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from the warm-hearted peasant of five years ago; and there

was a stern and almost supercilious elevation in his bearing;

which at first pained and offended me. I had met with

him as he was returning from the fields after the labors of

the day. The dusk of twilight had fallen; and; though I

had calculated on passing the evening with him at the

farm-house of Mossgiel, so displeased was'I that after.

our first greeting I had more than half changed my mind.

The recollection of his former kindness to me, however,

suspended the feeling, and I resolved on throwing myself

on his hospitality for the night, however cold the welcome.

"I have come all the way from Irvine to see you, Mr.

Burns," I said. For the last five years I have thought

more of my mother and you than of any other two per

sons in the country. May I not dalculate, as of old, oii my

supper and a bed ?"

There was an instantaneous* change in his expression.

"Pardon me, my friend," he said, grasping my hand;

"I have, unwittingly, been doing you wrong. One may

surely be the master of an Indiantn, and in possession of

"a
heart too honest to be spoiled by prosperity!

The remark served to explain the haughty coolness of his

manner which had so displeased me, and which was but the

nwi11ingly assumed armor of a defensive pride.

"There, brother," he said, throwing down some plough-,

irons which he carried; "send wee Davoc with these to the

smithy, and bid him tell Rankin I won't be there to-night.

The moon is rising, Mr. Lindsay; shall we not have a

stroll together through the coppice?"

"That of all things," I replied; and, parting. from Gil

bert, we struck into the wood.

The vening, considering thQ lateness of the season,

for winter had set in, was mild and pleasant.
The moon
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