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ANNIE ORME,

HOW ANNIE ORME WAS BETTLED IN LIFE, AND WHAT WE DID TO HELP IT OX.
BY HER AUNT, MIS3 RACTEL BINCLAIR, MANTUA-MAKEER, LASAWADE.

{ Communicated by the dwhor of ¥ Margaret Maitland," de. de. )

Cuarrer L

WHERE we live is about six miles out of
Edinburgh. In the summer time, the place is
full of folk, seeking country air, and health,
and change. Some come because they are deli-
eate, some because other folk come; but, what-
ever the reason is, there are aye strangers
it Lamwade, and & good house is & kind of
beritage, by reason of the high renta that the
visitors are content to give.

I have heard folk call it dull, and some say
that they do not like the place, but I never
beard & word from one meaning, even in a far-
off way, that Lasswade was not bonnie. Be-
kind us we have woods, before us we have the
Esk, which, for its size, is as fine & river as you
will s in any place. I wounld not undertake
tosay it was just like the Clyde, or the Thames,
or the Bt. Lawrence, though I never saw them,
u2d may-be they are not so grand as young
Nieol Mouter says ; but when the sun shines on
our water, and the light comes down, green
and cool, through the lime-trees, and you look
tong the hollow, and see the steep brues and
the links of the water glimmering away into
the sky, with a house here and there, sitting
quiet on its side, I:hnmythnhuruumtmma
wurm days laving their feet, you would like
the Esk, and come back in your thoughts to
look at it again, No doubt it is finer to young
falk when it wears in among the woods, and
whiles you can just hear it, es if it were step-
ping ﬂnmly upon hroken branches and over
sepping-stones ; but to me, that am older than
I ence was, it is pleasantest to sce the houses
elimbing up the braes, and at night to look
uross the bridge at the lights shining in the
duk water, I mind sceing them many s
might, when my sister Alexina and me were
toming home from the school in winter. My
mother used to set the door open—we lived in
& white house on the brae,as you go to Mavis-
wood—and little Annie, that was the youngest
of us, sat on the cuter-step with our dog, War-
h&.mﬂmedm,rumuinthadulmmg.
h;hl’umwe come in sight. I think some-
tmlhurhurget,when the winter afternoon
has worn past, and the lights begin to be

lighted in the town. The air has just the

FOL. I. N. &

same hum it used to have when she eried down
through the durk, “Lexie! Rechie! come
home ! And there is aye a bark now and then,
to stand for the little short bark that Warlock
threw in whenever Annie cried. Annie Orme,
my dear! it is your mother I am thinking
about—but you need not ery.

We were six of us in a family, and we were
brought up with a fight, like most poor men's
bairns. Robert, the oldest son, was & merchant
in the town, and had & good shop of his own
for & while, and looked like & prosperous per-
son ; but he failed, poor man, and went away
to Ameriea, in the year "eigliteen, which was the
vear that Annie Orme was born. Qeorge was
a clerk in an office in Edinburgh: ho was a
kindly lad as ever was, bat never throve ;—it
might be his own blame—it might be other
folks'—it is not my part to say. John died
when he was young: he was the flower of
them all, and we laid him in the churchyard,
at Peonycuick. These were all my brothers.

My sister Lexie is the oldest of the family.
8he never was well-favoured, honest woman,
any more than myself; but she had a head as
different from mine as the Esk water is from
the sea. There never was such o good judg-
ment and sensible mind in our family s Lexie's,
and so everybody said ;—she thought so her-
self besides, which was her only fault.

My father was a tall, thin man ; my mother,
& fat body, round and merry. is like
the one—ahe ia a8 tall as the precentor—and [
am like the other;—so that I see strangers
give looks at us on the rooad to the church, and
laugh to themselves, and ask who the little
body is, trotting away after the lang lady ?
But I never heed ; for when the folk say it is
Miss Rechie Sinclair, they commonly pat in &
kindly word, which I like to hear,

But my sister Annie was like none of us—
like none of us—poor sorrowful, heart-broken
lassie. She morried o young man that wos
not what he should have been ; and as soon ns
she found it out, it went to her very soul, and
she wasted away, and never looked up again.
Yes, Annie Orme, my dear, your mother broke
her heart; and a heart-break is o strange
trouble. It took the light out of her eyes first,
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then the colour from the lips—and I never saw
gentle or gimple, except one high lady, that
was at Mrs. Lyons', last July, have lips or eyes
like Annie Sinelnir—and then, without & word,
the gold bowl broke, and she departed. The
lad died himself soon after; but you need not
be downeast, Annie Orme—for you're come of
creditable folk on one side, if there's nothing
to boast of on the other.

Bo, as | was saying, we were left—after my
father died, end Robert went to America—
with my mother, a frail old woman, and Annie's
infant, an orphan, in a strange woman's arma,
and Gecrge in Edinburgh, in anything but a
thriving way. Lexie and me had learned the
mantus-making, and set uwp in & house near
the toll, on the Dalkeith-road, six months be-
fore my father's death; so here we were, with
the infant and the aged woman dependent om
us, and George, poor man, taking a heavy lean,
and us nothing but our necdles and our thread
in this wide world.

I could tell many a of thattime. We
ware sore enough whiles; and folk
that call my sister Laxie a hard woman, and
laogh at her for being prim and stiff, wonld
may-be have their own thoughts, if they knew
bow Lexie was trysted, when she was only

g,and (no to speak of the scnse that never
orsook her) little wiser in appearance than
other folk; but, any way, we got through.
What with hard work of us both, and Lexie's
thought and care and judgment, we paid onr
rent, and keeped upsides with the world. My
old mother got comfort and quiet the time she
was hore, and was laid in the grave with
respect and honour when she went away; and
we aye did what we could for CGeorge, poor
man, besides bringing up Annie Orme, Annie
Binclair's infant, in a creditable way, and keep-
ing her at the school to get grammar and
counting and all the higher branches, besides
making her a perfect woman at white-seam,
ﬂum&tm@m&wumyhﬂm

Bhe never had o dress yet—from her christ-
ening gown, that I worked myself at odd
hours, for a whole year, to that white one she
is gitting there at the window making for her
wedding—but we have earned with the labour
of our hands. I am not to say proud of this—
be it far from me—but I think its anything
but right of Lexie to scorn the work we've
lived by, as she does. No doubt we're come
of folk that were far wbove letting their

work common work like this; bat,
wtill we need it, and we have done it, not with-

gratitude to the Giver in thinking shame of
the means that He gave us to get our bread by.
It does not aye please Him to send the young
ravens—whiles it is an honest handieraft in-
stead of the birds—but well I wol, for my own
part, I would rather get the bresd in my quiet
way, than in Elijah's; and one is just as great
& bounty oat of the fall hand of Providence as
ever the other could be.

Mr. Braird, of Windlestrae, is our third
comwin. He comes in to ses us sometimes, and
sends us a fowl or two, and some apples in the
season. It is very kind, and I am always glad
to see him; for I will not say that I think
little of good comnexions any more than my
neighbours. But Lexie, she's very prowd, and
likes to hold her head higher than commen folk,
and she is certainly too much taken up with
being a friend of the family at Windlestras.

‘e have been so long in bosiness now, that
we are thought by far the highest mantne-
makers in Lasswade, or near hand ; and many
8 one comes to us that would go to Edinburgh,
if we were not here. Annie Orme—for we
have brought her up to the business, whaterer
she may need, poor thing —is as neat-handed
as can be, and Lexio is so thrifty in the cotting,
that we get as grand silks sometimes as the
queen's mantos-maker conld have; so that we
have laid by something in the bank, and got sme
new furnishings, and are in a prosperous way.

My niece, Anmic Orme, is one-and-twenty
past. I will not say that she jost looks like her
mother. Annie Sinclair had a look that minded
me always of one of the sorrowful songs; she
bad & sigh in her heart, oven in ber first youth,
like a bode of what was to come. Now, I am
glad to sy there is nothing like that about
Annie Orme. She has a fine, bright, whole-
seme colour—not too much of it—and as white
and soft a skin s could be desired. Then her
bair has & kind of natural twist, not like posi-
tive curls, but just & wave over her brow ; and
though she is as neat and handsome as could
be, she's not to call slemder. But, to do her
justice, Annie has 5o sensible and biythe and
cheery a face, that everybody is pleased with
it; and, though it may be true in & measure
what Lexic says, that she is mere given to fan
and visible light-heartedness than staid folk
like s may think desirable, I always mind
that I was once young mywelf, and that the
like of that is the most natural thing in the
world. For Annie is not very much taken up
with company ; only, poor thing, having ne
sisters nor brothers, and nobody indeed but us,
that have been spending all cur thoughts on

out credit; and I think therc is very little | her all her life, she scarcely knew what trouble
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or vexation was, till & year past, and even that

" was but for & time.

| It may be now eighteen months byegume
since Lexe and me were sitting by the fire,in
an sutumn night, just before the candle was
lighted. There was & silk —a very grand
flowered ome, white and blue—that we were
making for Mrs. Colonel Cranstoun, at Mavis-
wood, spread out upon the black sofa, opposite
the fire, and clippings of it were upon the table.

I It was just as near dark as it could be, not to
be pasitive black night, and I mind the glim-
mering of the light silk in the darkness, and
me looking at it, till I eculd almost fancy there
wis & lady lying there, and that the folds
sometimes moved and altered. The fire was
oot very bright, but just burning quietly; and
Lexie was sitting with her back to the window,
and her feet on a little stool, having her hands
clasped in her lap, as is her most common atti-
tude when she is not working, looking just before
her, and not thinking of anything, as 1 sup-
posed. T was thinking myself about the things
that were in the hoose, and how I would just
ilip away down to Mr. Mouter's for some tea,
seing Annie Orme wounld doubtless forget to
bring it in with her, when suddenly my heart
leeped to my mouth, and 1 nearly fell off my
chair in astonishment, for—* Rechie,” said my
sister Lexio to me in a moment, “it's my desire
that Annie Orme should be married.”

“ Dear me, Lexie,” said I, when I had reco-
vered my breath, “what has the poor thing
done ?~

It was & minute or two before Lexie wpoke,
and then she did not answer me.

*1 am fifty yearold, Rechie,” said my sister,
“and you're seven-and-forty. Both of us have
pingled at our seams for forty year good. No
doubt it's been our appointed lot, and Provi-
dence knew best, and it's not our part to com-
plain; but mantna-making is a wearisome life,
Rechie, and undoubtedly it takes away the
credit of & family when the women of it have
to work for their bread. You need not contra-
dict me : I ken very well—nome better. More-
over, our manner of life, being wingle
gentlewomen, is the most honourable of any,
yet the eanaille jeer at us—aye, Rechie Binclair,
Jeer at me—and it's my wish that Annie
Orme should have another like lot from ours.”

*Weel, Lexic,” said I, “no doubt you ken
best ; but I think our ot has just been as guid as
other folk’s. We've aye had enongh curselves,
8od we've brought up Annie Orme as well as
she could have been in her father's house, 1
annot see, Lexie, what we have to com-
Plain of ™

Lexie nodded her head, and shut her lips firm.

“We've aye had enough! Rechie, ilun,
will nothing give ye a higher way of thinking ?
I tell ye it's no creditable to womenfolk to have
to work for their bread, and Annie Orme must
have a house of her ain—I have made up my
mind.”

Now, it certainly did come into my head,
that Annie Orme would just be as happy li
like ws—aye, and may-be happi v.fng
lnyintnlhmmufhum,tnhtﬂn.ﬂhﬂ
days with a strange man, and aye to be in
trouble about the spending, though she had no
share in making the siller. However, as it is
not my habit to eross Lexis, I just let this be,
and cast about in my own mind who was the
most feasible person to make a good man to
Anmic Orme. :

¥ There's Mr. Manson, at the distillery,” said
I to myself; “ he is a big, red Highlander, no
more like our Aomie than he's like me, but
I'll no say that he'll have less than a hundred
a-yenr, and that would surely please Lexie.
Then, there's Mr. 8mith, the ish excise-
man ; but he's & fat body—I would not have
him if he had jfiee hundred, let alone ome.
Then, there's Dr. Jamieson, the young doctor;
bat be's in little practice yet, and would be
looking higher than our Annie. And, then—
u .Elﬂfl}'mg"r.ﬂnnbﬂ,ltlhm

Now, young Mr. Mouter was & very decent
young man, and & briak, well-looking lad be-
wides, and one that took care of himeell. Besides
that, his shop was an old-established shop, left
to him by his father, and doing & good business,
sceing he supplied Mavis-wood and many of
the gentlemen's houses round about, besides
having the trade of the town.

“ Lexie,” said I, * it was just last Whitsun-
day that young Mr. Mouter shifted his seat in
the kirk, out of the gallery, to the oné he's in
now, which is just close by ours, on the other
side of the ; and I have noticed his
brother Nicol and him, that they have a groat
trick of looking to our side—which I am of
opinion, Lexie, is neither for you nor me.”

“ Young Mr. Mouter |” said Lexie, in & sharp
tone, * Tammas Mouter, suld Bandy
Mouter's son. Rechie Sinclair, ye vulgar-
minded person ! do you think I would let our
Annie serve behind a counter ! Noj if I shonld
glave for her all my days.”

“ Well, I'm sure, Lexie,” said I—and I was
& little angered, for young Mr. Monter was & fine
lad, and I had a liking for him—* I do not ken
what you would be at. He ocould keep her in
& creditable way, and aye bave pﬂhnt;r I
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would not wonder, with thrift and good ma-
nagement, if they made a fortune.”

“1 never thought you were mercenary be-
fore, Rechie,” said my sister, disdainfully. * Do
you think I eare for the dirty siller? Ita a
fash, no doubt, when folk have not enough, and
often makes sair hearts ; but to think I would
give away my niece, Annie Orme, brought up
under my ain eye, and fit for better things, on
such o considerntion as siller! No, Rechie, ita
nothing but your ignorance; so I may tell you
who I have my eye on. Young Peter Braird
comes and goes to Edinburgh every Saturday
night and Monday morning. He is only
Windlestrae's second son, it's true, but then
the oldest is married already. Peter Braird,
as you ken, is in a writer's office, learning the
business, and is & very decent-like lad. He

could mot do better, as I think, thon take up

with Annie Orme.”

“Preserve me, Lexie,”
Braird P

“ Whatfor no 7" said my sister.

1 was so astonished, that I needed a rest be-
fore I could speak.

“ Peter Braird! a lang, ill-grown lad, with
& head that's so red you might see it on the
tap of the Pentlands like o beacon. Peter
Braird! that ye should even him to our bonnie
Anniel And, Lexie, the lad, as you say, is
ouly in & writer's office : he'll may-be never
get to be a writer himself—nothing but a elerk,
most likely, all his days—and if Annie would
not be better sewing mﬂ.wurkmgfnrhemlf
than the like of that—"

Just at this moment a rap at the outer-door
showed us that Annie was coming in; so I
stopped in haste, and Lexie said quick, “ Not
& word to Annie;" and we were both sitting
_qﬂiftmt-hnlh.rkwhen&nme(hmnumnm
at the door.

said I; * Peter

CrarTeEE IL

* Annie, my dear,” said I, when I had stirred
the fire, and got some light, “did you bring
the tea "

But, as I never expected she had brought it,
I put over my hand, and lifted the lid of the
big box, where we kept millinery; for it
happened, that when I came home in the
afternoon I had put my bonnet there.

“Yes, aunt,” said Annic, “its here;" and
she langhed o low mischievous kind of laugh,
&8 if she had been doing some trick to some-

¥.
Bo I put down the lid of the millinery-box,
and lighted the candle. Lexie was sitting stiff

up in her chair, with her feet on the footstool,
and a face of thought ;—many a thought has
gone through Lexie's hend in ber day, and it
would be ill my part to set up for as good
judgment as here. But in the matter of Peter
Braird, when I looked at Annie, my heart re-
belled ; I ecould not but stand up againat Lexie
here, thnughldnnﬂmndwhcnldldndl
myl:i.fehc!brn.

Annie was still laughing—not a loud langh,
but one that ran into all the corners of her face,
and made dimples wherever it touched.

“ You've been playing some trick, you mon-
key,” said I ; “ but it was & wonder you minded
the tea, after all.”

¥ Phemie Mouter is to be & great friend of
mine,” said Annie; * ghe was at the door, and
that minded me to go in. Phemieo says we're
to be very chief ever after this.”

" And a very right thing, Annie,"” said L

Annie lnughed again. * Young Mr. Mouter
had an errand up the Dalkeith-road ; he came
with me to the door—and Nicol wanted to come
too, to take care of his brother. There, Aunt
Rechie, that's the tea.”

And Annie threw the parcel on the table,
and ran away laughing. It might be she was
pleased ; but the mischief was so strong in her,
and she herself was so innocent, that what
might may-be make a quarrel between the two
brothers, and give a sore heart to one of them,
was nothing but fan to her.

But, to my estonishment, Lexie took a grip
of my arm, as I gathered op the elippings on
the table, to be ready for the tea,

“ Rechie, mind what you're doing,” said my
mister, 'l'l.thlna:n.geruﬂwiﬂ- “T'll pever give
my consent to that lad or the like of him,
mind; and if you encourage him, its on your
nin head.”

Me! I drew myself away out of Lexie's
hand, with & black mark above my elbow from
hﬂﬁngen,mdfﬁﬁuguiflhaddmem
evil; when the truth is I had not dome one
single thing, and had never even thought—to
call t yomng Mr. Mouter, or
anybody like him, till she pat it into my head.

‘We had cur tea when Annie Orme came ben
again, and thers was little more said about it—
thongh Annie herself was very ready to laugh
the whole night, and was ing something
about Phemie Mouter and Nicol and 'Ihﬂlll-li
whenever sho could get an opportunity; but
Lexie put in a sharp word about his father—
Lexic hes an extraordinary recollection of
folk's fathers—which stopped Annie, though it
made her laugh again.

Now, young Mr. Mouter had the principal
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shopin Lasswade—just as we were the principal
mantun-makers. He might be about five-and-
twenty at that time, and had served his time
in Edinburgh, and was a well-educated lad.
He was very i in his dress, when he
got off the white apron, end eame from behind
the counter; and, as he wos a well-locking
young man, and had, as [ say, been brought
up in Edinborgh, he was much thought of in
our little place ;—so that I think it was a very
natural thing of me to be pleased when I saw
him seeking after Annie Orme.

Nicol, his brother, was at the sca—a fine
lad, too, though a thought coarse, like most
seafaring folk—but a very cheerful, happy-
spirited young man he was, and ell the bairns
im the town were out of their wits abont Nieol
Monter ;—but, for all that, I felt at once that
Nicol was not half so suitable as Thomas for
Annie Orme.

Now, there was not much choice in Lass-
wade, na I think I have before said, even if all
the lads in the town had been seeking Annie,
which, indeed, they were not, nor anything
like it;—so that I was in every way proud in
secret—the like of me to be proud !—at having
made up my mind for young Mr. Mouter, and
not being content, as Lexie was, with a red-
hended lad like Peter Braird.

The next night, which was Saturday, Peter
went past in the afternoon, and, after his
manner, stopped to say a word at the deor.
On common days, it was just * Good-day,” and
the lad went on; but this time Lexie behoved
to have him in, and began a discourse, calling
him * Mr. Peter” at every word. Poor lad,
he was very bashful, and did net know what
to do with his long legs, and the great red
hands, which he commonly carries in his
pockets. I am sure he was very glad to get
away, and so was I when he went.

Just as he left the door, the milk-cart from
Butterbraes drove past, going home fromEdin-
burgh. The man that was driving it was a very
uncommon looking young man, who had been in
service with Mr. Lait all the summer. On the
Babbath days, when he was at the kirk, we
were constantly taking him for some strange
gentleman, and often have I thought and said,
that that lad was something above the com-
mon ; but he just went about his work at the
Butterbraes farm, and drove in the cart every
Baturday to Edinburgh, like any other man.
Well, as I say, Robbie drove past in his cart,
just as Peter Braird went away from our door,
and 1 could not help but let my eye fall, first
on the one and then on the other, * Well,"
#aid I, and I was not aware I was speaking it

out loud, po 28 Lexie and Annie could hear
me; “its no doubt a grand thing to be come
of & good family—but there's Hobbie at the
Butterbracs is a different looking man from
Peter Braird.” -

“ Rechie!™ eried my sister; and the start
she gave me with that fierce voice made ma
lose, I am sure, as much as a quarter of a yard
of Mrs. Cranstoun's beautifol rich mlk. - Buat
that was not the worst ; lifting up my eyes—
I was shaking a little with the thought of
having angered Lexie—what should I see but
& blush on the face of Annie Orme, as red as
blush comld be. I mever had a greater start
in my life—to think that she, & young ereature
choosing for herself, should have that thought
for Peter Braird !

CaarTER IIL

On the Mondsy morning, & quiet Sabbath-
day having come between, I was a little sar-
prised to see Peter Braird capping at the deor.
We were just at our breakfast ourselves ; and,
seeing I did not know what business ho had at
our housa so soon again, I never moved to open
the door.

“ Let Mr. Peter in, Annie Orme,” said Lexie.
“ Poor lad;, he never likes to pass the houss."”

And Annie started up in & moment, in a way
that it made me angry to see; but, however,
our little maid, Beenie, was beforehand with
her, and in o minute we heard & heavy foot in
the passage, and Peter Braird put in his
shoulder at the door, and gave o shy glance
over it, like an awkward colt of & Ind as he was,

“ Come in, Mr. Peter,” said Lexie. * Are
they all well at Windlestras this merning P
You should coll oftener, for its aye a pleasure
to see you. Come in, and take a seat and a
rest ; its s long walk to Edinburgh.”

So he come in, and sat down on the edge of
the wooden chair—there is only one wooden
chair in the parlour, He had a fine rose in his
hand, in a pot—a monthly rose, but a very fine
ona of ita kind.

“Are you going to carry it all the way to
Fdinburgh? How fresh it is, and bonnie,”
said Annie Orme.

" Na, its for you," said Peter; and he looked
at me—not at Annie Orme.

“You've brought it in o present to Annie?
Well, now, that is very considerate,” eaid my
gister; * for she hos little in her power, Mr.
Peter, secing she will work to helpus ; though
I am sure she need not unless she liked.”

Now, this was very true; for my sister Lexio
had thet great & pride in Annie Orme, that




134

SHARPE'S LONDON MAGAZINE.

the would rather have workoed double herself,
#o keep Annie like & lady.

“] wes not meaning Mis Annie,” said
Petar, scraping about the floor with his foot,
and holding the pot firm in his hand, * Miss
Rachis, it's for you”

And saying that, he shoved it down upon
ths table beside me, with a very red face, and
made me that I spilled my tea npon the clean
table-eloth with the shake he gave my arm.

I thanked him the best way I oould, and
thought it was very kind; but all the time I
wes watehing Annie Orme, to see if she looked
#isappointed—which she did not, so faras I
sould perosive.

And away went Peter with his red head.
He was & good-natured callant, and I am sure
it was very mindful of him ; but, for all that,
he need not have left the mark of the pot and
his own big thumb upon my clean table-cloth.
- Next day, Mrs. Cranstoun, of Mavis-woed,
ealled abont ancther gown. When we saw
the littls carrisge she drives stop at the door,
my first thought was to make the room right,
and get some of the clippings out of the way ;
but Lexis aye has such a pride,

“ Annie Orme,” said my sister, * take your
seam up the stair till this lady’ s away.”

“ ] think you should let me stay, sunt,” said
Annis; for, now that I am & woman, I should
work for you, and not you for me.”

# Do what I bid you,” said Lexie, in a pe-
rempiory manner; * it is not my purpose you
should be & mantoa-maker all your days, like
Rechis and me. Goup the stair—I have other
vigws for you, Annie Orme.”

Bo, Annie having gone up stairs, Mrs, Crans-
toun came in, and we got cor business with
her done. Afterwards, Lexie went out to Miss
Trotter's, to see if she could get some trim-
mings; I always said she would have
to go in to Edinburgh for them.

% Aunt, what views has my Aunt Lexie for
me™ mid Annie Orme, when she came down.
#“What am I to be, if I'm no to be & mantus-
maker ? Burely—surely, she does not want
me to ba & lady's maid, Aunt Rechie P

# Na, Annis Orme, no such thing,” said L.
% Lexie would never stoop to that; she says
you're to have a house of your own.”

Anpie looked at me for & moment, in an
ancertain way, and asked, * What do you say,
suntie P” But before I conld get time to an-
swer, she put up her hands to her face, and
threw down her seam, and burst into a laugh.
I cannot just tell how long this laugh lasted ;
but that whole forenoon, till Lexie came home,
it returned about every ten minmtes, till she

had to wipe her eyes, and laugh at herselt
again for laughing. But, along with this,
there was a bit little blush going and coming,
as if the same idea might have entered her own
heed before. Nodoubt it had ; for these young
ﬂﬂtﬂﬂ,yﬂummmmhflndmm.

sider what they are undertaking with, until
the thing is past remeid, and, ill or well, they
must go on.

“Your Aunt Lexie says you're to hawve a
house of your own—the which has never hap-
péned to either her or me,” said 1 ; * and, more
than that, Annie, my dear, she has her eye on
the lad, too.”

‘When Annie could speak for laughing, which
was not for a while, she came and put her arms
about my neck, and begged me to tell her who
it was. Now, I'll not deny it was & great
temptation; but I was honourable to Lexie—
I would not tell her—for my heart smote me
when I looked at the little rose-tree, and I
could oot speak an ill word of Peter Braird,
though he had o red head.

“Bat I'll tell you a most sensible young Isd,
that would make a good man to you, Annie Orme,
or else I'm much misteken,” said I. “ He's in
good business, and has plenty to maintain you
in a creditable way; and he's a very wise-like
young man. I sesyou have but to look kindly
ot him, and he'll do whatever you like.”

“ Who is that, Aunt Rechie?” said Annie;
and what surprised me was, that her lips
opened a little, by reason of the breath coming
fust and short, and that she looked up for the
moment without laughing, s if this wes mors
earnest then jole

“T've had my eye upon him this while,” said
I, “and a fine lad he is, [ can answer for him,
though your Aunt Lexie thinks he's far below
your degree, and will not hear of him; bai,
for all that, he's u likely lad, Annie Orme."

Annis did not look up at me this time: she
looked down close at her work, and her nesdle
flew through her fingers like lightning, and
her face turned so red, that I saw the chesln
must just be throbbing and beating with heat

“ Hold up your head, Annie, my dear,” sid
Iy “you'll get yourself & heed-ache, if you
stoop down that way;—and you need mel
think any shame, for young Mr. Mouter is &
lad enybody might be plmudmth;uthm’l
no need for thinking shame.”

But, before I had done Anmie wal
a!nudiugmtheﬂnm,hvghingl.ihtubﬁn[
down the house. I thought it was may-be
only her agitation, poor thing ; for T havesses
folk cover a thing that moved them by langh-
ing at it. But however that might be, she

———a
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who that Hobbie is—he sorely must have come
of better folk, and got & better up-bringing
than the hinds here away; for, some way, I
aye feel myself treating him as if he was a
gentleman, and him only & farm servant. It
is very strange to me."

t - To this which I said, Annie answered not a
word, but sat down to her seam in & moment,
and worked as busy at it es if it was for her

CmarTER IV,

That night I went ont myself to Robert
‘White, the baker's, and in passing looked in
at Mr. Mouter's shop, just to see what he was
mying to it. He was in the shop himself,
serving, and Phemis—] am sorry 1o think she
i rather glaikit, having no mother over her,
poor thing—wus at the door of the
parlour, behind the shop, swinging it back and
forward in her hand, and langhing loud at
something & young man had said that was
standing at the counter. Mr. Mouter himself
loocked very plessed to see me; and the fimt
thing that Phemie said, when 1 crossed the
door, was, * Eh, Miss Rechie! how's Annie
Orme P"

# Btep in, Miss Rechie; the night's cold for
the season, and there's a fire on in the parlour,”
mid Mr. Mouter. “I think we're to have a
hard winter this year. ‘ Mony haws, mony
snaws,’ the says; and when I was up
the other day st the Hewan, the bushes were
just scarlet with them. You'll feel the east
wind in yon howse of yours, Miss Rechie !

“Yes, Mr. Mouter,” said I, “it s exposed,
no doubt; but then there's such a pleasant
view, that we put up with the wind."

4 Then I hope there's no weak chests among
you, Miss Rechie; Mim Annie Orme looks de-
licate m little,” said the man,

“ No such thing, Mr. Mouter,” said I ; * she's
just been particular stout and well all her life,
and the spirit that's in her keeps away all the

littls troubles. Na, Annis Orme, I'm thankful
to say, has uncommon health. Bhe's a good
laasio : I'm wore if any mortal ever deserved it,
its my nieco Annie.”

“ Aye, I would think that,” said Mr. Mouter,
“ Bhe's s sensible, well-eonduoted young

woman.'

Well-conducted! That anybody should
epeak 8o of my nisce, Annie Orme! But it was
just the young man's manner of speech; and,
besides, he was busy putting up some sugar
for little Katie Hislop, s very small bairn, who
could not get up to the counter.

“If Annie Orme's delicate, you should ses
and take her to a safe house, Tammas," said
Phemie ; “ you that have so much interest in
hﬂi-”

It happened just at that moment that I was
lifting up little Katie Hislop to put down her
coppers on the counter, and to get the sugar;
but whenever I set the bairn down agmin, I
said—

“If there was any meed of a safer houss,
my sister Lexie and me would fit in & moment ;
for, though we've been twenty year and more
where we are, 1 would rather leave the finest
house that ever was than risk seathe to Anais
Orme."”

# Annis Orme's weel off,” gaid Phemis, % The
wives sa¥ she would make & guid wife, and the
lads say she's bonnie, and at hame she's petted
like as she was a princess: its a grand thing
to be Annio Orme.”

¥ Hold your peace, Phemie,” said Mr. Mou-
ter; “be thankful you have not to work for
your bread ; and see to the house, and dinna
speak a0 much. Yes, ['ve no doubt Miss Annis
would make & grand manager in & house, after
ell your good training, Miss Rechie; buot a
plentifal house, you see, with men in it, is dif-
ferent from & scrimpit, genteel family, that has
only women—though, to be sure, & good prin-
ciple is the thing. And, you see, to be a
country place, Lasswade is & very dear place:
its all with the strangers, Miss Rechie.”

“But you have a very good shop, Mr.
Mouter,” said I; “if the like of you complain
about things being dear, what should the peor
folk do?™

“Well, the business is not to somplain of ”
said the young mang “but, you see, its not
like a secure, settled income, and it talces thrift
nnd management. I'm a careful man myself,
Miss Rechie. I aye think the chief quality of
a good wife is thrift; but step in bye, and
take a rest.”

Bo, as Phemie had gone in to the parlowr,
end was waving on me with her hand, I weat
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in at last, and -bye Mr. Mouter came
himself, leaving only the little boy in the shop,
and we had a crack. . Phemie is a fine girl,
I believe, but she is ill-mannered; and all
the time I was in, she was teazing Thomas
about Annie in a way that made me think
shame. Besides this, Phemie speaks too much
about the Inds—far too much,

“1f T was the lads,” said Phemie, “I'll tell
you who I would be jealous of Oh, I would
be jealous of him, Miss Rechie, if [ wos them!
There's no ona like him in all Lasswade."

¥ Phemie, I wish you would learn some
sense,” said Mr. Mouter,

# And who is this bonnie lad, my dear?"
gaid I.

# Jts Robbie, at the Butterbroes. They say
the folk remark him in Edinborgh—to see the
like of him driving a cart; but its no that he's
bonnie, Miss Rechie—its—I eanna tell what it
is—ask Annie Orme.”

# Annie Orme !™ said I, # whot shonld Annie
know about o lad that's only a servant-man to
Mr. Lait?"

% Oh, may-be she doesna ken, Misa Rechie ;
but she looks up when he gocs by, as welias
other folk,” said Phemie Mouter; “and its
oo that he's bonnic—I"ve seen folk bonmier—
bat he just has o look like no other person.
Eh, what would a' body think if Robbie turned
out & lord, or some grand gentleman in dis-
guise !”

“ Dear me,” said I; * if there is any chanes
of that, somebody should speak to Mr. Lait—
it should not be allowed.”

# Nonsense—nonsense—stuff; would you
believe what the like of her takes into her
head,” said Mr. Mouter, looking angrier than
he had any occasion to be. * For my part—"

But what Mr. Mouter thought, for his part,
1 never heard, seeing somebody came into the
shop, and he had to go away.

5o I gave him an invitation to call up and
see us, and went npon my way likewise. On
the road, I turned it over in my own mind
with much consideration. This lad, Mr. Mouter,
was may-be fully as prudent os it was pleasant
to see o young man; and was seeking o wife fo
take care of himself and his goods and his
gear, in & most calcalating way, which I did
not very well like. Then I fell into a thought
about Annie Orme, why we should wish to
eet her away out of our house, and her the
desire of our eyes. We would miss her every
hour, not to say every day, and Lexio just as
much as me; we would miss the very fash and
trouble she sometimes gave us, when she would
not be careful about changing her fect on wet

daye, or co ing with common folk. [am
sure the very thought that I would not have
her white gown to iron for her in summer, nor
her bits of collars and things to keep in order
all the year round, wes grievous to me. No
doubt it was Lexie’s doing this present pro-
ject, and not mine; but still I'll not deny my
own weakness, In spite of all the grief we
would have missing her, I yet felt that I wonld
like to ses her in her own house, and to eall
ber, my niece, Mrs. Mouter, When folk begin
to lock at their own minds, it is remarkable
how they constantly find a contradietion—end
80 there was with me. My heart sank at the
thought of her going, and yet I was both prond
and pleased to think that she would go, and
be head over a house of her own.

CHAPTER V.

A week or two passed after that, and we
went on just in our ordinary way. Young
Mr. Mouter sometimes came up, and sat half
an hour, at night ; but his discourse was mostly
to me, for Lexie was always prim and grave
when he came in, and he seldom addressd
himself to Annie Orme. Neither was Annie,
as [ could perceive, the least caring about his
company, but just trented him as she did old
Mr. Wood, the seceasion elder, who was oar
landlord, or any other neighbour not being a
young man; for, to tell the troth, Thomss
Mouter is not like most men—there ina
sedateness and steadiness ahout the lad, that
might have done much good to Annie ; bat, no
doubt, things are best as they are appointed

Peter Braird, too, called every now and
then ; but, indeed, I never could see that the
lad heeded abont Annie at all, but rather, if
he had a notion of anybody, it was me, my own
self, seeing 1 had been kind to him, as he
thought, in various little ways. He was just
about one-and-twenty, and had never once
thought of being married, I believe ; while all
the time Lexie made out that he was just un-
commonly taken up about Annie Orme.

Bo, two or three weeks went past, and it came
to the end of October. The weather was rather
cold, but as beantiful and clear as it could be;
and the harvest was nll well in, and the folk
busy in the potato-fields. I like myself to see
the gathering of the potatoes—no to say that
they arc the staff of life to many o one, and
that a good year of them is n good year for the
poor—there is something cheery, besides, in
seeing the women about the fields, and the gal-
lant horses ploughing them up, and the lsds
whistling behind. Then, I like the fragrance
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of the earth itself, and to see the shaw lying
half buried in the furrow, with a cluster at the
mot of it like & cluster of grapes—and much
more wseful to man and blessed; well 1 wot.
Bat, not to waste time telling what I like, and

*what I do not like—it waa abount this season.

The nights were chilling into the winter, and
Lexie and me were fuin to sit near the fire,
being older than we ence were.

Bhe was sitting in her own chair, doing
white seam—a thing not common with Lexie;
for with so much work as we had, it was littla
profit to us to labour at the plain things, that
anybody could do. This, however, was a garment
for Annie Ormee, which Lexie was making just
mut of her own head, in & new pattern—and the
peatest thing I ever saw. Bhe was sitting, as
Ieay, in her ordinary pesition, with her back
to the window, and her feet on the footatool.
My sister Lexie is tall and thin, and has been
hard-favoured all her days, like me; but you
bave just to look at her to see she is not a
common person ; only she wears high caps, of
not & pleasant fashion, and they give o peaked,
tharp look to all her face, especially as I saw it
in the shadow, now and then giving a bit nod
opan the wall.

I was sitting, myself, on the other side of
the fire, putting down in my little book some
things I had been buying. A low chair suffices
me, and I need no footstool ; for, s I have be-
fore sid, ] am = little person by nature, and
wis o slender, too, till 1 began to turn stout,
thout fifteen years ago—so that I am not to
eall in ill-condition now. The candle was
sianding between us two, and there was a good
fire in the grate. Lexie's thread and her scissors
were o the table, and over the back of the
wooden chair was her shawl, and she had put
ber bonnet in the big millinery-box ; for Lexie
had been up at Windlestrae, secing the family,
that afterncon. It was not quite tea-time, but
very near it, and I was wondering to myself
what conld keep Annie Orme, who had gone
out with a message in the gloaming, and how
itwas that I did not hear Beenic sctting the
tups in the kitchen, when suddenly the door
wia thrown back to the very wall, with a thud
which made Lexio (being nervous) jump, and
Beenie came flecing in, ecrying out to me,
“Mim Rechie! Oh, Miss Hechie ! here's Miss
Annie walking down by the water-side with o
grand gentleman !™

You may think how my heart started, and
begmtn'hut! But when Beenie saw my sister,
I thought she would have fainted; for Beenie
was rather feared for m; sister, and had come in
to tell me this, thinking I was sitting my lane,

80 Lexie and I looked each other in the face,
without saying o word, and Lexie gripped the
linen she had in her hand in a fierce manner,
s if she thought it was young Mr. Mouter's
hair, and was giving him an awful shake.
For I had no doubt it was young Mr. Mouter,
Annic having no other joes.

“ Dear me, Beenie,” said I, * where did you
pot such o like story—1'll go with you and see;
but my niece Annie Orme kens better than to
wander about at night with a strange man.”

# Bt atill where you are, Rechio Binclair,"
eried Lexie to me, in a great passion; “and
you, Beenie, you born haverel, how dare you
tell me such a thing? My niece Annie Orme!
Do yo think I'm to believe that she’s keeping
trystes on the water-side, like ony common
person's bairn ¥

“If ve please, Miss Lexie, ita no my blame;
I couldna help secing them,” said Beenie, be-
ginning to ery.

“ Annie Orme! Oh, Annie Orme! that I
should hear such a story of you!"™ seid my
aiater; * but Mra. Braird, at Windleatrae, was
not just very stout when I was up this after-
noon. It may-be was my niece Annie's consin,
Mr. Peter Braird, that was with her, Beenie,
and there would be no ill in that."

#Na—they've &' such red heads,” said
Beenie, quickly; “I could not have missed
kenning wha it was, if 1 had looked through
the bushes at Mr. Peter.”

Lexie got up the linen in her hand, as if she
could have thrown it at Beenie, in her anger;
but, instead of that, she rose, took her shawl
from the wooden chair, and her bonnet out of
the millinery-box, and put them om, locking
with a fieree eye all the time upon me.

“T'll go myself, and sce who is with this
unfortunate lassic,” said Lexie. “If its any
friend of yours that you've given en
ment to, out of my knowledge, Rechie, and
sacrificed the poor thing, like her mother!—
But I'll no permit it—nothing shall make mo
permit it. She shall be delivered, whatover I
have to do. Beenie, follow me. I must be at
the bottom of this before another hour,”

‘pared out of her very senses, Beenie wont
creeping after my sister, and Lexie tumed
round asa she went ont, with & kind of deflance
to me, and bade me *keep the house till sho
eame home."

For awhile I sat still, and tried to add up
my book—but I was all shaking with having
angered Lexie, and with thoughts of what she
would say to the poor bairn, and to the decent
lad also, whom no doubt it was true I had en-

couraged—in a way. I have no very great
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skill st any time in adding up figures, but
now, even though I took great pains, and
counted them on my fingers, I could not get
on; so at last I thought it was best to shut
the book.

After that I sat for awhile just looking into
the fire and ing. There was not & sound
in the house—nobody being in—but the clock
in the passage ticking steady and slow, like a
&mgnfwmdmdunuultmhwdmgnﬁ
& pin that folk were distressed. But bye and
bye, as Isat and listensd to it in the quiet
house, I thought it said * Annie Orme, Annie
Orme, Annie Oh 2e,” in & voice like a ghost ;
and in apite of my own sense, and all I could
say to myself, I could not help being feared.

Annie Orme—Annie Orme ! oh, if the like
of me had bronght scathe upon the bairmn !

So I went away at lost, and opened the door
very cannily; for though I knew that Lexie
was a good distanee away, I had still & dread
of her hearing me. It was a most beautiful
might ; just on the other side of the road wasa
great park, looking dark in the moonlight, and
in the hollow below that, was the Esk glimmer-
ing out in a bend, and all the angles and
corners of the paper-mill rounded with silver.
The moon in the skies was like a ship travelling
upon the sea. Now and then she sailed away
behind & ecloud, and you lost wit of her; but
then the edging of the cloud would brighten
and brighten, and all the mist round it weuld
gleam like fairy lace woven out of silver, and
out she came herself, looking you full in ths
face, as if she had been hiding in play, and
was young encugh yet to be whiles a bairn, for
all her dignity and state. All the time, just
before her, as if it were guiding her track,
went & little quiet star; it had a solitary, for-
lorn look sbout it, as if it knew well that the

traveller behind would leave no kindly
locks for & small light like what it seemed;
and #o a8 I stood out in the night, my heart
grew wistful and solitary too, and sighs came
out from it, or ever 1 knew—but it was true I
had great cause to be anxious about Annie
Orme.

I was looking down the road, expecting to
se¢ Lexio, and Annie, and young Mr. Mouter,
all coming buck together—for I could not think
my sjster would stand out about any pride of
her own, if it was to hinder what Annie had
set her heart upon—when I saw a dark figure
coming up by the hedge, and a little one, cry-
ing like to break her heart, following after as
fast s she conld. “ Dear me,” said I, © here
is Lexie and Beenie back again,” and I opened
the door wide to let them in, and consoled my-

self with e thought that Beenie had been mis-

taken after all, and that whoever was walking
by the wateraide, it was not Annie Orme.

But my heart misgave me when I saw the
moon for 8 moment shine on Lexie's face, and
she passed me on the door-step withoat a werd
of what had hap Beenie came into the
houss just behind my sister, and you eould
have heard her at the bridge she grat so loud,
“QOh! Miss Hechie, its 2’ me," said Beenie,
and there wis & sob at every word—*its o’ my
wyte for telling upon Miss Annie.”

I hurried into the room after my sister, be-
ing now really feared ; Lexie was putting ber
bonnet awsy into the millinery box, and had
off her shawl, but she never spoke & word,
though she might easy see me standing shaking
there, wondering what was the matter. Lexic’s
lips were closed firm, and she was holding her
head up so stiff, that now and then it gave a
little nod—I could not bear this any longer.

# Lexie,” said I, * say anything you like to
me—miscal me a8 much a8 you are disposed—
but speak to me, Lexie, and be pitiful to the
bairn."”

“ The bairn ! the low-spirited,
unthankful girl! Oh Rechie Sinelair, to think
we should have wared our best days apon her,
and her following in her mother's steps at last!”

“ Lexie, woman! the lad is a very decent
lad,” said I, * he's no grand, but he’ll be
always creditable, and he can keep lher well
What way should ye make such a work
about it P "

*“ Rechie, you are a deceived womnn,” sgid
Lexie, turning full round on me, and looking
fierce in my face. I tell ye, Peter Braird s
she has—1I kent that—and not only so, but evea
your man, Thomas Mouter, who keeps a
grocery shop, and is auld Bandy Mouter's son—
Ae's too good for her, Rechie Sinclair. Bhe's
chosen for herself—she's made her ain selection,
and woes me that I should see this day.”

Saying that, Lexie sat down upon her chair,
and turned her face to the wall, and was silest
for & ime. I saw she was much moved, and
that her frame shook, but she would not let
wit to me. I laid my hand on her shoulder,
and said, “ Lexie, woman, dinns vex yoursel,”
but she shook my hand off with wrath, and
would not turn round her head —for Lexie i
very proud—it is just her one fault.

‘When she was done, she drew her chair info
its usual place, and looked me in the face once
mare.

“ Well, what were you msking me” sid
Lexie, sharply.
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“ [ was asking nothing, Lexic ; but I would

fain hear indeed,” said I, “ what it is that
angered ye at Annis—who was with her P
might tell me.”

I may tell you, and I'll tell herself
long,” said my sister, * who was it ?
Binclair! I'm one auld fool, and

4 E4
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yeu're another. We were thinking her a truth.
ful beirn and an obedient, that liked us, and
had respect to our opinions—while she's besn
holding trystes all this time with Robbie at
the Butterbraes!"

1 was strock silent and could
nutm.lhmmnlinglaithﬂ.m'ﬂ_l

A LADY'S NARRATIVE OF CAPTIVITY AMONG ALGERINE PIRATES.*

BuT now we had again to face the fearful
mob, and once more to endure the same indig-
nities and insults that I have already described.
We were almost supported along through the
throng of negroes and camels, horses and
mules, to the consular dwelling. Entering
this by the low door in front, we gained access
to an inner court, and were thence condoeted
to & large room that opened into it. I at once
sppropriated a wort of couch at one end of the
room, and sank upon it, weary and exhausted.

Boon after, the wife of the consul entered ;
she nodded at me, and passed on to the further
eud of the apartment. There she threw her-
elf npon & low sofa, made up of mats and rolls
ofcarpetting. Many other ottomans of similar
material were soatfered around, so that the
piace had altogether somewhat the aspect of
a English carpet warchouse. By the side of
the lady’s sofa stood the comsul's own bed, it
o was eomposed of alternate layers of the
mme kind of stuff, but it rose to the height of
foar or five feet from the floor.

The lady herself was to me an object of great
turiosity, as she listlessly reclined at the further
end of the room. Her person was fat and bulky,
d bedizened with gold and silver lace; her
tounitenance hard-favoured ond dark, without
uy vestige of hair about it ; and her legs and
feet brown and bare, and manacled with heavy
auklets of gold. As we were so far asunder,
or intereourse for that evening began and
ended with the preliminary nod. I did net,
bowsver, want amnsement, for &s soon as I had
t little recovered from fatigue, my attention
s rivetted to amother part of the room. My
hwbend end his host had seated themselves
Tpoo an ottoman, before & small writing-table ;
& feeble lamp illuminated their features suffi-
dently to show that they wers carnestly whis-
pering together in Italian. My husband’s
mn-barnt face was disturbed and anxious;

* Continued from page 74.

the Jew’s was calm, but full of keen attention.
I soon saw cnough to tell me that an intrigue
was in progress, and es one of the parties
appeared to make proposition after proposition
cautiously and hesitatingly, I knew that
British sovereigns were gradually eoming in
a8 auxiliaries to the argument. By slow
degrees the countenance of the Jew
complacent, relaxed into & smile, and, at last,
uodded in assent. The golden reasons had
proved unanswerable—a bribe had been ofered
and received. My hushend had agreed to write
the letter to the emperor in accordance with
the governor's order, but he had eonpled his
sgreement with the condition that he should
write & second letter also, nddressing it to the
consul general at Tangier, and that the Jew
should forward both at the same time, by
special couriers, and should have a reward of
fifty sovereigns for the service,

By the time that this important business
was decided, and the despatches were prepared,
it was midnight. Our lady hostess had been
all this while asleep wpon her rugs and sarpets,
entirely unconscious of the procesding that had
attracted my attention so painfully, as one that
was probably fraught with life or death to us.
Now that the affair was concluded, I became
sensible that I was in & state of languor and
prostration thet was almost insopportable, 1
hed fasted for twelve houwrs, and this, too, after
a long pericd of sca-sickness. I therefore
hailed, with unfeigned delight, signs which
sremed to indicate that some kind of meal was
in the course of preparation. The anticipated
refreshment soon appeared; it consisted of
pieces of cold black mutton, swimming in oil
and garlio, with rue-tea and glasses of half
putrid water. All these delicacies were served
without bread of any kind. As our stomachs
were not yet tamed down to this kind of fare,
we immediately nsked permission to retire to
our mattress. The younger Jew of the blne
coat came forward to sct as our chamberlain,
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Forget me not !
And when, perchanes, thine heart
New passions move,
And thy fond lips impart
To other ears thy love,
.ﬁ.h!lmnjnmthﬂ,hjlhem
Of my love, that trying hour—
Forgoet me not !

Forget me not!
Yet ere my youth shall pass,
Should Death’s chill hand
Bhatter for me Life's glass,
And waste its half-run sands;

Forget me not!
And if, when life iz o'er,
The dark way trod,
We meet upon that shore
Where shines the light of God.
Ah! then at last my heart no more,
Of thine shall anxiously implore,
Forget mo not !

ANNIE ORME.*

HOW ANMIE ORME WAS SETTLED IN LIFE, AND WHAT WE DID TO HELF IT OX.
EY HER AUNT, MIS33 RACHEL SINCLAIE, MANTUA-MAEER, LABSWADE.

( Communicated by the Author of  Margaret Maitland,” dv. &¢.)

Cuarter VL

WE sat together in this manner for, I think,
ubout half an hour, waiting till Annie should
come in ; Lexie with her hands clasped round
her knees, gripping them tight, and looking
into the fire, without onee moving; while I
was looking at her, and erying quictly to my-
sclf, and aye giving the other look behind me
at the door,and listening to every sound with-
out, thinking it might be the footstep of that
misguided bairn. 1 wearied sore for her every

* Concluded from page 139,

minute, and yet when a step passed the door
which I had fancied in the distance was hers,
I was glad; for even though 1 could not but
condemn her as much as Lexie, I could not
bear that she should have the burden of all
Lexie's bitter words. Poor thing! poor foolish,
misguided thing! to think there could ever be
any happiness proceeding out of the like of
this—a wooing begun hidelins, with, may-be,
deceit, a8 well as stealth—that I should speak
80 of Annie Orme! and clean aguinst the
known opinions and special wishes of her
nearest friends. But I was not angry; I was
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| grieved o my very heart. Neither, I think,

E

wist Lexie to call angry; but she could keep
of it better than me.

At last I did hear her; I could not be mis-
tuken—there was not another foot in Lasswade
bed music in it like Annie's, and she was
singing low, as she came, an old tune. The
poor thing ! it was ¢ Kind Robin lo'es me," as
1 discerned when she passed the window ; and
thankful was I to think that Lexic, having no
taste for musie, would not notice what it wes ;
but, for myself, I know all the tanes in the
country, I think, good or bad.

Benie, [ suppose, had been watching ot the
door, for Annie came in in & moment, and 1
pever heard her rap. Bhe had taken off her
bomnet in the passage, and came in with it
swinging in her hand, and her face had s
thought more colonr than usual, and her eyes
were shining as I never saw them shine before,
Indeed, she was just looking happy and bright,
it might be supposed she should look, coming
in frem the clear fresh air of soch a night,
ud did not seem to have a shadow of fear
abomt her.

The first thing that seemed to strike her
when she came into the room was the way we
were gitting, and the trouble upon our faces.
She paused in her singing, and stood still
moment at the door.  * Auntie Rechie, is there
enything wrong ?* said Annie Orme.

“Oh! Annie (rme, my bonnie bairn !" said
I, but T could mot say another word.

“Put your question to me, Annie Orme—
Tl answer you,” said Lexie; and come here
before me, and lay away your bonnet : you need
not spoil the good ribbons, though ye've spedlt
3 better thing —for I have something to ask
of you”

Annie eame forward in a surprised way, and
hlilﬁrl‘nhu-'bmnetnnthntnpnfthemlh-
bery box. I was wringing my hands, and
pleading with my sister; but Annie came
quietly, and stood before her, crossing her
hands like a bairn waiting for its questions,
and looking ms innocent and peaceable as if
she were only going to say Effectual Calling ;
though I did observe—but it might be only
the surprise, and Lexie's look at her—a blush
epreading over all her face.

* Annie Orme,” said my sister, rising high
in her seat, and looking so like a judge that
my heart trembled for Annie; “you've heard

us gpeak of your mother, and how she threw
herself away, and how she died. Since your
mother died, Annie Orme, have you ever felt
the want of her ? Has anybody grudged you a

or the vanities of youth ? Has any mortal ever
bidden you work except when you liked, or
trysted you with any hardship P You've had as
good schooling as Lasswade could give you;
you're as much thought of as any lady in the
place; and I'm sure there's no lady in the
place whose garments have gotten so much
pains bestowed on them as yours; besides that,
your Aunt Rechie there, like a foolish person
es she has been all her life, has made herself

ing better than & lady's maid to pleasure
you. [ esk you, Annie Orme, what you ever
wanted that you did not get, or what thing
ever was put uwpon you that you were mot
pleased with? Do you hear me, Annie Orme ?"

“ Yen, aunt,” enid Annie; and now she put
her hands behind her, and drooped down her
head, but she said not o word more.

# (Oh, Lexie!™ said I, * have compassion on
her ; she's little Annie's bairn.”

My sister turned her head round to me with
a start, and gave me a glance which made me
hide my face, “Bhe's little Annic's bairn,”
said Lexie; “do you mind what Annie Bin-
clair was, that ye dare to put me in mind of
her now P The brightest spirit and the bonniest
face in sight of the Pentlands. But what did
she do? Bhe went away, and married & man—
& man no more to be compared to herself than
the Esk water is to the Firth; and his evil
ways and his mean manners broke her heart,
and she died. We were but girls ourselves,
Rechie Sinclair, and Annie was younger than
us. But you put me in mind of her when 1
am here admonishing her danghter. You will
make me daft between you. Annie Binelair
lost, and Annie Orme loat—and what's to be-
eome of you and me "

I did not answer; I was erying to myself
sore; and Lexie's voice was very shrill and
high as if but for pride she would fain have
cried too, But, for all that, I glanced up at
Annic Orme; a single tear was stealing down
l:er cheek, and her eyes were full; but he

was looking at Lexie steadfastly, and my
heart was comforted by her face.

# Aunt Lexie—" said Annie Orme.

“ Whisht !" said my sister, ** dinna let one
evil bring another ;—do not say to me, Annie,
a word that is not true. Its no story I've
heard—I sow it with my own een; and you
have been keeping trystes with this man the
whole summer through, in spite of his place
and yours—in epite of kenning that this was
what I eould not bear—in spite of our trust in
you. It was time, I say, Annie Orme, high
time, we had found out what kind of walks you

single thing, if it were even play or pleasure, | took on the water-side.”

—— ) S
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Annie put up her hand to her flushed face,
and the tears came down one after another,
till it was oll I could do to keep my arms from
her. * Aunt Lexie, dinna be angry,” said
poor Annie, and there always came the other
sob between ; “1 did not deceive you in my
own mind, auntic; and some day you'll mo
think so ill either of me—or him."”

“(f Aim! Preserve me in patience! She
dares to name the Butterbracs' hind in such o
way to me!" cried Lexie. * Let me ever hear
his name again, or that you've said a single
word to such a person, and I'l] leave this place,
Yes, Annie Orme, I vow to you I'll travel
away; I'll give up the business, and flit the
house, and take ye away to the West High-
lands, or into England, over the Lammermuirs,
or some other savage place. Ye shall never
marry the like of him—ye shall never more
#peak to the like of him—ye shall never be o
hind's wife—or ye'll kill me, Annie Orme.”

“ No, suntie,” said Annie; but I thought
her mind was away, and she did net know
what she answered.

# Lexie,” said I, % dinna be angry ; you have
let Annie ken what your pleasure is, and she
docs not rebel.  Lexie, lot us be good friends
now. Annie, my dear, you need not greet.
Oh, lassio! ye dinna ken how precious you are
to us both !®

“Dinna speak that way, Auntic Rechie—
dinna,” ssid Annie Orme, sobbing; “ I cannot
bear that."

Lexie was sitting still, with her eyes fixed,
looking into the fire, *This lad spoke about
& license,” she said, in a low voice, as if it were
ouly to herself; *of getting a license some
time in the summer. This is what our niece
meditated, Rechie Sinclair ; this is what she
would leave our honourable house to do.  You
spoke about Thomas Mouter, Rechie, and I
scorned it; but still you encouraged him.
Now you'll get your will, mair than you
wanted ;—and when ye see Annie Orme mis-
tress of a public, selling drams to every vaga-
bond that passes by, you'll repent opposing me.”

I heard at this moment a strange sound
from Annie Orme, which did not seem like a
sob, and immediately she hurried away.

“ No that I'll ever permit the like of that,”
gnid my sister, ruiging her voice; * not that it
ever shall be; but he dared to propose this,
Hnﬂ]li.aﬂinﬂlir,mdlhnmmlnnnubjeuﬁum If
I had listened lomger, I might have heard
more ; but that was what I could not do. Is
she away to her own room, Rechie? She de-
serves solitude and darkness as well as ever
one did ; but she's no so strong os some, Toke

in a light, Rechie, and admonish the reprobate;
I'll say no more myself this night.”

I saw Lexic's heart was moved. After all,
though she looks stern sometimes, Lexie is not
hard-hearted, nor ever was. Sol went quietly
ben to my own room, where Annie had gose,
for Anpie sleeps with me. As I went in at
the door, I heard again the strange sound
which was not like & sob; and hurrying to see
its ecanse, what did I find but Annie Orme
lying back in the big, old easy-chair, with her
hands covering her face, and her cheeks all
wet with tears, laughing as I never saw her
laugh before. To do her justice, I believe
there might, may-be, be something of the
affection ecalled hysterical (a thing I do not
much understand myself) in this of Anmie;
but it was & real laugh, and real mischief and
fun (at such a time!) were in the eye that
glimmered out wet to me, from under the
shelter of her hand.

“ Annie Orme ! said I; “ I could not have
believed this of you™

*“Oh! I think shame of myself for laughing,”
said Annie; © but I cannot help it—indeed, I
cannot help it; you would laugh yourself, if
you kent. It was that last thing my Aunt
Lexio said.”

“Was that sbout the leense?™ said L
“Indeed, Annie, it vexes me that you can
laugh at that; for a public-house would be s
strange place for you. Is it not for o publie-
house? What is it for? Aye, Annie, now I
mind, young Mr. Mouter has a license for
simple tea and sugar. If it was that, it would
not be so bad ; but what tempted ye, woman,
when there are pleaty lads round about, in
your ain degree, to teke up with Robbie at
the Butterbraes ? The like of him!"
¢ # Aunt!" said Annie Orme ; * but you must
not be angry, Aunt Hechie; mno, indeed, I
cannot bear that; and I meant to tell you,

-and-bye—or he meant himself—"
by“ Dear me, Annie,” said I; * you must give
himnp—yuummtmt spmkmh:mnmm—w
it will kill Lexie.”

“ Must I, aunt ?" said Annie; *may-be—
but T am not sure about that”

# Annie Orme! you'll have to promise
Woman, think of young Mr. Mouter and his
fine business,” said I. * Mind I am as moch in
earncst as Lexie; will you promise me, Ansie,
never to see him more P ™

“He's to go away to-morrow, aunt,” said
Annie; “but I'll no promise— whisht, Auntie
Rechie—you wouldna have me bresk his
heart.”

“ Men's hearts are no so casy broken, Annic
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mid I, “never you be feared; and, besides,
be's only & servant man. Annie, Annie, think
what yon're doing.”

Instead of answering me by reasonable ar-
guments, she camo away close to me, and put
ber arms round my neck; so that, before I was
aware, I found myself speaking as if I was
quite pleased with Robbie, and ready to take
him into the family in & minote. I am far too
easy in my disposition—far too yielding—as
Lexie has told me many o time; but I am too
old to mend now.

Coarter VII

It was o very quiet night that, with us.
Annie eat silent at her seam, and never lifted
her eyes; and exeept that Lexie now and then
gave a pgroan, and me sometimes a sigh, [
think there was scarcely a sound in the room.
My sister was much softened to see Annie so
quiet; but Annie, as I think, was occupied
mrhuther cogitations hmdugneffurw:

j—it was natural, poor thing—and
it was not to be denied that this obbie was a
wise-like lad.

When I went into my own room, after having
had a conversation with Lexie, I found Annie
Orme not in her bed, though she had left the
parlour about an hour before, When I came
in, she had o little book in her hand, which she
put eway in & great hurry—no doubt it was
some kecpsake—so I asked no gquestions
about it. '

“Now, Annie” eaid I, having just been
speiking to Lexio about the whole matter,
“you must have a stout heart for this, my
dear. You've done a very wrong thing in
taking up with this young man, and you must
be done with him, Annie Orme. Mind, I've

seen your mother break her heart, because
she did not take good advice, and break off in
time. Its an awful undertaking, Annie, the
like of this. Many a thing else you may make
& mistake in, but everything else can be
mended ; and, Annie, Annie, my dear, just
you think what a desolate thing it must be to
repent after its done, when nothing in this
world ean deliver you cxeept denth, which it
is u sin to seek for yourself, let alonc another.”

“ But, auntie, there is no need for ever re-
penting, either before or after,” said Annie,
looking a little angry.

" Annie,” said I, ¥ when folk arc not equal,
they're never happy. A poorserving lad, with
mo culturs or breeding, and the like of you,
Annie Orme—TI cannot think of it."

“But Robbic is not a common serving lad ;

HRobbie is—" "When Annie had said this, she
stopped, and laughed out ; so that [ was feared
Lexie would hear her.

“ Robbie is better than his neighbours—no
donbt youn think so, Annie," said I; * but wait
e little till he grows a coarse man, and you're
married wpon him. Mind, I'm only supposing
a thing that's never to happen ; for neither
Lexic nor me would ever eonsent to it

Annie put her arms round my peck egain,
and leaned her head upon my shoulder.
Bhe did not speak & word except * Bonnie
auntie!” but what could I say to her after
that. She used to call me * bonnie auntie,”
when she was a little baimn, and wanted some-
thing; I aye yiclded then, and I am feared I
never will learn to refuse anything to Annie
Orme.

Just as wo were standing in this way, speak-
ing about him, and me myself (being a fool,
and nothing else) praising Robbie, and eaying
what & wise-like lad he was, we heard Lexic's
foot in the passage. Both of us started and
rap—me to begin to take of my net-cap, and
Annie to hide herself behind the eurtains, for
fear her aunt should see that she was not
sleeping.

¥ Rechie,”" said my sister, very low, just
looking in at the door—and, seeing she waved
upon me with her hand, I went out to her;
and what do you think Lexie hod brought—I
said she was not hard-hearted—that I, know-
ing her so well, should say the like of that '—
I cught to have told the real truth, that there
searcely ever was as kind a heart and as good
A hend as Lexio's put together, in spite of all
she has had to vex her, poor woman, one time
and anather, all her life .

She was carrying in her hand the little pink
china jug full of negus, which she had just
been making with her own hands in the
kitchen.

“ Is Annie sleeping " paid my sister.

“ How do you think she could sleep, Lexie,”
said I, *after what has happened this night.”

“ Poor thing !" snid Lexie, *though she's
done anything but her duty to us, we must
not fail, Hechie, of our duty to her. Make
her take this—it'll do her good; and if you
think she's feverish, give her some out of this
bottle. She can expect nothing else, after her
behavionr ; but I would not have her ill either,
if I could help it. Try and get her to slecp,
Rechie ; I must speak to her the morn,”

And with a sigh Lexie went away.

When I went to Annie Orme, she had hidden
her face in the pillow, and was erying bitterly;
I hod near cried mysell; for though Lexie
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locked hard sometimes, it was strange to see
the tenderness and mindfulness of her, even
when she had been greatly angered.

The next morning, I went out early to do
some errands, and left my sister and Annie
glone, Ihad a fear about it; but still, after
all, I thought it best.

Just on the bridge, I met Hobbic ; I searcely
knew him, for he had on his Babbath dress,
and looked in every way liker a laird than a
hind, He was carrying & box with his things
—honest man, it was not & very heavy one—
and when he saw me, he stopped to speak o
me, though he had never done it before.

“] am going mway, Miss Rechie,”" said
HRobbie; * and though I am not going far, and
its better for me, I am sorry to leave Lass-
wade."

% How far are you going P" said I—but I
could not call him Robbie, and I did not know
his last name,

“QOnly to Edinburgh,” he said; “I am
waiting to put my box on the coach, but I'll
walk myself. ﬂmﬂwbj'u.ﬂ.l-Rmhm. you'll

may-be hear of me

Hahzl&wthlhmd,mdlgﬂnhlmma
—him a common serving lad! He lifted his
hat to me when he went away—neither Tho-
mas Mouter nor Peter Braird would have done
more than nodded—and I stood still and locked
after him. It did mot look like his Babbath
dress ; he was as casy in it as I am in my old
green merino gown; and, indeed, I did not
wonder at Annie, for he was just as little like a
farm servant as Thomas Btrang, the emith (I
could see the red glow of the emiddy, and half
a dozen boyes round it, at the corner of the
street—that is what put him into my mind),
wis like & minister.

I went up all the way home, thinking of
what Phemie Mouter said. Eﬂm.ghthal
great gentleman, or even a lord in
hutlmuwth:tmmthkely*ﬁnrhehnd
no motive; and though a great lord might
pretend to be a landscape painter, as Annie
was reading to me in a ballad the other day, I
have great doubts whether it would be as good
diversion to pretend to be a farmer's man,

Camarrer VIIL

“Miss Rechie,” said young Mr. Mouter,
“ will you come in to your tea to-morrow night
—you and Miss Annie Orme? It's the last
night of the year, you know—Hogmenay, as
the bairns call it—and there will be just one
or two more—all neighbours, Miss Rechie.”

“'Well, Mr. Mouter,” said I, [ om sure I

have no objection; we'll see what Annis
L

88,
?Imve passed over all the time between
October and the end of the year, becanse there
was nothing in it of moment to anybody. We
were all guing aboat in our way, and
nothing had happened in the town but what
happens every day—a bairn coming home hers
and there, and an old person dropping off liks
the last leaves. And touching Robbie nothing
was now said, he having clean departed, and
nobody in Lasswade, as it seemed, minding
about him at all; so that Lexie was agein keen
about Peter Braird, and I, I confess, began to
think that young Mr. Mouter had a chanceafter
all. Bo I ironed Annie's best collar and her
fine sewed cuffs, that she got in & present, and
made her put on her new blae merino, with a
ribbon round the waist; and, having made up
my own good cap, wo dressed ourselves, and
went down to Mr. Mouter's to our tea. It waa
not very cold for the season, so that it was
pleasant going down the road, seeing the lights
shining throngh the windows, and hearing the
singing at the doors. Little Katie
Hislop has a miracle of a voice for singing,
and she is 80 very wee a thing, that you eannot
believe when you hear it, that such & wonderfal
sound is coming from & creatare that you eould
almost hold in your hand. There she was,
poor little thing, with an old table-cloth tied
round about her waist, half full of oat-cakes,
and slices of bread, and bits of short-hread,
standing at Mrs. Thomson's ‘window, singing
one of the longest Hogmenay rhymes—or,
rather, it was two ar three of them joined toge-
ther, and sung at the very height of her voice.
There were two or three more with her, and
just as they ended—
“Bntwamh.i:ruﬂﬂmumih;hr,
Guot up and gi'es our Hogmenay."
Mrs. Thomson opened the window, and gave
them I cannot tell how many cakes and seones,
and a great lomp of fine, rich short-bread to
Katie herself.

“ Now, we'll go to Mr. Mouter's, and then
we'll gang hame,” said Tomima Hislop, Katie’s
big sister; **we needna bide lang there—hell
no gie us ony short-bread. Katie, sing.”

But they searcely waited to sing—they jost
gathered about the door in a cluster, and eried,

& My feet's cauld, my shoon's thin,
Give me s piece, and let me rin,”

when they all ran away; but whether it was
that Mr. Mouter had the cakes ready for them,
or whether they were feared to face him (being
80 sedate & young man}, I cannot tell




|

ANNIE ORME.

203

" #Yon see, auntie, the bairns ken,” maid
Asnis Orme to me; *they would not have
run that way from our door.™

*Nor from your door either, my dear,” said
I, “when you have a house of your own; but
kow is 8 man to ken P"

The table in Mr. Mouter's parlour was set
vat very fine, with beauntiful china, and silver
teaspocms, marked all T. M., his own initials—
I thought to myself, if he got Annie, they would
have plenty of silver things to begin with ; for
I knew my eister would not let her go to her
own house withont & good dozen of spoons—
ind there was short-bread and a great rich
bun, and biscuits and bread of every kind. For
ﬂ-mf thmmﬁnni.amﬂ.m!.lﬂdﬂm
two Miss Thomsons, and William Wood
and his wife, besides Phemie and Nicol, and
Mr. Mouter himself.

“*When are we to hear of a mistress to this
fine house of yours, Mr. Mouter 7™ said young
Mrs. Wood. “1Its & pity to see such & bonnie
little room, and no a wife to put into it: we
bave been looking for it these three months
and more.”

“Its a serions business ; T am not & man that
mndertakes anything rashly; but there's no
mying, ladies—there's no sayiog,” said Mr.
Moater, briskly; and he looked straight round
&t Annie,

What did Annie do, think you? I was feared
the would have laughed: instead of that, she
beld up her head, and asked Mr. Wood, as
grave as if she had been Lexie, when he was
lut in Edinbargh.

“ When I was last in Edinburgh,” said Mr.
Wood, “you'll no guess, Miss Annie, who I
mw. Tho you mind the young man that used
to drive the Butterbraes’ cart? HRobbie some-
mng—-lmtlnmrh.utﬁhuhnumu. Well,
I'met him jn a little street near the college,
dressed in black, as well as anybody need be,
and walking with a gentleman. I never was
more astonished ; but [ did not epeak to him,
for I thought, if he had got any rise in the
wurld, he would not like to be minded that bo
was once only & scrvant-man.”

“ It was very thoughtful of you, Mr. Wood,”
mid I.

“Eh, and was't Robbie?" said Phemie
Mouter, “ what way did you no follow him,
Mr. Wood ? I would have gaen step for step,
if it had been five miles—and there's noe sy-
ing what grand house he might have led you
to in the end.”

“ Dear me, will somebody bave left him
siller?™ gaid Miss Christina Thomson.

Bat Annie Orme never spoke a word, though

when T looked at her, I saw her eyes dancing,
and such a erowd of smiles into every line of
her face, that my heart was moved to see her
pleasure. The two Miss Thomsons were come
of very comfortable folk, and would both have
portions—so would Phemie Mouter ; but when
I looked at Annie Orme, I could not help sce-
ing the difference, though Annie would have
no portion, and was an orphan, peor thing,
with only two single women, Lexie and me,
all the friends she had in the world.

And as I thought upon my sister, the water
came into my eyes. When did Lexie seek a
pleasure to herself, or when did she spare herself
an hour's work that was to better one of ua? T
have worked with her all my days—it may be
thought I am taking a share of the honour,
but anybody that knows me may know it is
not so. Many a one has thonght Texie hard,
even when she was toiling for them, and I
guestion il any mortal but me, s much aa
gucases what kind of heart she has, or, indeed,
il eho knows herself,

And there was Annie Orme—little wonder
that we were both prond of her—little wonder
that we both would have had her well wedded,
if we could; but the lad she liked best hersclf
—what if he did tum out some great man
after all P

“ Annie,” said I, when wo were on our road
home, *is this lad, Ilobbie, a greater person
than he looka? tell me, is he some rich gentle-
man guisarding in this fushion? for, if he is,
Il tell Lexie, and we must instantly leave
this place, and never be within knowledge of
him more,”

“ Mo, auntie, ha is not a great gentleman,”
said Annie Orme, *no, he's may-be no quite
what he looked like, but he's & true man ; and
by and bye he'll tell you everything himself—
but you're no to ask me."

I was confused and bewildered, I could not
tell what to think.

When we got home we heard a sound of
voices in the parloer, ond there was Peter
Draird sitting with my sister. He had been
getting a glass of wine—Lexie never offers
folks drams—and there was a plate of our new-
year's short-bread on the table.

“ Denr me, Mr., Poter,” said I, “are you
going up to Windlestrae at this time of night.”

Peter gave o great langh, and turned red in
the face, 1 want to be somebody's first-foot in
Lasswode here; I came out on purpose; but
I'm not going home to night, Miss Hechie."

% Well,” said I, ¥ you are paying somebody
o great compliment, coming out all the way or
o cold night. 'Who is it, Mr. Peter? "
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# Every thing im its right time, Rechie,”
said my sister, who was looking uncommonly
pleased. It was clear that Lexzie expeeted
that he had come to be first-foot to Annie
Orme.

“1 met & geatleman on the South-bridge
the other day, Miss Rechie,” said Peter, “and
he asked kindly for you. He used Lo give me
a lift in his eart, sometimes, on the Saturday
nights, when I was coming home wearied, and
a fine lad he is—Robert Scott—you mind him ?
—ho was at the Butterbracs.”

% And, Mr. Peter, do you keep company
with the like of him P said my sister, with a
kind of horror,

# When I met him he was better dressed
than me,” said Peter, looking down upon his
own coat, which was not guite so well brushed
as it might have been, “and 1 am sure he
speaks as good English ; but I doa't just to
call keep company with him, Miss Lexie, for I
never saw him but this onee.”

* Let not the name of any such person be
mentioned to me again,” said Lexie, * what do
I care about his good dress—if somebody had
even left him a fortune, what would he be for
all that, but an uncultivated hind? No, Mr.
Peter, as o man's breeding is, so is he—you
may take my word for that.”

“ But its past cleven, and I'll have to be on

the watch, or I'll be cheated after all,” said the
young man, * and I said T would let nobody be
before me.  Good-night to yo all, and & happy
new-year when it comes ; don't say I was here,
Miss Lexie, if my mother comes down the
morm."”
Baying which, Peter went away, to the great
astonishment of my sister, who tried to persuade
herself he was coming back ogain after all.
But I knew very well that Peter Braird earcd
nothing about Annie Orme—the preat red-
headed lout—as il e had discrimination for
that.

When Annie went ben the house, to tell
Beenie that she was to come to the parlour
just before the clock struck twelve, and get a
spoonful of toddy, and a bit short-bread, and
wish us a good new-year, as was our custom,
Lexie looked up to me with & concerned foce.

“ Rechie,” said my sister, *do you belicve
that Annie is still thinking about that lad 2"

# 1 do not ken, Lexie," said I—for I durst
not eay an untruth either one way or the
other.

“ They tell me he's to be seen in Edinburgh,
well put on,and likeagentleman—a gentleman!
—as if dress was all that was needed for that,
He'll be taking his new trade by the hand,

Rechie—just you sce if 1 am not a sooth pro-
phet—he'll have got somebody to lend him
giller, and before we ken where we are, he'll
be setting up an inn or public-honse at our very
doors, and ssking vs for Annie. I'll never
consent—no, if it killed me to refose, Rechie
Sinclair, I'll never consent to the like of that 1™

“ There's worse things than keeping an inn,
if he had got that length,” said I, *“and, be-
sides, Lexie, folk need licenses for many an
innocent trade; it might be only a grocery
shop—it might be—"

* Never let me hear his name again,” eried
out my sister, and at that moment the clock
warned twelve, and Annie and Beenie come
into the parlour, and there was not & word
maore spoken till after the twelve strokes of
the clock, when every one of us wished the
other & happy new-year.

But no first-foot crossed our door-stone that
night.

CHAPTER IX.

ApoUT three or four months ufter that—it
was in April, and plepsant weather—there
came o letter to us one day, inquiring if the
two of us—being addressed just as * Misses
Sinclair, Lasswade "—were called by the chris-
tien mames of Alexing and Rachel, and were
of kin to one Ninian Sineclair, dend in London,
who had willed—being o poor old eolitary man,
though he left & great sum behind him—a
legacy of o hundred and fifty pounds to the two
danghters of his cousin, Johnstone Sinelair, of
Lasswade. Now this being our father, and these
being our names, besides that we knew of a
consin Ninian he hod in London, Lexic imme-
diately wrote to the law geatleman, in Edin-
burgh, who asked the question, saying it was
us; and there came bock an answer from him,
telling some eercmonics he would have to go
through, and appointing a day for us to come
to his office to receive the legacy.

It is not to be supposed wo could hear of &
great sum like this without some elevation of
gpirit, and Lexie said immedintely to me,
" this will furnish a house for Annie Orme,”
and we were as glad about it as we could be
about money. We puton blacks, of course, for
the poor old man—TI call him poor, not becauso
he was dead, but beeause he had departed
without one to grieve for him—and I thought
itin & measure right to mention to folk who
we were in mourning for, and what he was,
just thot he might not be defrauded altogether
of some notural notice by the living, of the
great end he had undergone,

Just o day or two after this, Annie came in

—_—
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one day, in & great haste, and ran into the
parlonr breathless. And what was this but to
tell us that Peter Braird and Phemie Mouter
hed run away together, and had come 'bnck
married folk, and were even now coming

the town with white gloves and white nh'bnm.
on their read to Windlestrae—though what
kind of reception they would get there I can-
not tell,

I ran to the door in & minute, to wish them
jo¥ ; but Lexie sat still in her chair, and would
not move, and 1 saw she was just shaking. I
was sorry for Lexie, for she had aye thought so
much of this lad, though I did wonder how she
could ever even the like of him to Annie Orme,

When the two young fools and their train
had passed—for they were behaving just like
foolish persons, Peter, especially, looking half
out of his senses, though Phemie behaved o
little better—and we were back again into the
parlour, and at our work, Lexie sat silent for a
long time, after which she began to speak to
Annie Orme, and to call her “my dear™—a
thing most uncommon for Lexie—as if she
thought the news about Peter Braird would be
a disappointment to Annie.

“ ] have been thinking, Rechie,” said my
sister, “ that this poor bairn, Annie Orme, is
held far too close to one place, and that a
change weuld do her good. So it struck me,
that when we went into Edinburgh for this
siller, we might take a mom for o day or two
at Miss Clephane's, and take Annie with us,
and just go about and see what was to be scen.
May-be, if thero was a very beantiful, quiet
day, we might go across to Fife, and back
agnin, for a sail, and just let Annie have a
little pleasure like others of her age, poor thing."

“ Thank you, Aunt Loxio,” said Annie, “ I
shonid be very glad™

* Would you be very glad, my dear? then
we'll go, Annie, and you may think that settled,
for ill would I like this day tormmymm'r-
thmgthut.wwldmukeymglnd mypwrbmm

Oh, Annie Orme! the tear was in your eye
for my sister's kindness, but the laugh was on
vour lip for her decciving herself. Do you
think 1 did oot see the half-dimple on your
cheek, or do you think T did not know that
you were no more disappointed about IMeter
Bruird then I was®—you need not deny it,
Annie Orme.

Bo it was scttled, that on the Friday next—
that wos a week from the time we were speak-
ing—we should all go into Edinburgh, and
that we should stay, perhaps, a week awny
from home.

That same might, Annie went out to get a

walk by herself, for T was busy; and not long
after she went away, I heard & rap st the
door, and immedintely Beenie showed in Mr.
Mouter into the parlour. He was dressed
more earefully than weual, and had a white
lily of the valley in his button hole, and white
gloves in his hand—but being a careful lad he
had not put them on.

He got o very cold reception from Lexie;
80, thinking mysclf bound to pay more atten-
tion to him on that secount, and having, be-
gides, ayo an idea that he might turn out
Annie's goodman after all, I wos very kind to
him, and we began to speak about what had
hoppened in the morning.

¥ It could not be a greater surprise to you,
than it was to me, Miss Rechie,” said Mr.
Mouter, * I have observed some stir going
on for o day or two—bits of white ribbon lying
about, and frills and collars, and things of that
kind, which Isuppose Phemie had gotten from
Nicol, who is vory careless of his money, like
most seafaring men ; but when there was no
appearance of her at breakfast-time this morn-
ing, I thought she had gone in to Mrs, Thom-
son's, or was standing havering with some of
the women about, and ncver troubled myself
on the subject. As the doy went past, I got
more anxious, but still I thought it was only
Phemie's nonsense; 8o you may judge how I
wos struck when I saw o post chaise stop at
Mr. Trotter's door, and out of it came a couple
in white gloves. My first thought was, that
they were strangers, and 1 went to the door to
pec—when, behold! who wos it but Phemia
Mouter and young Windlestrae.”

“ Not young Windlestrae; Sinelair Braird
is married upon a gentlewoman like himse]f,"
said Lexie, eharply, “you measn Windle-
strac's young son, that silly callant, Peter,
Mr. Mouter.”

# Billy, or no slly, he's my brother-in-law,
Miss Lexie,” said Mr. Mouter, a little ill-
plensed, *and 1 would not like to hear him
spoken of otherwise than eivilly.”

“ He was my second cousin's son twen
years before ho was your brother-in-law, Mr.
Mouter,” returned my sister, *and one of the
family may speak, as I believe, from her ain
kmeEdgE, without asking any permission
from a fmmdpnmn Windlestrae, poor man,
will be tried this day—I must go up to-morrow
and ask for the family,”

“ For you see, Mr, Mouter,” said I, being
feared for Lexie horting his feelinga, * a mar-
riage like this is & trial to both the families,
both his and hers. If they had only been
prudent, the rash young things, and let their
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friends ken, and have a right wedding for
them—but no doubt it will save much trouble
if it does nothing clse.”

# It brings things to & point with me, Miss
Rechie,” said the young man, * 1 cannot; do
without some woman person in my house; for
you kee, | am & man by nature who cannot
endure waste, and the shop takes me up often,
and prevents me looking after things. It is
true, I'hemie was no great help, but still she
was aye there, Now, to tell the truth, I want
& wife, and I want a thrifty, quiet one, that
will not be extravagant, but take care of the
siller after its made, and spend it with discre-
tion. There's your own niece, Annie Orme,
Miss Lexie and Miss Rechie—if you'll assure me
of your consent, I'llspeak to her. My business
is & good business, and a steady man can mako
it better; but if there's any chanee of your
making objections, I'll no speak to the young
lady, for 1 never like to raise hopes that are
not to be fulfilled ; for this reason I thought it
best to speak to you first.”

For a moment thore was perfect silence in
the room—you might have heard a feather fall,
for I durst not speak, though he wos waiting
for an answer,

“ Does my niece, Miss Annie Orme, ken
how much you think of her, Mr. Mouter,” said
Lexie, in a voice of suppreased anger, which, I
suppose, sounded quite quiet to the stranger.

“ Well, Miss Lexie, I cannot eay,"” said Mr.
Mouter, “ | am a prodent man by nature; I
never put out my hand farther than I can draw
it back, and not being quite sure about myself,
nu:tuupu.k of you, I never said an}thmgtn
Miss Annie—but she may have

“ Hore she is herself, we'll ask her,” said
Lexie, very quictly,

The poor young man rose up; “ No, no”
eaid he, * if she's to be asked, I'll ask hor my-
self ;" but before he could say another word,
Annie was in the room.

“ Mr. Mouter's sistor has married Peter
Braird, of Windlestrae, Annie, my dear," said
Lexie, “and Mr. Mouter, thore, thinks you
would mako & good wife to him. Now, Annie,
I'll let you g{'u tha answer for FOuUF oW hand ;
would you like to marry this young man, my
dear.”

Poor Annie's cheeks like crimson; I
never saw such a face, and I thought she would
have fallen down ; but glancing at Mr. Mouter,
and secing him pull his white gloves through
his hands, dirtying them far more than if he
had put them on, the dimple formed in her
cheek again, and she just said, * No, auntie, I
would not,” and ran from the reom.,

# Miss Lexie, you've used me very ill,” said
Mr. Mouter, * I ean never lgok over the like of
this. VYou think I'm not good enough for
Annie Orme? very well, we'll see; 1 would
have moade her Mrs. Mouter if you had given
me eivil treatment. Now, though I know very
well she doos not mean to be ruled by what
she said just now, yet I'll be held by it, Miss
Lexie Sinclair; and I ean tell you I think
mysclf as good as your mieco any day, or
better, if the truth were told. 1 you
good evening, Miss Hechie; you need never
hope to see me in this house again, grand s
you think it; for 1 can do better than a poor
mantua-maker, before 1 go a dozen steps, and
when that girl, Annie, is an old maid like your-
selves, you'll repent the way you've used me.”

Baying that, he flung open the parlour door
and went away. “I am very sorry, Mr
Mouter,” said I, “ you see Lexie's that
to be sure she has & good reason—but if you
like to speak to Annis herself "—

“That's past, that's past, Miss Rechic,” said
Mr. Mouter, waving his hand, *if she went down
on her knees to me, 1 could not look over this."

U Which she never will do, be you sare of
that,” said I, in haste, * not if you were a king,
instead of having & grocery shop; and its &
comfort to think she would not have taken you
after all.”

I said this last low, and he did not hear me
but, indeed, I came in in & fever at him and
Lexin, not knowing which had made me most
angry ; but then I minded that nobody had s
good & right as Lexie to dispose of Annie
(Orme, and that the young man was not secking
her becanse he liked her, but becanse she
would make a thrifty wife. Now 1 had no
doubt Annie would make a good wife, if she
hed & little time to get douee and settled—bat
& thrifty onc—alack a day!

CHAPTER X.

For the whole next day, Lexie was much
cogitating in her own mind, and scarcely spoke
& word to anybody ; but in the evening, as she
was standing at the door for & mouthful of air,
Annie having again gone out (Annie had really
turnced very fond of being out at nights), young
Dr. Jamieson stopped his horse at the doeor to
speak to us, and after asking very kindly for
her and me, how we weres, made particular io-
quiry for Annie Orme. When he rode awaf,
I maw the face of Lexie was full of mesning,
and so waited till she should speak.

“ Rechie,” said my sister, at last, “ Annie
Orme now will have a tocher.”

———
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“ And not & bad one, Lexie,” said I, * for
the like of us.”

It n-juntduk,inﬂﬂlmwlllhnﬂnf
grey, quiet light coming down out of the sky,
where

looked to myself, being pondering, as if it was
the golden streets of Jerusalem, with the even-
lampe lighted here and there, and that we
this world could only get this one glance at
them before the deep might came over us, and
gave uws our lawful sleep. And then my
thoughts went away from me, up to what they
were doing, who went about the streets of
Jerusalem where the lights were lighted yonder,
and 1 thought of what the prophet says of
grey-headed men lesning uwpon their staffs,
and bairns playing in that city, and the voice
of the and the voice of the bride

2

they thought of it now. And from that my
mind wandered to little Annie, and the way
she used to ery our names from cur old thres-
hold stone; and I looked away over the water,
to the side of the brae that glimmered up
among the clouds, and I almost thought that
if I had been on the road, I could have seen
Annie ot the door, with her wrm round the
neck of our dog, Warlock, and him giving aye
his little bark when she eried, ** Loxie, Rechie,”
and my mother busy in the room, and now and
then passing by the door. I gave a long
sigh a8 my heart returned to me, and my
pister must have been thinking the same,
for she sighed too. * Its like one of the old
nights langsyne, Rechie,” said my sister to
me.

And then we both gave another sigh; and
then, for my part, the tears came to my eyes,
and I bade Lexie come in, and we would get
a light and take our seams again.

Being returned, Lexie began to speak again
sbout what she was saying before.

* Rechie,” she said, “ my mind is not changed,
though neither you nor me jodged discrectly
about the proper person—but we'llnocontrovert
that any more. There's that young man that
wasa speaking to us thismoment, Rechie—that's
a fine lad, end & good son, and & person that
nobody could make any objections to—1I would
be contemt with him for Annie,"”

“ Dr. Jamieson? but he'll be looking for
higher than our Annie, Lexie,” said I.

“ I would like to ken how he ecould look
higher, or in what respect? " suid my sister,
“If it were for good looks, Annie Orme is
what I call bonnie ; and she'll have as much
as furnish & good house, and she's come of
most creditable people.  Bo, I say, Rechie, we
must be civil to the doctor, and ask him to call
and see us, for 1 sce nobody in Lasswade that
would be as suitable for Annie Orme."

At this moment, Annie herself came into
the room.

“ You have been long out, Annie Orme,"
said I, * where have you been P you should take
your walks through the day, and ne at night.”

“ 1 have been just at the waterside again,
aunt Rechie,” said Annie Orme.

ing in the tome of her woice made
both Lexie and me look up. 1 mever saw so
happy o face; ono smile was coming close on
the step of another, and there was a wavering
eolour upon her checks, which rose and fill,
and her eyes were giving shy, sudden glances
here and thore, from under the cast down eve-
lids, and her breath come s little fast and
short, so that you saw her heart was beating
quick.

# Dear me, Annie,” said I, ¥ was there any
body with you by the waterside #°

The next moment [ repented having said that,
for Lexie saw what I meant, and her face groew
red, and she stopped her work and locked at
Annie with a knitted brow. Annie never
noticed this; she gave a low langh, twisted
the strings of her bonnet, and eaid to me, ¥ 1
met Helen Lyon, suntie,” and then went quick
away to her own room.

I dared not look at Lexie; for to tell the
truth, I felt almest sure, within myself, that
Annie Orme had been holding a meeting with
Hobhie, from the Butterbraes.

% Rechie,” said my sister, solemnly, * you'll
see if I do not speak trus. Shé's dealing un-
faithfully with us; see if that hind lad does
not come to us, to dishonour our house with
his mean proposals. 1 am as sure as if I had
seen them, thet Annie met him this night, and
the first word of such a thing that's minted to
me, I'll take my staff in my hand, and this
misguided thing by thearm, and journey away
to sume strange place—for I'll no bear it. To
see Annie Urme serving strangers, and filling
measures, and taking pennies and sixpenoes,
from the meancet passer by—it would kill me,
Rechie Sinclaie!™

Well, if it would have killed Lexie, it may-
be was even greater pain to me; for you see, 1
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stood between the two, and had sympathy
with beth, and sorrowed with both in my own
spirit, feeling that I eould not bear this any
more than Lexie, and yet in my heart yearn-
ing with pity over the ill-advised bairn. You
may believe, too, what a start 1 was thrown
into, when the candle being put cut, and me leid
down, Annie Orme erept into my arms, and
whispered to me, “ He's got his license, Auntie
Hechie.™

# Oh, bairn, bairn! " said I, # do you tell me
that;" and I thought I would have broken my
beart, .

Coarter X1

Now whoether it was 8 natural porversencss
of circumstances, such as I have sometimes
seen, of whether it was really & sudden liking,
I connot tell, but of this I am cortain, Dhr.
Jamicson called upon us within two days of
the time I have mentioned, of his own aecord,
and told us that our father's eousin, Ninion,
was also & far-away cousin of a friend of his,
to whom some of the old man's money hod
likewise come. The doctor was o very plea-
sant lad, good at conversation, and of a cheer-
ful nature ; and I could not help thinking that
Lexie would have done better if she had maede
a8 discreet & choice the first time, instead of
sotting her heart upon Peter Braird ; but I saw
at onee, that it would be nonsense ever dream-
ing about it; for, seeing he wes received
among some of the gentry and the rich gentle-
men formers, and had money and an inherit-
ance himself, was it ever to be supposced that
he would come courting to Annie Orme?

However, I had to keep my thoughts to my-
sclf, for Lexic was greatly exalted about Dr.
Jamieson, and pressed him to come back again,
which he said he would do. And ever aftor
that, Lexie was both anxious and angry if she
saw g0 much as a smile on the face of Annic
Orme, and would have done some ill to Robhic,
I believe, if ho hod been so rash as to come to
our door.

But the week passed, and we heard no word
of him. And who do you think was ericd in
Lasswade kirk upon the SBabbath-day? who
but young Mr. Mouter and Miss Christina
Thomson! I could net belicve but the pre-
centor was out of his senses when he said
the names,

Upon the nexi Fridey, aecording to our
arrangement, having putup a supply of things
in the little black trunk, and all our best
bonnets in & big box, and tea and sugar for a
week in a little basket, we took the conch, and

went into Edinburgh. The place we were
to lodge at was Miss Clephane's, where Lexis
had lenrncd the milinery. It was uwp a
long stair, near the end of the Cannongate,
and elose to the palace, and we could sce the
sentries ot the gote from our windows, and
Arthur's Seat beyond. Miss Clephane was
then an old woman, and had givem up the
business, and lived on her money, just lettin
a room now and then, and like us she had
nicce living with her; but Misa Rosie Cle
phane was nearly as old as me, and very tall,
and os thin as Lexie, so there could not
possibly be any comparison made between her
and Annie Orme.

They were g much at this time
about some students who had with
them, who were done with their time at college,
and now were preachers, ready for kirks, and
waiting on them. Ome of the first thing
Annie said, whon we got to Edinburgh, was,
that she wanted to go toonc particular church,
and no other, a thing which surprised me, se-
ing that Annie did not commonly express =
very clear a will of her own ; but as the minis-
ter there was a great man, and well worth
hearing, neither Lexie nor me made any ob-
jection. Om spenking about it to Miss Rosie,
we discovered that she went there too, so we
made up our minds to go altogether, to Annie’s
great good pleasure ; though what special in-
tercst she had in it, I could not, with all my
skill, make out or pereeive.

On the Saturday, we took Annic to sce the
palace and the castle, and let her out by her
#elf at night—on her promising net to sty
long—to go up as far as St. Anthony's chapel
She came in a8 blooming and happy-like as
could be, and I never was prouder of her—
though it did not become me on 8 Sabbath !—
than when I fastencd her white gown the next
morning, snd watched her put on her mew
bonnet with the white and lilae ribbon, which
I chogse for her mysclf. You never sw s
fresher, bonnier face in Edinburgh or out of
it; and she looked as like a lady, I am bound
to say, as any one we met, though we passed
t]rrm:gh some of the prandest strects in the
town, on our way to the kirk that day.

Coarrer XIT.

I LIKE to see folk coming into a church. If
we nre there a quarter of an hour foo soo8,
Lexie always reads her Bible without cver
lifting her head, and makes Annie Orme do
the same ; but, for my part, 1 like to notice
everybody that comes in, and to sec who of 8
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fmlil}*innt the kirk and who is not, mdjnat
to take a kindly look of them all. Bo it hap-
pened, being bosy looking at all the strange
folk, I never glanced up at the pulpit at all,
till the psalm was given out, and then I had to
hurry to find the place in a very small-printed
Psalm-book ; besides, 1 was particularly taken
up with Annie Orme, who let fall her Bible a
dozen times, I om eure, if she did it once, and
grew red and white, and put up her hand-
kerchief to her faee, till I grew very anxious,
and thought she was ill; I asked her, and
said, I would po home with her, if she liked ;
but Annie answered, *No, no,” and let fall
her book again.  So immediately it came inte
my head, that may-be she had seen Hobbie in
the church, and 1 looked round and round, and
lost my own place, and missed the psalm-sing-
ing, hunting through the kirk for him; but I
eould see him nowhere.

What blind inconsiderate mortals we are
after all ; 1 was within half-an-hour of what
made my heart stir with thanksgiving, and I
kmew it not.

All through the prayer 1 was concerned
sbout Annic; I scarcely could attend to it for
my trouble about her, which was a great sin
in me. Bo we sat down again, and I waos
looking into Annie's face once more, and ask-
ing if she were unwell, when I heard the elick
of Lexic's glasscs—Lexic is very short-sighted
-unh.eput them on to look up at the minis-

ter, and wait for the text But before there
was a word of the text—you may think how I
#tarted, both my heart and me, when Lexie
tuddenly threw up her arms, and gave a cry,
which made me think she had fainted. I
started from Annie, and turned to my sister,
who was on my other side. " Are you ill,
Lexie P whispered I, and there wos great
drops hanging on my brow with fear.

“ Rechie Sinclair, I'm o fuil,” snid my
sister, and she panted for her breath.  * Look
up yonder—aup yonder, ye foolish person, I tell
ye—ita Roblie, from the Butterbroces ™

I looked up ; what did T sec ? past the long
pulpit stairs, past the precentor's desk—there,
with his minister’s gown upon him, and his
fine blacks and white neckeloth, bending his
head over the big Bible, in the very pulpit
itself, was the same Robbie that took off his
hat to me on Lasswade-bridge, and that we did
not think gooed enough for Annie Orme!

I sat there with my mouth open and my
eyes—I eould not believe my very night—and
8l the same time I was half distracted with
the constant elick of Lexie's glasscs, s she put
them on and took them off, and did not rest
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still for asingle moment. Alse, Annie Orme had
hidden her foce low down in her hands, and 1
could feel by the motion of her, being close to
my side, that she was crying with all her
might. DBut I could not say a word—1I could
not do a single thing, but sit with my eyes
staring wide open upon Robbie Scott.

Dless me, to think of that—to think of that !
But bye and bye 1 noticed that his voice was
ghaking, and I stendied myself as well as I
could, that the poor lad might not lose his for-
titude by looking wpon us; I have no doubt it
was o grand sermon—not the least donbt—mhut
what it was ebout at this moment I am not
prepared to say.

“ Do you ken the minister, Miss Sinclair,”
snid Miss Hosic Clephane, bending over to my
sister, when the blessing was said; “did he no
dogrand? That's cur student lad I was telling
you abeut—for the Presbytery only licensed
him last weck.”

I looked at Lexie, and Lexie looked ot me—
never one of us said & word ; but at last Lexie
gave a bit short laugh, and rose up and went
right away; I saw she thonght shame.

Crarrer XIIL

Toe minister came after us immediately
from the church, S3abbath-day as it was.

* Annie Orme,” said my sister, ¥ your aunt
Rechie and me are two old fools. I make no
hesitation in saying that—but Iam not a dour
person—ncbody can blame me with such a
gpirit; 8o if your aunt Rechie does not object,
Annie, we'll ask this young man to stay to his
dinner.”

“ Me, Lexie!™ wid I.

As if they did not both know that I would
nover oppose ! So we put the minister oppo-
site Annic at the table, and I took the head,
and Lexie took the footf, and thus we had our
Sabbath-day's dinner in Edinburgh. If any
body had told me, threc hours before, that
Robbie would dine with us that day, I should
have langhed it to scorn; yet, here he was,
and no one in the room more taken with him
than Lexie Sincloir, her very sclf,

So he told us all his story. It was true his
father was o very poor man, with a poor small
moorland-form in the south country, oo better
than an Fast Lothian hind ; but Lexie never
seemed to heed that, though Mr. Robert told
us plain. The poor lad said, too, that he lived
for his first session on little more than five
pounds ; that his second he got some teaching;
and that ever since he had been keeping him.-
gclf in the hardest way, though principally by

r
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teaching, till the last summer, when his father
wos in want himeelf, owing to an ailment among
his eattle, and he was driven to great straits,
and had to hire with Mr. Lait, of Butterbroes.

* A little vulgar pride stood in my way, no
doubt,” said Mr. lobert, with a smile, * but it
was necessity, and I did it. ‘There is no
time of my life I shall regret less, Miss Loxic;
for when I drove the Butterbraes cart, I had
liberty sometimes to walk by the Esk water—
and you will let mecarry, not the remembrance
only, but the eompanion of these walks with
me all my life—will you, Miss Lexie?™

And Lexie said afterwords to me, “how
could T, if T had been ever so inclined, have
#aid ‘ No,' to n minister I

Bo he is to get our Annie; and I am sure [
am very glad and very well pleased, and proud
of him, for a fine looking young man, not tosay
o miniwter. There is already some chance of
him getting o kirk very soon, and whenever
he is placed they are to be married ; but though
Iam glad of eo suitable a man for Annie,
and that she will not need to sew all hor life,
like us, but will be well teken care of and
provided for, and have o higher place in this
world than the like of us—

Btill—but I would have been disappointed
if she had not been marricd—still I am very
loth to let her go away; and I think, may-be,
the best plan of all would have been to let
well alone, end keep her beside ue, and have
her aye Annie Orme.

It is too late for that now, for she is sitting
at the window with Lexie making her wed.
ding gown, which my sister and me bought
vut of Annies knowledge, in Fdinburgh, last
Monday. And Lexie herself can almost come
the length of langhing now about the license,
and is as proud of the young man as can be.
And only yesterday, when we went up to Win-
dlestrae to sce Mre. Braird, who, poor womas,
is anything but pleased with Phemie Mouter
for a daughter-in-law, I smiled within mysell
at the change in Lexie—for whereas, a short
time ago, she would have been overcome with
shame at the very mention of Robert Beoft as
o mateh for Annie (rme; now she begun of
her own accord to tell Windlestrae and his wife
the whole story, and all about * the grand
sermon (1 am sure ghe never heard a word of
it any more than myself) which Mr. Robert
preached in Edinburgh to Rechie, and Annie
Orme, and me!"

BIRDS IN CAPTIVITY.*

THE BULFINCII.
{ Loria Pyrefula, )

& His head of glosay jet T spy,
His downy breast nfanilc..n red.”

I pivinE this subject into two parts—the
educated and the untaught bird. The impe-
rative necessity for adhering to the treatment
pursued by the German instructors of these
docile ereatures wonld alarm an amateur, satis-
fied to have a bulfinch in its natural and un-
educated state. I am fully convinced that,
were our artizans to give the same meed of care
a8 tho patient professor of *f Cher-Hesson,”
“ Fulda," and the * Vogelsburg,” our native
birds would equal, if not rivel, those of the
# Faderland,” our melodies being more simple
and familiar; the natural notes are pleasing
only as being illustrative of o cheerful, loving
temperament—their hoskiness conveying an
idea of an effort to do better.

Naturalists have & variety of opinions as to
the migration of these birds: I am inclined to

* Continued from page 54,

beliove that if, with us, it is a ‘permanent resi-
dent, it, novertheless, is more gregarious than
is comprehended by a small family party, and .
that they change their quarters, It isonlyin |
the south that the bulfinch is proncunced to
be o bird of passage, and I have reason ta
belicve that it is a mere supposition, the reslt
of finding these birds in every European state
and abounding in Russia and Sweden, This
confirms my opinion, that the delicacy of the
German birds is the effect of man's treatment.
I doubt that the “ black bulfineh™ is aught bt
a victim to bad feeding ; the * white bulfinch”
I should not pronounce to be so problematicsl,
if the specimens said to be in the * Leverisn
Museum” had been bred in the house, as these
birds pair with canaries; and the bird called
“ the London mule” (the produce of goldfinch
and canary) is nearly white; besides, I hare
seen @ bird called “ the while blackhind "—{the
term rather parsdoxieal!) The food for bul-
finches eaught in & wild state fid. esf. the
dunces) should be the same as I have laid down
for the first and second class feeders, also spple
blossom fruit: insects they seek when on the




