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“ Buff an’ nonsense,” said Jonathan Tawse. “Ye can
seerly say ¢ Ay’ or ‘No,’ whichever the minister bids ye.”

“An’ it’s jist the heid hurry o’ the sizzon ; I’ve byous
ill winnin awa’. Fegs, an’ I hed kent, I sud ‘a latt'n some
ither ane be rowlin’ el'yer, I can tell ye.”

Mains’s objections were speedily overborne; and the
next point to settle was the mode of transit to Aberdeen.
As the newspapers had just announced, the Aberdeenshire
Canal was “ again open for navigation,” after some temporary
stoppage, and Mains was decidedly favourable to going by
the « swift gig boat,” as the cheapest means of conveyance.
So next day he had his old-fashioned gig a-yoke to convey
himself and the minister to the “ Canal Head,” in time for
the leaving of the boat for Aberdeen ; one of Mains’s lads
had been sent on an hour before on foot to bring back the
gig. Rev. Andrew Sleekaboot, as became his dignity, took
his passage in the cabin of the “flyboat ;” but this course
his ruling elder resolutely declined to follow. He could
save a shilling by going in the steerage, and why should he
not do so? Then, as was his wont, the minister would put
up at that well-reputed hostelry, the Lemon Tree. Mains
demurred somewhat at the idea of going thither, being con-
vinced that they might be accommodated at some stabler’s
at less cost. DBut, as his knowledge of “ the City” had got
rusted, he was unable to specify the particular inn where he
would desire to take his ease, and, under a sort of protest,
he agreed at last to go with the minister, provided Mr.
Sleekaboot would undertake to devote part of next morning
to assisting him in Jooking up certain shops where he wanted
to make safe purchases, including that of Coutts, the cutler,
in Gallowgate, who, as Mains believed, was unequalled in
the production of a reliable pocket gullie.

The great question in which the services of Mains of
Yawal and his lay brethren were called into requisition at
the Synod was, whether the ministers of quoad sacra
churches should be allowed to sit as members of the rev.
court. There was long debate on the point, during which
a well-known leader declared that he objected to the
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to their capacity—ye sud be prood o’ bein’ alloo’t to vote,
Mains. I sanna foryet to mak’ mention o’ 't fan I vreet to
Sir Simon.” And fortified by all this, Mains felt that a
man who had buckled on his armour and gone forth at the
call of duty amid the gathered hosts, could afford to be
aggressive in some degree against disaffected stragglers. It
was with some dim notion of this sort that, when he was
next down at the smiddy, he fell on to the smith with—

“Nyod, aw blieve we sortit yer Nons at the Seenit.”

“Maybe that,” said the smith, with great gravity. “An’
fat did ye wi’ them syne? Fowk canna believe a’’t they
hear; far less a’ ’t they see i’ the newspapers. But fan ye
hed a han’ in’t yersel’, ye’ll be able to tell’s a’ aboot it.”

“Ou weel, it was jist to keep oot that quod saccra min-
aisters—they 've nae bizzness there.”

“ Oh, aw thocht it wus the non-intrusionists 't ye wus
settin’ doon.”

“Weel, an’ arena they the vera warst kin’ o’ them ?2”

“ Na, Mains; some o’ them’s as gweed  constitutional’
kirk men as yersel’.”

“ Hoot, dinna ye try to gar me believe that. Foo wud
they be pitten oot, than? An’ they war pitten oot, an’ a
bonny din yon Aiberdeen Nons made eryin’ a’ kin’ o' orra
jaw 1 the vera kirk; stan’in’ up o the seats, an’ aiven
brakin’ some o’ the timmer wark.”

“ Ay, man, it’s a sairious case it ’s like. But I was-taul’
that the day aifter ye had fleggit them awa’, ane o’ the
Seenit inform’t the meetin’ that he hed that nicht offer’t up
his “sincere prayers’ for the misguidit fowk. Nae doot
ye’ve a’ been as min’fu’ at yer private devotions.”

The smith - spoke this very deliberately, and when he
paused, Mains merely said, “Ou, ay, they heeld a prayer
fan they met, an’ the blessin’ ere they brak up.”

« Jist that; an’ though we canna hae Seenits sittin’ aye,
fowk ’t’s been there’ll be able to gi'e s a word in sizzon as
weel’s the benefit o’ their prayers, gin we be lickly to gae
owre the bows.”

Mains did not altogether relish this train of remark, and
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Sabbath, to “the conventicle,” as Jonathan Tawse wittily
called it, at Gushetneuk, many a wistful glance did he cast
in the direction of the kirk road, along which the forms of
his old familiar friends were to be seen wending in the dis-
tance. As a last despairing effort, Peter had pleaded—

“ Keep’s, ’oman, it wud be a byous thing to brak’ aff fae
the hoose o’ Gweed freely—mithna I gae up bye files 2”

“To gae yer leen, no ?”

“Weel, it wudna leuk sae glaurin like, ye ken.”

“ An’ muckle better ye wud be o’ that; it’ll be lang ere
ye hear the Gospel there,” said Mrs. Birse.

“Weel, but ye ken Hairry, ’t was sic a han’, ’s been
gyaun maist pairt sin’ there was word o’ Sir Seemon comin’
hame.”

“ Humph, Hairry ! He’s some mark, or than no. An’
ye wud lat Dawvid Hadden fley youw back to the hoose o’
bondage neist ?”

“Qu, it's nae him; but ye ken Hairry Muggart gaed
a hantle forder a-len’th nor ever I did aboot that kirk wark.”

“Ah, weel, ae turnkwite’s aneuch,” said Mrs. Birse,
scornfully.

Peter’s statement was mainly correct in point of fact.
It was true that Hairry Muggart, in a sore strait how to
carry out his convictions, and at the same time avoid calling
down on his head the wrath of Sir Simon Frissal, had come
to the conclusion that the Disruption was rather a hasty
and ill-considered step.  His principles? Oh yes, they
were as staunchly held by as ever—so Hairry loudly
averred—Dbut why not keep within the walls of the national
Zion, and at same time stoutly assail the -citadel of
Erastianism ?2—it would be gained “come time.” So said
Hairry: and I am not sure whether a similar proposal was
not also mooted in much higher quarters, at the last meet-
ing of the “Convocation,” by some who have since laid
claim to being distinctively the true representatives of Free
Church principles. Besides, Hairry was an adept in theol-
ogy, and those fledgling parsons of Johnny Gibb’s, while he
was pleased to hear the lads at a chance time doing their
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mation, that you have been a ringleader in this most mis-
chievous and schismatical movement——"

“It’s been that craetur, Dawvid Hadden, 't ’s taul ye
that, Sir Seemon. Only that’s nedder here nor there.”

“ Tl allow no interruptions, sir! Disturbing the peace
and good order of a quiet, well-conducted parish, by bring-
ing a set of fanaties into it, to delude ignorant people.”

“We’ve been deein fat we-cud to get them taucht, Sir
Seemon, baith in beuk leernin an’ the prenciples o’ the
Grospel.”

“You teach them !”

“Na, na; dinna tak’ me up till I fa’ Sir Seemon,” said
Johnny, who was now fighting his way to a broader issue
than he had at first meant to raise. “But we hed set up a
gweed skweel ; a thing that there was muckle need for, as
a’ the pairis’ kens; though maybe naebody ’s been kin’ aneuch
to tell ye that; an’ that aisp never haltit wi’’sill win’ an’’s
clypes, till he gat the man turn’t oot that was o’ mair eese
ten times owre nor the pairis” dominie ever was—speer at
ony ane’t ye like.”

“I cannot argue with you, sir, about the management of
my property,” said Sir Simon.

“Weel, weel ; it’s but richt’t ye sud ken the haill heids
an’ particulars for ance, fan we’re at it. An’aw’m thinkin’
ye’re nae lickly to get owre correct news fae them’t ye
lippen maist till here.”

“I suppose your business with me is at an end ?” said
Sir Simon, with dignity, rising as if to show his visitors,
who had been standing in the library floor all the while, out.

“Deed, it doesna leuk like bein’ weel begun, Sir Seemon,”
answered Johnny Gibb, in no way abashed. “We’ve gotten
nae answer, mair or less.”

“ Answer to what, sir ?”

“We made a ceevil request, Sir Seemon, for a stance at
ony convainient spot to big a bit kirk upon.”

“DBuild a church? What do you mean, sir? Do you
suppose that I’ll allow people following fanatical and
divisive courses to erect a meeting-place within the parish?
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the plenitude of his good nature, Braeside, though an elder
of the national kirk, had gone to Gushetneuk, and offered to
give a yokin of his horses and carts to assist in the heavy
business of driving material: “ For,” said Braeside, “the
fowk ’s been aye richt gweed neebours.” And the offer had
been accepted with great frankness by Johnny Gibb, who
added, “I wudna won’er to see you in oor kirk yet, man,”
at which Braeside shrugged his shoulders and leuch. No
sooner had Braeside’s friendly deed become public, than
Dawvid Hadden, rousing himself to a sense of duty in the
matter, communicated with Mains of Yawal. Mains, who,
from about the date of the Synod, had, as already mentioned,
remained in a state of considerable sourness towards his
Free Kirk neighbours, agreed that the act was extremely
unprincipled on the part of Braeside, and readily undertook
to speak about it quietly to his’ brother elder, Jonathan
Tawse, who, he had no doubt, would “sort” Braeside in
proper style for what he had been about. But the greatest
explosion on Dawvid’s part occurred when he discovered
that Johnny Gibb’s carting force was actually employed
driving sand for the masons from a heap of that material,
the accumulation of spates in the march burn between Sir
Simon’s property and that of the laird aforesaid. He now
boldly went and ordered them to stop. It was Tam Meeri-
son, who still remained Clinkstyle’s foreman, who was loading
his carts at the time; and Tam said— 4

“Na, sang aw, Dawvid. As lang’s I’ve Gushetneuk’s
orders to full san’, it ’s nae you ’t’ll stop me, nor a’ the grun-
offishers i’ the kingdom.”

It was in vain that Dawvid vapoured about an “ enter-
dick.” Tam said he might get a “dizzen o’ enterdicks,” if
his taste lay that way, but he would take his loads of sand
in the meantime. The result was that Dawvid at once
wrote Sir Simon, and, as Jock Will, from his public position,
was able to say, put on the outside of his letter the word
“Hast!” Jock was observant, and could put this and that
together pretty shrewdly, and his conclusion by-and-by was
that the answer Dawvid received from Sir Simon was some-
























