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“I want you then to ascertain certain particulars without
any loss of time.”

“T do k-now a good dale already, sir; but nae jist sae
authentic maybe as gin it war a maitter o’ buzness—but
I’m quite awaar hoo I can get first-han’ information.”

“ Taking the house first——"

“ I jist mak’ @’ bit memorandum at once,” said Dawvid,
pulling out his black-lead pencil.

“Put that aside—your memory may serve for once,”
said Sir Simon, in a tone that made Dawvid look blank.
“The labour and expense of putting a fresh roof on this
school-cottage and other repairs, were borne, you told me at
the time, by John Gibb.—Is that so ¢”

“ Ou, certaintly, sir, certaintly,” answered Dawvid in a
perplexed sort of way. y

“Well, as it seems very likely the house will be required
for occupation again; youll go and ascertain from Gibb
what he would consider an. equivalent for his outlay—get
it from himself personally.”

“Yes, sir. An’ wud it need to be shortly ¢”

“At once. The other matter, about which you have to
see Birse, is the march at the lower end of his farm between
Clinkstyle and Gushetneuk. The old bauk there is very
crooked and runs off from the Clinkstyle side with a long
point into the other farm, does it not 2”

“You’re quite richt, sir,” said Dawvid, brightening up
at the idea of his topographical knowledge being consulted.
“I k-now the spot perfeckly ; Clinkstyle’s wastmost intoon
shift rins in wi’ a lang nib, an’ a gushetie o’ finer lan’ there
is not upo’ the place.”

“ The extent, I am told, is about an acre and a half ?”

“TFully that, sir, fully that. I never pat the chyne
till’t, but b’ guess o’ e'e I’'m sure it’s aboot an awecre an’
three reed, forbye the bit o’ naitur girss at the burn-
side.”

“Well, it’s very awkward to have a pendicle of that
sort belonging to one farm and lying into another—it goes
against good husbandry. And now, when a new lease is to
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There were various thoughts coming and going in the
mind of Dawvid Hadden when he left the presence of Sir
Simon Frissal, at the close of the interview briefly narrated.
He asked himself what in the name of wonder Sir Simon
intended to do with Sandy Peterkin’s old cottage and school ?
He did not half relish the idea of going to Johnny Gibb
even for the purpose of offering him the prospect of pay-
ment for his outlay on these structures. He felt morally
certain that Johnny would not omit calling up reminiscences
of his, Dawvid’s, previous connection with the school build-
ings, and that not for the purpose of complimenting him on
the part he had taken. And then Dawvid saw for the first
time that he had committed a strategic mistake when he got
Sandy Peterkin turned out, in not also getting his premises
levelled with the ground. But the most ticklish business
was that of the Clinkstyle march. It is known to the
reader how Dawvid contrived to plan a notable addition to
the farm of Clinkstyle ; how that scheme gained him high
favour and repute with Mrs. Birse and her husband ; how
it disastrously fell through ; and how Dawvid had, since that
date, fought shy of Clinkstyle, and those who dwelt there.
And now here was an imperative command to face Peter
Birse—Dawvid would have been glad if he could have felt
agsured that facing Peter would be all—with a direct pro-
posal not to enlarge, but to curtail, his farm. Dawvid was
very keenly alive to all the difficulties and adverse con-
tingencies of the case. He came at once to the conclusion
that the hand of Mr. Greenspex was to be traced in it all,
and the indignation to which the thought of the lawyer’s
unwarranted intrusion on what he felt to be his own domain
gave rise, afforded a temporary diversion to his feelings.
But the reflection soon came up again that in any case, Sir
Simon’s instructions must be carried out. And because,
when he returned to his home, he found his eldest son em-
ployed quite harmlessly sketching a flight of crows on the
slate on which he used to cast up land-measuring operations,
and siclike, he gave the lad a very vigorously laid-on
sclaffert on “ the side o’ the heid.”
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that mentioned by Meg; yet, under the inspiriting words
of the henwife, he felt his courage sensibly rising, as he
said, “ Ou, weel, I winna flench a hair’s breid for nedder
man nor ‘oman ; that’s ae thing seer aneuch. I’ve stan’t
mony a roch hotter afore noo i’ the wye o’ duty, as ye ken
brawly, Meg.”

“Weel-a-wat ye never spak’ a truer word, Dawvid.
Mony ’s the body that’s hed their gullie i’ ye aboot yer bits
o’ transacks; but gin’ I war you I sud set up my bonnet a
hack fan I gaed owre to Clinkstyle this time.”

“ Qu, weel, aw 'm seer she’s been at your merciment as
weel s mine, mony a day ere noo,” said Dawvid.

“ Nae doot aboot it,” said Meg. “An fowk hed wuntit
to sclaive ’er throu’ the kwintra they wud’a not nae mair
nor the wye’t she’s been gyaun on wi’ that peer simple
minaister lad to get im insnorl't wi’ 'er dother. An’ fat
sud be upo’ go noo, but a braw new °viackle,’ ’s she was
ca’in ‘t—we sanna say fa till. But it’s order't fae the
coachmakker’s, no—yjist bide ye still till the spring day
comes in again, gin ye dinna see a braivity at Clinkstyle
that hardly beseems fowk 't ’s sib to fish cadgers an’ siclike!
Eh, but she has muckle need o’ something to lay the pride
o’ ’er the richt gate!”

“ An’ dinna ye min’ o’ the fools ?” interjected Dawvid.
“Fat like trag she’s sent here owre an’ owre again. Awat,
she was ill deservin’ o’ oor leenity for that.”

“ Ay, but bide ye still, I hae the hank i’ my nain han’
for that maybe.”

“ Hae ye gotten this sizzon’s hens yet ?”

“ Feint a feather, no; though the time s lang owre-gane;
an’ aw was that ill aff ere the laird gaed awa’ that I hed to
fell some bonny yearocks 't aw was keepin’, an’ 't wud 'a
been layin’ haill on the feck o’ the winter.”

“I must see aboot that, though,” said Dawvid, in a lofty
and half magisterial tone of voice.

“Weel, will ye jist gi'e ’er my remem’rances,” added
Meg, “an’ say’t though we canna be but sair obleeg’t to
them that tak’s sic lang pains feedin’ the laird’s fools, I'm
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“Weel, a bodie 7s wae tae think o’ lea’in’’t.”

“Ay, ay; but that’s nae a’. Gin fowk war tae leuk at
things ae gate we wud be wae to pairt wi’ onything 't we
hae i’ the wardle. But here’s oorsel’s noo ’t ’s toil't awa’
upo’ this place fae youth-heid to aul’ age, an’ wi’ the lawbour
o’ oor nain han’s made it’s ye may say—Gushetneuk the
day’s nae mair fat Gushetneuk was fan we cam’ here nor
my fit’s a han’ saw. Sir Seemon ca’s "imsel’ laird o’’t ; but
Sir Seemon’s deen nae mair to the place nor the man o’
France. Noo, you an’ me can gae roun’ an’ roun’ aboot it,
an’ wi' @ honesty say o’ this an’ that—*Here’s the fruit
o’ oor lawbour—that’ll bide upo’ the face o’ the earth for
the eese o’ ithers aifter we’re deid an’ gane’ Noo, this
is fat I canna win at the boddom o’ ava. I’m weel seer
it was never the arreengement o’ Providence that the man
that tills the grun an’ spen’s the strength o’ ’s days upon’t
sud be at the merciment o’ a man that never laid a han’
till ’t, nor hardly wair't a shillin’ upon’t, to bid ’im bide or
gyang.”

“ Hoot, man, ye ’re foryettin seerly’t Sir Seemon gae ye
an offer o’ the tack yersel’, an’ that it’s ta’en to oor young
fowk,” said Mrs. Gibb.

“Vera true,” answered Johnny. “Sir Seemon, peer man,
’s made little o’ ’t, ae gate nor anither. He’s jist as sair
in wunt o’ siller the day as he was fan the aul’ factor gat
the first hunner poun’ ’t ever we scraipit thegither to len’
till ’im in a quate wye. But it’s nae oorsel’s nor Sir
Seemon ’t aw’m compleenin aboot in particular. It’s the
general run o’ the thing. Fat for sudna lawbourin the rigs
in an honest wye for beheef o’ the countra at lairge gi'e
a man a richt to sit still an’ keep the grip, raither nor lat
the hail poo’er o’ traffikein wi’ the grun, for gweed or ill, be
leeft wi’ a set o’ men that nae only never laid a han’ till’t,
but maybe never hardly leet their een see’t?”

“Is that the lairds ?” '

“ Ay, ay.”

“Eh, but ye ken they gat it fae their forebears.”

“An’ fat aboot it ? Fa gya’t to their forebears, aw wud
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procedure, and could not be construed into anything of the
nature of intentional rudeness. That it was rudeness at all
could be admitted only on the principle that it is rude in a
man to utter his honest opinion in plain words. Anyhow,
the collapse on Dawvid Hadden’s part was somewhat marked.
Fairly dismounted from his high horse, he found refuge for
once in the literal truth.

“I’m nae here o’ wull, I’se asseer ye; but to cairry oot
Sir Simon’s doon-laid orders. He wuntit to ken immed-
antly fat was auchtin you for fat ye laid oot upo’ that—
place at the Ward.”

“Fat place? The skweel? Little won’er nor ye think
shame to mak’ mention o’ ’t, man. Haud’n you an’ the like
0’ ye awa’, it mith ’a been a blessin’ to the pairt at this day,
an’ for generations to come. Tell Sir Seemon that it stan’s
there the reproach o’’s estate, an’’ll rise up in jeedgment yet
against them ’t has the swick o’ makin’ ’t a desolation.”

“I must go, ony wye,” said Dawvid, rising to his feet,
and taking out his memorandum book. “Will ye obleege
b’ jist gi'en’s the figure o’ fat ye laid oot on’t ?”

“I nedder can nor wull,” replied . Johnny, in a decisive
tone. “Fan ye carriet things’s ye did, the black gate, that’s
a sma’ affair, an’ the tow may gae wi’ the bucket. It’ll be
time aneuch to speak o’ that fan anither tenan’ comes till ’t.”

“There’ll be no oder tenan’ there ; it’ll be knockit doon ;
but Sir Simon wunts to vrang no man o’’s money—ye better
mention a soom.”

“I’ll dee naething o’ the kin. Gin ye gi'e Sir Seemon
a true accoont o’ fat I’'ve said to ye this minit, I’se be
content.”

‘When Dawvid Hadden had left Gushetneuk, and had
got time to glance calmly at the situation, the temper of
mind in which he found himself was the reverse of amiable,
He had an uncomfortable impression that the representative
of law and authority had after all come off not exactly first
best in the interview that had just ended, and then what was
he to report to Sir Simon? That Johnny Gibb had snubbed
him, and sent him away without any proper answer to the
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ye'll better jist say that ye’re agreeable at ance, an’ nae
deteen me nae langer.”

“ Na—na ; aw cudna dee’t upon nae accoont,” and Peter
began to move away as he spoke. “Ye wud need to come
in aboot to the toon at ony rate, Dawvid, man, afore we cud
speak aboot onything o’ the kin.”

“Oh, I’ve nothing ado gaen to yer toon,” said Dawvid,
as he slowly followed his retreating interlocutor. “It’s
you that I hae to sattle wi’ as fairmer o’ the place, that’s
the short an’ the lang o’ ’t.—Fat am I to say to Sir Simon,
than ?” added Dawvid, in a louder and more imperious tone.

“She’s jist at han’; it winna hin’er ye nae time,” replied
Peter, moving on rather faster than before.

Dawvid Hadden knew perfectly well what it all meant ;
only if Mrs. Birse had to be faced—why he was just the
man to do it. “It’s a keerious thing,” said Dawvid, “ that
some fowk cudna ca’ the niz o’ their face their nain withoot
speerin leave.”

To this sarcasm Peter Birse made no reply.

Mrs. Birse had happily observed the approach of her
husband and Dawvid Hadden from the parlour window, and
it was but the work of a moment to call her servant maid and
say, “ Gae to the door there, an’ gar yer maister tak’ that—
person—to the kitchie !”

It was in the kitchie, then, that the present interview
between Dawvid Hadden and Mrs. Birse took place. When
the lady was sent for she sailed majestically ben to that
apartment, took her stand near the door, and with a becoming
toss of the head, uttered the monosyllable “ Weel 2”

Dawvid Hadden had succeeded this time in restraining
his impulse to mention the state of the weather; and in so
doing, left himself barren of a topic for the moment.

“Noo, ye better jist say awa’, Dawvid, an’ tell Zer fat ye
was speakin’ aboot,” remarked Peter Birse.
~ With a sort of bravado air, Dawvid then repeated Sir
Simon’s proposed “rectification of the frontier” of Clinkstyle.

“ Onything mair, no ?” asked Mrs. Birse, with a look that
would like enough have withered Dawvid, had that process
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It was in vain that Dawvid Hadden, on his way home,
bothered his brains to devise a mode of avoiding Meg Raffan
till the events of his afternoon’s journey should be stale
news, or at least until he had fully collected his thoughts on
the subject. "What mattered it that he stole quietly up to
his house through the old fir-trees, so as to steer clear of
the Lodge where Meg dwelt? He had barely been five
minutes under his own roof when Meg, with leisurely step,
entered, conscious of her right on this occasion to get the
news in full tale. And Dawvid, when fairly put to it, gave
a narrative, the distinguishing characteristic of which, as

Meg Raffan herself would have expressed it, was the dis-

position indicated to “mak’ a’ face that wud be face.”

“ H—m, weel, Gushets was fell nabal at the ootset—
mair sae nor ye wud ’a leukit for, aw daursay. But i’ the
lang rin, aifter T hed latt’n ’im get oot’s breath a bittie,
he cam’ tee won'erfu’; an’ fan I cam’ to the prencipal thing
—fat was yawin 'im for the reef o’ the skweel, he ackit like
a gentleman. ¢Naething, Dawvid, says he, ‘naething;
mak’ yer best o’’t” Nothing, cud be mair rizzonable in a
menner nor that.—Na,’s ye say, ’t’s nae lang till Gushets
gi'e ye edder alms or answer. Ou, weel, Birse was jist like
‘imsel. I hed hardly apen’t my mou’ till ’im, fan we for-
gedder’t at the fit o’ the loan, till he was hingin’’s lugs like
ony supplicant. To the hoose he wud be, an’ to the hoose
he gaed. No, no, it was 1’ the kitchie’t I saw ’er—I wasna
wuntin naar their parlour, I’se asseer ye. Weel, gin she
wasna ensolent, my name’s nae Dawvid Hadden. Hooever,
’t’s Sir Simon 't she’ll hae to be answerable till for that.
But gin I didna grip ’er in aboot, I did naething to the pur-
pose, that ’s a’.  Aw Db’lieve she sochtna lang o’ my company,
at ony rate.”

Meg’s advice to Dawvid was to report very adversely of
the Birses to Sir Simon Frissal, and Dawvid was nothing
loth, merely adding the remark that of course one could not
give so full and effective a narrative as might be wished in
a “vrutten dockiment.”
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