walked
slowly onward, ncither of us in the least disposed to
hasten our parting by hastening our journey. We had
discussed fifty different topics, and were prepared to enter
on fifty more, when we reached the ancient burgh of Ay,
where ou'r roads separated.

«I have taken an immense liking to you, Mr. Lindsay,”
said 'my companion, as he seated himself on the parapet
of the old bridg(;, “and have just bethought me of a
scheme through which I may enjoy your company for at
least one night more. The Ayr is a lovely river, and you
tell me you have never explored it. 'We shall explore it
together this evening for about ten miles, when we shall
find ourselves at the farm-house of Lochlea. You may
depend on a hearty welcome from my father, whom, by
the way, I wish much to introduce to you, as a man worth
your knowing ; and as I have set my heart on the scheme,
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tirication, I gave up gencralship and hastion-huilding for the
time ; though, alas, my next amuscment must have worn in
the cyes of my youthful compeers as suspicious an aspcct as
cither. -

My friend of the cave had lent me what I had never seen
hefore,—a fine quarto edition of Anson’s Voyages, containing
the original prints (my father’s copy had only the maps);
among the others, Mr. Brett’s elaborate delingation of that
strangest of vessels, a proa of the Ladrone Islands, Iwasmuch
struck by the singularity of the construction of a bark that,
while its head and stern were exactly alike, had sides that to-
tally differed from each other, and that, with the wind upon
the beam, outsailed, it was said, all other vesscls in the world ;
and having the command of the little shop in which my Uncle
Sandy made occasional carts and wheelbarrows when unem-
ployed abroad, I sct myself to construct a miniature proa, on
the model given in the print, and succeeded in fabricating a
very extraordinary proa indeed. While its lec side was per-
pendicular as a wall, its windward onc, to which there was an
outrigger attached, resembled that of a flat-bottomed boat ;

“head and stern were exactly alike, so as to fit cach for per-
forming in turn the part of cither; a movable yard, which
supported the sail, had to be shifted towards the end convert-
ed into the stern for the time, at each tack ; while the sail it-
sclf—a most uncouth-looking thing—formed a scalene trian-
gle. Such was the vessel—some eighteen inches long or so
—with which I startled from their propricty the mimic navi-
gators of a horse-pond in the neighborhood,—all very master-
ly critics in all sorts of barks and barges known on the Scot-
tish coast. According to Campbell,

¢ Twas a thing beyond
Description wretched 3 such a wherry,
Perhapg, near ventured on a pond,
Or crossed a ferry.”

And well did my fellows appreciate its extreme ludicrousness.
It was certainly rash to “ venture” it on this especial “ pond ;”
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o’ yer wing.,” He turned round to me, and I could sce
that his eyes were swimming in moisture.

“Can he be other,” he said, ¢ than a good and benevo-
lent God who gives us moments like these to enjoy ? O,
my friend ! without these sabbaths of the soul, that come
to refresh and invigorate it, it would dry up within us!
IHow exquisite,” he continued, “ how entire, the sympathy
which exists between all that is good and fair in external
nature and all of good and fair that dwells in our own!
And oh, how the heart expands and lightens! The
world is as a grave to it, a closely-covered grave; and
it shrinks and deadens and contracts all its holier and
more joyous feelings under the cold, earth-like pressure.
But amid the grand and lovely of nature, — amid these
forms and colors of richest beauty, — there is a disin-
terment, a resurrection, of sentiment; the pressure of our
earthly part seems removed; and those senses of the
mind, if I may so speak, which serve to connect our spirits
with the invisible world around us, recover their proper
tone, and perform their proper office.”

“Secnses of the mind!” I said, repeating the phrase;
“the idea is new to me; but I think I can catch your
meaning.” _

“Yes; there are, there must be such,” he continued,
with growing enthusiasm. ¢ BIan is essentially a reli-
gious creature, a looker beyond the grave, from the very
constitution of his mind ; and the sceptic who denies it is
untrue not merely to the Being who has made and who
preserves him, but to the entire scope and bent. of his
own nature besides. Wherever man is,— whether he be
a wanderer of the wild forest or still wilder desert,— a
dweller in some lone isle of the sea, or the tutored and
full-minded denizen of some blessed land like our own ; —
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door, and, while the inmates of the houschold, startled by the
shock and the noisc. came rushing up stairs, sturdily refused
to let any of them in. Volumes of gunpowder reck issued
from every crack and cranny, and his mother and sisters were
prodigiously alarmed. At length, however, he capitulated,—
terms unknown ; and I next morning heard with horror and
dismay of the accident. It had been matter of agrecement be-
tween us on the previous day, mainly in order to sercen the
finc fellow of a ship-boy, that I should be regarded as th

owner of the powder; but here was a consequence on which
I had not calculated ; and the strong desire to sce my poor
friend was dashed by the dread of being held responsible by
his parents and sisters for the accident. And so, more than a
week elapsed ere I could muster up courage enough to visit
him. Iwas coldly received by his mother, and, what vexed
me to the heart, coldly received by himself; and suspeecting
that he had been making an ungencrous use of our late treaty,
I took leave in high dudgeon, and camc away. My suspi-
cions, however, wronged him ; he had stoutly denied, as I aft
terwards learned, that I had any share in the powder; but his
fricnds deeming the opportunity a good one for breaking with
me, had compelled him, very unwillingly, and after much re-
sistance, to give me up. And from this period more than
two years elapsed, though our hearts beat quick and high
every time we accidentally met, ere we cxchanged a single
word. On one occasion, however, shortly after the accident,
we did exchange letters. Iwrote to him from the school-form,
when, of course, I ought to have been engaged with my
tasks, a stately epistle, in the style of the Dillets in the
“ Female Quixcte,” which began, I remember, as follows :—
“I once thought I had a friend whom I could rely upon; but
cxpericnce tells me he was only nominal. Ior, had he been a
real friend, no accident could have interfered with, or arbi-
trary command annihilated his affection,” &ec., &e. As I was-
rather an indifferent seribe at the time, one of the lads known
as the “ copperplate writers” of the class, made for me a fair
copy of my lucubration, full of all manner of elegant dashes,
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The prophet went forth commissioned by heaven to
anoint a king over Isracl; and the choice fell on a
shepherd-boy, who was tending his father’s flocks in the
field.

We had reached a lovely bend of the stream. There
was a semicircular inflection in the steep bank, which
waved over us, from base to summit, with hawthorn and
hazel ; and while one half looked blue and dark in the
shade, the other was lighted up with gorgeous and fiery
splendor by the sun, now fast sinking in the west. The
effect seemed mag:ical. A little glassy platform, that
stretched between the hanging wood and the stream, was
whitened over with clothes, that looked like snow-wreaths
in the hollow; and a young and beautiful girl watched
beside them.

“Mary Campbell!” exclaimed my companion; and in
a moment he was at her side, and had grasped both
her hands in his. “How fortunate, how very fortunate
I am!” he said; “I could not have so much as hoped to
have seen you to-night, and yet here you are! This, M.
Lindsay, is a loved friend of mine, whom I have known
and valued for years, — ever, indeed, since we herded our
sheep together under the cover of one plaid. Dearest
Mary, I have bad sad forebodings regarding you for the
whole last month I was in Kirkoswald; and yet, after all
my foolish fears, here you are, ruddier and bonnier than
ever.”

She was, in truth, a beautiful, sylph-like young woman,
—one whom I would have looked at with complacency
in any circumstances ; for who that admires the fair and
lovely in nature, whether it be the wide-spread beauty
of sky and carth, or beauty in its minuter modifications,
as we see in the flowers that spring up at our feet, or the
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the true ITighlands, which I had never hefore scen, save on
the distant horizon; and, to a boy who had to walk all the
way, even thirty miles, in an age when railways were not, and
ere even mail gigs had penetrated so far, represented a jour-
ney of no inconsiderable distance. My mother, though rather
a dclicate-looking woman, walked remarkable well ; and carly
on the evening of the second day, we reached together my
aunt’s cottage, in the ancient Barony of Gruids. It was a
low, long, dingy edifice of turf, four or five rooms in length,
but only one in height, that, lying along a gentle acclivity,
somewhat resembled at a distance a huge black snail creeping
up the bill. As the lower apartment was occupied by my
uncle’s half-dozen milk-cows, the declination of the floor, con-
sequent on the nature of the site, proved of signal importance,
from the frec drainage which it secured; the second apart-
ment, reckoning upwards, which was of considerable size,
formed the sitting-room of the family, and had, in the old
Highland style, its fire full in the middle of the floor, withoust
back or sides; so that, like a bonfire kindled in the open air,
all the inmates could sit around it in a wide ecircle,—the wo-
men invariably ranged on the one side, and the men on the
other ; the apartment beyond was partitioned into small and
very dark bed rooms : while, further on still, there was a closet
with a little window in it, which was assigned to my mother
and me; and beyond all lay what was emphatically ¢ the
room,” as it was built of stone, and had both window and
chimney, with chairs, and table, and chest of drawers, a large
box-bed, and a small but wellfilled bookease. And “the
room” was, of course, for the time, my cousin the merchant’s
apartment, his dormitory at night, and the hospitable refec.
tory in which he entertained his friends by day.

My aunt’s family was one of solid worth. Ievr hushand,—
a compactly-built, stout-limbed, clderly Ilighlander, rather be-
low the middle size, of grave and somewhat melancholy aspect,
but in reality of a temperament rather cheerful than otherwise,
—had been somewhat wild in his young days. IIe had been
a good shot and a skilful angler, and had danced at bridals,
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to overlook the windings of the stream. Do permit me to
leave you for a short half-hour, when I shall return; or,
lest I weary you by my stay, *twere better, perhaps, you
should join me there.” My companion greeted the pro-
posal with a good-humored smile of intelligence; and,
plunging into the wood, I left him with his Mary. The
sun had just set as he joined me.

¢« Have you ever been in love, Mr. Lindsay ?” he said.

“No, never seriously,” I replied. “I am perhaps not
naturally of the coolest temperament imaginable, but the
same fortune that has improved my mind in some little
degree, and given me high notions of the sex, has hitherto
thrown me among only its less superior specimens. I am
now in my cight-and-twentieth year, and I have not yet
met with a woman whom I could love.”

“Then you are yet a stranger,” he rejoined, “to the
greatest happiness of which our nature is capable. I have
enjoyed more heartfelt pleasure in the company of the
young woman I bave just left, than from every other
source that has been opened to me from my childhood till
now. Love, my friend, is the fulfilling of the whole
law.”

“Mary Campbell, did you not call her?” I said. “She
is, I think, the loveliest creature I have ever seen; and I
am much mistaken in the expression of her beauty if her
mind be not as lovely as her person.”

“It is, it is!” he exclaimed,—“the intelligence of an
angel, with the simplicity of a child. Ob, the delight of
being thoroughly trusted, thorou;g'hly beloved, by one of
the loveliest, best, purest-minded of all God’s good crea-
tures! to feel that heart beating against my own, and to
know that, it beats for me only! Never have I passed an
evening with my Mary without returning to the world a
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who had wrought for a few vears at his trade in the south of
Scotland, wag a great reader, wrote very tolerable prose, and
verse which, :f not poetry, to which he made no pretensions,
was at least quaintly-turned rhyme. Ile had,besides, a com-
petent knowledge of geometry, and was skilled in architee-
tural drawing ; and—strange accomplishment for a Cclt—he
.was an adept in the noble science of self-defence. But George
acver sought out quarrels; and such was his amount of bone
and muscle, and such the expression of manly resolution
stamped on his countenance, that they never came in his way
unsought.

At the closc of the day, when the members of the house-
hold had assembled in a wide circle round the fire, my uncle
“took the Book,” and I witnessed, for the first time, family
worship conducted in Gaelic. There was, I found, an interest-
ing peculiarity in one portion of the services which he con-

" ducted. He was, as I have said, an elderly man, and had
worshipped in his family ere Dr. Stewart’s Gaelic Translation
of the Scriptures had been introduced into the country; and
as he possessed in those days only the English Bible, while
his domestics understood only Gaelic, he had to acquire the
art, not uncommon in Sutherland at the time, of translating the
English chapter for them, as he read, into their native tongue ;
and this he had learned to do with such ready fluency, that no
onc could have guessed it to be other than a Gaclic work from
which he was rcading. Nor had the introduction of Dr.
Stewart’s Translation rendered the practice obsolete in his
houschold. Mis Gaelic was Sutherlandshire Gaelic, whereas
that of Dr. Stewart was Argyleshire Gaelic. Ilis family un-
derstood his rendering better, in consequence, than that of the
Doctor; and -so he continued to translate from his’ English
Bible ad aperturam libri, many years after the Gaclic edition
1ad been spread over the country. The concluding evening
prayer was one of great solemnity and unction. I was un
acquainted with the language in which it was couched ; but
it was impossible to avoid being struck, notwithstanding, with
its wrestling earnestness and fervor. The man who poured
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nursing puppies, or making pin-cushions for posterity.,
But how much more pitiful ave the effects when they meet
amiss ; when the humanizing friend and companion of
the man is converted into the light, degraded toy of an
idle hour, the object of a sordid appetite that lives but
for a moment, and then expires in loathing and disgust!
The better feelings are iced over at their source, chilled
by the freezing and deadening contact, where there is noth-
ing to inspire confidence or solicit estcem ; and if these
pass not through the first, the inner circle, that circle
within which the social affections are formed, and fiom
whence they emanate,—how can they possibly flow through
the circles which lie beyond 2 But here, Mr. Lindsay, is the
farm of Lochlea; and yonder brown cottage, beside the
three elms, is the dwelling of my parents.”

CHAPTERL IV.

From scenes like these old Scotia’s grandcur springs,
~ That makes her loved at home, revered abroad.
CoTTER’s SATURDAY NIGHT.

Trere was a wide and cheerful circle this evening
round the hospitable hearth of Lochlea. The father of
my friend — a patriarchal-looking old man, with a counte-
nance the most expressive I have almost ever seen —sat
beside the wall, on a large oaken settle, which also
served to accommodate a young man, an occasional visitor
of the family, dressed in rather shabby black, whom I at
once set down as a probationer of divinity. I had my
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arass and lichen, curious to explore a locality so new to me,
The tract, though a primary one, forms one of the tamer gneiss
districts of Scotland ; and I found the nearer hills compara-
tively low and confluent, and the broad valley in which lay
my uncle’s cottage, flat, open, and unpromising. Still there
were a few points to engage me; and the more I attracted
mysclf to them, the more did their interest grow. The western
slopes of the valley are mottled by grassy tomhans,—the mo-
raines of some ancient glacier, around and over which there
rose, at this period, a low widely-spreading wood of birch,
hazel, and mountain ash,—of hazel, with its nuts fast filling
at the time, and of mountain ash, with its berries glowing
bright in orange and scarlet. In looking adown the hollow, a
aroup of the green tomhans might be seen relieved against the
blue hills of Ross ; in looking upwards, a solitary birch-cover-
ed hillock of a similar origin, but larger proportions, stood
strongly out against the calm waters of Loch Shin and the pur-
ple peaks of the distant Ben-Iope. In the bottom of the valley,
close beside my uncle’s cottage, I marked several low swellings
of the rock bencath, rising above the general level 5 and, ranged
along these, there were groupes of what seemed to be huge
poulder stones, save that they were less rounded and water-
worn than ordinary boulders, and were, what groupes of boul-
ders rarely are, all of one quality. And on examination I as-
certained that some of their number, which stood up like
broken obelisks, tall, and comparatively narrow of base, and
all hoary with moss and lichen, were actually still connected
with the mass of rock below. They were the wasted upper
portions of vast dikes and veins of a gray, large-grained sienite,
that traverse the fundamental gneiss of the valley, and which
I found veined, in turn, by threads and seams of a white
quartz, abounding in drusy cavitics, thickly lined along their
sides with sprig erystals. Never had I seen such lovely crys-
tals on the shores of Cromarty,-or anywhere else. They were
clear and transparent as the purcst spring water, furnished
each with six sides, and sharpened atop into six facets. Bor-
rowing one of Cousin George’s hammers, I soon filled a little
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amoﬁg them, asked the father, in the course of the con.
versation to which I was privy, how he meant to dispose
of his sons; when the father replied that he had not yet
determined. The visitor said that, were he in his place,
seeing they were all well-edueated young men, he would
send them abroad; to which the father objected the indu-
bitable fact that many young men lost their health in
forcign countries, and very many their lives. ¢True, did
the visitor rejoin j ¢but, as you have a number of sons, it
will be strange if some one of them does not live and
make a fortune? Now, Mr. Burns, what will you, who
know the feelings of paternity, and the incalculable, and
assuredly I may say invaluable value of human souls,
think when I add, that the father commended the hint, as
showing the wisdom of a shrewd man of the world ! ”
“Even the chief priests,” said the old man, pro-
nounced it unlawful to cast into the treasury the thirty
picces of silver, seeing it was the price of blood ; but the
gentility of the present day is less secrupulous. There’is a
laxity of principle among us, Mr. Murdoch, that, if God re-
store us not, must end in the ruin of our country. I say
laxity of principle; for there have ever been evil manners
among us, and waifs in no inconsiderable number broken
loose from the decencies of society, — more, perkaps, in
my carly days than there are now. But our principles,
at least, were sound ; and not only was there thus a
restorative and conservative spirit among us, but, what
was of not less importance, there was a broad gulf, like
that in the parable, between the two grand classes, the
good and the evil,—a gulf which, when it sccured the
better class from contamination, interposed no barrier to
the reformation and return of even the most vile and
profligate, if repentant. But this gulf has disappeared,
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marbles of Assynt,—of the pectrifactions of Ilelmsdale and
Brora,—of shells and plants embedded in solid rocks, and of
forest trees converted into stone ; and my ears drank in knowl-
edge cagerly, as those of the Queen of Sheba of old when she
listened to Solomon. But all too soon did the conversation
change. My cousin was mighty in Gaelic etymology, and so
was the mincralogist ; and while my cousin held that the name
of the Barony of Gruids was derived from the great hollow
tree, the mineralogist was quite as certain that it was derived
from its sienite, or, as he termed it, its granite, which re-
sembled, he remarked, from the whiteness of its feldspar, a
picce of curd.  Giruids, said the one, means the place of the
great tree; Gruids, said the other, means the place of the cur-
dled stone. I do not remember how they settled the contro-
versy ; but it terminated, by an easy transition, in a discussion
respecting the authenticity of Ossian,—a subject on which they
were both perfectly agreed. There could exist no manner of
doubt regarding the fact that the poems given to the world by
Macpherson had been sung in the Ilighlands by Ossian, the
son of IFingal, more than fourtcen hundred years before. My
cousin was a devoted member of the Iighland Society ; and
the Iighland Society, in these days, was very much engaged
in ascertaining the right cut of the philabeg, and in determin-
ing the chronology and true sequence of events in the Ossianic
age.

Happiness perfect and entire s, it is said, not to be enjoyed
in this sublunary state; and even in the Gruids, where there
was so much to be seen, heard, and found out, and where I was
separated by more than thirty miles from my Latin,—for I had
brought none of it from home with me,—this same Ossianic
controversy rose like a Highland fog on my horizon, to chill
and darken my hours of enjoyment. My cousin possessed
everything that had been written on the subject, including a
considerable amount of manuscript of his own composition ;
and as Uncle James had inspired him with the belief that I
could master anything to which in good carnest I set my mind,
he had determined that it should be no fault of his if I did
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and bodies, to the unreal, phantom-like neccessities of theiy
circumstances.”

¢ ITave I not heard you remark, father,” said Gilbert,
“that the change you describe has been very marked
among the ministers of our church 2 ”

“Too marked and too striking,” replicd the old man
“and, in affecting the respectability and usefulness of so
important a class, it has educed a cause of deterioration
distinct from itself, and hardly less formidable, There is
an old proverb of our country, ¢Better the head of the
commonalty than the tail of the gentry” I have heard

- you quote it, Robert, oftener than once, and admire its
homely wisdom, Now, it bears dircetly on what I have
to remark: the ministers of our church have moved but
one step during the last sixty years; but that step has
been an all-important one. It has been from the best
place in relation to the people, to the worst in relation to
the aristocracy.”

“ Undoubtedly, worthy Mr. Burns,” said Mr. Murdoch.
“There is great truth, according to mine own experience,
in that which you affirm. I may state, I trust without
over-boasting or conceit, my respected friend, that my
learning is not inferior to that of our neighbor the clergy-
man ;—it is not inferior in Latin, nor in Greek, nor yct
in French literature, Mr. Burns, and probable ‘it is he
would not much court a competition; and yet, when I
last waited at the Manse regarding a necessary and essen-
tial certificate, Mr. Burns, he did not as muck as ask me
to sit down.”

“Ah,” said Gilbert, who seemed the wit of the family,
“he is a highly respectable man, Mr. Murdoch, * He has a
fine house, fine furniture, fine carpets,—all that consti-
tutes respectability, you know; and his family is on visit-
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purctase for myself ten ycars after, at a book-stall, when
working in the neighborhood of Edinburgh as a journeyman
mason.

It is not every day one meets with so genuine a Highlander
as my cousin the merchant ; and, though he failed to inspire
me with all his own Ossianic faith and zeal, there were some of
the little old Celtic practices which he resuscitated pro tempore
in his father’s household, that I learned to like very much.
He restored the genuine Highland breakfast  and, after hours
spent in busy exploration outside, I found I could as thorough-
Iy admire the groaning table, with its checse, and its trout, and
its cold meat, as even the immortal Lexicographer himself.
Some of the dishes, too, which he received were at least curi-
ous. There was a supply of gradden-meal prepared,—. e.
grain dried in a pot over the fire, and then coarsely ground in
a handmill,—which made cakes that, when they had hunger
for their sauce, could be eaten ; and on more than one occa-
sion I shared in a not unpalatable sort of blood-pudding, en-
riched with butter, and well scasoned with pepper and salt,
the main ingredient of which was derived, through a judicious
usc of the lancet, from the yeld cattle of the farm, The prac-
tice was an ancient, and by no means unphilosophical one. In
summer and early autumn there is plenty of grass in the High-
lands ; but, of old at least, there used to be very little grain in
it before the beginning of October and as the cattle could, in
consequence, provide themselves with a competent supply of
blood from the grass, when their masters, who could not cat
grass, and had little else that they could eat, were able to ac-
quire very little, it was opportunely discovered that by making
a division in this way of the all-essential fluid, accumulated as
a common stock, the circumstances of the cattle and their
owners could he in some degree equalized. With these pecu
liarly Iighland dishes there mingled others not less genuine,
—now and then a salmon from the river, and a haunch of
yenison from the hill-side,—which I relished better still ; and
if all Highlanders live but as well in the present day as I did
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with the world he ever knew. Never, at least, have I met
with any one who exerted a more wholesome influence,
through the force of moral character, on those around
him. We sat down to a plain and homely supper. The
slave question had about this time begun to draw the at-
tention of a few of the more excellent and intelligent
among the people, and the clder Burns seemed deeply
interested in it.

«This is but homely fare, Mr. Lindsay,” he said, point-
ing to the simple viands before us, “and the apologists of
slavery among us would tell you how inferior we are to
the poor negroes, who fare so much better. But surely
‘man does not live by bread alone!’ Our fathers who
died for Christ on the hill-side and the scaffold were
noble men, and never, never shall slavery produce such;
and yct they toiled as hard, and fared as meanly, as we
their children.”

I could feel, in the cottage of such a peasant, and seated
beside such men as his two sons, the full force of the remark.
And yet I have heard the miserable sophism of unprinci-
pled power against which it is directed — a sophism so
insulting to the dignity of honest poverty —a thousand
times repeated.

Supper over, the family circle widened round the
hearth; and the old man, taking down a large clasped
Bible, seated himself beside the iron lamp which now
lighted the apartment. There was deep silence among us
as he turned over the leaves. Never shall I forget his
appearance. Ie was tall and thin, and, though his frame
was still vigorous, considerably bent. IHis features were
high and massy; the complexion still retained much of
the freshness of youth, and the eye all its intelligence;
but his locks were waxing thin and gray round his high,
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ciple,—the fire in the midst,—as handed down from the “ days
of other years,” that in the plan of a new two-storicd house
for his father, which bhe had procured from a T.ondon archi-
tect, one of the nether rooms was actually designed in the cir-
cular form ; and a hearth like a millstone, placed in the centre,
represented the place of the fire, But there was, as I re-
marked to Cousin George, no corresponding central hole in the
room above, through which to let up the smoke; and I ques
tioned whether a nicely-plastered apartment, round as a band
box, with a fire in the middle, like the sun in the centre of
an Orrery, would have heen quite like anything ever scen in
the Iighlands before.  The plan, however, was not destined
to encounter criticism, or give trouble in the execution of it.
On Sabbaths my cousin and Lis two brothers attended the
parish chureh, attired in the full ITighland dress; and three
handsome, well-formed men they were ; but my aunt, though
mayhap not quite without the mother’s pride, did not greatly
relish the exhibition ; and oftener than once I heard her say
so to her sister my mother ; though she, smitten by the gallant
appearance of her nephews, seemed inclined rather to take the
opposite side. My uncle, on the other hand, said nothing
cither for or against the display. e had been a keen High-
lander in his younger days ; and when the inhibition against
wearing tartan and the philabeg had been virtually removed,
n consideration of the achicvements of the “hardy and daunt-
less men” who, according to Chatham, conquered for England
“in every quarter of the globe,” he had celebrated the event
in a merry-making, at svhich the dance was kept up from
night till morning ; but though he retained, I suspect, his
old partialitics, he was now a sobered man ; and when I ven-
tured to ask him, on one occasion, why he too did not get a
Sunday kilt, which, by the way, he would “ kave set,” notwith-
standing his years, as weil as any of his sons, he merely re-
plied with a quiet “ No, no; there’s no fool like an old fool.”
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superstition of the sailor? Substitute, my friend, for this
—shall I call it unavoidable superstition ? — this natural
religion of the sea, the religion of the Bible. Since.you
must be a believer in the supernatural, let your belief
be truej let your trust be on Him who faileth not, your
anchor within the vail; and all shall be well, be your
destiny for this world what it may.”

We parted for the night, and I saw him no more.

Next morning Robert accompanied me for several miles
on my way. I saw, for the last halfhour, that he had
something to communicate, and yet knew not how to set
about it ; and so I made a full stop.

“«You have something to tell me, Mr. Burns,” I said.
“Nced I assure you I am one you are in no danger from
trusting ?” e blushed deeply, and I saw him, for the
first time, hesitate and falter in his address.

“Forgive me,” he at length said; «belicve me, Mr.
Lindsay, I would be the last in the world to hurt the
feclings of a “friend,— a—a—but you have been - left
among us penniless, and I have a very little money which
I have no use for, none in the least. Will you not favor
me by hcecepting it as a loan 27

I felt the full and generous delicacy of the proposal,
and, with moistened eyes and a swelling heart, availed
myself of his kindness. The sum he tendered did not
much exceed a guinea; but the yearly earnings of the
peasant Burns fell, at this period of his life, rather below
eight pounds.
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gin the world anew. IIe bore his losses with quiet magna-
nimity ; and I learned to know and like him better during his
period of eclipse than in the previous time, when suromer
friends had fluttered around him by scores. IIe was a gener-
ous, warm-hearted man, who felt, with the force of an im-
planted instinet not vouchsafed to all, that it is more blessed
to give than to receive ; and it was doubtless a wisc provision
of nature, and worthy, in this point of view, the special atten-
tion of moralists and philosophers, that his old associates, the
crand gentlemen, did not now often come his way ; seeing that
his inability any longer to give would have cost him, in the
circumstances, great pain.

I was much with my cousin George in his new dwelling.
It was one of the most delightful of Ilighland cottages, and
George was happy in it, far above the average lot of humanity,
with his young wife. IIe had dared, in opposition to the gen-
eral voice of the district, to build it half-way up the slope of
a beautiful Tomhan, that, waving with birch from base to
summit, rose regular as a pyramid from the bottom of the val-
ley, and commanded a wide view of Loch Shin on the one
hand, with the moors and mountains that lie beyond ; and
overlooked, on the other, with all the richer portions of the
Barony of Gruids, the church and picturesque hamlet of
Lairg. Halfhidden by the graceful birchen trees that sprang
up thick around, with their silvery boles and light foliage, it
was rather a nest than a house ; and George, emancipated, by
his reading, and his residence for a time in the south, from
at least the wilder beliefs of the locality, failed to sufler, as
had been predicted, for his temerity ; as the “ good people,”
who, much to their credit, had made choice of the place for
themselves long before, never, to his knowledge, paid him a
visit, IIe had brought his share of the family library with
nim; and it was a large share. ITe had mathematical instru
ments, too, and a color-box, and the tools of his profession;
in especial, large hammers fitted to break great stones; and I
was generously made free of them all,—bcoks, instruments,
color-box, and hammers.  Ilis cottage, too, commanded, from
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«I was acquainted with old William Burns,” said my
companion, “ when he was -gardener at Denholm, an’ got,
intimate wi’ his son Robert when he lived wi’ us at Irvine
a twalmonth syne. The faither died shortly ago, sairly
straitened in his means, 'm fear’d, an’ no very square wi’
the laird; an’ ill wad he- hae liked that, for an honester
man never breathed. Robert, puir chield, is no very easy
either.” '

“ In his circumstances ?” I said.

“Ay, an waur. Ile gat entangled wi’ the kirk on an
unlucky sculduddery business, an’ has been writing bitter
" wicked ballads on a’ the gude ministers in the country

ever sinsyne. I’'m vexed it’s on them he suld hae fallen;

an’ yet they hae been to blame too.”

“Robert Burns so entangled, so occupied!” I ex-
claimed ; “you grieve and astonislr me.” g

“YWe are puir creaturcs, Matthew,” said the old-man;
¢“strength an’ weakness are often next-door neighbors in
the best o’ us; nay, what is our vera strength ta’cn on the
a’c side, may be our vera weakness ta’en on the ither.
Never was there a sl:,nncher, firmer fallow than Robert
Burns; an’, now that he has ta’en a wrang step, puir
chield, that vera stanchness seems just a weak want o’
ability to yield. IIe has planted his foot where it lighted
by mishanter, and a’ the gude an’ill in Scotland wadna
budge him frae the spdt.”

“Dear me! that so powerful a mind should be so friv-
olously ehgaged! Making ballads, you say ? With what
success ? ”

“ Ah, Matthew, lad, when the strong man puts out his
strength,” said my companion, ¢ there’s nacthing frivolous
in the matter, be his objeet what it may. Robert’s ballads
are far, far aboon ‘the best things ever seen in Scotland
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the wide ring formed by the old foundation-stones, which had
proved too massive to be removed. A greatly more entire
ercction of the same age and style, known of old as Dunalis-
cag—which stood on the Ross-shire side of the Dornoch
Frith, and within whose walls, forming, as it did, a sort of
half-way stage, I used, on these Sutherlandshire journeys, to
eat my piece of cake with a double relish—I found, on Jast
passing the way, similarly represented. Its gray venerable
walls, and dark winding passages of many steps,—even the
huge pear-shaped linte’, which had stretched over its little
door, and which, according to tradition, a great Fingalian lady
had once thrown across the Dornoch Frith from off the point
of her spindle,—had all disappeared, and I saw instead, only a
dry-stone wall. Thc men of the present generation do certain-
ly live in a most enlightened age,—an age in which every trace
of the barbarism of our carly ancestors is fast disappearing;
and were we but more zealous in immortalizing the public
benefactors who cfface such dark memorials of the past as
the tower of Dunaliscag and the promontory of Loch Shin, it
would be, doubtless, an encouragement to others to speed us
yet further on in the march of improvement. It seems scarce
fair that the enlightened destroyers of Arthur's Oven, or of the
bas-rclief known as Robin of Redesdale, or of the Town-cross
of Edinburgh, should enjoy all the celebrity attendant on such
acts, while the equally descrving iconoclasts of Dunaliscag
and the tower of Loch Shin should be suffered to die without
their fame. |
Iremember spending one singularly delightful morning with
Cousin George beside the ancient tower. e pointed out to
me, amid the heath, several plants to which the old Iigh
landers used to attach occult virtues,—plants that disenchant-
ed bewitched cattle, not by their administration as medicines
to the sick animals, but by bringing them in contact, as charms,
with the injured milk; and plants which were used as phil-
ters cither for procuring love or exciting hatred. It was, he
showed me, the root of a species of orchis that was employed
in making the philters. While most of the radical fibres of
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% :
Peace is surely a blessing fiae heaven,—no a gude wark

demanded frae man ; an’ when it grows our duty to be in
war, it’s an illihing to be in pedce. Our Evangelicals are
stan’in’, puir folk, whar their faithers stood; an’ if they
maun either fight or be beaten frae their post, why, it’s
just their duty to fight. But the Moderates are rinnin’
mad a’thegither amang us; signing our auld Confession
just that they may get intil the kirk to preach against
it; paring the New Testament doun to the vera standard
o’ heathen Plawto; and sinking a’e doctrine after anither,
till they leave ahint naething but Deism that might scunner
an infidel. Deed, Matthew, if there comena a change
amang them, an’ that sune, they’ll swamp the puir kirk
a’'thegither. The cauld morality, that never made ony ane
mair moral, tak’s nac haud o’ the people; an’ patronage,
as meikle’s they roose it, winna keep up. either kirk or
manse o’ itsel’. Sorry I am, sin’ Robert has entered on
the quarrel at a’, it suld hae been on the wrang side.”

“One of my chief objections,” I said, “to the religion
of the Moderate party, is, that it is of no use.”

“ A gey secrious ane,” rejoined the old man; “but
maybe there’s a waur still. I'm unco vexed for.Robert,
buith on his worthy faither’s account and his ain. IHe’s
a fearsome fellow when ance angered, but an honest,
warm-hearted chield for 2’ that; an’ there’s mair sense
in yon big head o’his than in ony ither twa in the
country.”

“ Can you tell me aught,” said the north-country gen-
tleman, addressing my companion, “of Mr, R—— the
chapel minister in K——? I was once one of his pupils
in the far north ; but I bave heard nothing of him since
he left Cromarty.”

“Why,” rejoined the old man, ¢ he’s just the man that,
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flying across the runnel, instead of crecping along the grass
stalks and over the sward, as hefore, it re-entered the mouth
of the sleeper, just as he was in the act of awakening,  “ What
is the matter with you?” said the watcher, greatly alarmed.
“«YWhat ails you?’ “Nothing ails me,” replied the other;
“but you have robbed me of a most delightful dream. I
dreamed I was walking through a fine, rich country, and came
at length to the shoves of a noble river; and, just where th
clear water went thundering down a precipice, there was
bridge all of silver, which I crossed; and then, entering a
noble palace on the opposite side, I saw great heaps of gold
and jewels; and I was just going to load myself with treas-
ure, when you rudely awoke me, and I lost all.” I know not
what the asserters of the clairvoyant faculty may think of the
story ; but I rather believe I have occasionally seen them
make use of anecdotes that did not rest on evidence a great
deal more solid than the Highland legend, and that illustrated
not much more clearly the philosophy of the phenomena with
which they profess to deal.

Of all my cousins, Cousin George was the one whose pur-
suits most nearly resembled my own, and in whose society I
most delighted to share. Ile did sometimes borrow a day
from his work, even after his marriage ; but then, according
to the poet, it was

“The love he bore to science was in faunll.”

The borrowed day was always spent in transferring to paper
some architectural design, or in working out some mathemat-
ical problem, or in rendering some picce of Gaelic verse into
English, or some picee of English prose into Gaclic; and as
he was a steady, careful man, the appropriated day was never
scriously missed. The winter, too, was all his own, for in
those northern districts, masons are never employed from &
little after Iallow-day, till the sccond, or even third month of
spring,—a circumstance which I carcfully noted at this time
in its bearing on the amusements of my cousin, and which

afterwards weighed not a little with mo when I came to make
6




http://www.geology.19thcenturyscience.org/books/1858-Miller-Schools/README.htm
108 TALES AND SKETCHES.

some of the colonics, solaced himself by the way with
thoughts of the hearty drubbing with which he was to
clear oft’ all his old scores with the dominie.

«Ere his return, however,” continned the gentleman,
«Mr. R had quitted the parish; and, had it chanced
otherwise, it is questionable whether M‘Glashan, with all
his strength and courage, would have gained anything in
an encounter with one of the boldest and most powerful
men in the country.”

Such were some of the chance glimpses which I gained
at this time of by far the most powerful of the opponents
of Burns. IHe was a good, conscientious man, but unfor-
tunate in a harsh, violent temper, and in sometimes mis-
taking, as my old townsman remarked, the dictates of that

temper for those of duty.

CHAPTER VlI.

It’s hardly in a body’s pow’r
To keep at times frac being sour,
To sec how things are shared, —
How best "o chicls are whiles in want,
While coofs on countless thousands rant,
And kenna how to wair't.
Epristre To DAVIE.

I visitep my friend, a few days after fny arrival in
Irvine, at the farm-louse of Mossgiel, to which, on the
death of his father, he had removed, with his brother Gil-
bert and his mother. I could not avoid observing that
his manners were considerably changed. My welcome
secemed less kind and hearty than I could have anticipated
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Longing for some profession in which his proper work would
give exercise to the facultics which he most delighted to cul-
tivate, my cousin resolved on hecoming candidate for a Gaclie
Society school,—a poor enough sort of oflice then, as now
but which, by investing a little moncy in cattle, by tilling a
litte croft, and by now and then emitting from the press
Gaclic translation, might, he thought, he rendered sufficient! y
remunerative to supply the very moderate wants of himself
and his little family.  And so he st out for Edinburgh, amply
furnished with testimonials that meant more in his case than
testimonials usnally mean, to stand an examination before a
Commiittec of the Gaelic School Socicty. Unluckily for his
suceess, however, instead of bringing with him his ordinary
Sabbath-day suit of dark brown and blue, (the kilt had been
assumcd for but a few weeks, to please his brother William,)
e had provided himself with a suit of tartan, as at once cheap
and respectable, and appeared before the Committee,—if not
in the garb, in at least the many-colored hues of his clan,—a
robust, manly IIighlander, apparently as well suited to enact
the part of colorserjeant to the Forty-Sceond, as to teach
children their letters. A grave member of the Socicty, at
that time high in repute for sanctity of character, but who
afterwards becoming rightcous overmuch, was loosened from
his charge, and straightway, spurning the ground, rose into an
Irvingite angel, came at once to the conclusion that no such
type of man, encased in clan-tartan, could possibly have the
root of the matter in him ; and so he determined that Cousin
George should be cast in the examination. But then, as it
could not be alleged with any deceney that my cousin was
inadmissible on the score of his having too much tavtan, it was
agreed that he should be declared inadmissible on the score
of his having too little Gaclic. And, of course, at this resul*
the examinators arrived ; and George, ultimately to his advan
tage, was cast accordingly. I still remember the astonish
ment cvinced by a worthy catechist of the northy—himsclf a
Gaclic teacher,—on being told how my cousin had fared.
“ George Munro not allowed to pass,” he said, “ for want of
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at full was rising over the Cumnock hills, and casting its
faint light on the trees that rose around us, in their wind-
ing-sheets of brown and yellow, like so many spectres, or
that, in the more exposed glades and openings of the
wood, stretched their long naked arms to the sky. A
light brecze went rustling through the withered grass; and
I could sce the faint twinkling of the falling leaves, as
they came showering down on every side of us.

“We meet in the midst of death and desolation,” said
my companion ; “we parted when all around us was fresh
and Deautiful. My father was with me then, and — and
Mary Campbell; and now ” —

“« Mary ! your Mary!” I exclaimed, ¢ the young, the
beautiful, — alas! is she glso gone ?”

“She has left me,” he said, — “left.me. Mary is in her
grave ! ot -t

I felt my heart swell as the image of that loveliest of
creatures came rising to my view in all her beauty, as.I
bad scen her by the river-side, and I knew not what to

reply.

“ Yes,” continued my friend, “she is in her grave. We
parted for a few days, to reunite, as we hoped, for ever;
and cre those few days had passed she was in her grave.
But I was unworthy of her,— unworthy cven then; and
now — But she is in her grave!” ,

I grasped his hand. <Xt is difficult,” I said, “to bid
the lieart submit to these dispensations; and oh, how ut-
terly impossible to bring it to listen! But life — your life,
my friend — must not be passed in useless sorrow. - I am
convinced — and often have I thought of it since our last
meeting — that yours is no vulgar destiny, though I know
not to what it tends.”

~“Downwards!” he exclaimed, « it tends downwards ! I
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after bidding me remark the completeness of the solitude, and
that the cye could not command from the site of the ruin a
single spot where man had ever dwelt, told me that it had
been the scene of the strict seclusion, amounting almost to
imprisonment, about eighty years hefore, of a lady of high
birth, over whom, in carly youth, there had scttled a sad cloud
of infamy. She had borne a child to one of the menials of her
father’s house, which, with the assistance of her paramour, she
had murdered; and being too high for the law to reach it
these northern parts, at a time when the hereditary jurisdic-
tion still existed entire, and her father was the sole magistrate,
possessed of the power of life and death in the district, she
was seut by her family to wear out life in this lonely retreat,
in which she remained secluded from the world for more than
half a century. And then, long after the abolition of the local
jurisdictions, and when her father and brother, with the entire
generation that knew of her erime, had passed away, she was
permitted to take up her abode in one of the sca-port towns
of the north, where she was still remembered at this time as a
crazy old lady, invariably silent and sullen, that used to be
seen in the twilight flitting about the more retired lanes and
closes, like an unhappy ghost. The story, as told me in that
solitary valley, just as the sun was sinking over the hill be-
yond, powerfully impressed my fancy. Crabbe would have
delighted to tell it; and I now relate it, as it lies fast wedged
in my memory, mainly for the peculiar light which it casts on
the times of the hereditary jurisdictions. It forms an example
of onc of the judicial banishments of an age that used, in
ordinary cases, to save itsclf all sorts of trouble of the kind,
by hanging its victims. I may add, that I saw a good deal of
the neighborhood at this time in the company of my cousin,
and gleanced, from my visits to shicling and cottage, most of
my conceptions of the state of the Northern ITighlands, ere the
clearance system had depopulated the interior of the country,
and precipitated itspoverty-stricken population upon the coasts.

There was, however, one of my excursions with Cousin
William. that turned out rather unfortunately. Theriver Shin
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sphere. But, alas! these efforts of uneasy misery are but
the blind gropings of IIomer’s Cyclops round the walls of
his cave.”

I again began to experience, as on a former occasion,
the o'ermastering power of a mind larger beyond compar-
ison than my own; but I felt it my duty to resist the in-
fluence. “Yes, you arc misplaced, my friend,” I said, — .
“perhaps more decidedly so than any other man I ever'
knew ; but is not this characteristic, in some measure, of
the whole species? We are all misplaced; and it scems
a part of the scheme of Deity that we should work our-
sclves up to our proper sphere. In what other respect
does man so differ from the inferior animals as in those as-
pirations which lead him through all the progressions of
improvement, from the lowest to the highest Ievel of his
nature ? ”

“That may be philosophy, my friend,” he replied, “but a
heart ill at ease finds little of comfort in it. You knew my
father, —need I say he was one of the excellent of the
earth, a man who held directly from God Almighty the
patent of his honors? I saw that father sink broken-
hearted into the grave, the victim of legalized oppression :
yes, saw him overborne in the long contest which his high
spirit and his indomitable love of the right had incited

~ him to maintain, — overborne by a mean, despicable scoun-
drel, onc of the creeping things of the carth., Ilcaven
knows I did my utmost to assist in the struggle. In my
fifteenth: year, Mr. Lindsay, when a thin, loose-jointed boy,”
I did the work of a man, and strained my unknit and
overtoiled sinews as if life and death depended on the is-
sue, till oft, in the middle of the night, I have had to fling
myself from my bed to avoid instant suffocation,;— an
effect of exertion so prolonged and so premature. Nor
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dark and profound, that, according to the accounts of the dis

trict, it had no bottom ; and so vexed was it by a frightful
whirlpool, that no one ever fairly caught in its eddies had suc-
ceeded, it was said, in regaining the shore. We saw, as we
stood amidst the scraggy trees of an overhanging wood, the sal-
mon lcaping up by scores, most of them, however, to fall back
again into the pool,—for only a very few stray fish that at-
tempted the cataract at its cdges seemed to succced in forcing
their upward way ; we saw, too, on a shelf of the precipitous
but wooded bank, the rude hut, formed of undressed logs,
where a solitary watcher used to take his stand, to protect
them from the spear and fowling-piece of the poacher, and
which, in stormy nights, when the cry of the kelpie mingled
with the roar of the flood, must have been a sublime lodge in
the wilderness, in which a poet might have delighted to dwell.
I was excited by the scenc ; and, when heedlessly leaping from
a tall lichened stone into the long heath below, my right foot
came so heavily in contact with a sharp-edged fragment of rock
concealed in the moss, that I almost sereamed aloud with pain.
I, however, suppressed the shriek, and, sitting down and set-
ting my tecth close, bore the pang, wntil it gradually moder
ated, and my foot, to the ankle, seemed as if almost divested
of feeling. In our rcturn, I halted as I walked, and lagged
considerably behind my companions; and during the whole
evening the injured foot seemed as if dead, save that it glowed
with an intense heat. I was, however, at ease enough to write
a sublime piece of blank verse on the cataract; and, proud
of my production, I attempted reading it to Cousin William.
But William had taken lessons in recitation under the great
Mr, Thelwall, politician and elocutionist ; and deeming it prop-
er to set me right in all the words which I mispronounced,—
three out of every four at least, and not unfrequently the fourth
word also,—the reading of the picce proved greatly stiffer and
slower work than the writing of it ; and, somewhat to my mor-
tification, my cousin declined giving me any definite judgment
on its merits, even when I had done. e insisted, however,
on the signal advantages of reading well. He had an ac-
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be, unhappiness, for your proper sphere; but it is in obedi-
ence to a great though occult law of our nature, —a law
general, as it affects the species, in its course of onward
progression ; particular, and infinitely more irresistible,
as it operates on every truly superigr intellect. There arve
men born to wield the destinies of nations; nay,more, to
stamp the impression of their thoughts and feelings on the
mind of the whole civilized world. And by what means
do we often find them roused to accomplish their appointed
work? At times hounded on by sorrow and suffering, and
this, in the design of Providence, that there may be less of
sorrow and suffering in the world ever after; at times
roused by cruel and maddening oppression, that the op-
pressor may perish in his guilt, and a whole country enjoy
the blessings of freedom. If Wallace had not suffered
from tyranny, Scotland would not have been free.”

“ But how apply the remark ?” said my companion.

“ Robert Burns,” I replied, again grasping his hand,
“yours, I am convinced, is no vulgar destiny. Your
griefs, your sufferings, your errors even, the oppressions you
have seen and felt, the thoughts which have arisen in your
mind, the feelings and sentiments_of which it has been the
subject, are, I am convinced, of infinitely more importance
In their relation to your country than to yourself. You
are, wisely and benevolently, placed far below your level,
that thousands and ten thousands of your countrymen
may be the better enabled to attain to theirs. :Assert the
dignity of manhood and of genius, and there will be less
of wrong and oppression in the world ever after.”

I spent the remainder of the evening in the farm-house
of Mossgiel, and took the coach next morning for. Liver-
pool.
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ap the hill-side, and soon found ourselves in a dreary waste,
without trace of human habitation.

Walter, however, pushed on bravely and in the right direc-
tion ; and, though my head was now becoming light, and my
sight dim, I succeeded in struggling after him, until, just as
the night was falling, we reached a heathy ridge which com.
mands the northern sea-board of the Cromarty Ifrith, and saw
the cultivated country and the sands of Nigg lying only a few
miles below. The sands are dangerous at ccrtain hours of
the tide, and accidents frequently happen in the fords; but
then there could, we thought, be no fear of us; for though
Walter could not swim, I could ; and as I was to lead the
way, he of course would be safe, by simply avoiding the places
where I lost footing, The night fell rather thick than dark,
for there was a moon overhead, though it could not be seen
through the cloud ; but though Walter steered well, the down-
ward way was exceedingly rough and broken, and we had
wandercd {rom the path. I retain a faint but painful recollec-
tion of a scraggy moor, and of dark patches of planting,
through which I had to grope onwards, stumbling as I went ;
and then that I began to feel as if I were merely dreaming,
and that the drcam was a very horrible one, from which I could
not awaken. And finally, on reaching a little cleared spot on
the edge of the cultivated country, I dropped down as sudden-
ly asif struck by a bullet, and, after an ineflectual attempt to
risc, fell fast asleep. 'Walter was much frightened ; but he
succeeded in carrying me to a little rick of dried grass which
stood up in the middle of the clearing; and after covering
me well up with the grass, he laid himself down beside me.
Anxiety, however, kept him awake; and he was frightencd,
as he lay, to hear the sounds of psalm-singing, in the old Gae-
lic style. coming apparently from a neighboring clump of
wood. Walter believed in the fairies ; and, though psalmody
was not onc of the reputed accomplishments of the “good
people” in the low country, he did not know but that in the
Highlands the case might be different. Some considerable
time after the singing had ccased, there was a slow, heavy step
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under a better system of things till its influence had
become coéxtensive with civilized man. Hume had pro-
duced bis inimitable history, and Adam Smith his won-
derful work which was to revolutionize and new-model
the economy of all the governments of the carth. And
there in my little library were the histories of Ilenry and
Robertson, the philosophy of ILames and Reid, the novels
of Smollett and MIenzie, and the poetry of Beattie and
JTome. But if there was no lack of Scottish intellect in
the literature of the time, there was a decided *lack of
Scottish manners; and I knew too much of my humble
countrymen not to regret it. True, I had before me the
writings of Ramsay and my unfortunate friend Ferguson
but there was a radical meanness in the first that low-
ered the tone of his coloring far beneath the freshness
of truth; and the second, whom I had seen perish, —too
soon, alas! for literature and his country, —had given us
but a few specimens of his power when his hand was
arrested for ever.

My vessel, after a profitable though somewhat tedious
voyage, had agnin arrived at Liverpool. It was late in
December, 1786; and I was passing the long evening in
my cabin, engaged with a whole sheaf of pamphlets and
magazines which had been sent me from the shore. “The
Lounger” was at this time in course of publication. I had
ever been an admirer of the quict clegance and exquisite
tenderness of M‘Kenzies and though I might not be quite
disposed to think, with Johnson, that « the chief glory of
every people arises from its authors,” I certainly felt all
_the prouder of my country from the circumstance that so
accomplished a writer was one of my countrymen. I had
read this evening some of the more recent numbers, — half-
disposed to regret, however, amid all the pleasure they af-
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a quict, retiring woman, and though intimately acquainted
with her Bible, not in the lcast fitted to make a female ’ro-
fessor of Theology : she could Zive her religion better than talk
it ; but she now carnestly recommended to her family the great
interests once more; and, as its varions members gathered
round her hed, she besought one of her daughters to read to
her, in their hearing, that eighth chapter of the Romans, which
declares that there is “now no condemnation to them which
are in Christ Jesus, who walk not after the flesh, but after the
Spirit.” She repeated, in a sinking voice, the coneluding verses,
—“ Xor I am persuaded, that neither death, nor life, nor an-
gels, nor principalitics, nor powers, nor things present, nor
things to come, nor height, nor depth, nor any other ercature,
shall be able to separate us from the love of God, which is in
Christ Jesus our Lord.” And, resting in confidence on the
hope which the passage so powerfully expresses, she slept her
last sleep, in simple trust that all would be well with her in
the morning of the general awakening. I retain her wedding-
ring, the gift of Donald Roy. It is a sorcly wasted fragment
worn through on one of the sides, for she had toiled long and
hard in her houschold, and the breach in the circlet, with its
general thinness, testify to the fact; but its gold is still bright
and pure; and, though not much of a relic-monger, I would
hesitate to exchange it for the Holy Coat of Treves, or for
wagon-loads of the wood of the “true cross.”

My grandmother’s term of life had exceeded by several
twelvernonths the full threescore and ten ; but when, only a
fow years after, Death next visited the ecircle, it was on its
youngest members that his hand was laid. A deadly fever
swept over the place, and my two sisters,—the one in her
tenth, the other in her twelfth year,—sank under it within a
few days of cach other. Jean, the clder, who resided with my
ncles, was a pretty little girl, of finc infellect, and a great
reader ; Catherine, the younger, was lively and aftectionate,
and a general favorite ; and their loss plunged the family in
deep gloom. My uncles made little show of gricf, but they
felt strongly : my mother for wecks and months wept for her
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fraught with the high-toned fecling and the power and
encrgy of expression characteristic of the mind and voice
8f a poet,” with the solemn, the tender, the sublime;
that they contained images of pastoral beauty which no
other writer had ever surpassed,-and strains of wild hu-
mor which only the higher masters of the lyre had ever
cqualled ; and that the genius displayed in them seemed
not less admirable in tracing the manners, than in painting
the passions, or in drawing the scenery of nature. I flung
down the essay, ascended to the deck in three huge strides, -
leaped ashore, and reached my bookseller’s as he was
shutting up for the night.

« Can you furnish me with a copy of ¢Burns’s Pocms,’”
I said, « cither for love or money ?”

“I have but one copy left,” replied the man, “ and here
it is.” g
I flung down a guinea. “The change,” I said, « I shall
get when I am less in a hurry.”

*Twas late that evening ere I remembered that ’tis cus-
tomary to spend at least part of the night in bed. I read
on and on with a still increasing astonishment and delight,
laughing and erying by turns. I was quite in a new world.
All was fresh and unsoiled, —the thoughts, the descrip-
tions, the images, — as if' the volume I read were the first
that had ever been written; and yet all was easy and nat-
ural, and appealed with a truth and force irresistible to
the recollections I cherished most fondly. Nature and
Scotland met me at every turn, I had admired the
polished compositions of Pope and Grey and Collins ;
though I could not sometimes help feeling that, with all
the exquisite art they displayed, there was a little addi-
tional art wanting still. In most cases the scaffolding
secemed incorporated with the structure which it had
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look back on two such gencrations of Scotchmen as those to
which my uncles and my grandfather belonged.  They differed
very considerably in some respects. My grandfather, with
wost Jf his contemporarices of the same class, had a good deal
of the Tory in his composition. IIe stood by George IIL in
the carly policy of his reign, and by his adviser Lord Bute;
reprobated Wilkes and Junius; and gravely questioned wheth-
er Washington and his coadjutors, the American Republicans,
were other than bold rcbels. My uncles, on the contrary,
were staunch Whigs, who looked upon Washington as perhaps
the best and greatest man of modern times,—stood firm by the
policy of Iox, as opposcd to that of Pitt,—and held that the
war with France, which immediately succceded the First Rev
olution, was, however thoroughly it changed its character
afterwards, one of unjustifiable aggression. But however
greatly my uncles and grandfather may have differed on these
points, they were equally honest men.

The rising generation can perhaps form no very adequate
conception of the number and singular interest of the links
which scrve to comnnect the recollections of a man who has
scen his fiftieth birth-day, with what to them must appear a
remote past. Ihave seen atleast two men who fought at Cul-
loden,—one on the side of the King, the other on that of the
Prince,—and, with these, not a few who witnessed the battle
from a distance. I have conversed with an aged woman that
had conversed, in turn, with an aged man who had attained
to maturec manhood when the persecutions of Charles and
James were at their height, and remembered the general re-
gret excited by the death of Renwick., My eldest maternal
aunt—the mother of Cousin George—remembered old John
IFeddes,—turncd of nincty at the time ; and John’s buccancer-
ing expedition could not have dated later than the ycar 1687.
[ have known many who remembered the abolition of the hered-
itary jurisdictions; and have listencd to storics of exccutions
which took place on the gallows-hills of burghs and sheriff
doms, and of witch-burnings perpetrated on town Links and
baronial Laws. And I have felt a strange interest in these
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same vessel, remain apart. Here, however, for the fivst
time, they mix and incorporate, and yet cach retains its
whole nature and full effect. I nced hardly remind the
reader that the feat has been repeated, and with cven
more completeness, in the wonderful “ Tam o’ Shanter?
I read on. “The Cotter’s Saturday Night ” filled my
whole soul: my heart throbbed, and my eyes moistened ;
and never before did I feel half so proud of my country,
or know half so well on what score it was I did Dbest in
feeling proud. I had perused the entire volume, from be-
ginning to end, ere I remembered I had not taken supper,
and that it was more than time to go to bed. '

But it is no part of my plan to furnish a critique on the
poems of my friend. I merely strive to recall the thoughts
and feelings which my first perusal of them awakened, and
this only as a piece of mental history. Several months
clapsed from this evening ere I could hold them out from
me sufficiently at arms’ length, as it were, to judge of their
more striking characteristics. At times the amazing amount
of thought, fecling, and imagery which they contained;, —
their wonderful continuity of idea, without gap or inter-
stice,—seemed to me most to distinguish them. At times
they reminded me, compared with the writings of smoother
poets, of a collection of medals, which, unlike the thin pol-
ished coin of the kingdom, retained all the significant and
pictorial roughnesses of the original die. But when, after
the lapse of wecks, months, years, I found them rising up
in my heart on every occasion, as naturally as if they had
been the original language of all my feelings and emotions;
"}\'hen I felt that, instead of remaining outside my mind,
as it were, like the writings of other poets, they had so
amalgamated themselves with my passions, my sentiments,
my ideas that they seemed to have become portions of my
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the nuge, horny hand. Ie had heen settled in life, previous
to the year 1745, as the head gardener of a northern proprictor,
and little drecamed of being engaged in war ; but the rebellion
broke out; and as his master, a staunch Whig, had voluntcered
to serve in behalf of his principles in the royal army, his gar-
dencr, & “mighty man of his hands,” went with him. As
his memory for the later events of his lifc was gone at this
time, its preceding forty years seemed a blank, from which not
a single recollection could be drawn ; but well did he remem-
ber the battle, and more vividly still, the succeeding atrocities
of the troops of Cumberland. Ifehad accompanicd the army,
after its victory at Culloden, to the camp at Fort-Augustus,
and there witnessed scenes of cruelty and spoliation of which
the recollection, after the lapse of seventy years, and in his ex-
treme old age, had still power enough to set his Scotch blood
aboil. 'While scores of cottages were flaming in the distance,
and blood not unfrequently hissing on the embers, the men and
women of the army used to be engaged in racing in sacks, or
upon Iighland ponies; and when the ponies were in request,
the women, who must have sat for their portraits in Hogarth’s
“ March to Finchley,” took their seats astride like the men.
Gold circulated and liquor flowed in abundance; in a few
weeks there were about twenty thousand head of cattle brought
in by marauding partics of the soldiery from the crushed and
impoverished Highlanders ; and groupes of drovers from York-
shire and the south of Scotland,—coarse vulgar men,—used to
come cvery day to share in the spoil, by making purchases at
greatly less than halfprice.

My grandfather’s recollections of Culloden were merely those
of an observant boy of fourteen, who had witnessed the battle
from a distance. The day, he has told me, was drizzly and
thick; and on reaching the brow of the Hill of Cromarty,
where he found many of his townsfolk alrcady assembled, he
could scarce sce the opposite land. But the fog gradually
cleared away ; first one hill-top came into view, and then an-
other; till at length the long range of coast, from the open-
ing of the great Caledonian valley to the promontory of Burgh-
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head, was dimly visible throngh the haze. A little after noon
there suddenly rose a round white cloud from the Moor of
Culloden, and then a second round white cloud beside it.
And then the two clouds mingled together, and went, rolling
slantways on the wind towards the west; and he could hear
the rattle of the smaller firc-arms mingling with the roar of the
artillery. And then, in what seemed an exceedingly brief
space of time, the cloud dissipated and disappeared, the hoom
of the greater guns ceased, and a sharp intermittent patter of
musketry passed on towards Inverness. But the Dattle was
presented to the imagination, in these old personal narratives,
in many a diverse form, I have been told by an ancieng
woman, who, on the day of the fight, was engaged in tending
some sheep on a solitary common near Munlochy, separated
from the Moor of Culloden by the Frith, and sercened by a
lofty hill, that she sat listening in terror to the boom of the
cannon; but that she was even still more scared by the con-
tinuous howling of her dog, who sat upright on his haunches
all the time the firing lasted, with his neck stretched out to-
wards the battle, and “looking as if he saw a spirit.” Such
are some of the recollections which link the memories of a man
who has lived his halfcentury to those of the preceding age,
and which serve to remind him how one generation of men
after another break and disappear on the shores of the eternal
world, as wave after wave breaks in foam upon the beach,
when storms are rising, and the ground-swell sets in heavily

from “he sea.
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CHAPTER VII.

% Whose clfin prowess scaled the orchard wall,”
RoGERS.

SoME of the wealthier tradesmen of the town, dissatisfied
with the small.progress which their boys were making under
the parishschoolmaster, clubbed togetherand gota schoolmaster
of their own ; but, thougha rather clever young man, he proved
an unsteady one, and regular in his irregularities, got diurnally
drunk, on receiving the instalments of his salary at term-days,
as long as his money lasted. Getting rid of him, they pro-
cured another,—a licentiate of the Church,—who for some
time promised well. IJe secmed steady and thoughtful, and
withal a painstaking teacher; but coming in contact with
some zealous Baptists, they succeeded in conjuring up such a
cloud of doubt around him regarding the propriety of infant
baptism, that both his bodily and mental health became affect-
ed by his perplexitics, and he had to resign his charge. And
then, after a pause, during which the boys enjoyed a delight-
fully long vacation, they got yet a third schoolmaster, also a
licentiate, and a person of a high, if not very consistent relig-
ious profession, who was always getting into pecuniary diffi-
cultics, and always courting, though with but little success,
wealthy ladies who, according to the poet, had “acres of
charms.” To the subscription school I was transferred, at the
instance of Uncle James, who remained quite sure, notwith-
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standing the experience of the past, that I was destined to bo
a scholar. And, invariably fortunate in my opportunitics of
amusemeut, the transterence took place only a few weeks ere
the better schoolmaster, losing health and heart in a Jabyrinth
of perplexity, resigned his charge. I had little more than
time enough to look about me ‘on the new forms, and to re-
new, on a firmer foundation than ever, my friendship with my
old associate of the cave,—who had been for the two previous
years an inmate of the subseription school, and was now less
under maternal control than before,—when on came the long
vacation ; and for four happy months I had nothing to do.
My amusements had undergone very little change: I was
even fonder of the shores and woods than ever, and better ac-
quainted with the rocks and caves. A very considerable
change, however, had taken place in the amuscments of the
school-fellows my contemporaries, who were now from two to
three years older than when I had been associated with them
in the parish school. Iy-spy had lost its charms; nor was
there much of its old interest for them in French and Eng-
lish ; whereas my rock excursions thcy came to regard as
very interesting indeed. With the exception of my friend of
the cave, they cared little about rocks or stones ; but they all
liked brambles, and sloes, and craws-apples, tolerably well,
and took great delight in assisting me to kindle fires in the
caverns of the old coast line, at which we used to broil shell-
fish and crabs, taken among the crags and boulders of the chb
below, and roast potatoes, transferred from the ficlds of the hill
above. There was one cave, an especial favorite with us,
in which our fires uscd to blaze day after day for weceks to-
gother. It is decply hollowed in the base of a steep ivy-
mantled precipice of granitic gneiss, a full hundred feet in
height; and hears on its smoothed sides and roof, and along
its uneven hoitom,—fretted into pot-like cavities, with large
round pebbles in them,—unequivocal evidence that the ex-
cavating agent to which it owed its existence had been the
wild surf of this exposed shore. But for more than two thou-
sand years wave had never reached it : the last general eleva-
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tion of the land had raised it beyond the reach of the highest
stream-tides ; and when my gang and I took possession of its
twilight recesses, its stony sides were crusted with mosses and
liverworts ; and a crop of pale, attenuated, sickly-looking weeds,
on which the sun had never looked in his strength, sprang
thickly up over its floor. In the remote past it had been used
as a sort of garner and thrashing-place by a farmer of the
parish, nimed Marcus, who had succeeded in rearing crops of
bere and oats on two sloping plots at the foot of the cliffs in
its immediate neighborhood ; and it was known, from this
circumstance, to my uncles and the older inhabitants of the
town, as Marcus’ Cave. My companions, however, had been
chicfly drawn to it by a much more recent association. A
poor Ilighland pensioner,—a sorely dilapidated relic of the
Ifrench-American War, who had fought under General Wolfe
in his day,—had taken a great faney to the cave, and would
fain have made it his home. IHe was ill at ease in his family ;
—his wife was a termagant, and his daughter disrcputable;
and, desirous to quit their society altogether, and live as a her-
mit among the rocks, he had made application to the gentle-
man who tenanted the farm above, to be permitted to fit up
the cave for himself as a dwelling. So bad was his English,
however, that the gentleman failed to understand him ; and
his request was, as he believed, rejected, while it was in reality
only not understood. Among the younger folk, the cave came
to be known, from the incident, as “ Rory Shingles’ Cave ;”
and my companions were delighted to believe that they were
living in it as Rory would have lived bad his petition been
granted. In the wild halfssavage life which we led, we did
contrive to provide for ourselves remarkably well. The rocky
shores supplied us with limpets, periwinkles, and crabs, and
now and then a lump-fish ; the rugged slopes under the pre-
cipices, with hips, sloes, and brambles ; the broken fragments
of wreclk along the beach, and the wood above, furnished abun-
dance of fucl ; and as there were fields not half a mile away, I
fear the more solid part of our dict consisted often of potatoes
which we had not plauted, and of peas and heans which we
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had not sown. One of ouwr number contrived to bring away
a pot unobserved from his home ; another suceeeded in provid.
ing us with a pitcher; there was a good spring not two hun-
dred yards from the cave mouth, which supplied us with water;
and, thus possessed of not mercly all that nature requires, but
of a good deal more, we contrived to fare sumptuously every
day. It has been often remarked, that civilized man, when
placed in circumstances at all favorable, soon learns to as.
sume the savage. I shall not say that my companions or my-
self were particularly civilized in our previous state ; but no-
thing could be more certain, than that during our long vaca-
tion we beecame very happy, and tolerably perfect savages.
The class which we attended was of a kind not opened in any
of our accredited schools, and it might be difficult to procure
even testimonials in its behalf, easily procurable as these
usually are ; and yet, there were some of its lessons which
might be conned with some little advantage, by one desirous
of cultivating the noble sentiment of self-reliance, or the all-
important habit of selfhelp. At the time, however, they
appeared quite pointless enough ; and the moral, as in the case
of the continental apologue of Reynard the Fox, secmed al-
ways omitted.

Our partics in these excursions used at times to swell out
to ten or twelve,—at times to contract to two or three ; but
what they gained in quantity they always lost in quality, and
became mischievious with the addition of every new member,
in greatly more than the arithmetical ratio. "When most in-
nocent they consisted of only a brace of members,—a warm-
hearted, intelligent boy from the south of Scotland, who board-
ed with two elderly ladies of the place, and attended the sub-
scription school; and the acknowledged leader of the band,
who, belonging to the permanent irreduciable staff of the es-
tablishment, was never off duty. 'We used to be very happy,
and not altogether irrational, in these little skeleton parties.
My new friend was a gentle, tasteful boy, fond of poetry, and
a writer of soft, simple verses in the old-fashioned pastoral
vein, which he never showed to any one save myself'; and we
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learried to Jove one another all the more, from the cireum-
stance that I was of a somewhat bold, selfrelying tempera-
ment, and he of a clinging, timid one. Two of the stanzas of
a little pastoral, which he addressed to me about a twelve-
month after this time, when permanently quitting the north
country for Edinburgh, still remain fixed in my memory ; and
I must submit them to the reader, both as adequately repre-
scntative of the many others, their fellows, which have heen
lost, and of that juvenile poetry in gencral which ¢ is written,”
according to Sir Walter Scott, *“ rather from the recollection
of what has pleased the author in others, than what has been
suggested by his own imagination,”

“To you my poor sheep, I resign
My colly, my crook, and my horn:
To leave you, indecd, I repine,

But 1 must away with the morn,
New scenes shall evolve on my sight,
The world and its follies be new 3
But, ah ! can such scenes of delight

Ere arise, as I witnessed with you $”

Timid as he naturally was, he soon learned to abide in my
company terrors which most of my bolder companions shrank
from cncountering. I was fond of lingering in the caves until
long after nightfall, especially in those seasons when the moon
at full, or but a few days in her wane, rose out of the sca as
the evening wore on, to light up the wild precipices of that
solitary shore, and to render practicable our ascending path to
the Ifill above. And Finlay was almost the only one of my
band who dared to encounter with me the terrors of the dark-
ness. Our fire has often startled the benighted boatman as he
came rowing round some rocky promontory, and saw the red
glare strcaming scaward from the cavern mouth, and partially
lighting up the angry tumbling of the surf beyond ; and ex-
cisc-cutters have oftener than once altered their track in middle
Trith, and come bearing towards the coast, to determine
whether the wild rocks of Marcus were not becoming a haunt
of smugglers.

Immediately beyond the granite gneiss of the Hill there is
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a subaqueous deposit of the Lias formation, never yet ex-
plored by gcologist, because never yet laid bare by the cbb
though every heavier storm from the sca tells of its existence,
by tossing ashore fragments of its dark bituminous shale. [
soon ascertained that the shale is so largely charged with in-
flammable matter as to burn with a strong flame, as if steeped
in tar or oil, and that I could repeat with it the common ex-
periment of producing gas by means of a tobacco-pipe luted
with clay. And, having read in Shakspeare of a fuel termed
“sea coal,” and unaware at the time that the poet merely
meant coal brought to London by sea, I inferred that the in-
flammable shale cast up from the depths of the Frith by the
waves could not be other than the veritable * sea-coal” which
fizured in the reminiscences of Dame Quickly ; and so, as-
sisted by Finlay, who shared in the interest which I felt in the
substance, as at once classical and an original discovery, I used
to collect it in large quantities, and convert it into smoky and
troubled fires, that ever filled our cavern with a horrible stench,
and scented all the shores. Though unaware of the fact at the
time, it owed its inflammability, not to vegetable, but to ani-
mal substance ; the tar which used to boil in it to the heat,
like resin in a faggot of moss-ir, was as strange a mixture as
ever yet bubbled in witches’ cauldron,—blood of pterodactyle
and grease of ichthyosaur,—eye of belemnite and hood of nau-
tilis ; and we learned to delight in its very smell, all oppress-
ive as that was, as something wild, strange, and inexplicable.
Once or twice I scemed on the eve of a discovery ; in splitting
the masses, I occasionally saw what appeared to be fragments
of shells embedded in its substance ; and at least once I laid
open a mysterious-looking scroll or volute, existing on the dark
surface as a cream-colored film ; but though thesc organisms
aised a temporary wonder, it was not until a later period that
I learned to comprehend their truc import, as the half-effaced
but still decipherable characters of a marvellous record of the
gray, dream-cencircled past.
With tne docile Finley as my companion, and left to work
out my own will unchallenged, I was rarely or never mischie-
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yous. On the occasions, however, in which my band swelled
out to ten or a dozen,I often experienced the ordinary evils of
leadership, as known in all gangs and parties, civil and eccle-
siastical ; and was sometimes led, in consequence, to engage in
enterprises which my better judgment condemned. Ifain wish
that among the other “ Confessions” with which our literature
is charged, we had the dona fide “ Confessions of a Leader,”
with examples of the cases in which, though he seems to over-
bear, he is in reality overborne, and actually follows, though
he appears to lead. Ilomest Sir William Wallace, though
seven feet high, and a hero, was at once candid and humble
enough to confess to the canons of Hexham, that, his ¥ sok
diers being evil-disposed men,” whom he could neither “jus
tify nor punish,” he was able to protect women and Church-
men only so long as they “abided in his sight.” And, of .
course, other leaders, less tall and less heroie, must not unfre-
quently find themsclves, had they but Wallace’s magnanimity
to confess the fact, in circumstances much akin to those of
Wallace. “'When bee-masters get hold of queen bees, they
arc able, by controlling the movements of these natural leaders
of hives, to control the movements of the hives themsclves ;
and not unfrequently in Churches and States do there exist
inconspicuous bee-masters, who, by influencing or controlling
the leader-bees, in reality influence and control the move-
ments of the entire body, politic or ecclesiastical, over which
these natural monarchs seem to preside.  But truce with apol-
ogy. Partly in the character of aleader,—partly being my
self led,—I succeeded about this time in getting one of my
larger partics into a tolerably serious scrape. We passed every
day, on our way to the cave, a fine large orchard, attached to
the manor-house of the Cromarty estate; and in ascending an
adjacent hill over which our path lay, and which commands a
bird’s-eye view of the trim-kept walks and well-laden trees,
there used not unfrequently to arisc wild speculations among
us regarding the possibility and propriety of gettinga supply
of the fruit, to serve as desserts to our meals of shell-fish and
potatoes. Weeks elapsed, however, and autumn was drawing
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on to its close, ere we could quite make up our minds regard.
ing the adventure, when at length Tagreed to lead; and, after
arranging the plan of the expedition, we broke into the or-
chard under the cloud of night, and carried away with us
whole pocketfuls of apples.  They were all intolerably bad,—
sour, hard, baking-apples ; for we had delayed the enterprise
until the better fruit had been pulled ; but though they set
our teeth on edge, and we flung most of them into the sea, we
had “snatched,” in the foray, what Gray well terms “ a fear-
ful joy,” and had some thought of repeating it, mervely for the
sake of the excitement induced and the risk encountered, when
out came the astounding fact, that one of our number had
“ peached,” and, in the character of king’s evidence, betrayed
his companions.

The factor of the Cromarty property had an orphan nepheyw,
who formed at times a member of our gang, and who had
taken a willing part in the orchard foray. Ile had also en-
gaged, however, in a second enterprise of a similar kind wholly
on his own account, of which we knew nothing. An out-
house pertaining to the dwelling in which he lodged, though
itsclf situated outside the orchard, was attached to another
house inside the walls, which was employed by the gardener
as a store-place for his apples; and finding an unsuspected
crevice in the partition which divided the two buildings, some-
what resembling that through which Pyramus and Thisbe
made love of old in the city of Babylon, our comrade, straight-
way availing himsclf of so fair an opening, fell a-courting
the gardener’s apples. Sharpening the end of a long stick, he
began harpooning, through the hole, the apple heap below ;
and though the hole was greatly too small for admitting the
finer and larger specimens, and they, in consequence, fell back
disengaged from the harpoon, in the attempt to Jand them, he
succeeded in getting a good many of the smaller ones.  Old
John Clark the gardener,—far advanced in life at the time,
and secing too imperfectly to discover the creviee which open-
ed high amid the obscurity of the loft,—was in a perfeet maze
regarding the evil influence that was destroying his apples.
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Theharpoonedindividuals lay scattered over the floorhy scores;;
Dbut the agent that had dispersed and perforated thera remained
for weeks together an inscrutable mystery to John. At
length, however, there came a luckless morning, in which Hur
quondam companion lost hold, when busy at work, of the
poiuted stick ; and when John next entered his store-house,
the guilty harpoon lay stretched across the harpooned apples.
The discovery was followed up ; the culprit detected 3 and, on
being closeted with his unele the factor, he communicated no

only the details of his own special adventure, but the particu

lars of ours also. And carly next day there was a message
sent us by a safe and sceret messenger, to the cffect that we
would be all put in prison in the course of the week.

We were terribly frightened ; so much so, that the strong
point of our position—the double-dyed guilt of the factor’s
nephew—ifailed to occur to any of us ; and we looked for only
instant incarceration. I still remember the intense feeling of
shame I used to experience every time I erossed my mother’s
door for the street,—the agonizing, all-engrossing belief that
every onc was looking at and pointing me out,—and the ter-
ror, when in my uncles’,—akin to that of the enlprit who hears
from his hox the footsteps of the returning jury,—that, having
learned of my offence, they were preparing to denounce me
as a disgrace to an honcst family, on which, in the yemory
of man, no stain had rested before. The discipline was emi-
nently wholesome, and I never forgot it. It did scem some-
what strange, however, that no one appeared to know any-
thing about our misdemeanor: the factor kept our seeret re-
markably well; but we inferred he was doing so in order to
pounce upon us all the more effeetually ; and, holding a hasty
council in the cave, we resolved that, quitting our homes for
a few weeks, we should live among the rocks till the storm
that scemed rising should have blown by.

Marecus’ Cave was too accessible and too well known ; but
my knowledge of the locality enabled me to recommend to my
lads two other caves in which I thought we might be safe.
The one opened in a thicket of furze, somo forty feet above
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the shore; and, though large enough within to contain from
fifteen to twenty men, it presented outside much the appear-
ance of a fox-carth. and was not known to haltta-dozen people
in the country. It was, however, damip and dark ; and we
found that we could not venture on lighting a fire in it with
out danger of suffoeation. It was pronounced exeellent, how-
ever, as a temporary place of concealment, were the search for
as to beeome very hot.  The other cavern was wide and open g
put it was a wild, ghestly-looking pliee, scarcely once visited
from one twelvementls end to another; its floor was green
with mould, and its ridgy walls and roof bristled over with
slim pale stalactites, which Jooked like the pointed tags that
roughen a dead dress. It was certain, too, that it was haunt-
ed. Marks of a cloven foot might be scen freshly impressed
on its floor, which had been produced cither by a stray goat, or
by something worse; and the few boys to whom its existence
and character were known used to speak of it under their
breath as # the Devil’s Cave.” ALy lads did at first look round
them, as we cntered, with an awe-struck and disconsclate
expression ; but falling busily to work among the cliffs, we
collected large quantitics of withered grass and fern for bed-
ding, and, sclecting the drier and less exposed portions of the
floor, soon piled up for oursclves a row of little lairs, formed
in a sort of halfway style hetween that of the wild beast and
the gipsy, on which it would have been possible enough to
sleep.  We sclected, too, a place for our fire, gathered a little
heap of fuel, and scercted in a recess, for ready use, our Mar-
cus’ Cave pot and pitcher, and the lethal weapons of the
gang, which consisted of an old bayonet so corroded with rust
that it somewhat resembled a threc-edged saw, and an old
horseman’s pistol tied fast to the stock by cobbler’s ends, and
with Jock and ramrod awanting. Evening surprised us in the
middle of our preparations ; and as the shadows fell dark and
thick, my lads hegan to look most uncomfortably arcund them.
At length they fairly struck work; there was no use, they
said, for being in the Devil’s Cave so late,—no use, indeed, for
being in it at all, until we were made sure the factor did ac-
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tually intend to imprison us; and, after delivering themselves
to this cflect, they fairly bolted, leaving Finlay and mysclf to
bring up the rear at our leisure. My well-laid plan was, in
short, found unworkable, from the inferior quality of my ma-
terials. Ircturned home with a heavy Leart, somewhat gricved
that I had not confided my scheme to only Finlay, who could,
I aseertained, do braver things, with all his timidity, than the
belder boys, our occasional associates. And yet, when, in
passing homewards through the dark loncly woods of the
Hill, I bethought me of the still deeper solitude and gloom of
the haunted cave far below, and thought further, that at that
very moment the mysterious being with the cloven feet might
be traversing its silent floox, I felt my blood run cold, and at
once leaped to the conclusion that, save for the disgrace, a
cave with an evil spirit in it could be not a great deal better
than a prison. Of the prison, however, we heard no more;
though I never forgot the grim but precious lesson read me
by the factor’s threat; and from that time till the present,—
save now and then, by inadvertently admitting into my news-
paper a paragraph written in too terse a style by some good
man in the provinees, against some very bad man his neigh-
bor,—1I have not been fairly within wind of the law. Iwould,
however, seriously advise such of my young friends as may
cast a curious eye over these pages, to avoid taking any such
lesson as mine at first-hand.  One halfhour of the mental
anguish which I at this time experienced, when I thought of
my mother and uncles, and the infamy of a prison, would
have vastly more than counterbalanced all that could have
been enjoyed from bangueting on apples, even had they been
those of the Ilesperides or of Eden, instead of being, what
they were in this case, green masses of harsh acid, alike for-
midable fo tecth and stomach. I must add, in justice to my
friend of the Doocot Cave, that, though an oceasional visitor
at Marcus, he had prudently avoided getting into this scrape.

Our long vacation came at length to an end, by the ap-
pointment of a teacher to the subscription school ; but the ar-
rangement was not the most profitable possible for the pupils.
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It was an ominous circumstance, that we learned in a few days
to designate the new master by a nickname, and that the name
stuck,—a misfortunc which almost never befalls the truly su-
perior man. e had, however, a certain dash of cleverness
about him; and observing that 1 was of potent influence
among my school-fellows, he set himsclf to determine the
grounds on which my authority rested. Copy and arithmetic
books in schools in which there was liberty used in those an.
cient times to be charged with curious revelations. In the
parish school, for instance, which excelled, as I have said,
every other school in the world in its knowledge of barks and
carvels, it was not uncommon to find a book which, when opened
at the rizht end, presented only copy-lines or arithmetical
questions, that when opened at the wrong one, presented only
ships and boats. And there were cases on recoxd in which, on
the grand annual examination-day that heralded the vacation,
the worthy parish minister, by beginning to turn over the
leaves of some exhibited hook at the reverse end, found him-
self engaged, when expecting only the questions of Cocker, or
the ship-lines of Butterworth, amid whole fleets of smacks,
frigates, and brigantines. My new master, professionally ac-
quainted with this sceret property of arithmetic and copy-
books, laid hold of mine, and, bringing them to his desk,
found them charged with very extraordinary revelations in-
deed. The blank spaces werce occupied with deplorably serab-
bled couplets and stanzas, blent with occasional remarks in
rude prose, that dealt chiefly with natural phenomena.  One
note, for instance, which the master took the trouble of de-
ciphering, referred to the supposed fuct, familiar as a matter
of sensation to boys located on the sca-coast, that during the
hathing scason the water is warmer in windy days, when the
waves break high, than during dead calms ; and accounted for
it (I fear, not very philosophically) on the hypothesis that the
“ywaves, by slapping against cach other, engender heat, as
heat may be engendered by clapping the hands.” The master
read on, evidently with much difliculty, and apparently with
considerable scepticism : he inferred that I had hecn borrow-
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ing, not inventing ; though where such prose and such verse
could have been borrowed, and, In especial, such grammar
and such spelling, even cleverer men than he might well have
despaired of ever finding out. And in order to test my pow-
ers, he proposed furnishing me with a theme on which to
write. “Let us see,” he said, “let us sce: the dancing-school
ball comes on here next week ;—bring me a pocra on the
dancing-school ball.” The subject did not promise a great
deal ; but, sctting myself to work in the evening, I produced
halfa-dozen stanzas on the ball, which were reccived as good,
in evidence that I actually could rhyme; and for some wecks
after I was rather a favorite with the new master. '

I had, however, ere now become o wild insubordinate boy,
and the only school in which I could properly be taught was
that world-wide school which awaited me, in which Toil and
Hardship are the severe but noble teachers, I got into sad
serapes.  Quarrelling, on one occasion, with & boy of my own
standing, we exchanged blows across the form; and when
called up for trial and punishment, the fault was found to at-
tach so cqually to hoth sides, that the same number of palmies,
well laid on, were awarded to cach. I bore mine, however,
like & North American Indian, whercas my antagonist began
to howl and ery 3 and I could not resist the temptation of say-
ing to him, in a whisper that unluckily rcached the car of the
master, “ Ye big blubbering blockhead, take that for a drub-
bing from me.” I had of course to rceeive a few palnies ad-
ditional for the speech ; but then, “who cared for that?” The
master, however, “cared” considerably more for the offence
than I did for the punishment. And in a subsequent quarrel
with another boy,—a stout and somewhat desperate mulatto,
—I got into a worse serape still, of which he thought still
worse. The mulatto, in his battles, which were many, had a
trick, when in danger of Dbeing over-matched, of drawing his
knife; and in our affair—the necessities of the fight seecming
to require it—he drew his knife upon me. To his horror and
astonishment, however, instead of rumning off) I immediately
drew mine, and, quick as lightning, stabbed him in the thigh.
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IHeroared out in fright and pain,and, though more alarmed than
hurt, never after drew knife upon a combatant. But the value
of the lesson which I gave was, like most other very valuable
things, inadequately appreciated ; and it merely procured for
me the character of being a dangerous boy. I had certainly
reached a dangerous stage ; but it was mainly mysclf that was
in jeopardy. There is a transition time in which the strength
and independence of the latent man begin to mingle with the
wilfulness and indiserction of the mere boy, which is more
perilous than any other, and in which many more downward
carcers of recklessness and folly begin, that end in wreck and
ruin, than in all the other years of life which intervene be-
tween childhood and old age. The growing lad should be
wisely and tenderly dealt with at this eritical stage. The se-
verity that would fain compel the implicit submission yiclded
at an earlicr period, would probably succeed, if his character
was a strong one, in ensuring but his ruin, It is at this tran-
sition stage that hoys run ofl’ to sea from their parents and
masters, or, when tall enough, enlist in the army for soldiers.
The strictly orthodox parent, if more severe than wise, suc-
ceeds occasionally in driving, during this crisis, his son into
Popery, or infidelity ; and the sternly moral one, in Janding
his in utter profligacy. But, leniently and judiciously dealt
with, the dangerous period passes; in a few ycars at most,—
in some instances in even a few months,—the sobricty inci-
dental to a further development of character ensues, and the
wild boy scttles down into a rational young man.

It so chanced, however, that in what proved the closing
scene in my term of school attendance, I was rather unfor-
tunate than guilty. The class to which I now belonged read
an English lesson every afternoon, and had its rounds of
spelling ; and in these last I acquitted myself hut ill; partly
from the circumstance that I spelt only indiflerently, but still
more from the further cireumstance, that, retaining strongly
fixed in my memory the hroad Scotch pronunciation acquired
at the dames’ school I had to carry on in my mind the double
process of at once spelling the required word, and of trans
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Jating the olu sounds of the letters of which it was composed
into the modern ones. Nor had I been taught to break the
words into syllables; and so, when required one evening to
spell the word “ awful,” with much deliberation,—for I had
to translate, as I went on, the letters w-w and u,—I spelt-it
word for word, without break or pausc, as a-w-ful. ¢ No,?
said the master; “a-w, aw, ful, awful; spell again.” This
secmed preposterous spelling. It was sticking in an ¢, as

thought, into the middle of the word, where, I was sure, no

had a right to be; and so I spelt it as at first. The master
recompensed my supposed contumacy with a sharp cut athwart
the ears with his taws; and again demanding the spelling of
the word, I yet again spelt it as at first.  But on receiving a
sccond cut, I refused to spell it any more ; and, determined on
overcoming my obstinacy, he laid hold of me, and attempted
throwing me down. As wrestling had, however, heen one of
our favorite Mareus’ Cave exercises, and as few lads of my
inches wrestled Dbetter than I, the master, though a tall and
tolerably robust fellow, found the feat considerably more
diflicult than he could have supposed. We swayed from side
to side of the school-room, now backwards, now forwards, and
for a full minute it scemed to be rather a moot point on which
side the victory was to incline. At length, however, I was
tripped over a form ; and as the master had to deal with me,
not as master usually deals with pupil, but as one combatant
deals with another, whom he has to beat into submission, I
was mauled in a way that filled me with aches and bruises for
a full month thercafter. I greatly fear that, had I mecg the
fellow on a lonely road five years subsequent to our encounter,
when I had become strong cnough to raise Dreast-hign the
“great lifting stone of the Dropping Cave,” he would have
caught as sound a thrashing as he ever gave to little oy or
girl in his life; but all I could do at this time was to take
down my cap from off the pin, when the afthir had ended, and
march straight out of school.  And thus terminated my school
cducation. DBefore night I had avenged myself, in a copy of
satiric verses, entitled “ The Pedagogue,” which—as they had
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some little eleverness in them, regarded as the work of a boy,
and as the known eccentricities of” their subjeet gave me large
scope—occasioned a good deal of merriment in the place
and of the verses a fair copy, written out by Finlay, was
transmitted through the Post-Oflice to the pedagogue himself.
But the only notice he ever took of them was incidentally,
in a short speech made to the copyist a few days after.  “I
see, Sir,” he said,—* I see you still associate with that fellow
Miller; perhaps he will make you a poet!”  “I had thought,
Sir,” said Tinlay, very quictly, in reply, “that poects were
born,—not made.”

As a specimen of the rhyme of this period, and as in some
degree a sct-off’ against my drubbing, which remains till this
day an unsettled score, I submit my pasquinade to the reader.

THE PEDAGOGUL.

With solemn mien and pious air,
S—k—r altends cach call of grace;

Loud cloquence bedecks his prayer,
Aund formal sanctity his face.

Al zood ; but turn the other side,
And sce the smirking beau displayed ;
The pompous strut, exalled air,

And all that marks the fop, is there.

In character we seldom sce

Traits so diverse meet and agree

Can the affected mincing trip,

Exalted brow, and pride-pressed lip,

In strange incongruous union mect,

With all that stamps the hypocrite ?

We sce they do: but Jet us secan

Those seeret springs which mnove the man.

Though now he wiclds the knotty birchy
Iis better hope lies in the Church 2

For this the suble robe he wears,

Yor {his in pious guise appears.

But then, the weak will cannot hide

Th? inherent vanily and pride s

And thus he acts the coxeomb’s party
As dearer (o his poor vain heart
Nature’s born fop ! a saint by art!!
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But, hold, he wears no fopling’s dress;
Each seam, each thread the eye can trace,
IIis garb all o’cr ;—the Cye, though true,
Time-blunch’d, displays a fainter hues
Dress forms the fopling’s better part ;—
Reconcile this and prove your art.

¢ Chill penury represses pride 3°—

A maxim by the wise denied ;

For *lis alone tame plodding souls,
Whose spirits bend when it controlsy~
Whose lives run on in onc dull same,
Plain honesty their highest aim.

With him it merely can repress—
Tailor o’er-cowed—the pomp of dress;
Ilis spirit, unrepressed, can soar

1ligh as ¢’er folly rosc before;

Can fly pale study, learn’d debate,

And ape proud fashion’s idle state 3
Yet fuils in that engaging grace

That lights the practis’d courtier’s face.
Ilis weak affected air we mark,

And, smiling, vicw the would-be sparl §
Complele in every act and feature,—
An ill-bred, silly, awkward creature.

My school-days fairly over, a life of toil frowned full in
front of me; but never yet was there half-grown lad less
willing to take up the man and lay down the boy. My set of
companions was fast breaking up ;—my friend of the Doocot
Cave was on the eve of proceeding to an academy in a neigh-
boring town ; Finlay had reccived a call from the south, to
finish his education in a seminary on the banks of the Tweed ;
one Marcus’ Cave lad was preparing to go to sca; another
to learn a trade; a third to enter a shop: the time of dis-
persal was too cvidently at hand; and, taking counscl one
day togcther, we resolved on constructing something—we at
first knew not what—that might serve as a monument to re-
call to us in after years the memory of our carly pastimes and
enjoyments, The common school-book story of the Persian
shepherd, who, when raised by his sovereign to high place in
the empire, derived his chief pleasure from contemplating, in
a secret apartment, the pipe, crook, and rude habiliments of
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his happier days, snggesied to me that we also should have
our secret: apartment, in which to store up, for future contem-
plation, our bayonct and pistol, pot and pitcher ; and I ree-
ommended that we should set ourselves to dig a subtervancan
chamber for that purpose among the woods of the hill, accessi-
ble, like the mysterious vaults of our story-books, by a trap
door. The proposal was favorably received ; and, selceting
a solitary spot among the trees as a proper site, and procur-
ing spade and mattock, we began to dig.

Soon passing through the thin erust of vegetable mould, we
found the red boulder clay beneath exceedingly stiff and hard ;
but day after day saw us perseveringly at work ; and we sue-
ceeded in digging a huge square pit, about six fect in length
and breadth, and fully scven feet deep. Fixing four upright
posts in the corners, we lined our apartment with slender spars
nailed closcly together; and we had prepared for giving it a
massive roof of beams formed of fallen trees, and strong
enough to bear a layer of earth and turf from a foot to a foot
and a half in depth, with a little opening for the trap-door;
when we found, one morning, on pressing onwards to the scene
of our labors, that we were doggedly tracked by a horde of
boys considerably more numerous than our own party. Their
curiosity had been excited, like that of the ’rincess Nekayah
in Rassclas, by the tools which we carried, and by “sceing
that we had directed our walk every day to the same point ;”
and in vain, by running and doubling, by scolding and remon-
strating, did we now attempt shaking them off. I saw that,
were we to provoke a gencral zelee, we could scarce expect
to come ofl victors; but deeming mysclf fully a match for
their stoutest boy, I stepped out and challenged him to come
forward and fight me. Ile hesitated, looked foolish, and re-
fused, but said, he would readily fight with any of my party
except myself.  Iimmediately named my friend of the Doocot
Cave, who leaped out with a hound to meet him'; hut the boy,
as I had anticipated, refused to fight him also ; and, obscrving
the proper efleet produced, I ordered my lads to march for-
ward ; and from an upper slope of the hill we had the satisfac-
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tion of secing that our pursuers, after lingering fora little while
on the spot on which we had left them, turned homewards,
fairly cowec, and pursued us no more. DBut, alas! on reach-
ing our secret chamber, we ascertained, by marks all too un-
cquivocal, that it was to be seeret no Ionger.  Some rude hand
had torn down the wooden lining, and cut two of the posts
half through with a hatchet; and on returning disconsolately
to the town, we ascertained that Johnstone, the forester, had
just been there before us, declaring that some atrociously
wicked persons—for whose apprehension a proclamation was
to be instantly issucd—had contrived a diabolical trap, which
he had just discovered, for maiming the cattle of the gentle-
man, his employer, who farmed the Hill. Johnstone was an
old Forty-Second man, who had followed Wellington over the
larger part of the Peninsula ; but though he had witnessed the
storming and sack of St. Sebastian, and a great many other bad
things, nothing had he ever seen on the Peninsula, or anywhere
clse, he said, half so mischievous as the cattle-trap. We, of
course, kept our own secret; and as we all returned under the
cloud of night, and with heavy hearts filled up our excavation
level with the soil, the threatened proclamation was never is-
sucd. Jobnstone, however, who had been watching my mo-
tions for a considerable time before, and whom, as he was a
formidable fellow, very unlike any of the other foresters, I had
been sedulously watching in turn,—had no hesitation in declar-
ing that I, and I only, could be the designer of the cattle-trap.
I'had acquainted myself in books, he said, with the mode of
entrapping by pitfalls wild beasts in the forests abroad ; and
my trap for the Colonel’s cattle was, he was certain, a result
of my book-acquired knowledge.

I was one day lounging in front of my mother’s dwelling,
when up came Johnstone to address me. As the cvidence
regarding the excavation had totally broken down, I was
aware of no special oftence at the time that could have secur-
ed for me such a piece of attention, and inforred that the old
soldier was laboring under some mistake; but Johnstone’s
address soon cvinced that he was not in the least mistaken.
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He wished to be acquainted with me, he said. “It was all
nor.sense for us to be bothering one another, when we had no
cause of quarrel.” Ile used occasionally to cke out his pen-
sion, and his scanty allowance as forester, by catching a basket
of fish for himself from oft' the rocks of the Iill ; and he had
just discovered a projecting rock at the foot of a tall precipice,
which would prove, he was sure, one of the best fishing plat-
forms in the Frith, DBut then, in the existing state, it was
wholly inaccessible. He was, however, of opinion that it was
possible to lay it open by carrying a path adown the shelving
face of the precipice. Ile had scen Wellington address him-
self to quite as desperate-looking matters in the Peninsula;
and were I but to assist him, he was sure, he said, we could
construct between us the necessary path. The undertaking
was one wholly according to my own heart; and next morn-
ing Johnstone and I were hard at work on the giddy brow
of the precipice. It was topped by a thick bed of boulder
clay, itself—such was the steepness of the slope—almost a pre-
cipice ; but a series of deeply-cut steps led us easily adown the
bed of clay ; and then a sloping shelf, which, with much labor,
we deepened and flattened, conducted us not unsafely some
five-and-twenty or thirty feet along the face of the precipice
proper. A sccond series of steps, painfully scooped out of
the living rock, and which passed within a few yards of a~
range of herons’ nests perched on a hitherto inaccessible plat-
form, brought us down some five-and-twenty or thirty feet
more; but then we arrived at a sheer descent of about twenty
feet, at which Johnstone looked rather blank, though, on my
suggesting a laddcr, he took heart again, and cutting two slim
taper trees in the wood above, we flung them over the preci-
pice into the sca; and then fishing them up with a world of
toil and trouble, we squared and hore them upwards, and, cut-:
ting tenons for them in the hard gneiss, we placed them against
the rock front, and nailed over them a line of steps. The
precipice hencath sloped easily on to the fishing rock, and so a
few steps more completed our path. I never saw a man more
delighted than Johnstone. As being lighter and more active
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than he,—for, though not greatly advanced in life, he was con-
siderably debilitated by severe wounds,—I had to take some
of the more perilous parts of the work on myself. I had cut
the tenons for the ladder with a rope round my waist, and had
recovered the trees flung into the sea by some adroit swim-
ming ; and the old soldier became thoroughly impressed with
the conviction that my proper sphere was the army. I was
alrcady five feet three, he said ; in little more than a twelve-
month I should be five feet seven ; and were I then but to en-
list, and to kecp from the “drop drink,”—a thing which he
never could do,—I would, he was certain, rise to be a sexrjeant.
In brief, such were the terms on which Johnstone and I learn-
ed to live cver after, that, had I constructed a score of traps
for the Colonel’s cattle, I believe he would have winked at
them all. Poor fellow ! he got into difficulties a good many
years after, and, on the accession of the Whigs to power,
mortgaged his pension, and emigrated to Canada. Deeming
the terms hard, however, as he well might, he first wrote a
letter to his old commander, the Duke of Wellington,—I hold-
ing the pen for him,—in which, in the hope that their strin
gency might be relaxed in his behalf, he stated both his ser-
vices and his case. And promptly did the Duke reply, in an
essentially kind holograph cpistle, in which, after stating that
he had no influcnce at the time with the Ministers of the
Crown, and no means of getting a relaxation of their terms
in behalf of any onc, he “ earnestly recommended William
Jolmstone, first, not to seek a provision for himself in Cana-
da, unless he were able-bodied, and fit to provide for himself
in circumstances of extreme hardship ; and, second, on no ac-
count to scll or mortgage his pension.” But the advice was
not taken ;—Johnstone did emigrate to Canada, and did mort-
gage his pension ; and I fear—though I failed to trace his af-
ter-history—that he suffered in consequence.
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CHAPTER VIII.

# Now, surely, thought I, there's enon’
To fill life’s dusty way 3
And who will miss a poet’s feet,
Or wonder where he stray!
So to the woods und wastes Ull go,
And T will build an ozier bower;
And sweetly there to me shall flow
The meditative hour.”
Hexry Kirke Wurre,

Frxvay was away ; my friend of the Doocot Cave was away ;
my other companions were all scattered abroad ; my mother,
after a long widowhood of more than cleven years, had enter-
ed into a sccond marriage ; and I found myself standing face
to face with a life of labor and restraint. The prospeet ap-
peared dreary in the extreme. Tlre necessity of ever toiling
from morning to night, and from one week’s end to another,
and all for a little coarse food and homely raiment, scemed to
be a dire one; and fain would I have avoided it. DBut there
was no escape, and so I determined on being a mason. I re-
membered my Cousin George’s long winter holidays, and how
delightfully he employed them ; and, by making choice of
Cousin George’s profession, I trusted to find, like him, large
compensation, in the amusements of one half the year, for the
toils of the other half. Labor shall not wicld over me, I said,
a rod entirely black, but a rod like one of Jacob’s pecled
wands, chequered white and black alternately.
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I, however, did look, even at this time, notwithstanding the
antecedents of a sadly mis-spent hoyhood, to sornething higher
than mere amusement; and, daring to helieve that literature,
and, mayhap, natural science, were, after all, my proper voca-
tions, [ resolved that much of my leisure time should be given
to careful observation, and the study of our hest English au-
thors, Both my uncles, especially James, were sorcly vexed
by my determination to be a mason ; they had expected to sce
me rising in some one of the learned professions ; yet here was
I going to be a mere operative mechanie, like one of thern-
sclves! I spent with them a serious hour, in which they
urged that, instead of entering as a mason’s apprentice, ]
should devote myself anew to my education. Though the
labor of their hands formed their only wealth, they would as-
sist me, they said, in getting through college ; nay, if I pre-
ferred it, I might meanwhile come and live with them ; all they
asked in return of me was, that I should give myself as sedu-
lously to my lessons as, in the event of my becoming a mason,
I would have to give myseclf to my trade. I demurred. The
lads of my acquaintance who were preparing for college had
an cye, I said, to some profession ; they were qualifying them-
selves to be lawyers, or medical men, or, in much larger part,
were studying for the Church ; whereas I had no wish and no
peculiar fitness to be either lawyer or doctor ; and as for the
Chureh, that was too scrious a direction to look in for one’s
bread, unless one could honestly regard one’s self as called to
the Churel’s proper work ; and I could not. There, said my
uncles, you are perfectly right: better be a poor mason,—bet-
ter be anything honest, however humble,—than an uncalled
minister. Ilow very strong the hold taken of the mind in
some cases by hereditary convictions of which the ordinary
conduct shows little apparent trace! Ihad for the last fow
years been a wild boy,—not without my share of respect for
Donald Roy’s religion, but possessed of none of Donald’s se-
riousness; and yet here was his belief in this special matter
lying so strongly entrenched in the recesses of my mind, that
no consideration whatever could have induced me to outrage
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it by obtruding my wnworthiness on the Church. Though,
mayhap, overstrained in many of its older forms, I fain wish
the conviction, in at least some of its better modifications,
were more general now. It might be well for all the Protest-
ant Churches practically to hold, with Uncles James and Sandy,
that true ministers cannot be manufactured out of ordinary
men—men ordinary in talent and character—in a given num.-
ber of years, and then passed by the imposition of hands into
the sacred oflice ; but that, on the contrary, ministers, when
veal, are all special ercations of the grace of God. I may
add, that in a belief of this kind, deeply implanted in the pop-
ular mind of Scotland, the strength of our recent Church con-
troversy mainly lay.

Slowly and unwillingly my uncles at length consented that I
should make trial of a life of manual labor. The husband of
one of my maternal aunts was a mason, who, contracting for jobs
on a small scale, usually kept an apprentice or two, and employ-
ed a fow journcymen. With him I agreed to serve for the term
of three years ; and, getting a suit of strong moleskin clothes,
and a pair of heavy hob-nailed shoes, I waited only for the
breaking up of the winter frosts, to begin work in the Cro-
marty quarrics,—jobbing masters in the north of Scotland us-
ually combining the profession of the quarrier with that of the
mason. In the beautiful poetic fragment from which I bave
chosen my motto, poor Kirk White fondly indulges in the
dream of a hermit life,—quiet, meditative, solitary, spent far
away in deep woods, or amid wide-spread wastes, where the
very sounds that arose would he but the faint echoes of a lone-
liness in which man was not,—a “ voice of the desert, never
dumb.” The dream is that of a certain bricf period of life be-
tween boyhood and comparatively mature youth ; and we find -
more traces of it in the poctry of Kirke White than in that of
almost any other poct ; simply because he wrote at the age in
which it is natural to indulge in it, and hecause, being less an
imitator and more an original than most juvenile pocts, he
gave it as a portion of the internal expericuce from which he
drew But it is a drcam not restricted to young poets; the
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ignorant, half-grown lad, who learns for the first time “ahout,
the great rich gentleman who advertises for a herrmit,” and
wishes that he had but the necessary qualifications of heard to
offer himself as a candidate, indulges in it also; and I, too, in
this transition stage, cherished it with all the strength of a
passion. It seems to spring out of a latent timidity in the yet
undeveloped mind, that shrinks from grappling with the stern
realitics of life, amid the crowd and press of a busy world,
and o’crshaded by the formidable competition of men already
practised in the struggle. I have still before me the picture
of the “lodge in some vast wilderness,” to which I could have
fan retired, to lead all alone a life quicter, but quite as wild,
as my Marcus’ Cave one ; and the snugness and comfort of the
humble interior of my hermitage, during some boisterous night
of winter, when the gusty wind would be howling around the
roof, and the rain beating on the casement, but when in the
calm within, the cheerful flame would roar in the chimney,
and glance bright on rafter and wall, still impress me as if the
recollection was in reality that of a scenc witnessed, not of a
mere vision conjured up by the fancy. But it was all the idle
drcam of a truant lad, who would fain now, as on former oc-
casions, have avoided going to school,—that best and noblest
of all schools, save the Christian one, in which honest Labor
is the teacher,—in which the ability of being uscful is impart-
cd, and the spirit of independence communicated, and the hab-
1t of persevering eflort acquired; and which is more moral
than the schools in which only philosophy is taught, and great-
Iy more happy than the schools which profess to teach only the
art of enjoyment. Noble, upright, selfrelying Toil! Who
that knows thy solid worth and value would be ashamed of
thy hard hands, and thy soiled vestments, and thy obscure
tasks,—thy humble cottage, and hard couch, and homely fare!
Save for thee and thy lessons, man in socicty would everywhere
sink into a sad compound of the fiend and the wild beast ; and
this fallen world would be as certainly a moral as a natural wil-
derness. But Ilittle thought of the excellence of thy character
and of thy teachings, when, with a heavy heart, I set out about
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this time, on a morning of carly spring, to talke my first lesson
from thee in a sandstone quarry.

I have clsewhere recorded the history of my few first days
of toil ; but it is possible for two histories of the same period
and ind._vidual to be at once truc to fact, and unlike each other
in the scenes which they describe and the events which they
record. The quarry in which I commenced my life of labor
was, as I have said, a sandstone one, and exhibited in the sce-
tion of the furze-covered bank which it presented, a bar of
deep-red stone beneath, and a bar of palered clay above,
Both deposits belonged to formations equally known at the
time to the geologist. The deep-red stone formed part of an
upper member of the Lower Old Red Sandstone ; the pale-
red clay, which was much roughened by rounded pebbles, and.
much cracked and fissured by the recent frosts, was a bed of
the boulder clay. Save for the wholesome restraint that con-
fined me for day after day to the spot, I would perhaps have
paid little attention to cither. Mineralogy in its first rudi-
ments had carly awakened my curiosity, just as it never fails
to awaken, with its gems, and its metals, and its hard glitter-
ing rocks, of which tools may be made, the curiosity of infant
tribes and nations. But in unsightly masses of mechanical
origin, whether saudstone or clay, I could take no interest
just as infant societies take no interest in such masses, and so
fail to know anything of geology; and it was not until I had
learned to detect among the ancient sandstone strata of this
quarry exactly the same phenomena as those which I used to
witness in my walks with Uncle Sandy in the ebb, that I was
fairly excited to examine and inquire. It was the nccessity
which made me a quarrier that taught me to be a geologist.
Further, I soon found that there was much to be enjoyed in a
life of labor. A taste for the heautics of natural scenery is of
itself a never-failing spring of delight; and there was scarce
a day in which I wrought in the open air, during this period,
in which I did not experience its soothing and exhilarating in-
fluence. Well has it been said by the poct Keats, that “ a
thing of beauty is a joy forever.” I owed much to the upper
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reaches of Cromarty Irith, as seen, when we sat down to
our mid-day meal, from the gorge of the quarry, with their
numerous rippling currents, that in the calm rescinbled strearn-
lets winding through a meadow, and their distant gray pro-
montorics tipped with villages that brightened in the sunshine ;
while, pale in the background, the mighty hills, still streaked
with snow, rose high over bay and promontory, and gave dig-
ity and power to the scenc.

still, however, with all my enjoyments, I had to suffer some
of the evils of cxeessive toil. Though now seventeen, I was
still seven inches short of my ultimate stature ; and my frame,
cast more at the time in the mould of my mother than in that
of the robust sailor, whose “ back,” according to the deserip-

“tion of one of his comrades, “no one had ever put to the
ground,” was slim and loosely knit ; and I used to sufler much
from wandering pains in the joints, and an oppressive fecling
about the chest, as if crushed by some great weight. I be-
came subject, too, to frequent fits of extreme depression of
spirits, which took almost the form of a walking sleep,—re-
sults, I belicve, of excessive fatigue,—and during which my ab-
senee of mind was so extreme, that I lacked the ability of
protecting mysclf against accident, in cases the most simple
and ordinary. Besides other injuries, I lost at different times
during the first few months of my apprenticeship, when in
these fits of partial somnambulism, no fewer than seven of my
finger-nails. But as I gathered strength, my spirits became
more cquable ; and not until many years after, when my health
failed for a time under over-exertion of another kind, had I
any renewed cxperience of the fits of walking sleep.

My master, an clderly man at the time,—for, as he used not
unfrequently to tell his apprentices, he had been born on the
samne day and year as George the Fourth, and so we could
celebrate, if we pleased, both holidays together,—was a per-
son of plodding, persevering industry, who wrought rather
longer hours than was quite agrecable to onc who wished to
have some time to himself ; but Lie was, in the main, a good
master. As a builder, he made conscience of every stone he
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laid. It was remarked in the place, that the walls built by
Uncle David never bulged or fell 5 and no apprentice or jour-
neyman of fhis was permitted, on any plea, to make “slight
work.” Though by no means a bold or daring man, he was,
from sheer abstraction, when engrossed in his employment;,
more thoroughly insensible to personal danger than almost
any other individual I ever knew.  On one occasion, when an
overloaded boat, in which he was carrying stones from the
quarry to the neighboring town, was overtaken by a series of
rippling scas, and suddenly sank, leaving him standing on one
of the thwarts submerged to the throat, he merely said to his
partner, on sceing his favorite snufFmull go floating past,
“ Od, Andro man, just rax out your han’and tak in my snuft-
box.”  On another, when a huge mass of the boulder clay
came toppling down upon us in the quarry with such momen-
tum, that it bent a massive iron lever like a bow, and crushed
into minute fragments a strong wheelbarrow, Uncle David,
who, older and less active than any of the others, had been
entangled in the formidable debris, relieved all our minds by
remarking, as we rushed back, expecting to find him crushed
as flat as a botanical preparation, ¢ Od, I draid, Andro man,
we have lost our good barrow.” Ile was at first of opinion
that I would do him little credit as a workman ; in my ab-
sent fits I was well-nigh as impervious to instruction as he him-
sclf was insensible to danger ; and I labored under the further
disadvantage of knowing a little, as an amateur, of both hew-
ing and building, from the circumstance, that when the under-
takings of my schoolboy days involved, as they sometimes did,
the crection of a house, I used always to he selected as the
mason of the party. And all that I had Iecarned on these oc-
casions I bad now to unlearn. In the course of a few months,
however, I did unlearn it all; and then, acquiring in less than
a fortnight a very considerable mastery over the mallet,—for
mine was one of the nat very unfrequent cases in which the
mechanical knack scems, after many an abortive attempt, to
be zaught up at once,—I astonished Uncle David one morn-
ing by setting myseclf to compete with him, and by hewing
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nearly two feet cf pavement for his one. And on this occa-
sion my aunt, his wife, who had been no stranger to his pre-
vious complaints, was informed that her “ stupid nephew” was
to turn out ¢ a grand workman after all.” '
A life of toil has, however, its peculiar temptations.  When
overwrought, and in my depressed moods, I learned to regard
the ardent spivits of the dram-shop as high luxuries ; the