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framed after the manner of Blair, though marked by an
occasional juvenile efflorescence of style that was rather out
of keeping with the now mature age of the preacher. Such
as they were, Mr. Tawse read them off with a monotonous
rapidity that did great violence to all those principles of
elocution and punctuation which he was wont to exemplify
with impressive emphasis in the audience of his pupils.
The only breaks in the discourse were when he made a halt
to take snuff, or when the exigencies of the case compelled
him to lift his head for the purpose of blowing his nose
with his speckled silk handkerchief.

But, as I have said, Mr. Tawse was reckoned an able
teacher; and he laboured away in his vocation with toler-
able assiduity, the monotony of the ordinary routine being
broken by occasional outbursts of a rather irritable temper,
and the less frequent coruscations of a sort of dry humour
that lay within him. He had usually a class of two or
three “Laitiners,” on whom he bestowed much pains, and
a good deal of chastisement. These were intended to be
the parsons and lawyers of the future; only the results did
not always fulfil the expectations cherished, for I could
point to sundry of the Latiners of my time who, at this day,
are even less reverend and learned than myself, which is say-
ing a good deal. As to his classes generally, Mr. Tawse had
not much that deserved the name of method in their manage-
ment ; and still less was there of thoroughness in the little
that he had. English grammar was one of the modern im-
provements which he prided himself on having introduced,
- and against which not a few of the more practical sort of
parents loudly protested, as implying an unwarranted cur-.
tailment of the time that should have been devoted to the
more useful branches, particularly coontin. And I know of
one pupil at any rate, who, being much more earnestly bent
on play than work at that period of his life, managed to main-
tain a decent grammatical reputation and a respectable
position in the class, without his having ever possessed
a copy of any Grammar whatever of his own, or ever looked
in the most cursory way at the day’s lesson out of the im-
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amount of punishment by having his lugs ruggit, the sides
of his head cuffed, or a few strokes with the tawrds im-
planted on his palms; and thereafter things settled down
again to the ordinary routine. i

Now, as I have indicated, it had been felt by many
Jjudicious parishioners that the parochial school of Pyke-
tillim, under Mr. Tawse, was too much of a mere high-class
academy. The complaint was not that Mr. Tawse’s system,
as administered, was lacking in general efficiency and
thoroughness, but that he “took up his heid owre muckle
wi’ that Laitin and Gremmar, an’ ither beuk leernin—a
mixter-maxter o’ figures wi’ the letters o’ the A B C, aneuch
to turn the creaturs’ heids.” And indeed it was cautiously
averred by some, that the dominie had really driven one
pupil doited by the distance he had endeavoured to lead
him into the abstruse region of Mathematics. Mr. Tawse
himself said the lad was a natural born dunce; that he had
hoped to make a decent scholar of him by dint of hard
drilling, but that his harns, after deducting the outer case,
might have been contained in an eggshell, and that his own
muddled stupidity was the only disaster of an intellectual
kind that was ever likely to befall him. The boy was the
elder son of Mains of Yawal. Of course, Mains did not
relish the insinuation, and complained to Mr. Sleekaboot of
Jonathan’s rude style of speech.

“Oh, well, you know his temper is a little hasty; but
he is a man of sterling principle, and a very competent
teacher,” said Mr. Sleekaboot. _

“Still an’ on,” replied Mains, “ it’s nae ceevil eesage to
speak that wye aifter he gat’s nain gate wi’ the laddie.”

“In what branches has the boy failed ?2”

“Weel, aw cudna say; he hisna been makin naething
0’t; he’s jist a kin’ o’ daumer’t i’ the heid like.”

“He has perhaps increased his tasks too much for the
boy’s capacity ?”

“I cudna say aboot’s capacity—ye canna pit an aul’
heid upo’ young shou'ders, ye ken. I suppose he’s jist like
ither laddies.” |

A ——————. . L S
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capacity for acquiring knowledge, and no capacity whatever
for turning the knowledge so acquired to any noticeable
account, so far as bettering their own position, or benefiting
other people connected with them, is concerned. In his
boyhood he had sucked in knowledge with a sort of good-
natured ease and avidity; and then, when he came within
sight of a practical application of the. same, Sandy dis-
appointed the hopes of his friends by changing his mind,
and turning out a kind of “sticket doctor.” I really don’t
think that Sandy could ever have had sufficient nerve for the
medical profession. Then, in an equally erratic fashion, he
had gone abroad to seek his fortune, and after twenty years,
returned without finding it. In a general way, then, Sandy
had again made his appearance in the locality, willing to
settle down, but without any particular vocation, or well-
defined idea as to what he would desire to apply himself to.
Luckily for Sandy, the agitation on the subject of Mr.
Tawse’s shortcomings was at that particular time pretty keen,
and the notion of another scheol rather popular. I would
not insinuate that it was because Mr. Sleekaboot opposed
the project that Johnny Gibb lent his aid so zealously in
patching up the old maltbarn at Smiddyward—which they
pierced with two windows of four panes each, at the same
time converting the ingle into a hearth—in order to adapt
the place as a school. DBut Johnny certainly did take an
active part in planning the structural works, and defraying
the cost of material and workmanship, as well as in recom-
mending the new teacher as a “ byous clever chiel, a feerious
gweed coonter, an’ a prencipal han’ at mizzourin grun.”

At the date of my story, Sandy Peterkin had conducted
his school for only a few years, the usual winter attendance
numbering about thirty pupils. In summer it naturally
decreased, and in order to eke out his stipend for that part
of the year, Mr. Peterkin was wont, when the “hairst play”
came, to hire himself out as a raker, or general errand man,
to some of the neighbouring farmers.

Such were the two schools and schoolmasters of Pyke-
tillim.
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In half ane year I gat inter loquendum,
An’ syne I gat—how call you it %—ad replicandum ;
But I cud never ane word yet understand him.”

“Keep me, Maister Tawse! ye’ve sic a heid o’ leernin’
yersel. I dinna believe but ye cud mak’ up a prent beuk
an’ ye war to try. But mithnin he dee wi’ the less
coontin 2”

“No; certainly not; he maun hae Mathematics con-
feerin.”

“ An’ that be the gate 0o’’t, the seemer he’s begun the
better, I wud think, to nae loss time. Cudna ye begin 'im
at ance wi’ a bit lesson? ¢ Leern ear, leern fair, they say,
an’ Benjie’s a gran’ scholar o' ’s size. He wud bleck’s
breeder that’s twa year aul’er nor him, ony day.”

« Aweel, lat me see,” said Mr. Tawse, who, having at the
time no Latin class, had begun to cast about as to the possi-
bility of setting one agoing for the winter, “ I’ll see if I can
get anither ane or twa, an’ try them wi’ the Rudiments—
ye may jist get a Ruddiman i’ the meanwhile, till we see.”

“That’s the beuk that they get the Latin oot o’, is’t2”

“ No, no ; jist the grammar—the rules o’ the language.”

“ Tt cudna be deen wuntin, cud it? I dinna care aboot
owre muckle o’ that gremmar, ’s ye ca’’t.”

“ Care or no care, it’s quite indispensable; an’ it’s utter
nonsense to speak o’ wantin’t,” said Mr. Tawse, in an irri-
tated tone.

“ They 're sic a herrial, that beuks,” pursued Mrs. Birse.
“ Aye, aye needin’ new beuks; but maybe ye mith hae an
aul’ Kroodymans lyin’ aboot? I'm seer Benjie wudna blaud
it—he’s richt carefu’ o’’s beuks, peer thing.”

“ No, no, Mrs. Birse. I’m nae a dealer in aul’ beuks "—

“ Eh, forbid’t I sud mint at that, Maister Tawse ; but
an’ ye hed hed ane’t ye cud ’a len’it the laddie, I ’'m seer we
wud ’a been richt muckle obleeg’t.”

“If ye dinna value yer son’s edication sufficiently to
think it worth yer while to pay for the necessary beuks,
jist train ’im for the pleuch stilts at ance.”

“’Deed, Maister Tawse, I'll dee naething o' the kin’.
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learned man of the family. Howbeit Ruddiman agreed but
ill with Benjie’s tastes, and the consequence was that when
the first raith was almost ended, he had scarcely got past
Ego Amo, Tu Amas, and certainly had not the remotest
conception of what it was all about. But this was not all
The effect of Benjie’s studies had been to drive him home
from school, over and over again, and with growing fre-
quency, in a shattered state of health. Now it was his
head that was in a dreadful state, and next his wyme, and
Benjie shed many salt tears over his deplorable condition.

This state of things could not go on. Clinkstyle growled,
and averred that his youngest son would be killed by too
much learning ; and the goodwife coaxed and coddled with
no beneficial result. Then she went to Mr. Tawse to ascer-
tain whether he was not tasking the excellent youth too
severely, as it was alleged he had done in the case of Mains
of Yawal’s eldest son and heir; and she came back in a
great rage, for Mr. Tawse had been curt and uncompliment-
ary, and had hinted very plainly something about Benjie
“ shamming,” after which he abruptly left Mrs. Birse stand-
ing outside the door, and proceeded to the interior of the
school to finish his day’s labours.

“ Weel, weel, oman,” said Peter Birse senior, “ they wud
need a heid o’ iron’t could gae throu’ that stuff; ye’ll need
to pit a stop till’t some gate.”

“ (Gae 'wa’ wi’ yer buff; it’s muckle’t ye ken aboot it,”
answered Peter’s dutiful spouse, determined not to be con-
vinced by him at any rate.

« Jist wyte than till ye see the upshot. I sudna won’er
nor he mak’ the laddie an” objeck for life—min’ fat naar
happen’t wi’ Mains’s laddie.”

“ Mains’s laddie! Humph! An’ my son hinna some
mair smeddum aboot 'm nor the like o’ that gawkie trypal,
it’s time’t he war set to herd the laird’s geese instead o’
followin’ aifter edication. Ye micht hae some regaird for
ither fowk’s feelin’s, man, gin ye hae neen for yer nain !”

“But I’'m nae sayin’’t Benjie hisna a better uptak’ nor
the like o’ him,” pleaded Peter, apologetically.
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It was impossible for Peter to answer such powerful and
voluble reasoning; and he had virtually succumbed before
Mrs. Birse reached the concluding and more practical por-
tion of her discourse, which revealed a part of the plan of
Benjie’s future of which he had not hitherto got the faintest
glimpse, although as now presented it rather commended
itself to him. The effect upon Mrs. Birse herself of so fully
expressing her sentiments, was, on the whole, soothing. But
on one thing she was fully resolved, come what would—to
give Jonathan Tawse a snubbing. So, in addressing our
promising young gentleman next morning, she said, “Ye’ll
tak’ my compliments to Maister Tawse, noo, Benjie, an’ tell
’im to sen’ his accoont wi’ ye—the raith’s oot at the en’ o’
this ouk at ony rate—an’ gin he canna manage to behave
wi’ common ceevility to them’t he’s makin’ ’s breid aff o,
and teach their bairns withoot -brakin’ their health, maybe
anither will. 'Will ye min’ that, noo ?”

‘What this threat signified exactly, in the mind of the
person who uttered it, it would perhaps be difficult to guess.
At any rate, when Benjie brought the account, Mrs. Birse’s
thoughts took quite a practical shape. Jonathan Tawse’s
fee for the ordinary curriculum of the school was 3s. 6d. a
quarter ; when Latin was included he made it two shillings
more ; and when Mrs. Birse saw the enormous charge of 5s.
6d., followed by 2s. 6d. for a half-bound Ruddiman, it was
some little time before she could give adequate expression to
her feelings. She declared first that she would never pay
such an “ extortion ;” and next that ere she did pay she would
certainly make Peter Birse senior face the unconscionable
dominie before the Shirra, where the account would be
rigorously taxed, and the iniquity of its author exposed in
the face of the world. The actual result as regards the
account itself was that after a while Peter Birse senior was
sent to pay it, with orders to deliver certain sarcastic re-
marks bearing on the combined greed and professional in-
capacity of Mr. Tawse; and which orders Peter, as is usual
in such circumstances, did not carry out to the letter; but,
indeed, mumbled some sort of awkward apology for the
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bulated the kirk. We gave our bawbees like loyal Presby-
terians ; that is to say, the head of the family always gave
one, and sometimes his wife another, or one of the elder
bairns—a habit and practice which have been most faith-
fully adhered to in most congregations, town and country,
till this day; insomuch that hundreds of worthy people of
fair wealth and position, who would be ashamed to offer less
than sixpence to any other good object, proclaim their vene-
ration for the usages of these ancient Christians by carefully
abstaining from ever dropping into the brod aught else than
a copper counterfeit presentment of Her Majesty. Well, we
did this in the parish church of Pyketillim; and I do not
recollect more than once seeing a man—it was up i’ the
laft—put a penny into the brod as it was pushed round, and
then adjust his offering to the statutory amount by taking
out a bawbee.

When the kirk skail’t, the scene was different from the
gathering. To be sure, if Samie Pikshule had a roup to
sery, or a strayed stirk to “adverteese,” there was a general
and eager clustering about him at the kirk gable, as Samie
yabbled out the particulars. But otherwise we put on double
steam to what was in use when we were daundering up to
the “ courts of the sanctuary,” as Mr. Sleekaboot phrased it.
Before we were clear of the Kirktown some half-dozen of
the male parishioners (usually elderly ones, familiar with the
dwellers in the Kirktown, and who cared not to carry fleerish
and flint in their Sunday claes) had availed themselves of a
het sod to light their pipes; and the result was seen in a
cloudlet of blue smoke rising here and there over the streams
of people as they moved on in steady flow east and west;
everybody now marching onward with something of the air
of those who have serious business on hand.

Now, it so happened that on the particular Sunday
morning to which I have made reference, Peter Birse had
living with him over the day, as a visitor, a particular friend
from up-throu, an ardent agriculturist like himself. The
two had been out betimes in the morning and had enjoyed
a saunter over Clinkstyle’s fields, discussing matters relative


















