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and has paid any of them yet. Mamma thinks he is in debt, because
he had no money at the first ; and I would like to know as well as
her. Don’t tell Mr. Pettiphog that we was asking this. But the shop
i8 so nice now, and everbody says that Mr. Will is a good business man.

“ Father was not elected an elder, but Mr. Will was the highest
among the deacons. Mamma was very angry when father lost ; but
says he has himself to thank for it. Last Sabbath, Peter and him
was both at the parish church. Mamma said he could go, but I was
grieved. She thinks we must not offend Sir Simon too much, and
it is father’s own conscience that will accuse him if he does not do
right. But she would not give him a halfpenny to give to the brod,
because the Established Kirk has no right to that now, when it is
Erastian.

% Just fancy—they elected Sandy Peterkin to be an elder ; and
him is not doing nothing but living mostly upon charity ! Mr. Mac-
Cassock could not be pleased about it. He is to be called for our
minister soon. .

“ With kind love from all
“ Your affectionate sister,
“ ELIZA BIRSE.

“P.S.—Write soon, and tell me all the Aberdeen news, and
especially if yon have got any new acquaintances, and been at any
parties.”

With this note in her bag, Miss Birse, leaving the
“ party ” at which Dawvid Hadden was guest, had set out
to make some calls as collector, and to post the note at
Jock Will’s shop at Kirktown of Pyketillim.

To the news-gizzened rustic, a lounge about the mer-
chant’s shop door of a gloamin, as he purchases his ounce
of tobacco, or other needful commodity, is inexpressibly
grateful. He can see and hear as much as will furnish
topics to keep himself and his cronies newsin for several
days. And thus it was that when Miss Birse got to the
post-office, she found good part of the available space in
Jock Will’s shop occupied by customers of the class of farm
servants, and amongst them Tam Meerison, Gushetneuk’s
man and ex-foreman at Clinkstyle. She could have posted
the letter at the customary slit in the window, but Miss
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Johnny Gibb, as he saw Dawvid Hadden cross the fence, with
his attendant carrying the measuring chain.

“Ou, he’s been at it yesterday an’ the day baith, layin’
aff the grun,” answered Tam Meerison.

“ Humph !” quoth Johnny, as he turned away homeward,
“a bonny layin’ aff, or than no; he mith ’a sav’t himsel’
that tribble at ony rate.”

“The maister has a richt ill-wull at that mannie,” said
the orra man, when Johnny Gibb had got beyond earshot.

“Ill-wull !” answered Tam Meerison. “Man, he disna
think ’im worth haein an ill-wull at: peer win'y smatchet,
gyaun aboot preten’in that he’s Sir Seemon’s awgent.  Little
to me wud set the dog at ’im: ye wud shortly see foo he
wud tak’ owre the dyke, chyne an’ a’ thegither.”

Tam did not set on the dog, however, but pursued his
labour. i

“Nabal vratch,” soliloquised Dawvid Hadden within
himself. It was not that he had heard the sentiments
uttered by Johnny Gibb, for the two were a couple of
hundred yards distant from each other at the time that
Johnny had spoken; but, as Dawvid fixed his squaring
pole, he had allowed the “tail ” of one eye to wander toward
Johnny in the hope that, in place of going away in con-
temptuous disregard of his, Dawvid’s, presence, he would
come towards him, if not in a supplicating, then in a belli-
cose spirit ; and Dawvid flattered himself that he knew the
precise attitude which, as a man in authority, it was becom-
ing to assume in either case. Johnny simply turned in the
other direction to attend to some trifling concern affecting
the temporary convenience of his stirks. “Nabal vratch ;
hooever, they gae far aboot that disna meet ae day—TFat
can he mean cairnin on the tap-dressin’ that gate? He
winna get the gweed o’ that in ae crap, nor twa.—Ou weel,
it’1l pit the grun in gweed hert for somebody, ony wye.”

In this mood had Dawvid Hadden begun his layin’
aff: in this mood he continued it. It has been already
narrated how Dawvid paid a friendly visit to Clinkstyle,
and what communings took place on that occasion. There-
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“Weel, Hairry, man,” said he, addressing our friend the
wright, “I’m a kin’ o’ sorry for the souter an’ the smith—
the smith in particular—he’s a gweed tradesman, an’ a
humoursome chiel—though he hae a gey sharp tongue in’s
heid files—but ye see they hedna ither till expeck. I warn’t
them weel fat it wud come till lang syne.”

“Qu ay; théy war baith owre heidie, ye see. Pren-
ciple’s ae thing, but jist to rin yersel’ clean intill a snorl
disna dee.”

“Ye was a wise man that drew in yer horns a bit, aw
can tell ye, Hairry.”

«“ Weel, weel,” said Hairry, with a somewhat forced laugh,
“it disna dee to bide at Room, an’ strive wi’ the Pape. An’
I’'m a kin’ o’ mair oonder the Sir nor aiven the like o’ them.”

“Be thankfu’ ’t ye are ’s ye are, Hairry; for Sir Simon
was onything but pleas’t aboot you gaen aboot makin’
speeches at some o’ that non-intrusion meetin’s, I can tell
ye. An’ though I say’t mysel’, that maybe sudna say’t, it
wud ’a requar’t only twa scraips o’ the pen fae me fan aw
was makin’ oot my report to gar Sir Simon tak’ a vizzy
backar’t; an’ syne I wudna gi'en a goupenfu’ o’ sheelocks
for yer chance.”

“ Muckle obleeg’t to ye, Dawvid,” said Hairry, in a tone
indicative of earnestness, not unmixed with anxiety. “It’s
nae fae you’t I’ve kent sae lang’t I wud ’a dreadit an ill
turn, though I ken weel ye’ve a hantle I’ yer poo’er.”

“ Ay,” continued Dawvid, quite observant of Hairry’s
state of feeling, “ fan ye was gaen clampin doon to that bit
hole o’ a skweel ilka ither nicht, an jawin awa’ amo’ yer
nons, Sir Simon says to me, ‘Dawvid, says he, ‘do you
know that that fellow Muggart’s been repeatedly down
haranguin thaese poor ignorant fanatics? ‘I’m not awaar
hoo af’en, sir, says I, tryin’ to mak’ as licht o’ ’t ’s aw cud.
¢ Well, says he, ‘keep your eye upon him, an’ let me k-now.””

“Eh, did he raelly say that, Dawvid? Weel ye ken,
I never tyeuk nae active pairt, ’cepin twice. I was in
fawvour o’ the prenciple, ye see; but the like o’ Gushetneuk
an’ them carrie’t things owre gryte a len’th.”
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“Ye wudna ken fat mith happen. Sir Seemon’ll be there
‘imsel’, an’ the factor wi’ “im, nae doot, an’ they wud seen
see gin oor seat war freely teem. Tak’ ye a stap owre bye
an’ see fat like a birk he is. As the aul’ by-word says, ¢ It’s
aye gweed to hae yer cog oot fan it dings on kail.’”

Like an obedient son, Mains of Yawal had obeyed his
father’s injunctions, and patiently witnessed the ordination
services. Then the Presbytery had the ordination dinner,
from which, it was said, every individual member of the
reverend court departed in a more or less “glorious” state.
Mains of Yawal did not say this, but on that very evening
he had occasion to witness a part of the tail of the ordina-
tion programme for which he had not bargained. The old
man, as his custom was, before retiring to rest, went out in
the quiet summer gloamin to the hillock at the western end
of his cosy stob-thacket house, and cast his eyes abroad over
as much of the farm of Mains of Yawal as they could take
in from that point of vantage. He gazed and gazed again
in the direction of the lower part of the farm, past which
the road from the Kirktown of Pyketillim led.

“Jamie !” cried he, “fat’s that makin’ sic a reerie amo’
the stirks doon i’ the Shallhowe? Seerly the tod, or a set
o’ cairds rinkin aboot the pumphel. Rin awa’ doon, man,
an’ see fat’s oonsattlin the beasts fae their lair.”

He was a notionate old fellow the elder Mains of Yawal,
and would be obeyed. So when Jamie went down till he
had full command of a point a little beyond where his father
could see to, what should he behold but a gentleman in
white neckcloth, with his hat far back on his head, and
seated on horseback, completely locked into the corner of
the lower field among the growing corn. He had deliberately
ridden off the road, in at the yett; there could be no doubt
that the rider was responsible for that aberration and not
the horse ; and after traversing the field in various directions
to the infinite astonishment of Mains of Yawal’s stirks, which
had some dim notion, evidently, that the proceeding was not
in proper ecclesiastical form, he had got, as it were, jammed
into the neuk of the field. There the rider, who, on finding
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knowledge. Mr. MacCassock had now passed his “trials ”
with approbation, and following on that they had next
settled the details of the ordination. They did not reckon
brevity the soul of wit, nor attribute to it any desirable
character whatever in such a matter, and so Johnny Gibb
and the souter, who had got a remit on this head from the
congregation, had pleaded it almost on the ground of a per-
sonal favour that three of the fathers and brethren should
take part in the services; the moderator to preach the
sermon, then one brother to “address the newly-ordained
pastor,” and another to “address the people” This was
all agreed to, and the 23d of October was fixed for the
ordination. :

“The vera day’t Sir Seemon comes hame!” exclaimed
Mrs. Birse, addressing her daughter, who had just returned
from some piece of visiting. “I’ the face o’ fortune fa said
that, 'Liza ?”

“TI heard it at the shop.”

“The chop! Fowk’ll get a’ ca’d aboot clypes there; I
think they mith get something ither adee nor turnin’ owre
a’ the claicks i’ the kwintra.”

“Well, mamma, if it please ye any better, it was Mr.
Gibb himself that told me.”

“Gushetneuk ’imsel’? It wud set him better to bide at
hame, an’ leuk aifter that sweer fangs o’ servan’ chiels o’
his.”

“ An’ he bade me say that there’ll be a great turnoot, for
the ablest speakers i’ the Presbytery’s all to tak’ part; an’
he wud expect to see every one o’ us there that day.”

“To see’s a’ there! Weel, weel! Hasy till 'im that
has naething to loss or win. But it’s jist aye the gate wi
them ’t hisna faimilies o’ their nain; there’s nae en’ to their
selfitness, Fat wye cud ye expeck Patie an’ yer fader there
fan the tacks is to be set immedantly aifter ?”

“Well, mamma, ye know well aneuch that if Peter offen’
Mr. Gibb, he needna think to get Mary Howie to be’s wife.
An’ ye’ve helpit a’ ’t ye cud to get ’er till ’im yourself.”

“Peter! Peer man, aw doot he hisna sol’t’s beets wi'’s
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been a promise of long standing on the part of his friend
“ Maister Saun’ers” at Marnoch to pay him a visit, and now
Johnny had pressed fulfilment of the promise. Mrs. Gibb
was not improved in pedestrian powers, so Johnny made
Tam Meerison yoke the cart, and in that useful vehicle Mrs.
Gibb, himself, Maister Saun’ers, and Jock Will’s mother, rode
pleasantly enough to the Free Kirk. The merchan’, care-
fully done up in a stan o’ blacks, came on behind in the
company of Mrs. Gibb’s niece, Mary Howie, who was also
escorted by Willy M‘Aul, whose muscular frame, and ruddy,
open face, formed a good contrast to the merchant’s careful
style and semi-demure air. Willy, who had been for a time
a stranger in Pyketillim, was there to hit at least two dogs
with one bone, if he might, by visiting his home, and at the
same time attending the ordination services. And if one
might judge, it was no unpleasant experience for him again
to meet certain of his old acquaintances, in whose company
he now found himself. He had moreover been specially
invited to take tea at Gushetneuk with his old master and
mistress, and in company with the perspicacious Maister
Saun’ers from Marnoch.

It is needless to say how impressive the ordination
services were ; how closely, for three long hours, they were
listened to by a crowded congregation ; and how the psalm-
ody swelled up beyond its wonted volume. It was the
mole-catcher who now occupied the precentor’s desk, but
the mole-catcher was a modest man, and on great occasions
" he would always have Johnny Gibb in the lateran also, to
give him assurance, for Johnny’s presence of mind never
deserted him. And Johnny’s voice had a grip in it. At
the points in the metre he could ring out with a pene-
trating “birr ” that set straggling elements in the general
body of sound at defiance, and when occasion required, over-
bore in its prolonged twang even the shrill piercing note of

the principal female voice. When the service had ended,

and Mr. MacCassock had received the usual “ cordial wel-
come,” the congregation betook themselves to their several
homes. ~ Mr. MacCassock having as yet no manse, and
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