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neist an’ seek a decree authoreesin the Presbytery to gae on
wi’ the sattlement ?”

“T the vera teeth o’ the Assembly ?” exclaimed Johnny.

“ Ay, Maister Gibb, that’s the pass we ’re brocht till at
Marnoch noo.”

“An’ has the airm o' ta secular pooer raelly been
streetch’t oot to touch ta ark o’ ta Kirk’s spiritooal inde-
pendence ?” asked Donald, with an air of solemnity.

“Judge ye, Donal'—This vera ouk this Edwards has
gotten a legal dockiment fae the shoopreme ceevil Coort,
requarin the Presbytery forthwith to tak’ ’im on bhis
trials.” ]

“Alas! alas!” said the blind pensioner, shaking his
head, “sic unhallow’t wark bodes ill for oor coontra. We
may some 0 us leeve to see ta day when the faithfu’ people
0’ God maun worship on the hill-sides again.”

“But,” interposed Johnny, “your Presbytery—they ’11
see you richtit. They winna daur to disobey the Assembly.”

“Qor Presbytery ! Jist wait ye,” said Maister Saun’ers.
“We’ve hed owre gweed preef o’ their quality in the times
bygane. They 've deen ocht but befrien’et the people; an’
I'’ll gi’e the lugs fae my heid gin they dinna gae on noo,
neck-or-naething, to cairry out this sattlement—that’s to say,
the majority; for aiven in Stra’bogie we’ve a faithfu’
minority protestin’ against sic iniquity.”

“ An’ will ye stan’ to hae this man Edwards forc’t upo’
ye, neck an’ heels 2” said Johnny Gibb, warmly.

“Never —1I tell ye the fowk o° Marnoch ‘1l never sub-
mit to that, come fat will. They’ll leave the kirk wa’s to
the owls an’ the bats seener, an’ gae forth oonder the firma-
ment o’ heaven to worship.”

“Praise to Him that rules ta hearts o’ men that we hae
faithfu’ witnesses i’ the lan’!” quoth Donald M‘Craw, with
something of the fervour of an old Covenanter.

“ Ay,” replied Johnny; “it wud be a gran’ sicht to see
a congregation mairch oot, an’ leave the bare wa’s o’ the
desecratit kirk, raither nor bide still, un’er the minaistry o’
ane that hed nae better call till ’s office nor fat the poo’ers
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meditate a surprise for the lassie, by presenting to her,
should a favourable opportunity occur, as they journeyed
home, a choice collection of the finest shells that the Macduff
beach afforded. When the two new-made friends parted
there was a vigorous handshaking, and Johnny Gibb avowed,
as indeed turned out to be the case, that from that day
forward his zeal in the Non-intrusion cause would be quick-
ened in a degree that should bear no relation to his previous
state of hazy, half-informed rebellion against Moderate
domination, as it had been attempted to be exercised by
Mz, Sleekaboot.

The journey home from the Wells was necessarily very
much of the character of the journey thither; only that the
patients were a little more tanned, if possible, by the sun,
and the stores they now carried were chiefly of a maritime
nature—a few dried cod; herrings; partans; dulse, and a
bottle of sea water taken along by Widow Will to perfect
her son’s cure. In due course they arrived at Gushetneuk.

“ Hae, lassie,” quoth Johnny Gibb, handing out a
decrepit-looking wicker basket, “that’s the wife o’ Clink-
style’s herrin’. Ye’ll better tak’ them owre at ance, or
we 1l be hearin’ aboot it.”

“ Wudna ye sen’ a puckle o’ the dilse to the goodwife,
man—an’ a partan 2”

“ Please yersel’, ’oman ; but I sud partan neen wi’’er.
They war owre dear bocht till agree wi’ her constiteetion.”

“ Hoot, ye sudna be sae nabal wi’ fowk,” answered the
goodwife.

Johnny gave an expressive pech, and proceeded with
the dismantling of the cart.

The compromise made was to send along with Mrs.
Birse’s parcel of herrings a goodly bundle of dulse ; and the
lassie went off to Clinkstyle freighted accordingly.

“ An’ that’s my herrin’ is’t, Mary ?” said Mrs. Birse,
on seeing the basket. “ An’ dilse, nae less? Na, sirs, but
ye’ll be a far-traivell't ‘oman noo. Did the wifie Wull
come hame wi’ yer aunt an’ you, no ?”

« Ay.”
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“It depen’s a gweed hantle on a body’s neebours tee,”
continued Tam.

“Ou ay, I ken the loon an’ you’s been aye haein bits
o’ sharries noo and than; but he’s a weel-workin’, weel-
conduckit loon, an’ ye winna pit an aul’ heid upo’ young
shou’ders.”

“ Will he be bidin ?” asked Tam.

“ Lickly, though he hasna been speer’t at yet; an’ Jinse’s
bidin—hae ye ony faut to fin’ wi’ her ?”

“I’ve naething adee wi’ women’s wark, an’ never meddles
wi'’t,” said Tam, pursuing his grooming very industriously.
“Roun’, Jess—wo—still, you thing.” The latter part of
the sentence was of course addressed to the animal, then
undergoing its daily trimming.

“Weel, weel, but tell me, ay or no, an’ fat fee yer
seekin’,” insisted Johnny Gibb.

“I cudna say foo the fees’ll be rinnin this term ; an’ aw
wudna like to name siller till the mornin’ o’ the market.”

“A puddin’ lug, min,” exelaimed Johnny. “That’s aye
the gate wi’ you chiels; tum’le aboot a haill kwintra side,
sax month or so here, sax month or so there, for half o
your life-time, an never save a saxpence to bless yoursel’s
wi.”

“I cudna dee’t, though,” said Tam, who still carried in
his mind Johnny’s demand to know what fee he wanted.

Johnny at once turned him about and left the stable.

Now the truth of the matter was that Tam Meerison did
not wish to leave Gushetneuk. The loon, of whom the
reader has formerly heard, and who was still Tam’s fellow-
servant, was just a little of a thorn in his side occasionally,
by his lack of reticence in speech on certain subjects; but
then there was much seemingly to balance this very partial
grievance. If Johnny Gibb was occasionally a little hasty,
he was on the whole a kind and indulgent master. The
horses Tam drove were handsome, well appointed, and well
fed—an important consideration, and properly so, with every
man in Tam’s position. Tam admitted that the servants
were “weel ees’t” in the way of food; and then the
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desirous of getting to a “muckler toon” than Gushetneuk,
where he would have more “company” and so on. But,
poor lad, the company he got were a cause of no little trouble
to him. It so happened that Mrs. Birse’s notions about the
proper mode of feeding servants were not such as to command
the approval generally, of those servants who had had
practical experience of them, or to procure for Mrs. Birse
herself a favourable reputation among that class where she
was known. The new servants—second horseman, orra
man, and cow bailie—were disposed not merely to grumble
but to break out into open insurrection, on the ground of
the unsatisfactory character of the victuals supplied to them.
And they expected Tam to vindicate their rights in the
matter; a duty which he found by no means easy or
pleasant. So far as mere inarticulate growling, or the
utterance of an incidental anathema against the vietuals in
the hearing of the servant maid went, Tam found no diffi-
culty in going fully along with his companions. But a
crisis came by and by. The goodwife, in her thrifty way,
had for a good many nights in succession supplied boiled
turnips and turnip brose to the lads as the staple of their
supper. And in testimony of their appreciation of the fare
thus furnished, they latterly had no sooner smelt the odour
thereof as they entered the kitchen night after night, than
they duly commenced to low like as many oxen. Then it
was that Mrs. Birse seized the occasion to catch them flag-
rante delicto, by bursting into the kitchen as they were
bellowing away ; and a very stiff onset she gave them about
this unbecoming behaviour.

“An’ fat hae ye to say against gweed sweet neeps to yer
sipper, I sud like to ken ?” demanded the irate matron.

“Oh weel, it’s owre af’en to hae them ilka night ’ cep
Sunday for a haill ouk,” said Tam.

“Owre af'en! Birst the stamacks o’ ye; fat wud ye
hae!”

“A cheenge files.”

“For fat, no ? There’s fowk maybe’t kens their place
better nor set their servan’s doon at the same table wi’
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“Weel, weel, try’t yersel, gin ye hae onything to say.

But ye canna expeck the bairn’s stamackie to be able to

disjeest the like o’ that.”

“ Humph, I cud ate it brawly,” said Peter Birse senior;
and in proof of the truth of his assertion he did eat it. Only
his next helping was taken, not from the remaining bit of
kitchie kyaaks, but from the parlour cakes.

The result of the turnip controversy was that Tam
Meerison and his companions did get an oceasional supper
of kail, very purely prepared with salt and water; only as
the three lads coincided in holding decidedly that Tam ought
to have “stuck’'n up better to the aul’ soo,” his influence and
authority as foreman were correspondingly diminished. And
the less Tam was disposed to renew the quarrel with his
mistress, the more did the others swear “at lairge” when
they happened to be about the kitchen. Not seldom was
this done, with the evident intention of provoking warfare,
as well as of manifesting the slight degree of respect they
entertained for Tam, and for everbody else connected with
Clinkstyle ; the general result being that Tam would sit,
mainly dumb, a good part of the evening, hearing no end of
jibes indirectly launched at himself; while Betty, the hard-
worked bedraggled kitchen damsel, would at one time giggle
and laugh with the rough fellows, and be at next turn
coarsely tormented till she was in a state of the highest
wrath; or be made the butt of their oaths and obscene
allusions. As for Mrs. Birse, bauld woman as she was,
even she found it to her comfort to make as few errands to
the kitchen as might be, while “ the boys,” as her husband
termed them, were about.

And here, good reader, I bethought me of giving utter-
ance to a few moral reflections on the degraded character of
our farm-servant class; and how blameworthy they are for
being such immoral and unmannerly boors. But somehow
my line of vision came always to be obstructed by a full-
figure image of Mrs. Birse of Clinkstyle, who, you will per-
ceive, is a very particular and intimate acquaintance of mine.
Mzrs. Birse would come into the forefront, and her husband,






