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given to one of his favorites, Hamilton's she loved like the home of her child-
estate of Bothwellhaugh, who took pos- hood. I regret that I did not know this
session of it with such brutality, that he when I was in London, as I could so eas-
tarned Hamilton's wife, scantily clothed, ily have visited her home aud tomb, on-
on & cold night, out into the open fields, ly an hour's walk from where we were,
where, before morning, she became fu. at the same time I found out Coleridge's
riously insane. Hamilton, inflamed with and George Eliot's graves. This intes-
the spirit of vengeance, followed the Re- est in sacred localities, where the hon.
gent about from place to place, endeav- ored dead repose, is looked upon, by the
oring to find an opportunity to kill him. average Englishman, as an American
Having, st length, to pass through Lin. weakness and misplaced onthusinsm,
lithgon, on his way from Stirling to Ed- which calls forth a condescending smile
inboro, the opportunity was afforded and readily expressed ignorance as to
Hamilton, who placed himself in & house such spots, when questioned.
of his uncle, the archbishop of 8t An-  The minister of Bothwell was Joanna
drews, and shot the regent dead from a Baillie's father, and Bothwell mans
window, as he rode slowly along, owing looks down from its elevation upon the
to the pressure of the crowd. The au. scene of the battle at Bothwell brig,
thor of Waverly, who adds the bright upon the park of Hamilton, where the
color of romance to the historic realities covenanters were encamped, and upon
of the time and place, alludes to this Bothwellhaugh. We passed through the
event in his ballad of “ Cadyow Castle,” churchyard to the manse, with its “ count.
of which I quote a few lines: leas multitudes o' grass graves o' touch-
When princely Hamilton's abode in' ane anither — o' foun the kirk-
Ennobled Cadyow's gothic tow'rs, ’"d “.' marble and freestane Ml.ll-
The song went round, the goblet flow’d, ~ ments without end, o' »' shapes and sz
And revel sped the laughing hours. o8 and AR -sOme qul.int. BOImMO (uesr,
Why fills not Bothwellhaugh his place, %@ #imple, some ornate; for genins
.‘t,t:ll wont our weal and :u:- to :hm-'.' likes to work upon griel—and these
Why comes he not our sport to grace ? tombs partakin not o' the noise o' & eity,
Why shares he not our hunter's fare”  but stannin sloof from the stir o' life
What sheeted phantom wanders wild, aneath the sombre shadow o' the hill."
Where mountain Fake thro' woodland The following is one among the euri.

Her arms enfold & shadowy child— [flows, ous lmﬂm‘ﬂu tombs and headstones
Oh, is it she, the pallid rose ?

: : , Erocted by Margaret Seotl, in memory of her
The wilder'd trav'ler soes hl'l'::'ll'llﬂf hul.‘b'l. u""ﬂ P‘lﬂlﬂ. llb m“h lﬁd rl "l'i '
And hears her feeble volce with awe— |, oo ruiole, who died 7th May, 1884, in
“Revenge!" abe cries, "'on Marray's pride, o o ol by uge.
And woe for injured Bothwellhaugh ' "
- My sledge’s hatmmer les declined,
In the same vicinity lies Bothwoll My bellows’ pipes have kst its wind ;

manse, the home of Joanns Baillie in My forge's extinet, my fires docayed,
her childhood—she who afterward be- ﬁ“:a":."""""‘:.".."“'
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delighted to make himself her guest It is customary to put the oocupation
She died and was buried st Hampetead in the inscription on s grave stous,
heath st the age of eighty-nine, in 1851, throughout Beotland, whether it be tisk-
though there was no spot in Scotland er, tailor or cobbler. We saw more of the




