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readier access to Jinse than he had, being at Clinkstyle;
then if he left Clinkstyle, and ran the risk of having to
transport himself several miles farther off, his position and
prospects would be yet further damaged in proportion to
the increased distance.

Therefore it was that Tam Meerison made up his mind
to bear the ills he had, and to remain at Clinkstyle.

Another six months had passed and left his courtship
much in the same state; but by that time Tam had put his
foot in it, by talking disrespectfully of Master Benjamin
Birse. It was in the kitchen, and, though Tam was not
aware of it, Miss Birse was behind the inner door, where
we have heard of her being before. What Tam had said
was to the effect that “ Benjie was -an orpiet, peeakin, little
sinner;” and that “he was fitter to be a dog-dirder, or a
flunkey, nor to gae to the college;” sentiments which——
although they seemed to meet with a rather hearty response
from the audience immediately before him—when retailed
to Benjie’s mother, were productive of a storm, that there-
after burst with no little fury about Tam’s ears. Tam’s
mood, I fear, had been desperate at any rate, and he now
retorted on Mrs. Birse by somewhat bluntly telling her she
“mith be prood to see ’er loon wi’ a pair o’ yallow breeks
an’ a strippet waistcoat on; it wud be ten-faul better nor
bein a muckle goodman, wi’ a wife that wudna lat “im ca’ ’s
niz his ain.” Mrs. Birse took this as personal. And when
the term came, Tam left Clinkstyle, half reckless, as it
seemed, of his fate; for surely Jinse’s heart was too hard to
win, and what else need he care for!

Tam Meerison had gone off to a distance of over a dozen
miles, and for the next twelve months the region of Pyke-
tillim saw nothing, and I really believe heard very little of,
and still less from, him. For Tam was not a man of the pen.
He had, indeed, learnt to write a sort of decent small text
at school, but the accomplishment was of wondrous little
use to him. He never wrote letters, except on very press-
ing emergencies, and not more than three or four of these
had occurred since he became a man. It was not the mere
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looked sweetly on Jinse)—*they’re forc’t to tak’ to the
dargin, an gae awa’ an’ bide aboot the Broch, or some gate
siclike.”

“But hinna ye nae mair news ?” said Jinse, desirous of
turning the conversation.

“In fack, there’s nae chance but slave on to the en’ o
the chapter; oonless ye win in to some ither wye o’ deein
in time,” continued the gudge, whose own scheme naturally
occupied a favourable place in his thoughts at the time.

“Hoot, min, gi’e’s the news o’ the market,” said Jinse.

“ Weel, fat news wud ye like 2”

“Fa’s bidin or flittin’ ¢”

“Weel, I didna hear particular. Ye see I was oot o’ the
throng a gey file arreengin some things o’ my nain.”

“ Gweeshtens, ye’ve seerly been sair ta’en up. Didna
ye traffike neen wi’ common fowk the day ?”

“ Ou weel, ye see, fan a body has some buzness o’ their
nain to atten’ till they’re mnae sae sair ta’en up wi’ fat’s
gaen on in general.”

“ Sawna ye nae bargains made ava ?”

“ Weel, the only bargain’t aw cud say’t aw saw was
Mains o’ Yawal feein’ a third horseman. I was in ’o
Kirkie’s tent gettin’ a share o’ a gill wi’ a cheelie *t I was
ance aboot the toon wi’, fan Mains cam’ in, skirpit wi’
dubs to the vera neck o’’s kwite. I didna ken the chap,
naething aboot ’im, but fan they war jist aboot bargain’t
Mains leuks owre an’ refars to me. ¢That’s an aul’ servan’
o’ mine,’ says he to the chap, ‘an’ ye can speir at him
aboot the place” They hed threepit on a lang time; but
an coorse wus comin’ nearer’t afore Mains socht the drink,
an’ at length he bargain’t wi’’im for a croon oot o’ seyven
poun’ to ca’’s third pair; an’ that was the only bargain’t I
saw.”

“Did ye see ony o oor fowk—or hear onything about
them 2”

« T didna see neen o’ yer breeders.”

“I wud like richt to ken gin they be flittin’ or no.
Neen o Clinkstyle’s fowk bidin’, aw reckon ?” asked Jinse.
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“An fat ither lessons wud you like to tak’?” asked the
maister.

“Ye ken best; only it was for the coontin 't I cam’; an’
leernin’ to mak oot accoonts maybe.”

“We hae a grammar class noo—wud you try it ?”

“Na,na; aw winna fash wi’' ’t,” said the gudge, with a
decisive shake of the head. “It’s nae for common fowk
ava that gremmar.”

“Maybe geography than. I’ve a gweed chart on the
wa’ here 't ye cud get a skance o’ the principal countries
upon vera shortly.”

“Weel, but is 't ony eese to the like o’ me, that geo-
graphy ? I wunna lickly be gyaun to forrin pairts.”

If there was one branch more than another on which
Sandy Peterkin set a high value, and on which, as a tra-
velled man, he loved to descant, it was geography. So he
pressed its importance, and a dubious consent was given to
trying an hour at it once a week, it being understood that
the future mole-catcher would not be subject to the catechis
lesson on Saturdays. Then, as he had a suspicion that his
new pupil was not too well up in his general literature,
Sandy suggested the propriety of his taking a reading
lesson.

“Na; aw hardly think 't I’ll fash wi’ that edder,” was
the reply. “1I was never that deen ill at the readin’, an’ I
was 1’ the muckle Bible class afore aw leeft the skweel.”

“ But ye maybe hinna read muckle sinsyne ; an’ ye wud
get a lot 0’ usefu’ information 1’ the Collection lesson.”

“But the like o' me’s nae needin’ to read like the
minaister,” said the muckle scholar, with a laugh, “an’ it
wud gar’s loss a hantle o’ time fae the coontin. An ’oor
at that, an’ syne the vreetin—the day wud be deen in a
han’-clap, afore a body cud get oot mair nor a question or
twa.”

However, Sandy succeeded in persuading him to take the
Collection lesson. When the lesson came, he did not like to
bid him stand up among a dozen urchins so much smaller
than himself. The muckle scholar sat with his sturdy legs
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who was a simple soul, and still loved to indulge in late
sittings, ought to have got to account for the peremptoriness
with which he had been once or twice ordered to his home.
But Jinse condescended to no explanations on what seemed
her capricious treatment of the lad. And, of course, Jinse
could not help what might emerge beyond the range of her
influence.

So it happened that, on a certain evening, when the gudge
had got himself comfortably fixed up on the smiddy hearth,
and was talking away full swing in a half-oracular sort of
style to several other lads, his old rival, Tam Meerison, came
in with a long stack of plough irons on his shoulder to be
sharpened. Tam first threw off his burden with a heavy
clank ; then, after saluting the smith, lifted it into the glow-
ing light of the fire at the edge of the hearth, and, with a
hammer he had laid hold of, proceeded to knock the piled
coulters and socks out of connection with each other. He
next glanced across the hearth, and without addressing any-
body very directly, exclaimed—’Wa’ oot o’ that; ye’ve
been birslin yer shins lang aneuch there.” The gudge’s
lessons probably required his attention about that particular
period of the evening. At any rate, he soon found that his
time would not permit further loitering in the smiddy just
then. Tam took the vacated place on the hearth, and lighted
his pipe with every appearance of satisfaction. He had just
done so when the smith, who was not unaware apparently
of the relations between the two, wickedly endeavoured to
blow the flame of jealousy, by waggishly informing Tam of
the hopeful prospects of his rival.

“ Tak’ moles !” quoth Tam, whose manner had evidently
progressed of late in the direction of brusqueness. “I wud
as seen ca’ stinkin’ fish wi’ a horse worth auchteenpence.”

“Hoot, min, but he’s gyaun to get Jinse Deans for’s
wife fanever his apprenticeship’s throu’,” said the smith.

“ Hah, hah, ha-a-a,” roared Tam, with a loud laugh. “It’s
been to help im wi’ that that he heeld in wi’ Johnny Gibb
sae lang.”

“T wudna won’er,” said the smith, “DBut she’s a
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In private audience Jinse Deans had revealed to Mus.
Gibb, with many sighs and tears, that Tam Meerison had
“promis’t to mairry her” What more I don’t know ; but
the worthy goodwife, after scolding Jinse as severely as it
was in her nature to do, told her to “ wash her face, an’ nae
mair o’ that snifterin. An’ gae awa’ and get ready the
sowens. I’se say naething mair aboot it till the term day’s
by. Nae doot ye’ll be i’ yer tribbles seen aneuch wuntin
that.” ' :

Poor Jinse ; the prospect of marriage did not seem a
cheerful one for her, notwithstanding the number of candi-
dates there had been for her hand. Of her reputed sweet-
hearts, Tam Meerison was the one for whom she had at any
rate affected to care the least ; and since the time Tam had
begun seriously to court her, his jealousy had been again and
again roused by the undisguised.preference given to others,
his rivals. And yet Tam Meerison was to have her to wife.
It would be wrong to say that Tam had not a certain feeling
of satisfaction in the thought.of this; for, notwithstanding his
adoption latterly of a more seeming-reckless style, Tam had
been from an early date severely smitten by Jinse’s charms.
Indeed his satisfaction was presumably considerable, else he
had probably not formed the laudable resolution to marry.
But then there were counterbalancing considerations. The
idea of marriage as an actual event had been forced upon
him with a kind of staggering suddenness, which caused the
approach of the reality itself to awaken a rather uncomfort-
able feeling of responsibility. Tam began to see that it would
be troublesome to go about, and he had but a dim notion
of the indispensable technicalities. =~ Then there was the
question of a house and home for his wife; and here Tam’s
case no doubt merited commiseration. There was no house
whatever available within a circuit of several miles; for the
lairds in the locality, in the plenitude of their wisdom, and
foreseeing the incidence of a poor law, had, as a rule, deter-
mined that there should be no possibility of paupers seeing
the light on their properties. They would rather pull down
every cottage on their estates. What could poor Tam do ?
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delegated authority is, Dawvid’s answer was a kind of echo
of what he imagined Sir Simon would have said, “ Na, na,
smith, it’s a very fallawshus prenciple in fat they ca’
poleetical ecomony to encourage the doonsittin’ o’ the like
o’ them in a place—Ou, it ’s nae the expense. Na, na; the
biggin o’ a score o' hooses wud be a mere triffle, gin Sir
Simon thocht it richt in prenciple—a mere triffle. But there
they sit doon, an’ fesh up faimilies till they wud thraten to
full a destrick wi’ peer fowk—the Brod cud never keep the
tae half o’ them. No; I’'m weel seer they’ll get nae hoose
1’ the pairis’ o* Pyketillim.”

It was not a kindly speech that of Dawvid Hadden;
albeit it expressed, firstly, the newest view of political
economy in the locality, which was just then beginning to
be practically carried out; and, secondly, an accurate state-
ment of Tam Meerison’s chances of getting a house within
the parish. In this particular, Tam had his strong wish and
reasonable desire completely defeated. It may be difficult
for the man who lives in a comfortable home with his
family about him to estimate with precision either the keen-
ness of feeling, or the deteriorating effects involved in such
disappointment. I don’t think it should be difficult for any
man to make up his mind as to giving a hearty condemna-
tion to the too common land policy which has entailed the
like cruel hardship upon hundreds of honest hard-working
men in the class to which Tam belonged.

But my business is not to moralise, I daresay; and I
have only to add to this chapter that, as better could not be,
Tam Meerison and Jinse Deans had no help for it but get
married, and commence their career of wedded bliss under
the slenderly-equipped conditions already indicated.




