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So thought the goodwife of Clinkstyle, and she considered
it right to take measures accordingly.

A little before the Lammas rent time, Meg Raffan had once
again the pleasure of drinking a quiet cup of tea with Mrs.
Birse, and on the evening of the day when the rents were
intimated as payable, Dawvid Hadden, as he passed on his
way homeward, found Meg’s hospitality so cordial and
pressing that, before he well knew what he was about, he
occupied the rather unwonted position of guest to the hen-
wife, sitting in the arm-chair in the farthest ben corner of
her house, while Meg busied herself in ministering to his
physical comfort.

“ Yer health aw wuss, Dawvid,” said Meg, when she had
emptied a bottle of reaming home-brewed ale into a couple
of tumblers, whereof she lifted one in her hand, having set
the other handy for Dawvid Hadden ; “ aw’m richt glaid to
see ye. I’m seer ye hinna faul't yer fit i my hoose this
towmon,” continued the henwife.

“Weel, it’s but seldom that I gae ony gate cep faur
buzness tak’s me. Yer vera good health, Mrs. Raffan, an’
luck to the fools. N-ay!” quoth Dawvid, after a goodly
pull at the ale; “that’s worth ca’in’ ale—that gars a body’s
lugs crack.”

“Weel, ye see, I can nedder dee wi’ a jilp o’ treacle bree,
nor yet wi’ that brewery stuff that some fowk mak’s eese o’.
There ’s naething like a starn gweed maut, maskit i’ yer nain
bowie, an’ a bunchie o’ wormit to gi'e 't a bit grip—tak’ oot
yer drap noo. Aw’m seer ye maun be thristy as weel’s
tir't toitin aboot amo’ that rent fowk a’ day. Ye raelly wud
need a bit shalt to cairry you no.”

“It’s nae little traivel that tak’s a body owre the grun,
I’se asseer ye,” said Dawvid. “I’ve nae fyouer nor twa-
an’-foorty entimations to gi'e ilka time.”

“ Eh, ay ; that’s weel min’et,” replied the henwife, “ an’
foo mony o’ yer tacks rins oot at this turn ?” :

“ Lat me see—a’thegither there’s only aboot half-a-
dizzen, encloodin’ Hairry Muggart’s craft an’ the smith’s an’
souter’s.” ‘
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“Hoot, Dawvid, fowk sudna keep up um’rage. ‘Them
that buys beef buys banes,” as the aul’ by-word says.”

“Ou ay; but I'm perfeckly seer Sir Simon’ll gi’e nae
fawvour to nane o’ that Free Kirk fowk. Ye ken foo he
order’t that creatur Peterkin to be turn’t aff, ’t ’s been gaen
aboot like a supplicant sin’ syne; an’ there’s severals 'll hae
to gae yet; lat me tell ye that; or than my name’s nae
Hadden.”

“ Hear ye me, Dawvid Hadden,” said the henwife, with
the air of one who has something important to communicate,
and drawing a little nearer as she spoke. “Ye maunna lat
licht that I taul ye. But it’s true that ye say that Peter
Birse’s growin’ an aul’ fail't stock. Noo, Mrs. Birse mintit
to me as muckle ’s that they sud be thinkin’ o gi’en owre the
place to the aul’est sin, Peter—yon stoot chap, wi’ the fite
fuskers—an’ themsel’s gyaun to some lesser wye o’ deein, or
a genteel hoose wi’ a bit craft, for easedom i’ their aul’ age.
¢ Awat, fat needs fowk forfecht themsel’s fan they hae
plenty ¢ says she. An’ for that maitter, the sin’s nae a
Free Kirker ava.”

“Ou nae!” exclaimed Dawvid, incredulously.

“ Na, weel-a-wat no. He’s never been a commeenicant
at nae kirk, though the Miss is a gryte Non, an’ ’s said to
be weel on wi’ that fair-hair't chappie, MacCassock, that
preaches to them.”

“Ou yea; a bonny bargain the like o’ ’im wud be.
Better till ’er tak’ ane o’ ’er fader’s pleughmen.”

“Weel, weel, Dawvid. Ye ken ‘an ’oman’s wut’s in
her foreheid, ” said Meg, jocularly. “ Ye maunna be owre
hard on’s; we're a’ feelish mair or less fan men fowk comes
i’ the wye;” and Meg bridled up like any other interest-
ing female.

When Dawvid Hadden had left for his home, Meg
Raffan thought with herself that she had succeeded in
serving the ends of her friend, Mrs. Birse, pretty fairly.
She had not, perhaps, convinced Dawvid of the propriety of
attaching the possession of Gushetneuk to the farm of
Clinkstyle, but she had a shrewd notion that she had
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el'yer. He’s vera weel kent to a’ here present; an’ weel-
wordy o’ siccan a office though he’s nae ane that wud pit
‘imsel forrit. But my opingan is that he’s been aye owre
bauch in’s nain beheef.” (Here Mrs. Birse kicked Peter,
who had been looking very uneasy, in the ribs with her
elbow, making him sit upright and show himself) ¢ But
ae wye or ither,” pursued the mole-catcher, “though he
hasna ta’en muckle direck pairt, he’s been a great freen to
the cause in this neebourheid.” (Mrs. Birse modestly looked
to the floor, and shook her head.) “Moderawtor, aw ‘m sure
I needna mak’ a speech, though aw cud dee’t; ye a’ ken
Maister Peterkin as weel’s me—I beg till propose Maister
Alexir Peterkin.”

At this announcement Mrs. Birse drew herself up with
a severity approaching to violence, and Peter, who had kept

watching her movements with the “ tail ” of his eye, looked

more uncomfortable than before. The general audience
signified their approbation of the mole-catcher’s proposal,
and Johnny Gibb starting to his feet said, “I sec-ond the
motion.” ‘
Then there was another pause; and the Moderator re-
minded the meeting that though the number of elders abso-
lutely required had now been nominated, yet it was quite
open to anybody to propose one or more additional candi-
dates; and he had no doubt there were other members of
the congregation well qualified to discharge the duties of the
eldership. Upon this, Hairry Muggart, who for some short
space back had evidently been meditating a speech, swung
himself to his feet by the aid of the pew desk, and said :—
“Maister Moderawtor, I perfeckly agree wi’ your opingan
that there ocht to be ane or twa owre an’ abeen, to wale
amon’ ; or else fat’s the eese o’ the prenciples o’ spiritooal
oondependence, whuch I’ve aye mainteen’t an’ for whuch
oor forefaders conten’it? Moderawtor, I beg hereby to
exerceese the preevilege wherewith you have inveetit every
one present to be a partaker; an’ in doin’ so I have to bring
one oonder the fawvourable attention o’ this meetin’; for
the vaeluable service render't to this congregation, which
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“ Nae doot,” said Hairry, “nae doot. But ye ken they re
nae eleckit yet. Fan the votin’ comes that’ll turn the guise
wi’ them, or than I won’er at it. Ye see I hed it weel i’
my min’ till objeck to Sandy Peterkin, an’ request the
meetin’ to exerceese the veto on ’im at ance. But, as I was
sayin’, fan ye cam’ owre the streen i’ the gloamin to see Zer,
an spak’ aboot it, I hed my nain doots futher or no aw wud
be lattn nominat’ Peter—Maister Birse, ye ken. An’ it
was jist as weel ’t the moderawtor didna ken ’t aw wasna a
regular maimber; but gin I hed latt’n at Sandy, Gushets or
the souter wud ’a been seer to hae their horn i’ my hip, an’
they mith ’a refees’t ’s a hearin’ a’thegither syne, ye see.”

“Weel, seerly Gushetneuk mith ’a latt’'n aleen there no;
fan he hedna the menners to apen ’s mou’ for ’s nearest
neebour nor nane belangin’ “im—fowk 't ’s lickly to be near
conneckit wi’ imsel'—I kenna fat he hed adee speakin’ for
ony ane.”

“T thocht Gushets unco dry the nicht,” replied Hairry.

“ An’ a bonny smiddy they wud mak’ o’ ’t,” continued
Mrs. Birse. “Mak’ an el'yer o’ the like o’ Sandy Peterkin,
’t ’s livin’ fae han’ to mou’ o’ the wull o’ Providence, an’ a
deacon o’ that peer simple vulgar creatur o’ a mole-catcher;
it’s really nae fair to Maister MacCassock to bid ’im sit
doon wi’ the like o’ them.”

“Weel, no,” said Hairry. “The like o’ the merchan’,
Jock Wull, mith dee, but &

“An’ aw wud like to ken fat Jock Wull’s deen to gi'e
him ony preevilege,” exclaimed Mrs. Birse. “Aw’m seer
Gushetneuk kens weel that oor Robbie hed a muckle better
.richt to be nominat’, oot o’ regaird for fat’s sister’s deen.
Peer thing, mony a sair fit has she traivell't for the gweed
o’ the Free Kirk, and that’s fowk’s thank.”

Hairry could only express concurrence in this sentiment.
But as he and Mrs. Birse had now reached the point where
their roads separated, they pulled up to wait for Peter Birse
senior, who had fallen some little way into the rear, he
having actually stayed to converse for a minute or two with
the mole-catcher and some of his friends. When he came
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accordingly he duly made appearance at Clinkstyle as he
had promised. I rather think that Mrs. Birse was not dis-
appointed at his putting the visit off for a day. It gave her
leisure to mature things more fully. It was just a fort-
night after the meeting for the nomination of elders; the
election had taken place in the inferim, and Peter Birse
senior had stood at the bottom of the poll. On this occasion
(it was on a Wednesday evening) Peter, who had no clerical
character now to maintain, had been instructed to wash his
face and shave (which he sometimes did, if anything
happened to be going, when the week was only half run),
and then to put on his gray journey claes, and step up the
loan and meet Dawvid. All this he did, and then he, with
due ceremony, conducted the ground-officer round by the
“entry” door and into the best parlour. The room in
question was finished much in the usual style, the front
wall carrying oil portraits of the master and mistress of the
house, done at a former date by an itinerating artist, when
Peter Birse was assumed to be a sprightly young man, given
to sticking his hand into the breast of his black vest, and
Mrs. Birse, a blushing beauty, who manipulated a rose in
her slender fingers; the other pictorial decorations of the
parlour were the framed print of a man who was either Sir
William Wallace or Rob Roy, attitudinising with a sword
and shield, and the traditional sampler. It was laid out
for tea. An enormous, old-fashioned urn, which lay under
the disadvantage of leaking so badly as to compel its pre-
sence there to be purely ornamental, occupied the centre of
the table, while the multiplicity of crockery of all sorts
surrounding it was enough to bewilder any ordinary mortal.
Mrs. Birse was dressed in her black silk, with a collar
spreading over her shoulders, and a most formidable black
lace cap, perfectly ablaze with branches of “gum-flowers”
of very pronounced colours and uncertain botanical character.
She met Dawvid Hadden at the half-opened parlour door
with a gracious, yet not too familiar, “I howp yer weel the
nicht, Maister Hadden. Jist leave yer hat i’ the lobby an’
step in—alloo me.” When Dawvid had stepped in he was
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though there be a gryte differ atween a man o’ lang expairi-
ence an’ a lassie—for she has aye some bizziness or anider
on han’. Oor youngest laddie, Benjie, ’s been i’ the toon,
’s ye’ve maybe heard, for several year ?”

“T wusna awaar,” said Dawvid.

“Ou ay; he’s wi' a Maister Pettiphog, ane o’ the heid
lawvyers o’ Aiberdeen—1I 've nae doot ye’ll ken him ?”

“Weel, no, aw cud hardly say that—we’re jist speak-
able acquant.”

“ Aweel, at ony rate he’s an aul’ servan’ o’ my uncle’s
that was the lawvyer, and has a braw bizziness o’ ’s nain
noo. An’ Benjie’s been wi’ 'im for mair nor twa year,
leernin the law; an’ aw’m seer aw canna but think that
he lippens owre muckle till sic a young creatur—actooally
vreetin o’ dockiments an’ fat they ca’ progresses. Fat was
that’t he said, man, fan we hed him and Mrs. Pettiphog oot
here veesitin for an ouk fernyear? Ou ay, says he, ‘Lat
ye Maister Bepjamin alone ; it’s a sharp client that’ll tak’
mair nor the worth o’ ’s siller oot o’ him.” Weel, as aw
was sayin’, Maister Pettiphog hed gotten chairge o’ that
peer breet An’ro Langchafts’ maitters; an’ ye wud raelly
won’er, Dawvid. An’ro hed len’it oot triffles here an there
’t’s nae paid till this day’s date.”

“Ye dinna mean siller 0’ ’s nain 2”

“So it wud appear; though a’body thocht vera different.
An’ fat does Maister Pettiphog dee, but get Benjie to vrite
oot here to mak’ inquaries.” :

“Ye see he thocht we mith’a kent something aboot it,”
observed Peter Birse.

“Noo dinna ye begin to speak aboot things’t ye ken
naething aboot, man,” said Mrs. Birse. “ Ye see, though we be
tellin’ Maister Hadden, 't ’s sic an aul’ freen, a’ this, fat’s deein
in a lawvyer’s office mauna be claickit aboot to ilka body.
So ’Liza wudna pit aff nae langer, but jist vrote back to
Benjie the nicht, an’ nae doot we’ll hear mair aboot it.”

Dawvid Hadden’s curiosity, it must be owned, was not
a little aroused by the dose of information so judiciously
and skilfully administered by Mrs. Birse, and which seemed







