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flying across the runnel, instead of creeping along the grass

stalks and over the sward, as before, 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.

"What 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 shores of a noble river; and, just where th

clear water vent 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. lie did sometimes borrow a day
from his work, even after his marriage; but then, according
to the poet, it was

"The love ho bore to science was in fault."

The borrowed day was always spent in transferring to paper
some architectural design, or in working out some

mathemat-icalproblem, or in rendering some piece of Gaelic verse into

English, or some piece of English prose. into Gaelic; and as

he was a steady, careful man, the appropriated day was never

seriously missed. The winter, too, was all his own, for in

those northern districts, masons are never employed from a

little after Hallow-day, till the second, or even third month of

spring'--`a circumstance which I carefully noted at this time

in its bearing on the amusements of my cousin, and which

afterwards weighed not a little with me when I came to make
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