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VII.

THE YOUNG SURGEON.

CHAPTER 1,

It’s no’ in books, it’s no’ in lear,
To make us truly blest,
If Happiness has not her seat
And ceatre in the breast.
BuURNS.

Tuere is a little runnel in the neighborhood of the
town of —, which, rising amid the swamps of a mossy
hollow, pursues its downward way along the bottom of a
deep-wooded ravine; and so winding and circuitous is the
course which, in the lapse of ages, it has worn for itsclf
through a subsoil of stiff diluvial clay, that, ere a late pro-
prietor lined its sides with garden-flowers and pathways
covered with gravel, and then willed that it should be
named the “Ladies’ Walk,” it was known to the towns-
people as the Crook Burn. It isa place of abrupt angles
and sudden turns. We sce that when the little stream
first leaped from its urn it must have had many a difficulty
to encounter, and many an obstacle to overcome; but they
have all been Jong since surmounted ; and when in the heat
of summer we hear it tinkling through the pebbles, with a
sound so fecble that it hardly provokes the chirp of the
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