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that particular character fitly described as a roy’t nickum.
Tam next lighted his pipe and blew clouds of smoke to the
kitchen roof, as he watched Jinse “ washing up ” her dishes,
an operation which Jinse invariably performed with an
amount of clattering and noise that made the beholder
marvel how it happened that she did not break at least one
half of the crockery as it passed through her hands.
Whether Tam was admiring Jinse’s dexterity and vigour
in going through her work or not I cannot say; I rather
think, at any rate, that Jinse was not altogether unconscious
that she was making a considerable display of these qualities
before the new ploughman. At last she had finished, when,
addressing the loon, she said—

“Gae 'wa’, ye haveril, an’ fesh hame the kye, till T get
them milket.”

“An’ fat’ll aw get for that, Jinse ?”

“Gin ye get fat ye deserve, ye winna braig aboot it.”

“Wud ye gi'e’s a kiss gin aw war to dee’t 2”

“Ye’re a bonny ablich to seek a kiss. I’se rug yer lugs
t’ ye gin ye dinna gae this minit.”

“Hoot man, ye ’ve nae pluck ava,” exclaimed Tam, as the
loon retreated towards the door to escape from Jinse, who
had shown a distinct intention of suiting the action to the
word. “Canna ye tak’ a grip o’ ’er ?”

“I wudna advise you to dee that, Tam, or ye’ll maybe
fin’ ’t she’s a sauter,” replied Willy, as he marched off for
the cows. :

- Later in the evening, when the cows had been milked,
the calves properly attended to, and the work of the day
fully concluded, Johnny Gibb’s three servants were to be
seen loitering about the kitchen door, and talking over the
countra clatter. Tam, who was seated on the big beetlin
stone by the door cheek, had spoken once and again of going
to bed, and had given the loon emphatic warning of the
expediency of his immediately seeking repose, as he might
depend on it that he, Tam, would pull him out of the
blankets by the heels if he were not astir by five o’clock
next morning. Notwithstanding his urgency with the loon,
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“ Nonsense,” said Tam; “it’s some o’ the horse i’ the
park at the back o’ the hoose.”

“Tt’s naething o’ the kin’. Here, I say—there’s some-
body comin’ up the close! In aneth the deece wi’ ye this
minit ! ” whispered Jinse, in great excitement.

Tam felt there was nothing for it but to do as he was
bid ; not that he liked the idea of doing it, or that his judg-
ment was fully convinced of the propriety of the course
prescribed, but he failed in getting up any valid negative to
oppose to Jinse’s urgency; and so, giving way to the force
of her exhortation, Tam proceeded to squeeze his incon-
veniently-bulky person under the deece, among a horde of
old shoes, dilapidated brooms, and sic like, with all the
celerity he could achieve. And he was not a moment too
soon, for the head and shoulders of some person were already
dimly discernible at the front window. The deece stood
opposite to this window, at the back wall. A tap or two
on the pane were immediately heard, followed by a loudly-
whispered “ Jinse !”

Now, Jinse’s position at the moment was a little awk-
ward. ‘With womanly tact she had remained by the deece
to cover Tam’s retreat, which had been accomplished with
tolerable success; but here there were one, if not two pairs
of eyes staring through the uncurtained window, and there
was yet light enough to enable the owners of those eyes to
follow the movements of any one inside, and even to
discover their whereabouts, if they happened to be fully in
view of the window, which the occupant of the deece
unluckily was. She hesitated, yet remained still; but the
call was persistently kept up, “Jinse! I’m sayin, Jinse!”
Jinse’s wits could scarcely have been calmed to the point
of keeping continued silence under the increasingly-violent
demand of the assailants of the window to have audience of
her ; to pretend that she was in bed was hopeless; and so,
starting up in a fashion to knock over one or two chairs
and stools—mnot a bad feint either—Jinse advanced to the
window, and indignantly demanded what the midnight
brawlers wanted.












