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as independent and confident as a man would naturally do
in the circumstances, his purpose being, as his father phrased
it, “to lay moyen for a placie come time; an’ gin naething
dinna turn up ere simmer, tak’ a girse parkie or twa, an’
trock aboot amo’ nowte beasts” And as the marriage
festivities were frowned down and ignored at Clinkstyle,
what more appropriate than that they should receive their
legitimate development under the hospitable roof of Samie
Pikshule, who had been discovered to be a remote relative
of the bride, and had accordingly readily given her a
sheltering bield when he heard of her excellent prospects.
In carrying out his arrangements, Peter Birse junior
went to work in quite a business-like style True, he was
a little perplexed as to form; but in this Samuel Pikshule
was able to post him up in a very satisfactory measure ; and
Peter had called on Tam Meerison, in a friendly way, with a
“ Hoot, min, ye’ve gaen throu’ 't a’ yersel’ nae lang syne;
an’ you an’ Jinse maun come an’ help’s to keep up the
spree.” The invitation was not to be resisted, and the mole-
catcher was pressed into the service, it being left to him and
the red-haired orra man, who has been mentioned as an old
friend of Peter’s, to settle who should be best, and who
warst young man; and they drew cuts, whereby it was
decided that the mole-catcher was not to have the higher
post of honour. Peter had gone to Jonathan Tawse with
his best young man on the beukin nicht, and got the pub-
lication of banns duly arranged. Jonathan, to encourage
him, had remarked, “Ye’ll better come an’ get yersel’s
session’t the Sunday aifter the marriage.” Peter did not
seem to see the propriety of this, and demurred, whereat the
dominie went on to say, “ Ah-wa, man, it winna hin’er ye
lang. Fan ance fowk’s pitten their necks aneth the yoke
thegither, fat’s the eese o’ a lang say-awa’. I wat I’'m
muckle o’ aul’ Mr. Keith’s wye o’ thinkin’. Mony was the
pair that cam’ up to him to be rebukit that he made man
an’ wife afore they wan owre the kirk door again, though
they had nae mair thocht o’ mairryin fan they cam’ there
nor I hae o’ gaen to Botany Bay the morn. She’ll be an
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“ Hoot, noo; aw mith ’a min’et upo’ that. An’ coorse
the like o’ young Peter Birse wudna pit’s fowk aff wi’ nae-
thing shabby. Hed they a set denner, said ye ?”

“Weel, an they hedna, I’'se haud my tongue. Aw
b’lieve Samie’s wife was fell sweer to fash wi’ the kyeukin
o’ ’t. Jist fan they war i’ the deid thraw aboot it the tither
day, I chanc’t to leuk in. ‘Weel, I’se pit it to you, Hairry,
says she. ‘Fan Samie an’ me was mairriet there was a
byowtifu’ brakfist set doon—sax-an’-therty blue-lippet
plates (as mony plates as mony fowk) nately full't o’ milk
pottage wi’ a braw dossie of gweed broon succar i’ the middle
o’ ilka dish, an’ as protty horn speens as ever Caird Young
turn’t oot o’ ’s caums lyin’ aside the plates, ready for the
fowk to fa’ tee. Eh, but it was a bonny sicht; I min’ 't
as weel’s gin it hed been fernyear. An’ the denmner! fan
my lucky deddy fell't a hielan’ sheep, an’ ilka ane o' the
bucks cam’ there wi’’s knife in’s pouch to cut an ha’ver the
roast an’ boil't, an’ han’ ’t roun’ amo’ the pairty. He was
a walthy up-throu’ fairmer, but fat need the like o’ that
young loon gae sic len’ths 2’ says she. ¢Ou, never ye min’,
Mrs. Pikshule,” says I, ¢ gin there be a sheep a-gyaun, it’ll
be hard gin ye dinna get a shank o’ ’t—It’ll only be the
borrowin’ o’ a muckle kail pot to gae o’ the tither en’ o’ yer
rantle-tree.”” '

“Na, there would be a richt denner— Nelly Pikshule
wasna far wrang, it wudna be easy gettin’ knives an’ forks
for sic a multiteed.”

“N—, weel, ye see, puckles o’ the young fowk wudna
kent sair foo to mak’ eese o’ them, though they hed hed
them. Samie ’imsel’ cuttit feckly, bit aifter bit, on a muckle
ashet wi’’s fir gullie, ’t.I pat an edge on till *im for the vera
purpose ; ithers o’ ’s han’t it roun’; an’ they cam’ a braw
speed, weel-a-wat, twa three o’ them files at the same plate,
an’ feint a flee but their fingers—a tatie i’ the tae han’ an’
something to kitchie’t wi’ i’ the tither.”

“Eh, wasnin ’t a pity that the bridegreem’s mither an’
s sister wusna there to see the enterteenment,” said Meg,
rather wickedly. “ Weel, ye wud start for the Broch syne 2”
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dinna seem to be awaar o’ fat ye’re aboot. I once got as
gweed a stan’ o’ pipes as ony man ever tyeuk in’s oxter
clean connacht the vera same gate,’ says Samie.”

“Weel 2”7 queried Meg.

“Hoot! Fa sud hin’er Samie to hae the pipes a’ fine
muntit wi’ red an’ blue ribbons. Axn’ ov coorse it was naitral
that he sud like to be ta’en some notice 0. Nae fear o’ rivin
the chanter. Weel, awa’ we gaes wi’ Samie o’ the shaltie,
noddle-noddlin aneth ’im, ’s feet naar doon at the grun’ an’
the pipes scraichin like onything., For a wee filie the chaps
keepit fell weel in order; jist gi'ein a bit ‘hooch,” an’ a caper
o’a dance ahin Samie’s they cud win at it for their pairtners;
for ye see the muckle feck o’ the young chaps hed lasses, an’
wus gyaun airm-in-airm. But aw b'lieve ere we wan to
the fit o’ the Kirktoon rigs they war brakin’ oot an’ at the
sheetin again. Mains’s chiels wus lowst gin that time, an’
we wus nae seener clear o’ the Kirktoon nor they war at it
bleezin awa’; an’ forbye guns, fat hed the nickums deen but
pitten naar a pun’ o’ blastin’ pooder in’o the bush o’ an aul’
cairt wheel, syne culf’t it, an’ laid it doon aneth the briggie
at the fit o’ the Clinkstyle road, wi’ a match at it. Owre
the briggie we gaes wi’ Samie’s pipes skirlin’ at the heid o’
’s, an pistills crackin’ awa’ hyne back ahin, fan the terriblest
platoon gaes aff, garrin the vera road shak’ aneth oor feet !’

“XKeep’s and guide’s!” said Meg. “Aw houp there
wasna naebody hurtit.”

“Ou, feint ane; only Samie’s shaltie snappert an’ pat ’im
in a byous ill teen again. But I’m seer ye mitha heard the
noise o’ ’s sheetin an’ pipin’, lat aleen the blast, naar three
mile awa’.”

“ Weel, aw was jist comin’ up i’ the early gloamin’ fae
lockin’ my bits o’ doories, an’ seein’ that neen o’ the creaturs
wasna reestin the furth, fan aw heard a feerious lood rum’le
an’t hed been Whitsunday as it’s Mairti'mas aw wud a raelly
said it was thunner. But wi’ that there comes up o’ the
win’ a squallachin o’ fowk by ordinar’, an’ the skirl o’ the
pipes abeen a’. Zhat was the marriage—Heard you! Awat,
aw heard ye!”
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up his abode in some miserable out-of-the-way hut that the
laird had no power to keep him out of; a hut so miserable
that summer rains and winter frosts and snows alike visited
him through the roof and sides, till the poor man had almost,
or altogether, sunk physically under the discomforts of his
cheerless abode. After all this, set forth with mingled
humour and pathos, while the deep, eloquent tones of the
speaker told with hardly greater force on the ear than the
gleam of his singularly expressive face did on the eye, it
needed but the faintest indication in the way of direct
appeal to make Johnny Gibb determine to put down his
name as a subscriber of £5 to the Manse Fund. The sub-
seriptions asked were payable in one year, or in five yearly
instalments, and Johnny Gibb said, “ Ou, we ’se pay’t aff at
the nail ; fa kens fat may happen ere five year come an’ gae ?”

It was not that Johnny made a boast of his subscription
to the Manse Fund; far from it. As he knew that ‘the
souter and smith had other claims which emphatically for-
bade their following his example, he was at pains to make
it appear to them that the sum he gave was in a manner a
representative contribution from the ¥ree Kirk in Pyketillim.

“Ye see we’ll need a manse oorsel’s,” said Johnny.
“ Nae doot we’ll get it a’ back, an’ mair wi’ ’t; an’ still an’
on there’ll be a hantle adee till’s a’. But fa cud hear the
like o’ yon onbeen roos’t to the vera itmost ? Oh, but he’s
a gran’ speaker, Maister Guthrie ; keepin’ awa ’ fae’s droll
stories, he’s like some o’ the aul’ ancient woorthies’t we
read o’; an’ aw was vera glaid to hear ’im crackin wi’ oor
nain minaister, an’ speerin aboot the kirk an’ siclike.”

Nevertheless, Johnny Gibb’s subseription to the great
Manse Scheme became the subject of talk among the Free
Kirk folks in Pyketillim, and of laudatory talk, too; inas-
much as it was deemed a very liberal act, following on
sundry other very liberal acts done by Johnny in the build-
ing of the kirk. Would any one else do the like ? was the
question asked by various people at various other people;
and these latter doubted it, although they could give no
conclusive reply.
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made an el’yer. The fowk kent owre weel fa it was’t was
proposin him; a man’t hed made 'imsel’ sae kenspeckle at
the first ootset, an’ syne for love o’ the wordle turn’t aside
in sic a Judas-like menner.”

In point of fact, Hairry Muggart had no claim to an
invitation to the soiree on the ground of principle; and
although Hairry, after he knew his fate in so far as his croft
was concerned, had once more pronounced himself an
adherent of the Free Kirk, it was a weak thing in Peter
Birse to suggest that he should be invited. Peter, for his
own part, would have felt Hairry’s presence comforting, and
he urged that his friend was a “gran’ speaker.” He was
reminded that his chief care ought to be to improve the
occasion in the way of re-establishing his own somewhat
obscured ecclesiastical reputation.

The exclusion of Hairry Muggart was unlucky in this
wise. Our old friend Dawvid Hadden, in returning from
one of his business journeys in the late gloamin, and in
excellent spirits, had observed the unusual brilliancy of the
lights at Clinkstyle, and jalousin that something must be
going on, Dawvid, as he passed the henwife’s door, with a
levity of tone meant to arouse sore recollections in the hen-
wife’s breast, but which he speedily had reason to repent,
cried in—

“Fat’s been adee wi’ yer braw bohsom freen the wife o’
Clinkstyle, the nicht ava ?—1Is she gettin’ ’er dother marriet
neist 2”

“Dear be here, Dawvid, fat wud gar the like o’ you
speer a question o’ that kin’ ?” said Meg Raffan.

“Qu,” answered Dawvid, “ilka window o’ their hoose
is bleezin o’ licht like a new gless booet. There maun ’a
been fowk there.”

“Fowk there!” exclaimed Meg. “ Weel, an’ there hinna
been that, ye’re nae mark. Oh, Dawvid, Dawvid, it’s a
gweed thing for some 0’ ’s to hae the markness o’ nicht to
fesh us hame files. Nae doot fan fowk meets in wi’ com-
pany moderate things is exkeesable, but seerly it’s gyaun
owre the bows to foryet faur ye've been.”
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Had Sandy been alone, Meg felt confident she could have
pumped him to the extent of his knowledge. With Jock
Will present, Sandy was not accessible, and to pump Jock
himself was a different matter. Jock was bland and civil,
and his replies to Meg were candid and literal ; but he could
not be drawn out by leading questions, and as little would
indirect thrusts in a bantering style serve to betray him into
inadvertent admissions. Meg was somewhat nonplussed.
She had got very little beyond the _point to which Hairry had
been able to advance her, and now, with her artillery almost
exhausted, and Jock Will giving distinet indication that his
time and patience also were exhausted, she felt the difficulty
of hanging on longer.

“ An’ yer mither ¢s keepin’ middlin’ stoot ?” asked Meg,
as she made to leave, with an emphasis indicative of special
concern for Mrs, Will’s state of health.

“Qu, she’s fine,” answered Jock, who was unaware of
any cause that Meg had to doubt a previous assurance she
had got on entering that Mrs. Will was “vera weel, thank

ye.”

“I thocht she was leukin warsh like fan I got a went
o’ ’er the tither ouk; but ’t ’s so seldom 't we see ither noo-
a-days.”

Meg’s drift thus far was obvious; and Jock Will could
not do less than invite her in to see his mother. Once into
the house, Meg lean’t her doon for a crack. The merchan’
naturally had to return to his business, and so soon as he
was gone the henwife came to the point at once, with the
exclamation—

“Qu, they war tellin’ ’s there was a feerious interaistin
meetin’ about the kirk at Clinkstyle the tither nicht. An’it
’s nae ca’d aboot clypes, Mistress Wull, fan aw say 't yer
nain sin was richt muckle thocht o’, an’ ’ll seen be ane ¢’
the heid deesters. Awat he needna wunt the maiden of
Clinkstyle, an’ he wulls to tak’ ’er.”

With this preface, Meg speedily got out of the unsuspect-
ing widow every particular that she knew about the Clink-
style manse meeting, and had asked several searching
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“Ts Sir Simon raelly gi'ein a stance than ?” asked Hairry,
with a good deal of earnestness.

“Speer at Dawvid there,” said Meg. “He’s aye the
fountain-heid o’ buzness.”

Dawvid looked somewhat embarrassed, when Hairry
turned to him inquiringly; but recovering his composure
and dignity, he said, with some asperity, “ Gin ye be edder
to gi’e heid to a’ the idle jaw’t ye hear, Hairry, or till
imawgine that I’ve naething adee but reel aff to you aboot
fat Sir Simon inten’s to do; an’ mair sae gin ye think that
I wud dee onything o’ the kin’ withoot ony regaird to fa
mith be in oor company at the time, ye maun be sair leeft
to yersel’, man; that’s a’ that I’se say aboot it.”

“Qu, dinna be sae sanshach, Dawvid,” said Meg, with
great equanimity. “Hairry disna need me to tell ’im aboot
the begeck that the guidwife o’ Clinkstyle gat aboot the
fairm o ‘Newtoon;’ an’ nedder o’ ’s wud coont ’er sic a
saunt as to think that she cud a forgi’en you for that yet;
forbye’t it leet the haill kwintra ken foo kin’ she was to be,
leukin oot for some o’ ’er neebours ; only ’t they war raither
farrer ben wi’ the laird nor some fowk’t we ken wus awaar
o. Hooever, she’s managin’ to coort the fawvour o’ this
minaister lad wi’ makin’ a fraise aboot a manse till ’im.
An’ fat think ye has she garr’t Peter dee, but pit’s han’ i’
the - moggan, an’ gi'e a five poun’ note, nae to be ahin your
freens, Gushetneuk an’ the merchan’. An’ the Miss is to
be at it colleckin amo’ them, to gi'e something a’ owre heid.
Jist bide ye still noo, an’ gin ye dinna see a manse biggit
ere this time towmon, an’ the minaister lad waddit till the
quine Birse or some ither ane, my name’s nae Raffan.

Good part of this was certainly meant to be heard by
Dawvid Hadden, but by the time the last sentence was
uttered, Dawvid had gradually moved on till he was almost
beyond earshot, when Meg, lowering her key, and in a con-
siderably altered tone, said—

“Ye see we canna dee ither mor lat at ’im files; an’
there’s naething nettles Dawvid waur nor to be lickened
wi’ the wife o’ Clinkstyle— Was he there ? Ah-wa’, Hairry.







