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It was then that Peter Birse met Dawvid Hadden, with
whom he had long been on terms of somewhat close and
confidential intimacy; and that Dawvid being in an uncom-
monly genial and hospitable humour, they two resolved to
be social together, while Peter Birse junior forgathered with
certain young men of his own age, and went off to see life
for a little in the thick of men and animals.

But why should Peter Birse senior be so very soft as to
tell out baldly to his wife, on the morning after the market,
how Dawvid Hadden and he went away together into that
canvas erection by the roadside, with the sign-board,
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how Dawvid should have no sooner called out, “A half-
mutchkin here, lassie,” than they discovered Mains of Yawal
and one or two acquaintances in a corner; and how they
forthwith beckoned Mains over to bear them company, to
which invitation Mains, who was settled down in the tent
for the afternoon, affably responded ? It was all very proper
and necessary to tell Mrs. Birse, as he was in duty bound,
about the character of the market and the terms of the
engagement made with the bandster; but why not keep to
safe generalities about his own movements thereafter ? Of
course Peter Birse wanted to bring out with impressive
effect the gist of certain warnings delivered by Dawvid
Hadden, in presence of Mains, as aforesaid, for behoof of all
who were in danger of following divisive courses in kirk
affairs at that juncture; but, poor man, he did not perceive
that he was taking the very method to prevent his having
the slightest chance of a respectful hearing.

“Man, aw div won’er to hear ye speak o’ takin’ drams
fae the like o’ that creatur!”

“Hoot, 'oman, ye wudna hed me to pay’t mysel’ Wud
ye ?” said Peter.

“Peter Birse; will ye ever leern to conduck yersel’ as
ony weel-menner't person wud? Gin ye hae nae regaird
for yersel’, ye mith hae some for yer faimily, peer things.”
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leave them ’t’s sibbest t’ ye to be prann’t, or ill-guidet ony
gate 2”

“Keep me, ’oman, Peter’s nae a littleane noo; fat wud
come owre him ?”

“Ay, ye may speer that noo. Gin ye hed been atten’in’
till a fader’s duty, ye wudna hed nae sic questions to speer.
I suppose yer freen was needin’ a’ the help that ye cud gi'e
’im gin that time to get Aim hame.”

“Forbye that, Dawvid an’ me ca’d up an’ doon the fit
market for naar an ’oor leukin’ for Peter—I’se warran’ he
hedna been seekin’ to come hame wi'’s.”

“An’ little won’er ; nae gryte heartnin till *im, peer man,
to see’s nain fader takin’ up wi’ sic company.”

Now, this last remark of Mrs. Birse was scarcely fair.
For she very well knew what, she was fully aware, Peter
Birse senior at that moment did not know, namely, that his
eldest son, Peter Birse junior, had come home on the previ-
ous evening, not only at a late hour, but, furthermore, with
a broken nose; which, on being caught by his mother as he
was unobtrusively slipping away to bed without showing
himself in the parlour, he accounted for by saying it had
been cansed by “something fleein up an’ strikin’’s face” as
he left the market. The rational theory on the subject was,
that Peter had got into a quarrel, more or less, as young
men of gallant and amatory disposition will sometimes do
on such occasions, and that he bore the marks of his chival-
rous daring on his countenance. A very few particulars in
support of this theory were, with difficulty, extracted from
him by his fond mother, when she had returned a second
time to the charge; whereupon her reflections took this
shape :—That, it being evident that Peter had got into a
vulgar fight with two or three farm-servant lads, and all
about a farm-servant girl whom Peter had desired, but had
not been permitted, to accompany to her home, it was also
evident that she must forthwith charge herself even more
directly than hitherto with the duty of developing and
directing the young man’s matrimonial intentions. In her
maternal solicitude she had not overlooked this part of her
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might say; indeed, the contrary effect was certain to be
produced. Therefore, to gratify his wish now was very
much in the nature of making a virtue of necessity—mnot to
speak of the object to be directly attained in so doing. Mrs.
Birse went to the Kirktown, and ascertained through Jock
Will, now promoted to the dignity of apprentice to Andrew
Langchafts, that the merchan’ had on his shelves a piece of
red plush, which he might be concussed into selling on very
reasonable terms, inasmuch as it had proved hitherto to be
dead stock, being an article quite beyond the mark of the
ordinary beaux of Pyketillim.

“ The merchan’’s nae in, is he, laddie ?” asked Mrs. Birse,
turning over the pieces of plush on the counter.

“ No, nae eenoo,” was Jock’s reply.

“But ye say the reid bit ’s never been price’t ?”

«T heard ’im sayin’ that.”

“ Weel, aw dinna won’er at it—Ilyin’ tooshtin aboot there
till it ’s fooshtit and half ate'n wi’ the mochs. Cut ye aff a
yaird an’ a finger-length than, an’ gi'e me a dizzen o’ pearl
buttons, an’ we'll sattle aboot the price wi’ 'imsel’ Na, Jock,
but ye are a braw man noo,” continued Mrs. Birse, as Jock
went on to fulfil her orders in a business-like style. “Nae
less nor cairryin a shears i’ yer waistcoat pouch already ;
aw wudna won’er to see ye wi a chop o’ yer nain yet.”

Jock laughed his own quiet laugh, and went on with
his work.

The announcement of the red plush vest had a highly
salutary effect upon Peter Birse junior. He now relaxed
with a suddenness that made the muscles of his face feel
the thaw almost uncomfortably ; he would have desired that
the severity of his countenance should have disappeared
more gradually, but the sight of the red plush was too much
for him—his mother had taken care to bring the unmade
piece home with the pearl buttons to display them before
his eyes.

It was in the parlour, and they two were alone by them-
selves.

“Noo, Patie, man,” said Mrs. Birse, with affecting em-
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ye wud be seer to get the muckle feck o’ fat they hae gin
ye play’d yer cairts the richt gate; for Gushets has nae near
freens o’ ’s nain. An’ ye mith aiven, in coorse o’ naitur,
come into Gushetneuk itsel’, tee. It’s a likeable spot, an’
richt weel-in-hert kin’ly grun’ie.”

“But fat wud aw dee wi’ Gushetneuk ? Aw thocht I
was to get oor ain toon ; amnin aw ?”

“Seerly ; but hear me oot. Ye cud manage baith pairts,
brawly. Though fowk grows aul’ in coorse o’ time, yer fader
an’ me maun hae some gate to bide. An’ wi’ Robbie intill
anither place, an’ Benjie at’s buzness, we cud live there fine;
awat it ’s a richt gweed hoose, gin it hed but a back chimley
bigget ; only there’s little eese o’ that as lang’s the like o’
Mr. an’ Mrs. Gibb has’t.  Your fader cud trock aboot at’s
leasure on a placie like Gushetneuk ; he wud be aye worth s
breid ; an’ lat you tak’ chairge an’ mak’ market for baith
places.”

“Weel, that wud dee fine,” said Peter Birse junior,
brightening up at the brilliant prospect thus opened up to
him. His countenance fell, however, as he added, “ But I
dinna ken gin she cares for’s ava.”

“Care for ye? Fat wud pit that styte i’ yer head 2”

“Weel, at ony rate, ye ken, I bocht sweeties at St. Saar’s
Fair an’ fuish till ’er ———”

“Weel, an’ didna she tak’ them ?2”

“Ou ay, but I’m maist sure’t she hed taul’ Jock Wull,
for they war lauchin’ at ’s aboot the chop, upo’ Saiterday’s
nicht.”

“Lat them lauch that wins, Peter, man. Jock Wull
wud need it. Fat’s he—the sin o’ a peer nace nyaukit
beggar creatur, ’t hisna passin’ a gweed barrow load o’
wardle’s gear to bless 'ersel wi'! Set Zimsel’ up wi' the
like o’ you, though ye warna my son! The impidence o’
creaturs is a perfect scunner. Dut never ye min’ Jock
‘Wull; an’ he gae far that road they Il seen get their sairin
o’ him, an’’s mither tee ; an’ little maitter, weel-a-wat.—Gin
I hed bit kent that afore I gaed to the chop, no!” added
Mrs, Birse, in a subdued key.
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that they 're playin’ into the han’s o’ a set o’ men that hae
poo’er o’ their side, an’ owre af'en but little o’ the fear o’
Gweed afore their een ?”

“The Government, ye mean ?” said the smith.

“ An’ the Coort o’ Session,” added Johnny.

“ Ay,” continued the souter, “ an’ the pawtrons.”

“True, true,” interposed Johnny Gibb, “the thing’s
rotten, reet an’ crap.”

“Nae doot o’ that; but leuk at this,” and the souter
took up a newspaper containing a report of the General
Assembly, which he had carefully conned. “Here's the
debate on pawtronage—‘ Mr. Cunningham moved that the
Assembly resolve and declare that patronage is a grievance,
has been attended with much injury to the cause of true
religion in the Church and kingdom, is the main cause of
the difficulties in which the Church is at present involved,
and that it ought to be abolished ;’ that was sec-ondit by
ane Mr. Buchan o’ Kelloe, an extensive lan’it proprietor i’
the Border coonty o’ Berwickshire, Mr. Macrory taul’ me.
Foo cud ony richt-thinkin’ man back-speak a motion like
that noo ?”

“1 daursay Gushets winna dee’t, but aw b’lieve him
an’ Maister Sleekaboot raither differs aboot the benefits
o’ pawtronage,” said the smith, with a sly twinkle in his
eye.

“I see*brawly fat ye’re lattin at,” answered Johnny.
“ An’ nae thanks to Maister Sleekaboot to fawvour paw-
tronage, 't wud ’a never gotten a kirk ava haud awa’ fae’t.
But I’se gae nae farrer mnor ’imsel’ for preef o’ the evils
o’ that system ; an ill-less, gweed-less creatur, ye may tell
me, but nae mair fit to be minaister o’ a pairis’ nor a blin’
man is to herd sheep. An’ syne fat d’ye mak’ o’ sic oot-
rages as Marnoch an’ Culsalmon’, to keep near han’ hame ?”

“ Weel, takin’ a’ that’s come an’ gane intill accoont, fat
sud actually happen noo, but that nae less nor a hunner an’
forty-seyven members o’ Assembly sud vote against Mr.
Cunningham’s motion ; an’ some nae far fae oor ain quarter
spak’ their warst against it ?” said the souter.

»
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to build a church and manse, to cost, together, well on to
£2000 ; and how subscriptions had come to them from east
and west, from north and south, some even from across the
Atlantic, insomuch that they had a goodly surplus, which
they had trusted to invest as a partial endowment for their
minister, who was now about to be inducted. On one point
Johnny and Maister Saunders were quite clear—that there
must now be a separation of the wheat from the chaff ; that
is to say, of the non-intrusion, or rather the evangelical, from
the moderate element. Johnny returned, indeed, fully of
opinion that the Kirk throughout would be rent in two,
even after the manner of that which he had now seen with
his own eyes on a small scale. “Lat it come,” said Johnny;
“ onything to roose the countra fae the caul’ morality o’ a
deid moderatism.” Of course Johnny spoke strongly ; but
in that particular he was not singular ; strong language was
common on both sides. Even able editors on the side to
which he was opposed, as Johnny heard and read, designated
the leaders and clerical party in whom he believed by such
choice designations as “Edinburgh popes,” “Candlish & Co.,”
“ highflyers,” “ wild men,” “ agitators,” “ reckless disturbers
of the peace of the Church,” and so on; and in point of
warmth and “ personality ” the addresses of the fathers and
brethren when they met were at times rather well worth
hearing by those who relished anything in that vein. At
the meeting of the Synod of Aberdeen, in October of this
year, the moderate party had the upper hand—they carried
their candidate for the moderatorship, Mr. Watt, Foveran, by
79 votes to 58 for Mr. Simpson, Trinity Church, Aberdeen,
proposed by the other side ; and also, after a fair amount of
rather pointed talk, carried a resolution to admit to the
sittings of the Synod the ministers of the Garioch Presby-
tery, who had been suspended for their part in the Cul-
salmond business. In a subsequent discussion one rev.
brother observed that, “ the blighting influence of modera-
tism had been thrown over all their institutions; and even
its corrupting hand had been thrown over their colleges
and universities, rendering them rather the schools of hell
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ettercap, Gushetneuk,’s been thraet’nin’ that the faces o’
some o’ them’ll be seen here ere lang ?”

“I’m nae biddin’ ye tak’ my word for’t, Maister Tawse,
though he fell upo’ me comin’ oot o’ An’ersmas Fair like a
thoosan’ o’ divots, an’ misca’d the minaister, an’ said that he
sud seen hae ane here that wud lat the fowk ken fat like he

as ; but speir ye at Dawvid Hadden.”

“I’m nae misdootin yer word, Mains ; he’s a disaffeckit
creatur, an’ likes to be i the heid o’ things. An’ fan the
like o’ *im ’s amo’ them that canna keep “im in aboot, they "1l
gae gryte len’ths.”

The last remark was not exactly compllmentary to Mains,
who did not see its application clearly, however, but went

“Ou weel, ye see, I wud 'a fun’t wi’ im a bit; only he
wudna haud & word o’ me; but was up i’ my 'Wltters like a
fechtin coc

“ Was Dawvid wi’ ye ?”

“Na, na; sin’ ever that skweel meetin’ i’ the spring
Dawvid’s been i’ the black beuks wi’ ’im, an’ wudna gae
within a rig-len’th o’ Gushets an’ he cud help it.”

“ Hoo cud he ken o’ ’s projecks than 2”

“ Weel, ye’ll min’ o’ the cheelie that was wi’ me fern-
year was a year, that leern’t to be a mole-catcher.”

“ Brawly—a settril, braid-fac’t chappie.”

“ Ay, ay, jist that. He was at Gushetneuk a’ hairst,
an’’s been takin’ moles i’ the neebourheid throu’ the en’ o’
the year. Weel, Gushet’s pitten him as heich’s himsel’
aboot this non-intrusion wark. He’s aye eikin ’im up, an’
Dawvid, fan he’s on’s roun’s, lats at him fanever they
meet, aboot the kirk ; an’ syne Molie canna hae’t an’ haud
it, ye ken.”

“ Ou ay, an’ Dawvid acks the moudiewort wi’ iim !”

“ Weel, ye ken, Molie’s a simple cheelie, an’ Dawvid
gets onything that’s gyaun on wi’ Gushets, aw bllieve, seener
throw’ him nor he cud dee ony ither gate.”

“Vera like Dawvid’s sneck-drawin’; he was aye a
straucht-oot-the-gate callant !” said Jonathan, with a very
obvious sneer at the zealous ground-officer’s proclivities.
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“ Hairry was a kin’ o’ heid deester there, ye see, an’ it
wusna worth my pains min’in’ the lave.”

“0-oh ! I thocht ye gae Gushets up’s fit—Fat’s this’t
he’s been bullyraggin Mains aboot than; anither meetin’
that he’s to haud at the Ward wi’ some o’ the highflyers 2”

“I cud maybe tell ye that tee, Maister Tawse,” said
Dawvid with an air of some consequence.

“ 1 dinna doot it, Dawvid ; I dinna doot it. Ye’ve a
gran’ scent for fin'in’ oot the like o’ that, man.”

“ It maitters-na fat wye I fan’t oot ; but I'm quite awaar
't they 've set the nicht for a meetin’ wi’ ane o’ the rovin’
commission, doon at Peterkin’s hole o’ a skweel”

“So the mole-catcher creatur was sayin’, I believe,”
remarked Jonathan, wickedly.

“ Maybe,” said Dawvid, in a half offended tone; “an’
nae doot he wud tell ye a hantle mair nor the like o’ me
cud dee aboot it.”

“Na, na; he only said that Gushets sud say that he was
quite prepar’t to set the laird’s delegate, Dawvid Hadden, at
defiance.”

“ An’ did he tell ye fat authority the ‘laird’s delegate’
hed fae Sir Simon ’imsel’ to enterdick ony sic meetin’, an’
fat mizzours he hed ta’en ere noo to pit a stop till’t?”
asked Dawvid, promptly.

These were points that Jonathan really desired to know
definitely about, so he gave up the bantering tone, and by a
little judicious flattery induced Dawvid to explain to him
how, on the evening of next Friday, which was fixed for
the meeting, he proposed being down with a body of men
and some dogs absolutely to prevent the assembling of a
non-intrusion meeting in the Smiddyward school. A letter
he had received from Sir Simon gave him full authority to
adopt that course (as Dawvid interpreted it) ; and Jonathan
Tawse, who, as the conversation went on, had latterly waxed
warm on the subject, not merely approved of the scheme,
but declared he would be present himself, along with some
of his trusty personal friends, to give what aid might be
required.
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