


AUTOBIOGRAPHY

OF

JOHN Y/OUNGER,
| SHOEMAKER, ST. BOSWELLS,

AUTHOR OF ‘‘THOUGHTS AS THEY RISE,” ‘‘RIVER ANGLING FOR BALMON AND
TROUT,” ““THE LIGHT OF THE WEEK” (PRIZE ESSAY ON THE
BABBATH), ‘‘CORN LAW RHYMES,” ETC.

KELSO:
J. & J. H RUTHERFURD, 20, SQUARE.
JOHN MENZIES & CO., EDINBURGH AND GLASGOW.
1881,

All Rights Reserved.



AT298AR




Eublishers Pote.

SR HE Publishers, in issuing this Autobiography
B of a man altogether out of and above the

== common ranks in which it was his lot to be
born and to live—the publication of which, they are .
aware, has been awaited by many with considerable
interest and curiosity—desire to explain that in pass-
ing it through the press it has not been subjected
to any extensive editorial pruning or toning. Here
and there sentences which were considered unduly
involved or extended have been simplified or broken
up into two, in order to avoid tediousness to the
reader, and occasionally a word of the author’s own
coining has been changed so as to remove ground
for hypercriticism ; but these changes have been so
extremely few that the reader need not have any
misgivings lest he is not in contact with John
Younger’s own genuine thoughts expressed in his
own frank and forcible manner. There was an origi-
nality and individuality about John’s way of view-
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Autobrography of Jobn Pounger.

INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER:

AN EPISTLE TO MR. ROBERT RIDDELL, LONDON, A FRIKND AND
RELATIVE OF THE AUTHOR.

Y DEAR FRIEND,—To a mind more at ease,
in respect of present comfortable circum-
stances, there might have been a greater

solitary pleasure in the embodiment of such a vision
as the life of your friend, in retracing the move-
ments of a human heart throughout the incidental
occurrences in general life, and under various excite-
ments of affection, through the flowery braes and
sunshiny lanes of rambling childhood and youth, still
shadowing on the memory the soft reflection of

« A light which ne’er can shine again
On life's dull stream,”
often enough sobered into tinges of the sallower
hues; sometimes verging into the clouded envelop-
ment of melancholy. However, in so far as memory
will at present supply, I determine here to give you
a faithful transcript of incident, excitement, and con-
sequent feeling throughout the mon(:)tonous tenor
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excite, supply, and cram the public appetite, all so
agape after tales of the marvellous, till the picture
of life is overwrought, and the image of nature
bedaubed to disgust.

That notion, so common amongst writers even of
greatest name, that humanity stands classified in
general castes, agreeably to particular stations in life,
is taken up and held upon very shallow observation,
and implies a very slight research into the nature
of mind and character; for, to a close observer,
individuality of character is easily perceptible, as
existing greatly independent of outward circum-
stances, and this not only in all the human species,
placed by Providence under the exercise and direc-
tion of the reasoning faculties, but even in creatures
of merely instinctive existence. So much does crea-
tive wisdom seem to delight in variety, that, tame
only a nest of small birds—starlings or sparrows—
and you will soon perceive that these birds will not
only be distinguishable by bodily appearance, but
also by individuality of temper. The same diversity
of disposition pervades all creation, even the vege-
table and mineral kingdoms, and is far more percep-
tible in the human species, where the variations are
endless and minute, between the two extremes of
greatest and least ability and aptitude.

Education will always do a great deal; yet where,
by infinite labour, you can excite and impress the
dull faculties of one brother or sister till they have
got versed by rote in any lesson of art or science,
another will catch up the idea at once with such
aptitude as might make you suppose it intuitive in
his or her constitution.
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some would have it, an untaught) day-labouring
village cobbler, who has scarcely ever seen beyond .
the circle of uplands that bounds his village pro-
spect, nor more than the outer walls of a seminary
of regular education, should be able to appreciate at
a glance the extent of his research in the philosophy
of mind, detecting the weaker fancies of the theorist
in the bosom of the philosopher.

I have been pelted through life with the word
classic by paltry, brainless scholars, who do not them-
selves perceive that the word is by them misused;
since, in its first and proper sense, it is applied to
ancient authors who copied from nature, being “the
classics of an age that heard of none.” Without
studying them at all, I just start where they started,
conceiving that I may as well also copy at first hand,
from nature and life, as copy from them; while those
who spend their time in endeavouring to read such
ancients, may find themselves less truly classical at
last, however they at present may stupidly claim a
monopoly of all common rationality, and sputter
Latin now, to distinguish themselves, as the Roman
fashionables in their day made themselves classically
ridiculous by lisping G'reck.

Classics, properly understood, were the few amongst
the ancients who had improved the language and
philosophy of their respective countries, and arrived
at considerable proficiency in that which constituted
the polite learning, the arts and sciences of their
age. The decay of their countries having left their
language unalterably fixed at a pretty full stage of
its growth, it has been thought convenient to be
taken as a standard of example for present ages,
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be from its giving an intimate acquaintance with
the models of antiquity. In this view, then, models
must be necessary for the production of whatever is
excellent, as deductions from the experiences of life.
From whence had the sons of antiquity their models
80 necessary to produce these specimens of theirs,
now esteemed so excellent? From whence had they
their arts and language, which are, by the fashion of
our day, considered so essentially necessary to the
opening of the mouth in human conversation, to our
pen in writing, our brush in painting, or our chisel in
statuary ?

Though such specimens are not to be despised,
any more than a graceful garment of ancient con-
struction for human clothing, yet I cannot consider
them so absolutely essential to the direction of pre-
sent ingenuity as some seem to suppose, not having
been necessary to that genius which originally
produced them from the mere exercise of those
human powers which are as fresh to-day in the
living individual as in the sons of Noah ten years
after the flood. Classical learning may be neces-
sary to trace, to follow, to comprehend and explain
former works of genius; but the genius able to pro-
duce, sees the form of the attainable excellence in
idea, and brings it out into existence by individual
labour. Classical learning is more necessary to en-
able ordinary minds to perceive and follow the soar-
ings of genius than to direct genius in its flights;
and it never will enable an ordinary mind to invent
or execute any original grand work. Genius will
do much without classical acquirement now, as in
former ages; but classical learning without inven-
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you meet with a “Cuddie-Headrigg,” or any other
son of Mause, Madge, or Jenny Nettle, as a necessary
appendage to the filling up of a plot, he must, of
course, be described as a chubby, round-headed, flat-
faced-looking rascal, with no quality of mind higher
than, perhaps, low cunning, and a continual mischie-
vous appetite for “coarse commons,” solid, liquid,
and fiery, to heat his base phlegmatic blood withal;
whereas, walk out of fiction into the common path
of real life, and you will likely meet with the honest-
born sons of any of these plebeian females—strapping,
boardly, and athletic—wanting nothing earthly but
the creative touch of a sword royal, with an alpha-
betical insertion of name on the State beggar list, to
cause them spring up absolute miracles of symmetri-
cal perfection, most fascinating to the eyes of courtly
beauty and quizzing-glass scrutiny; compared with
whont, your in-and-in blood-bred courtier, whose
tree of generation forms a chronological and legal
puzzle, might by no means shew such a marked
distinction of visage as in the standard statuary
imaginations of your novel authors! For, in the
very truth of life, there are to be met with in the
pathway of productive labour as few, proportionately,
of what we may suppose apish-faced and shamble-
shanked, as in the House of Lords, and, I believe,
fully more possessed of that fine conjunction of soul
and body requisite to distinguish Solomon’s “man
amongst a thousand.”

Your great gentleman author knows nothing at all
about ordinary life or its constituents—just about as
much as of the manners of the inhabitants of Saturn.
He is precepted in his youth that he may not mix
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tion of his son, or his own caste; and yet, after a
sixty years’ respiration of common atmosphere, go
into his family vault having lived as ignorant of life,
according to the broad, true meaning of that word,
as he is of the present situation of the soul of his
great grandfather, or the production of his own life’s
daily bread under the curse.

And what is still more pitiful, the same absurd
ideas about classicality, gentility, vulgarity, and all
that, are insensibly instilled even into those children
of common life, who are destined by their parents
for some literary profession by which to attempt
gaining an easy, labourless livelihood, or, according
to fond parental hope, even make a fortune or a
figure in the world. They are sent early to school,
and in many cases the rest of the family are curtailed
of common comforts, sometimes even of a sufficiency
of daily bread, in order to save the means wherewith
to promote the laudable purpose of carrying forward
this favourite to great learning and respectability—
perhaps to fortune and to fame. There is the young
man, walled in amongst college-gowns and perukes,
to feed his hungry heart upon old Greek and Latin
authors—the fust, the lust, and rust of antiquity—
often as unpalatable as indigestible; and in this way
the days of his prime are spent, learning simply to
convey his ideas in proper language, without having
acquired any ideas worth conveyance; as, in fact,
this sort of seclusion loses him the chance of the
knowledge gained by every-day experience in the
active business of life in contact with the real world.
He has become of age, still as ignorant of God and
man, heaven and earth, the main great essentials,
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up, from a constitutional sympathy that way; aye,
even occasionally lend my back to his foot to facili-
tate his ascent; but I never look up after him for
fear of his dust in my eyes. Just escape until he
may be fairly again fallen, and requiring that assist-
ance which, to the credit, and discredit, of human
nature, is often more readily bestowed from the sym-
pathy of some half-despised old maiden aunt than
from the whole fraternity of his classical brethren
taken together.

From one or other of these classes of classics
generally spring forth the authors of all works com-
monly approved by the reviews and journals as
worth notice. Hence that sameness of gloss given
to all descriptions of life, however circumstantially
varied, since the close of scripture biography down-
ward. Such authors as have classical authority to
write, cannot write but what they have seen, read, or
dreamed ; and the actors in my condition of life, who
feel their state, and, self-taught or inspired, attempt
to describe what they feel, are neglected, or instantly
borne down by the plodding reviewer of the day,
who, like my lord’s gamekeeper, must do his duty in
strapping off the unlicensed vulgar as poachers on the
assumed manor of this same classical community.

Nor, though a newsmonger editor were personally
charmed, dare he express his feelings in praise, ap-
proval, or due credit, for fear of loss occurrent on
the censure and scorn of the fraternity of his classical
supporters. Hence, if we read at all, we are just
obliged to take the polished dreams of these gentry
as pictures of life, which they consequently never

. are—as far at least as poor and middle life is by
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Thomson, in the “Seasons,” talks smoothly senti-
mental of the rural pleasures of the reapers’ field.
Well, I suppose the fields might be more rural in
his day, as well as in his Palemon’s scripture times;
but, what is more likely, Jamie Thomson, my favourite
poet, never straddled ten hours a day for a month on
a harvest field, carrying forward his ridge, as I have
done, with a young pupil partner, against such a
rough, rugged rustic as Will. Robson and his yoke-
fellow, else would he have sung quite another song
on the subject. No man ought to write on these
subjects who has not reaped at least one harvest
before one of our high-rented Border farmers.

Yes, my dear friend, it was a very pleasant thing
for a man of fortune to drive up in his light calash
on a forenoon airing to the height of Bowden Moor,
and, gaining the top of Eildon Hills, there overlook
the Merse and Teviotdale, with the romantic vales of
the Tweed and Teviot all below his eyes, with all
their tributary streams—to the distant Carter-Fell
and the blue Cheviots—and, retiring at leisure, give
you a fairy description of hill and vale, wood and
stream, towering mansions and scattered villages,
starred over between with smoking hamlets, sur-
rounded with pasture fields and waving corn; the
romantic beauty of old wood-bined abbeys, the hall
of the peer with all its grandeur, and the habitations
of their modern tenantry, little inferior in splendour;
the rural elegance of their farms, from adoption of
approved modes and machinery in their husbandry—
their drainings, manurings, ploughings, sowings, reap-
ings, huntings, singings, dancings, in a circle of rural
magnificence of life. From the impression of such a
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CHAPTER L

“T would not give my free thoughts for a throne !”—Byrox.

el N beginning to write a life, it is necessary
Y to say we have been bomn; and yet in a

29 world where there are born at an average
82 000 a-day, one is almost ashamed to notify an
individual birth, even of a common-place king or
superior, or any one of less account than some
patriarchal progenitor, or father of a marked race,
or saviour of a people—such as Noah, Abraham,
Moses, Wallace, Washington, &c. And yet again, if
we take it into serious consideration, we must per-
ceive in such a creative work of divinity, as the
production of any single human being, an act of
power and providence equally as great as any of
those miracles against which infidelity has kept up
such an insignificant carpation for nearly two thou-
sand years. Therefore, it would indicate a false deli-
cacy to tamper further with the idea of telling you
that I was born on the 5th day of July, 1785, at

A
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Longnewton, then a considerable village of the olden
fashion, now almost swept from the face of the earth
—a picture of the Auburn so beautifully described
by Goldsmith.

The days of childhood and early youth, which,
according to his proper view, the wisest of men
Jjustly denominated vanity, may not be worthy of
remark further than as they tend to shew the native
force of the mind, and to explain and account for
the casual direction given to its original impulse, on
which seems to depend so many of the issues of our
future life—which latter, alas! may generally be ac-
counted equally vain, usually more wicked, than the
ways of childhood.

But there may be a pleasure, to a mind jaded and
harrassed amidst the toils and trammels of life, to
throw back an occasional glance of reflection over
the sunny hours and flowery fields of our simplest
delights, when the opening roses of life were enjoyed
in their freshness, their prickles yet undiscovered.
And of all, else that we meet with in this world of
sound and sympathy, what can touch our ear with
half the pleasure which that simple air evokes, by
which we were sung asleep in our cradle? recalling
a glow of associations, the earliest endearments of a
fond mother’s ardent caress—the clambering over her
lap, with fresh little hands grasping her neck in the
full vigour of our whole heart’s love? Yes, what a
review is it, back through the shadows of long inter-
vening years, to trace from memory the sunshine
on the inner walls of the cottage of our youth; the
moths journeying on the window panes; the twitter
of the swallow under the eaves, and the chitter of
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the sparrow in the thatch; the green grassy kmoll,
where first we culled gowans, crawflowers, and wild
clover; the very spots and freckles of the eggs in the
first bird’s nest we discovered in our earliest rambles;
the varied tinges of the small pebbles picked up by
the pathway sides, as washed out of the earth by the
summer spate;* and the rowanst and other berries?
And of all other starts of sudden joy, that of our
little hearts at the sound of our first penny whistle!
And of our tiny wanderings, when, astray amidst
scented bean-fields, we have anticipated the wild bee
by untimeously rifling much sweet blossom. Mean-
while, a-missing by our guardian, all probable spots,
particularly those of danger, are eagerly searched till
hope is beginning to die away in flickering shadows
over the palpitating heart of the anxious parent, when
lo! the fluttering butterfly, unconsciously tempting
the wicked pursuit, leads the little adventurer happily
again forth into open discovery. These are all worth
a remembrance, and much more. And who can
slightingly forget the lovely visions which took fairy
forms in the vivid imagination of youth at that sen-
sitive age, when even inanimate objects appeared
to the eye, like Ezekiel's wheels, instinct with the
moving spirit of life? Who does not regret when
these visions are chased away by the stubborn reali-
ties of cold, calculating experience? The light of
information, with all its blessings of wisdom, brings
nothing equivalent to the loss of the “silver spoon”
ever to be found at the end of the rainbow! And
oh! the freshness of the green heart. Age, that

* Spate, a heavy fall of rain.
+ Rowans, red berries, fruit of the mountain ash.
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steals it away, has no equivalent to bestow. The
leaves and flowers of youth seemed to breathe and
to feel. In childhood I have conversed with them
as with sweet little sisters; and so I yet believe that
they do breathe and feel, though imperceptibly to
the callous senses and purblind philosophy of age.
Yes, and the appearance of that pretty bush of sives*
shooting up their pod-heads into blossom and seed,
beside which, an arm-child, I was first laid to sprawl
on the grass, has left the shadow of its life and hues
on my soul, still unobliterated by all the sad impres-
sions of fifty intervening years’ experience of life. I
love its kind still, and can lie down beside them here,
but cannot array them in the colours of my former
imagination, nor return in retrospect into the fancy
of the first feeling. And then that first red poly-
anthus, a flower to be loved indeed—the planting
and watering of it, with a flock of little neighbours
assembled, all in gaze, like Indians worshipping
the sun, and with various expression of admiration.
What a queen was little Betty, who could say, «It
is mine in gift!” The charm of these recollections
lies in their naturalness to the heart. No amusement
of wealth can give such delight to the eye of man-
hood, because the pleasure lies more in the simple
susceptibility of the mind than in the greatness and
glory of the acquisition. No proprietor since Noah’s
flood of the barony in which I was born has ever had
half the pleasure in his appropriation of the soil that
I have had, a child tumbling about amongst its grass
and willows.

‘But then came our schoolboy days, of sore trial,

* Sives, cive; Lat., cibium.
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task, and discipline. Into a small schoolroom,
crowded with some threescore young commoners of
both sexes, is led forward by the fond parent to the
foot of the village teacher’s small old table-desk our
bare-headed little self, rising five years old, eyeing,
with some palpitation of alarm, the sagacious face of
“the master,” as, placed at his knee, by the foot of
his exalted chair, he lays his hand on our head, and
kindly pronounces us “a fine drood,”* and says we
must not be afraid, as he will let no one harm us.
Gathering confidence from his friendly condescen-
sion, we soon grow trustful and almost familiar.
And then what an exertion of judgment and memory
takes place, between the time we can certainly dis-
tinguish the letter O, “round like the moon,” till we
have learnedly mastered the “ Reading made easy.”
Here came to be committed to memory “The Shorter
Catechism” of our Church of Scotland, at the rate of
a question or two a day ; first singly, then with scrip-
ture proofs attached; a psalm, or portion of one, re-
peated from memory every Monday morning; while
our lesson reading was the Scriptures, first through
the New, then the Old Testament. And well I
recollect the great interest excited in a class of about
a score, standing all around reading “verse about,”
through a course of three or four chapters, with the
full liberty of trapping the reader at every wrong
expression, and taking his higher place; the same
vigour and anxiety in spelling in classes words from
memory, as given out by the teacher, and the emula-
tion in every exercise, particularly in a fair-written
copy.
* Brood, a Scotch word now obsolete, signifying child.
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Here an anecdote may be worth noting, as it illus-
trates a principle of the mind so prevalent in more
mature life by no means creditable to our common
human nature. We, imitated our teacher in writ~
ing particularly slow, which, though perhaps a good
mode for beginners, kept up an awkward stiffness
in the writing. I was at half~text when the master
declined to mend my pen, observing that it was still
good enough. This I felt an affront, and, in petu-
lance of spirit, set about to convince him by writing
my copy very quickly and more carelessly than usual
—determined, in case of a challenge, still to blame
the pen. When I presented the half page for his
examination, he immediately called up the oldest lad
in the school, who was far advanced, and superior to
us all in everything—the son of our landlord’s factor,
and cock of the school. Sensible that I had written
too carelessly, I felt alarmed at the uncommon pro-
ceeding; when he laid our copies both down to my
superior, saying, “Look at that, and say whether you
are not ashamed to let a brood like that beat you.”
The free dash I had carelessly given to the writing
had produced a cast of improvement beyond expec-
tation, of which T was not then sensible, and Scott
felt keenly affronted; the consequence of which I
felt out of doors, when there was no play-fellow
strong enough to deliver me from the terrors of his
revenge for this unconscious offence against his pride.
In later life I have observed that I might have met
with much of this treatment had I not exercised a
necessary and easy caution in evading every visible
cause of it.

Mason’s spelling book, with eight rules for syllabic
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pronunciation, gave the high finish to my grand
course of education. Ague, small-pox, measles, &c.
(so prevalent and severe in this south of Scotland in
those days of wet, marshy, and unimproved clay soil)
interrupted in their turns my school attendance, and
about my ninth year it was considered necessary, as
nothing better seemed attainable, that I should tie
about a small leather apron and commence with my
father his craft of a shoemaker. My parents thought
that time might improve their circumstances, and
that I should get to school to my arithmetic at a
future period, which, like most things of future hope
or promise, never arrived. My mother particularly
had a taste for education; and had circumstances
possibly permitted, it was signified as her desire to
have had me qualified for a clergyman, or some such
literary profession, but supreme necessity imperiously
overrules all.

I may here observe that though I was doomed to
lose my mother before I was able to ascertain or
appreciate her taste or constitution of mind, yet, from
what I can recollect of her whole way and manner, I
am led to conclude that her heart must have glowed
with the feelings and sympathies peculiar to the poeti-
cal temperament, corrected by a strong impression of
moral responsibility. Her perceptions were of the
clearest, and her sensibilities of the most delicate
and acute order; even her softest look was the most
penetrating in reprehension. There was little need
of coercive measures with her children. She could
have melted our hearts by the tenderest expression
of reproof. I have heard these qualities of hers
since dilated on by individuals who had ability to
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perceive and appreciate them. Nothing seemed to
delight her more than my attempts to con her over
a lesson of scripture, or to repeat a psalmn, or any-
thing of the ballad kind common in those days. -

My father once brought home from some town a
copy of “The Gentle Shepherd,” which had been
bought at her request; and while he sat reading it
to her, spinning at her wheel,* though I understood
not a word of the matter, I saw my mother was
electrified with delight, occasionally suspending her
work, and involuntarily dropping her hands idly on
her check-aproned lap. Here was a scene for a
painter, perhaps as truly poetical as any in that
sweet pastoral itself, and my mother was perhaps
as interesting a female figure as even the Peggy
of Allan Ramsay’s imagination, although she could
claim no alliance with what Allan or others would,
in the language of their day, have called Aouse or
family, being only one of the five daughters of a
blacksmith in Roxburgh.

I may observe that while there is a positive honour
in belonging to the house or family of those who
have been remarkable for the quiet faith and virtue
of their lives, when, in a religious point of view, the

* Down to the beginning of the nineteenth century, or a little further
onward, to about the end of the French war, when steam-loom power
and machinery came into general use, spinning lint yarn on the small
wheel and woollen yarn on the long wheel was the occupation that filled
up all vacancies of time left from other necessary employments, engag-
ing every country woman'’s earnest attention early and late. Through-
out my mother’s married life she was accustomed, when at all in ability,
to rise very early, by five or six o'clock, even in cold winter mornings,
for the purpose of spinning yarn to provide clothes for the family use.
The boom of her large, and the birr of her small, wheel were music to my
young ear on awakening in the mornings. Handloom weaving was
then a thriving occupation for men throughout country villages; now a
done-up business.
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blessing of God descends, according to promise, upon
the children of the just, who are taught to love and
fear Him, yet that blessing is not always attached
to earthly inheritance—to the possession of lands,
houses, goods, and chattels, which articles are often
the portion of minds qualified to enjoy nothing of
a higher or more intellectual quality or character.
It seems indeed a law in our nature to claim re-
spect and authority upon this principle of notable
descent, and also to concede the same to others; yet
no principle seems more liable to abuse, since many
we see are 8o degraded in sentiment as to worship
any fellow who can claim much earth, or seems
otherwise rising to estate, although on the ruin of
others. And this they will often meanly do, even
though his wealth may have been accumulated from
the plunder of their own fathers. I like to respect
the man for his moral worth, not for his clay soil or
fine clothing.

And so, agreeably to my view of the case, my
mother possessed all the real honour which house or
family can confer.
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CHAPTER IL

Y WORD on my father’s family circumstances
Y —how he came to that spot, and managed
to exist upon it—may here be proper to ac-
count for my position.

My great grandfather, John Younger, was lineally
descended from Younger of Haggerstone, in North-
humberland ; so that I might trace family as far back
as any duke in christendom were it worth while so to
honour men who have had too much world-disquali-
fying honesty or too little of the Border-raid principle
to rob, thieve, and secure to their descendants lands,
cattle, and other plunder. But I do not conceive
it would do me any honour to prove my ancestor
Percy’s flagstaff-man at the battle of Chevy Chase!
where he may probably have had the honour of
getting his bowels warped amongst the fetlocks of
Douglag’s war-horse, to his exceeding great glory—
more particularly as the rude proceedings of savage
life are fast failing to produce any interest in civilized
society, and the memory of those feudal times is
dying away in the distance into uncertain dreams,
while the fables and lying novels intended to support
them fade also, and will make but a slight impression
on the improved intellects of the coming generations.

Well, we find our great grandfather, John Younger,
with his “loving spouse,” Isobel Collingwood (most
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likely of the family of the great Admiral), from fellow
servants in Pringle of Stitchel’s house, came to be
tenants in Stitchel Mill farm, there, from clod and
dust, propagating a numerous family of sons and
daughters, all of whom they somehow contrived to
educate well for their condition of life. While Henry,
the eldest, became factor and land steward to the
then Sir William Scott of Ancrum for that estate and
the barony of Longnewton, John, his brother, my
grandfather, bred a gardener at Ancrum, went in
that profession to seek fortune in England; married
a Mary Yates, somewhere about London, who before
her early demise had to him two children, a son and
a daughter, who were by their father, at the time
a widower, sent down to Scotland to be kept by
grandpapa and mamma till their father should further
pursue his purpose of bettering his fortune before his
return. The expiry of their lease of Stitchel Mill
caused the old people to retire and live with their
son Henry at Longnewton-Place House, to which
they brought along with them my father, then about
four years of age, a Dbrigk little fellow, amusing the
village children with his sharp London accent. The
old people dying soon afterwards, were interred in
Longnewton churchyard, within the walls of the old
church then standing, their feet close to the easter
gable end; and their place of rest may still there be
distinguished by the raised mound from the rubbish
of the old wall. Let us speak of my grandfather
first, and come down by regular succession. He had
pursued his gardening about England to advantage,
till, in the course of some years, he had realized about
£900, when he wrote his brother Henry to purchase
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for him some plot of good land, as he intended to
come home and commence nurseryman, as people
were then beginning to show a desire of inclosing
the then open country with thorn hedges, and he
might realize a fine business by furnishing them with
plants of thorn, and forest, as well as fruit, trees.
The land was selected, very suitable, of the fine
croft lands about the village of Ancrum, and the
price agreed on. Nothing was wanting but his
further letter of final agreement, when, in place of
this, he wrote that he had made another marriage,
and broke up his capital in some stupid speculative
attempt at commencing a brewery in London, when,
being taken in with his first bargain of the vats and
barrels, he was unable to go forward with his project,
and all finally came to nought, so that, I suppose, he
returned to his gardening.

Had his first nursery scheme been effected, my
father’s earliest prospects might ultimately have been
considerable, as this occurred just prior to the time
that the weaver of Hassendeanburn, Mr. Dickson,
commenced that fine nursery business there, on the
very smallest scale, in his cabbage garden, by follow-
ing out which that family has since realized a vast
fortune.

At that time, about the year 1760, my father in-
forms me there was no plantation in the country
here, nor fence, except of drystone dikes about
gardens, or those reared of turf for march enclosures
of estates, and farm fences; and, except about a
stationary laird’s old mansion-house, there was not
a tree between Longnewton House and village all
along that beautiful range of ten miles down Tweed-
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side to Springwood Park, near Kelso. My father
then used to ride along that height by Rutherford
without let of tree or fence, save two turf march
dikes, easily got over.

My father having an aunt then married at Oxen-
ham, then a kind of village Border pass, to Walter
Rutherford, who, besides keeping an inn, carried on
the business of a shoemaker to a considerable extent,
and with a far-spread moorland fame in his line, kept
six or eight hands, my father was apprenticed to him
by his uncle for five years.

From the mirth and cheerfulness of his situation
amongst these young men and the young people of
his master’s first family about his own age, the time
flew lightly by, while he became an excellent work-
man. And his father’s death occurring at London
before the expiry of his apprenticeship, he continued
with his master four years more as journeyman, dur-
ing which nine years he had the folly, or credit, or
glory, such as it was, of keeping the pass against all
Border competition in putting the stone, wrestling,
and jumping.*

When he became of age and experience to com-
mence for himself, he did so, with his uncle’s advice,
at Longnewton. That village, then in a state of
decline from its original, was still considerable, and
was a feasible enough situation for a tradesman, tak-
ing into account the agricultural population around
it. In short, he there found plenty of feet requiring
comfortable shoes, though too little money in circula-
tion to pay for them.

* He died lately at ninety-four years of age, having kept sound in
lith and limb to the last.
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Shortly afterwards he married Jean Henderson, my
mother, from Roxburgh. One of the small village
farms by-and-by becoming vacant, my mother ad-
vised the taking of fourteen acres for as many pounds
of yearly rent, from the idea, no doubt, of acquiring
milk and meal for her rising family. This did not
turn out a judicious speculation, as two occupations,
each requiring particular personal labour and atten-
tion, go not well on together. They kept a cow,
sometimes two, and a pet sheep (and Pet Nanny was
little behind a Highland cow, quality and quantity
of the milk considered); but then the horse mar-
ket, where my father was evermore cheated with
cheap worn-out Aiphalts* kept him horse-doctoring
and skinning continually; while the best of his days
were exhausted in draining, ploughing, and tugging
through the day, and shoe-making half the night
without due rest or intermission. However, being
of an excellent constitution, he wore well | ,

I was the youngest of their six children, two of
whom had died in infancy, and my mother had fallen
into a weakly state of health before I saw the light;
yet still, over and above her household employment,
she grew lint, and carded and span late and early to
keep us clothed, and, excepting for the frequent days
of the most excruciating headache, was, in spirit and
in temper, cheerful to the last. The youngest of my
three sisters was five years older than myself, and, as
the only son and youngest child, I was, in spite of my
mother’s philosophy, a favourite.

The village at that time consisted of about five or

* «Wrung or sprained in the haunch or hip, so as to relax the liga-
ments that keep the bone in its due place.”—Bailey.
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six more small farmers, renting from thirteen to thirty
acres a-piece, of what, in more ancient times, had
constituted the croft lands, originally let in small feu*
acres; and these, with some twenty other house-
holders, then constituted the population of the vil-
lage, where, although the forms of religious duties,
in a family-devotional point of view, were kept up
more strictly and methodically than now, yet I
cannot perceive that the population were any more
correct in their dealings, or that they more pointedly
fulfilled their moral obligations. One-half of them
were as careless in endeavouring to pay for their
shoes as any class of people can be in any age or
country—of which the following observation (though
perhaps rather delicate to express here) is fully indi-
cative. One winter night my father and mother had
talked over their affairs at full length, which led
them into a free review of the circumstances, and
consequently the characters, of all their neighbours
—how they had by them been ill-paid and ill-treated,
cheated, and disappointed through the piece, till, re-
moving to bed from the dying embers of their peat
fire, she sealed up the disagreeable review with this
emphatic reflection—“’Deed, Willie, I think there’s
nae honest folk left now in the world but oursel’s
twa.”

My father’s uncle, Henry the factor, with whom he
had been partly brought up, dying about that time,
left my father his executor, to collect and pay his
accounts and debts, which ran so near to a counter
paralle]l that he never could clearly ascertain from

* Feu, in Scots law, a possession held of a superior on payment of a
certain yearly rent. French and English, pif’; Latin, feudum.
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recollection whether he was a half-crown out of
pocket or into pocket, but that it was within the
half-crown the one way or the other he never had
any doubt.
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CHAPTER IIL

S LTHOUGH it would be trifling and tedious
Y to go through all the school-green sports
or amusements which excite such interest
in the breasts of youth as to cause them “awake
impatient with the gleam of morn"—the clubs and
shinties, tops and peeries, bows and arrows, jump-
ings, swingings, wrestlings, racings, with other vain
stravagqueries, such as our solitary summer moonlight
attempts to trace and catch the crait (landrail)
amongst the dripping wet green corn or clover; yet
nice observation might perhaps trace much of the
future character of the man as developed in these
childish exercises, as perhaps something of future
ruling passion and principle may be here formed, or
take at least the bent of their future peculiar direc-
tion. This is a little in consistence with Words-
worth’s idea, when he calls the child the “father of
the man,” though perhaps not calculating on the
same strict degree of phrenological principle. How-
ever, with the greatest pleasure I took the restless
trouble of introducing in their turns, and leading
the alternate change and fashion of these, as well
as various other games of amusement on the large
school green, not only through my school-boy term,
but of a year or two after I had assumed my leather

apron, not having been required to sit very close; or
B
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rather perhaps it might have taken more trouble to
watch and confine me than my work was worth.
Yet all the while some ideas of a very different cha-
racter were so strongly impressing my youthful mind
as to be still distinctly remembered, and may, to you
who delight in the minute philosophy of mind, be
even worth remarking.

The most unaccountable thought that then fre-
quently, perhaps daily, shot across my mind, affecting
me with a deep thrill of inexplicable feeling, was,
what is all this world? or, where would we all have
been if the world were not? For I felt such a
tenacity to life that I could not agree to calculate
upon non-existence. This idea, as then felt, cannot
properly be conveyed in language to the informed
mind of manhood, nor conveyed at all, except through
the medium of similar memorable recollections, being
then simply a strong impression on the untutored
mind and feelings of a child. Only, if I knew it to
have been a pretty general thought of youth, I might
conclude it certainly to indicate something of an in-
nate proof of the immortality of the soul, although
we have still more acknowledged proofs at hand. It
has had one effect, however, of all along preventing
my wonder at finding people influenced with eccen-
tric ideas, hopes and fears, beliefs and opinions, which
seem to be taken up and held agreeably with the
exact balance between the degree of their general
information and the strength of their intellectual
conception. "

The next thought that then followed in general
succession indicated how strongly the youthful mind
clings to the natural protection of some guardian—



ACUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 19

what will become of me should my father or mother
die? for I thought that though I even were grown
up to be a man in the great world, I could not in
such case live comfortably, if live at all. And brisk
of heart as I then was, I sometimes became suspi-
cious that I had not the strength of mind, the for-
titude of scorning fears in danger, the confidence
to dash forward at visible risk like some neighbour
boys, and my own suspicions that perhaps I might
naturally be a coward, gave me more pain of heart
than even occasionally to be called so by any playmate.

Though I could have climbed trees with any one,
yet no effort was necessary to make me calculate
on the folly of risking life by incautious footing on
slippery precipices; or if I had occasionally risked, I
was, on extrication, exceedingly vexed at my own
stupidity. As, above all things, I had an innate feel-
ing of aversion to quarrel, I used to exhaust every
effort of my rhetoric and ingenuity to settle school-
green disputes by fair concessions and reasoning of
matters, though, to do myself justice, whenever worn*
up and impelled to resistance, I was always successtul
in securing honourable victory. So I cannot be out-
Wellingtoned on the defensive side of warfare, were
there honour at all-in it, which I cannot see that
there is, any more between men than between bulls,
mind and muscle being alike the gift of a common
Providence over which we have no control, the
favour of which Providence should call up no feeling
of pride, but rather a sublimed sentiment of gratitude
to the beneficence which could as well have withheld
the favour, and left us weak and helpless.

* [Vorn—Scotch, driven into a corner, from wear, weir.
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My first idea respecting the shape of the earth,
from its being said to be round, was that it was flat
and circular like a large table, and full of hillocks,
and could not extend very far beyond the upland
ridges which bounded my prospects. I used to
trouble my friends with interrogations respecting
its boundary at the edge ; but their answers generally
tended to confound my notions, without in the least
clearing up the matter. I could get no light into
the dark mist which I supposed hung continually
over the gulph in which the verge of my circle ter-
minated, and horrible was the idea of falling over,
as I supposed the poor little fellows like myself must
sometimes do in their morning or evening rambles,
who were so unfortunate as to live near the edge.

It is not easy to account for ideas attached to cer-
tain sounds; for while the names of India, Egypt,
China, and Japan conveyed no idea of great distance,
I conceived Birgham, a village not twenty miles dis-
tant, to lie so far off as to be on the very verge of
creation !

But the idea of how we came all here, by what
power, or for what express purpose, was the most
awfully puzzling, as much so to me as to any great
infidel philosopher, if such there ever were! And my
world on that scale was as interesting and difficult to
account for as is now our relation to the star Sirius,
the phenomena of gravity, centrifugal impulse, or the
acting cause of our earth’s diurnal motion.*

* May our earth’s diurnal motion not be caused by the sun’s rays
poured constantly upon her like a stream of water on a mill- wheel ?—
their force, of course, greatest at the equator, and lessened in proportion

as her diameter contracts towards the poles. And may not the saun
have a greater degree of attraction for the colder particles of her atmos-
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I looked out on nature around, on the snows of
winter, on spring, bud and blossom, and on the ani-
mated creation, beast and bird, with wonder and

phere and surface, drawing them under his influence, than for those
which are constantly receding back into night, as already rarefied by the
intense action of his rays of light (since it certainly is the forceful
action of his rays of light poured into our atmosphere which excites heat
by electric motion ?)

Agreeably to this idea, the moon’s having little or no atmosphere may
be the reason why she makes only one diurnal revolution in the time
she runs the whole circle of her orbit (27 days, 7 hours, 43 minutes, 11
seconds, 5 of our time.) Therefore, it is not unlikely that the time in
which she so slowly performs her diurnal rotation may be in exact pro-
portion to her quantity of atmosphere and surface on which the sun's
rays can act, in comparisou with that of our earth.

May the above cause not have also a tendency to propel and keep up
the action of centrifugal motion? And why not this be a general law in
the order of nature? even extending to comets, which, as they travel
outwards towards the extremity of their elliptical orbits, may thus
gradually lose projectile force until reaching the point of distance where
the influence becomes inoperative; the sun’s attraction—still propor-
tionately active—will cause their return again within the effect of this
propelling principle.

If, according to the received opinions in astronomy, the projectile
motion is simply the effect of a first impulse, without any more con-
tinued application of force, and if, as is asserted, the speed of a body is
necessarily increased as it nears towards its perihelium, in counteraction
of the power of the attractive principle as increased by vicinity, how
then should bodies which move to such immense distances, in orbits so
extremely oblong, return around such comparatively sharp curves,
unless they had lost somewhat of the effect of the originally propelling
power, which, if continued in equal force, must of necessity give them
still a greater tendency to proceed straight forward, in proportion as
their gravity becomes the less effective, agreeably to their extension of
distance ?

It appears that there must necessarily be a propelling power of
motion constantly kept up, as well as the already acknowledged power
of centripetal inclination, and that it must also be invested in some
second cause, standing in strict analogy with all the rest of the works
of God in creation and providence.

It is not enough to deny such second cause, because philosophers have
yet failed to discover it.

You may think the foregoing note is impertinent here; still it is
curious as a thought! And as all we enjoy of life above the capacity of
the beasts of the field is this active power of thought and of reasoning
—conception and communication—let us, by all means, be so rational as
to improve and enjoy the pleasure arising from the free use of such sub-
lime faculties.
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admiration !—listened to the redbreast and the lark
with rapture, enchanted with the cheerful liveliness
of their manner, traced by degrees into their haunts
and habits, found their nests, attempted to tame their
young for the purpose of making them my most
mtimate companions—a most preposterous idea, of
course, to think of gaining a reciprocity of affection,
or any rational satisfaction, from the slavery of any
creature to whom God had given wings, with the
whole earth and air for a habitation. This is as
ridiculous as it would be to confine a winged angel,
had we the power.

When just old enough to stray a field or two in
breadth from the village, I took a particular delight
in observing the lark ascend the air in song, and
used to lie on the grass, enjoying the fine flutter of
his wings and his circling motion, till he became a
mere speck in the upward distance. The first time
I perceived him in his descent drop from a consider-
able height I ran in on the place, thinking him fallen
dead, but observed that he had recovered his wings
near the ground, and, skimming around, was alight-
ing at his pleasure. I soon perceived that it was
the bird’s very frequent habit, and thought that if I
could fly I would also delight to do the same thing.
The first opportunity, I took out a young play-fellow,
who, I supposed, had not made the same discovery. We
lay down on our backs, when I fixed his attention on
the lark in air, remarking to him that it would be an
awful thing if he should suddenly lose power of his
wings and fall from that height. The bird, descend-
ing by degrees, at last suddenly folded his wings and
dropt head-foremost into the lap of earth, when my
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fellow seemed much struck with the event, while his
wonder was increased by my anticipation of the
catastrophe. I enjoyed his astonishment with satis-
faction, until discovering a new pleasure in undeceiv-
ing him. And so light is our share of what we may
call positive pleasure in this world, that I cannot
recollect of a moment of my existence in which my
capacity of immediate enjoyment was more filled to
perfect gratification. My delight might be as great,
though not so pregnant of essential consequence in
its results, as was that of Sir Isaac Newton with the
glowing idea that struck him on the fall of the apple.

What then puzzled me to very great uneasiness
was an idea arising from mere childish ignorance
of the appetites and habits of wild animals, birds,
and insects. From their figure and plumage I con-
ceived a high delicacy of taste and constitution quite
irreconcilable with their apparent means of support
through all seasons. How they should subsist on
mere accidental gleanings of coarse raw field mate-
rials was past my comprehension. Yet their lively
sprightliness seemed ever maintained.

But some succeeding severe winter storms, parti-
cularly that of the beginning of 1795,* threw a
little more light on the matter, as their pressure
brought a variety of field birds into the village barn-
yards and cottage shelters, which were too easily
caught, as “necessity’s sharp pinch” made them
forego their usual watchfulness. Hence, by strict
observation I began to trace a little further into their

* That storm came on on the 15th January, 1795, and lay about thirty
inches in general depth of snow till the 5th of April, while deep-blown
wreathes lay here and there till the middle of June.
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appetites and particular habits. And here began to
open on my view a new field of inquiry suitable to
my taste. This was a vague sort of arrangement in
my own mind of that small portion of the animated
creation with which I had become acquainted, into
kinds and classes. It was impossible I should have
then conceived that any one had ever before done so
as a study, far less that books had been written on
the subject; but about that time a neighbour boy
had been presented with an octavo volume contain-
ing the plates with a description of 300 animals. I
could not conceive that there was another copy of
the same in the universe! And had I been heir to
India, I most certainly had given him the rights in
eternal entail for that particular volume.

Having no other regular course of means to arrive
at second-hand information, I was driven back on
my own resources to discover for myself. Therefore,
it was some years before I had gained knowledge
enough on the subject to be enabled to strike out
into a rapturous hymn, rather of heart-swelling sen-
sibility than of outward expression, which may be
thus embodied.

How bcautiful is nature in all, and particularly
in this respect, that, with so httle apparent labour
of preparation, all creatures find subsistence! Stray
where we will into the wilds of nature, field or forest,
even amidst apparent sterility and savage wildness,
the field tenant is supplied with general abundance
for the necessities of its nature. From the pelican
of the Egyptian wilderness to the smallest bird that
wings our Scottish moors and morasses, all is health-
ful and cheerful under the eye of heaven, and even
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in the depths of winter enjoying generally the simple
requisites of existence, if not a full supply of feast.
Such are the provisions of God, that even these twit-
tering small birds, which one might suppose too fine
to exist on anything less than what man would
account a delicacy of atmosphere and provision,
briskly disport in health and pleasure amidst the
branches of the rude forest, flitting with the rapidity
of thought up and down the trunk of the rough, and
apparently barren, fogged fir tree. Yea, see the
bold-eyed redbreast, with appetite as fierce as the
lion, prey as voraciously; and, when the earth is
bound over with frost and buried in snow, the small
wren flisk avidiously through the tangled roots of
bank-growing trees, or below the eaves of house and
shed, securing her prey in their close retreats with
unerring choice—banqueting as assuredly as the
fanged tiger, or the eagle of Ben-muich-dhui.

Though this was rather a subsequent conclusion,
yet pleased with gaining any such as I considered
definite, I then began to find a new pleasure, which -
was this:—When any individual object in nature per-
plexed me to form a precise idea of, as regarding its
production or use, I began to shift from the perplexi-
ties of deep reasoning, always sure that it would be
for some grand purpose in the economy of nature,
and that at some future leisure I should have it con-
sidered and found out some way or other. And, as
but few of the newest objects, or the ideas they
excited, occupied my attention at one and the same
time, it did not occur to me that the task to get
to the bottom of all that was mysterious in nature
would be either very difficult or tedious.
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On such reflections when a-field alone, I used to
get very brisk in spirits, sometimes taking longer
and firmer steps in ideal imitation of manhood, for
I thought that by the time I should come to be a
man I would have all things found out. What a
folly to ever lose the present by anticipation of the
future; for I was then more of a man, in the true
sense of the matter, than I have ever found myself
since. However, in this light-hearted way I got over
many a staring difficulty, winding up my conclusions
with this, that all things in creation were certainly
very good, answering their end so well, and withal
so curiously; that it was a very grand world, and
so delightful to live in, only for people being liable to
trouble and uncertain death; for every recurrence
of the thought that all must die, and I myself, used
then to give my heart a touch like a slight electric
shock, which passed over my nerves, to toes and
fingers, in an instant. And though what I frequently
heard regarding a future state of existence, where
all the believing, good livers in this world should be
made so very happy, I felt to be all very well; yet
then I was so pleased with this world, and all my
friends, and most of my play-fellows, that the thought
that I might die before 1 could get to the other, was
so awful that I always dismissed it as fast as I could,
just in the common way. It never then entered into
my mind that old men could be ignorant of these
things that so puzzled me to find out and account
for. They must know them all, only I was diffident
in making inquiry, thinking they did not wish to be
troubled; and when I did venture a curious question,
their answers were generally indefinite, or delivered
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in words of which I could not comprehend the
import, and there I remained in the mist of my
ignorance. Indeed, I never began to suspect the
weakness of full-grown men till about thirteen or
fourteen years of age, and then it was only suspicion,
for I had never the face to put it to the test on my
own score till about sixteen. I saw often, indeed,
enough of weakness, and sometimes what I even
knew to be gross ignorance, in men, but thought this
to be—what, to be sure, it partly was—individual.
I had now, however, got all my then visible world
pretty well settled, partly with what I thought I
understood, and partly with what I laid over till I
should get it more fully considered. And so I felt
more comfortable than I have ever perhaps done
since.
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CHAPTER IV.

EVIOUSLY to this time I had marched over
@R the hill-tops with “Jack the Giant Killer”

in his seven-league boots; braved ¢the
Greeme” with “Sir James the Rose;” wept with
robin redbreast over the sweet little “Babes in the
Wood;” and travelled in friendly sympathy with
poor “little Whittington” by the side of his wag-
gon! Yet none of all my early readings, not even
the shepherd David mastering the blustering Goliah
in the valley of Elah, had half the charm to my soul
of the fable of the “ Lion and the Mouse,” one of the
selections in our school-spelling book. The magna-
nimity of the lion in granting ¢ the little suppliant’s”
petition of mercy, at the time when he had his paw
upon him, and “just about to put him to death,” for
the trespass of having run over his body while asleep
in the forest: this showed such greatness of soul as
could be excelled by nothing but the fine gratitude
which filled the whole heart of the little mouse.
When afterwards the lion had “fallen into the toils
of the hunters, and, unable to extricate himself, set
up a hideous and loud roar,” nothing could equal the
charm I felt in repeating the following sentence :—
“The mouse hearing the voice, and knowing it to
be the lion’s, ran to the place and bade him fear
nothing, for he was his friend!” The idea here
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naturally arose, whether I would like to have been
the lion or the mouse. Oh! there was no compari-
son at all; the mouse was decidedly the hero in my
imagination—to feel strong in those powers which
enabled him to bid the great lion “fear nothing, for
that he was his friend!” And then such a glorious
opportunity of showing not only his gratitude, but
his ability to do what the “king of the forest,” with
all his terrible powers, could not accomplish—to “fall
to work with his little sharp teeth,” to “gmnaw
asunder the knots and fastenings of the cords, and
set the royal brute at liberty.”

These two principles of generosity and gratitude,
bearing such a mother and child relation, show so
well everywhere, when in an active state of juxta-
position, that, like attraction in the material world,
they seem to hold together the framework of moral
society. They take hold of the affections with such
a kindly sympathy that it is difficult to imagine any
state of moral life beyond the circle of their influence.

People may occasionally wonder at a boy's impro-
priety in breaking out in a burst of laughter when
they cannot see a cause why. But I durst not then
have risked my gravity in the church if the idea had
crossed my mind of seeing in imagination the little
sleek mouse nutting amongst the forest grass, and
pricking up its ears to listen when it heard the lion’s
roar, and then the glance of its clear round eye as it
scampered off through amongst the withered leaves
in hurry to the place on its errand of gratitude.

About this time an affair occurred rather harassing
to our poor family—though I say “poor family,” we
were yet considered amongst the most independent
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of our villagers. So much for comparative great-
ness! My father and John Wallace, a village tailor
and small grocer, had taken it into their heads to
purchase a quantity of growing corn at a sale in the
neighbourhood, and “Dbilled” for the price conjunctly
and severally. The corn had been sold to defray
some debt of suretyship, but exposed in the man’s
own name, and not under a legal form of bankruptcy.
The farmer showed them afterwards that he person-
ally held their bill, and warned them of their danger
in being cozened or threatened over to pay the
money to his prosecutors. He then for some consider-
able time absconded, when the law agent for rent
or other debt demanded payment from them as of
bankrupt stock; but shuffling the matter regarding
their 4/, pretending that ke held it, only could not
lay his hand on it at the moment, but that his receipt
should be good when the bill might cast up. This
they knew to be all fudge or palaver; but, so terri-
fied for law, would yet have been puzzled how to
act, had not their inability to raise the money at
the time determined their course of conduct. They
must decline payment; therefore were forthwith pro-
secuted by the law agent as if upon the bill. Then
followed officers with “charges of payment,” which,
being disregarded, a considerable time elapsed ; then
a new charge repeated. A considerable time further,
and then letters of korning; and long after, when
my father was soothing himself that they had settled
down, arrived at last a messenger with his captain
and band of beagles to haul them to jail. This
roused the village to a spirit approaching personal
resistance, which was overruled by the cool advice
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of the messenger, together with that of Mr. Scott,
then the Longnewton land factor, who was duly
respected as the poor man’s friend, when they forth-
with proceeded jailwards eight miles to Jedburgh.
Then one of the outfield farmers, who was known to
possess some small pose of original capital, came in to
comfort the families, with assurance that the gudemen
should not lie long in jail, although he should strain
himself to do some very great thing! The appear-
ance of friendship and sympathy works miracles of
comfort in such cases, and a flock of neighbours
assembled in the evening, and sat till late at night
with us, which was agreeable, as going to bed under
bolted doors, and our father out or in prison, was not
to be thought on. I listened, and heard him coming
at last; knew him in the starlight at some distance,
and ushered him in, when he related the adventure
thus :—

“Jean, I'm here yet, safe and sound, lass. Od, I gae
yon chaps a sweat in to Jeddart. If it hadna been
for John Wallace, poor falla, I wad have had mair
fun wi’ them still. They thought I had been mean-
ing to run awa’, and got into a fluster. ‘Come on,’
says I, ‘or ye’ll never see mair o’ me.’ However,
when we gaed in, Reid, the lawyer, had gane out,
and we were ta’en in afore blind Fair, his neighbour.
I had charged John Wallace not to speak ava, if
possible, for fear he should stammer out something
that might gi’e them hopes o’ making mair o’ us, or
some clause against us; for I wasna sure what they
might still ha’e i’ their power—and thae lawyers are
Jjust as bad as mad dogs when they get ought to bite
at. And then Peggy’s greetin’ when John came
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awa’, an’ his ain fears thegether, put him in sic a
pickle that I was fear'd he might just promise ony-
thing, or maybe agree to even sign some new bill to
gar them let us hame th’ nicht again. However, he
managed brawly through the piece, for when the
lawyer attacked us, I took speech in hand mysel,
an’ aye carried on, to prevent John frae the necessity
of opening up. ¢What’s the case? says Mr. Fair.
¢What’s brought you here? <¢Your officers have
brought us against our will, sir, says I; ‘and for
perfect nonsense after a’, for can onybody think o’
us as either able or willing to pay our danking corn
twice o’er? ‘Paid it already, have you? Who did
you pay it to? <O, Sir, Willie Brown claims the
payment himsel’, and wha else should we ever ha’e
thought o’ paying it to but the man belang’d the
corn? ¢That’s very strange,’” says he; ‘but I maun
go down to the Black Bull, where Mr. Reid’s dining,
and inquire about the case; you will stop here with
the officer till I return’ So we sat there starving,
for we had been sweating afore, and I thought John
Wallace would sigh his heart out wi’ fatigue and
suspense thegither; and I turned sac wearied mysel’
that T wad ha’e been glad to ha’e shifted position,
even if it had been to the prison—for a lawyer’s
room aye brings me i’ mind o’ Daniel’s den o’ lions.
However, in he came at last, halden his hands out
afore him, as blind folk ’ill whiles do. But I saw he
had gotten mair than us in his heid sin’ he gaed out,
for they wad be bousin’ an’ drinkin’ in the Black Bull
Inn! <Well, gentlemen,’ says he, ‘I find there is
- nothing for it but that you must agree to pay the
money or go to jail’ So I got up to my feet, an’
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shuffled about to let him hear, for his room floor was
newly sanded. ‘Weel,’ says I, ‘we maun just go,
then; there’s nae help for’t, it seems——' <Stop a
minute,” says he, ‘and consider yourselves a little;
the jail is a bad affair; you’ll not like it.” ‘I daresay
that,” says I; ‘but poor folk get sac muckle i’ this
world that they dinna like that we're just used wi’
misfortunes o’ a’ descriptions, tho’, to be sure, we
never were ’prisoned before ) ‘Had you not
better agree to pay the money? ¢To pay the
money twice ower,” says I; ‘the thing’s clear non-
sense! It's as ridiculous to ask it as it’s needless to
expect it! I can tell you, Sir, we're ower glad to
think o’ gettin’ it once paid, an’ a’ the powers o’
earth couldna raise the sum frae us twice ower—no!
though ye wad roup us out o’ house an’ harbour to
quarter wi’' the peaseweeps.” Well, but you will
assuredly find the jail a worse concern than quarter-
ing wi' the peaweeps, and you may lie there long
enough—indeed, until the money be paid’ <Od,
Sir, ye'll no get a shillin’ o’ siller by keeping us jailed
till doomsday.” ¢ Well, but, after all, the prison is a
horrid place. It will be much better, and, indeed,
I would advise, to settle it otherwise. See what
money you have got about you; we will take that
in part, and give you some time yet to pay the
remainder, and let you home to-night to your own
firesides.” ‘Money, Sir; I have just a sixpence by
mere chance, and the chaps brought us away with-
out our dinner; and I'm wearyin’ to get out o’ your
room to ony other place ye like to get a bottle o’ ale
and a bap wi’ this last sixpence, as 'm growin’ mad wi’
hunger, and our wives an’ bairns ’ill be here, a’ roar-
c
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ing an’ greeting up the causeway, in an hour or less,
an’ the Lord knows how I'm to pacify them!” ¢You
speak all yourself; have not you a neighbour here ¥
(For John Wallace had sat as cosh as a mouse in the
corner, poor falla.) ¢Ou, aye, Sir, John Wallace is
here” ¢John, you are very quiet’ ‘Yes, Sir, says
John. <Have you got a family, too, John? ¢Yes,
Sir, a wife and three daughters’ <What money
have you got about ye now, John? ¢Not a farth-
ing, Sir’ ¢Oh, nonsense! You must have got
some pound or two, certainly’ ¢Not a farthing,
Sir” ‘You are poor devils.” ¢Yes, Sir, says John,
‘we are that” ¢Go home to your wives, an’ be curst
t'ye’ ¢Thank ye, Sir,’ says John; ‘good night, an’
God bless ye, Sir” So off we came, and hump-
backed Mungo, the beadle, showed us to the door,
an’ harkit—<Od, Will Younger, ye’re a queer falla.
“Od, 'm as queerly dealt by wi’ you Jeddart crew,’
says I. <Weel, but, says Mungo (for he’s a sleeky
body, yon Mungo), ‘I ne’er saw Mr. Fair sae match’d
" my life’ ‘He hasna met wi’ mony active folk,
man, Mungo; but he couldna find the bill!—that
was the grand point o’ the hale farce. But nae mair
aboot it. Tll gi’e ye a bottle o’ ale the next time I
come into the market, and maybe tell ye the main
curiosity o’ the hale story; for we’re far ower late
the night; they’ll be in an unco pickle at hame.
Sae John an’ me left Jeddart just laughin’, an’ Tll
assure ye we've let nae dirt stick to our heels i’ the
road hame. Od, we persuaded oursel’s that we just
fand the air finer after we came past the Scaa, up by
the Woodhead, an’ heard the miresnipes booming in
perfect freedom east about Ancrum Moss.
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“ But, save me, Jean, woman, I'm cuttin’ o’ hunger
an’ drouth baith. T’ll warrant, John Wallace an’
Peggy’s bedded by this time: her an’ the bits o’
lassies were out list’'ning for us at the head o’ the
liggate as we came up, an’ I ne’er saw folk as daft
happy as when Peggy grap John a’ in her arms, an’
grat like a bairn. An’ sae may we be, an’ thankfu’,
too. It’s €’en better here than Jeddart prison. Gude
keep us out o’ their black holes.

“An’ now, Sirs, I maun thank ye a’ afore we say
gude nicht, for we never ken how we’re likeit by
our neighbours till some bit strushin’ like this takes
place. Misfortunes are no just sent for naething;
for I believe our hearts wonld grow case-hardened
a’thegither an’ it werena thae bits o’ spouthers to
stir up our kindlier feelings now an’ then.”

So the neighbours retired, and then my mother
began telling him of auld Jamie Gray o’ the Green-
end coming west and vowing so heartily to have
. them released. Isaw the tears start to my father’s
eyes while he observed —“Jamie’s a kind auld heart,
Jean, tho’ he’s nae great philosopher mair than mony
o’ us; but the heart’s the thing, woman, as ye've
aften said yersel’. I think we'll be nae mair fasht
wi’ this affair, ony way, for yon crew sees we ha’e
nought they can make a prey 0.” And they never
were, and William Brown soon appeared himself,
after having taken a sail across to America, and
again returned with their bill in his pocket, when
they got the money scarted together somehow, and
had their bill recovered and burnt. Thus was likely
a small reversion saved to William Brown of the
wreck of his general substance, so foolishly risked
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by that kind of suretyship, against which his old
friend, Solomon, had given him such a friendly cau-
tion, “Be not surety for a stranger, lest thou smart
for it.” And all are strangers of whose honesty and
circumstances we are not aware.

About this time harvest wages to reapers had
somewhat suddenly advanced so high as to a shilling a
day for women, without victuals, which my mother
conceived to be little short of a coinage, and, sup-
posing herself stouter than for some years previously,
she would set out to earn a few shillings before com-
mencing our own little harvest. She went to Bewlie
Hill, about a mile’s distance, where the farmer was
in want of hands, and paid his day tales every
evening. The second night she found only sixpence
remaining of her first day’s deposit, in the place of
her shilling. On inquiry, my father confessed how
he had disposed of it:—“Indeed, Jean, I was this
morning sae dowie my lane, an’ sae glad when Piper
Hastie drappit in wi’ his drones, an’ his auld haveral
stories, which were mair amusin’ than even the din
o’ his pipes, that I enticed him to sit a’ day, an’
couldna offer him less than that saxpence. I have aye
been fond o’ the pipes sin’ that rascal, Jamie Allan,
the grand Northumberland piper, used to come about
Oxenham when I was a ’prentice there.” My mother
discovered that he had bespoke Hastie’s company for
next day also, providing she was to be out; so she
good-humouredly took the hint, and declined her
distant hard labour, resolving to rather bear him
company herself, and spin at home, than sweat her-
self out of doors to pay the piper.

Old Hastie, who was then town piper in Jedburgh,
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wore a coat with red neck and sleeves, gun-knee'd
breeches, large brass shoe buckles nearly the size of
your hand, and a three-cocked hat. Thus, with the
pipes he cut an alarming figure on his sallies out
to the country villages. On first sight of him the
children screamed with affright, then would sigh
themselves down into the quietude of secret suspi-
cion, until catching up some idea of the ludicrous,
they would almost go wrong-headed with bursts of
laughter. I can yet almost feel the terrors of his
first entrance, and imagine the homific grunts of his
drones, while he began to inflate his bag with wind,
which seemed like a stuck pig snorting for breath.
It was ten at night; he had left the Place-house
(where good old Mr. Scott of bagpipe sympathy
used to lodge him), in dudgeon and terror of rats,
of which rats he gave us an alarming account,
having heard them squeaking in every corner and
cranny, felt them nibbling about his ankles in the
chimney seat, and actually seen a large white Mus-
covy one dash out by a broken pane in the kitchen
window. And then his huge wind-bag must have
been eaten to tatters had he remained all night, as
it was of leather, and just newly mellowed with best
goose grease, the « dleepmgs of some then election
dinner, and had no cloth covering at the time.

After he had bolted from the Place-house kitchen,
Mr. Scott’s lads, who, by means of a white kitten,
had raised the rat alarm, from ticklings of fun and
kindness together had followed him down, and after
an hour of his roaring pipes and clatter by our fire-
side, entreated him to return. But an idea once
impressed is not so easily erased: no, the white
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kitten was most certainly of the Muscovy race, if
not itself personally imported. And in relating his
history of rats, he took such mouthfuls of his sub-
ject that his lips seemed as if literally made of piper’s
old bags.

But, alas! “O why so oft should goodness wound
itself?” My mother’s discretion cost her that night
the credit of her whitest blankets; for, laying the
old piper in her bed-clothes, which were kept sacred
to hospitality, he rolled up his pipes, bag and all,
in the blankets above him for fear of the rats of
his imagination—which bag imparted that election-
dinner stain to her best white unlaids,* which never
could, by any chemical process then in the know-
ledge of country practice, be taken out.

Though this to one in her situation was a serious
matter, as much so as the burning down of his old
Palace at St Petersburg, and the scourging back of
his slave troops by the brave Circassians, is at pre-
sent to Nicholas, yet my mother had more philosophy
than this Emperor of All the Russias, for she showed
no symptoms of running mad about the matter.
And there is not so much disparity of interest in
matters thus taken in comparison as may at first
sight be supposed—that is, when our view is taken
from a proper point of distance—that point where
philosophy can throw her sunlight beam upon the
object with proper effect. As at one time, when
the fate of empires seemed in a great measure to be
hanging on the influence of two leading characters
in our British Parliament—opposed in principles, and

* Unlaids are blankets made of wool from sheep that had not been
previously besmeared with tar, &c., to repel disease or the winter cold.
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a view of interests, and the world agape in wonder
at their eloquence, or what might be the probable
and ultimate effects—Burns, our poet, observing
from the true philosophical point of distance, re-
marked—

“The tulzie’s hot 'tween Pitt and Fox,
And our good-wife's twa birdie cocks.”

This was a view of the matter worthy of the philo-
sophy and satire of Burns.
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CHAPTER V.

WN our village at that time, nearly next door
to my father’s, lived an old woman, the
widow of a respectable farmer, with her
only remaining son, the youngest of her dispersed
family, on whom she depended in her age—her two
-oldest sons having gone out a negro-whipping to
Antigua, in the West Indies.

In sympathy with her present state, in comparison
to the better days she had seen, my mother used to
treat this old woman with rather particular respect.
In return for this marked kindness—as I was the
youngest of the family—old Jean Harkness used to
show me no small kindness, and sometimes took me
.in to amuse myself about her cottage fireside, where
generally in the evenings assembled, along with her
son, four or five other young men to amuse them-
selves with cards or draught-board.

Her son, John Thomson, was what was then
reckoned a good scholar, having had a longer course
of school education than generally fell to the lot of
our villagers, and was therefore by his neighbour
young men esteemed very profound, knowing, and
witty. Though now, from recollection, I cannot
perceive that he ever took any pleasure in reading,
except the newspapers, which were then all in a
blaze of the bloody revolution in France—Robes-
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pierre, Billaud, Collot d’Herbois, Couthon, Danton,
St. Just, Carnot; the guillotine, and the “Tree of
Liberty;” Pitt, Fox, and the flight of Palmer, the
Kelso newspaper printer; the trials of Muir, Gerald,
and others; Liberty, Slavery, Reform, Revolution,
and the hurry and horrors of war.

I could comprehend none of these matters, and
as my father seemed to take no notice of them, I
wondered at the interest and enthusiasm of these
men, whom, around old Jean’s fireside, I considered
the finest, kindliest beings in the universe. They
were all staunch Republicans, yet I believe they did
not perceive, any more than I did, that it was the
hydra of fanaticism writhing beneath the knife of
infidelity, while rational religion wept over the
wretched extremes of human frenzy. Although
they could justly estimate the excited reaction of
the human mind under the insufferable pressure of
absurd aristocratic tyranny, yet I doubt whether
they had Christian humility enough to prevent them
from glorying in such revenge.

As this John Thomson turned out a desperate
character, involving many companions, particularly
a family of these his neighbours, in his unlawful
practices, to their general ruin, it may be proper to
introduce him here more fully, and then to touch on
the sequel, in its proper place, agreeably to point of
time.

John was bred a stone-mason, and wrought
throughout the summer season, hewing stones at
a quarry at Troneyhill, some "three or four miles
distant ; but all the winter he lay off idle, and along
with two of these companions, sons of a neighbour-
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ing farmer (James Gray of the Greenend), poached
with the gun throughout the winter to a consider-
able extent. About that time, differing with his
quarry-master, he had gone on a summer jaunt to
the south, ostensibly in search of employment,
where, as it was afterwards understood, he had
fallen in with some forgers, and learned the art of
making false coin. This false coin in some succeed-
ing years became so plentifully mixed with the plain,
worn, old silver currency, that people all around,
however desirous of money, durst hardly receive
silver in payments.

This had been for some years carried on in old
Jean’s cottage before the villagers, amidst all their
scantiness and poverty, suspected a mint so near
their own doors. The false coin was clipped out of
copper plates, rounded smoothly, and watered over
with quicksilver. And so John lived freely, though
he had discontinued all visible employment, and only
poached for pleasure, which poaching, between his
long jaunts of sometimes months from home, ap-
peared to be his only out-of-doors amusement.

The whole party who tried the gun yielded the
palm of superiority, for shooting and other adven-
ture, to the youngest of the farmer'’s sons before
mentioned, who, indeed, was the most personable
and athletic fellow I have ever seen in life, always
excepting James Douglas, your cousin, then .of
Nisbet. Reports occasionally reached our village of
their depredatory prowess, as exercised around the
country at a distance, in which this young man,
George Gray, out-did all casual competition, such as
acting the gentleman on the moors, where, with one
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dog (a trained collie) and gun, he achieved feats of
slaughter equal to what we now see boasted of in
the newspapers by lordly shooting parties with all
their “appliances and means to boot.” He was of
a social turn, and of all the rest the most kindly in
his attentions to the village youngsters, and twice
or thrice as he passed by with his gun he allowed me
to follow with him across a few fields, which in his
search for hares he did not, like the mediumly skilful
shooter, traverse all over, but took only at points
and corners, going directly to the spot, and finding
the hare within a ridge-breadth as certainly as if
he had seen her take her seat there in the morning.
Sometimes, indeed, in fresh, grey weather, he would
have circled round about the hare in her form, clos-
ing so gradually without lifting his eye from her,
until by degrees he bent over her, seizing her with
his hand. In fact, there seemed a sort of magic in
his addvess, or, as it might now be called, animal
magnetism. And by one method or other he
would have cleared a wide track of lands in a day,
which track he would not cross again for a month
or two. When out far a-field, he would have given
any one a hare who would return him the skin. Old
David Ross, then innkeeper, St. Boswells Green, who
had seen more of this young man’s manners than was
known at Longnewton, told me long afterwards that
amongst other feats, George called on passing, one
fresh-weather winter morning, to cross by Dryburgh
ferry for the Mertoun lands, a distance of five miles
from his own home, and again calling on his return in
the evening, told out from the bag below his plaid the
skins of sixteen hares and rabbits, which he had shot
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and stripped in the course of five or six hours, leaving
the carcases in the fields; the skins being about that
time suddenly raised in value from sixpence to a
shilling a-piece, and they then sold very little higher
with the carcase than without it. It hurt George
Gray’s sport then very little for any old trusty pro-
tector of gentlemen’s game to follow him a whole
day. He would have shot over the Maxton lands all
the day a field’s breadth a-head of David Fiddes,
General Carre’s old faithful keeper, labouring and
sweating after him until lost in the shadows of
gloaming. Yet he and his brother Andrew were
caught together by the fox-hunters, and fined of
eleven pounds, which, in place of deterring them,
made them only increase their diligence to gain as
much over as to cover that loss.

I then panted eagerly to come at some imitation
of these their amusements, draught-board and play-
ing cards, which articles I contrived to manufacture
for myself out of wood, paper, and so on. But then
paper was an article by no means to be come at
in anything like a sufficient quantity for my various
means of consumpt. A sheet of clean white paper
was then a great prize, and stirred up in my mind
ideas as comparatively interesting, though less mis-
chievous, than the map of Europe did in the mind
of Bonaparte at the same time, or a very little after-
wards. And then the desire to have shot birds or
crows in winter about the village stackyards, but
a gun or pistol was un-come-at-able; therefore I
must be content with moulding and re-moulding at
a small imitation lead pistol in the blacksmith’s shop,
for which accommodation I must repay him by using
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the fore-hammer in striking out his nailstrings—when-
ever he was at leisure to' work up his broke iron to
that purpose and could procure—no stronger hammer-
man. Thus occasionally in his service I laboured
with patience, pride, and vigour, until I became
somewhat handy and expert in it. Indeed, the old
man’s smithy was the favourite winter-evening
rendezvous for a number of our young villagers,
whenever the moon did not allow us light for our
favourite play of “bogle about the stacks” in some
of our village stackyards, or of sliding with pike-
staffs on the meadow ice, then sheeted all around
the low situations of the village lands. In the
smithy, when free of horses, we played at “blind
man’s buff;” or, clustering on the forge hearth, told
stories of ghosts, bogles, robberies, and fairies until
we often durst not go home alone in the dark.

About this time a village farmer’s servant, on his
journey to the Lothian coal hills, had found a mili-
tary pistol which a horseman had dropped, with
which he astonished all our village youth. We had
never seen such like before, so clear, strong, and
beautiful to our imagination, and too new-looking
to have yet shot any men! So [ made agreement
with him for a single shot of it, and charging hard,
he added my lead pen, with some small pebbles for
shot, showing me how to wvizie to hit a small board
placed out in the barn-yard. I aimed and fired, but
heard not the report, only came to myself stagger-
ing, the pistol lying glancing on the ground, two
of my fore-teeth knocked by the brass butt into my
throat, and a gash in my forehead by the doghead
of the lock. The stupid young fellow, who had
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slunk with the rest of the lads behind till I should
fire, came up, and examined his pistol, quite charmed
that it “had stood such a shot,” and praised it, as
David did Goliath’s sword, “there is none like it.”
Thus was experimental philosophy knocked into
my skull with a vengeance, yet it had not such a
passion-cooling effect as one might suppose, for still
“bray a fool in a mortar,” &c.—the ruling passion of
the hour is not so easily beat out as the fore-teeth;
and field sports—shooting, fishing, &c.—become a
passion, particularly when learned in youth. Being
about the teeth-casting age, mine soon grew again.
The before-mentioned sportsman, George Gray,
trouted also occasionally, where, with permission, I-
followed him west to the stream of Ayle-water, saw
him angle, and carried his trouts. First agreeably
amused, I soon became passionately fond of the
sport, as it is called; and then tried it for my own
hand—the outfit being a simple acquisition, a rowan-
tree sapling, and a fly-hook, with which he presented
me; and the first penny I became master of went,
not to Margaret Wallace, the village shopkeeper, as
usual, for ballads or paper, but was sent a distance
for fly-steels, which I made shift to dress for myself,
and soon afterwards I became a more dexterous and
successful angler than my prototype. But as this
latest amusement could only be then followed in
certain seasons and states of the water, my atten-
tion became divided amongst a variety of pursuits,
which each in their turn promised great pleasure.
Three sons of Blythe the joiner’s family had each,
as they grew up, a taste for limning, which, with
the scantiest means imaginable, they industriously
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amused themselves with, without seeming to relish
anything else. The two oldest died as they reached
manhood ; and Gavin, the youngest, of my own age,
a very innocent, sackless, thumb-sucking creature of
a laddie, seemed to seek no other amusement than
“making pictures,” as he termed it. He drew to it
just like a butterfly to a flower, and though, from
the pining state of the simple family, who seemed,
old and young, to be living out of their native
element, he never had means to get further than a
few pence-worth of the very cheapest water colours,
China ink, gamboge, and a snuff of vermilion, with
a pennyworth of green, yet it was amazing what
likenesses of living things he produced on stray
leaves of schoolboys’ copy-books. He showed some
niceties of taste for the curiosities of cabinet work,
but had neither bone of body nor muscular energy
ever to make bread by anything wherein physical
exertion was necessary. It appears to me, on reflec-
tion, as if Nature had designed him for an artist who
might rival all antiquity, while Fortune inadvertently
dropped him on her journey to starve in the desert,
where, in truth, “many a flower is born to blush
unseen.”

I took occasional freaks of painting in imitation
of Gavin, but could never contrive to produce any
original touch of life like him. Mine were all dead
and fearful-looking faces, and never shaped so as to
sit easy in their skins; while I could suppose I saw his
asses just about to bray, and his sedate cats actually
purring. He did just exist on, up to something like
manhood, a kind of dwarf imitation of a country
joiner, when, to the admiration of all the natives,
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he was discovered to have fallen deeply in love
with a gill of whisky, by the fireside of Bett Melrose,
then innkeeper of the half-deserted village, where an
acquaintance of mine had frequently perceived him
cowering beside a three-footed stool, and averred
that it was impossible to estimate whether there
was more spirit in Gavin, the living creature, or in
the newly-filled pewter gill-stoup, deserted of its lid.

Gavin’s father’s family becoming soon afterwards
all dead or dispersed, he resisted not being taken
out to America by a brother-in-law, his sister’s hus-
band, and not since being heard of, has likely by
this time evaporated What reflections these recol-
lections breed now in my old age!

Oh! where fly the pleasures our manhood discards ?

‘When scar’d frae our youth’s haunts by tacksmen and lairds;
As men we can ne’er get a will o’ our ain

As we’d ha’e could we a’ become callants again.

In manhood there's nae way o’ livin’ at a’,

Thus warpéd in net-warks o’ rude landlords’ law ;
Our rights of existence we cannot retain

Unless &’ bewitch’d back to laddies again.

The laddie has pleasures that dukes canna share ;
He’s born by his nature the wide warld’s heir;

The bounds to his freedoms we're apt to count sma’,
While plain to perceive they ha'e nae bounds ava!

He’s lord of a’ round him as far as he sees ;

The rivers are his, and the tall forest trees :

Our lairds may entail them, an’ ca’ them their ain;
But our first parents’ rights does the laddie maintain.

He’s free as the lav'rock that mounts to the cluds;
Scare him frae the streamlet, he starts to the wuds
Enjoys with the squirrel crab, nut, bush, an’ tree;
It can spang but a twig or twa higher than he.
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Oh! now to reflect on the pleasure, the cool
Half-wading, half-swimming in clear sunny pool,
A-hunting the wee parrs around the grund stane:
What wadna I gi’e to be callant again ?

We may talk o’ our lang saumon rods, reel, and line ;
Write essays on angling our friends may call fine;
But a rowan-tree sapling, lang string, and bent preen
Gave visions to boyhood in age never seen.

Still as in a dream I can see the first flee

George Gray by the Ayle-water kindly gave me ;
Such “ pleasures of hope” as it rais'd in my breast
Have never by poet on earth been exprest.

“ Where was ye a’ day, laddie? What been about ?”
When joyful T held out my first little trout!
To utter the feeling a’ language is vain, ’
But just it is what I can ne’er feel again,

Except in idea a8 we rub in life’s rust,

Wearing down into age ere we drop in the dust;
The thoughts of a new birth may weel make us fain
Were it only a hope to be younglings again.

49






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 51

lived far away, I knew not where. I forgave my
playmates so soon as they would agree again, yet
still what was the sense or meaning of getting into
an angry passion? On inquiry, I believed what my
mother said about original sin, and consequent dis-
order of the will, because she said so, but could
not clearly comprehend it; for though by the very
simplest method of communication such doctrinal
points be preached to youth daily, there seems just
as it were only a lucky moment when the idea can
be taken up by the understanding, and fixed upon
the heart and memory as a principle of data for
future reasonings. I do not recollect when or how
the idea was fixed in me; but it was a long struggle
between the belief of the principle and the assent of
the will that it should be so, and for several years
more I always kept labouring to settle matters in
my own mind, and arrange all- the apparent anomaly
of life independently of such consideration, conceiv-
ing two-thirds of all moral mischief to flow from
mutual misunderstandings. And, worst of all, I
hated that bull-dog spirit that would not make
mutual concessions; for even then I considered that
the better-informed mind should be conscientious
in making fair allowance for honest prejudices, and
thought coercive means the worst, or at least the
most sorry, way of impressing rational convictions.
Indeed, I never through life could bear to act or
work under coercive restraint, and in like proportion
have ever hated to exercise it. Many feelings and
sympathies run in these counter parallels; as, for in-
stance, in the same degree that our ear is delighted
with good music will we feel disgusted with bad, and
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sent doctrine of phrenology ; and the preceding one is
the datum upon which the apostle Paul's Christianity and
David Hume’s Deism seem both to have been founded.

When by divine grace the apostle was brought to
understand the scriptures, he believed from convic-
tion. David Hume, in the hurry and pride of his
mere human philosophy, slighted the New Testa-
ment and that spirit with which its truths must be
discerned, taking his view of it principally from the
diversity in opinion of its disagreeing professors,
rather than from a due consideration of the spirit of
the text; consequently he lived uninformed of those
revelations of which a yet deeper search in philo-
sophy than that of his or of the present day, on
the true inductive principle, will tend more fully to
corroborate and elucidate.* I got confirmed in my

* The revelations of God, in His message of grace, the same as His
revelations in material nature, seem to be adapted to the full exercise of
our most reasonable faculties, both alike requiring our cool and minute
investigation in order to comprehend them. Many complain that the
scriptures are not clear to their present understanding, and that after
eighteen hundred years the truths of Christianity are disputable, nor at
all perceptible or explicitly demonstrable to their common sense; but
they never seem to consider even their own deficiency in the compre-
hension of language in its various party translations. And far less do
they make sufficient allowance for this, that the simple facts of the
positive order and organization of material nature, the surface of the
earth on which they tread, and which has been trodden over by the
foot of all the generations of men, is never yet so investigated as that
even the mechanism of its outer coatings can be clearly accounted for
or definitely understood, far less so explained, by even the best philo-
sophers of ourrace. Shakespeare casually hit a good idea when he said,
¢ There are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamt of in your
philosophy.”

I'll conceive that when, from a more full and careful investigation,
under the exercise of a more healthful and mature philosophy, the works
of God in nature, and the words of His inspirations tn g:;ace, shall be duly
investigated and more clearly understood, they will be found to be the
two grand fitting parts of one great whole, perfectly adapted to each
other, in their constitution, figures, and proportions, fitting each other as
the mind and the body, and productive of one great and glorious end.
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opinion by finding that the psalms and other scrip-
tures often bore relation to the affairs and principles
of our common life, and that boys who hummed
them over as a school task without perceiving this
were also often behind in reasoning on even the
simplest matters. Some could not even understand
how the sudden pull of the string from their peerie,*
as it darted from their hand, should give it the ten-
dency to whirl, and that the effect was in exact
proportion to the impulse.

I felt anxious to ascertain the cause of every little
thing, and frequently discovered it; and thus, mus-
ing on with my boyish philosophy, I never dreamed
of books on such subjects, as, if I had, I must cer-
tainly have conceived them fully as much to the
purpose as I have since found them.

In this way, however, I rolled on through the day,
starting out a-musing here or there around the poor
village, vigorous after any variety of pursuit, retiring
to sit and work between-hands, with soundest sleep
a-nights, and glorious visions of the joy in projected
pursuits of to-morrow—just then, as now, the plea-
sure lying more in the prospect than in the enjoy-
ment, generally more successful in dreams than in
my day’s operations, particularly in trouting, for the
day trouts were never so large as the dream ones,
which I felt tugging to the bottom of the deep,
curling pools. And thus yet below the storms of
life, I understood nothing of the machinery that
moved the affections of men! The breezes of
passion which give impetus to the tide of human
affairs, though blowing around, were yet to me im-

* Boys’ spinning top.
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perceptible ; as hitherto I had been like a bird frisk-
ing by the sunshiny hedges, and taking shelter for
rest and security with the wild daisy, beside

¢ The random bield o’ clod or stane ;”

and though often, like little Whittington when ¢his
father and mother had died, as ragged as a colt,”
of this, I doubt, I took as little care in proportion
a8 my mother took much “with her needle and her
shears” nightly; to my discomfort in one respect, as,
the more torn and loose in my garments, the more
free I felt for play of muscle in all exercise, of which
I took to the extent of my whole strength daily.
But clambering trees was the clothes’ particular ruin,
and there was no getting whistlewood, clubs, bows
and arrows without much climbing, besides the plea-
sure of swinging on the topmost branches, or looking
thence around—the only way I could ever take of
rising in the world, although I was then vigorously
in love with life.

Our family life was, upon the whole, a kind of red-
breast nest concern, both alike on nature’s common,
only that robin could pick his worm or his grain with
more security and less responsibility, having no land-
lord’s rent on his head. For this he sang his note
of praise to heaven the whole year throughout,
except an occasional month or two of winter’s frost,
and could scarcely even then keep silent.* He had,
to be sure, another advantage over us, wings with
which to fly away at pleasure; while we had a smart
rent to pay for fourteen acres of land, flooded all the

* I should like to have robin-redbreast’s recipe for keeping up the

spirits even now; and what hurry of circulation in these small legs of
his keeps them from freezing is past my comprehension!
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Not exactly so my mother. I well recollect her sub-
lime submission to the Providence of the case, while
the natural gleam of indignation stood only half
repressed in her eye. To comprehend the ideas
floating on the surface of a baronet’s fancy under
the tuition of a land-doctor expounding his projec-
tions of improvements was what my mother could
not then be expected to calculate on. No, her
genius lay on the other side. She was more like
a partridge startled in the field where she had fondly
nestled her yet half-feathered brood in the centre of
a few acres, which she supposed to belong properly
to the Maker of heaven and earth, God’s bounty to
man, of which the proprietor was the dispenser; and
the new factor’s order to quit bore too near a re-
semblance to the tremendous mandate in the first
garden to be heard with indifference by a mother
so rich in affection and so sensitive as mine was.

“Some natural tears she dropt, but wip’d them soon.”

The shadings of this rural picture were a little
deepened by some trifling incidents, which, in spite
of our country philosophy, took the appearance of
aggravations; as, after the ejectment was effected, and
four or five of these small tenements had been thrown
into the Place-house portion of farm, the whole was let
to one of their own number, the preference to whom
seemed to proceed upon our Church-creed definition
of the principle of free-grace election ; as it was not
considered that he was chosen for any superior worth
in himself, either in quality of faith or manners, or
even superior ability to stock his new large farm,
being conceived the barest amongst them; but gene-
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that Tam Smail would have shown so much of the
emperor so early in the commencement of his auspi-
cious reign—the more particularly as he had bor-
rowed eggs (which was the same thing as begging
them) to help to scrape up a luncheon to grace him-
self with the new factor on one of his first visits to
the grounds.

These matters, so frivolous in comparison with the
crash of empires, were yet as great in our little cottar
family as the loss of North America just previously
was to the British crown; and I am not certain but
that, as viewed by a superior intelligence from some
higher sphere, it might be considered the greater moral
event of the two.

However, my father’s attention being thrown into
one point—his shoe-making—they began to enter-
tain hopes of yet being able to exist on by diligence,
more particularly as my three sisters were now fit
for service, and two of them already engaged out to
farm places, while the youngest was left to do our
house-work, to let my mother remain diligent at her
spinning.

B R
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CHAPTER VIL

How sweet were my hours of childhood’s day,
How the sunny time flew by,

‘When I wove fond dreams of bliss to come,
Nor felt the weight of a sigh:

O then my locks were the blackbird’s wing,
My young limbs were lithe and free,

The thrill of joy dirl’d o’er my heart,
And the world seem’d made for me.

To emotions new my youthful soul
Soon expanded like the sky—

The lovely flame of the rainbow’s hues
Then shone on my raptured eye.

The hills so blue in the distant view
Rais’d thoughts I could not express;

‘With love of nature, and love of life,
Love of the power to give bliss.

Then far, far west in the tinted clonds
Fancy fondest dreams would weave

Of heavenly fields and bowers of love,
‘Where the sun might sleep at eve.

And young hope then shed her glow o’er all,
My heart danc’d light in its beam ;

Winds sang the songs of life to my ear,
Mausio of love sang the stream.

But now my locks confess the cold touch
Of winter's approaching grey,

While the sweetest of my life’s spring flowers
Are withering all away ;
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And memory through my soul still wakes
This fondly reflective power ;

Oh! where are the joys that thrill'd my heart
In my life’s young morning hour?

LL, I would rather now again be the simple
mE laddie on the old school-green at Longnew-
ton, or gathering slate pencils by the Ha’-
hill at Aylewater, than be lord of all I can see in
the wide prospect from Tweed bank-head here, at
fifty-five years of age, along with some of my old
associates (reduced, of course, from our present bulk
and world-contracted selfishness), back into the fine,
free, fairy-footed activity and social warm-hearted-
ness of six and nine years old. For most minds
acquire a steel magnet quality from the friction of
a forty years’ grinding on this whirling planet, and
often a north polar sort of gravity by fifty, with a
Greenland bearish selfish-sullenness of disposition.
Two or three of my still living old companions, who
were poor, and ragged as colts, or even as myself, on
the school-green, are grown wealthy, lumpish, lazy,
and selfish—not at all the same free, bright chaps
they were. :
Oh! the days of youth were such that even in
a condition where family-poverty pinched of bread,
the ills of the period seldom gave more of trouble
than was necessary to correct or rectify the excess
of pleasure that touched the young nerves so thrill-
ingly. And then on occasional misdemeanour the
responsibility was a mere household affair, parental
clemency being so propitiable by juvenile ingenuity.
The greatest evil of those days was an occa-
sional heartache, which it required a burst of tears to
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a man suppose his own wisdom so supen'or as to give
him an exclusive right of property in the government
of another, why not then govern so as in reversion
he would wish himself to be governed? This is
seldom, perhaps never, done; it having always been
an assumed case with the State party, of which the
doctor was an approver, that the man of wealth has
a right to coerce the man of poverty, or the man of
strength to bear down the man of weakness; for,
talk of it as you will, it amounts to nothing more,
and is subversive of all life upon moral principle. I
do not think much of a frivolous statesman, or great
land proprietor, greedy or arrogant, claiming such
privileges, which have hitherto been far too simply
conceded ; but that Dr. Johnson, a learned bully, as
poor as seclusion from natural right of property and
a voracious animal appetite for victuals could make
him, should have entertained and propagated such
absurdities in his common philosophy, shows the
weakness of our general nature with a witness! But
the doctor was then hungry for a pension from “the
powers that be,” as well as for fame, which too many
authors have been before his time and since. It
never seems yet to have entered one of their minds,
as a primitive moral fact, that every man born into
the world has a natural share of right to the means
necessary to support that existence which his Maker
has given him, and this whether he have any aggran-
dizement forming a charter claim to the soil of the
planet or not. Nor do they seem capable of reason-
ing that if any one have a right, legitimately, as they
term it, to overrule and coerce another, every other
man must have it as naturally and as legitimately ;
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tinguishing characteristic of Christianity. The dis-
like with me felt as constitutional and intuitive, for
which I not only never thought of taking credit, but
glad when not laughed or hooted at for the unman~
liness of its exercise, often feeling a false shame for
what I perceived others thought of me, even in their
visible ignorance. And such feeling is a hard task
for the young mind to despise, particularly when an
implication of pride of singularity is insinuated as the
cause.

But what in the time of youth, or, I may say,
through life, has given me particular vexation and
most unhappy feelings, was when I found that I
had, through inadvertency, given offence in saying
or doing something unguardedly, to the pain or just
reprehension of others, or in unwittingly committing
myself with a proud person of avengeful spirit, or
to feel misunderstood by those whom'the ill-usage
or hard pressure of the general world had rendered
suspicious; and, when words failed in explanation,
wanting the power of wealth, what Sir John Falstaff
would have called “the testimony of an angel,” to
convince them of the honesty of my intentions. In
youth, under such unfortunate casual occurrence, or
when the selfish ways of individuals, influenced by
unfeeling pride or the spirit of oppression, filled my
heart with bitterness, I would have shrunk away to
solitude, giving vent to feeling in a gush of tears
over the apparent wreck of human affections.

It is perhaps a necessary pity that we should thus
harden by age, and assimilate with the coarser
affections. Necessity makes fashion, and fashion is

servilient to necessity; for yesterday it gave me no
E
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The Author of the pure doctrine of Christian
humility came to save, and by precept and example
to reform, the world from such errors, and their
sad, their ruinous, consequences, from this as well as
from every erroneous principle of the corrupted mind
under the habits of false, earthly tuition. He taught
to “give honour to whom honour is due”—to render
to Ceesar his penny, his image and superscription, the
dross of earth to those who claim it as their portion,
but to reserve the devotion of the heart and soul
to God.

Whilst, therefore, we respect every individual
virtue in every individual person, from king to wan-
dering beggar, we must proportionally disrespect
every vice, though decked out in Babylonian scarlet;
and true humility lies in assimilating our heart and
conduct under Christian precept and example to this
proper feeling—always aware that to worship the
ideal majesty of an assuming neighbour of our own
species bespeaks a degradation of mind unworthy
the proper dignity of humanity. And of all degrees
of improper servility, that of worshipping the pre-
sumptuous swellings of our own little heart by claim-
ing the abasement of others is the most disgusting to
all who can feel as a man; therefore, whoever can
think and feel as a sensible man cannot be guilty of
such presumption.

Slavery to our own heart’s lusts is indeed in some
degree a more degrading and unwholesome servility
than even to be the slave of a West Indian fortune-
hunter. For as to the heart to which I have been
referring, in nothing are we more apt to err than
in our partial conclusions respecting its nature and
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any correct knowledge of our own heart, or the
varidus phases to the full extension of the human
faculty denominated by the name of heart. It is
much in this case as in some other views of nature,
where we may discern the outward appearance of
her productions, and little more is discoverable by
the best human philosophy. We know but very
little of her secret workings. From a fine combi-
nation of vegetative principles springs the primrose
amongst the grass in all its silent, simple loveliness;
and what can philosophers say of the matter? For
who has been favoured with a peep into Nature’s
private chambers? or detected the subtle influence
in its germination of principles? What chemist can
discover the necessary combinations, not to mention
the sympathy of their attachments? And what can

all mankind perceive regarding the production of a

blade of grass? not to say the form of parts, and the
infusion of the principle of life into that active mass
of matter required to the production of a gnat? In-
deed, human language is inadequate to convey even
.our faint perceptions on such subjects. For

There’s a poetry in Nature which words can ill express;

A loveliness of feature, an easy sort of grace ;

The play of light on leaf and stream, the shine and lovely dipple,
‘With soft-reflected tints of gleam on curl and on ripple.

The poetry of thought is flown ere words can it impart,

For words can never full express the feelings of the heart ;
Impressions cannot be convey’d as on the soul they’re made,
Nor can the painter give the hues of quivering light and shade.

There are sympathies of soul which we cannot bring to birth,
Apparently too fine for the climate of our earth ;

‘These are the seeds of virtues that bear no date of years,

But wait the time to bud and bloom in more congenial spheres.
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action, yet it was with spirits cool and reviving, and’
nothing immediately apparent to distract our minds,
or draw us out of our narrow limits.

The first bestir was in the winter following, when
a person from a neighbouring village came and com-
menced an evening dancing school in ours, which
raised the spirits of all our youths; and a request
from my sister Anne and myself to attend this for
a month was successful with our father through our
mother’s acquiescence. She had certainly the true
art of recommending propriety to youth by put-
ting the harmless amusements in their proper place
amongst the more necessary duties of life, thus
making instruction in duty and religion so perfectly
agreeable to the feelings of youth as to appear what
it really is, a high privilege conferred on our nature.

I was then allowed to try my hand at making a
pair of slim pumps, and to skip over the old barn
floor at shantrews “on the light fantastic toe.” This
was indeed a new and spirit-stirring exercise, which
amused through the month, and for some weeks
afterwards, but of which I never became so pas-
sionately fond as many of my compeers seemed to
be, although occasionally afterwards I delighted to
make one at a New Year’s dance or harvest-home
merriment, feeling a pleasure in seeing so many fresh
faces shining cheerfully through the dews of active
excitement and social mirth—yes, and lovely faces,
too.

One strange trait in my mother’s character I may
mention here before I come to the last sad scene in
regard to her, and which I can never to this moment
fully account for. Notwithstanding all her power
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my own, even a longing eye to the merest trifle,
could not pass her suspicion and well-timed repre-
hension, and bad words were, above all, with her
intolerable. She, no doubt, had perceived that spirit
of impatience and vigour with which I then went
on every pursuit, and it must have cost her some
address to restrain or direct it in the manner she
did; for whether her restrictions were laid in the
shape of commands or persuasions, or simply as re-
commendations, it is not easy to define; but gene-
rally they were pleasingly effective, and without any
apparent effort on her part, which is wonderful to me
even now, considering the ardour of my mind at the
time. For throughout youth, when an idea of some
new object had struck me at night, I felt as if it were
impossible to wait till the light of morning to have it
pursued ; and then no dull vacuity of mind, but always
vigorous on some main object in view. In nothing
have 1 changed more than in this; for by the time
I reached manhood I became all patience, perhaps
too passive, and could forego the attainment of an
object in distant contemplation for seven years, with
very little solicitude of spirit in regard to the issue
for or against. This change I conceive to be as
much owing to a contraction of the feelings under
the cold chillings of life, as to the iufluence of a
moral and reflecting power of mind.

At this time I was, very unsuspectingly, on the
verge of the greatest change in my whole life, and
which seems principally to have cast the die of my
life’s fortune.

Being all settled down into a very contracted
sphere of life, yet in comfortable circumstances in
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and my father returning supported her to her bed,
while her eye hung over us in some sort of prophetic
solicitude until it sank in shadow. The disease per-
vaded her frame, and on the tenth day she expired.
It was then that new and strange sensations seized
me: the awful solitude of her lifeless face; my
father in grief; my three sisters sobbing around—
the youngest of them five years older than myself;
the ever and momentarily recurring feeling of the
want of her to whom I had ever still applied in
all states of matters—in all distress; the being from
whom I felt as if I could not possibly stand detached
and yet still subsist, as if from her I yet solely held
existence—here was distress of a new kind, and she
was not to appeal or apply to. My uncles and
friends assembled to her sober funeral. I gazed,
awe-struck, and felt as if bereaved of heart. They
shook my hand, and gave me sixpences, calling me
a good boy, inquired whether I could read, hoped 1
would behave well, and remember the many good
advices my affectionate mother had given me, do
my father's commands willingly, and be thankful he
was still left to protect me.
. It is forty-two years since at this date I am here
writing, and the sound of the first spadeful of earth
which was thrown in on her coffin has maintained
the particular tone of its sound on my ear, different
from all other sounds, to the present hour, and that
in despite of all the noise of folly and idle din of life
to which one’s ears are subjected. But mine was
(what every one may likely suppose of their own)
a very particular mother.

You must have seen Longnewton old churchyard






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 77

The fondling images of childhood’s day,
‘Which thrill'd my little heart to joyous swelling!

I recollect when thou hadst hapt me in,
Listened my prayer, and told me holy things,
Of Him who lov’d and died for my salvation
Pictured His lowly birth and manger bed
‘Where first He slept and hallowed humble life !
Till my young heart would throb with sacred love
And youthful aspirations inexpressible :
Grasping thy neck I claimed the approving kiss,
Then sank to dreams of high perceptive bliss.

Here let me ponder on thy last advice,

Then lisp’d so earnest from thy yearning heart

When scarce that power of utterance was left:
(O praise your Maker while you have a tongue

To speak,” for thine thou knew’st I saw was taken from thee.

This Christian mandate from thy soul presageful

Of much then feared that may have followed since

I yet desire to live but to obey

And please thy spirit in the realms of bliss ;

And cause have I to praise Him who has been

God of my life, my hope, and my salvation.

When Death, who stalks our globe in gloomy terror,
Closing the film o’er thine eyes, quenching their stars!
And wresting round their whites with damp, cold fingers
In dire disgust and mockery of life,

‘When like a tyrant giant he is slain,

And all his human prey remanded up

To light and view from dreary, dismal hidings—
When, by omnific word, the scattered parts
Material, with more nice and subtle skill
Than lagging slow philosophy conceives,
Howe’er commix’d in water, air, earth, fire,
Shall dancing move! dilated or condens'd,
By virtual influence, and meet affinity,
And forms reanimated start to view

With bright eyes sparkling immortality.
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uncles, aunts, &c., as well as to secure my more
palpable claim to a longer preservation of the nearly
deserted spot, but hitherto I have had so much to do
with the living that I never yet could spare that
expense in regard to the dead.

And what you may consider strange as a piece
of false delicacy (which, perhaps, it is), though my
father is now fully ninety years of age, and yet
active in body and mind, with many of the simpli-
cities and sensibilities of youth still apparently green
about him, I never dare risk the feelings to ask
whether he would wish his remains carried thither,
or to be laid in_this St. Boswell’s churchyard, where
we have now been settled the last thirty-six years;
hallowed also now in our hearts by the mortal re-
mains of my second sister, Betty, being there de-
posited.

By the way, although in feeling I am a strong
advocate for the Utilitarian system of life, and im-
provements generally, as that which is calculated to
produce the diffusion of the most general comfort,
yet there is something so hallowed and hallowing in
churchyards, and to me, or to any reflecting mind,
not the less so that such may be an old monitory
relic of some long-deserted village or other rural
population, the decays of which may 'be there
gathered even to the last individual, that I would
wish to see such preserved, and to feel convinced
of their being so by the fences being kept up, and
the spots held sacred from “the tearing plough”
throughout all generations.

In June last, 1837, when musing through St.
Boswell’s churchyard (where lies the dust of your
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parents) while the people were assembling for public
worship, I perceived a little blue flower blooming on
a very low grave where no stone of remembrance
had been set. This suggested a reflection which I
endcavoured to cmbody in the following verses :—

FORGET-ME-NOT.

Oh! ’tis a lovely little flower
That blue ¢ forget-me-not,”

I sce it blooming on the grave
Of one who seems forgot;

And Nature’s nightly tear has wet
Its pretty azure eye,

But morning’s sun again returns
To smile and kiss it dry.

Obh! as in sympathy it seems
To love the grassy tomb,

So even in Paradise it may
Porhaps unfading bloom.

So modest the appeal it makes
To Fancy’s list'ning ear,

I must suppose some gentle heart
Lies lowly mouldering here.

And though the slumbering tenant be
On earth remember’d not,

The fond request in heaven is heard,
Where there is none forgot.

St. BosWELL'S CHURCHYARD,
4th June, 1837.
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CHAPTER IX.

E7g Y father's jaunt, which was interrupted by -

d the sad occurrence in last chapter, was to
bediZedl have received an account for shoe work
with which to have settled his last principal debt,
some five pounds, which would again have cleared
him with the world ; but this money being now most
necessarily otherwise expended, with perhaps a trifle
of more debt incurred, family prospects took a dusky
hue, and my oldest sister, now quite a woman, was
brought from her out-service home to be our house-
keeper.

All things for a while continued to look chill and
sad in my view, and even amidst all attempts at
my usual amusements the idea of a blank ever and
again recurred. But the young heart, buoyant and
flexible, is never long the stationary residence of
grief. The intervals between qualms of reflection
gradually lengthened and lightened in their com-
pressure, and my school scheme being delayed, like
the “most noble Festus’s” considerations of Chris-
tianity, was at last, amidst the multiplicity of family
difficulties, neglected altogether. My out-door amuse-
ments were still, however, occasionally permitted, when
I began to amuse even my father with my trouting,
he having never seen anything like my success in his

generation, even in Oxnam and Kale waters.
F
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then succeeded long faces, and curious grimace of
bitter repentance, with some complicated contriv-
ance of plan to ward off the danger and get himself
ideally -extricated—likely an imaginary examination
of witnesses, some multiplication of circumstantial
points, with a general asseveration in denial of all
evil intentions, which would very likely all end in
a ‘new scrape, requiring at last a solution of Meg
‘Wallace’s ale to wash off the remembrance.

One little occurrence that made a day or two’s
fun amongst us I can well recollect. No militia had
been raised in Scotland from the date of  the Union
until after the commencement of the Pitt war with
France, when a militia was set afoot, and this con-
trary to what the people, the principal sufferers in
all such cases, understood as the terms of the Union.
When the names of those within the age of ballot,
therefore, were taken in a list by the parish school-
masters, the people began to remonstrate, and then
to attempt to right themselves in their own way,
which has hitherto been certain to be always the
most preposterous way imaginable, or next thing to
it.

In this case a commencement was made in some
of the country parishes by the aggrieved parties
assembling on a given evening at the parish school-
master’s door, and enforcing the delivery up of his list
of their names, after which they kindled a bonfire,
.and had the list burnt in imaginary due form, and
-then went home and slept in supposed security.

This was then done at Ancrum, where John, our
village weaver, had been present, and taken-a bold
and manful hand in the operations—when he had
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hardly knew what it was, having had so little to do
or say in the matter. “Why, John,” says Tommy,
“did not you tell me yesterday, as well as this morn-
ing, that had it not been for your bravery the thing
would never have been got effected? that not even
the drum could be got to beat the people into form-
ing order till you forced the old village drummer’s
wife to give it out in spite of all her desperate ter-
migancy ; and that by saying, ¢ You old hag, if you
don’t bring out the drum immediately I'll make a
drum of yourself, and beat till I raise the seven
devils that came out of Mary Magdalene to dance
ye round and round, and run ye over the back-brae
scaurs into the Ayle water, as they ance did the
swine about the Red Sea?” <«Oh! Tammy, ye've
misunderstood me widely, my man. I tell’d ye that
some 0’ the wild callants about Ancrum were talking
that kind o’ nonsense; but nae decent body could
ever hear me say sic things. She’s a fine body, auld
Ann Dunlee, the drummer’s wife; at ony rate, she’ll
never -say sic an ill word o’ me. Annie an’ me was
ower weel acquaint for that lang syne. An’ as to
the ‘Tree o’ Liberty’ that I was telling ye about me
helping to set up on Ancrum Green—hout, man, it
was just an auld winter fish leister that the callants
stuck in the grund, wi’ the lang shank up in the air,
an’ a wheen colourt clouts fleein’ at the tap o’t. I
had vera little either to do or say i’ the hale matter,
that’s i’ the main, ye understand, Tammy, my man;
an’ that I can assure ye.” “No, no, now, John; you
was there, with your own confession, and was con-
sidered the main ringleader, as the officer tells
me, and as I acknowledged to him that ye said
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ye sal be welcome to as muckle paste as ’ll plaister
a’ the doors o’ the town o’er wi’ adverteesements!
Tammy, I ken this man now; this is Maister Glen-
dinning, an honest man. No the least like yere ratch
kind: o’ rif-raf constables that comes about gliffin’
honest folk out o’ their wits, if they ever have ony,
about naething but some o’ their lawyer contrivances-
that they ca’ malversions, whoverifications, captions,
an’ confoundry. Losh, man, an’ ane werena a’ the
gtranger, or mair bull-horn minded, it wad put a
man out o’ his judgment just to dream o’ getting
into their claws, or ahint their stanchel windows. A
weaver can hardly stand the thought o’t. I believe
it wad put a tailor screaming mad to think on’t ava
—that is, if we could suppose a tailor capable o’
thinking seriously on sic a thing.” ¢But what, after
a,” says Master Glendinning, the officer, “ what gars
ye think tailors sic silly-minded men?” “Oh! I ance
asked Willy Smith, the tailor, that very question, an’
he tel’d me the reason off-hand: he said they were
a’ mair than half women 1’ the mind, an’ the cause o’
that was this, that forby that theirs was a kind o’
woman’s wark, that in our country situations parti-
cularly, where they for the most part wrought out
in ither folk’s houses, frae the day they first began
apprentice laddies, they were mair conversationt wi’
the women folks of a’ kinds than wi’ ony other
human creatures, and they just grew up through
time into a kind o’ likeness o’ their mind, as if it
were naturally.” “It may be,” says Mungo, “though
I've lang thought that, as tailors are a kind o’ second-
hand makers o’ men—that is, the most part o’ what we
acoount men o’ the warld—tailors should rather be
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however, in the time of my youth, and his return was
to our village what we may suppose the opening up
of the places of public amusement would be to Lon-
don after the sad and devastating ravages of plague
and fire. He gave a zest, a mirth, and a character to
the place, as, because “a wonder lasts only nine
days,” John, very unintentionally on his part, sup-
plied his near neighbours with something grand
every week at least. Had he meant it for fun, it
would have been no fun at all; but amusement to
others proceeded as naturally out of his manner, his
motions and actions, as the bray from the ass or the
low from the cow! The fact was that John was a
natural hero, and whatever phrenologists might have
said or supposed of the cause of the matter (had any
lived in his day), it was quite clear that John would
have undertaken anything undertakable, and even
a little beyond that, such as to jump over a kirk-
steeple, without seeming to awaken his caution that
the possibility of danger might be considered. Indeed,
the bump of caution must have been the only sleepy
organ in his brain, though when it did awaken it
became imperious among the faculties, and that
might have happened even in the middle of a ram-
race to spring over a peat stack.

One early spring morning, sometime in the morn-
ing of my days, an alarm was, not sounded, but
whispered through the village that a stranger who
had slept in the room of the village inn had de-
camped about daybreak with the incautious land-
lady’s purse from the cupboard containing twelve
pounds sterling, when immediately out sallied three
or four of the boldest young men of the village to
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brooks,” says Tam, addressing his sapling to her
sides, and' the poor mare, though no hunter now,
raised her old-fashioned trot in a manner quite sur-
prising.

They were down by the Scaa, past Bell's Butts,
and  over Teviot Bridge while the day was yet in
the blush of its sweet sunny youth. Tam was one
of those shrewd characters who could in an instant
lay out'the skeleton of a scheme, and trust to occur-
rent circumstances and his own ingenuity of the
moment to fill up the outline into a grand scene of
life.

Instead of pursuing the Jedburgh road over the
hill; to John’s amazement Tam now took the turn
west the Hawick road for Lanton, and got on like
five ell o’ wind. ‘At leisure, ye devil’s limb,” says
- John, “or ye'll swirl the hale lading o’ us into the
ditch, as ye may be sure I'll no gang down by masel’;
ma fingers is just made for grippin.” The dominie
dashed on a little further, then drew up to a quiet
walk, when the mare and he both began to seem
rather contemplative. “What ails ye now?” says
John; “but I needna ask that, for I wad rather a’
the thieves on earth should escape than my poor
auld. yellow should be broken down i’ the hunt o’
them. Od, Tam, I doubt ye’re ridin’ out o’ yere
wits,. ye mad buckie. What i’ the wide warld are
ye gaun to do up Lanton Moor?” «Did ye not see
that man hurry ower the height,” says Tam; “yon’s
the thief: I ken him—TI'll warrant him.” «“Od, an’
if it be, will there no be a den o’ them 1 the thick
whins ayont the tap? I couldna take in hand aboon
twa or three at ance, ye see, an’ if there should be
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Young’s at Langnewton?” ¢ The bodie’s gane wood
crazy,” said the shepherd, wakening up a little; «I
never was in Isobel Young’s at Longnewton in my
life. Let me go, ye wabster-looking creature, or
ye'll maybe rue’t.” For half a minute John’s fingers
began to act a curious, undetermined kind of part,
agreeably to the uncertain impulses of the mind—
not that he could be frightened off with threats, in
which case he would only have grasped the tighter
—but from some qualms of suspicion that he was on
the wrong scent. This was sufficiently confirmed
when he glanced aside and saw the dominie dis-
mounted, and rolling himself on the ground, fit to
burst his sides with gusts of laughter. He then
quitted the man, began to look simple or bam-
boozled, and moving towards the dominie—“Oh!
ye cripplet deevil, have ye been rinnin’ the rig ona
me again?” Tam answered only by another burst
of laughter, and then remarked, « Od, John, I believe
it’s the wrang man, but it’s as weel so, as I see you're
but a coward after all,” “A coward,” says John;
“ye ill-haired urchin, I've a good mind to nooze
your ribs there where ye lie, an’ leave ye to hirple
hame on your ae foot. A coward! ye latin o’ ye;
d’ye think I couldna grippit that lang chield round
the middle an’ faulded him in a minute like twa
yards o’ raw plaidin’, an’ it hadna been that I began
to smell that I was begunkit wi’ you, ye ill-dessented,
slee sinner ye ?”

- The shepherd, forgetting to be angry, now began
to suppose some curious ploy, and, entering into the
humour of the thing, observed that John’s great old
rusty pistol wanted a lock! “Od, ma man, it’s the
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ing been taken on another point of the wind by John
the mason, the dominie’s younger brother, the same
-person who became so notorious some years after-
-wards as “coiner Jock Tamson.” Jock was then
-only a poacher, besides working as stone mason
-through the summer, and had skill to trace a foot~
print amongst the early rime of the morning. He
‘had marked the thief’s foot-print a very short way
from the door, and followed him like a slough-hound
south across the Ayle water, about three miles out to
Belses Moor, where he got him in sight, and ran him
within cry till, on the back of Troneyhill, he downed
him on the leap of a stone dyke, and knoozing him
well, then and there took the money off him, whole
and entire, when the thief begged him just to take
what further revenge he wished on the spot, and, for
God’s sake, not to give him up to justice. “I've
neither time nor inclination to give ye ony mair
than Troneyhill justice—ilk ane their ain again,”
said Jock. “I'm thinking that if I were to put my-
self to the trouble. of hacking you on to Jethart, it is
likely I would have to leave the wife’s siller wi’ the
law crew in security and witness against ye, and the
pleasure or pain of seeing you hanged would be all
that either her or me might then expect to see again
for this twal pound sterling that’s to pay her house
rent again Wednesday. Na, na; I would rather see
you live for ever, thief as you are, and the Jethart
justice starved out o’ memory, than part wi' the
honest woman’s siller, now that I’ve got such a fast
grip o’'t, and after such a race for't. Gude morning
to ye, thief; and if your memory winna retain the
eighth commandment, dinna let it forget the gallows.
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I had the morn, she sal get the house to hersel’ a’the-
gither, an’ then she’ll can use her guests as she likes
for me, and see whether she’ll need ony knife or fork
to eat their dinner wi’ when the head’s gane of the
house. We did weel eneuch wantin’ the chimla
after the wind blew it down; the reek was little
better, little waur, wantin’ that, except for the rain
fa’'in’ a hantle freelier into the pot; but she’ll look
a gey deal queerer-like wantin’ a pot ava, when she
has naebody to work for either meal or meat to
put in till't. Od, Willie, I’'ve hadden the house up
aboon that woman’s head this seven and twenty
year, foughten for her livin’, an’ worn a’ the mischief
1’ the warld aff her. An’ what think ye’s the reward
she’s gi’en me this day? Na, but ye needna try to
guess, for ye could never figure sic a thing. Ye've
been differently trystit, my man: ye’ve fa’en better
on yere feet than me; your wife’s a mense to ony
man, an’ to a’ woman kind. Aye, lad, she has sense
an’ discretion—no like that auld runt o’ mine, wha
has lost ony rummlegumption that ever I thought
she was possessed o’. I wonder what tempted me
to buckle wi’ her lang syne, or to let her gang on
as she’s likit. But an’ I be spared till the morn’s
mornin’, I'll gi’e that auld clocker, there where she
gits, Scotland for her dowry: an’ I had my foot on
the bent, od, she’ll gkirl louder than ever she’s done
yet, an’ she whistle me back for ae twalmonth to
come.” “What airt are ye gaun, John, man ?” inter-
rupted my father. “I'm no sure o’ that till I see
what airt the wind is in the mornin’; for 'm deter-
mined to be out o’ the smell o’ the Longnewton peat

reek, ony way, and then she’ll see whether I'm like
. G )






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 99

ing the twa lads, Pate an’ Will, came ower frae where
they’re servin’ to see us, a’ binkit up 1’ their new Sun-
day’s claes: they nae sooner landit in than Jean set
to fleeing about the house, gat on the mickle pat, wi’
the mart sheep-head an’ pluck. It was nae sooner
come a-boil than to the meal-box she goes wi’ twa
dishes, an’ in wi’ a spang neevefu’ oatmeal in ilka
dish, an’ than to the-lea side o’ the pat wi' the
ladle, an’ makes them bowlfuls o’ brose wi’ the fat
a’ soomin’ like moons and stars, or livin’ sheep’s
een, on the tap o’ them, an’ clankin’ them down to
the twa chields, never had the mense to say, John,
will ye take a spoonfu’? Aweel, I lets that pass
without lettin’ on that I was carein’; an’ lang, lang
I waited, till dinner-time came at last, about twa
o’clock, when we were a’ set to the table, when
she clinks down the knife an’ fork to Pate to cut
down the meat wi, an’ a spoon to Will, and there
T'm left sitting at the open end o’ the table, just like
an orra body that had nae say 1" the house ava.
Now, just think o’ that, Willie! Just see them a’
set up in that fashion, an’ me, that’s keepit the house
ower a’ their heads sin’ lang afore they could step
ower the kailstick fa’en the 1’ floor, the real head o’ the
house, left to eat wi’ ma fingers! Na, na! I canna
digest it ava. Od, an’ I had the morn, I'll let them
a’ ken wha’s wha.,” “Now, Jean, is that the hale
truth, and nae mair than the truth? What do ye
say about it?” “It's just the way,” says Jean;
“ John’s tellin’ verra true ; I deny nane o’t—oh, whow
me!” “Now, John,” says my father, “in the first
place, I'll understand that ye was lang o’ risin’ this
morning, and got your bowl of parritch in your bed,
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for ewe-milking, or other wark, were sae clear an’
bonnie—spangled and freckled wi’ fresh good health
an’ fairnitickles, as weel’s her mild-looking face, that
ye could haidly reach up to get a kiss o’ without
a kind o’ climbing, unless she had kindly becked a
little down out o’ modest condescension. And now,
after raising a braw, promising family to ye, that ony
man might be proud of, and still every hour con-
sulting in her ain mind, and frae day to day, diligent
to keep a’ things richt, what may be her feelings,
poor woman, to see you the only petted bairn in
the house? Od, I'm sure, if Jean could wean her
lang-used love an’ regard frae you, an’ let ye rin
away like a gowk and seek for yoursel’ in the frem’d,
that wi’ a very trifling help o’ Pate and Will's half-
yearly wages, added to her ain activity, she would
make a better shift to keep the family than ye wad
do for your ain single sel’.” Throughout the latter
part of this discourse John had been stealing some
slant looks across to Jean, when at last her een met
his with a very kind and serious-like expression.
“Jean,” says John, “what’s come o’ the cutty pipe,
woman?’ “It’s here,” quo Jean, “on the cathud-
stane; but there’s naething in’t, John.” “Find your
pouch an’ ye ha’e a bit end o’ ’bacco, an’ fill the pipe,
and we'll ha’e a blast wi’ Willie; he’s been lang a
good neighbour o’ ours: we’ll get mair ’bacco, my
woman, an’ we be spared till the morn.” Jean
charged the cutty pipe, and set up a reek that
changed the atmosphere of the whole house, and
seemed to excite a train of new and sociable feelings
and ideas, which set John to his apostrophising in a
very different style of spirit. «“Od, Willie, an’ I be
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CHAPTER X.

oY WAS now learning to work as a shoemaker’s
:éf‘_‘ apprentice; but otherwise sorely cramped
M= in the means of following the bent of my
natural tastes; and I made less progress in acquire-
ments of general knowledge in these two years than
in any two months previously. Not a germ further
in school education, and without either example or
enticing books, or other excitement to read; so ex-
cept what was acquired in use of hand in shoemak-
ing, these two years were a blank in as much as
mind was concerned.

Tommy Fala was the only being who showed any
sympathy with what he perceived as my tastes, and he
insisted that if I had lived in Newcastle-on-Tyne to
have got proper instruction in certain things —sing-
ing, for instance—I might have made my bread by it;
and in the lighter stitching and lining parts of our
business I used to plague him with comparisons of
work, when he would blame his spectacles and eulo-
gize my sharp, young sight. I soon became alto-
gether in his view, as with his provincial burr he
expressed it, “a curious laddie.” Tommy had read
some poetry, and spoke- frequently of Pope, and
Thomson’s “Seasons,” which I kept entreating him
to explain to me, and to repeat such passages as
had clung to his memory. Such were but short
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to wander in, whenever I went out of doors. No
cushat cooing in clump of shade felt more happy
than I did rambling through these thickets, seeking
pleasure in an ever-green shape of—I could not tell
what. I fixed on forming my nest like the rest of
the birds, a seat in a large spruce fir which on the
sunny side of the north plantation overlooked our
dwelling. This was soon accomplished, by turning
up the tops of the under branches and tying down
to them those above all around, and lining over with
fog (green moss); but, like most things else, here the
pléasure lay more in the idea than in the real enjoy-
ment of the aerial bower. It being understood by all
concerned, as well as by myself, that I must now
settle to work in the house really for bread, ex-
cept on mornings or evenings occasionally, or for a
Sabbath afternoon seclusion for a lesson, I seldom
could visit my woodland nest, and indeed I found
I was too restless to sit in it unemployed when I
had a liberty of strolling. In the novelty of this
wood-wandering I felt a boundless pleasure for the
first two summer months, always, however, keeping
a sharp eye about me for fear of meeting with
the laird, for he was represented by the people
around as very terrible to be offended; and though
I was conscious I would do no real harm in his
plantations, yet I reasoned that he was not obliged
to understand so. I soon found, however, that he
had discovered my summer-seat in the tree, for he
had been inquiring about it at the forester, as a
neighbour boy—a little chap I had once or twice
invited to sit with me in it—informed me. I felt
somewhat in Robinson Crusoe’s situation, when he
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(what they seem never to be taught at their colleges)
that there are many honest and ingenuous, though
sometimes erring, hearts amongst the children of
the poor, and would treat them with open kindness
rather than with those thief-making terrors of prose-
cution, sign-boarded in threatenings at every turning,
they would find that their harvest of regard, respect,
and love from boy and man together would be worth
the reaping, and this generally, except in a very few
scoundrelly instances. I afterwards learned that my
cabbage had been an object of attention, the laird
having rallied his gardener about the shoemaker’s
laddie beating him till the man peevishly lost temper.

On a summer day, which I had selected after a
heavy fall of rain for a solitary trouting excursion,
I sallied out, but just met the laird in the avenue.
“Where are you going?” says he. “To Ayle water,
gir, to fish.” “Where is your fishing-rod?’ “Oh,
sir, I was thinking of cutting a rowan-tree wand in
the plantin’.” “How dare you think of doing so,
and to tell me to my face?’ ¢ Oh, sir, I would not
cut a young tree, but these bushes of stock-shots,
growing out from the tree roots, should be pruned
away at any rate.” Well, go, cut what ye like, but
lose no time, and recollect to bring me in your trouts,
or I'll blow you up.” So off I flew, thinking, if you
like trouts I'll get an extension of commission from
my father also. It blew at the water an almost de-
feating gale of wind, but I got into a sheltered spot,
and succeeded in bringing into Elliestoun House just
fifteen, which might stand half-pounds at average. I
-now took great courage, determining never again to
skulk from the laird, or from any person, even should
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a country village as “from Paris” is in Edinburgh.
And, indeed, I have always observed that tasteless,
bad hands in our craft make most money, because
they push on their jobs solely for the money, no way
hampered by an over conscientiousness or delicacy
of taste. And Tommy was as little troubled with
delicacy as any person I have ever known. He
might have made even a rational marriage, with his
aunty’s consent, had not his drunken propensity quite
overcome him, and defeated every attempt at well-
doing.

Though my father's delicacy of disposition had
hitherto prevented him from discharging Tommy,
whose work he had found never did him due credit,
so that he was glad when he withdrew of his own
accord, yet the part of custom which he at first took
from us was felt, while I was not come the length
of doing half a man’s work, nor duly careful of the
business, nor indeed could thoroughly comprehend
the necessity of particular exertion at the time for
the purpose of gaining customers, or quickly serv-
ing, so as to secure them. Besides, there were few
leather-merchants in this district of country, not one
then for ten now, leather very high in price and still
then rising, and my father’s credit with them but
limited, while his debts were rather increasing. The
French war was beginning to make impression on
all markets, victuals rising daily; all taken together
gave matters a sickly appearance to us. Only about
half gains were actually earned, from which, when
the occurrent losses were deducted, little indeed was
left for our daily living.

It is a curious phasis in the constitution of our
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of ignorance pass over my nerves; and as I wasin
raptures with the simple verses he had compared to
Burns, I cast about where in all my circle of known
world any such books might possibly be to be found,
but could get no clue to lead to such treasure until
the feeling again subsided, and I settled into the pur-
suit of my former amusements.

The blacksmith’s shop next door was a winter
rendezvous, where I sometimes warmed on the forge
hearth, and heard him (who was a young man) talk
to the ploughmen and others as they occasionally
came in with their horses to shoe, or ploughshares
and coulters to repair. This blacksmith was a clever
fellow in his own line, as well as ingenious in other
respects : one who had sucked in a considerable stock
of general information, and could have twisted an
argument into any fold with the same address as he
could twist a hot nailstring. Such a scatterment of
good sense, general knowledge, novel imagination,
and desire of fun, even to any risk of mischief, with
a fertile power of inventing offhand a complicated
story, which, before it was closed, would most likely
involve some one of his audience assembled at the
forge hearth in some strange dilemma regarding him-
self, or friends, or some girl, for whom he would cun-
ningly suspect his young listener might likely have
a prepossession. Though in religious profession he
was a strict sectarian, yet he was loose in his walk,
and unboundedly so in his conversation, indulging in
a tissue of intrigue scarcely possible to be unravelled.
It was amazing to see how he would have made a
young rustic stare with astonishment at his antici-
pation of a train of his ideas, particularly where a
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ful going on in the heavens. I ran out half-naked,
and witnessed the finest show of fiery meteors that
I have ever seen, all of the kind taken together.
Some present called them ¢“flaming swords,” which
indeed they resembled upon an awful scale, some-
what like the “flaming brand” hung over the gate
of Paradise lost. They rushed from a small southern
cloud head foremost eastward along the sky, with
a hissing sound; and then, as if arrested in middle
flight, seemed to fix against the sky till they faded into
faintness, and died away by slow degrees, and was
immediately succeeded by others, till, from the time I
was first alarmed, perhaps a score had thus appeared
fearfully portentous.* So in the evening, when the
news was brought home from the burgh fair of the
apprehension of these late friendly neighbours of
ours, the forgers, some superstitiously observed that
it certainly was not for nothing that such awful
appearances had been seen in the morning. I rumi-
nated on this, but, unread in astrology, could see no
feasible connection between such events, any more
than could my neighbours who made the observation.

* Several years after stating as above my observation of the meteors
which I then saw, on the morning of the second Tuesday of November,
1798, I have been delighted to see some fine descriptions of the same
phenomenon inserted in Maunder’s * Scientific and Literary Treasury”
under the title of ‘Falling Stars,” principally as observed by Mr. R. C.
Woods, at Richmond, Surrey, on the 12th and 18th November, 1838 ;
and at the same time by Karl von Sitterow, in Germany, precisely forty
years after I had witnessed them at Elliestoun, in Roxburghshire. May
these not be fragments of some broken planet of the Asteroids still keep-
ing their course around their primary, and with which our earth comes
into proximity in that particular part of her orbit through which she
passes on the days between the 10th and 14th November annually?
And may these meteoric stones which occasionally come into the earth’s
attmctior?x, and fall hissing, not be the smaller conglobations of the same
material
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a very particular aversion ever since. Two or three
of these men were tried for passing forged notes.
John Thomson was admitted evidence for the Crown,
which, amidst all his usual boasted bravery of mind,
he sneakingly accepted. George Elliot was con-
victed; but as being related to some of our squires
here, the trial was so managed as to save his neck,
he being taken at last by his advocate from below the
statute, on the plea that the utterance was made in
England while the trial had proceeded in Scotland.
Sam Bell, an Englishman, was convicted and exe-
cuted. He had been altogether a desperate and
notorious character. All the rest escaped at the bar
for the time. Several of them afterwards seemed to
have reformed, and lived here in the neighbourhood
till they died in their beds. Yet a degree of attaint
seemed to have been left in the place, which showed
itself some years afterwardsin a lesser eruption. But
John Thomson—although he then left this part, tak-
ing his old mother away to live in Leith Walk, where
my father once casually visited the poor creature,
and found her in the most abject state, a short while
before her miserable end—still followed his evil pro-
pensities, being three or four times afterwards tried
for his life, both in Scotland and England, always for
the same crime, and always escaping by some irrele-
vancy of indictment or the death of principal wit-
nesses, till at last we lost track of him. I have since
heard a report that he ended his days in the hulks.
My father’s visit to his mother was on this wise.
Being in Edinburgh on some little business, he called
on a late village neighbour (one of our blacksmith’s
sons), who had just previously fallen heir to an elder
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they have just sodgers placed wi’ guns and swords to
wear folk out frae seeing her. Lord have a care o’
us! she’s maybe starving for black want, poor auld
soul—and her sinfu’ son lying in the jail; and what’s
a’ Edinburgh to her, or me either, if the heart’s sair
and the pouch empty %’ So off he set, leaving Robbie
. to hug his soul in its own selfishness, and found out
poor old Jean in the very straw of wretchedness.

‘I accidentally saw John Thomson in a farmer’s
house after his first release from jail, where he was
boasting of how little ill he had done any one in his
character of king’s evidence; but as it was a year or
more from the time I had last seen him, I had found
some enlargement of mind, got some new percep-
tions, rather more understanding of character, some
further extension of ideas, and instead of the man
of worth and knowledge I had formerly in childish
ignorance supposed him, I then conceived that he
looked very blackguard-like.

Although at the time of their first apprehension
my father seemed to feel deeply for the suspending
fate of several of these young men, as sensible of
their ever obliging kindliness as near neighbours, and
of the affliction of some of their near relatives who
should have been dependent on their honest exer-
tions, yet he had been congratulating himself on
having escaped from the village before I should have
become contaminated by their example, for he had
quietly perceived their conduct and been dreading.
bad consequences. As he told me afterwards, he
had been afraid for me, from observing my eager
and successful imitation of several of their idle indoor
amusements, as well as of their field sports. A taste
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powder to hinder me (as he averred) doing mischief.
This was the only case which this man of trick ever
played upon me, and I felt somehow so tickled by the
reflection on my own simplicity as to laugh the same
as others. My consequent poem or reverie on the
occasion delighted the whole group, when I was
forthwith, from courtesy, constituted Smithy Laureate,
and umpire infallible in judgment of all matters of
thyme! Though this fame reached not beyond our
hamlet, neither was any butt of sack forthcoming, yet
it was as interesting to me at the time as the present
Laureate’s fame is to him, for I have seen since that
“the earth hath bubbles as the water has, and these
are of them.”

About this time, a young lad (John Anderson) I
had formerly seen, a farmer’s son, from some miles’
distance, called into the smith’s shop, and when he was
asked whether he had seen any of Burns’ poems, he
said, “Oh, yes,” and readily repeated, *“Death and
Dr. Hornbook.” This was an electrifier. I felt
something as I suppose people will feel when going
crazy. I immediately made firm friends with the lad,
accompanying him so far on his way home, when he
informed me where he had seen the poems, that were
still beyond my reach. John and I got exceedingly
good friends, however, from a felt sympathy of tastes,
and such youthful friendships are a perfect cordial in
the cup of life. We arranged for future meetings,
while he promised to prepare himself with future
scraps from Burhs at every opportunity he might
have of seeing the poems, which he described to
me a8 a great bookful. I seldom, however, saw him
again for some year or two, and languished in mind
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for some of these new poetical treasures, which there
still seemed no means of acqun'mg possession of.

Time, however, was moving; we were living on,
and on, and thus passed through the winter. The
following spring and summer were the wet ones of
1799, on which followed “the dear years”—ever to
be remembered, by me at least.
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CHAPTER XIL

M TER a heavy winter of deep snow-storm,
the spring months of 1799 arrived, but ex-
cept in the name they bore little of charac-
ter to distinguish them from January. The summer
followed, cold, wet, and ungenial. This, I suppose,
must have been general to a certain extent over
Europe, since an actual scarcity approaching to
famine followed. Corn bills, these late infernal con-
trivances, were then out of the question. Two days of
that season I remember particularly : the 5th of April,
for high wind and drifting snow, beat all I have ever
since seen ; and the 18th of July (St. Boswells Fair
day) blew a tempest of heavy, cold rain from the
north-east, such as occasionally, once in ten or twenty
years, we may have in the months of November or
December. Any crop that did grow was bleached in
the straw to pale rottenness, and the summer atmos-
phere shed a sickly gloom over the soul, touching
the nerves of life with a morbid melancholy, that
Novemberish dankiness of feeling which excites a
certain degree of nausea at existence.

As a family, we were scarcely yet so much reduced
in circumstances as to feel the average weight of the
approaching calamity, only some slight want of com-
mon necessaries; but I had not yet acquired the
sagacity to calculate on such matters from appear-
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he was induced to join the yeomanry cavalry of the
time, and flashed out occasionally in the pride of
helmet and plume. This appearance, set off with a
cheerful disposition and fascinating manner, gave
him a power for good or for evil which made him
in a moral point of view as dangerous in the cha-
racter of a friend as of an enemy. Thus it was that
my second sister (Betty), though a young woman of
most excellent mind and acute discernment, yet in
the delusive dream of love and hope fell the victim
to his false faith and powers of seduction. So soon
as her situation became known, a kind of family con-
sultation of his brothers was held on the subject of a
proposed marriage, which was postponed at the time
through heartless family pride ; for this absurd mania
pervades the weakness of human nature in all ranks
of life, who will estimate, however mistakenly, even
to a five pounds worth of family capital in property,
money, interest, influence, even public credit. When
she ascertained the proposed delay by the advice of
his council, the misery of her state rushed back upon
her mind, when she, poor creature, left his house;
and, ashamed to come home and face her father, she
wandered away without purpose, aim, or view, but
only to escape in idea from the consciousness of her
own reflection. Then began our week of intense
grief and anxiety. “ What has become of her? Has
she gone dimentit?* And what may be the conse-
quence?” All former occurrences and all future

* She had wandered thirty miles on to Berwick-Spittal without any
view or resolution further than to escape for the time being from the
face of her friends and acquaintance, and there took lodging as a sea-

bather, till her matronly landlady had suspected her state, and, gaining
her confidence, advised her return to her father’s house.
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to rottenness, and the crop of 1800, that next fol-
lowed, was, from summer drought, nearly burnt up,
light and scanty. Being then fourteen years of age,
I felt some stirrings of desire to go out into the
world, and endeavour to make myself useful to some
person who might have bread to give for actual
service. And had I then stood unrelated, an orphan
in the world, I would likely have found my way, by
some such proceeding as becoming a farmer’s boy,
or page, or shoeblack about some great house, or a
gardener’s apprentice, of which I had a fond notion.
But as I stood connected with my father’s poor family
—two sisters at farmers’ service, the unfortunate one
at home with us under this clouded circumstance—
my smallest occasional hint about out service naturally
drew from my father some word or look of reflection
savouring of doubt or disapprobation, which checked:
these emotions at their first rising. So I continued
trifling on with him at my shoemaking, yet singing

and sauntering* occasionally, and musing between on
~ ideas of various modes of pursuits, which were ever
again abandoned on recurrence of the feeling of my
immediate attachment to the family, from which I
had never had one night’s previous separation ; while
an inexplicable sympathy, in the midst of our sadden-
ing privations, suggested something like a necessity
of my submitting along with them, and became a
reason strong as fate for the abandonment of every
selfish plan of movement so soon as thought on.
Yet the pressure of this famine was sore on my
youth, for our trade was nearly done up for the time,
and, as in cities of the plague, so in this dearth sel-

* Sauntering—Straying listlessly.






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 129

whether to attempt further progress on the road of
life—at last, as if instinctively, to turn, heart-sick,
slowly away from the most agreeable smell of the
man’s meal-mill; to sweat through the bleak winds
towards the next likely place, at perhaps a circle
distance of three more miles; and when, at last less
or more successful, home through the woods and
fields as the crow flies with her gathered grubs to
her nest. Often have I then gone on these errands,
exactly as thus related, taxing my ingenuity for some
palpable pretence, which might be likely to have
effect, though I never sought credit but with the
full intention to pay the first possible opportunity,
and generally with the green, youthful hope of future
ability still fluttering alive in the bosom; but all at
last would settle into the simple request—* Will ye
trust us some meal, and I will pay you so soon as
my father can get siller?” No distinction of kinds
of meal was then made of choice. As my father was
well-known to be an honest man, I was, for a first
round, pretty successful; but then the blasting was
so lasting, and the last year the worst, at least with
us individually.

I never really used unfair stratagem but once,
which I sometimes yet reflect on. Having somehow
found a bad shilling (as John Thomson’s counterfeit
coinage was still maintaining a pretty general cir-
culation) in a gloomy day of hungry necessity, I
went to Longnewton to my old teacher, Walter
Dun, who now kept a small village grocery and sold
bread ; sought a shilling’s worth of bread, which re-
ceiving, I tied up in a towel, and when thus secured
offered my shilling, which was, of course, rejected,

I
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fully on, and withstand all further temptation of
mouth-watering till I should reach such or such
point of road; but this was a task which would have
required the whole virtue of your most famous saints,
even your blood-and-wound heroes. No wonder that
it generally mastered mine. So at next opening of the
“pock,” I would keep its mouth only twisted round
in my hand, so as I might pick out now and then,
like a child greatly saving in idea, and yet unable to
resist tasting his “fairings” of sweetmeats. As the
thought of the impatience of those at home would
again rush on my mind, I would tie up under a
strongly-renewed determination, and set to running
like a hare: all errands in those days were gone in
half-running. In spring-time, when out on such ex-
cursions, I would have envied the wild birds and
beasts—the very larks in air, who could at pleasure
descend and fill themselves with worms. And often
would I think if food could not be made of some sort
of wood or other common product that had not been
yet thought on—young elm-bark, or arnots;* and
often would I chew beech, brier, and thorn buds,
which tended only to excite a stronger appetite by
giving the palate a recollection of its wants. Young
nettles boiled were during all the spring quarter a
gpecial resource, and a very palatable dish they were
when by any good luck salt could be got, for of all
herbs else they were exceedingly fresh-tasted. But
then salt was a luxury which it had become in my
mind a sin to desire, as then taxed three or four
hundred per cent. above natural value, to help in
carrying on Mr. Pitt’s wars with the French. On
* Earth-nuts, tubers of the Bunium flexuosum.
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ragged children smile, like cherubs at a love feast.
till in boundless joy the imaginary noise of their
flightering mirth would awaken me from my reverie,
when my home of penury and sister Betty's im-
patience would rush afresh on my mind like an
electric shock, and set me again to running.

Young rooks in spring-time, procured from the
nests by clambering the trees about Elliestoun House
and Camiston, were often a feast; and in winter
frozen turnips gathered on the cross-ways, as fallen
from the farmers’ carts, were made a notable supper
repast when boiled and beaten up. I have often
gathered these in the evcnings, or by midnight
moonlight, and then withered faggots from the
snowy hedges or plantations, of which to kindle a
fire and dress them, while all the rest of the happy
world were sound asleep, except your toddy-noodled
writers of gentle novels, who, busy over their “mid-
night oil,” were describing the happy ignorance of
the snoring peasantry without any real knowledge
of such people’s matters.

Harvest was a glorious time, as I could always cut
corn for such sort of wages as were worth victual,
and on cutting off two left-hand finger-nails at one
whet, I could still glean from the stubble fields
around wheat, barley, and pease, which, beaten out
and boiled, was a dish for any such young lord
of creation as myself, with teeth then so cutting
sharp as to supersede the use of any millstone.

But all such resources would not, I believe, have
held soul and body together throughout these years.
had I not found frequent errands in to Elliestoun
House, and become rather a favoured boy with the
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prosecuted for a small leather debt of four or five
pounds by a merchant in Selkirk, who had never
once previously charged him with the account, and
before he could’ possibly overtake the sum, which
might be a month or two, the lawyer had run him
to two pounds of expenses. This became more fear-
ful than the principal, and was at last raised by my
two out-sisters bringing each a pound of their run-
ning wages at mid-term, when they got a leave to
come to St. Boswells Fair, and which I saw paid to
the heartless-looking lawyer in a tent on the sheep
market, while not a shilling was left in the family
of us, all present that day on St. Boswells Green.
How hard was this earned? What necessary food
might it have procured for us, the honest and
hungry? And how abominably was it expended on
a legal robber?

Few people were profiters by this dearth, except
a miller here or there who dealt in corn and meal.
My father remarked that Willie Hope, then the farmer
of Temple lands here and “ Clock-sorrow-mill,” got a
new coat on one of these years, for he had never met
him out of the same old Sunday’s snuff-brown one
for thirty years previously—till then his cloth and
colour never took a change; while Jennie, his wife,
even brightened up considerably. Though Jennie
long outlived Willie, they are both now “gone the
way of all the earth,” and I hope to a world where
the pinch of famine shall never give an opportunity
for the bettering of individual circumstances. In-
deed, there was evidence amounting to certainty of
Willie’s ascent, as twenty years after his demise old
Jennie averred that “on the very hour and minute
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that Willie Hope, her good-man, breathed his last
breath, twa very decent men, who happened to be
out to fodder the beasts, distinctly observed three
figures pass the bright moon in full, fair flight.”
“Who could these be, Jennie?” ¢« Aye, wha could
they be but twae angels carrying Willie Hope’s soul
up to heaven ?” “But souls cannot be seen with the
naked eye, Jennie, woman.” ¢ Wie, what’s souls but
ghosts, an’ ghosts are seen often enough, an’ the
twae whae saw them visibly wi’ their een were never
kenn’d for liers! Na, na; I ha’e nae reason to dis-
pute them out o’ that sicht; atweel ha’e I no.”
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CHAPTER XIIL

PHROUGH the first of these years I had be-
come wonderfully well used to even this
state of life. And that a human being may
become inured to hunger and slavery, and yet retain
the social and moral virtues congenial to his natural
disposition of mind, seems evident. Indeed, more
particularly so in such circumstances than when by
affluence and power he finds himself absolutely inde-
pendent. ¢ Jeshurun waxed fat and kicked.” Yet
as all extremes are dangerous, it is desirable that
the general policy of society should, as much as
possible, endeavour to prevent, or remedy, such ex-
tremes. “Give me neither poverty nor riches” should
be a daily prayer from the heart of every son of earth
and heir of immortality. It is one particular of what
is implied in the general petition, “Lead us not into
temptation.” Extreme want may impel to desperate
courses, and absolute power too often forgets its
moral responsibility.

My mind was still occupied with boyish tastes and
natural propensities; but now, as new ideas began to
occur, I had some severe mental struggles between
the propriety of certain pursuits and the desire of
following them. I often reasoned with myself that
it was unmanly to yield to vague desires which could
end in nothing honourable or even beneficial, and on
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life put into a foolish flurry till the flesh can hardly
hold in the spirit; but in this latter case it is all
dashed in on the heart, producing a suffocating sen-
sation, something like what we may be supposed to
feel under a sudden arrestment from the hand of the
“last enemy.” The remorse arising from culpable
guilt must be dreadful, only that in many such cases
the feelings may be less sensitive from heart-seared-
ness.

I soon again subsided into quiet feeling, and re-
sumed my usual amusive inquiry into all of animate
and inanimate around me. I could not then tell how
- it was; but pleasures, and pains, and interests arose
to me out of what my few associates often accounted
the merest trifles. And although our sympathies ran
often in counter parallels, with little affinity in regard
to feeling, yet, from a childish dislike to oddity, and
a fresh, youthful taste for sociability, I was often led
to assimilate in cases of minor consequence, and
sometimes even in opposition to my own convictions.
As when looking at other people’s works and arrange-
ments, I conceived deficiencies on which I would cal-
culate improvements to certain success; yet again as
often doubted my own opinion, on reflection that
people conversant with such things in the way of
daily experience must certainly be better qualified
to manage them than I could be, and therefore gave
up my ideas as frequently as they were conceived.
This, though prudent reasoning in a general way,
was yet in many cases an error, as, on seeing more
of the world, I have often since had reason to con-
clude. From this perhaps arose, or at least was con-
firmed, my succeeding habit of indecision through
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might be from a combination of all these causes
operating together, affected by present wants and
immediate interests, with a desire of ease and per-
sonal gratification, that so determined the characters
of mankind generally, producing all that variety of
phase observable in the human mind when traced
throughout society to any considerable degree of
development. )

My greatest-felt want then, next to a proper supply
of daily bread, was a want of that (even common)
education which I considered necessary to qualify
me to arrange and express my ideas. This was a
fettering of faculties quite puzzling, over which the
thoughts of the mind effervesced to bursting. And
at that age I had ideas equal to a long discourse
on whatever subject presented itself to the mind, but
the want of language equal to my taste of expression
absolutely produced a stupid, if not often an absurd,
appearance.

I used to think that it might be in the power of
language, with time and opportunity, to express the
many glorious thoughts of which the human soul is
susceptible, as in holy moral musing it expands over
the lights and shades on the face of nature; and then
how deficient I must be in language, since my con-
ceptions so far exceeded my power of expression.
But I could find no supply for this deficiency. There
was nothing of lexicon about our cottage except a
tattered fragment of Cole’s Dictionary, which in its
prime had possibly belonged to my grand-uncle, a
man of some education.

My father, indeed, had gleaned up some score or
two of what I thought powerful words, which he
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but was at first nearly beaten, finding it neither prose
nor thyme, till at last, by resting at the lines, I found
a harmony, and attending to the stops led me to the
sense of such passages as lay within the reach of
my comprehension. The simple parts of the rural
imagery were charming, till by degrees about a third
part of the whole opened up like a new sun risen
on the horizon of my mental vision. And soon the
solitary woods around responded to the hymn which
crowns the “Seasons,” as there, when alone, I sang
it out in gusts of rapture.

From this time all subjects of amusement seemed
in my view to sink into nothing as compared with
poetry—that power of receiving the impressions of
nature, or even fancy, on the soul, and of reflecting
back their images in a mellowed light to the mind’s
eye of another; also of embodying and clothing
gracefully the very phantoms of imagination, giving,
as it were, an extension to our ideal bounds of crea-
tion. And although in the enthusiasm of the time
I felt as if drawn by nature and tied by sympathy
to consider poetry as the main flower of the heart,
worthy of a life’s care and culture, and from which
a continual feast of soul was to be derived, sipped
up out of life as the bee extracts honey from the
blossom, yet as all of my acquaintance, old and
young, around, even those considered the best in-
formed, seemed so apathetic about that matter,
esteeming the finest descriptions in the “Seasons”
as at least frivolous and “of no use,” I still had my
qualms of doubt that my felt enthusiasm might pro-
ceed from some soft, unmanly feeling—some parti-

cular weakness in the constitution of mind, craving
®
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in social intercourse with my neighbours, I felt bound
in to the mere twattle of daily trifle, without any
stimulus to attempt ascent on the wing of imagina-
tion. Though as yet it was only green spots of the
“Seasons” I could understand, I appreciated these
at their full value, convinced that the poems would
be a grand whole when I should acquire the power
of comprehending them clearly, and therefore, ever
as disheartened I had fallen off, I as often again took
courage and returned vigorous to the study, read on
again and again, screwing up the pegs of my under-
standing like fiddlestrings to the strained point of
cracking. But, O gracious! what is the meaning
of that-hard word, like a locked box, in which the
pearl of true sense must lie contained? The few
left leaves of old Cole had not a twentieth part of
the words I wanted, and then such short definitions
as often to explain one hard word by another equally
puzzling.

I would sometimes then begin to think—I wish I
may not, after all, be a perfect simpleton, and not
sensible of it myself, for I find I am not somehow
like the general run of my neighbours in my tastes
and notions; or will I just appear to them what they
appear to me? But never mind; I feel I am not
shabby in my intentions at any rate, and if I had the
power I would put matters so right as to convince
them all. And yet it is surely a simple thing to let
that Andrew Smail bluster and threaten me at every
turning, while sure in my own mind that I could
blind up his eyes before he could bring up his lumpish
neives* to their defence. But then, again, this ap-

* Fists.
K
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own vagrant way from Eiliestoun House to the
Tweed, circling through the low rushy leas, forming -
dimple, pool, and ripple; and there I gumped out
half a stone of speckled trouts, where my neighbours
never suspected such a thing existed.
The poet is in error when he says—
“The trout within yon wimplin’ burn
Glides swift, a silver dart ;
And safe beneath the shady thorn
Defies the angler’s art.”
This the trout cannot do, for its clammy nose, and
clear, round eye, are ever protruded on the alert for
a fly or a worm, and well the angler knows where
and how to drop the wormed hook into the pool
before him. When a whale is not safe in the Polar
Ocean, talk, forsooth, of a trout in a burn! Oh, dear
shade of Burns! the poetical portion of your earthly
feelings might have been too fine for an angler, as
well as those of your grand successor, Byron; or
they might not, for all the fascination of song;
although I grant you that even I, when a hungry
laddie, have often enough got into these fits of ex-
treme sensibility, returning the small trout to the
stream,
¢ As piteous of his youth, and the short space
He had enjoyed the vital light of heaven.”

And, indeed, I have often felt the full force of Byron’s
satirical remark on anglers long before he wrote it ;
ay, and occasionally got into such qualms of reluct-
ance that I would suspend my angling pursuits, and
admire the trouts tumbling up in the streams, sup-
pressing the desire to cast a hook amongst the free-
booters. And the same sympathies have at times
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CHAPTER XIV.

“It’s sair to think on friendship fled,
And live while hope decays ;

It’s sair to seek amang the dead
The loves of early days.”

Miss JANNET RYLAND.

HATEVER may be said in songs, I have often
|l throughout life observed that when a lad of
Ml fourteen falls first in love it is not generally
with an opening bud of his own age, but with a
woman in the fragrance of full blossom. My first
passion was about that age, and with a pretty, fair
woman (Mary Scott), ten years older than myself at
the least. Everybody knows the feeling of first love,
surpassing all description, and for this very good
reason in nature—every one feeling it in kind and
degree, it comes under the class of instincts, where
no description is requisite. She seemed in my view
pretty, and pleasant, and wise, and more to be loved
than any person I had seen—although I never
thought her the least like an angel, as the very
exquisite songs now have them; nor wished her in
any respect otherwise than what she just exactly
was—a kind, good heart, and sweet, social spirit,
encased in a fine-skinned, neat form of flesh and
blood, very much after the fashion of my fancy of
female perfection : the identical creature I could have
wished to have pressed to my bosom, in preference
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"T'was odour fled so soon as shed,
*Twas morning’s wingéd dream,
’Twas a light that ne’er can shine again
On life’s dull stream.”
Oh! Tom Moore, that is the best verse you ever
wrote, or perhaps anybody else. It is a fine growth
of nature, a true expression of feeling, while many
of your lyrics are mere prinklings of art.

This love concern, then, began to give poetry an
_additional interest. I could now feel, with a new
relish, the charm of Thomson’s episodes, Musidora
bathing in the ‘“Seasons,” and Lavinia gleaning;
could imagine the very shape of Palemon’s hat, very
different from anything of hat kind I had ever then
seen—very low-crowned and broad-brimmed, raised
in front, high above his brow, and flapped down
behind over his coat-neck; but the coat had only
indeed a lappet of neck, was single-breasted, snuff-
coloured, and nearly half-bare worn. Lavinia had a
fawn-coloured straw cap of her own making, with a
check apron, something like my mother’s, but folded
round her waist, into which she gathered the de- -
tached wheat-heads. How I should have conceived
the figure of these—hat, cap, and coat—I know not,
having never seen any such in these days; black
silk caps for women, and narrow-lipped, high-crowned
hats for men, being in fashion all my youth hitherto,
since some years previously they had supplanted the
old flat blue wool Scotch Border bonnet.

My taste in songs changed then also from “a hunt~
ing we will go,” and the old tragical ballad kind
of “Chevychasery” hitherto in fashion, to the fine,
simple pathos of the short ode. ‘A’ the airts the
wind can blaw,” and “Their groves o’ sweet myrtle,”
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“ And music is in all—from the high spheres
Down to the reeds that o’er the marshes bend:
Those choir in concert to celestial ears,
These sing responsive to the wooing wind.
The sympathy that swells the heart to tears
Of bliss or rapture may be trac’d to blend
Itself with all existence, time, and space—
"Tis heaven's love, the source of heaven’s grace.”

But to descend from my lark-flights, I must tell you
that all the people around this rural spot with whom I
could possibly then become acquainted might consist of
three or four dozen individuals, old and young toge-
ther; and although every one had a particular character
of his own, and they were very various in natural
tastes, temper, and disposition, yet in the necessary
plod of common life you could have made very little
distinction, with less trouble than a close acquaintance.

I had now begun earnestly to take the measure
of their minds according to my own notion, yet had
very few good opportunities of seeing them in an
excited state, as an occasional merry-making in my
circumstances occurred but seldom.

We had, however, regularly once a year, on New
Year’s evening, a pretty full meeting in Eiliestoun
House, where all around, who had any connection
with the family, were invited, had a substantial
dinner, and as much drink as to make us all suffi~
ciently jovial without intoxication.

*There was toasting and fiddling, and dancing and singing,
With old George* the butler, so brisk *Highland-flinging ;’
All were lively and bright, from the laird to the cadie,
And the cheerfullest face in the house had the lady!”

* Qeordie Matthewson, a genuine old Highlander, who afterwards kept
the steel-yard in the market place at Melrose. He was a great original,
but rather too fond of uisge beatha.
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song was descriptive of the victories of Frederick
of Prussia in the Protestant cause; but, like many
such noisy effusions composed for the day and hour, it
had not in the composition poetry, properly so called,
sufficient to keep it afloat on the great tide of time,
and therefore is not worth notification here, though
I might recover it from memory.

About this time I was beginning to perceive that
every one, however silly, had some particular point
in his or her character which he or she considered a
qualification or talent, and upon which each valued
himself particularly. And, from observation since,
I have been confirmed in this opinion of mankind
generally. At that time, perceiving it in individual
cases, I thought it proceeded from a narrowness of
mind and confinement of ideas, which might have
been expanded by education and general informa-
tion, until, in highly cultivated minds, it would be
altogether lost in a broad liberality of sentiment.
Subsequent observation, however, has led me to a
different conclusion, which is to consider it a general
principle in our human nature, which, though in
excess it may seem weakness, deserving the name of’
vanity, yet after all seems a constituent quality, per-
haps, in the proper degree, requisite for keeping a
person in sufficient conceit, or at least in charity with
himself. However that may be, I have certainly
seen it in all classes of people with whom I have
come into communication, and it is also easily de-
tected in the very finest of our various writers.

The restriction of this principle within due bounds,
until it should scarcely be found to stir in the indi-
vidual’s own mind, and become imperceptible to the
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disregard of money and propriety, make himself ridi-
culous as well as bankrupt. One values himself on
his exquisite taste in the cut and fashion of his
clothes, and the very particular good figure he can
make of himself in the vapour of his grand show-off;
another on a slovenly manner, in studied imitation of
the careless habits of some “learned Theban” he has
read or heard of. An esquire boasts of his family, or
lairdship, name, and supposed influence, and the awe
with which he imagines he strikes all around him;
while in fact the man is verily pitied or despised by
the insulted community of his common neighbours,
on whom he can make no impression further than to
command a kind of shopkeeper respect for any trifle
of ready money which he may have occasion neces-
sarily to expend amongst them. I know a living,
learned doctor who values himself so highly upon his
“classical knowledge” that he assumes a tyrannical
supremacy over myself and others, denying us the
natural privilege of forming or expressing an opinion
at all, even on matters with which we are from cer-
tain experience most intimately acquainted, and of
which his Greeks and Latins were as stone blank
ignorant as he is. By this folly he gets himself
justly despised. I know another wery clever man
who values himself upon his taste in drumming rub-
a-dub-a~-du on the crown of his hat, the door, or the
table, to the sad annoyance of a party, in accompani-
ment to one singing “Taste life’s glad moments,”
&c. A late distinguished philosopher,* I am told,
valued himself more on his knowledge of salmon

* Sir Humphrey Davy, who wrote ¢ Salmonia; or, Days of Fly-fish-
ing,” about two years before his death.
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manner, which by some few myriads of ages hence
will purify like strong old ale, and perhaps crystalize
into a spiritual transparency, when, agreeably to the
doctrine of the eternity of matter,

“In our ashes live their wonted sires.”

Musing on some such matters the other morning,
while standing on the Tweed bank here looking over
Dryburgh up to the Eildon Hills, I conceived some
curious thoughts a little in analogy with this doc-
trine, which I endeavoured to embody in the fol-
lowing verses. Were it not in gratification of a
certain propensity we have for rhyming occasionally
I would prefer prose, as perhaps a better, as being
a more fashionable, mode of expressing our ideas.
Excuse the rhyme, therefore, here given under the
name of

SOLITARY REFLECTIONS.

I am here like a visiting dream of the night,
All unknowing alike as unknown;

I am here like a mote in a beam of the light
For to-day, and to-morrow I'm gone.

And, oh! where did I sleep when these hills towering steep
Rose in rocks o’er the wide waters blue ?

‘Was my substance at rest in the bed of the deep,
Or afloat in the air and the dew?

All at rest in the stone, or at rage in the storm,
It hath pass’d through a long pristine hour,

Till call'd forth to assume this new change of form
By the charm of a wonderful power!

And this power still remains, and for ever maintains
Its original force, all divine!

Since this matter through the blood of a million's veins
Hath enlapsed its way into mine.
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By the way, Combe is an amazingly ingenious
author, and, right or wrong—or, rather, right and
wrong—takes up a striking position in the field of
Physiology, making a capital figure by his produc-
tions. His phrenological plans might very much
conduce to the improvement of our race, could he
continue to carry them out into general practice as
easily as some of our half-deified generals can lead
out a sixty thousand “flowers of chivalry” to dash
out each others’ brains on a sunny morning, in the
“good old cause” of upholding the “good old sys-
tems.” But he will find it not quite so easy to set
a~going his vehicle on a new railroad to perfection
as it is to feed on taxes, and lead the will by the old
propensities. Steam and gas are more manageable.
“It is amazing,” says sister Nanny yesterday, “what
wiles Diabolous used in old Bunyan’s ‘Holy War’ to
besiege and keep the town of Mansoul.” ¢ Yes,”
replies my wife, “he is spared of much trouble now-
a~days, for I doubt we are all going his way of our
own accord.” “The world was never wickeder than
now” has been the complaint in all ages, and any
plan to make it less so is surely desirable.

Combe’s grand theory would doubtless make beau-
tiful practice, since the world, verily rectified by any
fair-play method, might be much more comfortable
to live in; but then I doubt whether he has cal-
culated on the necessary means for carrying his
scheme into fashion. He might first require an Act
of Parliament to establish a standing order of college-
taught phrenologists to take a physical and moral
superintendence of that matter over all parishes; to

examine the heads of young couples in regard to the
L
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of consolation for the present generation, as well as
of our sympathy for all who have passed through the
ordeal of this life since the creation of man. And
since even in our present life’s very best condition,

‘ The soul, uneasy, and confined at home,
Rests and expatiates in a life to come,”

we naturally long for a further outcoming in the
individual instance, and strain eagerly at even the
idea of it.

Any one who can suggest any plan of present im-
provement has a claim to our respect and thanks,
providing he can do so without infringing the charter
on which we hold for a future resurrection to eternal
life. But although in Combe’s « Constitution of Man”
there is much that is morally excellent and beauti-
fully written, worthy to be acted upon—though
gospel precepts are therein acknowledged and ap-
proven, and a future state mot denied—yet, having in
his system put man upon another footing in regard
to his original creation, our scripture account of his
perfect formation, his fall, and redemption is thereby
set aside or tacitly denied, and consequently the New
Testament doctrine of our resurrection to eternal
life blown to the winds, for which deprivation of
hope he has nothing to offer us instead, but an in-
finitely less reward, for even a far more troublesome
exertion, than that plain, beautiful system of conduct
which the scriptures have been pressing on our at-
tention in the best form of word and doctrine. Now,
though the doctrine of a resurrection to eternal life
were even to turn out to have been a delusion, yet
we cannot afford to lose the present comfort of
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experience, even his privations and misery from
miscalculation and misconduct, though urged most
seriously in example for the son’s consideration, can
scarcely be once thought of, far less counted upon
by the son, until the young fool have gone the same
round of aberration, and bent under the same pres-
sure of consequences. Nay, even the same grey-
haired human being, in the midst of all his mortifying
compunctions, will, by almost no diversity of path or
circumstance, doit* into the same slough again ere
ever the dust of the former mud be well brushed
from his heels. This tendency to “following the
bent of body or of mind” keeps the individual,
even the family, nay, the world itself, in continued
depression of life and spirits. From this has also
arisen in illinformed minds some false Turkish ideas
of fatality. It appears that people have a desire to
strain all points to suit their own immediate views,
as well as to lighten their conscience of a moral cul-
pability.

Phrenology is also tenaciously maintained, as well
as denied, on the score of these opinions, more par-
ticularly than from attention to the proofs of its
reality in the constitution of our nature. This is
weak reasoning also, seeing that our nature and
moral responsibility remain the same, whether we
investigate the mechanism as conducive to the pre-
ponderance of affections, or refrain from so doing.
And the denial that there is an existing second cause
of the variety of character and affection in the con-
stitution of the human economy is just on a par of
weakness with the idea that any diversity of brain,

* Walk stupidly. :
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their intellectual nature, is, perhaps, in a fanciful
anticipation, shooting beyond the mark, as it argues
little wisdom or discernment to augur a coming hour
of universal perfection on earth from t4is means; since
nothing is more clear than that the earthly constitu-
tion of things will ever prevent the greater propor-
tion of mortals from becoming sufficiently scientific
to even get acquainted with that as a saving science;
and that they would not be careful of it though they
did is sufficiently demonstrable by the lives of many
of the masters of science in the present day, who,
while talking pompously of the “march of intellect,”
march their own minds out of much that is moral and
intellectual.

Had this been the supreme method by which our
Maker and Preserver meant men to be governed
and directed to their chief good, so many ages of
confusion, sin, and misery would not have been
suffered to elapse without a Spurzheim or a Combe
having been put forward with the comfortable sav-
ing science; or just to have made us all merely
instinctive beings at once, like the other animals,
would have answered the end of Combe’s reforma-
tion as well, and much more easily.

Faith in Christ the Redeemer, which worketh by
love, leading us to renounce the evil affections and
gross lusts of the flesh, purifying the heart, and leav-
ing it a clean residence for the Spirit of holiness, free
to the incitements of a regenerated will, inclining
to justice, benevolence, faith, hope, and charity,
which is love, is the nearest and clearest way of
amriving at the wished-for perfection of our nature,
and the bliss which it is capable of enjoying;
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and this by whatever inequalities our heads are dis-
tinguishable.
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CHAPTER XV.

el N the narrative of a little life it may look
o5 Wl incongruous thus to lay the two ends to-

Al gether, combining in the same short chapter
the amusements of boyhood with the acquirements
of age. But then, it may be recollected that be-
tween 1799, the time of which I write, and the
present year, 1841, more progress has been made
in arts and sciences than in at least all the preceding
fifteen hundred years taken together. The effects
have been astonishing !—the very elements brought
into subserviency to grand human purposes, and
more general knowledge—I would fain hope moral
as well as physical—evolved and diffused amongst
the mass of the human race. Nor is it strange that
even I, existing in an agricultural district compara-
tively isolated from every grand source or mart of
such movements, still, upon the same philosophical
principle that a wag of your finger agitates the
universe—even I, simple as I am, have not got
through these forty years without feeling the influ-
ence of the grand motion, and I may be allowed to
reason as well as another.

A wonderful change had then begun to take place
in the world, the influence of which was extending
into the very fibrous roots of society. As the light
of science began to dawn on the public mind, and
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and useful observations, which would have afforded
me amusement at least in reviewing the past colour
of my mind under all sorts of excitations; hopes, and
fears, with their consequent effects and sympathies,
now fled on the wing of time, and vanished in the
shades of the past, to be succeeded by others equally
interesting in their hour, but which the worn sensi-
bilities cannot so acutely feel and recall.

For previously to this time the rural life in Scot-
land had presented a more primitive appearance than
it now does; nor had the smaller farming classes
taken up any measured distance from their trades-
men neighbours. But now their wives, hitherto as
plain as a barn door, under first low-taken leases and
war-rising markets, began to look up to and imitate
the style of small gentry. The tenant or his son
began to ride a mad blood horse to market; pro-
bably dined at the Club, if the number of his farm
acres would sanction his admittance amongst the
more extensive holders (for they seemed as nice in
their distinctions as much higher gentry); likely be-
came a Yeomanry-Cavalry man, bold and terrible,
to smite or terrify every poor, hungry tradesman
neighbour who should give so much as a mouse-
cheep about equitable rights in opposition to arbi-
trarily-assumed privilege. Hence, as they a-field
became mighty, the mistress at home grew quite
madamish ; while a pianoforte and other et ceteras
must be had for Miss the daughter. But as soon as
their first leases expired their rents rose to a pitch
above the average return of crops, and hence, after
all their straining and worrying, and their ruining
of classes below them, they generally broke down,
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oligarchial absurdity rode rough-shod over the rights
of common existence.

From the start of the war-cry against French
Liberalism began our national consumption, Pitt’s
paper currency, his borrowing system, his most sub-
lime hoax (as a blind to the national beast), the
curious sinking-fund, with its bottom somewhere out
below the bottomless pit. These things had then a
strange effect upon common life, as well as a beauti-
ful entail of debt on the productive portion of the
community, which will be ever paying, and never
paid, till the consummation of all things.

Meanwhile, under the power of science, steams,
and gases, trade was becoming unprecedentedly pro-
ductive of the necessaries and luxuries of life; hence
of capital, which wealth, being abstracted by the aris-
tocratic governing party, was lavished in hundreds
of millions on wars and alliances to bear down
-liberality of sentiment, and keep the world arrested
at the old dark-age point, that point supposed the
best calculated to suit their own personal views and
interests.

In this national struggle of production and con-
sumption, my condition has, in common with that of
millions, been exposed to the smothering pressure of its
soul-corroding influence. Living in this corn district,
where all things have in consequence been twisted
into a form too unnaturally strained for the rational
and lasting operation of the parts, I have seen new
adventurers run on farming in the belief that, under
landed-interest-supporting parliaments, oats would
continue rising in price to the end of time! the con-
sequence being that agricultural independence suc-
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insult. I tried it, and found it suit, and have never
through life had occasion to swerve much from it.
It has never prevented me from holding or maintain-
ing my own opinion, but only regulated the manner
of expressing or enforcing it. The only difficulty of
maintaining this disposition lies in preserving the true
criterion between points of principle and the casual
occurrences of life, which latter, when divested of
their imaginary interests and importance, are often
mere trifles of inferior consequence. And, when
points of principle come in the way, modest firmness
has always secured to me, in maintaining my prin-
ciples, general respect and exemption from insult.

Upon the whole, I began then rightly to regard
my own mind as the only wealth of property I should
ever possess in this world, and therefore I determined
to take care of its health, whatever might be the ser-
vitude to which the attached body might be sub-
jected. I conceived that the best friendship I was
ever likely to have in life was to be on first-rate
terms with my own mind, and therefore I resolved
to be always watchful that no one principle of it
should ever take advantage to abuse or betray
another. The young mind is inventive. I often
then used in imagination to play at life, and amuse
myself by supposing myself in awkward situations
and predicaments, and I would go through the whole
like a drama, and find that I could always come off
with my own approbation at least, however unrea-
sonable the other party might be.

I have often since, however, found many people
more unreasonable in life than I could then picture
them to my imagination; yet, in general, kindliness

M
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integrity of feeling, which threw my thoughts for-
ward into future days, and led me to overlook, if
not to despise, the trifling privations, or vexations,
or false opinions of the then present. For a fifty or
gsixty years’ life appeared like some very indefinite
term, stretching away into almost interminable dis-
tance; and what might not one acquire and do in
that time was the grand speculation.

I felt these stirrings of hope and joy often
strengthen my heart when in the fields, and more
particularly when alone in a wood on a winter day.
There was always something in a winter day pecu-
liarly grand to my imagination, while it appeared
as if there were a temporary suspension in the pro-
gress of outward nature—as if all were on a pause,
awaiting a new divine commission to proceed on the
journey of general life. For even the leafless trees
appeared to me as sensitive objects—stationary, calm,
and contemplative, imbued with as much sagacious
reflection as certain orders of living beings.

During all my youth I felt as if there was a spirit
in everything, even in the calm of nature around
me; and I have not yet, under all the “pitiless pelt-
ings” of fifty winter’s storms, got quit of these same
feelings, nor is it, I think, desirable that I should.
Hence, I feel vexed to see these woods at Eiliestoun,
where I then experienced such feelings, now being
dug up by new proprietors, who seem to have more
taste for Iago’s injunction, “Put money in thy purse,”
than for all the sylvan beauty of creation.

All this while poetry kept its place as the darling
jewel of my soul. It was to me what I suppose
the miser’s gold is to him—a private treasure of the
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a sodger in the American war.” “Who is Andrew
Scott, Peggy?” inquired I. “Bless me! do ye no
ken Andrew Scott o’ Bowden, wha thrashes at Whin-
field, barnman there this winter? He stops there a’
the week, and gangs hame on Saturday nights. He
has made mony a bonnie sang, and nice poems, too,
and is a kindly, quiet man as ye ever saw—aye sae
blythe and weel pleased. If ye wad gang up in the
fore-supper-time, an’ crack wi’ him about poetry, his
heart wad rise, for he’ll ha’e naething to amuse him
at nichts yonder but a book, for he’s aye readin’ or
writin’, or tweedlin’ on the fiddle.”

This conversation occurred early on a winter even-
ing. So out I sallied, and flew like a meteor over a
mile of ground to Whinfield, dropt in to the farmer’s
kitchen, and found Andrew Scott, my friend to be,
sitting on a form seat, tailoring his old grey coat,
which had got very poetically out at the elbows.
Though I felt abashed to tell my errand in the
hearing of the rest of the inmates, yet at one glance
I saw he was just the very thing for me—a tight,
handy-like man, of middle age and stature, with a
face kind and inviting. I must, of course, break the
suspense, and tell my errand, which was done in
gimple enough terms. I said I was very fond of
poetry, and that I had learned that he wrote poems
and songs occasionally, and had come to request him
to let me hear something of the kind. He seemed to
measure the stripling before him as exactly as could
perhaps be done with a look, and then very invit-
ingly asked if I ever tried to write verses myself. I
said I had, but could never please myself so well as
to think any of them worth preservation; yet from
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for ever. Andrew had a better idea, and had cele-
brated the matter very much to my taste. I then
considered him to be likely the best of all unprinted
poets, and I daresay my praise and observations,
simple as they must have been, even gave him
encouragement, since a very few years afterwards
he published, by subscription, a very neat volume of
poems, which, though not of a high-flaming cast, did
nevertheless express much of the native manners of
common country life, impressed with the ingenuous
simplicity of his own mind.

He was of a truly religious cast of mind, and his
conversation was far superior to his poetry. He was
cool, and reflective, and patient under his general lot
through life, which was in the humblest walk of day
labour, bordering on poverty. He delighted in the
employment of dressing hedges, though for the most
part engaged as a flail barn-man or thrasher of
corn.

On the occasion of publishing the first edition of
his poems in Edinburgh, he had fallen into acquaint-
ance with individuals among the eminent characters
of the age. Mr. Watson, one of the few most justly-
famed artists of the day, who had taken a fancy for
Andrew more as a man than as a poet, gave him an
excellent portrait of himself in a present, which was at
the time estimated to be worth thirty guineas. This
painting, like everything else, had a history of its
own, too. It stood some years in Mr. Watson’s
famed exhibition, and at last was packed and sent
to Andrew at Bowden, but was miscarried, and lost
for ten or twelve years, when it again dropt back on
Mr. Watson, who again sent it out to Andrew, and
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the south-west corner of Bowden Parish Church. I
came home as quietly reflective as the nature of such
events is calculated to make us; and in such cases a
feeling of desertedness pervades the heart (and this
altogether apart from worldly considerations), as if
some particular prop were gone, the bare idea of
which had helped to steady our slippery footing on
the verge of this life.

Andrew had republished his poems several times,
with considerable additions of new matter; but he
seemed a little behind his day to get even his due
quantum of fame, as the new-school English poetry
had begun to supersede the Scotch dialect, in which
none could come after Burns (our northern star) to
shine equally bright. Even superior ability, suppose
such possible, could not now have gained equal cele-
brity. There can be but one Shakspeare and one
Burns.

Only one ballad of Andrew’s seemed ever to get
very popular, having found its way into some col-
lections, and even the theatre itself. This was
“Simon and Jannet,” written on the occasion when
the beacons were accidentally lighted on all the hills
around, and gave a false alarm that Buonaparte had
landed for invasion in January, 1804.

Out of many of Andrew’s anecdotes I can at pre-
sent recollect two, which may be worthy of relating.
They had, in his regiment in America, a Jamie some-
body, a very short, squat fellow, who was quite below
standard pitch, but was kept as wrestling bully of
the regiment. Running short of vegetables, they
had eyed a Yankee field of turnips, and stolen out
occasionally in small night parties, at all risk of
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chose some pieces of wood, and with a pocket-knife,
his only tool, formed a fiddle, and in a few days had
her ready for the strings. These at last he contrived
to procure, and got her strung and tuned up, when
she sounded remarkably well, everything considered.
The dance was immediately commenced, and instead
of their former listlessness and low gambling, here
was a new incitement to life and healthful exercise.
In the course of a few weeks their barrack sheds
were half stripped of fir-deal for fiddle bellies, and
ere long a number, something like fifteen or five-and-
twenty, were all screeding on together—spirit and
life everywhere. The Yankees without, entering
also into the spirit of the thing, became more and
more friendly, and brought them all the necessaries
they wanted.

Long after I first knew Andrew he wrote “An
Address to the Fiddle,” a very pretty Scotch poem,
of which I shall here give a few stanzas:—

“ Wi’ cunning art and knack o’ lear
Hath science op’d her bosom bare,
In catgut, hollow wood, and hair ;

Wha ance wad thoucht

The soul o’ music lurking there
Should thence be broucht ?

“When Boreas bauld, wi’ surly breeze,
Blew through amang the rocking trees;
When sair he did thy branches teaze,

Thou little thoucht
In thy auld age some fool to please
By art thus wroucht.

“ When ye the juice o’ earth did tipple,
Ye didna ken but sile o’ kipple,*

* ¢ The sill of the couple” is the piece of tlmber on which the rafter
rests, in the roof of a house.
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Or stock to some auld wife’s lint ripple,
Might be your fate,

Or else condemn’d to hang a faple
Some dowie gate.

““Now bless your fate, your station’s snug,
Sentenc’d to mony a blythsome hug;
Wi’ your but-end up to my lug

Ye may be canty ;
Sae let me gi'e your strings a tug
Whene’er I want ye.”
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CHAPTER XVL

Though * These are foolish things to all the wise,
Yet “I love wisdom more than she loves me;
My tendency is to philosophise
On most things, from a tyrant to a tree.”
DoN Juan; canto 6, stanza 63.

O return to the point I left in my simple
}| narrative, though I had now seen a living
: poet, and one likely to be a new friend, yet
it was not till some years afterwards that we fell into
frequent communication. During this time I was
again left to my serious reasoning, to settle in my
mind various phenomena both in the natural and the
moral world. My perceptions of individual character
were, on account of being limited, perhaps the more
acute. This is reasoning upon the principle that the
more concentrated the powers the more powerful
and irresistible their force. Brain and gunpowder
may be thus compared: the force of their action
is greater under certain confined limits than when
diffused loosely over a more extended surface.

I was, in fact, a stranger to any proper notion of
the great world, and knew only a few human beings
around me—although my ideas were a little more
extended than those of the old woman who, for the
first time, had strayed from her natal village to the
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consequence, and profitless.” I saw this was very
true in regard to themselves, who could remain con-
tent with dark ignorance about whatever was not
material meat and drink; but then so could not I,
as such subjects were ever, in spite of myself, recur-
ring to my imagination, and pressed for solution,
right or wrong.

The idea also of how stones which were dug from
a depth came to be polished was another pheno-
menon which puzzled me; for I had a notion that
they had not at the creation been made by the
fingers of divinity just in the shapes in which I
found them ; and how such a mixture of kinds and
colours should be got amongst clay on the edge of
a precipice, or at the dug-depth of a draw-well, was
very perplexing. But I had by this time somehow
got the notion of the Newtonian system of the earth’s
diurnal whirl in my head, to which I added the work-
ings of Noah’s flood, washing up all the surface to
a great depth, breaking up rocks, levelling former
heights, and filling former hollows, on a tremendously
grand scale, as our rivulets are seen to do on a
smaller one when highly flooded. This seemed to
solve the matter, and the idea occupied my mind
in a kind of floating way without any attempt at
going deeper into the question, until within a very
few years back, when the study of geology became
popular, even amongst common tradesmen; and this
has already, on the inductive principle, tended to clear
up these matters.

My friend, William Kemp, of Galashiels, has lately
conceived, and now plainly demonstrated, that the
terraces on the Eildon Hills, and all the hills around
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and turreted abbeys, the nursing boxes of supersti-
tion and low roguery, built in the sacred name of
religion; and when we hear them speak of “the
good old times™ as of some blessed era or golden
age, vanished soon after the beginning of Time; and
then think that now, only some ten or twenty years
later, we grasp a larger idea, and behold all these,
which in their conceptions constituted grandeur,
greatness, and power, as the mere bagatelle ruins
of yesterday, founded in lawless oppression and
enthusiastic ignorance, flourishing their short hour,
and at length swept off by the better information
and just indignation of a more common-sense gene-
ration ; their appropriated sites and ruins grasped up,
of course, and taken in possession by the land-worms
—our all over-reaching and self-constituted aristo-
cracy; and all this while the neighbouring hills have
resumed their annual verdure through immemorial
time, far out beyond the date of ephemeral man, the
insect of yesterday, we behold an interesting monu-
ment of the divine eternal Being, and the principles
upon which He proceeds in preparing fitting habita-
tions for His various offspring.

For instance, Sir Walter Scott sat in the midst of
this district to a good old age, and devoted a mind
of considerable ability to the building for himself a
monumental house and a name out of materials fer-
reted from amongst the dirty rubbish of a few very
late ages—three-fourths of the whole, of course, a
mere low bagatelle of literary flummery. It would
have confounded his poor idea of greatness to have
been told that William Kemp, the cooper (now gas-
maker) of Galashiels, one of his door-neighbours

N
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their powers or application not being then under-
stood, not even their existence ascertained. No
Humphry Davy or James Watt had yet come for-
ward with their sublime discoveries to illume our
world and improve the general condition of human
life. And amongst the classes with which I fell to
be associated the very idea that such qualities existed
in nature would have been thought not only ridicu-
lous, but a most irreligious presumption, not to be
named or tolerated without an attached stigma of
impious profanity.

The liability of the mind to superstltlon, and its
influence on the mind, is a strange phenomenon in
the constitution of our human nature, more difficult
to be analyzed than gas. For, seeing enough of it
in individuals who are generally esteemed wise and
religious, I was frequently then touched with it, and
remained sometimes for days and weeks together
under its influence. And hence occasional qualms
of suspicion, that it might possibly be presumptuous
in me, and, perhaps, in the nature of things unwar-
rantable, to attempt to pry into and investigate the
secret workings of divine power in nature, which
would have been but a poor attempt, after all, with-
out the means of improving upon any idea, however
simple, that might differ from the commonly received
opinion on anything. The effect of this superstition
on my mind was something not unlike that of sus-
picion in animals, only that the animal suspicion
seems the more reasonable use of faculty, as it arises
in an animal from the fear that a man may catch,
strike, or kill it; while a man is superstitious from
a false idea that divinity may harm him—a far more






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 197

for a life-time. An imaginative mind is as good, at
any rate, as a magnifying glass, as Ebenezer Elliott
has lately illustrated in his most admirable poem on
the “ Wonders of the Lane.” That poem is all so rich
that T cannot kelect a single quotation.

I was lately, however, talking of myself, when
a poor, ragged, half-starved lad, sincerely pitying
even the rich proprietors of hills and valleys for
their apathy. Now, it is clear that there is nothing
of which any man knows less than by whom he
may be either pitied or despised. How little, for
instance, does often the sagacious teacher compre-
hend that the simple, musing boy may be mentally
busy in taking a pretty exact measure of his master’s
mind and disposition. Aye, we talk of mind, but
what is mind ?—that wondrous power so superior
to all known gas. Electric fluid is materially heavy,
coarse, and combustible in comparison; so capable
of motion and extension that the light loses it on
journeys; that it can at will confine itself within a
needle’s eye, or swell abroad and fill all space; now
nestling with the sparrow in the thatch, and anon
playing in the sunshine of other systems, or musing
on the frozen poles of planets belonging to other
suns, flaming in regions far beyond the range of our
best telescopes.

By-the-bye, 1 would give all I am worth in the
world to have a bodily eye-peep through one of
these great forty-feelers at some of our own sun’s
planets flashing through the blue, with their natural
offspring, the Misses Moons, around them. But I
suppose this ardent spirit must await in patience
until it has “shuffled off this mortal coil” before
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these heavenly fields shall be laid open to its admi-

ration,

Oh! may we entertain a hope of grace

That spirits of the sav’d be free to roam

Abroad amongst celestial orbs of bliss,

Even to expatiate in a boundless home ;

With still expanding powers to admire and trace
The wonders of eternity to come!

But let us fold imagination’s wings,

There’s interest enough in nearer things.



AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 199

CHAPTER XVIL

Fr_-ﬁ HERE is a great body of phenomena in the
NS 2ad human mind and feelings of which I am
= not certain if they have ever been rightly
investigated or noted in any kind of writing. And
yet I cannot pretend to be the individual able to
note and express these in such a style as would be
generally understood, and consequently render them
useful as landmarks in the ocean of life. There is
one of these more easily to be observed than ac-
counted for, which is this:—When a poor family
have lived in a country hamlet or single cottage
for a few years, they grow so attached to the spot
that they become, as it were, indigenous to it, and
the more deserted and miserable the situation is, the
more closely do they seem to cling to it, till hardly
any poverty will ferret them out. They become
somehow like cattle in a burning byre or stable,
that will not budge for smoke and flame till driven
forth by human force. In fact, nothing but the
hounds of rigorous oppression can hunt them from
the locality. A

Although we had felt nothing but general poverty,
and often bitter want, in this hamlet cottage for four
years, it was yet a saddening tale to be told us that
the landlord wanted the house for another tenant.
The family sorrow, though great on this account,

’ Q(‘
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ward or westward in a fertile district of country,
being lairds wherever they went, and slack in hand;
but it was very different for a family who could not
find sixpence to buy the day’s provision to set out
to seek a new habitation amongst our impoverished
villages. My father must look out, however; which
he did, and he succeeded at length in renting a
single end apartment of a cottage in this village of
Lessudden (St. Boswells) from an old widow who
kept her three orphan grandchildren. The same
day, calling at a village shop, which was also a
public-house and bakehouse, the landlord (James
Dickson, a free, good-hearted soul) gave him the
promise of a cart-load or two of long broom in gift
for the rooting up to begin with for summer fuel.
This broom grew on the East Haugh, that field on
which the south or west end of Merton Bridge is
now placed. So, on a fine May day he and I came
down to hoe it up, and hearing that it lay on Tweed-
side I brought down my rowan tree sapling fishing-
rod, and had a spell at the trouting, wading middle
deep in what is now dyked up into a cauld pool (or
dub) for Merton Mill, where I caught a large strap
of large trouts, to my father’s great admiration. I
found then that the Tweed trouts were more capri-
cious and shy in their rising than the Ayle-water ones,
yet they were generally much larger, and required
only greater patience and attention to entice them.
It brought me in mind of Thomson’s hymn on
the “Seasons,” where he speaks of the Almighty
bounty spreading a common feast for all that lives.
No famine now, thought I, for the summer at least,
and so, in strict adherence to that poet’s advice,






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 203

very poor. A duke or other aristocrat is protected
by his influence and power of patronage, mail proof
against all the tiger-claws of justice: indeed, he is
the hereditary maker of what is called country jus-
tice. A country cobbler, or other penniless sinner,
is, like other lean animals, useless as a prey, not
worth baiting a legal trap for.

Well, the term day came, when our furniture was
laid on a cart, and we trudged by the side of it down
to St. Boswells Green—I, with my poor sister’s son
on my back, a fine child two and a half years old.
The first person we met as we approached the inn
at the Green was James Ross, the innkeeper’s second
son. “You're welcome here,” says Jamie, holding
out his hand to me, when my heart flew to him—
something in the same way of feeling, I suppose,
though in very different circumstances, that Jonathan’s
did to David while he spoke with King Saul, his
father; for the heart beats much the same, I believe,
when it gets full room for fair-play, be it in the
breast of a king’s son or that of a cobbler. As I
saw at the time, and found afterwards, Jamie had
all the generosity of good sense and good feeling,
though he was in the main as poorly circumstanced
as myself. Besides, I had accidentally met with him
some time before about our blacksmith’s shop, and
found him possessed of intelligence far beyond my
own degree; nor could I then conceive how he had
come by it. But the fact was, he had seen more of
life than I had about his father’s inn, was a year or
80 older than myself, and had read a good deal from
the St. Boswells Library, which had been founded
some three years previously by Captain Erskine, the
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We had little reading the first summer, as I was
required to work now more closely, and they were
engaged in various kinds of labour about their
fathers’ farms. We could only meet occasionally on
evenings, or on Sunday afternoons take a walk about
Tweedside, which was to each a kind of social feast
of soul. Although they had the use of their fathers’
shares of the subscription library, and so could read
for their own part, they durst not risk the five
shilling penalty of lending a volume, and as I could
by no possible means purchase a share at fourteen
shillings, I had to depend on other sources of amuse-
ment. My fishing excursions became also inter-
rupted from an illness taken in the beginning of
the autumn, some sort of slow fever, which left a
continued stitch in the side that greatly prevented
exertion. My friends and neighbours believed me
in consumption, the prevalent disease of that time;
but I had hope myself, which, I think, arose, from a
vigorous, keen relish of life, and a conviction that my
lungs were still in good order. Dr. Oliver made me
keep an open blister on my side for some months till
the stitch left me, and I got well. Fishing, which
was blamed as the cause, was forbidden, and from
inability indeed prevented. The most congenial
amusement in its stead that next offered, though
very foolish, was adopted, and afterwards carried
to a ridiculous excess. This was the snaring and
taming of birds.

Willie Ovens, the village cooper, bred canaries, for
which I had at first no love, from their loud, yelping
song; but I bought from him, for fifteen-pence, a
hen goldfinch in an old cage. That bird could not
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I often yet wonder on recollection at my father’s
patience in allowing me to block up the very light
of our workshop window with birds’ cages. But,
perhaps, he feared that the prohibition of this might
drive me into still worse pursuits, for he could not.
miss to perceive the ardour with which I then
entered into the heart of all I set about.

In following this pursuit, I was, however, not with-
out many a qualm of conscience from the thought
of depriving the bird of its native liberty and the
common rights of its nature; but I quieted my mind
with the reflection that it was from a pure love to
the creature I engaged in it, which I meant to make
so very cowfortable in other respects, in the character
of my own dear companion. I knew this reasoning
was false in the main; but it is astonishing upon’
what untenable grounds the mind will found a plea
to sanction a favourite passion, the propriety of which
becomes, as it were, established from daily custom,
and the example of others who account themselves
people of taste.

I would on occasions, however, get very thought-
ful on the subject, and reason myself into the resolu-
tion of giving up the amusement; but then, here
was a stock on hand, which it always puzzled me
how to dispose of properly. Some might not be
able after confinement to shift for themselves in the
fields, and to sell them with the cages, or present
them to acquaintances, was not, in a moral point of
view, any mending of the matter. And these paltry
arguments (such as Washington would probably
make to himself in excuse for retaining his house-
hold slaves after he had gained the liberty of a
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want of landed property, form a disqualification.
Suppose this assumption valid in equity—which it
is not—are those who find themselves born rich
enough, and suppose themselves therefore wise
enough, to govern for others, excusable in acts of
general legislation calculated to condemn the land-
less millions of their fellow-men to a servile condition,
from which it is impossible to rise into what the more
fortunate, in their selfishness, may be pleased to term
a qualified state of rationality ?

Were the bodies of men only thus subjected to
a life of moil for the benefit of tyrants, it would be
the less matter; but that a human soul should be
thus doomed to remain in uncultivated degradation
throughout the term of its earthly probation, and
returned to its Maker, not ouly like an unimproven
talent, but an abused gift, is a saddening considera-
tion. This effect of partial legislation is a general
departure from the chief end of man, and is cal-
culated to make every thinking being to sit down
and imitate the ancient prophet of Israel in writing
Lamentations. It is not, “How are the mighty
fallen?” but, How are the millions kept low, de-
graded in ignorance, and lost for lack of knowledge ?

Oh! how is the glory of man debas'd ?
While the heaveus are concern’d in his fate!

The mass is sunk low that a few may be rais'd
To prance in the madness of State!

Christianity is the only principle hitherto promulgated

which is calculated to reform the world, individually

and generally; yet its influence has, properly speak-

ing, been hitherto much confined to the first or indi-

vidual case. The single Christian may take up his
0
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CHAPTER XVIIL

NOTHER equally foolish passion, which had
hitherto been partially suppressed, was be-
ginning to take a fixed possession of my

fancy. This was for the old affair, the gun, which

was now employed with the intention principally of
shooting small birds for the feathers for fish fly-dress-
ing, though this was only a part of the business, as,
in fact, it was impossible to restrain it to less than
direct poaching, as our gentry term every intromis-
sion with their legal encroachments on the natural
rights of the general species. This was vigorously
set about, since whatever started or flew across
within range of my borrowed fowling-piece shared
equal fate—the hare tumbled heels up, the partridge
down. As the less noise a poacher makes the better,
and as powder and shot was to me a matter of con-
siderable consequence, I blew very little away at
risk—indeed, hardly ever fired without a confidence
approaching to a certainty of aim and distance; and
there is not a field or wood, bank, glen, or hedge
around the parish but has echoed to the crack of some
morning, evening, or midnight poaching adventure
of mine. Ross and Anderson both tried the gun
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witcheraft; but wearying to make out its meaning
at the time, I set it down to the old proverb, “The
madness of a March hare,” and bagged it for dinner.
There is a cause for everything under the sun, as
well as above it, if we could only contrive to discern
it; so this young hare’s frolic I afterwards conceived
to arise from the first impression of the genial in-
fluence on its natural constitution, before even the
creature’s instinct had given it a decided feeling of
what it would be at.

The pheasant had been then only newly introduced
into some gentlemen’s preserves, such as Lord Somer-
ville’s, at The Pavillion, above Melrose ; Lord Hume’s,
at The Hirsel, &c. The first cock pheasant that had
been ever seen about St. Boswells had been hunted for
a month, and fired at by all the poachers in our parish.
It was a single bird, and rather shy. Surprising me
in its flight direct over-head one morning, it dropped
at my foot exactly at the dropping well. I skinned
and stuffed it.

The starling, which had been plentiful in olden
times, had entirely forsaken our district before my
life-time. They returned here again in 1826, and
have since nested and bred with us as plentifully as
sparrows. I tamed one of the first nest I saw. This
was in 1828, and it is still alive and healthful at fifteen
years old.

The brown squirrel was not known here until in-
troduced a few years ago, but is now numerous,
despite all means adopted for their destruction.

I think I have shot every kind of bird and beast
of the district here excepting a fox, a badger, and
an otter, a kingfisher, and a wild-goose, of which in
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and look about me. Ihad saved some eighteenpence
with which to hold my fair, and had proceeded but a
short way into the market, when I perceived a man
laying out a few books on a stand. Curiosity led me
to take a look at them, when among the first that
took my eye was a coarse, sewed-up copy of Burns’
“Poems.” I inquired the price. *Sixteenpence,”
says the proprietor of the stall. I immediately down
with my dust, and, pocketing the volume, turned
homeward. Just to have a quiet peep I retired into
the heart of a straggling blackberry bush outside our
shop window, and there commenced a new course of
heart and nerve-shaking raptures. It was a keén-
fixed-glance sort of reading, at wherever I happened
to open, interrupted only with alternate bursts of
* irrepressible laughter or tears, agreeably with cir-
cumstance of text or feeling. No such day of keen
soul-felt enjoyment through life have I experienced
since. A certain of kind of delirium pervaded my
mind. The fair was neglected: its distant hum
sounded like a water-fall, but it was unheeded.
What I had formerly only partially heard of Burns
had given me but little idea of this grand opening
up. A kind of pleasure was produced, such as is
produced by an interesting dream. In fact, I was
ere evening as drunk with poetic rapture as any
rustic in the fair likely was with love and whisky.
These poems brought not so much the idea of a
new creation into my mind, as a new illustration of
that world I had seen. Here I perceived many of
the scenes of outward nature as if set in a more
rainbow point of view. Common-sense seemed also
to have taken up a proper position, while supersti-
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moral mind and genius of Scotland to be more
obliged to Burns than to all her other authors taken
together; and I remain yet much of the same
opinion, and this notwithstanding all the aspersions
alleged against his personal character, which, in a
moral and religious point of view, have been sanc-
timoniously or invidiously urged against him by the
ignorant, who did not understand him. Although it
would be with difficulty I could justify or excuse
the same alleged personal aberrations in myself, or
rather, I mean, copy the errors of his life into mine,
yet I can as well excuse them in the character of
poor Burns as in that of David and Solomon. They
were all three mortal men, and alike liable to casual
aberrations, excess, and error; while these kings of
Israel gave way under more vague temptations,
and perhaps less strong excitements to passion,
than even did Burns. Neither in those days had
they whisky-toddy, or their family’s bread to make
by looking after illicit distilleries, to lay them under
extra temptations to intemperance, to lead them
into rest-disturbing debts, or stimulate them to im-
propriety.

Though Burns has been sometimes quoted to
sanction irregularity of conduct, yet are his writings,
upon the whole, more free of anything appreaching
to any species of infidelity than most free writings
of his or perhaps of any other age, and there is
also less of self-seeking or time-serving fust about
them. He seemed to have discovered the true link
of sympathy between his own soul and the souls
of others, and the sublime art of passing that fine
subtle influence, like electric fluid, through every
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poetry, which is above encomium, but only to his
principles, for he has hardly emitted a stanza in which
some principle of his mind is not impressed upon
his reader: hence the intrinsic value of his poetry.
Burns does not seek, like some authors of even great
celebrity, to amuse you for his own pride and interest,
and to put you at his feet all the while. He takes
you out with himself, arm in arm, as his equal, while
he shows you all the way along how to think, to
act, and to endure—what to be amused with, what
to love and revere, what to hate, to scorn, and to
despise. Though I admire all his poems, excepting
just a few, which have been carelessly written from
the impulse of hurried feelings, or under particular
excitements in jovial moments (his publishers having
drained his manuscripts to the dregs), yet over the
whole the “Mouse,” “Daisy,” and “ Winter Night,”
as well as those even more famed, such as the
“Cottar’s Saturday Night,” have ever been my first
favourites of all human compositions. These stand on
a level, 'at least, with the chief flowers of all author-
ship—the lasting pictures of all future times, or at
least till the language shall be lost. They are poems
of which the reader will judge for himself without
appeal; while the quibbling critic will be held in no
higher estimation than a restless house mouse which
cannot resist a desire to nibble at leaves.

As to the lyrics of Burns, they are just gems and
flowers of nature’s own garden, the most delightful,
like the ladies themselves, of whom they speak, and
so to be loved, and who also thoroughly inspired
them.
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caused still more extensive measures to be adopted for
the defence of our gentry’s precious island. Hence. a
general volunteer force was raised all over Britain,
which included the flower of the youth of the whole
kingdom. This I joined amongst above a score of
our parish lads, not so much out of any felt loyalty,
orin the passive way of being neighbourlike, as to
save myself in the event of my being drafted as a
regular militiaman. And it was lucky I did so, as,
in a short time afterwards, I was actually drawn
in the ballot (the summons still lies past me here),
but excused on account of being found an effective
volunteer. serving in the ranks of the Roxburghshire
second battalion, No. 44, head-quartcred at Kelso.
Well, here we were!—all drums, guns, bullets,
bayonets, and bravery. Songs were even composed
on the occasion. The priest, our chaplain, had one
to the air of our adopted march, “The Garb of Old
Gaul.” We were all individually served in the ranks
with a copy of it to excite our desperate daring.
It spoke something about

*On the mountains of Cheviot now present to our eyes,
The deeds of our forefathers we fondly recognise.”

“Blast the recognition,” whispered I, for I had now
seen Burns, and must despise such stuff in the shape
of song. So I wrote a kind of tarantara myself,
which pleased my cronies, Ross, Anderson, and
Co., much better than the other. Indeed, they pro-
nounced mine superlative ; but I luckily had a higher
style of taste than of composition, so I saved myself
the future blush of seeing it in print, like that of the
warlike priest’s, from the Mail office. And he has
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march, counter-march, attack, charge, retreat, retire,
and defend the day long, and then be summoned to
head-quarters in Kelso for a fortnight or three weeks’
general drill in the “fall.” The first few months of
our soldiership we were very hard drilled, and more
particularly so on account of the winter quarter set-
ting in with exceedingly raw and foggy weather, and
continuing much the same all the winter, which was
thought very favourable for Buonaparte possibly
stealing a march on our Channel fleet, with his
tremendous armament of flat-bottomed transport
boats stationed at Boulogne, Brest, &c. In conse-
quence of this, beacons were erected on all the hills
around to give signal should the French force get
out of harbour, escape our fleet, or attempt to effect
a landing; and we volunteers were harangued on
our dismissal from head-quarters to keep every man
his arms in order, and be in readiness for the first
flash of the telegraphs to rally at head-quarters on
the instant.

The three winter months had been nearly got
through, having passed drearily in point of weather,
and every day bringing alarming news of the force
and views of the French under the king of tyrants—
when, on the 31st of January following, about ten at
night, I had dropped work for the day, and run up
to Willie Ovens, the cooper, to see after the health
of his favourite canary bird, about which I was driv-
ing a bargain, when casting, according to custom, a
jealous eye to the south, I saw a red meteor-like
light in the distance, which appeared to me rather
of a dubious character, as, seen through the mist, it
might be a beacon light, though as much like Mars
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up. He seemed enthusiastic about these stirring
deeds of other years from the days of Ossian’s ghost
downwards; while I took another view of the matter,
and reasoned down his inspirations by asking him
what the servile creatures who had borne the burden
and heat of these former days had verily foughten
for but to rivet the chains of their own feudal
slaveries, and finished by picturing him and myself
lying shot, or half-shot, in some ditch on the east
coast some day or two hence, and that by some
swallow-tailed French tailor, who, poor soul! was in
all likelihood dragged or driven on in his side of the
matter, or no matter, as much against his real will and
better sense as I then was. All this, too, I pointed
out to Jamie, was to happen in the bloom of our
opening life, which our -Maker must certainly have
intended for a better purpose. “And in defence, after
all,” I asked, “of what?—of our gentry, their estates,
and their coercive and game laws both by land and
water ?—for never a thing of our own, Jamie, have
we to defend; not a poor dog, which, if we had,
would be taxed above our means, nor a cat of our
own, nor a peck of meal, nor indeed aught in the
island but the dudds* on our backs, which the devil
a Frenchman would take the trouble of stripping us
for. Frenchmen would be as polite and honourable
to even our fathers and sisters as are their present
masters, our ‘gentlemen farmers’ and landlords, to
whom they are the every-day slaves, in the name
of ‘humble servants” The names they give things
do not alter the nature of them, Jamie.

“Would our self-constituted governing landed

s

* Ragged clothes.
P
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in a blasted red tax-bought coat, in which disguise
to blow out the brains of the man we have no dislike
tol”

Jamie hummered some sort of assent to the truth
of this harangue; but Jamie’s bravery was like
that of many folks—just a kind of cock-bird passion
of the animal spirits that would answer in kind any
crouse craw, from whatever distance it could be
heard—a kind of warm animal instinct that reason
had no ready art of cooling. So, though he could
give no cut-down answer to my reasoning, he still
paddled on with an intention, like mad King Lear,
to “kill, kill, kill” all the French he might meet;
while I kept pace with him, more from having got
into the training of so marching than for any stomach
I felt for this martial glory.

On our arrival at Kelso Bridge we found our point
of road so highly palisaded, as if in defence against
the French, that we despaired of being able to scale
it, and likely would have stuck on any night but
that. This was caused by a late alteration of the
road. So in default of scaling tackle up we climbed,
by finger and toe, till on the main top, on a slippery
position, a sharp-pointed stake took a very French-
guard-like hold of my corduroy breechings, and in
my hurried descent tore me up in a most unpolite
manner. “So the campaign is fairly commenced,
Jamie,” says I; “I am down and half-stript already.”
Jamie was alert at the rescue, but all our skill could
not make any, even temporary, repair of this inde-
cent breach, for lack of pins and strings. So in we
must march through the Kelso causeway to join the
assembling force in the Cross Keys big ball-room—
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rank and file, to fill up the trenches with human
flesh, so that the ambitious prince or other leader
may pass over. But the thought is rather a serious
one to the individual who is dragged from his home,
the bosom of his family and friends, and all the
sweet, peaceful sympathies of existence, to be shot
or bayoneted for the animal pleasure, amusement,
mistake, or ambition of those rulers, who on these
accounts will not let society rest in peace; and who,
if they do succeed in their views of aggrandize-
ment, never allow us or ours to participate in their
advantages of war plunder. In short, a young man,
whose philosophy of mind could calculate on the
right his Maker has given him to the comforts of
existence, and had as poor an opinion of Buonaparte,
Georges the Third and Fourth, their House of Lords,
their Wellingtons, and all the pack of them, as I
have had, would very unwillingly condescend to be
shot to oblige such as them. I do not believe that
nations would ever think of going to war were it not
for the political machinations of their Governments.
Although I then trudged occasionally for ten years
about the fields around the district here, until in the
eye of heaven I verily thought shame of such worse
than idle conduct, exercising in the character of a
volunteer soldier, facing east and west as ordered,
yet all the while I had an utter aversion to all things
military. Their technicalities of drill-jargon were an
unqualified abomination to my natural ear, and the
prim, starch-up gait of a drill-sergeant, even in his
civil conversation, is scarcely yet endurable. How-
ever amiable in his civil capacity a man may be,
I cannot help hating man as a soldier. But it is
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less than asses. and =o. in this sense of the matter,
we certainly are, since they use us worse than such
beasts of burden, and we keep ourselves in a lower
scale of degradation than that creature; for how
often have I admired the noble spirit, the remains
of that glorious wild-mountain independence, still
unbeaten out of the ten thousandth generation of
that excellent animal the ass. I have seen a mad.
lordly-spirited gipsy lad basting the hide of the
overladen creature, which would not gratify that
absurd lord of creation by doing his dirty work upon
such terms. Though the poor Israelitish-looking
animal could not shake off his panniers, he yet
showed the sturdiness of his spirit and the grandeur
of his nature by refusing to budge a single foot. 1
wish human beings could be so wise as to imitate
that worthy, and, therefore, much man-despised,
animal, more particularly in the sturdy qualities of
its disposition rather than in its proverbial spirit of
stupidity and patient endurance.

Before being done with my soldiering, however, I
recollect I was very desirous of the downfall of that
most insolent of all upsetting scoundrels, Buonaparte,
who had the consummate impudence to set himself
up as the stationary pivot, upon which was to turn
the affairs of the universe—the one only * ME,” and
to look upon men generally as no mere man has a
right to look upon mere maggots. This he ought
not to have done, although those of the powers he
was fighting against might be as bad as he or I have
supposed them.

I was at that time only suspecting the false prin-
ciples of tyrannical domination. Had I been as well
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convinced of the thing then as I am now, I would
sooner have been dragged out and shot on a dung-
hill than have gone a-volunteering on any side of such
disputes, which was only a building up of the king-
dom of Satan, and a furtherance of his governmeut
in this world.
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CHAPTER XX.

W forgot to observe in last chapter that at the
| previous Whitsunday we had shifted into
=2 the old village farm-house then belonging
to Mrs. Kyle, beside the old school-house, my father
having taken a five years’ lease of the old stead-
ing, and, to lighten the rent, fitted up the old barn,
stable, and byre for dwelling-houses with claut and
clay chimneys and partitions—he and I having be-
come, from experience, first-rate hands at that claut
and clay work. We got old Janet Allan, with her
widowed brother Robin’s daughters, to rent the one,
Christy Donald another, and poor old Johnie Young,
then turned pack-pedlar, the third. My father sat
like a little landlord amidst so many sub-tenants.
Then James Inglis, who had been late forester at
Greenwells and Eildon Hall, under Governor Elliot,
at the sale of that estate, came down the next Whit-
sunday term, and took Mrs. Cochrane’s big orchard
and garden, separated from our katl-yard simply by
a gooseberry hedge.

James had a large family of young people—
two sons, the oldest and the youngest, Adam and
John, then weavers, as well as stroug spademen
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alighted in your cherry-tree, which from a flirt of
a wing I suspected to be either goldspinks or whin-
linties ; but, as they were silent, I lifted a little loose
clay and threw to raise them so that I might see, or
hear by their voice, which they were.” ¢ And could
you have known by their voice?” says Adam. “Of
course,” says I; “it is easy from a little acquaintance
with birds to know every one in air either by its
voice or manner of flight.” Adam, who was fond
of all kinds of observation, though then little of a
naturalist, told me some time afterwards that he took
a good feeling for me from that moment, which soon
settled into a lasting friendship; the reflection of
which burns like a light in our old cooling bosoms
to this hour, though the wide Atlantic rolls between
us.

Some few days after this occurrence, meeting me
on the street, he asked me into his shop, where he
had some curiosities of his own hand-manufacture,
one of which was a reel in a glass. I, by chance,
lifted from his loom-window a loose leaf, which,
seeing to be written, I laid down again. “Read
it if you can,” says Adam, “but the writ is bad.”
When I glanced it over, I found it home-manu-
factured love-verses, very like gooseberry wine, in
which the foreign spirits are nowise fiercely pre-
dominant. “The ideas are an age before the versi-
fication,” says I, “and both as old as the pastoral
songs in black print, or of those days that Raeburn
(our squire) speaks of ‘when people would have
hanged themselves for love, and drowned themselves
for love’—not the least like the present, when he
avers ‘you will not find ten pounds worth of love
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the consequent ebbs of exhaustion, were very con-
siderable. At this time my mind seemed in a hurry
to live, grasping at all things at once, and amassing
little. I would have wished to note down a hundred
ideas as they rushed through the mind, but had not
patience to catch or select even one of a thousand,
since it seemed such a trouble to wait and note
them down, from the want of capability to arrange
the expression to my taste. Adam, on the contrary,
was a cool philosopher, without any of my out-door
follies. He regulated his time to purpose, wrought
his hours, lectured his brother John and me occa-
sionally, and went through the week like an eight-
day clock. He had only one shortcoming, and that
was a lack of method in arranging his expression
in the communication of his best ideas, otherwise
Chalmers could not have beat him at preaching. In
many cases I had to read out his explanations as
if he had been conversing by signs; but from the
context I generally understood what he wished to
convey. And as to confidence, in our long friendship
I always have wished that I could come up to the
standard of his good opinion. I soon came to be his
man of business general, his clerk in all his affairs
of consequence, and, of course, confidant in his life’s
transactions. We could have told each other what
neither of us could tell any third person. Though
we were soon afterwards, and have been always
since, removed to different villages, yet every occa-
sional meeting was always with a rising of the heart
and spirits; and the comfort of virtuous conduct,
amidst all our world’s difficulties, was always the main
point on which we congratulated each other. The
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sciences of past discovery or invention, should next
attend to the science of the human mind, he would
be entering upon a field of investigation that he
should not be able to get through in an eternity.
Tables of logarithms and British finance that appear
so complicated are but child’s study to the more
complex machinery of the human mind—its tenden-
cies, capabilities, and so on—a very few only of the
more common traits of character having yet been
understood and defined. There is a grand develop-
ment yet forthcoming. These ideas were then, how-
ever, only in the process of opening up amongst my
door-neighbour communications, which might be
said to be a correspondence of mutual inquiry, as
we were severally all alike desirous of gaining in-
formation on every subject that seemed to lie in our
way. Our inquiries, or rather reasonings, were more
generally a kind of household philosophy than of .
a scientific character, having chiefly regard to mind
and characteristic, the nature of the affections, the
causes of their leanings, twistings, and general work-
ings, with the effects and consequences, particular
and general. Besides, Adam and John Inglis would
teach me arithmetic, which they had both learned
at school; but the lessons were always delayed till
more leisure; hence the first lesson is not taken
yet, nor ever will. I recommended to them English
grammar, as a branch of education for which I con-
ceived a keener taste. We were all to set about
these things, this last in particular; yet none of us
has ever set about either to this day and hour.
We were past our school time, and the rule-part of
the matter appeared like a drudgery to the mind, so
Q
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engaged to go with a passing drove of black cattle
to England; and on leaving them pushed forward to
London, where he continued for a few years doing
very well as a steady journeyman baker, till, in the
heat of an impress of seamen, he was carried aboard
the tender, and in a few days thereafter was returned
on the ship’s roll a-missing, and was never more heard
of. I have often thought that as he was an excellent
swimmer he had likely attempted to swim ashore in
the night, and perished in the attempt.

These two had scarcely left us till I got another
new companion, for whom, although I felt a great
regard, yet no new friendship has ever through life
made up to my feelings the loss of any former one.
Still, all these bereavements must be submitted to
by minds even the most sensitive and devotedly
affectionate. This new acquaintance was David
Ovens, the orphan son of a Dr. Ovens, who had been
bred in our village, and was then the ward of his
uncle, Thomas Ovens, who lived next door to us,
having come to reside with his uncle, who rented
David’s patrimonial inheritance.

David was with me on a fine summer evening
when I killed my first clean salmon with the small
trout fly. The salmon nipt down my fly in the
Broom-ends strong stream about sunset, and the full
moon was high and bright before I could land him
safely. Great and glorious as we both were on the
occasion, we resolved to be honest; so, wading
across the water, we went up to George Sanderson,
then the fisherman at Kipperhall, and showed our
fish caught with the trout fly, expecting that he
would generously let us have it to carry home at
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this David and I rekumed correspondence with old
Wight, gratifying and amusing him with the fine
gut and the trout fly, which, conceiving to be such
inadequate means for the great. purpose, he viewed
as something in the character of magic. This, to-
gether with a drop of whisky in a bottle, gave us
not only a roving commission, but made us always
the most desirable guests imaginable. There were
no gentlemen fishers in those days as now to come
three hundred miles in cold spring snows, lodging
at the inns here around us at some pound a day,
besides both treating and paying the tacksmen at
a high rate, something like another pound, for the
JSavour of a liberty to starve and fatigue themselves
on the cold water. One might have proved them
mad before a jury of Athenians. It was years after this
ere Scrope* came round and succeeded old John Wight
and Geordie Sanderson, by trebling the rents of the
Mertoun waters, commencing what we may call the
gentle epidemical mania for salmon fishing, which
has had the effect of these great lordly pikes driving.
us smaller fry out of the water.

* William Scrope, a famous sportsman as well as writer on field-
sports. He rented Lord Somerville’s water, with his charming seat of
The Pavilion, near Melrose, between fifty and sixty years ago. He had
previously had a lease of the Mertoun water. He published in 1842 a
splendid two-guinea illustrated volume, entitled *Days and Nights
Angling on the Tweed.” Another work of his, which appeared in 1838,—
“The Art of Deer Stalking,”—adorned with fine plates after the Land-
seers, is now very scarce, and brings five or six guineas in the market.

=P
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is imprudent, and yet hard to censure; for, though
the first duty in such cases may appear simply plain,
there is often a complication of lurking sympathies,
influenced by constitutional propensities, giving
natural enough reasons for a decision, which, though
not on the most proper side of the matter, is yet in
itself not contrary to the written commandment of
positive duty.

My three sisters, however, took the matter very
much to heart, while I did so only so far as it ran
in pure sympathy with them; for, in fact, I had not
then, any more than now, thought much about self,
except as I stood in relation to my friends, or those
I particularly regarded. My father’s “flame” was
Jean Troup, an Aberdeenshire woman, of about forty,
who had come in her youth a servant in Mr. Tullob’s
family, when he bought the estate of Eilistoun, some
twenty years previously. My father had conceived
her to be a paragon of good sound sense and quiet
honest industry of disposition, and consequently an
agreeable companion, and a likely good housewife ;
or, at least, he had found himself willing to take
chance of her being all such. He had very fondly
even taken lessons in the Aberdeenshire dialect,
which those bred in that country seem incapable
of ever giving up for life. This my sisters had for
some time observed, and seemed by their looks to
disrelish very much. But they were prudent girls,
and never said anything to grieve or affront their
father, although they had much to do to conceal the
tears in all their eyes on the day of his marriage.
On the first declaration to us of his serious intention,
which was made to the demand of my second sister,
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and that the last who might remain single should
consequently retain all; while we resolved that none
of us should ever say a word to vex our father, but
only signify our plan to him, as being in all our
opinions the most prudent and eligible. (I believe
our mother’s spirit was present with us that day.)

In pursuance, of this commission I went and pur-
chased the necessary articles from a Mr. Bain, then
steward at Mertoun, who was leaving the place; and
thus were we furnished, although I have forgotten
how the full sum was raised, since he was paid ready
money. The next immediate point of my attention
was clothes, with which I might appear decent at the
marriage, as till now I had never received any direct
wages, and was not worth sixpence on earth, and
from use and wont had been generally held low in
the wardrobe department, never able to cut a much
better figure than Paddy O’Rafferty, poor fellow, who
comes over annually a-harvesting. I must, however,
look out in earnest, and somehow or other take the
world by surprise. In my first bold stroke to seek
credit I was successful beyond calculation, as on my
first application Mr. French, our village haberdasher,*
gave me the outfit of a whole suit till I should be
able to pay for them. I kept very low, however, so
that the whole should look only respectable—not a
la mode, but all a-piece. I have forgotten whether
the colour was blue or grey; no matter now. I was
certainly a very spruce youth, with my three pound
sterling suit on my back, though I knew there should
be a sweat for the getting it paid. And so there

* Mr Thomas French, a most intelligent and worthy man, and one
of the founders of the St Boswell’s Library.
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more particularly so from having found the world
hard to live in; and having got a partial share of
their own will from the still lingering superstitions
of the age, they, agreeably to the old saying, “got
mair for their ¢/l than for their good,” since many
durst not cross them, nor refuse them little favours,
such as, from their general ignorance and accustomed
success, they had got into a habit of asking very
unceremoniously. Their title to witchcraft did not
rest upon the principle of the good old Mause in
the “Gentle Shepherd,” who felt herself accounted
a witch by the more vulgar of her neighbours,

‘““Because by education she was taught
To speak and act aboon their common thought.”

On the contrary, old Tibby and Christy were ignorant
below all common thought. However, by a little
kindly attention I contrived to keep them sweet,
while I lived three years with only a partition wall
between us. Sister Betty kept my little house, and
was always busy spinning, sewing, or such like, to
produce some necessary comfort. Here I sat at the
one window, looking out to the sweet south, and
daily working journeyman for my father, having no
particular charge but a dozen of the laird’s (Kyle’s)
orchard trees beside the door, which stood then
much exposed, though the best bearers in the
village. Your good old father, being then well-
liked, used often to rent their crop at risk, and the
" “hempies”* would not.rob from him as they would
from a laird. And I was, then, since you had left
us, his secretary-elect; while he, good old soul! had

* Mischievous boys.
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ance on an errand of extermination. The thunder
neared and neared till the incessant howl, roar, and
rattle of the peals became continuedly intermixed
and astounding. The rain gushed, not in a regular
shower of drops, but in a hush, like an universal
waterfall. The fray of the elements was so near
to the earth, and the crash and roar followed the
bolts so instantaneously, that we found we were now
enclosed in the middle of it; while the rain rebounded
as if enraged at being so dashed on the ground, till
the fire and water appeared as if in maddened con-
tention. Every living creature seemed to have re-
tired to its own seclusion. While my sister and I
stood in the doorway of our little cottage witnessing
the scene, one bolt of the thousand around, with its
attendant rattle of noise, burst immediately before
us, leaving a smell of sulphur that gave a feeling of
suffocation. “I am hurt,” said she, and, retiring, lay
down on her bed. She felt powerless, as if benumbed.
I told her she was not struck with it, but only a little
confused by the disturbance of the air in the sudden
passing of the bolt. She soon recovered so far as to
recollect that our shirting web was being neglected
at Tweedside, where it had been laid down for
bleaching. Bad as things looked, I felt a little glad
of this reasonable excuse for getting out just to feel
the weight of the rain and see the doings abroad.
The feeling was like as if one was being bored
down and pressed into the earth. Still, I made way
a quarter of a mile down to the Tweed, where I
would have arrived too late to save our treasure
had not some of our neighbours in a similar predi-
cament been long before me, and already got all
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against the jutting banks, gave the slope above the
agitation of an earthquake. I never felt in such a
position in life as I did while standing half-way down
the bank, within some twenty feet of the top flood
of that burn. The continued burst and roar of the
thunders above, with the shake of the earth from the
noise and dash of the water below, gave me a sensa-
tion of that loneliness which an isolated individual
might feel amidst “the wreck of matter and the
crash of worlds.”

This storm pelted just five hours in passing us,
directly from south to north; went off over Mid and
East-Lothian about nightfall, and out to the north
seaward. It had struck on to our coast, I would sup-
pose, about Liverpool, and had, I understood, com-
menced in some far southern latitude, I have no doubt,
near the line. It covered some fifty or sixty miles
in breadth, though the main middle force of it might
not extend above ten or twelve. We were here in
about the middle of it. On the subsiding of the
flooding the burn courses around us presented a
wonderful alteration. The Tweed was not swelled
in proportion ; but these small tributaries had cleared
their courses of stone, earth, and gravel, and carried
all into the T'weed till she was cut half across with
a deposition of the debrie. About a quarter of an
acre was gained on the Tweed, and high mounded
in at our Lessudden west burn foot to mid river,
where I measured it ten feet above the surface of
the low water; and it lay there till the tremendous
high flooding of the Tweed on the 7th of September
the following year, 1807, which carried it off, sweep-
ing all down to the present level.
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CHAPTER XXIIL

WONDER what can tempt me to go on
scribbling here, since I am suspicious of
having become silly, in continuing to note
recollections so trivial and common-place in them-
selves that possibly no individval of the passing
generations would think them worth telling over,
far less worth reading; for every one who has lived
fifty years must have had a life of as considerable
interest as mine, but generally of more adventure.
Still, as the same stamp of circumstances may not
make the same striking impression on the wax of all
minds, and the incidents having been interesting to
myself at the time of their occurrence, and clinging
to memory as still bearing on my present life’s for-
tune, it is as well to occupy any vacant hour in thus
embodying them, as expressive of the philosophy of
common life, as to spend that hour in the same note-
less way in which we are too apt to let pass a con-
siderable proportion of the hours which make up the
few years of our pilgrimage through what we call
time, yet which, more properly speaking, is a portion
of that eternity, of which we can gather as little

knowledge comparatively as an insect can do of the
R
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were there any standing still in life, T believe I
should have stuck fast at the beginning of this
chapter; but man’s existence being held on the
natural conditions of progression, we may as well
get onward, with what wind and tide we can have
for the whistling, and make the most of our poor
life’s cargo.

So here, arrived at the age of twenty-one, some
new scenery lay before me to be opened up, with
its variety of phenomena, then strikingly new. And
here it came upon me, as came that knowledge of
good and evil which flashed out upon our first
parents on their eating of the forbidden fruit. We
were comfortably enough situated in one main re-
spect—three of a family proper, sister Betty, George
Knox (her boy), and myself. But to keep house
over our heads, and find a daily supply of food,
fuel, and clothing, I must out hands. I found it
no easy matter to keep myself fixed to the irksome,
sedentary, journeyman task necessary to earn the
average sum of eighteenpence a day; and I often fell
short of this, though the only source of supply for
the whole family expenditure—to keep to the task
or suffer want to-morrow. Food was then at the
extreme height of French war prices—all markets
high, and coal in our district between 35s and 40s
per ton: as the poorest man has ever to go to the
dearest market, I then paid 40s.

Country shoemaking was then a worse craft tha,n
it is even now, and still it is the poorest of all country
trades. A country tailor is’ much better either as
master or journeyman—the wages better, or as good,
a trifling outfit, and no risks in outlay. A weaver






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 261

I wanted the requisite school education to enable
me to set out for anything like even a clerkship of
any kind, and could enter into no new apprentice-
ship to any other trade from the want of present
means, together with the way I stood relatively
circumstanced. From the necessity, therefore, to
earn family bread by any such means as were already
in my power, I must continue to nibble on at the craft
I had learned, however scanty the earnings; and just
endeavour to live within the mark, however difficult
the economy necessary. Clothes must be kept on
the back of some kind or other, though clothes like
those worn by the run of lads who were my con-
temporaries were hardly to be come at. But the
concern in this was the less felt from my having
hitherto been held so low in this respect, so that
from use and wont I had become passive in the
matter. And what very luckily made me still more
careless was that I could perceive that my favourite
part of the fair creation did not hold the male dress
in such estimation as their lovers were ready to sup-
pose. The darlings were more taken up with the
adorning of themselves, and a bonnie lass with a new
ribbon could hardly settle to perceive whether her
lover’s coat was a fine blue or a coarse grey, whether
he walked out on Sundays in peacock pride, or was
negligent, from being engrossed in admiration of her
own pretty person. So busy watching the eye the
fair could perceive little else, and I knew they
despised nothing so much as the beau lost in the
fulness of himself. The well-dressed fellow also
loved one nothing the worse for being modestly
inferior to himself in ‘the sleek of plumage. My
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hill. He and his old lady were, in their way of life,
people of the primitive Scotch school, had no family,
and had grown into age together, still adhering to
their ancient habits of life, which began to look a
little odd to the more modern generation rising -
around them; in fact, he was a hale old man, walk-
ing steadily his way up to fourscore. This sagacious
couple had kept an old woman as their servant for
upwards of forty years, till they had grown all old
together, so that when the big old mistress fell on
the floor, the big, old, unwieldy maid fell also in her
attempts to help her up; while the old man had to
call in the aid of his farmer to get all again on end,
and correctly reseated in the elbow chairs. It was
of absolute necessity, therefore, that they had to
regolve on hiring some able-bodied person to take
charge of all parties, and for this purpose they had
fixed on my sister as a steady, active woman, and
in the prime of life. On her first entrance on this
service, she found it to be a rather alarming under-
taking. The old house was full of old dirt of half a
century’s accumulation, with myriads of live-stock of
the most disgusting names and qualities. On this
discovery she came down and consulted with my
other sister what was to be done, since, as the old
people were considered rather remarkable for their
penurious dispositions, little hope could be enter-
tained of their condescension on any plan of a
general renovation, and nothing less could be effec-
tual. They resolved, however, to go out together
and make a fair trial, which, after a proper repre-
sentation of the case, was happily acceded to. To
work they both set, bought and sewed up new
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would at once condescend on living with them for
life. This at first sounded something like nonsense
in her idea of the matter, more particularly as she
was already convinced that this heir-apparent had a
considerable spice of both knave and fool in his com-
position.* He was a cousin’s son of the old gentle-
man’s, and already proprietor of Fens, the Langlands,
and other considerable village property, and was now
likely to fall soon into the inheritance of this old
Hilton’s effects, then worth about ten thousand
pounds. But having on his majority succeeded to
his mother’s estate, he had (his father being a silly
man) already begun horse-racing and a number of
other follies, which were likely soon to run his horse
from under him, and leave him on his feet, as it even-
tually did. However, the idea once suggested, the
old gentleman got upon the scent of following it out
in verity, and for this purpose sent for David Ovens,
who, he had heard, was willing to sell a house and
fruit garden in the village. He proposed to purchase
these, and infief her in them. David would have sold
them and Kyle have bought them for three hundred
and thirty pounds; but, on finding that David was not
yet major for a year to come, Kyle declined the bar-
gain as unsafe, and resolved at once to give Nanny
the money named, that she might either buy the
same thing afterwards, or lay the principal out at
interest, which would be to her equivalent to a
yearly wage for life, and this on her signing a deed
of agreement to continue their servant for their life,
which, as he described it, could not be for many
years; and then, as she was thus perhaps missing
* See Note on page 250.






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 267

young laird would confess to some of his more
rational friends that he considered the transaction
fair and just, and in accordance with his own original
proposition ; but immediately again, when the envi-
ous party got him lectured on the folly of missing
that money, while'he was wealthy enough to law
us all to the door, “bring down our pride,” as they
termed it, and make us succumb to his will, he would
bluster about the village, and his lawyers needed
but a hint to proceed with any plea by which they
could strip him of money. Hence, the prosecution
was again begun by an application to the Sheriff, of
which my sister was ‘never informed until an inter-
locutor was passed ordering her to consign (or lodge)
the money in the Sheriff-Clerk’s office, Jedburgh, until
the prosecutor should raise a process of reduction of
the deed, and see the issue. I advised her that lodg-
ing the money on this order was just “putting butter
in the black dog’s hause”—she would never see it
again; and conceived that they might as well have
given an order for me to lodge the coat from my
back, or the hammer and awls by which I earned
my daily bread. Her non-compliance was, of course,
considered a resistance of legal authority ; and hence
a ‘“charge,” and “hornings,” and at last a “caption,”
with a postchaise, a messenger, with Tom Kyle, the -
goose himself, arrived at Hiltonshill, where she was
still in the old lady’s service, to carry her off to jail.
A lad in the village gave me the hint of what was
going on; but just barely in time, as before I got
out to the top of St. Boswells Green the carriage
was coming down from Hiltonshill, about half a mile
in advance of me. I took to my heels, and running
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jectors of it. I observed, also, that the money was
more a secondary consideration with my sister and
me than with Kyle: he had wealth and property,
and could dispense with character; but my sister's
character and mine was the only piece of possession
that we could not possibly afford to lose, and this not
8o much as it might be seen in the eye of the world,
as it was perceived by the eye of our own mind.
She could part with the money perfectly well, to
be sure, and be as rich as she was when she entered
on that service; but the giving it away upon these
terms would be equal to a concession that she had
not come by it honestly ; and this would be throwing
away a character along with it, of as much value to
her as Tom Kyle’s was to him, with all his wealth
and possessions to boot. I observed further, that as
things then stood she could not part with the one
without losing also the other; therefore, if they
meant to incarcerate her upon that “caption,” fol-
lowing upon her disobedience to the Sheriff’s inter-
locutor (whether that interlocutor was given legally
or not—which was, and still is, a question with me),
why, we must just submit in the meantime, and I
must try to get some information on the next legal
mode of proceeding.

Kyle and the messenger looked at each other in
such a way as to convince me that Kyle at least did
not somehow or other comprehend his own position.
He looked for the law from the messenger, while the
messenger looked to him for direction in a matter
of which he was not very certain whether he was
acting in warrant of a full and proper authority.
Though there certainly was a “caption” in hand,
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level the jail and free my sister. Mr. Dickson was
a good man; he heard me to an end of my story,
then glanced over all the papers, then observed that
this Tom Kyle must be a goat of a fellow, but I had
got him in a net at last, and hoped I would manage
him. T asked him if the Sheriff was correct in having
given an interlocutor on Kyle’s application without
informing us, so that he might have had an oppor-
tunity of considering the statements on both sides
of the matter. He observed—“ You are too poor,
people, my lad, to contend with the powers that be.
It is not a simple matter for shoemakers to meddle
with Sheriffs, do what they like. Were you ever in
Edinburgh?” “No, sir.” “Then you likely have no
acquaintance with any Edinburgh lawyer?” «No,
sir” “You will be acquainted with some gentleman
near your own place who could recommend you to a
man of business in Edinburgh.” #Yes, sir; I know
one right gentleman’s family in our parish, Mr. Tulloh
of Eiliestoun, who is friendly to us; but I would pre-
fer a letter from you to an honest lawyer of your
acquaintance.” “Well, then, you shall have it, and
you must start to-morrow. People do their own
business better themselves personally than by any
writing. Deliver the letter I shall give you to John
Orr, Shakspeare’s Square, with your own hand, and
all these papers; and be sure to tell Lim the tale
over in the same way you have told it to me, and
he will get a suspension, and have your sister
liberated in a few days hence.” So, thanking him
heartily, home I returned “like five ell of wind,”
got a sleep, and took the road early on the morning.
To Edinburgh was a pretty day’s walk, thirty-six
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on raising his formerly threatened action of reduction
of the deed. And this was done on the plea that the
late old Hilton was from age and natural infirmity of
mind unqualified to enter into any such dispositional
transaction. Our plea for these damages was sus-
tained by the Lord Ordinary, but was left to lie
over till the issue of this process of reduction, which
would determine the case fully. In the following
winter, a Mr. Leslie, a friend to the late Mrs. Tulloh
of Eiliestoun (an excellent lady), had come from
Aberdeenshire to Edinburgh to direct a serious law-
suit of his own. On his visit to Eiliestoun, Mrs.
Tulloh sent for my sister and me to come up to-
gether and give him a history of our case, so that we
might get his advice, and interest him in our behalf.
I told him all the story over, down to its state
at the moment, when he broke out in a rhapsody
against our agent:—*“John Orr is the greatest rascal
in Edinburgh or in Europe, and will, of course, rob
and ruin you, as he has very nearly done myself. It
was on account of his mismanagement of my plea
that I had to come to Edinburgh and employ another
agent, and I mean now to trust none of them entirely,
but await the issue of my plea in Edinburgh for the
session, and direct it personally. Therefore I can
attend to yours at the same time, so you must come
immediately in to Edinburgh. Let me see you in by
Monday evening, or Tuesday at farthest, and I will
introduce you to my new agent, who is not only an
honour to his profession, but an honour to human
nature.” I ventured to remonstrate just a little by
observing that John Orr, Esq., had appeared to me

a very respectable-looking man, as so certainly was
8
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eight stairs in the Parliament Square, and I gave him
the history of my affair, as directed to do by my friend,
who vented another full volley of his rage against
my old agent, John Orr, as the most consummate
rascal in Britain’s isle. “You must go to him to-
morrow morning,” says he, “and bring all your
papers from him, with a copy of his charge for odds
and ends against your sister, but which you must not
pay him until we submit his bill to Mr. Craw here, to
see that he do not be over-reaching you, which he
shall not be allowed to do.” How or where I slept
I recollect not; but I would rather have chosen to
have met the French at Dunbar next morning, on
another “false alarm,” than to have gone to John
Orr on such an errand, and under these particular
restrictions. Still, I found I must go, and so I went.
I found him the same plain, civil man I had formerly
considered him. “Strange,” thinks I, «that this man
must be such a rogue; for I still like his face very
well. However, tell my errand I must.” Mr Orr
looked a little astonished, though no ways confused ;
only requested to know the real meaning of the
matter. I gave him a slight sketch of my situation,
and general obligations to my gentle friends of Eilies-
toun, whose opinions in this matter I found I could
not thwart with propriety, and that the gentleman,
their friend, who had interested himself so in this
matter, was going to do some -great kindness in at-
tending to the direction of this affair himself, being
stationed in Edinburgh for the session at least, and
wished to have the full direction of the agency in the
matter; in short, that though I had no reason to be
ill pleased with him, Mr. Orr—quite the contrary-
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toothache to my head.” So to lodging and bed I
went, reflecting sufficiently on the folly as well as
the providences of the past, and deeply harassed in
thought by straining my mind’s eye to see into the
thickening mists of the future.

I may here observe, passingly, that when I first
walked through the streets of Edinburgh the town
did not startle me with the wonder that even might
have been supposed, or with any such new great
ideas as I myself might have suspected. The only
things that confused me were seeing every door a
shop—where do they all get customers? But then
I soon concluded that so much went out to the
country far and near, besides what was required by
the down-close congregated masses, which reflec-
tions settled that point. But as I had come in on
a law errand, I was led to observe what appeared
the most astonishing phenomenon ever I could have
conceived—the W.S.s on the brass door-plates, of
which I had seen scores before I understood their
meaning. If there are, I thought, so many of one
class of lawyers, what must be the mass of the whole
body, and how supported at the rate such lodgings
would bespeak? And then, on my necessary calls,
to find them sitting with bands of clerks dressed like
gentlemen, and old John Craw, up eight stairs in the
Parliament Square, drinking his wine with his clients,
and then supposing the quantity of “old red” it would
require, along with all other et-ceteras of house-keep-
ing, to have brought John to the pitch of Shakes-
peare’s fat knight, and to keep him at it, and the
immense numbers in town who uphold at the same
rate. I became confounded to think how that even
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and gospel, our parish schools, et-cetera, we must
surely be the best-informed and wisest nation on the
face of the earth; and when even I, simple and unlet-
tered as I must consider myself, saw so much cheatery,
deceit, selfishness, duplicity, and barefaced roguery
on the one hand, and so much general ignorance of
~very common things on the other, what a batch must
mankind be upon the whole? I carried thisidea so
far, that if it had not been from the force of habit
and mere fatigue I durst not that night have fallen
asleep in such a world. I thought if the thing were
possible that if I might be transplanted out into some
other respectably inhabited planet, I would be black
ashamed to acknowledge where I had come from.

On late inquiry, I have learned that the flood of
law which then threatened to overwhelm and ruin
the island is now greatly subsided. My . law in-
formant gives me to understand that the highest
judicial court in the country (the Court of Session) is
now little more to appearance than an old-fashioned
District Justice Court; and the reason he assigns is
this—that the public have got up to them, that poor
men cannot enter a plea there, the expense being so
enormous, and the wealthy having been once in, and
milled through retire with empty pockets, and, like
a man escaping drowning, will never again trust the
current; or, to change the simile, those who will at
‘all dance there must pay the plper—the one having
money must do it whether loser or winner; or, in
short, the two cats in the fable will not now employ
Mr. Justice Monkey to divide their second cargo of
stolen cheese.
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suit commenced I was done up as a poacher, as he
would have felt gratified in getting me into a scrape.

One winter day, while David Ovens was sitting
beside me at my work, in dropped James Thomson,
the joiner, with a gun in his hand, requesting me
to come out and shoot a hare for him which was
seated on the fallow in Kyle’s little croft-park below
our gardens. “I dare not shoot now, James; I'm
afraid of Kyle.” ¢She is sitting so low,” says James,
“I am sure to miss her, which would be a pity. You
could do it easily; just slip on my coat and hat, and
if Kyle’s uncles see you from Weirgate House they
will suppose it to be me, and say nothing about it.”
I could not then resist him; for though he was fond
of a dyke-side shot, I knew him to want confidence
in himself; so without more ceremony I exchanged
coats, took his gun, and round to the under hedge,
over which I picked up a view of my Lady Mawkin
gitting musing in her form, and very uncourteously,
to be sure, fired in her looking face, when up she
buffed, and began forming circles in the field. I
perceived she was blinded, and motioned James and
David to come down upon her. When they did so
she found her way through to my side of the hedge.
While cowering down I gave her another shot, and
in seizing her she screamed fit to raise the whole
village. Our motions, however, had alarmed the
Kyles in Weirgate—old Mungo, and Johnnie, and
Tom Brown together—and they were out to see the
last act of the performance. Seeing my predicament,
I signalled James and David to come down to me,
when, to mystify the matter, I led them out over
the fields away from the village, then we parted
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When I came in, my sister Ann, then at home, was
sitting spinning. “ What are you going to do,” asked
she, “about that business?” “Oh! go and be fined,
Ann, of ten pounds, at least, much against my will,
to be sure; it’s a bad business.” “Could James
Thomson not take the blame?” said she; “maybe
they would not prosecute him.” Here was a woman’s
wit at her hand, without an effort to fetch it. So,
glad of the hint, I took not time to stay and tell
her how much I despised my own insignificance, but
bolted out again to Ovens, got him up with me to
James Thomson, and proposed the matter. ¢“Oh!”
says James, “I don’t think Kyle would prosecute
me; but yet there is no saying.” “Oh! James, my
good chap, the thing must be done in a far grander
style than you are yet supposing. You will go down
to Fens just instantly, and tell Kyle that you have
heard they are going to prosecute Younger, and that
all his three uncles are clear on witnessing against
him ; but that you have heard that Younger is quite
tickled about the business, going to let his uncles all
swear as witnesses against him, and then bring in
Ovens and others for clear proof that you shot that
hare, of whose murder you will say that you cannot
in conscience clear yourself; and then hang upon
this point, that Younger is quite full in thinking
how he shall have you all disgraced and laughed
at. Now, James, mind your cue in this, and if any
trouble or expense should occur to your account on
the matter I will take it in hand before David Ovens
here, who will be my cautioner, to pay it all.” James
set out immediately, caught the old laird, as Tom
was not at home, stuffed him with this story, which
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to have made some small shift on my seat, and it
ended at last in leaving me still glued down to the
cobbler stool for life. To be sure, there was a great
deal of fresh air inhaled on the foot journeys neces-
sary in running after it. I once added the miles
of journeys together, till I made upwards of seven
hundred which I had walked on one pair of shoe
soles after it. It wore off more pairs after that, as
it lasted five years, just the time that Tom Kyle’s
fortune lasted him; for I believe.that his lawyers
might have had it called, re-called, and hammered
at until this blessed hour had his means lasted; but
8o soon as they had got the goose plucked bare they
must look out for quill feathers elsewhere. In the
days of his glory he had some fifteen pleas all in
the Court of Session at once, or at least in one court
and other. That with my sister was, I believe, the
oldest of the number, and cost him of itself some five
hundred pounds of expenses, over and above ultimate
defeat. But about the time of its commencement
the interest in it ran high in the neighbourhood, the
more so on account of the influence he possessed
from his wealth. Many took his part publicly who
would privately acknowledge him to be little else
than a born idiot, and indeed a fellow who has got
gome thirty thousand pounds whieh his good neigh-
bours think he has every chance to throw away
around him has a great claim on their sincere friend-
ship for the time being; and here Kyle’s interest in
the public ran five hundred and fifty per cent. a~head
of my sister’s and mine.

That plea was scarcely well started until very few
of my neighbour villagers durst enter my door till
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of Tyrrel. These David showed me as a great trea-
sure, and as they were much of the olden style, such
as were fashionable in days when fair maidens were
much shyer than they have been of late years, the
writer complaining of the cold indifference of his
water nymph, I was daring enough to write pretty
soft, yielding answers to them in the character of the
adorable fair one, and submitted these to David for
his criticism, which came in a folio sheet, rather terse,
tart, and severe, and altogether too brackish for the
sweetness of the subject. Taking all in good part,
however, I went into the humour of reviewing the
reviewer with interest, taking a full-sweep latitude
of freedom, without reserve or submission, which had
the effect of rather irritating, partly from my unsub-
missive freedom of opinion, and particularly from his
felt pressure of defeat on the subject. It was auda-
cious in me, to be sure, who had never been at
college, nor read Anacreon in the original, to set
up for myself to judge on the nature or propriety
of the expressions of love or song; but so was the
state of the matter. While he (or I should say they)
praised up Horace as “the master of melody and
prince of poets,” I advanced Burns as the standard
of song, sentiment, and measure, and also assumed
that I had as good a right to write songs as either,
when David at last became aristocratic, and assumed
the supremacy of dictator in the matter—being, in-
deed, rather imperatively abusive. I then took the
liberty of throwing in my gage of defiance, telling
him that I might have had some respect for his own
judgment or feelings on such subject, however lame
they might have been, while I felt none for the as-
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doubly dear, and thus the more easily succeeded in
borrowing a greater part of the cash. The three
farmers, brothers (the Knoxes), who held excellent
leases of the then Eiliestoun farms of Mainhill, Charles- -
field, and Thornilaw, and were at that time accounted
amongst the most sagacious and able men around us,
and who, except for the disagreeable affair relative
to my other sister with one of them, some seven or
eight years previously, had, in all other respects,
been all good friends with my father and all of us,
and were now seemingly sincere well-wishers, taking'
our part firmly in this matter; and besides that my
father had been accustomed to respect them from
their father's days, and not wishing to deposit the
money in the bank for fear of some arrestments
which had been hinted at, we all agreed in feeling
rather gratified in being enabled to return favour for
friendship, and oblige these three brothers by lend-
ing them fifty pounds a-piece on their mutual bill.
My suspicions in this case were only like a kind of
instinct, and hardly strong enough to prevent myself
from acceding to their wishes, far less to convince
my father or my sister, who was the real proprietor.
Had any of us happened to have mooted objections
firmly we might have kept safe; but, in fact, we
acted in this as in most family matters from sym-
pathy rather than from worldly prudence. Whether:
one or other, or all, of these men had afterwards
deceived us by letting the transaction be known
for a cunning purpose, I could never make out; but
not very long after, in the course of Kyle’s prosecu-
tion, the money was arrested in their hands, which

disenabled my sister to lift it from them until the
- T
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regarding money in an inferior degree to what I
conceived to be the true integrity of life, the prin-
ciple of which I felt then becoming so strong in me
that all else seemed merely adventitious. In fact,
this principle was something like a growing oak,
rooting the firmer in proportion to the force of the
storms that pressed it from above; and every dis-
covery of the deceit and duplicity of others made
me, first a little heart-sick, and then the more resolute
in mind to bear up against the hateful declensions,
as if, in the eye of Heaven, the general character of
our whole species had depended on myself indivi-
dually. This may perhaps be considered a too in-
delicate declaration of feeling, and yet I do not see
why in truth it should not be made. As one cannot
urge one’s pacific plans on an enemy without giving
him advantages which one cannot consistently con-
cede, the prosecution proceeded, and some other
petty persecutions, suffered for conscience’ sake, were
then also set afoot on the part of my great opponent.
Your good old father was then turned from that
house of Kyle’s, in which you were all born, and
which he had rented for forty years previously, for
honestly stating his opinion to him when asked, and
that as a well-wisher, saying that he considered he -
was wrong in his prosecution, or rather persecution,
of the Youngers. He got another house for an equal
rent, however; but our vexation proceeded from
Kyle and his friends showing their teeth in such an
insolent, ignorant, and disgusting manner, such as his
often riding along the village with a servant behind
him, calling aloud to his favourites that the shoe-
maker’s awls should be all sold by auction next week.
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found, could work substantially, for a journeyman ;
and, as I thus required the very best materials of
leather, &c., which was then, in the time of that
devastating French war, a most expensive article,
and comparatively ill-tanned generally, I found it
impossible, with the credit necessary to be given in
the business, to make a day and way living. I had
but little credit with the curriers, of whom there
were then scarcely any choice, being but few in our
neighbourhood. I had, besides, resolved not, even
with my sister’s consent, to take of her money for
any purpose but the necessary expenses incurred in
attention to the plea itself. So expensive were the
materials that in working out orders I was often glad,
with not a halfpenny of profit to myself, if there was
only no positive loss incurred on the most valuable
of those shoes then wrought by my journeyman; in
fact, I had the journeyman solely for the purpose of
keeping forward with my general customer orders,
depending for wages on those only wrought by my
own hands. Added to this, I caught a most severe
cold in the month of July, from a combination of cir-
cumstances—hard over-work and want of due rest
before the St. Boswell’s Fair, and on the fair even-
ing, being kept up all night by a neighbour happen-
ing to fall from a cart of hay, which caused his death,
starting out on the morning on foot to Edinburgh on
some law-plea necessity, and being so unavoidably
trashed late and soon before I got home again on
foot. So hoarse was I on arriving home that I could
not speak above breath high, and no wonder, as with
all this fatigue I had only slept as many hours as
amounted to.one ordinary night’s rest throughout
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time, something like a summer afternoon, keeping
little George down and quiet, watching that bull
grazing a ridge-breadth or two in the field on the
opposite side, while the brute was continually keep-
ing an upturned eye to my point of observation, as
if cunningly sensible that we were there, and on my
least stir in attempt to creep away he would gove
up his head and prick his ears in the startling act to
pursue me, when down I would again cower, squat
in the ditch, and press the boy in to me to hide the
closer. I can at will conjure up the particular eye
and horns of that fever-bull to this hour; he was of
the Highland breed, of a reddish-black colour.
On coming out of this fever entirely free of cold er
- uneasiness, for the first few days I felt the most plea-
sant sensations over my whole body that I have ever
experienced in life, and a soft kind of holy calm of
soul was produced, filling me with love, and hope,
and happiness, approaching to bliss itself. I would
give all the kingdoms of a thousand planets to inherit
such bodily and mental feelings for ever; yet I was
then, and hitherto had been from earliest youth,
rather religiously disposed upon the whole, could
have grasped all animated nature in the arms of
benevolence, had love even to a toad, because I saw
it had a sense to fear and to feel, and to enjoy in
quiet, and was the handiwork of God, the author of
myself, and all of great or small, even the stars in
space, which I had long apprehended and now clearly
perceived to be worlds. In regard to this class of
feelings I have stood much the same ever since,
except that from the tug, tear, and wear-ovt
amidst the selfishness of life, one is apt to 1






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 297

CHAPTER XXIV.

fﬁ process of recovering from this illness, it
5% B Was some months before I gathered strength
: | gsufficient for my usual employment; but,
secured from actual present want, I took the matter
as easy as posgible, finding pleasure in conscious
existence and the dream of future prospects. I had
also some visiting companions, in whose company I
delighted, with a true taste of the pleasure of their
temperate sociality. Besides, the prospects of the
past, the present, and the future were all seemingly
on the dawn of opening up before me.

The past took the form of an ideal prospect as well
as the rest, the pleasure of which seemed to lie in
books, which I determined to get hold of by every
means in my power. The present lay in the enjoy-
ment of social intercourse with my favourite com-
panions, amongst whom, from his poetical tastes, I
very naturally preferred old Andrew Scott, and also
James M‘Donald as much from his partiality for me
ag for his very amusing powers of perception and
description of living character. James was very
little older than myself. We enjoyed each other’s
most perfect confidence; and he could note and
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out our generations. We might thus also arrive at
much more useful and pleasant knowledge than is
generally conceived to lie within the verge of our
human speculation. Be this as it may, we had in
the meantime, in that village, a medley variety of
character, from the statedly cautious, church-plod-
ding son of wisdom, to the “born idiot,” as our then
worthy priest (Mr. Balfour) emphatically designated
one of our most knrowing, money-scraping, bargain-
making, corn and cattle-dealing farmers, who was at
the same time generally regarded as more worldly-
wise than the current run of his neighbours. That
village was then reckoned rather remarkable for the
number of deranged or silly characters—somewhat
eccentric, from soinething that appeared like a general
individuality in their manners and way of life; and
the remark was current about St. Boswell’s here that
Bowden was a hundred years behind the other sur-
rounding villages. I used to combat this foolish
- assertion as made in the vanity of ignorance, and
could always name about a dozen of men in Bowden
whom I would venture to match against any dozen
from any neighbouring village in point of general
knowledge or other ability, as well as respectability
of general character. And, besides that, Bowden
could produce a greater number of what might be
accounted good scholars than perhaps any Border
village of equal population. Indeed, Bowden was
rather remarkable for this, having for some time
previously, as well as then and since, enjoyed the
very particular blessing of a succession of very
successful teachers in the office of the parish school-
master, and this I have always considered as a far
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to reason between profession and conduct, till, aweary
of the harassment of their own vague thoughts, they
at last settle down into cold indifference and scepti-
cism, and in many cases sink into openly confessed
infidelity. .

Much enthusiasm, having the appearance of warm
religion, may be kept alive in a country or a district
by clerical agitation and occasional dissents, where
matters of faith and notions of Church government
are made the subjects of bandied debate; but these
are generally wild astray from the true knowledge of’
gospel truth, or the feelings of a heart actuated by
the spirit of a true religious charity.

Be this as it may, the able, diligent, and conscien-
tious teacher of youth may justly be considered as
the most valuable public character in any community,
under whose tuition and direction the yet flexible
spirit of the young is to commence a course of mental
and moral training for present life and immortality.

Impressed with some floating ideas like these at
the time, as well as feeling what an inconvenience
I laboured under, from inability to express myself to
my taste either in conversation or in writing, and
seeing the clever boy, George Knox, getting on so
charmingly at school, it gave me a strong desire to
have him made such a scholar as I conceived might
give him. a far higher relish of existence, as well as
enable him to make his living by it in some much
easier way than now plainly appeared to be my own
fixed lot in life. Of course, it gave me great pleasure
when Mr. Lowrie one evening requested my com-
pany for the purpose of proposing to begin the boy
in Latin, as he was forming a small Latin class at the
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settled, and George got on with his Latin, whilst I
got on with my shoe-making and mending the best
way I could. This craft of mine was the most
unproductive and vexatious business after all, a con-
stant botheration, what with pleasing my customers
and looking after my journeymen, who often would
not, or could not, attend to matters so pointedly as
was found absolutely necessary. This, through life
since, has entailed a world of hourly care and extra
labour on myself, with a super-sufficiency of daily
vexation. If I had my life to begin again just now,
I would rather at once commence henchman to
the gipsy kingfisher in the most troubled waters
above ground than be a village shoemaker on the
most promising conditions ever brought within the
vision of a poor son of the craft.

I had not then, however, formed these views, but
was fondly nursing what I conceived a proper degree
of taste for moral responsibility, more so then, to tell
the truth, than, after fifty years’ disgust with this
way of life, I can possibly feel now.

I soon began to find that unless the shoes were
made most substantially good, one could have no
peace or credit with his customers, and then this
very ill assorted with their idea of the price, as the
common market price of a very inferior article was
often brought into comparison, while there was no
reasonable comparison at all in the case. And be-
sides, there is not a more false idea prevalent than
that country people are more easily pleased with
such articles as shoes than are the inhabitants of
town and city. In a large town, the prevailing
fashion of the hour, however absurd that fashion






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 305

the back of Benrig cauld dyke by George Sanderson,
then fisherman and ferry boatman at the then Kipper
Ha’ of Mertoun.

However, while in Bowden then, I was only neces-
sarily beginning the experiments of which these are
now known results. So on I grubbled there for
another year and a half, with very little occasional
out-of-door amusement, and sufficient harassment,
mixed up with very trifling amusement within doors.
The chief drawback in my character all the while—
can you believe it 2—was a too scrupulous conscien-
tiousness of feeling, which, the more I perceived the
want of it in others, the more deeply struck its roots
into my own mind. I then felt somehow as if I was
privately accountable for the defaults of all mankind,
and that I must maintain and uphold some certain
preservative quantity or quality of virtuous disposi-
tion, as if the earth’s respectability in the eye of
heaven depended upon my inconsiderable Self indi-
vidually—inconsiderable, indeed, as how could this
disposition be maintained or expressed, but in a
charity very inconsistent with my leather-aproned
condition, in the off-sides of society, where we are
tortured into the selfishness of general life, even in
self-defence ?

And this condition of affairs existed, though all the
while the Chnrch-going formal duties of religion
were being carried on with all the stated forms of
punctual observance, both in the Parish Church and °
in two separate forms of Dissent beside us. But I
had by this time got deep into the confidence of
several of the most noted observers of character,
two or three of them free-thinking, or rather free-

v
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to establish only a few essential points by our own
cited evidence.

Kyle’'s agent* might have exhausted his whole
stock of wit on me in the course of these three days,
and left himself bankrupt for life, had I not saved
him by simply cutting the thread of it on the morn-
ing of the second day, as one might snuff out a
candle. He looked as simple afterwards as the
" genius of an empty cannon might be supposed to
look out on a cocked pistol.

Kyle, being comparatively rich, and quite a goose,
had plenty of witnesses brought forward, who, not
now afraid of the dead gentleman they were come
to prove mad, any more than of my poor self just
placed before them, would willingly have favoured
the living representative of property, but he and
they all lacked tact to manage the matter with the
necessary discretion.

Once, in the anxiety of his own ill-conditioned
mind, he broke through the rule of form, throwing
himself, without even preface, on the courtesy of the
Court, and asked a witness the following question :—
“James, eh, James, what would you have thought of
old Hilton if he had been a poor working man like
yourself, James, ye ken?” «I wad ha’e thought him
a very silly man,” said James, who, being delivered
of this heavy thought, looked extremely wise. .
“Take that down,” says Kyle to the clerk. The
clerk looked knowingly to Mr. Bruce for assent or
instruction, whilst I interrupted him with a request,
in my most polite terms, that I might also be allowed
the privilege of asking the witness a single question,

* William Somerville.
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who may wish to bring a friend, dead or alive, into
notice, and get him up a character, to be at the
expense of a couple of hundred pounds to prove
him mad by five-and-twenty picked witnesses.

Out of many answers to curious questions asked
in the course of this proof, I may mention one which
is worth remembrance. Old David Kyle, the gentle-
man to be proven silly, happened to have been an
elder in the Parish Church of St. Boswell’s under
four different ministers; and Mr. Scade, the then
incumbent, was specially interrogated regarding his
capabilities, when, as a crowning question, he was
agked, “Did you consider the late David Kyle a
man possessed of all his faculties?” «I did not
consider Mr. Kyle as a man in the full possession
of all the faculties which God intended for human
nature; but I always considered him a man well
qualified to act his part in life and in religion.”

Well, the plea was proceeding on beautifully, like
all other very grand law-pleas, down through its
splendid course of five years—the fine image of a
ship down the tide of time—and this in all the
regularity of charges, hornings, captions, incarcera-
tions, appeals, repeals, replies, duplies, treplies, sus-
pensions, condenscendences, reductions, allegations,
proofs, counter-proofs, interlocutors, judgments, ex-
penses, and damages! Parties were often much in
distress and anxiety, like other passengers in a storm.
But the landing amongst the breakers, with the per-
sonal escapes from the wreck of canvas and cargo,
which the *sharks” must prey on, of course, may be
mentioned in proper time and place in some future
chapter.
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like fluttering butterflies on flowers, so these other
reasons were at best only as auxiliaries in sanction
of the main argument, which, being heavier, lay
deeper, and more shadowed in the mind.

This main weighty idea, then, was still a reason-
able one, a desire of marriage, forsooth |—since, as I
had formed such a taste for the right rational enjoy-
ment of myself, I felt as if it would be gratifying to
have more of self to enjoy. I conceived a wife to
be a more real, substantial, and positive addition to
a man, as a man, than all other possible acquisitions
that he is capable of making on this side of time
taken together. “And they twain shall be one flesh.”
What a delightfully grand addition to a man’s corpus,
besides the idea of double souls winging space to-
gether, and listening to the harmony of the spheres.

Here I had grown up slowly since first recollection,
like the oak from the acorn, to a middle stature, and
this by imperceptible degrees; but here, by splicing
a wife alongside myself, I might, in an instant, make
a most convenient addition, equal to another five-
and-twenty years’ growth. Could anything be
imagined so personally delightful, not to speak of
the extra degrees of delight by being mutual? Oh!
nothing on earth. And then another convenience
was, I had one ready courted, or rather never
courted; for the beauty of the matter was this,
that whatever faults or failings she might have as a
daughter of Eve, she was just wise enough to require
no regular course of courtship, with its foolish accom-
paniments of worthless praise and protestations, such
as it might be as amusing to teach a tame magpie,
as to pour into the ear of the rational being whom
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ham, which is also unforthcoming till the general
restitution of all things! Is the world worse now
than it was then? No, nor likely ever to be!
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than of the peculiar strength of either. In every
lewd or wayward act we may plead the strength of
temptation—the irresistible force of desire. But if the
gense of duty amount to a very high and vigorous
moral feeling, the bodily desires will eventually suc-
cumb, and sink into due subserviency. If a man
have real virtue in his breast it will never rest so
sound asleep that the pleadings of passion will fail
to awaken it. Hence, every sensual act implies no
particular strength in the passion that impels to it,
but rather a culpable weakness or declension of the
moral principle. Thirst is a strong natural desire,
and yet in its extreme intensity, if a man of sound
mind were convinced that a drink of cold water
would cause immediate internal inflammation, he
would resist the desire from the fear of severe pain
and sudden death. But the same individual, under
the impulse of other desires, might commit a lewd
act, not because the passion in this case was stronger
in his constitution than his former fever thirst, but
because the moral principle in his mind was weaker
than his love of present gratification. That virtue in
the human mind which is founded on a love of God
and goodness is calculated to resist every temptation
to flagrant acts of vice, and there certainly is a virtue
which is sufficient to withstand the very strongest
temptation, and excite to the most noble and sym-
pathetic affections, and this may be defined to be an
intuitive and fixed sense in the soul of the love of
God, or of that of Christ, as the best friend of man,
and the perfect pattern of rectitude.

But the grand climacteric in every human life has
perhaps never been plainly stated in any kind of
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lost its music-tone on our account, and may lie un-
strung for ever, while the fiend-fierce feeling, like
an evil genie, riots in the virtue-deserted mansion of
the soul, perhaps there relgns imperious, impelling
to further misrule, still urging to grosser gratifica-
tion, till the milder spirits of the heart, the more
angelic affections of the soul, are fled, or perhaps,
like the fallen enemy of our nature, become at last
demonish. Still, bad as this is, it is trifling in com-
parison with the evil wrought on the object of its
excitement. Led from the paths of prudence, the
soul stained or thoroughly polluted, many a lovely
face in the bloom of life becomes clouded, and the
smile of innocence is left flickering amidst the
shadows of grief. Even hope sickens, in searching
its dreary way to light, through the blighted objects
of reflection, till the beam of life sinks at last into the
sadness of settled sorrow.

Many date much misery of life from early mar-
riages. I date more misery and mischief, both to
individuals and to society generally, from the pre-
ventions of marriage at that season of life when
nature dictates such union as proper for all parties,
their health of body and mind.

Those interested in the evils inflicted on the com-
munity by restrictive acts of party legislation, such
as our accursed present corn-laws, argue against the
natural increase of population, and urge also the pro-
priety of upholding a bloody war system, with all
such destructive and starvation means of counteract-
ing the native energies and current flow of human
progression—a most preposterous way of going to
work certainly, worthy only of the combined brains
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this agreeable point, to “obey the ordinances of
God,” and taking my farther chance of the world,
since I could not re-order it; for I never had got
scared from the common proprieties of nature and
life by the ideas of such as seemed to choose celibacy
from what they called motives of pradence. Several
individuals I knew would not marry because they
saw the world was hard to live in, and because gipsy
potters and tinkers bred great families in cart en-
campments behind hedges, which would soon, if they
went on, and continued to increase, like the eastern
locust, eat up every green thing! <« Well,” says I,
“marry yourself, and raise what you account a right
race of moral plodders on the turnpikes of life, to
overbalance the tinkers, and keep God's world some-
what respectable!” But, no. “Would they beget
children to live and starve in a land of tinkers and
State pensioners? No.” Others had such respect
for the fair part of the creation that they would not
wed unless they could previously acquire the means
to furnish a parlour somewhat in style, and keep their
wife in it, with a bell to ring on her servant girl.
These, and fifty such excuses, were common, while
I knew excellent young women longing to wed them
on any plain, honest conditions, rather than linger on
in “single blessedness.” But, no; Mr. Wiseman had
determined to have his affairs at such and such a
point first, which, under the most favourable circum-
stances, might happen when he would be after fifty,
and I have found him at ten years above that still
only busy furnishing his parlour; the looking-glass
already cracked in two halves from top to bottom,
with its frame fagging, and one of the large sea
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Throughout my long courtship—if courtship it
could be called—which was more a kind of mutual
attraction, akin to that which is now known by the
name of animal magnetism, there was in it very little
of that raging, panting, frenzy kind of love-extra-
ordinary—neither darts, flames, nor other warpings
of taste and fancy—snuch as we read of in songs and
novels.

It was just a case of here was the young woman
left alone since her father's demise, with nothing
either romantically enticing, nor anything to forbid
our union. We knew it would be quite agreeable to
those of her brothers who had strayed abroad, and
whom we had no certainty of ever seeing return
again ; and we were certain it would have been agree-
able to those over whom the grave had closed.
And as to wealth and marriage settlements, about
which lovers of this world more than lovers of
each other will often differ and part, we were, by
God’s blessing, not troubled with either, though
neither destitute of the present means of life, nor
hopeless of the future. Her father had left her by
regular will the best part of what he should die
possessed of, which might be to the value of thirty
pounds. We were both able and willing to work for
bread, and take mutual chance of the world; and, in
short, to seek that enjoyment in each other’s bosoms
which we individually thought it might be difficult
to find elsewhere. These thoughts might not then
present themselves at all in the regular succession in
which they are here related; but there is no better
way of detailing the one feeling which inclined us to

nestle in together.
w
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give or receive even the idea of a slight), I often
came to be the confidant of those who had been
courted, sometimes ill-used, and basely deserted.
Several histories of love affairs and blighted affec-
tions I have had opened up to me through bursts
of tears, with a detail of the sorrows, hopes, and
fears of the victims. The misery in such cases was,
that the abuse of their kind affections only tended
to strengthen their regard for the unworthy object.
The divulgence of such cases to me by the fair
mourners was sometimes induced by a vain idea that
I might, as a companion, sound the lover in regard
to. his real feelings, or have influence in recommend-
ing them to his affections, who had “stole their poor
heart away,” as the old song has it, and escaped with
the booty. In such cases I always saw that the at-
tempt was nonsense, for where the rover had thus
left a sweet, sensitive girl, it was invariably in cases
where I conceived it impossible thus to recall him,
and where often indeed it would have been a sin to
have advised him back if even possible, he by his
conduct proving himself incapable of appreciating
such a blessing as the love of such a girl would
have conferred on a proper object for life. In most
cases it was no present comfort to tell the fond, fair
mourner 80, as nothing but time could cool down the
fever, or a new lover displace the idea of the old by
exciting a new passion. I therefore used to promise
to do my best, advising them in the meantime to
keep up heart, with a proper respect for themselves,
and to take a serious thought whether it was then
prudent to admit him again into their good graces,
believing that the fellow who could thus basely
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Geordie T——, that ye nearly lost your wits about
lang syne?” <«Oh, man, aye; I see the world in a
different light now, though I couldna take patience to
believe you that cauld starry night out on Tweed
braeheads, in the bield o’ Paton’s corn-stack, when
ye advised me, an’ I couldna be advised, to vex
mysel’ nae mair about Geordie T But mony
ane forbye me gangs delirious i’ their first-love
fever.” ‘Yes, Jeanie, Geordie was a wild chap; ye
would hear o’ his end?” “Yes, an’ I was sorry to
hear o’t: he got a braw wife, as he thought, an’ I've
been often sorry thinking o’ her, too; for I daresay
she had trouble enough in her short married life.
But he would dance and sing the soul out o’ her, too,
the same way as he confused my young senses till I
really didna ken mysel’. But it’s a great blessing in
this life that Providence often stretches a hand o’
care to us poor creatures, when we're sae far misled
as even to forget oursel's.” “Yes, Jeanie, that should
employ the lasting gratitude o’ our hearts to think
that there’s aye ae poorfu’ Ane to care for us; and
it should make every mother particularly anxious to
instil a proper idea of it into the souls o’ her little
dears, alang wi’ the milk wi’ which she fosters up
their bits o’ sweet bodies, till their bonnie clear een
Jjust glance wi’ the spirit o’ love, honour, an’ human
charity. Oh! Jeanie, woman, I've been perfectly
ashamed o’ my sex, that we should sae aften be
seeking to gratify our ain selfish passions by attempt-
ing to mislead the kindliest affections o’ yours, while
“we ha’e the maist solemn calls o’ nature, an’ reason,
an’ scripture, an’ honour, an’ manhood, an’ a’ the-
gether, calling us to respect and protect your honour,
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as in a mesmeric sleep, the second grand scene of the
human drama, where, for aught known to the con-
trary, the heel of the present cobbler may be made
a gag to the mouth of the late chatting Prime
Minister of green bags and budgets—these vile imi-
tators of that fellow who once carried the purse
amongst a very respectable little company of our
earth’s poor world-worn reformers.

Meanwhile I look back to the morning of the 9th
of August, 1811, when I arose at Bowden, no more
there to live a single person, and stitched up a fellow
to a shoe I had made on the previous day, to form
my wedding pair, with which 1 walked down to St.
Boswell’'s here, meeting my bride, with a very few
friends, where the priest paid us the respect of at-
tending in our cottage, and joining us by one .of the
most beautiful sacramental sort of ceremonies that
can be heard in the whole range of human composi-
tion.

Two things have been very peculiarly gratifying
to me through life—to see loving couples linked
together in honest wedlock, and little children drink
milk; and these pleasures are particularly heightened
when they happen to be sensible, cheerful-looking
young people, and curly-haired children. So, of
course, my own marriage was a treat which I have
not lost the relish of to this day and hour.
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ever cold-like he might look amongst the frozen
dews.

’Tis pity that first month of marriage does not last
the long life throughout ; and yet, in such case, what
would become of its natural effects? when such are
to be palpably forthcoming, and constitute «life’s
cares,” which “are comforts,” as we all know as well
as did the grand gloomy bard of starlight and solemn
shadow..

At anyrate, we may say of marriage what Mr.
Macbone* said when rallied upon the inutility of his
profession: “Oh! man, there’s shinteel manners, an’
mony muckle mair grand tings to be learnt at a
dansin’-skule, forby the bare dansin’.” The woman
of our heart, however, never in any month of her life
looks exactly so well, either before or after, in the
eyes of her husband as in the first month of her
marriage, when he finds he is succeeding in polishing
off the maiden shyness from his fair bride, and letting
the native modesty shine out unsophisticated, in its
own fine-tinted colours, to adorn and set out her
other housewife virtues, and form, as it were, the
rose-knot in her dress cap.

Well, it is needless to attempt an illustration of a
honeymoon, which shines with a milder light than
any other moon throughout a long lifetime. He who
has had his honeymoon knows it already, and he who
has not can make little of the matter from any pos-
sible description “in prose or numerous verse,” and
this from the want of anything to give him com-

* A Highland dancing master of the old school, to whom many
hundreds of the Tweedside beaus and belles of the first decade of the
century owed their callisthenic skill and grace.
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within the first fortnight of their wedded love. Yet
this is indeed what history, in accordance with the
brute spirit of those times, accounts his fault or fail-
ing, a love affair through and through—itself a long
honeymoon—for which he lost a Roman world, like a
true man. Indeed, I admire that Mark Antony for
this as a far grander character than any of his
compeers. Their Roman kind of virtue was far too
rugged and stern for my taste; like a death’s-head,
rough and shaggy with iron-wire hair.

And then that still more upsetting fellow of recent
date, that Buonaparte, though I did not dislike to
hear of him kicking a pack of saucy kings about,
yet the yetlen-hearted* ruffian seemed to have none
of the softer sensibilities of the true manly character, or
the common meltings of human affection, in his cast-
metal nature, and was so magnificently mad, outré, and
insolent as to suppose the whole wide world, land and
water, man and beast, made and spread out thick
over the broad surface for the abuse or gratification
of his personal strutting consequentiality.

I have never seen a figure on earth that I liked as
ill to see as that of Buonaparte set up here and there
in all metals, and in clay, stone, and stucco, all in the
same starch-up, arm a-kimbo, quite disgusting posi-
tion, expressive of nothing so much as of main bad
taste both in the man and the model-maker. Those
on chimney-pieces, set amidst crockery and curiosi-
ties, look wretchedly bad, corroding the sympathy of
all around them, and spoiling the soft sweetness of
a fireside. And that large one I saw lately, on a
private pleasure plat at Stratford-on-Avon, gave me

* Cast iron.
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something in the idea and exercise of this which:
took my taste, while the other appeared quite a
silly, sickening, gossiping kind of concern. Those
in these adventitious circumstances I often indeed
regarded in private idea as the butterflies of the
current sunny hour, of no conversation worth atten-
tion, and whose dress and intrinsic virtue would
prove very insufficient against any slight blast of
adversity, and altogether unequal to the regular
wintry storms of life.

At the distance of thirty years, I have seen the
proof of this simple pthosophy of my youth. Only
two or three of the extra cunning and super-fortunate
of the fashionable of that day now survive to eat
solid bread in age, and are now shrinking at last, with
myself, to nameless and inglorious graves.

If a man had the spirit of revenge in his brain or
bosom, this is the very world calculated to afford its
gratification, could he only have the patience to wait
and look on. He need not whet the weapon, or pro-
cure a cudgel, to avenge himself: he has only to wait
a little, and be too sure of having more satisfaction
than the very devil in his nature could desire. The
psalmist bears us out in this philosophy—¢Fret not
thyself because of evil doers, neither be thou envious,”
&c. But I had then fixed my maxim without even
the prudence of attention to the inspirations of anti-
quity. The factis patent to the common observation
of all who will only look about a little. My youngest
sister, Ann, had ascertained the fact very early in
life, from personal experience, before the time of
which I speak, once observing, in a family consulta-
tion we held under some oppression or other, “I'm
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never get so far into the matter as to form even a
faith that they really do. The fact I believe to be
this, that it is from perceptive feeling that the im-
pression of these points is made on our mind; there-
fore, those who do not feel in the way we are talking
of have no perception of them, and those who do
stand in the exact position of ourselves, and cannot,
under any circumstances, glory in the misfortunes
of others. But, Ann, you always rewind me of the
hypochondriac who wept to see the ducks going bare-
foot in winter.”

It is a curiously-constructed world this, upon the
whole; for here is the creature, in all his or her
variety of constitution and character, and here is
the world, so adapted to the application of all these
powers, a broad field for the exercise of all these
principles and propensities, with an endless variety
of mind and matter, calculated to excite, amuse, and
outlast the penetration and research of all ages; yet
if the existence of this human mind is destined to be
eternal, and in its present state of individual capacity
to outlast the present combination of the material
embodiment, the goal may ultimately be so neared
as to bring us within the perspective view of intel-
lectual perfection. No wonder that the Christian
creed is precious to the soul of the human being—
that the doctrine which adds immortality to the gift
of common life should be held pre-eminent. A pity
it is that its professors did not better understand its
precepts, and form their morality of life upon them,
that we might have the credit of beginning our
eternal being more respectably.

In previously stating my feelings with regard to a
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centage, of those that we designate by the title of
“nabbery,” or small would-be gentry; or, more pro-
perly speaking still, only apers of such. These I was
sensible of looking upon me as a person infinitely
below their nose—poor, of no studied etiquette or
« genteel education,” having no standing in any
respect, although perhaps admitted to be of some
tact and skill as a poor cobbler and fish fly-dresser,
yet as nothing worthy the notice of their better
class, which floated over the surface of our commen
society, like blue scum on ditch water.

Meanwhile, I was occasionally pondering in idea
on what Providence had verily intended in their
creation, as I could not conceive even a midge fly
to be made in vain; or at least conceiving them as
those who would “strut their short hour on the
stage” and leave no shadow of memory behind, not
even what I am here writing of them; whilst, not
to blink the truth, some unaccountable, indistinct
impression had taken its place in my mind, that I
might be remembered for some time after I had in
bodlly shape passed away, though for what I could
in no wise determme, even in imagination. In fact,
this was something in the character of a dream, a
vision of the soul, to which no substance seemed
attachable, nothing even positively desirable—some~
thing indistinct, implying a kind of indefinable pre-
sentiment. The more particularly was this so, that I
was in other respects then further from the thoughts
of any attempt at an endeavour to prosecute any
work, either of soul or substance, than I had even
been sometimes formerly. When in the casual flush
of some fine fit of poetical feeling, I had occasional

x






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 339

my relation to it, and particularly in computations
-of the propriety or impropriety of various human
labour—of its direction to the useful or to the un-
necessary, its utility or inutility. In fact, I then
naturally became an utilitarian in the principle of
mind and practice, while yet unacquainted with the
present word by which I am now expressing it, dis-
tinguishing it then by the designation of the wseful
or the useless. Hence, something like a warfare of
mind took place between the propriety of following
this principle steadily in everyday practice, and the
more congenial desires of formerly-indulged habits.
The desire for outfield recreation in the shape of
field sports was as strong as ever—occasional shoot-
ing or fishing. The restraint, therefore, was some-
thing like the necessity of tying up an active,
brawny limb, so as successfully to imitate a lame
beggar.*

* This has frequently been done by daring, dissolute, and idle
vagrants. A curious instance of the detection of this occurred with the
wonderful footman of the late Lord Cranstoun of Crailing—a person
altogether remarkable in his day for athletic feats, particularly running,
which, in those times of running footmen, was his profession. He had
never met with any one the least like a match; but one day when he
had set out on a hurried message, he was hailed by a sturdy, leg-lame
beggar lolling by the way-side with his innamorata. The time of the
day was first civilly inquired, and then the request was made, if the
footman would oblige by taking silver for a gninea—which, being agreed
to, the beggar told out the change into the hand of our runner, who in
frolic skipped a little along, telling the couple that he would call at the
spot and produce his guinea on his return from Edinburgh. Our beggar,
limping, followed a little with bold and reasonable remonstrance, to no
effect, which the other continued, by word, caper, and gesture, to mock
at, when the beggar's lady called aloud, “Cut your hough-strings and
run, man.” This being no sooner said than done, a race in ettle earnest
commenced, which would certainly have ended catastrophically had our
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of the rabbits about his haughland fields, it required
only to do him the “justice of peace” honour, not of
asking his liberty, for that would not do, but ouly
to shy him a little, as if afraid of giving offence, in
which case he would never resent the crack of a
morning or evening shot, even in the very vicinity
of his beautifully-situated Tweedside old mansion-
house.

The famine of my former years, and the fearful
aspect of poverty which they still represented to my
imagination, often then excited occasional stirrings of
desire to better my circumstances before any unfore-
seen scarcity, or the wants and frailties of age, might
overtake myself or relatives. But day-labour in my
profession was felt inadequate, even with the closest
application, to produce more than an existing supply
for the wants of the day, and that even with diffi-
culty. And although, by observing the manners of
the money-grasping race I could perceive that very
little mind, and less genius, were requisite to success
in that pursuit than seems generally supposed, while
sensibility of mind seemed inimical to it, I could
never get myself wedged within the compass of the
necessary rules. The greedy, over-reaching appear-
ance on the one hand, and the gripping, holding,
straining sense of security on the other, excited a
kind of mental nausea; and the force necessary to
keep the mind at the requisite pitch gave a more
acute sense of pain than the wealth of the planet
could give pleasure. So every attempt I made at
even giving thought to the subject gave way to
the next qualm of sympathy that shot across my
imagination, without waiting the assistance of the
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habits of the forest tribes, of footed or of feathered
life. I love acquaintance with the trees and rocks,
or anything that is silent, or speaks truth—the simple
truth of nature and of feeling, just as the mind
imagines or conceives. But to be lodged amidst
the tide and whirl of selfish loves and passions, and
bursts of noisy mirth excited by idea of what is
neither natural nor rational, destroys the proper relish
of existence.
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CHAPTER XXVIL

% HAVE been the more particular in these last
chapters, because it is about this age when
M=eM the mind bursts out into a more full develop-
ment, and when the earlier opinions of youth are
either relinquished or more definitely confirmed. A
world of new ideas is also often engendered, or a
erush and concentration of more solid impressions
received. Hence the mind feels strengthened, and
we are enabled to converse with outward nature a
little more discursively. In short, we begin to feel
our manhood of mind; while the consequent ability,
as well as the necessity, to exercise it, is sure enough
to increase.

Fixed in this position, with a family forthcoming,
the world had already shown me the nature of the
responsibility of such condition—the necessity of
care for one’s household—and this without even
considering the propriety of the apostolic injunction
regarding the matter. I had determined to seek the
comfort of life in obedience to the mere rationality
of the consideration, as well as “for the glorious
privilege of feeling independent.” Hourly attention
to work had the effect, as it generally has, of bring
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of that portion of eternity called “our Time,” will
still exist and burn on, unquenchable for ever.

And here comes another spark of everlasting
human soul-fire, newly emitted, newly arrived! On
the 7th of June, 1812, I had the pleasure of receiv-
ing my first-born, my Barbara, a sweet-faced little
infant from her earliest exposure to this our atmos-
phere. How I blessed her in my soul, and how well
I have ever since thought her worthy of blessing, I
need not here attempt to express in the language I
am at present master of. Many think it manly to
pretend caring nothing for looking at infants till they
begin to prattle. I hate alike that apathy and the
puerile pretence of it. An infant’s face has ever
been to me the loveliest image in creation, as there
we have nature herself in her finest display of earthly
combinations—all young and sweet, in unaffected in-
" terest—bud of promise, opening to loveliness, like a
rose born to the morning—a blossom yet unstained,
uncropt—rvirgin gold yet unalloyed, or at least un-
polluted, by any vile stamp of earthly monopoly,
Caesar, rex, or dunderhead.

We talk much of original sin, and consequent per-
version of the human will, as of a standard stum-
bling block in the path of life. Its existence may be
undeniable in argument—as, for instance, “who can
bring a clean thing out of an unclean?—not one.”
But even in this view we have got grace to restora-
tion ; so, under the influence of that grace, let the
human couple nurse and cultivate proper affections
themselves, and in place of bull-beating and pelting
the devil into their children, on the supposition ¢
pretence of beating him out, teach, lead, and tr
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salt of the earth,” which warms and actuates the
whole constitution of our general and individual
nature—a felt and stated devotion of the heart’s
affections and life to God our maker, and His service
here, with a disposition of will, and confidential trust
of, and agreement with, His eternal purpose in pro-
vision for us here and hereafter.

Our village at that time showed, as I believe
most pleasantly-situated villages do at all times, a
certain phenomenon, which is perhaps one of the
greatest deceptions of phantasmagoria on this our
earth—something like the vision of the rainbow in the
boy’s eye when he supposes the golden spoon at the
end of it. Lessudden, as seen from the high roads
around, looked most pleasantly situated on the gently-
sloping upland, facing the sweet south so wooingly.
Though standing comparatively high and open, it
was flanked in on all sides, at respectful distance,
by still higher, and here and there undulating,
ridges of hill and dale, crag and tail. The scattered
cottages, seen through a fairy paradise of orchard
blossom, seemed like the bowers of the happy, where
it appeared impossible for a passenger to conceive
any lurking canker of discomfort, misery being out
of the question. It was one of those spots upon
which a heavy, weary, way-worn heart might incline
to settle down for rest and repose; and as the black-
bird might be seen at all seasons winging its way
through the open spaces to the thickets of winter
shelter, or summer shade and blossom, the appear-
ance of the place gave the idea of comfort and
heart’s ease. It seemed the very spot of earth where
the plant so named must have sprung indigenous to
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very breast of the vale, eating much of the best of
their spirit out of the inhabitants. The possessors
of these gardens, as well as the poorer cottagers in
general, felt very little of that heart’s ease, the sym-
bolical plant which we have pre-supposed to be there
growing spontaneously. The fatal apple had, alas!
been tasted, and our garden-innocence was gone.
The canker had eaten into the core, and the milk
of human kindness had become curdled and soured.
Like filthy creatures sliming into holes and crevices,
evil spirits had entered there in the shapes of hate,
envy, malice, pride, and, over all, oppression, with
its misery-making concomitants, heart-burnings, false
seemings, and lurking desires of revenge. The devil’s
horns, however, were nowhere perceptible in the
landscape, nor a cloven foot-mark on the soil, except
those of a cow or sheep. Indeed, that particular
kind of superstition had gone by, in the wake of
the palmy old Abbey days, of supposing that we
saw these horns or long cloven foot-marks.

But I suppose that wholesale and retail dealer in
wickedness keeps as much as possible in his invisible
coat, wherever he finds he is succeeding by more sly,
mercantile methods in his mischief-making capacity.
‘We had our sly dealers of those days in the charac-
ters of even most honourable professions; and even
horns were occasionally imagined to be observed by
sharp, prying eyes on some of the highest-tossed
heads of our community. But that, of course, might
be mere suspicion, these matters being often better
left unascertained by clear proof.

Besides, our village had then got into almost mere
animal prose both in thought and expression, not
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deep, for he was ever going to the root with new
renderings of the original text in Greek and Hebrew,
to the wonder or amusement, if not to the informa~
tion, of his audience. He was held conceited and
peremptory, but every man has a right to be so,
particularly every man below the height of five feet
nothing. Upon the whole, Mr. Scade was a moral,
as well as a natural, curiosity—of a rather poetical
taste, however (not talent), for which I liked him,
in spite of all his other comparative insignificance,
throughout the seven or eight years I heard him
weekly. He was quite a little Alexander Pope in
his way, particularly in didactic conceit. Of the
Moderate school, at least not what is here called
the Evangelical, in his religious persuasion, he was
as nearly as may be free of fatalism; at least, he
threw no spark of light on those grand questions
of questions—Free-will and Necessity. After spinning
out the thread of his day and hour, and lifting his
fated number of annual stipends, he left this world
and these questions as he found them, much as we
shall all do, waiting a grand eventual solution. In
fact, these matters seem to every one of us to be
just much as we may for the time think them; since .
we can change our opinions of them every day, while
the facts in nature and fate remain unalterable.

He went the way of all the earth, however, to a
certainty ; and we got another in his place—namely,
Peter Craw, who stood half a foot higher in the
pulpit; at least he did not require the little stool
from which Mr. Scade was said once to have slid
down out of sight in the enclosure, which proved a
kind of accidental full period to a scripture quotation,

Y
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at last, when, in the ordination of God, the Reform
Bill was carried under the Grey Government, and
we, in spite of his pulpit eloquence, had got the
Whigs voted into office, I observed that he then
would not, in his own proper person, show us ex-
ample by giving the obedience of his faith, good-
will, and vote in support of the powers which had
then come to be, the Whigs in office. When I asked
him to sign our parish sheet of a county petition for
the West India slave emancipation, he shuffled me
off by saying, with a rather starch-up look, that he
would “not petition the present Government for any-
thing.” Here I found what I considered as good
as a tacit acknowledgment of more gods than one,
even an extra three in one, duly acknowledged—
Peel, Pock-pudding, and Mammon—a true Tory-
triumvirate. Here was hero-worship still, and anew
proving that it is every dog to his master all the
world over. His old text was blown up, however, for,
his day at least. There was no more lecturing on
obedience to the powers that had then come to be,
but a clean trick at another point of life’s trade com-
pass; for, in fact, he was quite a parish Peel—the
same small, sly, chicaning mind. He then bought a
genteel cottage house, with a little field, and a large
acre-garden attached, lying down into the centre of
the village, which front garden ground he built up
into a row of street cottages, now called the Crescent,
and took the advantage of selling these for Tory
votes in that party’s great Carlton Club struggle of
buying up qualifications to over-balance the Liberal
majorities. By this he was understood to have
cleared the cottage and portion of land and garden
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a cast of the fly on a very particularly fine fish-
ing day, besides something in the character of
occasional romantic scene-haunting, around every
fairy nook, peak, or corner in the vicinity, from
the tops of Eildon and the Bell-race down to the
salmon rock-lair at the bottom of the Hare-crag
pool. I felt it not at all easy or agreeable to sink
the sentient soul betwixt the soles of a stinking
shoe for the term of even this little life-time; for I
considered that though (as our priests averred) the
next stage of eternal existence might give the con-
fined virtuous plodders in this world a free scope
from the walled imprisonment of earthly clay to
enjoy the flowers of Paradise, yet I felt that my
whole present constitution of soul, as well as my
bodily senses, were adapted to the enjoyment of the
morning’s freshness, and the free, skylark songs of
this present planetary life, its spring and autumn
mornings—a voluntary constrainment from the plea-
surable enjoyment of which I could not possibly be
persuaded to consider a virtue. It might have been
all well enough to conceive this very comfortable
doctrine of future releasement, in cases where dis-
tress of body or incarcerations for breach of game-
law legalities might confine us in damp cells or
hovels of starvation, while the framers of these
partial laws enjoyed the free moorland twelfth-of-
August airs, with their meat bag and bottle bearers,
Joe Manton’s, and fifteen guinea pointers. But let
those who can try, to convince me of the religion of
monkish voluntary seclusion as a means to an end of
gaining heaven. No, no; he who rejects the present
free gifts of life—sun, moon, and star influences, the






_ AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 359

The workman or labourer who must keep a family
upon a specific day’s wage may know every day or
week where he is at in regard to his finances, and
regulate his supply in some degree conformably, and.
he soon ascertains when in the least degree he over-
goes his means; nor can he, to any extent, find credit
to get far wrong, though he were even so inclined.
But the tradesman who must provide the materials.
on which he works or speculates, such as a country
shoemaker, whose outlay for these materials is a full
average of two-thirds of the whole product, while
the positive gains amount to only the most scanty
means of possible subsistence, is in & condition of
ceageless uncertainty. This, together with his con-
stant and inevitable risk of losses, renders him the
most liable of all beings to overstep the prudence
necessary to correct expenditure, and this is increased:
to the full extent, where the calls of the poor man’s
family for even the most common necessaries of life
far exceed his stinted means in the measure of pro-
duction. This no journeyman I have ever had could .
clearly comprehend, or seemed at all willing to con~
gider. It was just what he could for the time wrest
for his own hand. When I found one, therefore, at
all qualified to suit me, he must eventually be paid
over and above his strict value for my purpose.
Besides, as is generally necessary in country situa-
tions, he must be boarded in his master’s house,
while he is not contented with the same stinted
mode of daily living, either in kind or quantity of
victual, as that which the family finds it necessary
to be satisfied with; and this has a tendency to
increase the general expenditure on the whole daily
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“these thoughts that wander through eternity”—but
have been bound to sit in my little shop, amidst the
mere casual din of half-idiot ignorance, to listen with
patience, if not with seeming respect, to the small
tittle-tattle of insignificant life, or the discordant
noises which break the soft-imagined hum of nature
in her musing solitude in house, field, or forest, the
continual dupe of my own heart’s sympathies, amidst
the oft-repeated recitals of the rogueries, the rob-
beries, the low-minded duplicities of the disingenuous
amongst the common herd of my brethren of men;
amidst all these disagreeables bound to labour late
and early for the mere purpose of pleasing those
so often unworthy of the sacrifice, as well as the
attempt at supplying my family with the bread of
landlord-taxed corn.

Yet now, after all, why repine for this? while in
the bustle of life around I perceive the lords of hills
and valleys, the heirs of hereditary entails, the tax-
devourers of the life’s blood and sweat of the work-
ing portion of the species, senseless of the import of
more necessary occupation, galloping over all the
comforts of rational existence, casting their proprie-
tory eyes over their woods, streams, meads, groves,
and hills of earth’s surface ere they tumble in, bloated
corpses, amidst the dark family vaults of stately rest,
and leave what they call theirs to others.

R
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coming into it, however—just about the commence-
ment of the French war, and the more improved
system of husbandry—it stood a risk of ruin as great
as ever it had done in the old English wars, when
it was twice burnt down.

A Mr. Boswells, an Edinburgh lawyer, came at
that time to the village for a country residence, and
bought a cottage house, “a cottage of gentility,” the
only slated one then in the village, except the squire’s
mansion. This cottage stood out respectably on the
height of the slope, some ninety or a hundred yards
above the main village line, pleasantly situated, alike
for view, convenience, and seclusion. He then set
to work to purchase all around it, to form his garden
and “double coach-house.” In this he broke the
main centre of the village, as Buonaparte used to
break up the enemy’s lines in war. Fourteen cot-
tage hearthstones were removed by the hands of
James Wyness, his gardener, and a garden with a
high wall was built up around to occupy their place.

This had a threatening appearance, and might
have led to sad consequences if the man had not,
very providentially perhaps, been stinted in his means
of further ruinous progress, for whenever in those
days we saw a nabob pitch his country house at the
skirt of a village, we considered it much the same
as seeing a pair of large pikes find their way into a
river pool, where the trouts, the aboriginals, would
get into such a flurry of fright as to run down the
open throats of the great intruders for mere shelter
from their own terrors.

From some very good cause, however—some defi-
ciency of fin, I suppose—this gentleman got extended
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two very respectable tenants who had previously
occupied it had both died of consumption on beds
set on the same spot, and alleged the damp as
the sufficient cause. “Oh! very true,” says he; “but
the pins will save all.” So, finding it impossible to
drive him off his pins, I could only bring him to
an agreement to stooth the bed-length of the damp
back wall, where the water was trickling down in
droppings, for which stoothing I engaged to pay him
full five per cent. in advance of rent; while he should
allow me to drain the cottage all around the inside of
the walls, and out to the street. This, in the way
kings are said to do many things, he graciously per-
mitted, and it cost me an extra thirty shillings of
men’s wages, besides a week’s work of my own
hands and a fortnight’s stoppage of ordinary occu-
pation. In this house, then, tolerably dry below, yet
often so scanty in the thatch above that a flock of
pigeons might have alighted on my garret floor, I sat
for fourteen years, as busy as a bee, really and truly
- gaining family bread in despite of all back draught
or hindrance, such as “the devil, the world, and the
flesh,” proving the full force of Burns’s emphatic con-
sideration of
¢ Manhood’s active might,
Man then is useful to his kind,
Supported is his right.”

I found mine thus supported. But fourteen years, as
a portion of a life-time, is easily named, though it is
not so easy to relate or explain from recollection
all the little interests, incidents, cares, anxieties, and
cagualties, with the hopes and fears, real or imagi-
nary, that contrive to crowd themselves into such a
term, in reality a great portion of an individual Lif






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 367

than you are likely to suspect of a simple country
lad.” I had not subjected my mother wit to the
tedium of a protracted plea for nothing. John, how-
ever, could not contrive to hide from me that he had
recovered his expenses on the very first application
to Kyle’s agent, and began to proceed with his
motion for £75 of damages on the former plea of
oppression and wrongous imprisonment, which had
formerly been sustained by the Lord Ordinary, and
only lay over till the issue of the then entered action
of reduction, which was to determine it. “Now,”
thinks I, “old John, I must have a settlement with
you, and get clear out of the mire of this trouble-
some anxiety.” So off again I set on foot to Edin-
burgh, which thirty-seven miles on old-fashioned,
rough roads was, even in good weather, a sufficient
day’s walk. I called on John, up eight stairs, next
morning, where we had some pleasurable congratula-
tions of each other, and on my proposal of a settle-
ment up to the time being, John produced his private
bill against my sister for such odds and ends of
expenses as he said he could not lay in along with
that charged against Kyle, which, in its own magni-
tude, he had had, he said, enough to do to pass with
the auditor.

This private account was manstrous, though I have
now forgotten the specific . sum—something, I think,
above three-fourths of his other figure ; but remark-
ably neatly struck at-some fifty shillings above the
sums he had recollected of having receipted me as
advancements throughout the course of the long plea.
On receiving that account, I told him that I held
receipts for £22 more than he had there given me
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even as much in the shape of expenses on a blank
prosecution as a final clincher.

“Well,” thinks I, “such money is not at all likely
to find its way into my sister’s pocket or mine on any
account whatever, so it matters not to us a straw
whether John Craw or Kyle’s creditors get hold of
that £75. I therefore agreed with William Aitkin,
currier, West Port, that I should, as a payment of
leather to him, draw a bill for £17 on John Craw,
Esq., W.S., which he should present for John’s ac-
ceptance so soon as I should be understood to have
left Edinburgh, and in a day or two he informed me
of John’s acceptance of it, though very hesitatingly.
I then wrote Mr. Craw that as Kyle was in a general
break-up state, we should refrain from prosecuting the
action of damages until I should gain some closer in-
formation of his affairs, and on no account whatever to
proceed with such action until I should see it prudent
to give him further orders. At this he was so dorted*
that when William Aitkin produced the bill for pay-
ment he refused it, and would not come forth till
prosecution had been gone through against him, up
to the point of the arrival of the messenger to carry
him to jail, when he pulled out a drawer, and paid the
amount down before the messenger, plack and farthing.

Here ended my sister's long lawsuit, and my ac-
quaintance with Tom Kyle, once Esq., and John
Craw, W.S,, up eight stairs, Parliament Square,
Edinburgh.,

I then felt like a Tweed salmon that had run
hooked for a long spell, and at last got the tackle

* Thrown into the sulks. ‘K’en’s ye like, Meg Dorts!” is a common

exclamation, when a young woman gets sulky, or refuses to do something.
z .
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To lead a human animal through a law-plea with
the skin safe on his back, and his claws left uncut,
is a very dexterous performance in such cases, little
short of Packman Wyllie’s* mastership at the draught-
board, as it beats even getting him out at an angle
before he is souce over head and ears in for it.
One plain instance is as good for example as a
volume of hum-ha description of such cases; there-
fore, I will just relate the first in turn, and be done
with such dry matters.

* The celebrated *Herd Laddie,” in his time the best draught or
“dambrod” player in the world.
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as having been advised by him to the deed. And as
the offence was alleged to be aggravated on his part
by its having been understood to have been his usual
practice throughout a course of years, the prosecu-
tion was held to stand strong against him. This
man, like several other villagers, had been in the
habit of coming into my shop occasionally to while
away an hour, and also frequently to get me to write
letters for him on any particular business. But now,
after these summons, he would come and sit beside me
the whole day, one day after another, in such alag of
spirits that it became pitiful and irksome tosee him.
The libel appeared invulnerable and unanswer-
able, and when I asked him what sort of defence he
thought of making, he said, “None; what defence
can I make?” <«It implies,” says I, “a heavy fine,
and even insinuates something further in the shape
of banishment; but I daresay, knowing you have
money, a fine will be their main mark.” “It’s not
the fine,” says he, “that vexes me, could I only get
that paid privately and be done with it; but the loss
of character, and the stigma attached to my name
for life.” <« Well,” says I, “ what does Spence,* your
friend, the lawyer, advise you?” “Oh! he says that
nothing can be done now, as the prosecution is at
the instance of the fiscal, while the proprietors, father
and son, whom I had got soothed up on their own
account, are both now cited as evidence against me.
Mr. Kinghorne,} who assisted me in arranging
terms of agreement with them—which arrangement
now makes the worst feature in the affair—is also

* Mr. David Spence, writer, Melrose.
t Mr. Alexander Kinghorne, Crossflat, near St. Boswells.
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another,* that we’ll can come through the general
conflagration like scouthered salamanders, very little
the lichter in respect to material diminution.” “Come,
come, man, gi'e o’er your mad flichts,” says the mer-
chant, “and let us set in soberly, and see if we canna
contrive some kind o’ scheme in regard to our friend’s
bad business: here’s to ye. It’s an unco idea to see
a man standing judged and condemned, an’ able to
say neither ‘buff nor stye’t in his ain defence. E’en
Gilderoy an’ Macpherson rantit at the gallows foot!
Ye've had a sort ado amang lawyers an’ papers an’
sic-like lately; can ye no write up some rigmarole
o’ some sort o’ stuff or other for him in the shape o’
self-defence, if it should be even the greatest havers
under the cluds. Onything 'll be better than to just
stand wi’ a shut mouth, waiting ‘justice o’ peace’
condemnation, like 8’ dumb animal.” “Od, man, I
can see nae licht out through the subjec’; not a
single hair to make a tether o’. I've thought o't
several times, but John has just got himsel’ woven
into the meshes o’ law, like a fish into a cairn net,
as if he had done it on purpose, till the never a hole’s
left big enough to draw him out through at. A gun
bullet beats a’ for pushin’ through these things, legal
net-works, prison doors, and sic-like. It’s sae round
and smooth, and hasna knees an’ elbows, joints an’
feet, like @ gomeril falla, to prevent its free passage
out through a’thegither.” ¢“Come,” says he, “try
novelty wi’ them; I've seen ye dab at poetry; wad
something o’ that kind no be better than naething,

* QOur gentry's infernal Corn-Law was then in Parliamentary projec-
tion, whereby the millions were kept hungry till its repeal.

t “Oxhide nor hogskin”—proverbial for *mneither one thing nor
another.”
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next best face you can put upon the matter, by the
way of saying something in defence, is to find some
plausible objections to the fiscal’s general and parti-
cular allegations. He states in the libel that he was
impelled to the prosecution, through the instigation
of some of the respectable of your near neighbours.
Now, if you will go up to-morrow to Spence, your
chief man of business, and request him to write out
for you on the top of a sheet of paper (for it will do
better in his hand-writing than mine) something to
this purpose—

“We, the inhabitants of the village of St. Boswell’s,
near neighbours of J T , have long known
him to have been an industrious, peaceable, quiet,
and obliging good neighbour, and have never known
anything of a flagrant nature to his character, &c.’

Spence knows what to say better than we can tell
him; only warn him against anything too strongly
favourable—I mean that he must not make you out
a very particular saint. It must be as shortly ex-
pressed as possible ; and bring it in the evening, and
I'll try to get it signed. It may do good for you
without the risk of doing ill.” So, without proposing
anything further, home I went, and spread a sheet
of paper on my knee-board, determined to blot it in
some attempt at a defence for the poor culprit, think-
ing that if I should not succeed somewhat to my own
satisfaction nobody should hear of it.

“There are two ways, now,” thinks I, “of telling
the same story, all the world over; and if I can only
invert these main points of charge as having pro-
ceeded from a different motive, I may at least interest
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about, and which we ourselves might seriously re-
gret; that, in short, those who would not sign this
merely general character might likely be suspected
as the persons who had given the information to the
fiscal. The idea of this last imputation drew them
to the pen at once, till I got all I asked to sign it,
including the very proprietor of the garden, who
yielded to my very eager solicitation from the more
humane feelings of his nature, contrary, as he said,
to the strict justice of his mind. There were forty-
two signatures in all. “I've the number of the
¢Highland Watch,”” thinks I, «“the 42d Regiment of
Foot, who are said to beat anything at fair fighting.
It's a good omen; I'll not alter the number by in-
creasing it even by omne.” '

Next morning blew a snow-storm that prevented
the Justices assembling to hold a court; so our
neighbour gave in his signed certificate of public
character to the fiscal, who, on sight of the forty-
two, promised to withdraw his prosecution before next
court day, if at all possible, which gave great relief
for a week or two, until the citations were again
served for the next monthly court, when again his
pains returned. At last the day arrived, when I
added just a further observation or two to my
original paper of defence, in the same way as we
might add a codicil to a will, and resolved to go,
incog., and witness the effect. I gave him my last
verbal instructions by the way—thus, “ When you
are called up, and this libel is read out against you,
you will next be asked for your confession or denial.
Then observe to them that as you are not accus-
tomed to address gentlemen in the way of a speech,
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assisted the lad in the case, and advised others in
similar cases, which could be proved by present wit-
nesses, to the commission of such a flagrant theft and
breach of the peace, and that good cause could not
be shown why a very heavy judgment of fine, im-
prisonment, or worse should not be passed upon him,
and being asked what he had to say in answer to
this charge, he did exactly as I had advised him, to
the very letter indeed. My paper was then handed
to the clerk, and read distinctly aloud, to my private
satisfaction. Standing in the throng of the crowded
room, I was then observing the effect upon faces.
The same faces which had been rounded into some-
thing approaching to a smile of gratification when
the case of charge was being maintained were now
gradually lengthening into oval as the clerk read on
in the defence; and exactly the reverse in others,
just as they happened to be affected to the individual,
or felt facts or arguments agreeable to their natural
propensities. This reversal of various countenances
I took as an excellent sign; and by the tone of the
clerk’s voice, which was getting more animated as he
went on, and by one of the leading Justices giving
a “hem,” in the way of clearing his throat, I pre-
mised that their minds were gradually falling into
the wake of my sail. His defence ran in these
words :—

“ Honourable Gentlemen,—Though innocent of the
charge here libelled against me, yet from a complica~
tion of circumstances, mostly simple in themselves, I
believe I shall feel as much difficulty in the attempt
to clear myself before your honours as thongh I
really were guilty as alleged. It seems to me, from
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immediately blamed me as an accomplice, from the
circumstance of my seeming to take the lad’s part,
and from an instantaneous conviction that John must
verily, and very naturally, think so, I, for the moment,
really felt uneasy. Amidst a storm of threatenings he
vowed to have me made an example of. Though I
did not in the main regard this threat, I was yet
sorry he should go away in the presence of some
people then gathering around us without being con-
vinced of the real nature of the affair, and of my
innocence, which, however, he did. Shortly after-
wards I called upon Mr. Kinghorne, and communi-
cated the matter to him, when he advised me that
rather than let it get abroad into the mouths of the
country, and be transformed into a hundred different
shapes, it would, he thought, be much better to
endeavour to come to an agreement with John Paton
on any, or the easiest, terms possible. I therefore
requested Mr. Kinghorne to accompany me to Mr.
French’s house in the evening, where we sent for
both John Paton and his father, when I proposed to
pay for any damage he could say the lad had done.
This he genteelly declined to accept, saying that the
damage was quite an immaterial consideration, only
he felt exasperated that I should have been guilty
of aiding the lad in such a design, which he was so
clearly positive I had done. I desired that, though
I had failed to convince him of the innocence of my
movements, yet I hoped he would suppress the whole
matter, as my ill-wishers (as every person had some)
would doubtless put the matter in the very worst
light, to my disadvantage. To this he acceded, and
we have since been on the same door-neighbour
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«I am, with due respect to the honourable Justices
present, their most obedient, humble servant,
(Signed) «J T—.

“ January, 1815.

« P.S—The honourable Justices will perceive by
the date that the preceding was prepared for last
month’s Court-day, when, in consequence of a certi-
ficate which was presented to Mr. David Sinclair,
the procurator-fiscal, from the inhabitants of St. Bos-
well’s, my near neighbours, disclaiming their having
desired this prosecution, as the libel falsely sets forth,
and desiring him to drop the process, I was verbally
assured by him that the matter was put to rest.
Since that time, however, though it has been re-
newed, contrary to my expectation, it has assumed
for me a more favourable appearance. since it is now
in my power, should the lad T persist in his
intention of clearing himself, to my prejudice, to
refute his evidence in the clearest manner.

(Signed) «J

T—o-.

« February, 1815.”

The letter of character formerly lodged with the
fiscal was then called for by the Justices, and read
over, with the names of the subscribers to it. Here
the No. 42 were again, as usual, successful. And
then the leading Justice took speech in hand, ad-
dressing the panel to this purpose—that, when he
saw a man of his sedate and respectable appearance
stand up under such an imputation, he felt really
vexed and sorry, as, he believed, did all his friends
on the bench present; and he must say he was in
proportion as glad to have heard him clear him-
self, by means the most simple and efficacious; that

24
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be easy to suppose who of Mr. T ‘s “near,
neighbours” it might possibly be else. Mr. Sinclair
still seemed very unwilling to state names as his in-
formants, till by severe rémonstrance, and even some
little threatening, he felt impelled to it, when at last
he said, “If I must tell, I must. It was the Justice
of the Peace for their own parish.” The Justices
nodded assent, and made no further remarks, while
Mr. T was set clear at the bar.

Here again, thought I, everybody is getting righted,
whilst I have no doubt that I have, very unwittingly,
been getting myself into a new trouble. The Justice
of Peace for our parish, who, it seems, has urged that
prosecution—for the love of justice l—may yet per-
haps be partly influenced by another feeling instigat-
ing him in the case. The cause of this prosecution
may be in J T and his brother A
confronting and pulling him up at every public sale
of small properties in and about the village, always
aiming to purchase and secure a house for them-
selves, or some spot of property on which to rear
one, even at a high contended price, thus raising the
price of each to him, who, it seems, will have them
all. At that late sale of Miss Mercer’s of five or six
separate patches of village properties by public roup,
I noted that the squire had better have bribed ‘these
two brothers, at a hundred pounds a-piece, to have
lain a-bed all that day; and he would have been a
saver of a hundred and one upon the purchase of the
whole day’s sale. This is vexing to a man of might.
Lords and lions are much the same in one respect—
they don’t like lesser animals to cross their path.
Should this interference of mine, then, in favour of
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was got into salt, and had no escape from being picked
to the bones by somebody. My neighbour, the mer-
chant, was also now going to recover some £40 of
a debt, which he had been on the point of losing
should Willie Herring have been left to fall under
the risk of his extra improvements in husbandry and
the aristocratic law of hypothec. Here had been a
complication of risks all getting righted. I had also
made a few pairs of shoes for Herring and his family
under the verbal order of “ The Manufacturer,” and
about this time I had been almost daily or weekly
writing letters, &c., for him to Spence and others
relative to Herring’s and others’ affairs. Therefore,
while over our refreshing cup of ale that evening
“all was going merry as a marriage bell,” our land-
lady, the mistress of the house, observed—* You are
all getting very right but poor John Younger; he
is to be the only sufferer here. I can see he will
lose his house through his interference, which has
set you all right to-day, and I do not see another
lodging for him in the village. We shall likewise
lose a good neighbour.” «“We'll surely get a house
for John Younger some way or other,” said “The
Manufacturer;” “by the course of nature old Tommie
Sibbald can hardly be supposed to see Whitsunday ;
his house will be in the market to sell, or to let at
least, and Raeburn will give bigger prices than he
has thought of yet if I don’t get a house for John
Younger by hook or by crook, in one shape or
another.” His son-in-law, who was seated next me,
gave me an elbow touch, and whispered, “My good-
father* may likely forget what he is saying, but we
* «Good-father,” Scotch for father-in-law.
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no news is good news,” I observed, “and I cannot
tell how much I am obliged to the wise inventors of
these old proverbs; they are so useful in our Scotch
conversations.” “I’'m aye due you for thae shoon
yet,” he next remarked; “I must have ye paid now.
What’s the price o’ them?” “Just the old price,
John,” I informed him. “ What’s that?’ he queried.
“Ten shillings,” I answered: “they’re just like penny
pies; they may alter a little yearly in shape or
fashion, agreeably to the market; but they’re aye
the auld penny.” “But ye're surely dearer than ye
used to be? I never paid ye ten shillings before !”
“Ye certainly never paid me less, John, since we
were first acquainted, nor anybody else, for the same
sort of plain, good shoes.” “But ye're dearer than
other shoemakers; for I see bigger shoes brought
from a’ the towns around us for 9s or 9s 6d at
most, and I really grudge to pay mair than value.”
“Those who want them cheaper, John, will just
have to go to these sale towns and buy them; for
my customers look for good shoes, in which they
can walk a twelvemonth every day at least, and the
best of all work and material is required to produce
shoes of that description. Give them worse even at
a cheaper rate, and I would soon lose their favour
and custom; therefore I may work my heart out
before I can make a penny above the strictest point
of day and way. I shall not leave a fortune of five
pounds to my heirs at the end of a forty years’ life’s
lease on my present terms; therefore to reduce the
price is out of the question with me.” «Well, John
Younger, I may pay ye the ten shillings this time;
but it will really be the last time ever I'll pay as
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I’'m certainly nothing obliged to you for that loss, at
anyrate ; for I suppose it would be more trouble than
a’ the money’s worth to swear you in as cautioner
—which could be done, as I would really not have
made them but for your voluntary assurance of safety,
amounting in effect to your order. However, I think
Tl just do best to try and put up with the losses
I have had, and beware of getting into new ones.
This I can do upon your present example of drawing
in, and taking care of new scrapes for the future. I
shall not, however, attempt to do business exactly
upon your present plan of throwing yourself out of
obligation by making a sham pretence of supposing
yourself over-charged a sixpence on your yearly pair
of shoes. You might have saved yourself the de-
gradation of that barefaced quibble as a means of
escapement from your imaginary obligations to me,
as I should never have put you to the necessity
of any acknowledgment whatever.” He sat for a
minute or two as if recovering his sensibility from a
slight shock of electricity; then opening his mouth
again to speak: “John Younger, I never thought
you had been the man you are!” says he, with a
look of consciousness of my having caught him in
the quick of the very idea on which he was studi-
ously acting. “And what have you always taken
me for?” says I—“for a mere automaton, as a horse
in a mill could hardly be supposed to have moved so
long round and round to the crack of a clown-driver's
- whip without some sort of supposition of what he
might be grinding. Could you, for years past, sup-
pose it possible for me to write letters for you on
various intricate points of business, when you often
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the immorality of it. John, you may go rest in per-
fect security of any further claim of obligation I hold
on you; and, if you still should ever want any help
in which I can assist you honestly, 1 shall still be
willing to do it on the principle on which I have done
all hitherto, merely to gratify my own disposition,
without any hope or prospect of anything, even
gratitude, in return.” We parted thus, so and so,
and have seldom met since.
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Our village cottages were at the time so fully
occupied that no house of any description was left
in it to rent, except those belonging to the Squire,
which comprised about one-half of the whole. It
appeared very inconvenient for me to leave the
village, in consideration of the state of my small
business and other affairs at the time, although I
could easily have overcome the feeling of any parti-
cular local attachment, as well as the chagrin natural
to being so forced out. But in walking out one
evening in the drift of a snow-storm, I came in con-
tact with William Hunter, then proprietor of some
separate houses in the village, who happened to
mention the subject, when he immediately proposed
to sell me a little old bad cottage-house of his, that
stood wedged in crosswise, with its gable-end to the
street, and a stripe of garden running up to the north.
The old, ill-thatched rickle of a house itself was of
little other value than for the spot of ground on
which it stood ; but to get hold of a spot of ground
on which to form a footing for self-defence against
what might have been not improperly termed the
rural invasion of aristocracy, had become with me a
matter of nearest interest. I thought I might extend
that old cruive of a houselet back lengthwise by an
addition at the back-end, repairing up at the same
time, or rebuilding anew, the old to suit my purpose
tolerably well; and by borrowing the money to do
the whole, I should still be within my means of a
rent supposed to be somewhere about six or seven
pounds a year. Well, after I had run over all these
considerations in my mind, in less time than I can
here note the recollection, I requested Will. to state
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being obliged to leave them so often and so soon
again.” Still, I made it seem that 1 hesitated a little,
because I knew he was a kind of cow-dealer, and
might be ready to start back should T scem to strike
him too eagerly. However, they all insisted that I
should close with him, while I consented somewhat
hesitatingly. David Ross, the baker, Will.’s nephew,
—who, by-the-bye, was as much my friend at heart:
as he was his uncle’s—pulled out a shilling with
which he insisted that I should arle the bargain. I
then laid down the premises at length, by stating
that he should produce titles so good as to give me
indisputable possession, and that by the Saturday of
next week, which day he would come down in the
morning, and we should go up to Melrose togcther,
and have the matter legally confirmed, and that
punctuality in this should stand a term of our pre-
sent bargain. This agreed, we drank Aelter-skelter,
till Will,, the old laird, got mortal fou, and I was
saluted as laird out and out, and so we parted.
Next day, Andrew Crammond, mason, in our vill-
age, looked into my shop, and, in speaking over the
premises of our bargain, observed that I could not
get the paltry house enlarged, from a circumstance
of which I had not been aware—namely, that one-
half of the stripe of garden did not belong to Hunter,
but to another person, who had formerly left the
country, and that it lay claimed only by such or
such people as next nearest heirs to the departed,
but without any title on which to sell it; that this
unfortunately formed the middle half of the whole
of what I had supposed the garden I was purchasing,
lying close to the north gable-end; that the cottage
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mon-sense to flinch, Henry,” says I; “I can get better
examples than you anywhere.” So, just stating that
I would not now take the subject unless compelled,
I left them quietly.

On a morning shortly after, Hunter called in, asking
me to go to Melrose and have the writings examined,
and the deed of conveyance ordered, when I remon-
strated again with him to no purpose, but declined
to budge a foot. Off he set by himself, and paid two
separate lawyers five shillings a-piece for advice as’
to whether he could draw me up, when they both
agreed in opinion that, everything considered, he
could not bind me to implement a bargain so loosely
entered into, and so slightly confirmed at the time.

Meanwhile, learning that the house I was still liv-
ing in was not yet let, I formed a curious notion of

going to see the Squire, in which case I might either
have matters better explained or get more fun out of
it. When announced to him as on business, I was
admitted to an audience, when the first offset was:
“ Well, John, I hear you have made yourself a laird
in the village.” “I can hardly say so yet, sir,” said
I, «although I have the thing in that position that
I can either be a laird to-morrow night or not, just
as I find it will best suit me. I have still a power
of rejection of agreement with Will. Hunter, and:
finding I am buying at a present disadvantage I
would rather desire to continue to be your tenant as
I now am than be a poor laird for myself. I have
just come to say that if you are agreeable to let me
remain in my present sheddin’ on reasonable terms I
will let Will. Hunter keep his old premises, and have

no more to do with them. If not, I shall not now be
23
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had always been a sort of good, plain, open under-
standing kept up between their families; and so I
thought that if he even had been dipping just a little
into that stupid apple-tart concern, he had, for some
months past, been paying penalty enough for it in
the coin of heart’s vexation. And ye ken, sir, ane
canna bide to see a poor, vexed, repentant mortal
broken down a’thegether, if there’s a possibility to
help him ava.” <“Faith, that’s verra true,” said he;
“I met him in the baker’s house one day, where I
dropt in for change of a note, and I says, ¢John,
what ails ye ? ye're looking verra ill.” He hummered
and said something, I forgot what. ¢You should
take care of yourself, John,’ says I, ‘and take some
walks out about, and see the hunt sometimes.” I
wag sorry for him; he looked as if he was gain’
dementit. < Cheer up,” says I, ‘John, man, and dinna
let yoursel’ a’ down to staps that gate.’ It’s surely
verra right to help ilk ither a’ we can when we see
our neighbours in sic deleeries.” “Ye've just hit my
notion o’ the matter, sir, and what I did in the way
of help for J T—— was nae mair than what I
think ony neighbour should be aye ready to do for
another, whatever thanks he may chance to get.”
“Well,” says he, “ye may, if ye like, just continue
in your house as ye have been.” “Thank you, sir,”
says I, “and I hope we’re going to have better
weather now for our out and in-door work; that is,
both my work and your pleasure, shoemaking and
fox-hunting. That grey horse of yours is still keep-
ing up in fine condition I see, sir, in despite of your
hard exercise.” “Oh! bless ye, sir, he’s in grand
spirits; if he did not go over Eildon Hills the other
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could have got up the money I intended to pay it
with, which belonged to my sister, from Andrew
Knox, tenant of Mainhill, and his brother John of
Charlesfield, which, not thus requiring it at the time,
lay still some years till they failed, and it was mostly
lost.

But we would require to live ten life-times over
to get ourselves properly summered and wintered
into the saving knowledge requisite to surmount,
with any chance of success, the casual obstructions
to a poor man’s pilgrimage through this world on his
way to the next. Yet we are always getting on in
some fashion, through the windings of this life’s
chase, long or short, the hunters and the hunted,
like the old rock fox, and the Squire’s old grey
hunter, who, with himself, have all alike long ago
run to earth, and got numbered amongst “the
flowers o’ the forest,” who “are a’ wed away.”

Thus again settled, I stuck down to my stool and
awls, as fixed as rosin, and now more easily restrain-
ing all desire of outfield recreations, such as fishing
and shooting, yet still reputed and employed as chief
amongst our local fishers and fly-dressers, in the way
of directing and advising, according to circumstances.
In this I felt a pleasure, just in proportion to the
gratification of others, for I have yet had no pleasure
in life equal to that of pleasing others rationally.
Some may urge that the above-named pursuits are
not rational, but that is a question in ethics not to
be solved rashly. Yet, in such sort of agreeable
exercise of the ingenuous mind, we feel often sad
disappointments, such as to throw us into frequent
low spirits, when we perceive that, notwithstanding
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CHAPTER XXXIL

Y friend, David Ovens, on the occasion of hin
pet parting with me, had got on with I'om
Kyle in one of his mad speculations, by
commencing wood-merchants, in partnership fore
sooth. They set up a woodyard at Hiltonwhill, nnd
made a roaring business of it. David conwiderel
himself secure, having the retail and hook-koaping
departments of the business in his own hund, Nor
did he take account of the pomsibility of hin e
partner buying and selling great lotw of timbar n
name of the firm, leading hiro into itmmenms linhilition,
and in the end leaving hira, as be did, smulet, of hulf
his original patrimonial inheritance,  Calenlubing on
the remaining half, David again joined in purtnseslip
with another adventurer in the wood-msrhunt, line,
They went to the north country, bought winl fullud
some Scotch forest about Beauly, and flonted the
wood down the river there, in whiclh way he llontud
away his last acre of separate lands lefl, Lim by hoth
mother and father. This lows of hin wll might have
even been foregone or got over had he not still stond
bound for some of Kyle's other concerns to an shoy-
mous amount, over-reaching all his mennw, and totully







AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 409

uncle’s sober family might be turned into bed, he
would have us just call at the inn and have bread
and ale. “No, David,” says I, “my Nan will be
wearying for us, so rather come on with me; I have
a fine tail-piece of a kippered salmon, and we shall
take in some ale from French’s,” in the discussion of
which we renewed all our former friendly intimacy.
In the course of conversation we came to touch on
his late pursuits, when I remarked that I hoped he
had been more fortunate in trade in his late engage-
ments than he had formerly been with Kyle; for that
nothing had vexed me all these years of our foolish
estrangement but that I was thereby prevented from
keeping him in alarm of these deceptive fellows,
these fashionable vagabonds. Bursting into tears
from a filled heart, he exclaimed, “I wish I had kept
friendly with you. I have found very little true
friendship since I left you; and I need not hesitate
in telling you now that I am entirely ruined, and
into liabilities far beyond my means.” The words
ran cold over my nerves, and we sat silent together
for some time. At last I said, “David, don’t let
down your heart altogether; you are yet in young
age, with superior abilities, and now with some dear-
enough-bought experience. You are fit for many
things—as, for instance, a head clerkship, or some
such situation—for bread ; while of personal look and
figure, you have sufficient to entitle you to respect-
able prospects, even in case of marriage. Your easy
trust and simplicity of character seem your only
failing. That is certainly correctible by the appli-
cation of the first three rules of arithmetic, not by
that ungenerous maxim of ‘taking every man for a
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in the world. David considered this lodging the
more peculiarly favourable, as he had previously
advanced his uncle money to a considerable extent
on his original setting out with his family to America.
He had afterwards remitted him more in the shape
of loan—to the amount of some £300 at least in all.
I may as well just here gratify myself by tracing my
poor friend and youthful companion to the end of his
life’s journey, in a few more paragraphs, before tak-
ing a sorrowful farewell of his memory altogether.

He stopped there with his uncle’s family till the
Canadian winter had set in, when one day he had
somehow found it necessary to explain his state and
circumstances. On learning how he stood, his uncle,
to use his own terms in writing home, flew in a pas-
sion, and swore him out of the house.

I afterwards heard that he thereupon went, as on
a casual visit, to the house of another Scotch settler
some miles distant, had dinner, and stayed till tea,
when the mistress, thinking it was drawing late
-enough, and David still not proposing to move, took
occasion to observe that she had hopes he was mean-
ing to stop for the night, as it was now late to return
home, when, with the salt water rushing to his eyes,
he told them he had no home to go to. Being kindly
people, they kept him till he, for a second time, found
some employment in Montreal in the line of a clerk,
where he stopped for some time, and then somehow
got a recommendation to go up as a teacher to
Hamilton, then to Cobourg, where he succeeded
tolerably well, and wrote his uncle William here and
me frequently, through the course of some fifteen
years that he remained settled there.
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country stroll had called here to pay a sort of feeling
visit to the birth-place of his fathers; and finding his
father’s youngest brother, then old Willie Ovens, and
family, still on the spot, was affectionately taken with
the meeting. He made the old man and family some
handsome presents, and ultimately settled £20 a year
on him for life, which was continued to the last
remnant of the family till the day of their death.

I did not see this gentleman on his first visit, and
therefore, before David could receive a letter from
me, conveying news to excite him to hurry home
that he might meet with this brother as a generous
friend ere he should again leave the country, so much
delay had been occasioned that, together with his
reduced circumstances in waiting to have his broken
banker’s affair wound up, my plan of the brothers
being brought to meet could not be effected.

I saw this brother, indeed, afterwards, on his next
kindly call on his old uncle, and, by the best repre-
sentation of the case I could possibly make, endea-
voured to influence him in favour of David, whom I
understood he had likely never seen. I described him
to all fair advantage, even showed him some of his
beautiful letters to me, in endeavour to excite his
admiration and sympathy. But the previous repre-
sentations he had had of his having so sillily lost all
his original property, together with this home uncle’s
coldness on that point—the uncle rather wishing, of
course, to find the floating favours take an inward
direction towards himself—the young officer never
became so decidedly influenced in his absent older
brother’s favour as to decide on any plan of relief
towards poor David.
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through the shadows of worldly grief, and may likely
tend to illume the dark passage from this to another
life, and flame still brighter in the more genial atmos-
phere of a celestial paradise. Though the negation
of such delicate virtue be not positive vice, yet it is
indicative of an unenviable sterility of soul. A friend
dying in our debt may be occasionally distressing to
us; but a mild friend dying in lack of certain relief,
which we knew it to be in our power to have sup-
plied, is still a worse matter, and must leave a most
Novemberish feeling on the nerves of the survivor,
if he be not of a very fish-hke temperature of blood,
calculated to sport, spawn, and rejoice amidst the
icy waters of a dull wintry climate.
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nor even causing me to be afraid of taking an
opportunity of spending a favourable afternoon in a
manner somewhat more agreeable to one's feelings
than the incessant every-day drudgery of sedentary
application could afford, and as fishing was always
a first favourite pursuit, particularly along with any
friend, such as John Haliburton, first of Dryburgh,
then of the Mertoun water, I took the liberty with,
Mrs. Fortune of a frequent indulgence, which I
enjoyed, as people are apt to do many things, even
at the risk of prudential reflections.

But a slight sketch of John Haliburton, as my old
fishing friend, may be necessary to clear up some
matters. On the death of old Andrew Shiel, who
had long been tenant of the Dryburgh water, the
fishing there was advertised to be let, along with
the ferry-boat and a cow’s grass. John Haliburton
(a Scotch cousin of the now distinguished Sam Slick)
was then a day-labourer, with a wife and two young
children, and desiring a cottage to live in, he thought
that if other people had lived by fishing, there was
nothing to hinder him doing so, although he had
then never handled a rod or thrown a line around
his head. So he took the premises at a moderate
rent, there being few gentlemen fishers in those days
to raise waters to foolish rents, said gentlemen being
then generally engaged in other pursuits, such as the
French wars, and trying to make fortunes on the
spoils of common life. On John’s entering his fish-
ing at the Whitsunday term, when the water was
summer-low and clear, he came over to me, having
heard that I dressed flies, and bought a dozen for

eighteenpence. They were of such large-sized,
2¢
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and engaged Haliburton at a guinea a week to leave
Dryburgh, and become his fisherman attendant at
Mertoun. John hesitated a little on this, as he had
succeeded so well in Dryburgh as to have saved
£60 in the few years he had been there. But with
a blaze of generous appearances Scrope prevailed,
and John left Dryburgh (where, through his advice;’
George Johnstone* succeeded him), and went to the
Mertoun water with Mr. Scrope, whose first seven or
ten years of regular training on the Tweed here was
under Haliburton’s regular tuition. John regularly
dressed his standard flies, and every day directed
their particular application, carried him for some
seasons out and in to the boat on his back over
the shallows every time a fish was hooked, before
either of the two had contrived that I should make
him light leather boots, which he could find com-
fortable in which to wade dry.

In fine fishing days he used to keep two rods in
the boat, with an extra rower. He pleased himself
by hooking the fish, when he handed the rod to
Haliburton to wade ashore with it, there to run and
kill the fish, while he should angle for another, in
order to see what number he could be said to murder
in a given time; for, of course, the main manager
and worker in this case, as frequently in similar cases
(even in the taking of towns and kingdoms), stood
only as a nameless auxiliary :—all this while Halibur-
ton and I happened to keep in such friendly intimacy
that we generally agreed to the most minute speck
of tip, spot, shade, and spreckle in hair, wool, and
feather in the dressing of hooks.

* Many years afterwards unfortunately drowned.
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from his description. He recommends these six flies
to be mostly all dressed with hackles, laid over bodies
made of bullocks’ hair. Now, this is rather incongru-
ous, springing from a mistake, as I will suppose, since
I cannot conceive that he ever used them of that
style in his practice on the Tweed here; and the
mistake has probably arisen thus:—He had, properly
speaking, left the regular fishing here, just previously
to the time that Haliburton and I settled on the pro-
priety of using cow hair for bodies, to supply the
place of hackles laid over soft wool bodies, thus mak-
ing a fly equally pretty and useful, and much more
substantially solid, than with a hackle over the soft
wool body, which proved often so troublesome by
its breaking loose at the small end of the hackle on
the first fish being hooked with it. This was what
we considered a grand improvement upon former
methods, and Mr. Scrope might afterwards have only
partially seen or heard of it after he had removed
from here up to the Pavilion water, near Melrose.
He therefore made a mistake in conceiving that cow
hair (or bullocks’ hair, as he perhaps more properly
called it) should be used only in place of soft wools
for the body, with the old wool-bodied habit of a
hackle laid over it, as this, if not quite incongruous,
is at least altogether unnecessary, the bullock hair
being calculated to make both body and hackle of
itself, ribbed with the tinsel, as may be seen neces-
sary, the same as hackles used to be. To this day,
in dressing flies for others who are yet positive in
their taste for using hackles, we still use soft furs or
wools for body, with the hackle laid over it, as over
a rather smooth surface, but seldom think of using
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quality.* John cleared something like £150 or £200
in the course of the two successive years of (I thmk)
1816 and 1817. But these savmgs he was again
doomed to leave to the landlord in the years follow-
ing on the expiration of Scrope’s lease, as John felt
obliged either to become annual tacksman himself,
and to pay Scrope’s advance of rent (some £50), or
to leave the place under great disadvantage, with
a very large family to be provided for—to wit, his
wife’s old father and mother, and his own mother,
over and above a swarm of children. This neces-
sitated John to stick fast to this fishing from year
to year, through succeeding bad seasons, until all
his gains on the waters were again swept off on
the floods, when he once more, like a hunted otter,
took to the dry lands, and somewhere west about
Lanarkshire, tugging on in a small farm, has been
faring variously since.

I might make up a book of fishing matters, anec-
dotes, and so on, as thick as Foxe’s “ Book of Mar-
tyrs” in octavo, and tell over all the high-winded
stories that have been sported on the Tweed here
throughout the course of the last one hundred and

* The lower-down aud higher-up proprietors of the Tweed then,
differing amongst themselves about the terms of appropriation and
preservation of the river, stupidly altercated about fou!/ and clean fish
till they “let the cat out of the pock” in regard to the proper season
for salmon. The Londoners then got hold of a notion, new to them,
that nearly all the fish of the salmon kind were unclean or out of season
through the winter and spring months, and hence, of course, the sale
was done up for our poor tacksmen on the river here, as the fish that
went formerly from them at from 3d to 6d per lb. could not then be
taken in at Berwick for the London market, but fell to bo hawked
around the country here for sale at 14d and 1d per lb,, many of them
dear food at that, the poverty of our country people rightly considered.
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found inefficient to serve their purpose of satisfying
the avaricious, are again thrown aside to the family
vault, along with the bones of their ancestors—(such
are the works that follow them)—and still something
nothing less ridiculous established in their place.

Our last discarded Tweed law was this:—The
river to be closed for all sorts of salmon fishing on
" the 10th October, and opened again on the 10th
January, those who procured the passing of this
enactment vainly imagining that they would enclose
the spawning season within these three months,
They found out, by-and-by, that the best of the
fish were still left unspawned at the opening, and that
these were at that season leistered promiscuously.

The latest act of legislation in the case is, that
the river be closed for net and leister fishings on the
15th October, and for rod fishing on the 7th Novem-
ber, and open on the 15th February.*

Protection under these Acts is attempted by some
sort of association of the proprietors of waters club-
bing to keep up a constabulary force under the local
name of water bailiffs, to go about day and night for
the purpose of preventing, seizing, and convicting
poachers.

The public conceive (however misconceivingly)
that their natural rights are at all times rather arbi~
trarily abridged by a mere assumption of claim and
privilege, and therefore consider close-time as the time
when the claiming proprietors agree to suspend theit
personal outlook, and merge their individual protec-
tion in the care of their substitutes, the bailiffs,
Hence, close-time is considered the poor man’s, ot

* This Act has long been superseded, and leistering is now illegal,
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the devil piping to them. This has long been, and
still is, the prevailing practice in the higher districts
of the rivers, where the greatest masses of fish have
got up in the autumn and early winter floodings for
the purpose of spawning. And the greater facility
with which these poachers get forward in such
cases is by the blinking of the smaller proprietors
or tenants, who find less interest in preventing them
than in obtaining a share of their spoil. This prac-
tice occurs the more readily in consequence of the
great trade of net fishing at and near the river
mouth, where the clean fish are mostly all caught
in the summer, with little chance of many getting
up the river till the high floodings in the fall, when
the nets are laid off working either from the cause
of high floods or the close-time having commenced.
Then the fish get run up in shoals to spawn under
protection of upper-water propnetors. to whom, pro-
perly speaking, protection is no special benefit.

It may be supposed a very natural dialogue to
hear a farmer’s servant in close-time say—* Master,
twa or three o’ us are thinkin’ o’ lichtin’ a bit
bleeze at the redds the night up at the Shaw-brae-
fords, where we saw them tumlin’ up this afternoon,
like brewers’ swine drunk on maut draff.” « Well,
Davie, I daresay, for my part at least, ye may just
take what ye can get when ye have them herc, as
I'm sure I havena seen three good fish in our water
down through the summer. They kep them a’ about
Berwick and Norham now wi’ these lang nets, except
Jjust a-while in the tail o’ the season, when the flood-
ings get ower heavy for their net wark.,” So under
this, to Davie, supreme permission, he raises a }
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creature whilst in the most interesting act of its
nature, the propagation of its species, and then most
unfit for human food.* Indeed, every means so much
reprobated when used by the poor poacher, are then
by themselves resorted to under the general designa-
tion of sport, without even the poacher’s plea of some-
thing akin to necessity.

Now, if our great landholders may still persist in
adding all the running waters to their other appro-
priations of the solid lands, one would think that
some generation of them might surely contrive how
to make these rivers most conducive. to their own
interest, teeming and beneficial, as well as to their
general and individual amusement of a more gentle
description. This might easily be done by proprie-
tors agreeing amongst themselves to make a law to
do away with the practice of all net and leister fish-

* And only think of a leister of five or six long barbed prongs, like
the forks in the devil’s pictured tail, or like the outstretched fingers of
the “Iron Duke's” red right hand as it may be extended forth in a
dreaming grasp at the fancied shadow of his old friend, or rather foe,
of the hundred battles, or rather just now (December, 1845), for a last
clutch and retentive hold of the passing Corn-law Bill, which, in despite
of that lumpish hero-god of our present nobility (who brings one in
mind of the big, clumsy, metal image of Juggernaut), will soon be a
fearful ghost, fit only for quieting the supperless children of the coming
age in words like these—* Lie still an’ sleep, or else the big Iron Man’s
Ghost will come back, and Corn-Bill ye to cauld hunger and death—
him that killed the French, an’ then came hame, and was set up to be
worshipped as the hero-divinity o’ our British gentry, and under that
godship kept a seventy-lord power stamach bill-trap in his greatcoat
pocket, wi’ which he catched an’ hungered a’ the poor bairns in his ain
country, to please the big-bogle man o' Buckingham, till their wee,
starved spirits were heard yeaing an’ pleening through a’ the blasts o’
winter; an’ ye wadna hear a souch o’ frost wind through the keyhole
o’ your outer-door, but there was the voice of a dyin’ creature’s last
curse in’t.”






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 431

ciple of mind, without any engrossment of the facul-
ties from higher pursuits. Itisa charming reclaxation
from sedentary employments and severe studies. It
would besides provide an honest source of livelihood
for a few poor fellows like myself, who, living by the
waters, have, from observation and practice, acquired
a taste and use of hand in practical fly-dressing and
the preparation of other necessary tackle, rods, lines,
and so on, so that we could supply our richer ama~
teurs of the high fancy taste with what they neced
for «gentle angling.”

No close-time would then be necessary, only just
such as the river proprietors might mutually agree
on as a sort of understood or partial forbearance
amongst themselves, always having it in their power
to restrict non-proprietors, as they already have all
the season through on what they claim as their own
waters.

Indeed, in rod-fishing the spawning fish are less
liable to be taken than the fish in a more seasonable
state, as those second best to the winter clear salmon
in his splendid silver beauty are those which come
up with the late November, December, and even
January floodings, for the natural purpose of a fresh-
water excursion as well as the ultimate innate objoct
of spawning before their return to the sea. These
are then in a much better state for slaughter than
in the months of February, March, and April, when
only partially spawned, or on the eve of spawning,
All these we have in December and January in ex-
cellent state, the transient clear salmon, the brown
twenty-pounders of the “grey-school” tribe, without
eight ounces of milt or roe in them. They may be
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of their adopting any measure which may happen to
bear the least semblance of an approach to liberality
of principle or sentiment, though I am convinced that
such would very much improve their already good
fortunes, as well as those of their poorer neighbours.

The waters have certainly brought forth abun-
dantly, agreeably to divine promise, for the use of all
human beings. This would be acceptable, indeed,
and received with thankfulness, if it could reach us.
But, alas! it is too often arbitrarily intercepted in its
proper direction by the appropriation and misapplica-
tion of those who have assumed the stewardship of
God’s common providence, of which, most unhappily,
they give no account, and seem to be called to none,
on this side the grave at least—the more shame to
them and to us; while as to the next state of exist-
ence, I hope that the paradisical “rivers of life” will
not be patched and parcelled out in pools and streams
amongst a very few exclusives—assumptive, selfish,
gripping, and despicable—but flow free for the com-
fortable refreshment of the happy general community.

B R
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ing tug this certainly was, adding stitch to stitch in
constant repetition, like the monitory tick of the jail-
clock over the prisoner’s weariness.

The vigour of life is essential to the effective main-
tenance of this toil, while the same vigour of the
mind of life would often require a broader field of
action in which to

« Expatiate free o’er all this field of man,
A mighty maze, but not without a plan.”

I have often thought deeply of the maze—which
thought is bewildering enough; for the plan, so
certainly as it is there, is too multiform and complex
for all our powers of investigation.

~ The best philosophy on this subject appears but a
speculation, since bishops, doctors of divinity, et cetera,
who seem to discern something real somewhere, so
disagree about the spirit and meaning of the vision,
the history of the past, and the prophesyings of the
future respecting the grand phenomenon of creation,
or the present position or-ultimate destination of
man as a specific part of it, as to leave the simple
mind of the humble inquirer mystified in a fog of
inexplicable reflections. But the only way to get
over this I found was to leave it as usual, after hav-
ing spoken something unintelligible about it, and
return to my explicable thoughts, such as those in
which I used to indulge at that time, that, hard as
the world was, I felt strong in the hope of being
now a match for it.

I had seen through the general selfishness, and con-
ceived the imperious necessity of guarding against
imposition, not supposing myself in anything like the:
state that Satan perceived Job to be in, hedged






AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF JOHN YOUNGER. 437

accustomed to live, or even then desired to fare, for
he was a gently-temperate being. But being also
of a quiet, easy disposition, he inherited a spirit of
peace; and so the means being produced, and no
harassment being in prospect, he left the steward-
ship of his house entirely to its mistress, as in such
circumstances is generally the modt proper, as well
as the most convenieént; while she considered—and
even unwittingly said so—that it was needless for
her to save penuriously, since she was assured that
if she outlived him she would be looked to by the
family by whom she had been brought to this part
of the country, and had been so long in service with
before her marriage, and that in this way her own
living was all she had to take concern about. This
was so far from the disposition of the family with
whom she had come into connection that we cer-
tainly could not help disliking it, although prudence
required that we should not seem to observe it.
What we principally wished then was that our father
might still have the peace he had always so much
prized, and might be enabled to do for himself, and
get a creditable throughbearing without requiring
that assistance which we found it would have been
hard for us to have afforded, set as we then were in
the world. With a journeyman and himself he was
gaining more than I was able to do under the same
_arrangement of work. One principal cause of this
was that, though I wrought as diligently upon the
whole, yet I lost profit in following my finer tastes
in my work, he being past that time of life when
such fanciful notions predominate in the mind over
more judicious considerations. Perhaps, indeed, he
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upon their small wages comfortably in a plain and
simple way, after the manner of thousands.

We were all alike fond of our nephew, the young
lad, George Knox; indeed, he was quite a favourite
with everybody—a splendid specimen of a human
being both in mind and body ; and although, as the
vulgar saying is, “he came unsent for,” he now gave
promise of great usefulness, coming fast on to be an
excellent scholar, taking the lead at the then duly
famed Bowden Parish School, and tugging his fel-
lows along with him. As I have before said, I had
been sorry at having missed education for myself,
and I then felt a keen desire of bringing him forward
to the point of bettering his situation in life. This
wish arose as much from my desire of information as
from the way I found myself left in the world. I
thought that some generation of us should again
escape out of the double drudgery of the cobblers
situation, and assume, if not a more useful, at least
a more reputable as well as a more congenial station
in society.

I therefore made proposals of binding George an
apprentice with Mr. Archibald Rutherfurd of Kelso,
a stationer and bookbinder, when Mr. Rutherfurd
advised me that far less means would bring him for-
ward as a teacher, which he considered at that time
a preferable occupation. For this purpose I then set
to thinking about plans of getting him to Edinburgh
College, when an accidental occurrence determined
the case.

Mr. Craw, then our parish minister, had been at
the annual examination of the Parish School of Gala-
shiels, where, at their after-dinner party, great admi-
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Faldonside. He then called on me, and submitted
the matter, of which, of course, I highly approved,
cordially thanking him for his friendly interference.
Accordingly, on a given day, choosing our way over
Eildon Hills to Faldonside, we saw Mr. Milne, who
admired the’ stripling, and told us that he had got
the promise of the £10 from his father, and that
with such assistance I must make a strong effort to
get him to college at the opening of the session.
Though I had been pre-determined to do this at risk
of all personal conveniency of means, yet I felt it
prudent not to boast of my purpose, but said that if
I should be disappointed in Ebenezer’s performance
of this promise, it would go near to wreck me on my
voyage of life. “It is Ebenezer’s poverty,” says he,
“not his unwillingness, that keeps him from doing
more in such a case.” “That might perhaps stand
an excuse with his Maker,” says I, “though it would
not do so with his farm landlord; but I think I un-
derstand him as well as anybody does. [I’ll take his
word through you, sir, as sure in that way as if given
solitarily to myself, and run chance of the matter in
the first instance.” So I set about getting George
fitted out for college. A schoolfellow of his—to wit,
Thomas Aird of Bowden, a man who has since made
a considerable figure as a scholar and an author—
was then also on the point of being sent to college,
when his father and I agreed that my eldest sister,
George’s aunt, with whom he had been brought up
principally, should take a room and keep house with
the two lads through the winter, and in this way the
matter would be managed most economically. After
they were gone, and entered to their classes, I was
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then, can you think that farming is done up by
the fall of a single creature dependent on animal
pulsation and a digestible dinner, which was not, I
suppose, the case with his great prototype in ambi-
tion, insolence, and cruelty, who is bound in everlast-
ing chains, to eat and digest fire as he may. Itisa
poor keeping up of a few silly farmers by the raising
of markets through the destruction of food by wars
and waste, and three-fourths of the population under
starvation. Buonaparte’s fall is a world’s blessing,
and do you not understand that the corn-ridges will
grow beautifully green over Europe when the worms
will have consumed all the generations that shall
ever hear of his infernal insolence. You farmers
have been the landlords’ dupes and the country’s
fools, and you have worn your fools’ caps, too, and
are still not doffing them, though they may likely
fall, with the heads in them. Bankers will not just
now discount bills to your class, considering you a
pack of adventurous ¢tumblers” whom they see
on the fall from the slack rope; but they will yet
accredit an honest shoemaker, for I had a bill dis-
counted to a currier last week. If you are willing
to give me that money, then signing this bill will
keep me in credit with William Aitkin, currier in the
West Port, Edinburgh, for three months to come.”
So he drew it for £10. “You have forgotten you
have given me £2 already,” says I; “I suppose I
must return you that now %’ “Oh, no,” says he, * keep
what you have; it is all too little; but my excuse is
my being so hard set.” “God help us alll” says I.
So in a single glass we drank good night; he went
to his company, and I home to my bed.
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ness of natural disposition, rose to credit, wealth,
and respectability under three governors, getting
free grants of land from each, to the amount, in all,
of 1000 acres—which lands he got into cultivation
and stocked, so as to be able to declare himself, in
writing home to his son at the date 1834, worth
£4000, which he then saw would double itself in a
year or two. A will of this property he then made
in favour of his son, my nephew, here; but he im-
mediately afterwards fell into another scrape by
branding as his own some out-field cattle which had
not properly belonged to himself, so that under a
then new astringency of the law in that case he
was tried and condemned, his property confiscated
to Government, and himself put under a second
banishment. While his natural abilities were re-
markably good, for want of a stronger sense of moral
propriety, he had, upon the whole, a disgraceful as
well as disagreeable life and a sorry ending.

I may have occasion to revert to that man again
in the course of this narrative; but in case not, it
may perhaps be as well in brief here to say that his
was one particular instance of the folly of an attempt
to fight the battle of life with the wrong weapons;
and that after a variety of the most honourable and
dishonourable actions, his bones lie wasting in a
convict’s grave in Norfolk Island.
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munication, wrote as follows :—“ Land-logged in this
life, I am making gravewards very heavily. I can
see no substantial point of dependence before me.
I am 73; my father cobbled on every day till 90,
and lived till 94; and I am as strong as he was at
my age. He was never in life so wealthy as I have
been ; but never so poor as I am now. I could work
for my daily bread yet, if I could only get the means
of a moderate new commencement. But you see it
is needless to look to dukes and their dogs except to.
get worried.” “Not a single duke on earth, or ever
on earth, would I know or he me, should we meet
face to face, either here or in the Elysian fields. We
have no natural sympathies, save eating, when we
can get to eat” “How can I read Shakspeare,
Milton, and Burns, and think of dukes and dogs?”’
It is the revelation of the inner life of such a
man as John Younger that has abiding interest to
thoughtful readers. His life-long residence in a quiet
country village, his monotonous daily occupation, and
his every-day relations with commonplace, unappre-
ciative neighbours, furnish little or no matter for any
but the ablest and aptest autobiographer, who can
lay open, to such as have ears to hear and an under-
standing heart, the secrets of his own great soul—
his gropings towards truthb—the growth of his master
mind, ever onward, upward, heavenward. And so it
would not tend to edification to detail here at any
length the events of the St. Boswell’s shoemaker-
poet’s life, from the period when his own genial
record closes till the day of his death. Suffice it to
say, that, with all his rare philosophy and sagacious
saws, he remained to the end a son of toil, hammer-
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principle. The Reform Bill he hailed as a great and
Just measure, constituting “an inestimable general
privilege,” which he felt confident “would exercise
a wholesome influence over the tergiversations and
abuses of public trust by the governing few.” On the
Corn Laws he naturally vented his hottest ire, sum-
ming up their evils in a “ Scotch Corn-Law Rhyme,”
published in 1841—a rugged rhapsody truly, yet in-
stinct with sterling truths. He was opposed to war in
all its phases, as the following sentence will show :—
“ Has humanity not yet been long enough debased,
running with dirks at their hips, after their worse
than wooden gods, whom they call their chieftains?
—ready at their paltry bidding to rip the life-blood
out of the man whom God has created to be their
rational neighbour, and then sent home to- starve
with their poor, degraded wives, and those who should
have been their rational offspring; yes, and in cot-
tar-hovels, scarcely deserving the name of a shelter!
‘Were men not stone-blind, blank, and morally ignorant,
could they submit to such things, or follow the
wicked to war, when they have simply to agree in
saying, ¢ We nourish the Christian principle of peace
and good-will to men, and decline to kill each other ¥’
And in such case, what profane and dominant ruler
could force them? What could an emperor of here
or there say, should the millions say, ‘We will not
fight; so keep the peace yourself, or we will choose
another servant to administer an equitable govern-
ment to us?”

In 1834 John gave to the world a small publica-
tion, entitled “Thoughts as they Rise,” a poem in
Byronic metre, but “without an imaginary hero

2e
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went, a most admirable treatise, both plain and prac-
tical in its directions, and racy in its matter and style.
John held fly-fishing to be the next best thing to
“gweet-hearting ;” and it is evident that he entered
with almost equal heart and soul into both occupa-~
tions at fitting time and place—one hour rivalling
the best Scottish song writers in inditing exquisite
little love lyrics, and another hour coping with old
Izaak Walton in the description of the sports of his
green years, when “a boy, so poor as not to be
master of a hook or a halfpenny,” he sallied out to
the small burn, which, at that time yet unrestrained,
like himself, “chose its own vagrant way from Ellies-
toun House to the Tweed, circling through the low
rushy leas, forming dimple, pool, and ripple, and
gumped out half a stone of speckled trouts, where
the neighbours never suspected such a thing existed.”
Even then, he tells us, “when a hungry laddie,” he
often enough got into fits of extreme sensibility,
returning the small trout to the stream,

‘ As piteous of his youth, and the short space
He had enjoyed the vital light of heaven.”

“I would suspend my angling pursuits,” he adds,
“and admire the trouts tumbling up in the streams,
suppressing the desire to cast a hook amongst the
freebooters. And the same sympathies,” he goes on
to say, “have at times unfitted me for some neces-
sary employments of life—yes, even to the length
of requiring an effort of my strongest philosophy to
bring me to prune a rose or pluck a flower!”

In a sketch of the author’s life, prefixed to a new
and much enlarged edition of the “River Angling,”
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classes. His paper was entitled “The Light of the
Week.” It showed him to be no maw-worm. In it
he expressed his wish that the sacred day should be
protected from the invasion of mammon worship;
but he had evidently a similar dread of the intrusion
of the civil power to enforce its strict observance.
“Moral force,” he says, “is the true agent to be
employed in this work, as physical coercion always
fails of effect in moral or religious matters. The
mind is never subdued by pinching the body into
torced circumstances: we have proof enough of this
from the Cross downward. Under despotism men
may take the colour of the evil time, but the im-
mortal mind will have its own range—will never be
bound in earthly chains, nor in fettered circumstances
ever sit easy.” In a brief autobiographical sketch
prefixed to the essay, for which he received £15,
John says:—<“I have my good wife still spared to
comfort me, and to be comforted, after having been
Joined above thirty-seven years. Of eleven children
we have only the three first born alive, two daugh-
ters and a son, all married, and from whom have
arisen to us twelve grandchildren, all loved little
ones, in present health and good liking. I have had
a feeling of deep interest in four generations: first,
in my father’s pecuniary straits in the time of my
youth; next, in my sisters’ concernments; again, in
our children’s; and now ‘life’s cares are comforts’—
my little grandees are as interesting, and claim as
much attention, as any of the preceding. I see it
would be the same should I be spared to the age of
Methuselah.”

When John returned from London, whither he had
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The ane that’s left will sairly feel,
Amid a world uncanny ;

I'd rather face auld age mysel’
Than lanely leave my Nannie.”

Writing to a friend about two years after his wife’s
death, he concluded thus:—«“Besides your love-kiss-
ings, give your wife a friendly kiss for my sake. I
was once, and long, myself a kindly husband, though
now, alas! all is fled but the sad yet pleasant reflec-
tion.”

“I like an owl in desert am
That nightly there doth moan!”

.
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Scotland, was an excellent prose writer, a respectable poet, a marvel-
lously glfted man in conversation ; and in all that related to the gentle
art’ of fishing, the very highest authonty of hisday. . . . Hisisthe
Angling Book for Scotland. . . . Itisagenial pleasant book to read,
independent of the information contained in it. There is one part of the
book that will be read with interest ; that is, the biography of the author,
the simple heart-stirring narrative of the life-struggle of a hlghly-glftod
humble, and honest mechanic—a life of care, but also a life of virtue.”—
London Review.

“Taken altogether, the book must assume a high position as an
original piscatorial authority—the result of many years’ keen observa-
tion.”— Border Advertiser.

“On all subjects of interest in the art it will be found full of infor-
mation of the soundest and most ingenious description. The adept and
the inexperienced will alike esteem it. On the subjects of when, where,
and how to fish, as well as what to fish for and what to fish with, will be
found sage advice, grounded on long experience.”—Kelso Chronicle.

“The publishers of this little volume deserve the highest credit for its
handsome and elegant appearance. It contains an excellent portrait of
Younger in his cobbler’s apron. It is printed in a clear type, on good
paper, and is very tastefully bound. We are glad to see such a production
emanating from a publishing office in Roxburghshire.”—Hawick Advertiser.

A few copies of the 1861 edition, containing Y ounger's *‘ Fresh Hints
on the Nature of the Salmon,” dc., price 23 6d, are still to be had.

“To us who leave the gentle art to more patient and painstaking
spirits than our own, the best part of the book is that which contains
some ‘ Fresh Hints on the Nature of the Salmon,’ and for conducting the
Salmon Fisheries of the Tweed.”—Sunderland 1imes.

Kerso: J. & J. H. RUTHERFURD, 20, SQUARE.
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Lately Published, Alexandra 8vo, handsomely bound in cloth, gilt edges,

THE POETICAL WORKS OF DR. JOHN LEYDEN,

With BrograpHICAL MEMOIR by Sir WALTER Scort, and Supplementary
Memoir embracing many new facts in Leyden’s Life, and a full account
of the Centenary Celebration at Denholm ; and illustrated with Portrait,
Views of Leyden’s Birthplace and Monument at Denholm, fac similes of
the Poet’s Handwriting, and Steel Engravings, &c.,

Price 33 6d.
“This is incomparably the best edition of Leyden's works that has yet
appeared. . . . Whether or not the portrait is correct in all its

features, it was undoubtedly sketched from life, and it is the only ope
known to be in existence, and it is uncommonly well executed. The
engraving of the poet’s birthplace, from a photograph by J. Y. Hunter,
Hawick, is a great improvement on all former pictures of the cottage,
for it exhibits the house as it really is, with no fantastic or imaginary
figures or features about it. The engraving of the monument on Den-
holm Green is likewise remarkably like the original. But the most
novel and interesting of all the illustrations is a fac simile print and
inscription from Cardonel’s rare picture of Hassingdean Church, showing
the ruin as it existed subsequent to the year 1700. . . . It isobvious
that no expense and no trouble have been spared to make this a really
splendid reprint of Leyden’s works, and we feel warranted in saying that
it not only has never been, but never will be surpassed as a memorial of
the true-hearted Border bard, Dr. John Leyden.”—Kelso Chronicle, Nov.
19, 1875.

“ We have only to add that considerable credit is due to the printers
of Kelso for turning out so excellent a specimen of typography, and for
getting up the book in so handsome a style.”— Glasgow Herald, Dec. 11,
1875.

Lately Published, Price in Paper Covers 18 6d ; Neat Cloth, with
Photo Portrait and View of Obelisk, 23 6d,

MEMORIAL of the Rev. HENRY RENTON, M.A., Kelso,

Containing the Funeral Sermons by the late Rev. JaAMES ROGERS and the
Rev. Dr HurToN of Paisley, Biographical Notice, Account of the Funeral,
and Pulpit and Press Notices.

Preparing for Publication, a New and Enlarged Edition, handsomely
bound in Cloth, semi Antique, Price 18 6d,

THE COLLECTED ADDRESSES OF LORD POLWARTH.
Keiso: J. & J. H. RUTHERFURD, 20, Square.
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Preparing for Publication, in Small Octavo, Prices 18 and 2s,
A NEW AND COMPLETE

HISTORY OF THE GYPSIES,

In SmaLr CoMpase. POR THE TSE OF TOCURISTS AND VISITORS TO THE
GIPSY VILLAGE OF YETHOLM.
By JOSEPH LUCAS,

ATTHOR OF “‘STUDILS IN WIDDERDALE,” ETC.

T8 hand-book is specially designed to meet a want experienced by
the author, when, on crossing the marches among the green fells of
Cheviot, he suddenly found himself in the Gypsy Village of Yetholm,
which lies snugly ensconced beside the broad alluvial meadows of the
beautiful valley of the Bowmont.

Enquiry at Kelso failed to supply the book which would go into the
pocket and contain everything about the Gypsies for 1s. The subsequent
labour of months showed that the information required was only to be
gained by wading through piles of volumes, many of which are scarce,
most are old, and several written in Latin, French, and other languages.
The first result of this investigation consisted in an article which ap-
peared in the Nineteenth Century for October, 1880, under the title of
 Petty Romany.” This article gave in chronological order nearly all
the facts recorded about the Gypsies in the various countries in Europe,
50 as to show the reasons of the ebb and flow of the tide of Gipsy migra-
tions from one country to another. There is little to add to this 2
which is the most complete as yet published ; but several works escaped
notice from want of space which will be mentioned in the present volume.
A Glossary of more than 500 Gypsy words still in use, referred in most
cases to their parent tongues, will be added. A few fragmentary sen-
tences, remembered but not used by the Gypsies, and two fragments of
songs of genuine antiquity, with other matter of local and general
interest, will also form part of the work. The Author has spent much
time and picked up all the words, songs, and sentences in the Glossary
in personal intercourse with the Gypeies in the South, and has also
visited those at Yetholm, and learned upwards of 100 words from their
venerable Queen, Esther Faa-Blyth, to whom this little handbook is
respectfully dedicated.

Lately Published, Price 3s,
RAMBLES IN THE NEW WORLD,

By JOHN CLAY, Jow., Esq.:

Being a Series of Papers contributed to the North British Agriculturist
and the Kelso Chronicle. .

Kerso: J. & J. H. RUTHERFURD, 20, SQuARE.















































