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blieve ye he’ll no loup the stank so easy wi' Maister
Saun’ers.”

“Na, sirs !” sagely observed Widow Will.

“An’ aw blieve he’s here o’ ta vera word,” added the
good woman, as a ruddy-cheeked, well-conditioned man of
middle age, dressed in a comfortable suit of gray, and a cloth
cap of large dimensions on his head, passed the window and
entered. The stranger, who proved to be in reality Maister
Saun’ers from Marnoch, at once agreed to take charge of
Jock, both for water-drinking and dookin; and, finding
that his friend Donald had crept out to the garden to enjoy
the soft air of a fine summer evening, and feel the declining
beams of that sun which he had long ceased to see, he went
in search of him; no doubt to hold high debate on some of
their favourite topics, in preference to wasting his time with
mere women’s chatter. i

And thus Jock was entrusted to the responsible care of
the gentleman from Marnoch.

Maister Saun’ers, as the Celtic landlady bad called him,
had enjoined on the lad the necessity of being out of bed
betimes to accompany him. By six o’clock next morning,
accordingly, the two were stalking leisurely along the beach
on the east side of the town. At a convenient point they
picked their steps down, as other people of both sexes were
doing, to where the tide was washing fresh and clear into
sundry irregular rocky pools. At the margin of one of these
Jock’s guide, philosopher, and friend, stooped down, filled a
tin jug of the salt water, and then, standing bolt upright,
solemnly drank off the whole quantity. The jug contained
a pint, ample measure; and when Maister Saun’ers had
emptied it, he observed to Jock—Noo, laddie, I'm easy
physicket. I’ll need no more; but an ordinar’ dose for a
stoot healthy man’s aboot half as muckle again as I’ve
ta’en. Here noo, I'll full the juggie to you” And, suiting
the action to the word, he filled the tin jug and presented
it to Jock, who lifted the vessel to his head with a dubious
and tardy sort of movement.

“Drink hardy, noo!” cried Maister Saun’ers, as Jock
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of tiny shells of the mussel species. “That’s the richt
thing ;” and Maister Saun’ers, after dipping the dulse afresh
in a little briny pool, swung them into his mouth. As the
shells cracked and crunched away between his excellent
grinders, he added, “ That shalls has a poo’erfu effeck o’ the
stamack. We’ll awa’ roon to Tarlair noo.”

‘When they had walked on to Tarlair, Jock was ex-
horted to drink as much of the mineral water as he could
be persuaded to have thirst for, and to “gyang aboot
plenty,” but to “tak’ care an’ keep awa’ fae the edges o’
that ooncanny banks.”

The scene at Tarlair was pretty much what I daresay it
often was. About the Well-house were gathered a cluster
of visitors, male and female, of various ages, mostly country
people, but including a couple of well-dressed sailors, who
had evidently been out the night previous on the spree, and
had come there to shake off the effects of their debauch, if
one might judge from the disjointed exclamations of one
of them, who lay stretched at full length on his face on
a long stone seat, occasionally complaining of the physical
discomfort he was suffering, cursing the day of his re-
turn to Macduff, and cursing himself as an unmitigated
fool. At a little distance along the valley was a group of
sturdy water-drinkers of the male sex, with their coats off,
exercising themselves at putting the stone; others, male
and female, were to be encountered walking hither and
thither, or returning to the Well for another drink; and
some lay sluggishly on the brow of the steep grassy banks
that shut in Tarlair on the landward side, enjoying the plea-
sant morning sun, watching any craft that might happen to
be in view, or trying to make out as much as they could of
the blue hills of Caithness across the Firth. And thus it
went on till the several water-drinkers found themselves
ready to go home to breakfast.

Of Jock Will’s bathing experiences, I daresay, I need
say nothing. His guardian was admitted by his compeers
to be himself a “hardy dooker,” a quality in which, not-
withstanding his utmost exhortations, Jock continued to be
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experience heretofore had, it was understood, been mainly in
a tolerably populous back street in Aberdeen, and who was
thus not quite conversant with the peculiarities of thrifty
country life, had no help for it but comply with the
request.

Mrs. Birse had a family of three sons and one daughter,
whose ages ran from ten to seventeen, and she had already
begun to lay plans for their future establishment in life.
The eldest son, Peter junior, was destined to succeed his
father as farmer of Clinkstyle; the second, Rob, must be
provided with a farm as soon as he was ready for it; the
youngest, Benjamin, was to get leernin: and the daughter
would, of course, be married off in due season to the best
advantage.

Well, as T have said, Peter Birse called at Gushetneuk
on the gloamin after Johnny Gibb’s return. Along with
him came his collie dog, and his eldest son; and Peter’s
conversation took somewhat of this turn—

“ Weel, Gushets, ye’ve wun redd o’ the goodwife noo,
hae ye ?” b

“ T’ the meantime, Clinkies—mithna ye try something o’
the kin’ to get on the breeks yersel’ for a fyou days, jist for
a cheenge ?”

Clinkies did not altogether relish the retort seemingly,
so he gave up the jocular vein and continued—

“Weel, foo’s the crap leukin doon the wye o’ Turra?”

“Ou brawly; bits o’ the corn wud be neen waur o’ a
gweed shooer, but the feck o’ ’t’s settin’ for a gey fair
crappie.”

“D’ ye think that, though, Gushets 2—it’s blate, blate, a
hantle o’ ’t, hereabout.”

“Ou ay, ye’ve a gey puckle i’ the laft, an’ twa 'r three
aul’ rucks to thrash oot, Peter ; but I wudna advise you to
keep up, expeckin an ondeemas price for’t —the corn’s
comin’ doon,” said Johnny.

“Eh, man, is’t?” exclaimed Peter Birse. ¢ An’ fat are
they gi’ein at the Shore?”

“Four-an’-twenty for gweed, weel-colourt stuff; an’
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“Jist that,” added Peter. “It's a sturrin place Mac-
duff: speeshally aboot the time o’ the herrin’.”

Peter had an object in all the questions he had put.
He had got a commission of inquiry from his spouse, and his
business when he had fulfilled it was to go home and report
to her. 'When he had done so faithfully, Mrs. Birse pro-
nounced, almost with indignation, against the idea of selling
corn at twenty-four shillings a quarter; and meore than
hinted that if Johnny Gibb's granary and stackyard had
not been pretty well emptied, he would not have been so
communicative of the sort of advice he had tendered to the
goodman of Clinkstyle. “Man, ye’re a saft breet; cudna
ye’a speer’t fat he wad tak’ for a dizzen o’ quarters oot o’
the bing on Ass barn laft 2” added Mrs. Birse, in the way of
personal compliment to Peter; and having delivered herself
of her sentiments on the grain- question, she next heard
Mr. Birse’s statement about the general run of things at
Macduff, and the fishing in particular.

The truth was, Mrs. Birse contemplated troubling
Johnny Gibb with a small order when he returned to the
seaport just named to fetch home his own. And on the
evening before Johnny set forth on that journey, the lad
Rob Birse was entrusted with the delivery of this order
to the person who was to be honoured with its execution.
Rob came across to Gushetneuk accordingly, and, having
found Johnny, discharged his trust in these words—

“ My mither bad’s tell ye—gin ye wad be good aneuch
—fan ye gang to Macduff, to fesh hame till her fan yer
comin back twa dizzen o’ fresh herrin’. An’ gin there
binna herrin’, gin ye cud get a gweed chape skate till her,
an’ twa-three bawbee partans.”

“ An’ is that a’, laddie— has she nae ither bits o’
erran’s ?” asked Johnny, with a slight tinge of sarcasm,
which the youthful Birse hardly appreciated.

“No, aw dinna think it,” answered the lad. “ She was
gyaun to bid ye fesh half-a-gallon o’ dog-oil till her, but she
hedna a pig teem that wud haud it.”

During these eight days of temporary celibacy, while






