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haund, and grasping his stick with the other, he plunged
among the bushesin the direction of the path, and gaining
it, passed onward, lightly and hurriedly, with his charge:
the old man followed more heavily behind 3 and in some-
what less than an hour after they were all seated beside
the hearth of the latter, in the farm-house of Meikle
Farness. C

It is now more than forty yecars since the last stone of
the very foundation has disappeared ; but the little grassy
eminence on which the house stood may still be secen.
There is a deep wooded ravine behind, which, after wind.
ing through the table-land of the parish, like a huge
crooked furrow, the bed, evidently, of some antediluvian
stream, opens far below to the sea; an undulating tract
of ficld and moor, with here and there a thicket of bushes
and here and there a heap of stone, spreads in front.
When I last looked on the scene, *twas in the evening of
a pleasant day in June. Onc half the eminence was bathed
in the red light of the setting sun; the other lay brown
and dark in the shadow. A flock of sheep were scattered
over the sunny side. The herd-boy sat on the top, solacing
his leisure with a music famous in the pastoral history of
Scotland, but well-nigh exploded, that of the stock and
horn ; and the air scemed filled with its echoes. I stood
picturing to myself the appearance of the place ere all the
inmates of this evening, young and old, had gone to the
churchyard, and left no successors behind them ; and, as 1
sighed over the vanity of human hopes, I could almost
fancy I saw an apparition of the cottage rising on the
knoll. I could see the dark turf-walls; the little square
windows, barred below and glazed above ; the straw roof,
embossed with moss and stone-crop j and, high over head,
the row of venerable clms, with their gnarled trunks
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