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better, she called after him, “ Min’, noo, and nae bide owre
lang. Ye ken Sir Seemon ’s vera punctooal, an’’s nain words
to Dawvid wus to bid ‘every one be there by twel’ o’clock.’
—Na, man, but aw mitha bidden you pit on yer claith
breeks i’ the mornin’! There ye hae them skaikit wi’ skirps
o’ sharn bree to the vera waistban’” ‘

“Hoot, ’oman, it’s neathing o’ the kin’; ye ken they 've
hed that marks o’ them this three towmons,” and Peter
Birse senior wetted his thumb and proceeded to rub at
certain spots on the rather shrivelled-looking rusty-black
unmentionables in which the lower part of his person was
enclosed.

“Noo, min’ yer nae to gae throu’ yer gremmar gin Sir
Seemon speer onything aboot the Free Kirk at ye, fan ye 're
sattlin aboot Gushetneuk; as it’s nait'ral that he will.”

“Weel, gin he speer, aw maun jist tell 'im the trowth ;
ye ken brawly that I never was a weel-wuller till gyaun
awa’ fae the Pairis’ Kirk.”

“There’s mair wyes o' tellin’ the trowth nor ane, man;
ye re seerly aul’ aneuch to ken that ere noo. Sir Seemon
kens fae ithers nor you that Maister MacCassock’s come o’
genteel, respectable, weel-livin’ fowk, an’ that he’s vera

intimat’ in oor faimily. An’ gin he speer aboot ony ither

transack that there’s been, there’s nae occasion for you to
say ocht or flee, but jist, ¢ Weel, Sir Seemon, the best wye’s
joost to refar ye to yer nown awgent, Maister Hadden.’”

“But foo sud aw dee that ?”

“Foo sud ye dee that! Foo sudna ye dee’t fan yer
bidden ?”

“ Dawvid hisna naething adee wi’’t.”

“ An’ fat for hisna Dawvid naething adee wi’’t? He
gya you a braw fleg aboot it af’ener nor ance. Jist hear ye
fat T say— It wusna for naething that the cat licket the
stane, ’s the fowk says; an’ aw think it wud be ill Dawvid
Hadden’s pairt nae to dee a’ that he cud for them that’s
coontenanc’t him as we 've deen.”

“Hoot, but ye lippen owre muckle to Dawvid,” argued
" Peter; but Mrs. Birse, who had begun to give her atten-
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“Well, you see,” said the butler, who was a not much
less important official in his own way than Dawvid Hadden,
—*“so far as I gather, Sir Simon, at the preliminary audience
last night, settled to give both the smith and shoemaker
their crofts—so I gathered from the conversation of the
agent when we had a glass of wine together. Sir Simon
put on his most severest look—and he can do it in style—
when he heckled them about the Free Church. But, as
you Scotch say, he gave them ¢the bit and the buffet with
it’—and quite right, quite right, they 're both very good
tradesmen. Ah! but his reverence comes up with this
prodigee of his; a parson’s not to be denied, you know;
besides, Sir Simon was very angry at Muggart for making
such a botch of that new gate at the bottom of the lawn;
and I gather that Hairry’s to Get the sack to make way for
this person.”

“Isnin that byous!” said Peter Birse senior. “ Ye see
we cam’ up aboot Gushetneuk.”

“ Gushetnook ! what about it ?” said the butler.

“Weel, we wus thinkin’ o’ takin’ ¢ tee to oor pairt for
Rim here;” and Clinkstyle canted his hat half-way over in
the direction of his son.

“Takin’ Gushetnook! Bless your ’art, didn’t you hear
that it’s took already? Old Gibb was here last night;
sich a row wi’ Sir Simon and he; might ’a heard them half-
way down the lawn—mnot Sir Simon, of course, he’s too
much of a gentleman to speak loud. But Gushetnook’s let
—mnot to old Gibb, mind ye, but to some friend o’ his, I
didn’t gather who. Excuse me, gentlemen,” continued the
butler, who was also discharging the office of footman.
“ His reverence is just going.”

The butler went to open the door, and Peter Birse senior
looked at Peter Birse junior uneasily.

“Nyod, I dinna think’t we sud bide langer laddie.”

“ Please yersel’,” said Peter Birse junior. “Fat’ll my
mither say to ye, gin ye gae hame onseen the laird ?2”

“We canna be nae better o’ seein’ im mnoo, fan it’s ta’en
oot amo’ oor vera fingers.”
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objects of his scrutiny. In this his example was followed
by Peter Birse junior, who incontinently exclaimed, with a
sort of sneer, “Hah! it’s Willy M‘Aul, the souter’s sin. He’s
doon here eenoo, an’ preten’s till hae leern’t fairmin’ at some
o’ that muckle places ’t he’s been sairin aboot.”

“ An’ wud this new man raelly be takin’’s advice b’ wye
0’ ?” queried Peter Birse senior.

The father and son passed on, till Clinkstyle was full in
view, when the former suggested—

“ Nyod, Peter, ye mith jist gae in aboot, an’ tell yer
mither siclike speed’s we 've come; an’ aw’ll gae roon an’
see Hairry Muggart, peer stock; he’s lickly heard some
sleumin o’ fa it is that Aas raelly gotten Gushetneuk—tell
’er ’t aw’ll be hame in nae time.”

There is no reason to doubt that Peter Birse senior
looked upon this as a happy mode, so far as he was con-
cerned, of getting the news broken to Mrs. Birse.

‘When Peter Birse junior had reached home he was met
at the door by his mamma, who was in the mood described
as “vokie.” ,

“ Weel, Newtoon,” exclaimed Mrs. Birse, with affable
jocularity, “ fat’s the rent o’ yer fairm no ?”

“ Stoit, mither ; fat needs ye aye gae on that gate ?”
answered Peter Birse junior, with some emphasis.

“ Noo, noo, Patie, that winna dee to be so short i’ the
trot. Gin ance ye war mairriet, an’ hed a muckle chairge o’
yer heid, as ye’ll seen hae, ye’ll need 'a leern to hae mair
patience wi’ fowk.”

“ Weel, aw hinna gotten Gushetneuk, ony wye.”

“ Hinna gotten’t! Fat d’ye mean ?”

“It’s ta’en till some freen o’ Gushets’s nain.”

“ Freen o' Gushets’s nain! ¥at wye o’ the face o’ the
wardle’s earth’s that ? Did yer fader speak in a discreet
menner till Sir Seemon ?”

“ He didna say hardly naething ava.”

“ Tchuck-tchuck ! Was ever an 'oman triet this gate ?
I mitha socht till arreenge things an’ expeck that he wudna
ca’t a’ to the gowff 1’ the hin’er en’! Xaur is he 2”
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Gushetneuk till oor place. Aw b’lieve I begoed funnin’ wi’
‘im aboot it mysel’ first—fowk wud needa tak’ care o’ the
frivolousest word that they speak to the like o’ ’im, weel-a-
wat. Aweel, this fares on, till Dawvid sud come here an’
tell them that Sir Seemon hed sattl’t to gi'e them’t; an’ disna
they gae up to the Hoose the day; but my lad’s awa’ fae
hame, an’ nae a cheep aboot Gushetneuk.”

“ Weel,” said Hairry, “I never thocht Dawvid Hadden a
man o’ prenciple, but aw did not expeck this o’ ’im.”

“ Ah, weel,” replied the goodwife, “it was only their
traivel. Forbid 't it sud be said that we socht to pit ony
ane oot o’ their pairt.”

“ But Gushets is lea’in 't ony wye,” said Peter Birse
senior. .

“Ay,” added Hairry, “that’s the keerious pairt o’ ’t.
Depen’ ye upon’t there’s béen mair joukry-pawkry wi’
Dawvid nor ye 're awaar o’.”

“An’ fa’s gettin’ 't syne ?” asked the goodwife.

“Weel,” answered Hairry, “some say it’ll be that
mannie ’t’s been wi’ them fae Marnoch. I cudna say.”

“Fat ither,” said Mrs. Birse, with a complacent nod.
“Ah, weel, weel, I'll hae a craw to pluck wi’ Maister
Hadden for this, noo.  Trystin’ fowk to tak’s places to
fawvour him, an’ syne lea’in them wuntin hae or haud-
again.”  She said this with a forced laugh; and then
recollecting the impropriety of merriment in Hairry’s
depressed circumstances, she continued, “ But aw’m richt
sorry, Hairry, man, to think aboot sic a gweed neebour’s
yersel’ bein’ pitten aboot—fa ’s been hertless aneuch to tak’
your craft owre yer heid ¢2”

“Some ane’t the minaister recommen’it, we wus taul,”
blurted out Peter Birse senior, without reflecting on the im-
plications of the remark.

“Ou ay!” said Mrs. Birse in an impressive tone.
“This wordle has an unco haud faur there’s an Erastian
speerit.”

Neither Hairry nor Peter Birse senior had any observa-
tion to offer on this statement of a principle; and the
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Meg got her preens gratis, and closed a bargain about
the stan’ o’ wires accordingly. This concluded her pur-
chases, but she was not quite spent of talk, and as no other
customer had happened to come in, she held the good-
natured Sandy Peterkin a little longer with her tongue.

“Ay,” said Meg, “leanin” herself leisurely “doon” on a
seat by the side of the counter, “an’sso ye’ll be haein’
nae ordinar’ o’ mairriages amo’ ye in a han’-clap.”

“ Aw dinna ken,” said Sandy Peterkin, blandly.

“Dinna ken! Hoot, fye. Ye are a peer set, you an’
the merchan’ baith. Fat sud ’a gar't him lat the chappie
MAul rin awa’ wi’ Mrs. Gibb’s lassie? Aw’m seer there’s
nae a blyther, better-leukin lass i’ the pairis’.”

“I’m weel seer o’ that, Mistress Raffan; an’ gin she get
Willy M‘Aul she’ll get a richt clever, weel-deein lad, an’
a weel-faurt.” ]

“QOu, aw dinna misdoot that; an’ he’ll get a braw doon-
sit at Gushetneuk—1likely Maister Gibb 1l be lea’in ’t an’
biggin a bit cottage till himsel’ aboot the Broch, or siclike.
But wudna ’t ’a been unco handy for Johnny Wull to get
her, an’ the bit clossach that’ll come fan ’er aunt wears
awa’ ?”

“ 1t was raither thocht that young Peter Birse was to get
Mary, wasna 't ?” said Sandy in his own simple way.

“Na, Sandy Peterkin, man,” exclaimed Meg Raffan
lifting both her hands; “an’ that’s a’ that ye ken aboot it !
‘We expeck to get the news fan we come to the merchan’s
chop ; ye mith lea’ ’t to the like o’ me to be speerin aboot
Peter Birse—he’s wun intill a bonny snorl, aw doot, peer
stock.”

“ Hoot awa’; his fowk 1l be vex’t aboot that.”

“Weel, ye may jist say that, Sandy. His mither hed
inveetit me owre by to get the news, the gloamin aifter a’
the places wus set. She’s a byous aul’ acquantance o’
mine, ye see; an’ awat I’ve been aye vera fawvourable till
’er, an’ never loot on aboot ’er fools, though she’s sent them,
owre an’ owre again, half-nyaukit, stairv’t creaturs, 't ye
wudna fin’ i’ yer han’, forbye to sen’ them in to Tibby, the
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think that the lossin’ o’ Gushetneuk was the occasion o’
't a’; but she was nae mair like fat she hed been afore nor
caul’ sowens is like het aleberry.  Hooever, thinks I,
‘Madam, I’se be at the boddom o' this, no” I sits awa’
a fyou minutes, nae to leuk oonceevil like for a’ this—I
hed lows’t the strings o’ my mutch an’ ta'en the preen oot
o my shawl. ‘Ye’re het, says she. ‘Deed awat, I am
that,’ says I, ‘it’s jist a féerious fortiggan road atween oor
place an’ this’ But, wud ye believe’t, Sandy Peterkin,
an’ ’t hedna been ’t aw socht a drink o’ water, I wud ’a gaen
oot o’ that hoose on-been bidden kiss a caup! ¢Eh, says
she, ‘aw ’m richt sorry ’t oor ale is nmof drinkable, it’s jist
new aff o’ the barm.” ¢Ou, weel, Mistress Birse, says I,
‘we re nae ill aff wi’ a drap clean water. We 've kent ither
fowk ere noo ’t hedna mony choises” Wi’ that she gya’er
heid a bit cast. ‘We’re nae jist come to that yet, no,
quo’ she; an’ oot wi’ twa three o’ that bits o’ braid-
boddom’t bottlies fae the aumry-—their sideboard, nae less
—an’ pooers a drap in'o-a wee shall o’ a glessie. ¢This
is a vera nice cordial, recommen’it by Maister Pettiphog,
that’s a streck teetotaller an’ a byous gweed man,” says she.
Aweel, aw cudna but drink it for ceevility’s sake—a jilp
o’ fushionless, tasteless trash; it is not gweed for a body’s
inside, they may say fat they like aboot it. Hooever, there
wasna as muckle o’’t ’s dee naebody gryte skaith; an’ I
tribbletna them wi’ lang o’ my company, aw can tell ye.”

Meg Raffan had gone on all this while with only a
barely audible ejaculation now and again from Sandy, who
on the whole felt rather embarrassed at being made the
depository of her narrative, and flitted backward and for-
ward in the short space between his desk and the counter;
while the apprentice, with his elbows on the counter, his
cheeks and chin resting on the palms of his hands, and his
check-sleeved forearms forming a support between, hung
rather than stood, a fixed and interested auditor. After a
pause Meg proceeded—

“Weel, weel, T gat it a’ gin four-an-twenty ’oors, no.”

“ Raelly,” said Sandy Peterkin, vaguely.
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that the gentry o’ Clinkstyle winna be jist owre prood o’
their new freens.”

That any formal assurance should be necessary to certify
the accuracy of the intelligence conveyed to Sandy Peterkin
by Meg Raffan was not once to be thought of. Meg had
an incisive and unerring instinet in such matters. Where,
or how, she obtained the information which formed the
subject matter of her gossip it would often have been in vain
to inquire; but on this you might rely, that in matters of
domestic history in the neighbourhood, and particularly if
the subject approached the borders of scandal, Meg was
certain to be informed ; and, moreover, if you were pleased
to accept a statement of the case in hand more Rafanico,
you obtained a narrative with such collateral references as
carrried its authenticity home to the weakest capacity.
Poor Sandy Peterkin was at a loss what to think about it.
He doubted whether he should have allowed Meg to go on,
and after she had left the shop he began to wonder whether
it was favourable to the morals of Jock Will’s apprentice
that he had been allowed to stand by and hear Meg gossip-
ing away as she had done. DBut it was past and gone now ;
the apprentice did not seem, personally, to have either com-
punctions or apprehensions on the subject, and he certainly
failed to show the like interest in the region of polemics
into which Sandy, with a view to fortify his mind, endeav-
oured incontinently to lead him by an easy transition.

Sandy Peterkin took the subject of the two marriages to
avizandum. In three days after it was noised abroad in the
general community of Pyketillim that Willy M‘Aul, the son
of the humble souter, was to marry Mary Howie, and be
farmer of Gushetneuk, vice Johnny Gibb; as also that Peter
Birse junior, farmer’s son, Clinkstyle, was to be married to
the granddaughter of a fish cadger, and that the aid of M.
Pettiphog, the celebrated lawyer, had been invoked to get a
settlement legally made, whereby the said Peter Birse junior
would be deprived of his right as heir of the tack of Clinkstyle,
and sent adrift to somewhere undetermined, to follow fortune
on his own account, with his low-caste wife.




