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through the region, and felt that he could not do less than
call upon his old acquaintance, by whom he was hospitably
entertained.  Johnny Gibb, of course, was asked over to
enjoy the visitor's conversation ; and it then occurred to the
two friends that, as the Rev. Alister Macrory was not par-
ticularly pressed for time, they might retain his services for
a few weeks, and give the parishioners of Pyketillim the
opportunity for once of hearing the Gospel preached. It
was an easy matter to secure the use of Sandy Peterkin’s
school for the purpose, and it was. secured accordingly.

The school at Smiddyward was not an imposing strue-
ture, either as regards external appearance or interior
decoration. It was straw-thatched, with the door halved
transversely, and not longitudinally ; and inside there were
desks and seats of a very plain sort for about forty pupils.
The roof was an “open” one, with the “wood-work ” quite
“visible” (so far as the accumulation of soot thereon
admitted), and not less so the divots that overlaid it.
There Sandy Peterkin bore rule. His school, let me say,
was thriving in a way that fully equalled Sandy’s most
sanguine expectations. I don’t think, however, that these
were very extravagant. The first of Mr. Macrory’s services
had been held in the school on a week-day evening, with
an audience that half filled the place; and the event had
caused no little talk in the parish. Johnny Gibb precented,
a -service which the older parishioners could recollect his
having occasionally performed, on emergencies, in the parish
kirk, many long years ago; and the energetic oratory of
Mr. Macrory, without any “paper” to aid him therein, was
fitted to startle, apart altogether from the matter, by the
very contrast it presented to the perfectly unimpassioned
performance of Mr. Sleekaboot, as he read over once more
the well-thumbed MS., which the more attentive parish-
ioners knew so well by head-mark that they could give you
day and date of its last preaching, and also predict, with
tolerable accuracy, the next time it would be put to the
same use. But the Rev. Alister Macrory, albeit a little
uncouth and violent in his manner, and given to shaking
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they notna ’a latten oot their breath upo’ her’; mony a
bare aneuch day has she kent wi’ them; an’ weel may
seem—bher vera frocks needin’ takin’ in to keep them
onfa’en aff o’ her body. An’ she hedna hed bawbees to
get pieces till ’ersel files, oot o’ sicht o’ their bairns, aw div
not believe but she wud ’a gotten a mischief 0’ hunger.”

So said Mrs. Birse in her indignation.

However, as Benjie could not be transferred to Aberdeen,
a dilemma had occurred ; and during its continuance Master
Benjamin, as has been said, seemed in nowise indisposed to
enjoy rural life; in such forms as, for example, those of walking
with Tam Meerison at the plough for hours, and riding the
pony to water and back, and grooming it, despite the warn-
ings of his mother as to the degrading tendency of such
occupations on a young man destined to learned pursuits.
His next elder brother being intended for the farm, it
mattered less how his education was picked up. So things
had gone on for some weeks, when all of a sudden Mrs.
Birse announced that Benjie was to be sent to Sandy
Peterkin to continue his studies. Peter Birse senior shook
his head dubiously and protested. But Mrs. Birse was
firm. Finding sundry other arguments unavailing, Peter
urged—

“But, ye ken, Sandy disna preten’ to be claer o’ the
Laitin ’imsel’, ’oman; an’ ye cudna expeck him to leern
't weel till ithers.”

“An’ fat for no? There’s fowk preten’s to be claer
upon ’t that mak’s but a peer shot at leernin ithers.”

“Qu, but ye ken Maister Tawse hedna Benjie lang.”

“ An’ hedna he Jock Ogg, the gauger’s loon, haill twa
year at it; an’ aifter a’ his peer fader was forced to pack
im awa’ to the sea. The fient a flee hed he leern’t but a
lot o’ ill tricks an’ lees; for’s nain gweed-mither taul’ me
oot 0’ ’er ain mou. An’ that aul’, greedy, sneeshinie howffin
gaen on chairgin’ an ondeemas soom for skweel fees a’ the
time. A bonnie story to say that the peer innocent was
feingyin fan he tyeuk a drow! Jist his nain strunge
mainner an’ ill natur’ ’t flegs the creaturs.”
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of the 7es gestee to be minuted by Jonathan Tawse—the
sederunt would be wound up by a quiet glass of toddy.
Such was the case at the distribution meeting that occurred
just two nights after Mr. Macrory’s meeting at Smiddyward.
And the elders were all present, with the exception of
Clinkstyle’s sister’s husband, Braeside. Of course the sub-
ject of the prayer meeting came up.

“An’ fa div ye think sud’ ’a been there hearin’ this
ranter but Clinkstyle an’ ’s wife 2” said Mains of Yawal.

“Poor man, poor man,” answered Mr. Sleekaboot, with
a smile. “I fancy he had hardly been left to the freedom
of his own will in the matter.”

“Deed, I can believe ye’re richt there, sir,” said Mr.
Tawse, taking a heavy pinch of snuff. “That wife o’ his is
a perfect Xantippe.”

“ Oh—I presume she heckled you when she withdrew
her precious son from the school.”

“For that maitter I can usually gi’e as gweed as I get,”
said Mr, Tawse. “ But she’s a rude vulgar hizzie, natheless;
an’ for the loon, I never ruggit the lugs o’ a more complete
dunce.”

“Did you venture to tell that in the audience of the
maternal ears, Jonathan ?” asked the minister, the jocularity
of the query being shared in by only the dominie and him-
self, as the rest of the company failed to catch its flavour,
couched in such refined English.

“Deed, I believe I fell little short o’’t. But what was
that ye was sayin’, Mains, aboot this fanatic, Macrory,
settin the souter to gi'e a prayer at the meetin’ in Sawney
Peterkin’s hovel 2”

“Qh, it was fat they ca’ a prayer meetin’; an’ aifter he
hed roar’t on for a file *imsel’, he ecries oot ¢ Some broder ’11
engaige noo ; fan up startit the souter an’ gya them a screed
0'’t by ordinar’. Several o’ them hed been sair pittn oot
aboot it, aw ’'m thinkin’.”

“ An’ little won’er,” quoth Teuchitsmyre, the other new
elder, who was a fat, red-nosed man with a very thick neck.
“Ta’en a fup to them wud ’a sair't them richt.”
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in the face; and I think had by this time based his opinion
on a tolerably wide induction, when, suddenly changing the
theme, and emptying his glass, he added, “Nyod, that’s
capital fusky.”

Teuchitsmyre nodded approvingly, and said, “It’s the
rael Glendronach, seerly.”

“'Weel, weel, as ye please, sir,” replied Mr. Tawse. “I
was half jokin’, ye ken. But ye canna won’er though a sair-
dung dominie sud try to save’s nain credit by sayin’ that it
mitha been worth while, as a stroke o’ policy, till hae latt'n
Clinkstyle on to the el’ership.”

“ He would have been in nowise a more efficient member
of session than his excellent relative, Braeside.”

“ Neen, neen—ijist sax i’ the ane an’ half-a-dizzen i’ the
ither. Baith hairmless breets. But ye see Braeside hisna
an ambitious wife—I’ ye see my drift? Hooever, to pass
fae that point, I think ye really ocht, in some way, to tak’
an order o’ these fanatics.”

“Of Gibb and M‘Aul ?”

“Na, na; ye had better lat ill aleen there. But it
mithna be difficult to frichten Peterkin fae gi'ein’ that bit
hole to lat them meet in.”

“Well; it’ll die out. There has been in all ages of the
Christian Church, as I have said, an ever-recurring tendency,
especially among the unlearned, to lapse into fanaticism ;
though the admirable organisation and discipline of our
own Church have effectually repressed serious outbreaks at
all times.”

“An’ may it be for ever sae,” said Jonathan Tawse.
“But fat are ye to mak’ o’ a’ this uncanny steer o’ the Non-
intrusion pairty i’ the Kirk ? Yell hae some difficulty,
cateris paribus, in disciplinin’ the major pairt o’ the Kirk
itsel’.”

“ Ay, Mr. Tawse,” said the minister, with a half chuckle,
“but it’s not a case of cwteris paribus, my good friend.
There is such a thing as the law of the land, and the civil
power. With that at our back we need never fear the hot-
headed party in the Church. Keep yourself easy.”
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that the two divines had got into, had contented themselves
by listening with as much of an elderlike and interested air
as they could manage to assume.

The weather, and the markets for grain and live stock,
subjects of common interest, and on which the whole party
could speak with practical intelligence, were discussed ad
longam, during the latter part of the evening.

The case put by Mr. Sleekaboot, and which had brought
the ecclesiastical part of the conversation to a close, had been,
all through the early part at least of the Ten Years’ Conflict,
his standing illustration of the utter fallaciousness of the
Non-intrusion principle. He had quoted it repeatedly to
his brethren, as well as to outsiders, and had even ventured
to direct the attention of Sir Simon Frissal to it. Sir
Simon had signified his approval. “ Yes, yes, your style
was . very poor indeed,” added the baronet; and Mr.
Sleekaboot felt as much gratified as the circumstances
allowed.

Now, it so happened in course of this very spring of
1842, and not many weeks after the distribution, that
Johnny Gibb was jogging home on a market night on his
trusty gray pony, and whom should he overtake but the
Rev. Andrew Sleekaboot, jogging home too, from the Presby-
tery. Johnny’s principle of action, as it concerned differences
between himself and others, was always to dunt it oot as he
went along. Consequently, when he and Mr. Sleekaboot
met, Johnny hailed the minister as freely and frankly as if
they had never cas’en oot in their lives. And Mr. Sleek-
aboot, who had a lingering suspicion that it might be other-
wise, felt once more somewhat warmed towards his
parishioner, of whom he, under the mild impulse of the
moment, almost thought there might be hope even yet.
Johnny was keen on ecclesiastical matters, at any rate, and
perhaps his disposition toward debate had not been lessened
by his share in a friendly gill with a neighbour at the stabler’s
before he took out his shalt. His questions about what the
Presbytery had been doing did not elicit much information,
but Mr. Sleekaboot could not help being dragged into a







