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THE BOOK:  OF

SCOTTISH ANECDOTE.

OUT OF HIS DEPTIIL

John, the pawky ¢ man ” of the Rev.
Mr Aiken, of the parish of Morton,
had a strange preacher officiating in
what he called his *‘ poopit” one Sun-
day. As the ‘““man” thought that no
minister could preach like his master,
he was not favourably disposed towards
the substitute. The text had been given
out, and the minister had been for a
considerable time talking a# his sub-
ject, and beating about the bush with
it, when an old woman, who, from a
“‘want ” of hearing, had not heard the
text, applied to John for information in
these terms—whispered loudly in his
ear—

*Whaur's his grund, John, whaur’s
his grund ?”

““Grund !” replied John, with a
look of contempt ; ** he has nae grund,
woman—hc’s sooming 1"

MEG DODS ON DEATH.

¢ Ay, and is it even sae?” said Meg;
“and has the puir bairn been sae soon
removed frae this fashious warld? Ay,
ay, we maun a’ gang ae gate—crackit
quart stoups and geisened barrels—
leaky quaighs are we a’, and canna
keep in the water o’ life—Ohon sirs{”
St Ronan’s Ve,

A DOUBLY HEINOUS CRIME.

Lord Eskgrove was a very “wordy”
Y y

judge. Lord Cockburn says he heard
him, in condemning a tailor to death
for murdering a soldier by stabbing him,
aggravate the offence thus :—** And not
only did you murder him, whereby he
was berca-ved of his life, but you did
thrust, or push, or pierce, or project,
or propel, the le-thal weapon through
the bellyband of his regimental breeches,
which were His Majesty’s ! ”

KING WILLIAM AND THE
‘¢ THUMBIKINS.”

‘1 have heard,” said King William,
to Principal Carstairs, ‘‘that you were
tortured with something they call
¢ thumbikins ;* pray what sort of instru-
ment of torture is it?”

I will show it you,” replied Car-
stairs, ¢‘ the next time I have the hononr
to wait upon your Majesty.”

The Principal was as good as his
word. “‘I must try them,” said the
King. “I must put in my thumbs here
—now, Principal, turn the screw. Oh!
not so gently—another turn—another
—stop ! stop ! no more, Another turn,
I'm afraid, would iake me confess any-
thing.”

—Statistical Account,
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GOOD OMENS,

West wind to the bairn
‘When ga’an for its name ;

And rain to the corpse
Carried to its lang hame,

A benny blue sky
To welcome the bride,
As she gangs to the kirk
W1’ the sun on her side.

CHALMERS’ PUNCTUALITY.

The punctuality which reigned over
the domestic regulations of Dr Chalmers
was sometimes not a little inconvenient
to his guests. His aunt, while living in
the house, appearing one morning too
late for breakfast, and well knowing
what awaited her if she did not “take
the first word o’ flyting,” thus diverted
the expected storm :—

¢ Oh! Mr Chalmers,” she exclaimed,
as she entered the room, ¢“I had such
a strange dream Iast night; I dreamt
that you were dead.”

““ Indeed, aunt,” said the Doctor,
quite arrestedd by an announcement
which bore so dircctly on his own
future history.

‘“ And 1 dreamt,” she continued,
‘“that the funeral day was named, and
the funeral hour was fixed, and the
funeral cards were written; and the day
came, and the folk came, and the hour
came; but what do you think happened?
\Why, the clock had scarce done chap-
ping twelve, which was the hour named
in the cards, when a loud knocking
was heard within the coffin, and a
voice, gey peremptory and ill-pleased
like, came out of it, saying,

‘¢« Twelve’s chappit, and ye're no
\iftin': ™

The Doctor was tvo fond of a joke
not to relish this one; and, in the hearty
laugh which followed, the ingenious
eulprit escaped.—~Rev. Dr Hunng,

A CURE FOR CHIN-COUGH.

Formerly in Scotland a person who
rode a pyal or pie-bald horse was
supposed to be endowed with a saper-
natural power to cure the chin-cough.
I recollect a worthy friend of mine, who
rode a horse of this description, told
me, that he used to be pursued by
people running after him out of cvery
village and hamlet through which he
passed, bawling, ““Man wi’ the pyatie
horse, what’s gude for the kink-host ?”
“ But,” he added, “‘I ay gied them a
prescription that I was sure would do
them nae harm. I bad them gie the
bairn plenty o sugar-candy.”—Famie-
S0,

DRUMLANRIG CASTLE.

This magnificent edifice took ten
years in building, and was not finished
till 1689, the year after the Revolution,
Tradition relates that William, third
earl and frst duke of Queensberry,
expended upon it such enormous.sums
of money, and during the only night
that he ever passed within its walls, was
so annoyed at not being able to obtain
medieal advice, to relieve him from a
temporary fit of illness, that he aban-
doned it in disgust, and afterwards fold-
ing up the artificers’ bills for erecting it
into a sealed parcel, wrote upon the
latter, *“ The deil pick out his een that
looks herein.” It would be interesting
to know whether this sealed packet, with
the terrible malison superseribed there-
on, ever was opened by some daring
descendant,—and, if so, whether any
particularly remarkable consequences
resulted, x

A QUESTION ANSWERED.
A rather mean and parsimonious

old lady called one day upon David
Dreghorn, a  well-known  Glasgow
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—

fishmonger, saying,  Weel, Maister
Dreghorn, how are ye selling  your
half salmon the noo?

David, Dbeing rather in a cross
hamour, replied, ¢ When we catch
ony half salmon, mem, we’ll let ye
l;cn!’,

WONDERFUL CURES.

1562. At this time divers great
and uncommon cures having been per-
formed by Robert Henderson, a surgeon,
by order of the Council, viz,, on a per-
son whose hands were cut off, a man
and woman run through their bodies
with swords by the Irench, and a
woman (said to have Dbeen worried)
after she was buried, and lyen two
days in the grave ; for which extraor-
dinary performancesthe Council ordered
him the sum of twenty merks, Scottish
money, —AMMailland.

TIIE LAIRD OF BALGARVIE,

It is reported of him, that when
King James v. did live at Falkland,
this gentleman did wait upon the king
there, at a certain time, with thirty of
his sons, all begotten of his own body,
who rode on horses with him. The
king was well pleased to see such hand-
some and comely men, and said he
would take care to employ thent in his
service ; but it was observed, that in a
very few years thereafter, they died all
of them, = Sibbald,

FOLLOWLRS.,

Tradition tells of an old minister in
Our own country, not of the brightest
Farts it may Le supposed, who, in dis-
Cowsing from some text in which the
Word “follow ' occurred, informed Nis

audience that he would speak of four
different kinds of followers.

“ First,” said he, ““my friends, there
are followers ahint; secondly, there
are followers afore ; thirdly, thers are
followers cheekie for chow, and sidic
by sidie ; and last o’ a’, there are fol-
lowers that stand stane-still,”—Famies
so72.

A STRANGE TENURE,

Sir Henry Munro of Foulis holds a
forest from the Crown hy a very whim-
sical tenure —that of delivering a
snowball on any day of the year that
it is demanded ; and he seems to be in
no danger of forfeiting his right by
failure of the quit-rent, for snow lies in
form of a glacier in the chasms of
Ben Wyvis, a neighbouring mountain,
throughout the year,—Pennant,

A HINT TO CANDIDATES,

I must say that I prefer our own
quiet, canny Scotch way at Irvine.
Well do I remember, for it happened
in the year that T was licensed, that the
town council, the Lord Eglinton that
was shot being then Provost, took in
the late Thomas Bowet to be -a coun:
cillor, and Thomas not being versed in
clecticn matters, yet minding to pleasa
his Lordship, for, like the rest of the
council, he had always a proper vener-
ation for those in power ; he, as I was
saying, consulted Joseph Boyd the
weaver, who was then Dean of Guild,
as to the way of voting; whereupon
Joseph, who was a discreet man, said
to him, ¢ Ye’ll just say as I say, ané
1’1l say what Baillie Shaw says, for he
will do what my lord bids him,” which
was as peaceful a way of sending up a
member to parliament as could well be
devised,—Ga/t. L
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THE SIIEPIIERD ON SMALL WAISTS,

Shepherd.—1 alloo that lassies should

aye be something sonsie.
North,—So with waists,

are not wasps,

Shepherd.—I’'m no just quite sae
sure about that, sir; but I agree wi’
you in dislikin’ the wasp-waist. You
wumner what they do wi’ their vittals.
They canna be healthy—and you’l]
generally observe, that sic-like hae gey
yellow faces, as if something were
wrang wi’ their stamach. There should
be moderation in a’ things. A waist’s
for puttin’ your arm round, and no for
spannin’ wi’ your hauns, except it be
some fairy o’ a creatur that’s no made
to be married, but just to wunner at,
and aiblins admire, as you wud a
bonny she-dwarf at a show. There
should aye be some tear and wear
about a lassie that’s meant for do-
westic life.—~Noctes Ambrosianc.

Women

A FRIENDLY CRITICISM.

Old John Cameron was leader of a
small quadrille band in Edinburgh, the
performances of which were certainly
not the very finest. Being disappointed
on one occasion of an engagement at a
particular ball, he described his more
fortunate but equally able brethren in
the following terms :—*There’s Geordie
Menstrie, he plays rough, like a man
sharping knives wi’ yellow sand. Then
there’s Jamie Corri, his playin's like
the chappin o’ mince-collops—sic short
bows he taks, And then there’s Donald
Munro, his bass is like wind i’ the lum,
or a toom cart gaun down Blackfriars’
Wynd !”

GETTING THE BEVERAGE,

‘When a young girl gets any piece of
new dress, she slily shows it to hLer Jo,
who gives her a kiss, which is taking

the beverage of the article in %uestion.
And when he gets anything, they kiss
again, which is giving the beverage.
The bridegroom takes the beverage of
his bride by kissing her the instant the
marriage ceremony is over; but if any
other person be so nimble as to have a
kiss before him, that person gets the
beverage, — Alactaggart.

THE TAPPIT HEN,

“ Weel she lo’ed a Hawick gill,
And lengh to see a Tappit Hen.”

The Tappit Hen contained three
quarts of ciarer.

‘T have scen one of these formidable
stoups at Provost Haswell’s, at Jed-
burgh, in the days of yore. It was a
pewter measure, the claret being in
ancient days served from the tap, and
had the figure of a hen upon the lid.
In later times, the name was given to
a glass bottle of the same dimensions,
These are rare apparitions among the
degenerate topers of modern days.”—-
Sir Walter Seolt,

A PAILR OF BULLS.

Two operatives in one of the Border
towns were heard disputing about a new
cemetery, beside the elegant railing of
which they were standing.

One of them, evidently disliking the
continental fashion in which it was be.
ing laid out, said in disgust, *‘I'd rather
dee than be buried in sic a place 1”

‘“ Weel, it’s the verra reverse wi’
me,” said the other, “‘for I’ll be
buried naewhere else, if I’m spared.”

CHECKING THE TAILOR.

I shall give you a notable instance of
precaution used by some of the people
against the tailor’s purloining,
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This is to buy everything that goes
to the making of a suit of clothes, even
to the stay-tape and thread ; and when
they are to be delivered out, they are,
all together, weighed before the tailor’s
face. And when he brings home l_he
suit, it is again put into the scale, with
the shreds of every sort, and it is ex-
pected the whole shall answer the
original weight, —Buit.

THE SINCLAIRS AND FLODDEN.

No gentleman of the name of Sinclair,
either in Conisbay or throughout Caith-
ness, will put on green apparel or think
of crossing the Ord upon a Monday.
They were dressed in green, and they
crossed the Ord upon a Monday, on
their way to the battle of Flodden,
where they fought and fell in the service
of their country, almost without leaving
a representative of the name behind
them. The day and the dress are
accordingly regarded as inauspicious.—
Stat. Account.

‘“ANOTHER FOR HECTOR,”

In the battle of Inverkeithing, between

the Royalists and Oliver Cromwell, five
hundred of the followers of the Laird of
Maclean were left dead on the field.
In the heat of the conflict, seven brothers
(r>f the clan sacrificed their lives in de-
tence of their leader, Sir Hector Mac-
lean.  Being hard pressed by the
enemy, he was supported and covered
from " their attacks by these intrepid
men ; and as one brother fell, another
¢ame up in succession to cover him,
Crying ‘* Another for Hector!” This
Phrase has continued ecver since as a
Proverb or watch-word when a man
€ncounters any sudden danger that re-
Quires instant succour,—Szeiwars,

GRAVE WIT.

Sir Patrick Hume, King’s High
Commissioner to Parliament in Scot-
land, died in the 84th year of his age,
1714. Being observed to smile when
on his death-bed, he was asked by Lord
Binning what he was langhing at. He
answered, ‘I am diverted to think
what a disappointment the worms will
meet with when they bore through my
thick coffin, expecting to find a good
meal, and get nothing but the bones 1?

CIHARLES II. STATUE.

In 1685, the town council of Edin-
burgh having got executed a superior
equestrian statue of Charles II., had it
erected in Parliament Square only a
short time before his death. It would
probably have bothercd the brains of
these learned burghers, or city wise-
acres, to have been called on to state
for what good deeds they awarded this
honour.—A ndersor,

PROVOST AND POLICEMAN.

On Saturday last (May 1835), the
then Lord Provost of Glasgow was
seen, near the Royal Exchange, talking
to & man, who, from his outward ap-
pearance, seemed to be a chimney-
sweeper. The Provost and the sweep
appeared to be deeply engaged on some
interesting subject, and were seen de-
scribing with the point of an old nail
the inclinations and curvatures of cer-
tain “‘vents” or flues which might be
swept by means of the newly invented
machine which was to supersede the
“climbing boys,” as the unlucky ur-
chins who had to ascend the chimneys
were called. A crowd very soon col-
lected round the Provost and the sweep,
wondering, no doubt, what the one had
to do with the other. But so intent



.

6 THE BOOK OF SCOTTISH ANECDOTE.

was his Lordship on the subject under
discussion, that he seemed to be quite
unconscious of any person being present
save the man with whom he was talking,
until a policeman came forward, and in
the true Celtic twang rudely ordered
his Lordship to ‘‘ dismiss.”

““What !” said the Provost, sur-
prised, ‘“do you know to whom you
:speak 2"’

““No, she'll did not,” answered
Donald, “neither did she’ll care. Iler
orders was not to let peoples stand
upon ta plainstane causey, causing a
crowd, and if she wadna gang awa, she
wad put ta offish upon her.”

‘“ Do you know that yon are talking
to the Lord Provost 2 said a gentleman
present ; ¢ you ought to be more re-
spectful to his Lordship.”

‘“Let her pe ta Lord Provish,”
relorted the doughty preserver of the
peace, “‘or ta Lord Justice DPeace
Court hersel, she did not care one pinch
o’ snish ! but if she will not dismiss, her
order will pe tat ta put ta offish upon
her shust in a minute.”

It is needless to say that the Provost
good-naturedly yiclded to a law of his
own sanctioning, and walked off, glad,
no doubt, to find that the police estab-
lishiment was filled with such nneom-
promising and faithful servants.

THE PROBATIONER.

Finding myself rather in a dwining
state on the I'riday, with the advice of
Mrs Balwhidder, who was counted very
skilly in sic matters, and wi’ the consent
o’ the session, I determined to hire a
probationer for the Sunday, sae I sent
in word to Baillie Watt, the wabster in
Paisley, to make sure of one for that
day. Next day’s carricr brought word
that he had gotten the only one that was
not engaged ; he -wasna very first-rate,
he said, but I didna think much about
that, as I wasna a very great hand at

the preaching mysel’; but ye'll bear
hoo it turnt out.

The young Dbirky cam according to
appointment ; he was rather little, and
had a happity leg; however, that wasna
noticed when he got into the poopit.
He made ane or twa blunders in reading
the psalms, but this could be forgi’en
in sic a young beginner; but in the
prayer he gaed far by the straught, for
in praying for twa lads (o be hanged at
Ayr, he worded it in this manner: “ We
pray for the two unfortunate men under
sentence of death, the king and the
minister of this parish,” to the no little
amazement of the congregation. A bit
farther on he prayed, ¢ Lord, darken
our lightened imaginations.” I was so
angry at the chap that I maist wished
him to be taen at his word, in so far as
regardit himsel’ ; but this_wasna it a’,
for when the bit body cam into the
vestry, he said to me, fishing for a com-
pliment, aiblins, ¢‘ Ye wad notice 1 was
a wee hoarse the day.” *Wee horse 7
says I, hardly able to keep my temper ;
“na, na, my man, [ didna think ye was
a wee horse, but I thocht ye was a big
ass!” The chiel was perfectly dumb-
foundered, and Matthew Steenson, the
clder, remarkit, that it was the cleverest
observe of mine he had heard for mony
a day ; but frae that day to this I hae
never meddlet wi’ a probationer again.
—Hutchisorn,

AN ACT FOR THE LADIES,

The following item is extracted from
an Act of the Scottish Parliament,
passed in the reign of Queen Margaret,
about the year 1288 :—

¢ It is stated and ordainit that during
the reine of hir maist blissit Magestie,
ilk maiden ladye of baith Lighe and
lowe estait shall hae libertie {o bespeak
ye man she likes ; albeit, gif he refuses
to tak hir till be his wyf, he sall be
muletit in ye sume of ane hundredth
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.
pundis or less, as his estait mai be, ex-
cept and alwais gif he can mak it
appear that he is betrothit to ane ither
woman, then he shall be free.”

A BLUEGOWN WEDDING.

On the 23d of October 1749, the
noted Bluegown, Hamilton, a
bachelor, aged about 8c, was married
in the Canongate, Idinburgh, to Jean
Lindsay, aged about 20, a bluegown’s
daughter, This man is one of the most
deformed creatures, perhaps, in the
world, and is well known all over
Britain, having for a long time been
carried abont on an ass as an object of
charity. Ideis so bowed together that
his breast lies between his ancles ; his
knees on cach side are higher than his
back ; and almost every member of his
body is distorted. —Scots Magaszine.

JEALOUSY BETWEEN EDINBURGH
AND LEITII.

In 1485, it was ordained, that no
merchant of Edinburgh presume to take
into partnership an inhabitant of Leith,
under a penalty of forty shillings to
the church, and of being deprived of
his freedom of the city for a year.
And, as if this were not considered
sufficient, it was at the same {ime en-
acted, that none of the revenues of
LEdinburgh should be let to an inhabi-
tant of Leith, nor should any of the
Edinburgh farmers take an inhabitant
of Leith as a partner, or even employ
him as a servant relative to that busi-
ness,—Azncaid.

SCOTTISH BY-NAMES,
" “ And what's his name, pray?”

““ Gabriel,”
“ But Gabriel what ?”

“Oh, Lord kens that; we dinna
mind folk’s after-names muckle here,
they run sae muckle into clans.”

“Ye see, sir,” said an old shepherd,
rising, and speaking very slow, ‘‘the
folks hereabout are a’ Armstrongs and
Llliots and sic-like—twa or thrce given
names—and so, for distinction’s sake,
the lzirds and farmers have the names
of their places that they live at—as for
example, Tam o’ Todshaw, Will o’ the
Flat, Hobbie o' Sorbietrces, and our
good master here, o' the Charlies-
hope.—Aweel, sir, and then the in-
ferior sort o’ people, ye'll observe, are
kend by sorts o’ by-names, some o
them, as Glaiket Christie, and the
Deuke’s Davie, or maybe, like this lad
Gabriel, by his employment ; as, for
example, Tod Gabbie, or Hunter Gab-
bie. He’s no been lang here, sir, and
I dinna think anybody kens him by ony
ither name.”—Guy Mannering,

JANET ALLAN, &£ 10§,

1788, January r.—Died at Kilmar-
nock, in her rosth year, Janet Allan,
being born on that day John Nisbet
suffered death at the cross of Kilmar-
nock, in the reign of Charles 11, About
four years ago her sight returned in a
great measure, after it was long dimmed
by reason of age. She went to kirk
and market within a few days of her
death, and retained her senses to the
last.—Seots Magazine.

TUE FAMINE, 1694-1700.

Meal was so scarce that many could
not get it. It was not then with many,
Where will we get silver? but, Where
will we get meal for silver? I have
seen when meal was all sold in markets,
women clapping their hands, and tear-
ing the clothes off their heads, crying,
How shall we go home and see our
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children die in hunger? they have got
no meat these two days, and we have
nothing to give them.

Through the long continuance of
these manifold judgments, deaths and
burials were so many and common, that
the living were wearied in the burying
of the dead. T have seen corpses drawn
in sleds ; many neither got coffin nor
winding-sheet. I was one of four who
carried the corpse of a young woman a
mile of way ; and when we came to the
grave an honest man came and said :
You must go and help me to bury my
son, he is lain these two days, otherwise
I will be obliged to bury him in my
own yard. We went, and there were
eight of us had two miles to carry the
corpse of that young man, many neigh-
bours looking on us, but none to help
us. I was credibly informed, that in
the north, two sisters on a Monday
morning were found carrying the corpse
of their brother on a barrow with bear-
ing ropes, resting themselves many
times, and none offering to help them.
. . . Many had cleanness of teecth
in our cities, and want of bread in our
borders ; and to some the staff of life
was so utterly broken—which makes
complete famine—that they did eat,
and were neither satisfied nor nour-
ished ; and some of them said to me,
that they could mind nothing but meat,
and were nothing bettered by it ; and
that they were utterly unconcerned
about their souls, whether they went
to heaven or hell. The nearer and
sorer these plagues seized, the sadder
were their effects, that took away all
natural and relauve affection, so that
husbands had no sympathy with their
wives, nor wives with their husbands,
parents with their children, nor chil-
dren with their parents. These and
other things have made me to doubt if
ever any of Adam’s race were in a more
deplorable condition, their bodies and
spirits more low, than many were in
these years.—Daniel Cargidl,

CLEANING THE KIRN,

“But do you not clean the chum
Lefore you put in the cream ?”

““ Na, na,” returned Mrs MacClarty,
““that wad no’ be canny, ye ken. Nae-
body hereabouts would clean their kirn
for ony consideration. I never heard
o’ sic a thing i’ my life. . I ne’er
kend gude come o’ new gaits 2’ my
days. There was Tibby Bell at the
head o’ the glen, she fell to cleaning
her kirn ae day, and the very first kirn-
ing after, her butter was burstet, and
gude for naething. Twa or three hairs
are better than the blink o’ an ill ee.”’—
Cottagers of Glenburnie,

RED COCK-CRAWING.
““Red Cock-crawing” was a term
formerly used in Scotland to designate
fire-raising.

“ Weel, there’s Ane abune a’—Dbut
we’ll see if the red cock craw not in his
bonnie barn-yard ae morning before day
dawning.”

‘“ What does she mean?” said Man-
nering to Sampson in an undertone.

‘¢ Fire-raising,” answered the laconic
dominie.—Guy Mannering.

THE LEAD BRASH.

Fowls of any kind will not live many
days at Leadhills. They pick up ar-
senical particles with their food, which
soon kills them. Tlorses, cows, dogs,
cats, are liable to the lead brash. A
cat, when seized with that distemper,
springs like lightning through every
corner of the house, falls into convui-
sions, and dies. A dog falls into strong
convulsions also, but occasionally re-
covers. A cow grows perfectly mad
in an instant, and must be immediately
killed. T'ortunately this distemper does
not affect the human species.—Szas. dee,
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LAMMER-WINE,

This imaginary liquor (Amber wine)
was esteemed a sort of elixir of immor-
tality, and its virtues are celebrated in
the following infallible recipe :—
¢« Drink ae coup o’ the lammer-wine,

An’ the tear is nae mair in your €’e ;
An’ drink twae coups o’ the lammer-

wine,

Nae dule nor pine ye’ll dree.

An’ drink three coups o' the lammer-
wing,

Your mortal life’s awa’,

An’ drink four coups o’ the lammer-
wine,

Ye'll turn a fairy sma’,

Arn’ drink five coups o’ the lammer-wine,

O’ joys ye've rowth an’ wale,

An’ drink sax coups 0’ the lammer-wine,

Ye'll ring ower hill and dale.

An’ drink seven coups o’ the lammer-
wine, :

Ye may dance on the milky way.
An’ drink aught coups o' the lammer-

wine,

Ye may ride on the fire-flaught blae.
An’ drink nine coups o’ the lammer-

wine,

Vour end-day ye'll never see ;

An’ the nicht is gane, an’ the day has
come

Will never set to thee.”

Mermaiden of Clyde.

LIP AND LEGGIN.

. To Lip and Leggin, is a phrase used
in Fifeshire relating to drink in a cup or
vessel. The person to whom the drink
is offered holds the vessel obliquely, so
as to try whether the liquid it contains
will at the same time touch the “leggin,”
or angle at the bottom, and reach the
“lip”or rim. If it does not, he re-
fuse§ lo receive it, saying, *‘ There’s no
a drink there ; it’ll 1o lip and leggin.”
~Mactaggart.

MEG DODS AND HER LODGER.

1 maun hae the Dbest of the cart,
Nelly—if you and me can gree—for it
is for ane of the best of painters. Your
fine folk down yonder would gie their
lugs to look at what he has been doing
—he gets gowd in goupins, for three
downright skarts and three cross anes—
and he is no an ungrateful loon, like
Dick Tinto, that had nac sooner my
good five-and-twenty shillings in his
pocket, than he gaed to birl it awa at
their bonny hotel yonder, but a decent
quiet lad, that kens when he is weel aff,
and bides still at the auld howff—And
what for no ?—Tell them all this, and
hear what they will say till’t.”

““ Indeed, mistress, I can tell ye that
already, without stirring my shanks for
the matter,” answered Nelly Trotter ;
¢ they will e’en say that ye are an auld
fule, and me anither, that may hae some
judgment in cock-bree or in scate-rum-
ples, but maunna fash our beards about
onything else.”

““Wad they say sae, the frontless
villains ? and me been a housekeeper
this thirty year !” exclaimed Meg; 1
wadna hae them sae it to my face! But
I am no speaking without warrant—for
what an I had spoken to the minister,
lass, and shown him ane of the loose
scarts of paper that Maister Tirl leaves
fleeing about his room? and what an he
had said he had kend Lord Bidmore gie
five guineas for the waur on’t? and a’
the warld kens he was lang tutor in the
Bidmore family.”

“ Troth,” answered her gossip, 1
doubt if I was to tell 2’ this they would
hardly believe me, mistress ; for there
are sae mony judges amang them, and
they think sae muckle of themselves,
and sae little of other folk, that unless
ye were to send down the bit picture, I
am no thinking they will believe a word
that 1 can tell them.”

“No believe what an honest woman
says, let abee to say twa o' them !” ex-
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claimed Meg; “Oh the unbelieving
generation '—Weel, Nelly, since my
back is up, ye sall tak down the picture,
or sketching, or whatever it is (though
I thought sketchers were aye made of
airn), and shame them wi’ it, the con-
ceited crew that they are. But see and
bring’t back wi’ ye again, Nelly, for it’s
a thing of value; and trustna it out o’
your hand, #a¢ 1 charge you, for 1
lippen no muckle to their honesty.
And, Nelly, ye may tell them he has
an illustrated poem—ilustrated—mind
the word, Nelly, that is to be stuck as
fou o’ the like o’ that, as ever turkey
was larded wi’ dabs o’ bacon.”

Thus furnished with her credentials,
and acting the part of a herald betwixt
two hostile countries, honest Nelly
switched her little fish-cart downwards
to St Ronan’s Well.—S¢ Ronar’s 110,

THE MILL-REEK.

The miners and smelters of T.ead-
hills and Wanlockhead are suliject, as
in other places, to the lead distemper,
or mill-reek, as it is called. It brings
on palsies, and sometimes madness,
terminating in death in about ten days.
~ZLennant, ‘

ORDEAL OF FIRE AND WATER,

This ancient method of purgation was
by trial two ways, one by water, the
other by fire. The former was ecither
in hot or cold water. If in cold, the
parties were adjudged innocent, if their
bodies, contrary to the course of nature,
did fleat on the water : if in hot water,
the arms and legs of the person accused
were put bare into boiling water, and,
if brought forth unhurt, were held in-
nocent of the crime he or she were
charged with, Those who were tried
by fire ordeal walked barefooted and
blindfolded over nine glowing plough-

shares ; or were to carry in their hands
burning irons usually of a pound weight,
which was called Simple ordeal ; those
of two pounds, Double ordeal, and they
of three pounds, Triple ordeal ; and if
they remained unhurt by the said irons
were acquitted, and on the contrary
condemned. The Fire ordeal was for
the trial of Freemen and persons of
distinction ; and that by Water for Bond-
men and rustics, But those wicked and
deceitful customs are long since abo-
lished, to the ease and happiness of the
people.—JAlaitland.

LACONIC EPITAPH.

The following epitaph was copied
from a stone in the church-wall of
Dowallie, Perthshire. It is without
date, but evidently of great age :—

Here lys
James Stewart
He sall rys,

A SINGULAR PROCESSION.

Ldinburgh, Anno 1736, July 1o.—
“ Yesterday nine wenches of the town
made an ‘ amende honourable’ through
the several streets of the city, the hang-
man attending them, and drums beating
to the tune of ¢Cuckolds-come-dig.’
Seven of them were afterwards sent to
the House of Correction. They were
very naked and meagre beings, and
fools into the bargain, for driving a
trade which afforded neither {ood nor
raiment,”—Caledonian Mercury,

THE WRAITH OF MONTROSH.

After the Dattle of Killiecrankie,
where fell the last hope of James in the
Viscount of Dundee, the ghost of hat
hero is said to have appeared about day-
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preak to his confidential friend, Lord
Balcarres, then confined in Edinburgh
Castle.  The spectre, drawing aside the
curtain of the bed, looked very stead-
fastly upon the Iarl, after which it
moved towards the mantelpiece, re-
mained there for some time in a leaning
posture, and then walked out of the
chamber without uttering one word.
Lord Balcarres, in great surprise, though
not suspecting that which he saw to be
an apparition, called out repeatedly to
his friend to stop, but received no
answer, and subsequently learned that
at the very moment this shadow stood
before him, Dundee had breathed his
Jast near the field of Killiecrankic.—
C. K. Sharpe.

A PATRIARCH,

On a gravestone in the churchyard of
Fyvie, Aberdeenshire, is the following
inscription :—¢ Erected to thememory of
Alexander Gray, some time farmer in
Mill of Burns, who died in the g6th year
of his age, having had thirty-two legiti-
matc children by two wives.”

JOIINNIE CARNEGIE’S ETITADIL,

Johnnie Carnegie lais hecr,
Descendit of Adam and Eve,
Gif ony can gang hieher,
Ise willing gie him leve.

HEALTHS IN SHETLAND,

It was usual about ninely years ago,
when a party was assembled ‘at Johns-
mass—a festival held at the time of the
ling fishery—for the principal person of
the feast to address his comrades after
the following manner :—

‘“Men and brethren, lat wis raise a
helt.  Tlere’s first ta da Glory o' God
2 da guid o' wir ain puir sauls, wir

wordy landmaister, an wir lovin meat-
mither, helt ta man, death ta fish, and
guid growth 1’ da grund.”

About Lammas, when (rom the
length of the nights, and the rapidity
of the tides, lives were often lost, the
convivial sentiment was, ¢‘ Helt ta man,
death ta fish, and detriment ta no man.”

But when the natives were about to
quit the ling-fishery, and to return home
to the harvest, the toast remembered
in the cottager’s cups was, *‘ God open
the mouth of the gray-fish, and haud
His hand about da corn.”—Hibbert.

PETER PEEBLES' PREJUDICE.

“ Ow, he is just a wud harum-scarum
creature, that wad never take to his
studies ; daft, sir, clean daft.”

“Deft 1" said the Justice; * what
d’ye mean by deft—eh ?”

¢ Just Fifish,” replied Peter; ¢ wowf
—a wee bit by the East-Nook or sae ;
it's a common case—the ae half of the
warld thinks the tither daft. I have
met with folk in my day tkat thought I
was daft mysell ; and, for my part, 1
think our Court of Session clean daft,
that have had the great cause of Peebles
against Plainstanes before them for this
score of years, and have never been able
to ding the bottom out of it yet.’—
Redgauntle.

CULTOQUEY’S LITANY.

There was an ancient gentleman,
Maxton of Cultoquey, in Perthshire, who
lived in the midst of Campbells, and
whose family, as might be expected,
bad experienced some difficulty in pre-
serving its possessions entire.  1de had
some other neighbours of the names
Drummond, Graham, and BMurray,
whose qualities, if less dangerous, were
not more agreeable. The whole he
anathematised in an addition to the
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Litany, which he used to repeat every
morning, on performing his toilette at
a well near his house—

From the greed of the Campbells,
From the ire of the Drummonds,
From the pride of the Grahams,
From the wind of the Murrays,
Good Lord, deliver us!

Nene of the individuals eoncerned took
the satire in ill part except the Murrays,
whose characteristic is the most oppro-
brious,—w/nd, in Scottish phraseology,
signifying a propensity to vain and
foolish bravado. It is said that the
Duke of Atholl, hearing of Cultoquey’s
Litany, invited the old humourist to
dinner, and desired to hear from his
own mouth the lines which had made
so much noise over the country, Cul-
toquey repeated them, without the least
hesitation or bungling ; when his grace
said, half in good, half in bad humour,
““Take care, Cultie, for the future to
omit my name in your morning devo-
tions, else I shall certainly crop your
ears for your boldness.”

““ That’s wind, my lord duke!” quoth
Cultoquey, with the greatest coolness,
at the same time taking off his glass.

On another occasion, a gentleman of
his grace’s name having called upon
Mr Maxton, and used some angry ex-
postulations on the manner in which his
clan was characterised, Cultoquey made
no answer, other than bidding his ser-
vant open the door, and let out the
wind of the Murrays ' —R. Chambers.

A MISUNDERSTANDING MISUNDER-
STOOD.

A countryman, going into the Court
of Session, took notice of two advo-
cates at the bar, who, being engaged
on opposite sides of the case in hand,
wrangled with and contradicted each
other severely, each frequently, how-

ever, styling his opponent ‘brother.”
The countryman observed to a by-
stander that there did not scem Lo be
much brotherly love between them.

¢ Oh,” said he, ““they’re only Lro-
thers-in-law,”

‘I suppose they’ll be married on
twa sisters, then,” replied he ; ““and I
think it’s just the auld story ower again
—freens gree best separate.”

THE INCHCAPE BELL.

By east the Isle of May, twelve miles
from all land, in the Germayne Seas,
lyes a great hidden rocke, called Inch-
cape, very dangerous for navigators,
because it is overflowed everie tide. It
is reported in old times, upon the said
rocke there was a bell fixed upon a tree
or timber, which rang continually, being
moved by the sea, giving notice to the
saylors of the danger. This bell or
clock was put there, and maintained by
the Abbot of Aberbrothok, and being
taken down by a sea pirate, a yeare
thereafter he perished upon the same
rocke with ship and goods, in the
righteous judgment of God.—Mori-
pennie.

A BRIDE'S ‘ PROVIDING.”

We have the authority of an experi-
enced matron for the following as a
complete inventory of a bride’s plenish-
ing, according to old Scottish notions,
and which, especially in the country, is
often still regarded as indispensable :—

I. A chest of drawers, ‘‘split new,”
and ordered for the occasion.

1. Bed and table linen, or waiprie
as it is styled, with a supply of blankets,

UL A “set” of silver tea spoons,
and, in some districts,

Iv. An eight-day clock.

But the sirze gra non of all was

V. A LADLE! — Wilson.
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TILEATRICAL CRITICISM.

When Edmund Kean paid his last
visit to Ayr, his performance of Othello
happened to be the subject of conversa-
tion in a shop. A butcher who was
present asked very gravely whether Mr
Kean spoke all he said out of his own
head, orif he learned it from a book ?
Being told how the thing was, he ob-
jected against puaying to hear a man
repeat what every person who could
read might do as well for himself. This
objection was met by some one obiserving
that the actor *“ did not only recite the
play, but he delineated the various
passions which belonged to the char-
acter.”

‘ Passions ! ” exclaimed the butcher
with a sneer of contempt, *‘gang to
the fishmarket if ve want to see folk
in a passion! That's the place for
passions |

(B4

ANDREW FAIRSERVICE SPEAKS
FOR ITIMSELF,

‘Tt disna become me to speak to the
point of my qualifications,” said Andrew,
looking around him with great com-
placency ; “‘but nae doubt I should
understand my trade of horticulture,
seeing I was bred in the parish of
Dreepdaily, where they raise lang-kale
under glass, and force the early nettles
for their spring kale. And, to speak
truth, I hae been flitting every term
these four-and-twenty years ; but when
the time comes there’s aye something to
saw that I would like to see sawn—or
something to maw that I would like to
see mawn—or something to ripe that I
would like to see ripen—and sae I e'en
daiker on wi’ the family frae year’s end
to year’s end. And I wad say for cer-
tain, that I am gaun to quit at Candle-
mas, only I was just as positive on it
twenly years syne, and I find mysell

still turning up the mouls here, for a’
that, Forbye that, to tell your honour
the evendown truth, there’s nae better
place ever offered to Andrew. But if
your honour wad wush me to ony place
where I could hear pure doctrine, and
lLae a free cow’s grass, and a cot, and a
yard, and mair than ten punds of annual
fee, and where there’s nae leddy about
the town to count the apples, I’se hold
mysell muckle indebted t'ye.”’

‘¢ Bravo, Andrew ! I perceive you'll
lose no preferinent for want of asking
patronage.”

‘T canna see what for I shonld,”
replied Andrew ; ‘‘it’s no a generation
to wait till ane’s worth’s discovered, I
trow,”—2Xob Roy.

A CAUTIOUS COMPLIMENT,

In ancient times the tenants of Lord
Breadalbane having applied to him for
a reduction of rent, had occasion to
dine together, before their landlord and
chief had sent his reply. When they
proposed his health, therefore, they
gave it in these cautious words,—
* Breadalbane—till we sec.”

ERRING ON THE RIGHT SIDE.

A certain minister was frequently ac-
cused of preaching the same sermon
twice over, though at a considerable
interval of time between them, One
day, however, he had the misfortune,
from a slip of memory, to deliver one
which he had preached only a week or
two previously. After the dismissal of
the congregation, the minister’s man
remarked to him,

“I hae often heard ye blamed, sir,
for gi'en us auld sermons ; but they’ll
surely no sae that o’ the ane ye gied
them the day, for it's just a fortnmight
sin’ they heard it afore in the same
place.”
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THE FACES OF WITCHES AND WIZARDS,

“Looking like a witch” is a proverb
that Las been always descriptive of the
most exquisite ugliness ; and whoever
has seen the frontispiece of a liighland
witeh will be satisfied with its force and
propriety. The face is so wrinkled,
that it commonly resembles the channels
of dried waters, and the colour of it
resembles nothing so much as a piece
rough tanned leather. The ecyes are
small and piercing, sunk into the fore-
head, like the expiring remains of a
candle in a socket. The nose is large,
prominent, and sharp, forming a bridge
to the contacting chin. These are re-
presented as the amiable features of a
witch. The wizard’s appearance differs
very little from that of his amiable sis-
ter the witch, only that his face is
covered over with a preternatural re-
dundance of hair, and that he wears
beneath his chin a bunch of hair in the
manner of a goat.— IV, G. Stewast.

KIDNAPPING A JUDGE.

Of Lord Durie the following remark-
able circumstance, highly illustrative of
the unsettled state of the country about
1640, is recorded. The Earl of
Traquair, lord high treasurer, having a
lawsuit, of great importance to bhis
family, depending before the court of
session, and believing that the opinion
of Lord Durie, then lord president, was
adverse to his interests, employed
Willie Armstrong, called Christie’s
Will, a noted and daring mosstrooper,
to convey his lordship out of the way
until the cause should be decided.
Accordingly, one day when the judge
was taking his usual airing on horse-
back on' Leith sands, without any
attendant, he wasaccosted by Armstrong
near the then unfrequented and furzy
common called the Figgate Whins,
forcibly dragged from hissaddle, blind-
folded, and muffled in a large cloak ; in

which condition he was carried to an old
castle in Annandale, named the Tower
of Graham. He remained closely
immured in the vault of the custle for
three months, debarred from all inter-
course with human kind, and rcceiving
his food through an aperture in the wall.
His friends, supposing that he bad
been thrown fiom his horse into the
sea, and been drowned, had gone into
mourning for him, but upon the lawsuit
terminating in favour of Lord Traquair,
Lhe was DLrought back in the same
mysterious manner, and set dewn on
the very spot whence he had been so
expertly kidnapped,—Scottish Nation.

HOW TO MEET A DIFFICULTY.

An old Nithsdale farmer possessed a
fair portion of that satiric humour which
belongs to the song of Zibbic Fotler.
Having two daughters ‘“mair black
than bonnie,” he would hint at their
uncomeliness—

¢“ My lasses wad hae mensed me had
I lived amang the black but comely
daughters o’ Jerusalem,” he would say;
“Dbut I'll do wi' them as the gudeman
o’ Roanshaw did wi’ his cowtes. Ile
put siller graithing on them, and hung
boblibins o’ gowd at their manes, and
shawed them at the market, sayin’,
‘Some will gie a bode for-ye, for the

i3

sonks and bridle. I

A CONSOLATION,

“Iih, sir,” said a minister’s man, one
Sabbath morning to the clergyman;
while assisting him on with his gown,
‘“do yesee what a lot o’ folk are leaving
the kirk the day, and gaun ower the
hill to the meeting house ?”

“Very true John,” replied the mini-
ster, jocosely ; “but, John, ye dinna see
ony o’ the stipend gaun ower after
them 1" e S



THE BOOK OF SCOTTISH ANIECDOTE,

15

i

A GRAVE COURTSHIP.

A certain Scotch beadle fell in love
with the manse housemni_d, but was at
o loss for an opportunity to declare
pimsell.  One Sunday, however, when
his duties were ended, he mustered

wrage to say—

“ Wad ye )ak a tarn, Mary?”

1Ie led her to the churchyard, and,
pointing with his finger, got out, *‘ My
fowk lie there, Mary ; wad ye like to
Jie there?”  The grave hint was taken,
and she afterwards became his wife.—
Dr Rogers.

TAIT FOR EVER!

Otho Herman Wemyss was the son
of Mr William Wemyss, a respectable
writer to the Signet; and although a
Jawyer of no inconsiderable talent, met
with little success at the Bar, e was
astaunch Whig, and in old age obtained
the appointment of Sheriff-substitute of
Selkirk, which office, shortly before his
death in 1833, he relinquished. While
holding this appointment, he paid a
visit to Edinburgh, during the excite-
ment occasioned by the outcry against
the annuity-tax, and upon this occasion
got his liberal notions somewhat shaken,
It is well known that Mr William Tait,
bookseller, who had obtained great
popularity as a leading member of the
radical party, was, upon his refusal to
pay the obnoxious tax, sent to the
Calton [ail, and his progress there par-
took more of a ‘riumphal procession
than an incarcera.jon for non-payment
of taxes. Poor Otho was sauntering
along Waterloo Place, and had got
almost opposite to the Calton Jail,
when he was surrounded by the mob
assembled on this memorable occasion.

cheer was given for Mr Tait, and
ome of the illustrious unwashed insistecd
that the Sheriff should doff his beaver,
and join in the acclamations Qtho,

who thought the better part of valour
was discretion, did as he was bid, and
shouted loudly, *“Tait for ever!” 'The
stranger, delighted with the enthusiasm
displayed, swore eternal friendship, and
as embracing amongst men is not
relished in this country, insisted on
shaking hands with so warthy a citizen,
This boon was conceded, and theancient
patriot’s fingers received so fervent a
pressure, that they tingled for some time
afterwards.  The mysterious anti-an-
nuitant then beat a retreat, and when the
judge had recovered from the thrilling
emotions produced by the affectionate
squeeze, hediscovered that his new friend
had removed from one of his ligits a
valuable seal ring.  This he induoitably
had taken away from no sordid motive;
but as a memorial of the veneration
in which he held his proselyte, and asa
pledge of fraternization. ~ Otho, who
told the story, was by no means
reconciled to this popular manner of
testifying respect.—Court of Session
Garland.,

A POET CRITICISED,

Thomson the poet had an uncle, -a
clever, active mechanie, who could do
many things with his hands, and con-
templated James's indolent, dreamy,
“feckless”  character with impatient
displeasure.

Vehen the first of ™ 7he Seasons—
“ Winter’—had been completed at
press, Jamie thoughit, by a presentation
copy, to'triumph over his uncle’s scep-
ticism ; and to propitiate his good
opinion he had the book handsomely
bound. The old man never looked
inside, or asked what the book was
about, but, turning it round and round
with his fingers in gratified admiration;
exclaimed—

¢ Come, is that really our Jamic's
doin’ now ?—vell, I never thought the
cratur wad hae had the-llandicralt to dae
the like 1 ol A
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A MISLEADING TITLE.

There is a sober-looking volume, gene-
rally bound in sheep, called *“M ‘Ewen
on the Types,”—a theological book, in
fact, treating of the types of Christianity
in the old law. Concerning it, a friend
once told me that, at an auction, he had
seen it vehemently competed for by an
acute-looking citizen artizan and a burly
farmer from the hills. The latter; the
successful bidder, tossed the lot to the
other, saying he might “hae’t and be
d d to it—he thocht it was a buik
upo’ the tups,” a word whicl, it may be
necessary to inform the unlearned reader,
means rams ; but the other competitor
also declincd the lot : he was a com-
positor, or journeyman printer, and
expected to find it honestly devoted to
those tools of his trade of which it pro-
fessed to deal.—%. Hill Burton.

MARRIAGE SUPERSTITIONS.

There was pointed out to the author
lately a person in the eastern part of
Scotland, who had fallen into a certain
degree of discredit only a few years ago,
from declining to undergo a ceremony
not uncommon in earlier times. On the
morning after marriage, the youth of
both sexes, or perhaps females, were the
principal participators, assembled along
with the new married pair. A basket
was transmitted among them, and gradu-
ally filled with stones, until reaching the
bridegroom, when it was suspended from
his neck. Then receiving some addi-
tional load, his affectionate helpmate,
to testify her sense of the caresses he
had lavished on her, cut the cord and
relieved him of this oppressive burden.
~—Dalyell,

SAVING TIAME.

An aged Forfarshire lady, khowing
the habits of her old and spoilt servant,

when she wished a note to be taken
without loss of time, held it open, and
read it over to him, saying, “There
noo, Andrew, ye ken a’ ihat's in't;
noo dinna stop to open it, but jest send
it off.”

MODERN-ANCIENTS.

The absurdity of detracting from th
merits of moderns because their geniu
approximates to that of the ancients
has perhaps never been better ridicule
than in the following repartee of Burns

He was quoting a brilliant sentimen
in an old Scottish seng, with his accus
tomed warmth, to a pedantic school
master, who coolly observed—

*“That it was very good—but th
idea was in Horace.”

““That may be,” replied Burns, “bu
Horace stole it from the Scotchman,”

A GALLOWAY POUND OF BUTTER,

A person came to an honest gude w
and wanted a guz 0 butter, but, as bag
luck would have it, the punstane wal
lost, so she did not know how in all thi
world she should serve her customer
the ouncle-weights were rummaged ovel
and over, and none less than the mea
stane quarter could be found, and wit
this she saw it was impossible to weig
a pound. While pondering the matte
as a gude wife ponders, the fazgs struc
her fancy. “O!” quoth she, “I ken hoy
we’ll manage now ; the gudeman brongh
hame a pair o’ new tangs the othes
night, which weighed in the smiddy just
twa pun; sae stand by and I’ll soon)
weigh ye wi’ them your butter.” She
then opened the legsof the tongs, put|
one leg in the scale against the butter,
and let the other hang out. The beam
got its fair swing, and so weighed
douce Galloway pound of butter.
Mactaggart,
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A KILMAURS WHITTLE.

A man of acute understanding and
quickness of action is said to be as
sharp as a Kilmaurs Whittle. An old
presbyterian clergyman, in addressing
himself to his audience, upon rising to
gpeak after a young divine, who had
delivered a discourse in flowery lan-
guage and English pronunciation,
said—

“My friends, we have had a great
deal of fine English ware among us the
day, but aiblins my Kilmaurs whittle
will ent as sharp as ony English blade ;”
meaning that the language of his own
country would be better understood,
and do more good.—Stat. Account.

DEOCH AN DORUIS.

When the landlord of an inn pre-
sented his guests with deoc/k an doruis,
that is, the drink at the door, or
the sticrup-cup,” the draught was not
charged in the reckoning. On this
point a learned bailie of the town of
Forfar pronounced a very sound judg-
ment,

A., an ale-wife in Forfar, had brewed
her ‘“ peck of malt,” and set the liquor
out of doors to cool ; the cow of B., a
neighbour of A., chanced to come by,
and secing the good beverage, was
allured to taste it, and finally to drink
itup. When A. came to take in her
liquor, she found her tub empty, and
from the cow’s staggering and staring,
S0 as to betray her intemperance, she
easily divined the mode in which her
“browst” had disappeared. To take
vengeance on Crummie’s ribs with a
stick was her first effort. The roaring
of the cow brought B., her master, who
feémonstrated with his angry neighbour,
and received in reply a demand for the
value of (he ale which Crummie had
drunk up.  B. refused payment, and

was conveyed before C. the bailie; or
sitting magistrate. He heard the case
patiently ; and then demanded of the
plaintiff A., whether the cow had sat
down to her potation, or taken it stand-
ing? The plaintiff answered, she had
not seen the deed committed, but she
supposed the cow drank the ale while
standing on her feet ; adding, that had
she been near she would have made
her use them to some purpose, The
bailie, on this admission, solemnly
adjudged the cow’s drink to be deock
an doruis —a stirrup-cup, for which no
charge could be made, without violating
the ancient hospitality of Scotland.—
Waveiley.

SLEEPIN’ OR WAKING?

¢t Sleepin’, Tonald ?” said a High-
lander to a drowsy acquaintance, who
was ruminating on the grass in a hori-
zontal position.

¢ No, Tuncan,” was the ready answer.

¢¢ Then, Tonald, would you’ll no lend
me ten and twenty shilling?” was the
next question.

““ Ough, ough! " was the response,
with a hieavy snore; ¢‘ I'm sleepin’ noo,
Tuncan, my lad,”

THE WRONG SIDE FOR TRACTS.

Robert Kettle, a temperance mission-
ary in Glasgow, left a few tracts with a
young lady one morning. Calling at
the same house a few days afterwards,
he was rather disconcerted at observing
the tracts doing duty as curl-papers on
the head of the damsel to whom he had
given them.

‘“Weel, my lassie,” he remarked,
‘¢ 1 see you have used the tracts I left
wi' ye ; but,” he added, in time to turn
confusion into merriment, ‘“ye have
putten them on the wrang side o’ your
head, my woman {” B

)
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AUTHOR AND CRITIC.

When Leyden read Campbell’s “To-
henlinden,” he said to Scott—

““Dash it ! I hate the fellow, but he
has written the best verses I have read
for ever so long;” to which Campbell
replied—

T detest Leyden with all my soul,
but T know the value of his critical ap-
probation ! 7’

HIGIILAND VIEW OF HEAVEN,

““I know what sort o’ heaven you'd pe
wantin’ ! ” shouted an earnest and ex-
cited Highland minister into the ears of
an apathetic congregation, to whom he
had delivered, without any apparent
effect, a vivid and Impressive address

1 the glory of heaven. ¢TI know what
sort o’ heaven you'd pe wantin’ ! You'd
pe wantin’ that all the seas would pe
hot water ; that all the rivers would pe
rivers of whiskies ; and that all the hills
and the mountains would pe loaves o’
shugar!  That’s the sort o heaven
you'd pe wantin’! Moreover,” he
added, warming to his work,  you'd
pe wantin’ that all the com-stooks
would pe pipe-staples, and tobaccos,
and sneeshin’; that’s the sort o’ heaven
you'd pe wantin’ !”?

A’ 00,

A gentleman, in company with a lady
to whom he was about to be married,
and who carried a white muff, called
upon an old gentlewoman on a winter
morning. The latter, observing some
of the down off the Miuffadhering to the
slceve of the gentleman’s coat, said—

“Mr, there’s some woo’ on your
coal.”

““ Nae wonder, ma'am,” replied the
smiling swain, ““for T hae been wooing
a’ morning,”

BURNS’ SCOTTISH DIALECT.

Letter from Robert Burns to My VW, Nicol,
Master of the Higl School, Edinburg

“No man had ever more command of the
ancient Doric dialect than Burns. He has left
a curious testimony of his skill in the following
letter—an attempt to read a sentence of which
would break the teeth of most modern Scotch-
men,”—S8éir Walter Scotd.

CARLISLE, Yune 1, 1787.
Kinp, HoxEsT-HEARTED WILLIE §

I'm sitten down here, after seven and
forty miles ridin’, e’en as forjeskit and
forniaw’d as a forfoughten cock, to gie
you some notion o’ my land-lowper-like
stravaguin sin the sorrowfu’ hour that
I sheuk hands and parted wi’ Auld
Reekie.

My auld ga’d gleyde o’ a meere has
huchyall’d up hill and down brae, in
Scotland and England, as teugh and
birnie as a vera devil wi’ me, It's true,
she’s as poor’s a sang-maker and as
hard’s a kirk, and tipper-taipers when
she taks the gate, first like a lady’s
gentlewoman in a minuwae, or a hen on
a het girdle ; but she’s a yauld, pouth-
erie girran for a’ that, and has a stomak
like Willie Stalker’s meere that wad
hae disgeested tumbler-wheels, for she'll
whip me aff her five stimparts o’ the
best aits at a down-sitten, and ne’er
fash her thumb. When ance her ring-
banes and spavies, her crucks and
cramps, are fairly soupl’d, she beets to,
beets to, and aye the hindmost hour the
tightest. T could wager her price to a
thretty pennics, that for twa or three
wooks, ridin’ at fifty miles a day, the
deil-sticket a five gallopers acqueesh
Clyde and Whithorn could cast saut on
her tail.

I hae dander’d owre a’ the kintra frae
Dunbar to Seleraig, and hae foregather’d
wi’ monya guid fallow, and mony a weel-
far’d hizzie. T met wi’ twa dink quines |
in particular, ane o’ them a sonsie, fine,
fodgel lass, baith braw and bonnie ; the
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tither was 2 clean-shankit, stmught,
tight, weelfar'd \\’Cngh, as blythe’s a
Jintwhite on-a flowerie thorn, and as
qweet and modest’s a new blawn plum-
rose ima hazle shaw. They were baith
pred to mainers by the beuk, and onie
ane o them lmd. as muckle smeddum
and runiblegumption as the lmlito’ soe
Pmsbytrics that you and I baith l<c1.1.
They play'd me sic a deevil 0’ a shavie
¢hat 1 daur say, if my harrigals were
aun’d out, ye wad see twa nicks i the
heart of me like’ the mark o' a kail-
whittle in a castock.

I was gaun to write you a lang pystle,
put, gude foigie me, I gat mysel sae
noutouricusly Dbeastifi’d the day, after
kail-time, that I can hardly stoiter but
an’ ben.

My best respecks to the gudewife and
2’ our common friens, especiall Mr and
Mrs Cruikshank, and the honest guid-
man o’ Jock’s Lodge. _

T’ll be-in Dumfries the morn gif the
beast be to the fore, and the branks
bide hale.

Gude be wi’ you, Willie ! Amen!

R. B.

UMBRELLAS IN GLASGOW,

Dr Jamieson first introduced the
umbrella into Glasgow in 1782. He
procured it in Paris, dand it was a
ponderons article formed of heavy wax-
cloth, stout cane ribs, and a long
clumsy wooden handle.

A PAWKIE REGGAR.

A beggar-man, going his rounds in a
populous parish in “Ayrshire, tock the
liberty of rapping at the door of the
best house in it It so happened that
the only domestic in the house was the
ook, who left her own more immediate
Juisiness to open the dootr. ‘Seeing that
1t was only a beggar-man who had dis-

turbed her, she angrily bade him go
about his business and find work to do.

“Oh” said the gaberlunzie, *“if I
maun, I maun; but afore I gang, I
canna help sayin’ that I haena seen sag
bonny a foot in a coif or a carrich, as
your ain ane.”

“Ye're 10 the first that has said
that, gudeman,” said the mollified lady
of the dripping-pan; *‘mony hae
thocht the same—come ben, puir body,
and I will ¢’en gie ye a chack |”

PLOUGHS AND HARROWS.

A clergyman in one of the agricul-
tural districts of Scotland had busied
himself in introducing an improved
plough, about which he was for some
time very ““full,” as the Scotch say;
and accordingly, wherever he was, he
was sure to overflow in reference to the
subject. He afterwards employed his
busy brain in editing a school edition of
Horace, of which, for some time, he
was also very ‘“ full” Calling one day
upon a farmer in the neighbourhood, he
said, ‘* Well, John, have you seen my
Horace?”

¢ Na, sir,” quoth John, I haena
seen your harrows; but weel I kent
your ploo !”

AN OLD PROCLAMATION,

In Zhe Gentleman's Magazine for
1731 we find the following proclama-
tion of a fair which we give verdatine:—

“Opyez, and that’s ae time; Oyesz,
and that’s twa times ; Oyez, and that’s
{he third and last time. Al manner of
person and persons whasoever, let them
draw near, and I shall let them ken,
that there is a fair to be held at the
toun o’ Langholm, for the space o’
aught days; wherein if any hustrin,
custrin, land-louper, dub-scouper, or
gang-the-gate swinger, shall breed ony
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hurdum-durdum, rabblement, brabble-
ment, or swabblement, he shall have
his lugs nailed to the muckle troue,
with a nail of twal-a-penny, until he
down on his hob-shanks, and pray to
heaven, nine times God bless the King,
and thrice the Laird o’ Relton, paying a
groat to me, Jemmy Ferguson, bailie
of the aforesaid manor. So you've
heard my proclamation ; I'll hame to
my dinner.”

SIR WALTER SCOTT AND TOM PURDIE.

Two or three more fish were taken
amongst the stones at the tail of the
cast, and the sport in the carry-wheel
being now ended, the fish were stowed
in the hold of the boat, the crew jumped
ashore, and a right hearty appeal was
made to the whisky bottle, It was first
tendered to the veteran, Tom Purdie,
to whom it always was observed to have
® natural gravitation, but to the aston-
ishment of all, he barely put his lips to
the quaigh, and passed it to his nephew.

“ Why, uncle, man, what the deil’s
came owre ye? I never kent ye refuse
a drappie afore ; no, not sin I was a
callant. I canna thole to sec you gang
that gait.”

¢ Why, I'll tell ve what it is, Charlie.
T got a reproof from Sir Walter for
being fou the ither night.”

“Eh, uncle, how was that ?”

¢ “Why,” says Sir Walter, ‘Tom,’says
he, ¢ I sent for ye on Monday, and ye
were not at hame at aight o'clock ; I
doubt ye were fou, Tom.” Tl joust
tell ye the hale truth, says I; I gaed
round by the men at wark at Rymer’s
Glen, and came in by Tarfield ; then I
went to Darnick, had a glass o’ whisky
wi’ Sandy Trummel at Susy’s, and I was
joust coming awa when Rob steppit in,
and cried for half-a-mutchkin. I was-
na for takin mair, but the glasses were
filled, and I did not like to be beat wi’
them, so 1 took mine. ‘And is that

all you had, Tom?' said Sir Walter.
Ay, indeed was it, said I ; but heaven
have a care o me, I never was the
waur of it, till I was ganging up by
Jemmy Mercer’s by Coat’s Green ; and
when I cam up by Kaeside I wanted ta
see Maister Laidlaw, but I thocht I
durstna gangin ; and how I got hame
I dinna ken, for I never minded it nae
mair ; but our wife was in a terrible
bad key i’ the morning, because I was
sair wanted last nicht. ¢ Well,” said
the maister, ‘ ye mun never do the like
again, Tom.” We then gaed to the
woods, and thinned the trees ; and I
laboured with the axe at thae that Sir
Walter marked. ¢Now, Tom,” says
le, ¢ you will go home with me, for you
have been working very hard, and a
glass of whisky will do yougood ;’ and
e cawed to Nicholson to bring Tom a
glass o’ Glenlivet. I tukitdown; and,
man, if ye'd found it, it beat a’ the
whisky Iever tasted in my life. ‘ Well,
Tom,” said Sir Walter, ‘how do you
feel after it? Do you think another
glass will do ye any harm?’ T said
naething, but I thocht I wad like anither,
and Nicholson poured out ane, and T
tuk it. Then the maister said, ¢ Tom,
do you feel onything the waur o't?’
Na, na, said I; but it’s terrible powerfu’,
and three times as strang as ony whisky
I ever drank in my life.  “Then, Tom,’
says Sir Walter, ‘never tell me that
three glasses o' Susy’s whisky will fll
ve fou, when ye have drank twa of
mine, which you say is three times as
strong, and you feel all the better Yo it.”
Hey, man, I never was so ta'en by the
face in 2’ my life ! I didna ken where
to luk. The deil fa’ me if ever he catch
me sae again {"—Serope’s Days and
Nights of Salmon Fishing.

QUID RO QUO.

Henry Mackenzie, author of ‘Theé
Man of Feeling,” and a great friend of
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Sir Walter Scotl’s, was a lawyer. Ile
was in the Highlands in 1786 with
genemi Sir William H———, who
had gone there to war upon grouse and
moor-fowl. After dinner, lllfi‘COll\'el"-
sation turned upon poisous. T'he vari-
ous effects of different species were
meutioned, and among others those of
yatsbane and laurel,

«We say in England,” quoth the
General to ;\Ir'Mackanie, ‘“that rats-
pane will not kill a Zazoper.”

¢« And we say in Scotland,” answered
Mr Mackenzie, ‘‘that some generals
are in no dangev from laurel”

A PHILOSOPHICAL PHYSICIAN.

Tt happened, at a small county town
in England, that Sir Walter Scott sud-
denly required medical advice for one
of his servants, and, on inquiring if
there was any doctor at the place, he
was told that there were two—one long
established, and the other a new-conzer.
The latter gentleman, being luckily
found at home, soon made his appear-
ance—a grave, sagacious-looking per-
sonage, attired in black, with a shovel-
hat, in whom, to his utter astonishment,
Sir Walter recognised a Scotch Dblack-
smith, whe had formerly practised with
tolerable success as a veterinary surgeon
in the neighbourhood of Ashestiel.

““How, in all the world !” exclaimed
he; “can it be possible that this is John

undie ?”’

“In troth is't, yer honour ; just a’
that’s o’ him,” was the answer.

“Well, but let us hear ; you were a
horse-doctor before ; Now it seems you
are a man-doctor; how do you get
on?”

" Ou, just extraordinary weel; for

Your honour maun ken my practice is

;’iizy'surcr and ort~hodox. I depend en-

“.‘\llpun twa simples.”

Perh‘anfi' what may their names be?
DS 1t 1s a secret,”

“Tll tell your honour,” lie said, in a
low tone ; “my twasimples are just lau-
damy and calamy.”

‘“Simples with a vengeance !” re-
plied Sir Walter. ‘“But, John, do
you never happen to kill any of your
patients ?”

“Kill! ou aye, maybe sae! Whiles
they dee, and whiles no ; but it’s the
will o’ Providence. Ony how, your
honour, it will be lang before it maks
up for I'lodden !”

THE GENERAL RISING,

Joseph Gillon, an Edinburgh wit of
the early part of the present century,
was asked if he thought that a certain
young advocate of the liberal party
‘“would rise.”

‘“Oh, yes,” said Joseph, “I'll be
bound he will ;—at the general rising 1”

A GOOD SALESMAN.

A vender of buttons, buckles, pins,
and other small wares, who occn-
pied a small shop at the head of the
Saltmarket in Glasgow, in which street,
erewhile, Bailie Nicol Jarvie domiciled,
observed a country lout standing at his
window one day, with an undecided
wanting-to-buy expression on his face.
At last he entered the shop and inquived
of the keeper “if he had ony pistols to
sell.”

The shopman had long studied the
counter logic of endeavouring to per-
suade a customer to buy what he may
have on sale, rather than what the cus-
tomer asks for.

““ Man,” said he, *‘what would be
the use o’ a pistol to you >—youn wad just
shoot yoursel’, or maybe some other
body wi't! You should buy a flute;
see, there’s ane, an’ it’s no sac dear as
a pistol ; just stop an’ open, finger
aboot they sax wee holes, and blaw in
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at the big ane, and ye can hae ony (une
ye like after a wee while’s practice.
Besides, you'll maybe blaw a tune into
the heart o’ some blythe bouny lassie,
that’ll bring to you the worth o’ a
thousand pistols or German futes
either.”

‘‘ Man,” said the simple customer,
“I'm glad that I've met wi’ you the
day—just tie’t up ;” and paying down
the price asked, he bade him good-day,
with a significant nod of the head, re-
marking, ““Itll no be my faut gin ye
get na a chance o’ riding the broose at
my waddin’ sin’ ye hae learned me to
be my ain piper.”

ENGLISH SHELEP HEADS,

A Scottish family, having removed to
London, wished to have a sheep’s head
prepared as they had been accustomed
to have it at home, and sent a servant
Lo the butcher to procure one.

“My gude man,” said the gixl, “1
want a sheep’s head.”

“There’s plenty of them,” replied the
knight of the knife, ‘choose one for
yourself.”

““Na, na,” said she, ““I want ane
that will sing (singe).”

““ Go, you stupid girl,” said he, ¢ who
ever heard of a sheep’s head that could
sing?”

‘“ Why,” said the girl in wrath, ““it’s
ye that’s stupid , for a’ the sheep’s heads
in Scotland can sing : but I jalouse
your English sheep are just as grit fules
as their owners, and they can do nae-
thing as they ocht.”

A FAMILY LIKENESS.

Some soldiers who were quartered in
1 country village, when they met at the
roll-call, were asking one another what
kind of quarters they had got; one of

them sajd he had very good quarlers,
but the strangest landlady ever he saw
—she always took him off. A comrade
said he would go along with him, and
would take her off IHe went, and
offered to shake hands with her, saying,

‘“ How are you, Elspa?”

¢“ Indeed, sir,” said she, *‘ ye hae the
better o’ me : I dinna ken ye.”

“ Dear me, Elspa,” replied the soldier,
“d’ye no ken me? I'm the devil's
sister’s son.”

¢“ Dear save us ! ” quoth the old wife,
looking him broadly in the face; *‘od,
man, but ye're like your uncle !”

1

QUITE AS NECESSARY,

George Buchandn being told that the
Earl of Mar had obtained the govern-
ment of the young king, James VI,
asked immediately, “ Who, then, shall
have the government of the Earl of
Mar?”

* GREETIN’ FoU.”

A well-known antiquary was one
night snugly seated over a bowl of
punch with a few select cronies, in
Leslie’s tavern, in the Old Post-office
Close, Ldinburgh. For a reason that
will appear, we are enabled to fix the
precise day and date of this carousai—
it was the 8th of February 1787. After
bearing for a time his usnal share in the
social conversation that was going on,
the subject of this anecdote suddenly
sank into total silence, assumed a most
melancholy aspeet, and ultimately burst
into a flood of tears, We do not mean
to assert that the worthy man was at
the time as sober as a judge; neither
was he exactly half-fou, nov yet dead
drunk ; he was just at that peculiar
stage of intoxication when pathetic nar-
rative orsong has the effect described
in the words at the head of this para-
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raph : he was, inshort, *‘ greetin’ fou.”
The exciting cause of the antiquary’s
rief was, however, of a peculiarly ap-
opriate kind.
¢PDear me, Mr C——,” said every
one present, ‘‘what's the matter wi’
ve? Has onything happened? What
ails ye?”
«’Ol, gentlemen,” at length sobbed
out the lacln‘ylpose antiquary, ‘I've
just been thinking that it was on 6 %s
very day twa hunder year ago that pu.*
Queen Mary was beheaded !”

ixl'

)

A FAIR OFFER.

After the Reformation, Nigel Ramsay,
laird of Dalhousie, and ancestor of the
Larl of Dalhousie; went to hear a
preaching along with the Regent Mur-
ray, who afterwards asked him how he
liked it.

“ Passing well,” answered the laird ;
¢ purgatory he hath altogether ta’en
away : if the morn he will take away
the place of future punishment alto-
gether as well, T will give him half the
lands of Dalhousie.”

DEAD SHOT,

An ironmonger who kept a shop in
the High Street of Edinburgh, and sold
gunpowder and shot, when asked by
any ignorant person in what respect
*“ patent ” shot—a new article at that
time—surpassed the old kind,

“Oh, sir,” he would answer,
shoots deader.”

LT

A CENTENARIAN PUNSTER.

Tt is said by tradition that Grahame
of Claverhouse was very desirous to see,
and be introduced to, a certain Lady

Iphinstoun; who had reached the ad-
vanced age of one hundred years.

The noble matron, being a staunch
whig, was rather unwilling to receive
Claver’se—as he was called from his
title—but at length consented. After
the usual compliments, the officer ob-
served to the lady, that having lived so
much beyond the usual term of human-
ity, she must in her time have seen
many strange changes.

““Hout na, sir,” said Lady Elphin-
stoun, ‘‘ the world is just to end wi’ me
as it began. When I was entering life,
there was ane Knox deaving us a’ wi’
his c/avers, and now I am ganging out,
there is ane Claver’se deaving us a wi’
his knocks, "—Sir W, Scott,

A LIVING CORTSE.

Sir James Stirling, Bart., was Lord
Provost of Edinburgh 1794-5. In per-
son he was very tall and extremely
attenuated. - e was one day walking
in his official robes, and was pointed
out to an old woman from the country
as the Lord Provost.

““Ts that the Lord Provost?” said
she in amazement ; ‘‘deed, T thocht it
was a corpse rinnin’ awa i’ the mort-
claith.”

CAPITAL PUNISHMENT.

There was an old Scotchman who
always rode a donkey to his work, and
tethered him while he laboured on the
road, ov wherever else he might be. It
was suggested to him by a neighbouring
gentleman that he was suspected of
putting him in to feed in the fields at
other people’s expense.

¢ ¥h, laird, I could never be tempted
to do that, for my cuddy winna eat
anything but nettles and thistles.”

One day, however, the same gentle-
man was riding along the road, when
he saw Andrew Leslie at work, and his
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donkey up to his knees in one of his
own clover fields, feeding Jeaxuriously.

““Hollo! Andrew,” said he, “I
thought you told me your cuddy would
eat nothing but nettles and thistles.”

“Av,” was the reply, ‘‘but he mis-
behaved the day ; he nearly kicked me
ower his head, sae 1 put him in there
just to punish him ! ”

AN APT TEXT,

The Rev. Hamilton Paul, on receiving
the presentation to the church and parish
of Broughton, near Edinburgh, preached
a farewell sermon to his congregation at
Ayr ; and, not a little to the surprise of
his auditory, gave out his text :—* And
they fell upon Paul’s neck, and kissed
him "

WILKIE'S NATIONALITY.

“Thomson ! ye maun be a Scotch
Thomson, I’Il warrant ?” said Wilkie to
Ilenry Thomson, as they sat together
for the first time at the Academy dinner.

“I'in of that ilk, sir,” was the reply ;
*my father was a Scotchman.”

“Was he, really?” exclaimed Wilkie,
grasping the other’s hand quite bro-
therly.

** And my mother was Irish.” -

“ Ay, ay ; was she really?” and the
hand relaxed its (crvour.

“And I was born in England.”

Wilkie let go Thomson’s hand al-
together, turned his back on him, and
indulged in no further conversation.—
Life of Str Dazid Wilkie.

A HAPPY COMPLIMENT,

General Wolfe iuvited a Scottish
officer to dine with him ; the same day
he was also invited by some brother
officers,

““ You must excuse me,” said he to
them —““I am already engagcd to
Wolfe.”

A smart young ensign observed that
he might as well have expressed himsell
with more respect, and said ‘‘ General
Wolfe,”

¢ Sir,” said the Scottish officer with
great promptitude, ‘‘we never say
“ General Alexander,” or ¢ General
Ceesar.’”

Wolfe, who was within hearing, by a
low bow acknowledged the pleasure he
felt at the high compliment.

SCOTTISHH BULLS.

A few years ago a board was placed
on the wall of Newbattle House, near
Edinburgh, on which was inscribed the
following words i—

““Any person entering these en-
closures, will be shot and prosecuted.”

“Noo, my gude bairns,” said a
schoolmaster to his class, ““ there’s just
another instance o’ the uncertainty o'
human life; ane o’ your ane schule-
mates—a fme wee bit lassie—went to
her bed hale and weel at nicht, and
rose a corpse in the morning.”

An intimation hung in a warehouse
in Glasgow was to this effect :—

““No credit given here, except to
those who pay money down.”

A FORCIBLE HINT.

A gentleman who had recently re-
turned [rom the East Indies, where
he had made a large fortune, which
he showed no great alacrity about
spending, was of opinion, it seems, that
his company had had enough of wine,
rather sooner than they had come to
the same conclusion.  1le offered
another bottle in feeble and hesitating
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germs, and remained dallying with the
corkserew, as if in hopes that some
one would interfere, and prevent fur-
(her effusion of the Bordeaux.

¢ Sir,” said Robert Burns, the poet,
Josing temper, and betraying in his
mood something of the old rusticity—
¢ Sir, you have been in Asia, and, for
aught T know, on the Mount of Moriah,
and you seem to hang over your lappit
jen as remorsefully as Abraham did
over his son Isaac. Come, sir, to the
sacrifice ! "—Zockhart.

A FAIR EXCIiIANGE.

An old Scottish beggar, with bonnet
in hand, appealed to a clergyman for
ta bit of charity.” The minister put
a piece of silver into his hand. “Thank
ve, sir ; o, thank ye! I'll gie ye an
afternoon’s hearing for this ane o’ these
days.”

THE MINOR PROPHETS,

A Scoich preacher being sent to offi-
ciate one Sunday at a country parish,
was accommodated at mnight in the
manse, in a very diminutive closet,
instead of the usual ¢“ best bed ” appro-
priated to strangers.

“Is (his the bedroom?” he said
when he saw it, starting back in amaze-
ment,

** Deed ay, sir,” responded the lady
of the house, who had escorted him up-
stairs : * this is the prophet’s chaumer.”

** It maun be for the minor prophets,
then,” was the quiet reply.

WIAT WAS SAID TO ‘‘ TIIE CAUSE.”

Sir Walter Scott brought pleasure
with him into every party. His rich,
ricy humour in telling stories and
Riving anecdotes, always on the spur of

the moment, was delightful, He had
an anecdote ready, a story to mateh, or
““cap” as he used to call it, every one
he heard ; and that with most perfect
ease and hearty good humour. His
first publisher, Robert Miller, gave
anecdotes very pleasantly, and one day,
after dinner, he was telling the com-
pany that either he, or some friend,
had been present at an assize court in
Jedburgh, when a farm-servant had
summoned his master for non-payment
of wages, which he—the servant—Nhad
justly forfeited through some miscon-
duct. After a great deal of cross-
questioning—

“I'm sure, my lord,” said the pur-
suer, ‘“‘ I’'m seeking nowt but what I've
rowt for!”

‘C Ay, my man,” responded the judyge,
‘““but P'm thinking ye'll hae to rowf a
wee langer afore ye get it though ;”
and nonsuited him.

Scott, with the others, was well
pleased with this courtly dialogue, and
in his easy unaflfected manner, said—

““ Well, something of a similar nature
occurred when a friend of mine was
present at the Justice-court at Jedburgh.
Two fellows had Dbeen taken up for
sheep-stealing ; there was a dense
crowd, and we were listening with
breathless attention to the evidence,
when, from what reason I have for-
gotten, there was a dead pause, during
which the judge, observing a rosy-
cheeked, chubby-faced country Doy,
who seemed to pay the utmost attention
to what was going on, and continued
to fix his eyes on his lordship's counte-
nance, cried out to the callant—

¢ ¢Well, my man, what do you say to
the cause ?’

‘¢ Eh, gosh,” answered the boy,
‘but that’s a gude ane! What div I
say? 1 whiles say Zwi /ufy and
whiles I say 2w /o, to the caws)’
meaning, of course, the calves. ** But
the business was quickly decided,” con-
tinued the narrator, ‘‘for the whole
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court, judge and jury, were thrown into
such convulsions of laughter, that no-
thing more could be said or done.”

A HIGHLAND SENTINEL,

A Highland regiment was stationed
in India during a troublous time. On
a night when ** The Brig o’ Perth ” was
the walchword, a comparatively raw
lad was placed as a sentry. After he
had paced backwards and forwards for
some time, one of his own regiment
came up, and the sentinel challenged
him with ““Who goes there?” The
soldier answered, ‘A friend.”

‘¢ Pe she friend or no friend,” replied
the faithful watch, ¢ gin she dinna
bring ta Brig o' Perth wi’ her, she'll
shoot.”

SCOT1’S OLD ACQUAINTANCES.

It is interesting to observe how not a
few of the familiar names known to him
in his youth or boyhood have Dbeen
preserved on his written page, and are
now classical. Thus Meg Dods was
the real name of a woman, or *Luckie,”
in Howgate, ‘‘who brewed good ale
for gentlemen.” In the account of a
Galloway trial, in which Scott was
counsel, occurs the name “Mackinflog,”
afterwards that of the famous turnkey
in Guy Mannering. The name ¢ Dur-
ward” may still be seen on the signs
of Arbroath and Forfar, and Scott
had doubtless met it there ; as well as
that of “ Prudefute, or Proudfoot,” in or
near Perth; ¢ Morton,” in the lists of
the western Whigs ; and “¢ Gilfillan,”
in the catalogue of the prisoners in
Dunnottar Castle. Nothing, in fact,
that ever flashed on the eye or vibrated
on the ear of this extraordinary man
but was in some form or other repro-
duced in his writings.—Gilfillan.

A CONTEMPORARY QF BUKRNS,

During the celebration of the Burus’
Centenary in Edinburgh in 1859, a “tea
banquet” was held in the Com Lx-
change. At it appeared Mr William
Glover, a centenarian, and formerly a
carrier, who was personally associatett
with the poet when both were young
men. The hale old man related the cir-
cumstances of several interviews he had
had with Burns, and among others he
told how, on one occasion, being storni-
stayed at Dumfries in the severe winter
of 1795, he was treated to share of hall-
a~mutchkin of whisky in his landlady’s
by Burns. He described the poet as a
“weel-made man, with dark hair and
chestnut eyes,” and said, “he was not
talkative ; but of coorse he had nae
business to converse wi’ me: he just
signed my perits, and my business was
done wi’ him.”

AN EXACTING PRISONER.

An anecdote illustrative of the con-
dition of Scottish prisons thirty-fouryears
ago is given by Lord Cockburn in his
“ Journal :"—*% We have had good speci-
mens of the present condition of- some
prisons. One man was tried at Inver-
ness for prison-breaking, and his defence
was that he was ill-fed, and that the
prison was so weak that he had sent a
message to the jailer that if he did not
get more meat he would not stay another
hour, and he went out accordingly.”

A GHOST NONPLUSSED,

“ Walty Dunlop,” the hurnorous minis
ster of Dumfries, had frequently prac-
tical jokes played upon him, but the
perpetrators rarely got the better of
him. -On one occasion some idle and
wischievous youths waited for him as
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he passed through a churchyard, and
one of them came up to him dressed as
a ghost, in hopes of frightening him ;
but Watty’s cool accost speedily upset
the plan.

““Weel, Maister Ghost,” said he,
¢ s this a general rising, or are ye just
taking a daunder frae your grave by
yersel’ 2"

THE OUTCOME OF AN INVASION.

A small landed proprietor, discussing
with a manufacturer the probable con-
sequences of an invasion of Scotland,
the former, with a feeling of self-con-
gramlalion, observed, that although
trade might for a time be destroyed,
they could not take away the land.
¢“No,” slyly responded the latter, “they
couldna tak awa the land, but they
micht change the laird.”

ON TONALD JONES.

The following has been deciphered
from an inscription on a decayed tomb-
stone in Skye :—

“‘Here lie the bones
O’ Tonald Jones,
The wale o’ men
For eating scones—
Eating scones
And drinking yill,
Till his last moans
He took his fill.”

SMUGGLING A GENERAL.

General Anstruther, who represented
the East of Fife Burghs at the time of
the Porteous mob, gained unpopularity
1’_}’ voting for the bill against the city of
Edinburgh, Having to” go south, he
teemed 1t imprudent to cross the Firth
¥y the -usual ferry. -and pass-to Edin-

burgh direct ; so he got a couple of
stout fishermen and a boat at Elie, and
crossed to East Lothian, On the pass-
age, he fell into conversation with the
two men.

“Well, I suppose you fellows are all
great smugglers ¢”

“Qu, ay,” said one of them dryly;
“Dbut 1 dinna think we ever smuggled a
gencral before I”

REGAINING LOST GROUND.

At a party in modern Athens, one-of
the guests observed her son Charles
eating rather more yoraciously than the
laws of even northern etiquette allowed.
She watched for an opportunity, and
gave him one of those significant looks
which only mothers and elder sisters can
command ; but instead of stopping him,
it merely called forth this remark —

¢ Oh, ye needna look at me that way,
mother, and nod for me to stop. Ye
ken this was washing-day, and I got no
dinner.”

THE BEST JUDGE.,

Burns was standing one day upon the
quay at Greenock, when a wealthy mer.
chant belonging to the town had the
misfortune to fall into the harbour. He
was no swimmer ; and his death would
have been inevitable had not a sailor
plunged in, at the risk of his own life,
and rescued him from his dangerous situ-
ation. The merchant, upon recovering
a little from his fright, put his hand
into his pocket, and presented the sailor
with a shilling. The crowd, who were
by this time collected, loudly protested
against the insignificance of the sum ;
but Burns, with a smile of ineffable
scorn, entreated them to restrain their
clamour, *‘For,” said he, *‘ the gentle-
man is of course the best judge of the
value of his-own life,” ' » 19
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AN ODD CHARACTLR.

Sir James Colquhoun, Bart. of Luss,
principal clerk of Session, was one of
the odd characters of the time, and was
much teazed by the wags of the Parlia-
ment House. On one occasion, whilst
Henry Erskine was at the Inner-House
Bar during the advising of some im-
portant case, he amused himsell by
making faces at Sir James, who was
sitting at the clerk’s table, beneath the
judges. His victim was much annoyed
at the strange conduct of the tormenting
lawyer, and, unable to bear it, disturbed
the gravity of the Court by rising and
exclaiming, ‘“My Lord, my Lord, I
wish you would speak to Harry, he’s
aye making facesat me !” Harry, how-
ever, looked as grave as a judge. Peace
ensued, and the advising went on, when
Sir James, casting his eyes towards the
Bar, witnessed a new grimace from his
tormentor, and convulsed Bench, Bar,
and audience by roaring out, *‘ There,
there, my Lord, see he's at it again!”
Sir James, notwithstanding his sim-
plicity in ordinary maiters, had much
worldly wisdom, for no one knew
better how to take care of his mouney
than he did.—Cewrt of Session Garland.

AN EXPLANATION.

* How had you the audacity, John,”
said a Scottish laird to his servant, ““to
go and tell some people that I wasa
mean fellow, and no gentleman?”

¢‘ Na, na, sir,” was the candid answer,
““you’ll uo catch me at the like o’ that,
1 aye keep my thoughts (o neysel’)”’

WILL SPEIRS’ HORSE,

Will Speirs joined a funeral passing
along the road in the same direction as
lie was going ; all the attendants were
on horsebacﬁ, and Will, to save appear-

ances, got astride on his huge pole or
stafl that he walked with. One of the
mourners in aftendance observed to
Will—

¢ So ye hae gotten a horse, Will ;it's
a peaceable like brute.”

“On ay, puir thing, it's no ill to
keep ; it's neither gi'en to flinging nor
cating corn.”

A BAD COLD,

A jprecentor, who had a bad cold,
occupied the “* desk ” so badly, that the
minister whispered to him over the side
of the pulpit—

““What's the matter wi' ye, John?”

Joln whispered back—

“That there was an unco kittlin’ in
the paup o' his hass.”

A kittlin, do ye caw’t? Tt sounds
to me like an anld tam cat.”

PRECENTING AND PREACHING.

In a parish not thirty miles from
Elgin, the people were one Sunday in
want of a precentor; and the minister
meeting one of his parishioners, accus-
tomed to much speaking in public, “the
following colloquy occurred between
them :

“ Johu, can you precent ?”

“ Na,” replied Jolin; ¢ but, sir, gin
ye like tae sing yersel’, I'll preach.”

T'he parson stood aghast, exclaiming,
“0, John, you would not try to preach?”’
To which John replied, with a leer in
his eye, ‘““An’ fat wad hinner me?
ouybody can dee that noo.”

A HARD WORD EXPLAINED,

The Rev. James Bounar, of Auchter-
muchty, was officiating at Kettle, in
Fife, one Sunday for a friend. Ile
observed, with some annoyance, many
of his hearers nodding and asleep in
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their pews while he was preaching ; he
took his measures accordingly, and
introduced the word ‘*hyperbolical ”
into his sermon. e then paused, and
said— .

« Mow, my friends, some of you may
pot understand this word hyperbolical
_ Tl explain it. Suppose that I were
to say that this congregation were a//
aslecp in this church at the present
moment, I would be speaking hyper-
polically ; because,” looking round, * I
Jdon’t believe that more than one-half
of you are sleeping.”

The cffect was instantaneous, and
those who were nodding recovered
themselves and nudged their sleeping
neighbours, and the preacher went on
as if nothing had happened.

TOO MUCII OF A GOOD THING.

There were three candidates for a
Scottish pulpit. The first one put
upon his trial, while adjusting his robe,
happened to descry an ancient-looking
well-worn roll of paper, which proved
to be a sermon upon the text, ““ Jacob
was a plain man, dwelling in tents.”
Seeing that the old sermon was much
better than his new one, the aspirant to
pulpit honours took possession of it,
delivered it as his own, and then re-
turned it to its old resting-place. The
sermon was a good one, and pleased the
hearers, although they would have pre-
ferred one delivered without book.
Great was their astonishment the fol-
lowing Sunday when preacher number
two treated them with the same sermon
from the same text; but it was too
much for Scottish patience when the
third candidate, falling into the same
trap, commenced his sermon by an-
nouncing that “‘ Jacob was a plain man,
dwelling in tents;” and one old woman
relieved the feclings of her fellow-suf-
ferers by exclaiming : *‘ Deil dwell ’um !
Is Jacob ne'er gann tae flit ?”

THE RETORT COURTEOQUS.

Charles Erskine was, at the age of
twenty, a teacher of Latin in Edinburgh
University. On one occasion, after his
elevation to the Bench, a young lawyer
in arguing a case before him used a
false Latin quantity, whereupon his
lordship said, with a good-natured
smile—

‘“ Are you sure, sir, you are correct
in your quantity there?”

The young counsel, nettled at the
query, vetorted petulantly, ‘‘ My lord,
I never was a schoolmaster.”

‘“No,” replied the judge; “nor, I
think, a scholar either.”

THE TEACHER TAUGHT.

When Sir Walter Scott was at school,
a boy in the same class was asked by
the ‘‘dominie” what part of speech
“with 7 was.

¢ A noun, sir,”” said the boy.

‘““You young blockhead,” cried the
pedagogue, ‘‘ what example can you
give of such a thing?”

“I can tell you, sir,” interrupted
Scott ; ‘‘you know there’s a verse in
the Bible which says, ‘They bound
Sampson with <oitks.’ " -

AN AWKWARD TIME TO SMOKE.

As two Highlanders were travelling
along the side of a disused quarry, the
bonnet of one of them was blown off.
The face of the quarry, while rather
high and vertical, had several abut-
ments, and on one of these the bonnet
had fallen. Tertile in expedients, the
one, a burly, tall fellow, proposed to
lower the other, who was small, with a
rope he had with him; and ere long
the latter was dangling at one end of i,
while his friend held the other firmly.
The bonnet was secure, and the adven.
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turer had called out to his countryman
to haul him up again, when the Celt
above exclaimed—

“Hoult a moment, Sandy, will ye,
till I get ta pipe lichtit?” at the same
time letting go his hold of the rope.
Fortunately there was just enough
water below to break the unlucky one’s
fall without drowning him.

A FAITHFUL GUARDIAN,

At the Raid of Stirling, in 1583,
when King James the Sixth, then a youth
of nineteen, was pressing forward to the
gate, in order to meet the lords who
had come to take him, Thomas, master
of Glammis, put his foot to the gate, and
held the king in. James burst into
tears at this rude but prudent and con-
scientious conduct on the part of his
guardian, who sternly observed, “Better
that bairns weep, than bearded men,”—
R. Chambers.

HOW TO EAT *‘ A BEAST.”

Lord Polkemmet, a Scottish Lord of
Session, usually retired to his country
residence during the vacation. John
Hagart, the Scottish advocate, equally
idle, from a similar cause, went to shoot ;
and happening to pass Lord P.’s
property, he met his lordship, who
politely invited John to take a family
dinner with himself, his wife, and
daughter. John accepted the invita-
tion, and appeared at the proper time.
There was a joint of roasted veal at the
head of the table, stewed veal at the
bottom, veal soup in the middle, calf’s
head on one side of the soup and veal
cutlets on the other, calf’s-foot jelly
between the soup and roast veal, and
calf’s Drains between the stewed veal
and the soup.

““Noo,” says his lovdship, in his own
blunt way, ‘“ Mr Hagart, youmay very

A et

likely think this an odd sort of dinner ;
but ye'll no wonder when you hear the
cause of it. We keep nae company,
Mr Hagart, and my daughter here
caters for our table. The way we do is
just this :—We kill a beast, as it were
to-day, and we just begin to cook it at
one side of the head, travel down that
side, turn the tail, and gang back
again by the other side to where we
began.”

AN EXPERIENCED COUPLE,

July 1814. Lately, at Glasgow, Mr
H. Cain, aged eighty-four, to Mrs Max-
well, of Clark’s Bridge, aged nznety-six.
It is the six¢% time for the bridegroom,
and the nznt/z time for the bride, being
joined in wedlock,—Zuropean Maga-
2ine.

LORD BKAXFIELD’S MAXIM,

This humorous, determined, and stern
criminal judge had a favourite maxim
which he used frequently to repeat :
““ Hang a thief when he’s young, and
he'll no steal when he’s auld.”

SHERE SIT T, AND MY TITREE SONS.”

A jolly dame, who, not “ Sixty Years
since,” kept the principal caravansary
at Greenlaw, in Berwickshire, had the
honour to receive under her roof a very
worthy clergyman, with three sons of
the same profession, each having a cure
of souls : be it said, in passing, none of
the reverend party were reckoned very
powerful in the pulpit. After dinner
was over, the worthy senior, i the
pride of his heart, asked Mrs Buchan,
the landlady, whether she ever had had
such a party in her house before ?

“Here sit 1,” he said, ‘“a-placed
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the Kirk of Scotland, and

inister in
e three sons, each a-placed

ere sit my : s
]:nini%ler of the same kirk. Confess,
Luckie Buchan, you never had such a
party in your house before.”

:

* The question was not premised by
any invitation to sit down and take a
Jass of wine or the like, so Mrs Buchan
answered dryly— )

¢« Indeed, sir, I cannot just say that
ever 1 had such a party in my house
before, except once in the forty-five
when I had a Ilighland piper here,
with his three sons, all Highland pipers;
and deil a spring they could play amang
them !"— IVawerley.

BURNS AND JAMIE QUIN.

Burns was kind to such helpless
creatures as were weak in mind, and
who sauntered harmlessly about. A

oor half-mad creature—the Madge
Wildfire, it is said, of Scott—always
found a mouthful ready for her at the
bard’s fireside ; nor was he unkind to
a crazy and tippling prodigal named
Quin.

 Jamie,” said the poet one day, as
he gave him a penny, ‘“‘you should
pray to be turned from the evil of your
ways ; you are ready now to melt that
penny into whisky.”

“Turn1” said Jamie, who was a wit
in his way ; 1 wish some ane would
turn me into the worm o’ Will Hyslop’s
whisky-still, that the drink might drib-
ble through me for ever.”

“Weel said, Jamie,” answered the
poct, ““ you shall have a glass of whisky
once a week for that, if ye'll come
sober for’t,”

A friend rallied Burns for indulging
such creatures,

‘*You don’t understand the matter,”
said he; ““they are poets : they have
the madness of the muse, and all they
Want is the inspiration—a mere trifle!”
= Ciosipol e, 1

_ A DISCUSSION FROM THE PULPIT,

The following incident occurred be-
tween an old Lord Elphinstone and his
parish minister.  The latter, be'it pre-
mised, was a very addleheaded theolo-
gian, and in his sermons occasionally
knew not the end from the beginning.
One Sunday his lordship, to his custom-
ary sleeping, added an unmistakable
snore, This was too much for the
minister—who, like another, held that
““sleeping in the house of God was bad
enough, but snoring was out of the
question,” so he stopped and cried—

¢ Wauken, my Lord Elphinstone.”

A grunt followed, and then his lord.
ship answered—

“T'm no sleepin’, minister,”

“But ye are sleepin—I wager ye
dinna ken what I said last.”

“Ye said, ¢ Wauken,
Elphinstone.””

¢ Ay, ay ; but I wager ye dinna ken
what T said last afore that.”

T wager ye dinna ken yersel 1”

my Lord

INTEREST AND DISINTERESTEDNESS,

Many years since, when the present
Earl of Dalhousie, then th