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PREFACE.

O——

Wira the exception of a few passages, this Aufo-
biography of a Working Man was originally written
to be read after the author’s death, and not before.
Personal circumstances which need not be further
explained here, have changed this purpose. Pub-
lic circumstances have also had an influence to
decide the author on present publication.

. The conspiracy of trades’ unionists and political
lunatics, in 1834, in which the author was solicited
to take a part, which he did not take, but of which
bhe had seen enough, to know that calamities of
direst peril impended over the kingdom and threat-
ened the lives of some of the highest personages;
and that the vilest crimes which ever added atrocity
to treason, were within the measure of a day, and
& probable incident, of being ripe for action and
development,—that conspiracy is related in the
latter chapters, which were written when the author
had some apprehension that the time when they
were to be read—the time after death—was pre-
cariously near at hand. He is now advised, that
the publication of these chapters may be of more
- use at the present, than at a future time. If they
be of use to warn working men of the perils into
which they are led by leaders whom they cannot
control, he will gladly confess that good has been
done. |
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v PREFACE.

If the earlier chapters, which relate the events of
his boyhood, and of his farm-field life, be deemed
satisfactory reading, and not obtrusive puerilities,
or of private affairs which have no public uses, he
shall feel sufficiently gratified.

If those chapters which contain a narrative of the
author’s military life in the Scots Greys, fulfil the
purpose he designs them to do, they will inform
such readers as care to know what his motives were
in doing what he and military associates did in
Birmingham barracks, during the great national
crisis of May, 1832, when Reform, in its troubled
passage to the statute-book, was arrested, and
thrust out of parliamentary doors.

All the chapters were at first written in letters
of affectionate instruction for the use of the author’s
infant son, when he might grow to manhood ; but,
since it has been designed to publish them for public
perusal, many of the reflections on men, on facts,
on opinions, or on principles, have been omitted.
The author doubts if he be qualified to make such
reflections instructive to general readers. Where-
fore he prefers, with a few exceptions, to give the
incidents of the ¢ Autobiography’’ in a continuous
narrative. A

London, April, 1848,
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THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY

oy

A WORKING MAN.

CHAPTER 1.

FATHER—MOTHER—BROTHERS—SISTERS~—
SCOTTISH RURAL LIFE,

My DEanr CHILDREN, I cannot tell you of my own
boyhood until I tell you something of your grandfather

and grandmother, my parents.
There is a range of hills in the middle of Scotland

called the Ochills, out of which flows a rapid running
river called the Devon, tumbling headlong over linns and
through chasms in its progress to the low country. Near
to where this river is wildest, in the parish of Muckanrt,
your grandfather was born, in 1760. The place was an
upland farm, called Nether-aichlin-Sky. Who were the
last of the family in it I do not know; but all the sons
and daughters were scattered to the world in early life, to
work for the means of life elsewhere, the little farm being
added to others to make a largefarm. They have all died
old men and women years ago. One of them, Lawreuce,
died at Perth within my recollection. I was to have been
called Lawrence after him, but a change was made, and I
was named after my mother’s brother, a collier, living at
Square, near Berwick-on-Tweed—a worthy man, to whose
name I may not have done all the honour I might have
done. In my boyhood I used to regret that I had not
been called Lawrence. I then thought my own name was
a shabby one. Perhaps my dislike to it arose from its
being so very common in Scotland.

y father settled in the town of Aloa, on the Firth of
B
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2 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF

Forth, when a young man. He had a horse and a cart,
and carted coals or lime, or such things, for hire. His
horse had the common equine name of Dick, and was
very much respected by his owner. But Dick took ill and
died, and left that owner too poor to buy another. So
Dick’s hide, and the cart, and the harness, were sold, and
your grandfather went to work as a labourer at the great
lime works of the Earl of Elgin, near Dunfermline, whither
his elder brother William had preceded him. This William
was remarkable for strength, having been known to carry
three bolls of barley, each boll filling a large sack, one
boll by a rope round the sack in each hand, and another
in his teeth.

The end of this strong man was melancholy, and decided
the period of your grandfather’s stay at those works. An
extensive trade in shipping lime was carried on from that
place. The trimming of the lime in the holds of the
vessels was so disagreeable and dangerous, that none of
the workmen would do it unless compelled. The custom
was to order certain picked men to do that work, under
penalty of dismissal from employment. William, the strong
man, was ordered to this duty, and one day was taken out
of the hold either dead, or so much affected by the dust
and fumes of the lime that he died soon after. Upon
this my father left the works, and crossing the Firth of
Forth journeyed southwerd to Berwickshire. There he
obtained work as a farm labourer, in which capacity he
continued until within a few months of his death. ’

He found my mother a young blooming woman at, or
in the vicinity of, Ayton in Berwickshire. She was ser-
~ vant in a farmhouse previous to marriage, and the daugh-
ter of John Orkney, a working man. She had a female
ancestor, reputed as a witch, who is still remembered for-
her sayings and doings. People in Ayton to this day, to
justify something unusual said or done by themselves, add
to it, “As old Eppy Orkney said,” or,* As old Eppy
Orkney did.” Perhaps my progenitors, who lived nearer
to her time than I, did not feel much honour in Eppy’s
reputation for witcheraft. But for myself I confess to-
have always had a veneration for this, the only one of my
progenitors who was in any way distinguished above the
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A WORKING MAN, 3

common level of men and women. I have no doubt that
she was a woman of superior energy and intellect, whom
narrower minds around her could pot comprehend. Had
she been remarkable only for her weakness of mind, her
sayings and doings would have perished with her. _
- My parents being a careful pair, began housekeeping
with a good stock of furniture. But I have heard them.
tell of the wretched hovel of a house they lived in. The
houses of the labourers in the south of Scotland are only

sheds to this day. My father and mother had a window !

(the house had none) consisting of one small pane of glass,
and when they moved from one house to another in differ-
ent parts of Berwickshire, in different years, they carried:
this window with them, and had it fixed in each howel
into which they went as tenants.

I do not know all the places they lived at in that shire.
But. if you should ever visit Berwickshire, and for crops
ot corn it is well worth visiting, you will find a place called
Edencraw. 1 know they lived there. Between that place
and Chirnside, the next village, you will see some fine
farm land which was, up to a late period, a wet moss, or
bog. This was a celebrated place for witches, in days of
yore. This place, known as the Billy Mire, is, however,,
‘more remarkable for having once nearly swallowed. up
Dayid Hume, the historian, who was a native of Ninewells,
in the neighbourhood. Hume missed his footing in the
mire, stuck fast, called for assistance, and was at last heard
by some people, who ran to give help. When it was found
to be the historian Hume, “the unbeliever,” as he was
called, they turned back, saying, *“ Na, na, the de’il has him,
let the de’il keep him.” David Hume got out, by some
means, and wrote his famous history after that time.

My father and mother .were in principle and practice
strictly religious. They were of the party of dissenters
then known as Anti-burghers, afterwards associated with
the Burghers from whom they had split, and now witkt
other bodies called the united Presbyterian Church.

Removing from Edencraw, which is on the south side
of the Lammermoors, my father went to the farm of the
Cove near the sea side, north of the Lammermoors. He

was barn-man or thresher there, as he had been at other
B2 '
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4 THE AUTOBI1OGRAPHY OF

places, threshing-mills not being then common as they
now are. Six children had been born then, and three
buried—the latter in Ayton churchyard. My brother
James was born in the Cove; Peter was born a year or
two after, in Thorntonloch ; Janet was born next, in
Wood Hall; Mary, next, in Thornton Mains, a place now
pulled down and its site a corn field ; and, lastly, I was
born at Springfield, in the parish of Oldhamstocks : this
event occurred on the 15th of March, 1811. Your uncle
William, my eldest brother, rode for the midwife. I
was the eleventh and last, and came into the family at a
time when I could have been very well spared. By a
table of prices hanging beside me where I now write, I
perceive that the price of wheat was, that year, £35. Ga.
per quarter; and, in the following year, it was at the
enormous price of £6. 5s. per quarter, the barley, and
beans, and oats, upon which such families as ours lived,
being dear in proporiion.

But I need not refer to historical tables : my father has
told me, that in the year after I was born he paid no
less a sum than £20 to John Bathgate, the miller, of
Oldhamstocks, for ¢ hummelled corn,” that is barley and
beans, to make bread. This, besides what he must have
paid for oats or oatmeal, and for the schooling of the
children—for the latter was never neglected—must have
p kept the backs and feet bare. He could not, he has told
me, spare a shilling to the parish clerk of Oldhamstocks
to have me registered, as all the other children had been
in the respective parishes where they were born, and so
my name does not exist in any register. I was baptized
by the Rev. Andrew Bayne, of Eastbarns, the Anti-
burgher minister.

When I was born, and for a vear or two after, my fa-
ther was working at Dunglass House as a barrow-man, or

ason’s labourer, at 15s. per week, the highest wages
which he ever earned. Sir James Hall, of Dunglass, was
a most amiable man, and experimental chemist; he was
the father of the late Capt. Basil Hall, of the Royal Navy,
whose voyages and travels you will, I hope, live to read,
as I hope they will live to be read by you,—Sir James
Hall rebuilt that splendid mansion overlooking the roman-
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A WORKING MAN. 5

tic scenery in Dunglass Dean, about that time, and my
father assisted to carry many a stone of it up the gangways.
1is reputation, as a mason’s labourer, was that of one
who never lost any time, if time could be made. An old
stonemason ounce told me, that when rain came on, and
every one went home, or to the public house, my father
always found something to do at the works. He needed
it all for the hungry mouths at home. Mr. Yorston, of
London, a potato salesman, was a youth working alongside
of my father then, and remembers him, not only for his
industry and sobriety, but for his cheerful anecdotes and
jokes ; which accords with my own recollection of him.
He had not “spent forty shillings on drink for forty
years ;”’ such was his truthful boast. His economy and
foresight were such, that, though always on the verge of
want, want never came ; not even in tobacco, of which I .
never knew him without an ounce to turn to, as the last
ounce was done, though the kind of tobacco he used in
chewing, (he only smoked once a week, and that was on
Sabbath evenings, listening to some one of the family
reading a sermon), could not be obtained nearer than
Dunbar, which was six or seven miles distant. He used
tobacco, however, very sparingly, and only because, as he
said, ‘it cheers my old heart, and helps me to get through
the hard labour.” He was so practically religious, that
the hardest day’s work never prevented him from having
family worship at night: this consisted of a preliminary
prayer, singing a psalm, reading a chapter, and giving
an extempore prayer of considerable length; nor did the
usual early rising prevent him from having both the family
prayers and his “ private duty ”’ in the morning ; nor did
the wettest, windiest, and coldest storm that ever blew in
those regions keep him from the meeting-house on the
Sabbath, no matter what the distance might be ; and the
distance from most places where he lived was from five to
ten miles. Though deeply imbued with religious senti-
ments at all times, and though struggling continually with
poverty on one side, and his affectionate love for his family
on the other, yet was he, as we have seen, one of the most
lively companions to work with, or walk with, always
ready with an anecdote that had a point in it. At the
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6 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF

amual “ winter suppers,” or the ° kirnes,”—harvest
homes—which the masters gave to their workpeople, my
father was always the life of the company; ready with
droll stories, witty jokes, and songs with a meaning in
them ; the only drawback on his pleasure was that these
festivities being usually held on Saturday night (that the
master might not lose the work of any of his men through
intemperate headaches the next day), he felt the more
serious responsibility of encroaching on the Lord’s day.
No persuasion, nor entreaty, nor enjoyment of fun, nor
the trick of putting the clock back, would keep him after
ten o’clock. Nor would he allow any of us to remain
later. We were taken home to have family worship over
and be in bed by twelve.

My mother was not less remarkable, as a woman, for
the labour she encountered and overcame, in domestic
toil to keep our clothes mended—no easy task in such a
family, where all the earnings might have gone for food
without our having too much—and to add by out-field
labour to the income. At the time I was born all the
family ‘were at home, consisting then of eight children.
The eldest, Margaret, now no more, (I helped to lay
her in her grave, when her five sons, mere children, all
wept around us and their bereaved father); was always
a helpful creature to everybody who needed help. She
sacrificed her life by going from her own house in a deli-
eate condition to help an afflicted family to bake and wash,
and to watch and nurse the dying father of that family.
This she did from pure charity, and died herself in the
effort. When I was born, Margaret was the only daugh-
ter able to work. She worked daily in the fields and the
barns, and, morning and night, in the house. She was
my first tailor, and the first clothes which she made for
me were made from the old corduroys of my brother
William. When we lived in Springfield, the house rent
was paid by finding one shearer for the harvest, ne
matter how long the harvest might be; also an out-field
worker winter and summer for the farmer ; and, in addi-
tion to the latter, a ““ stack carrier,”” whenever the threshing
mill was going. This last might happen thirty or forty
days in the year, and usually in the winter months. For
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A WORKING MAN. 7

the shearer in harvest, and for the carrying of -the siacks
into the barn, no wages were paid; but the shearer
was allowed breakfast and dinner in harvest time, and
a bushel of grain called supper barley.” The other
worker, called the ‘bondager,” was paid ten-pence per
day, the hours being usually ten, but later whenever the
farmer chose.

The carrying of the sheaves from the stack-yard into
the barn, which was a part of the house rent, was heavy
work. My mother did that all the winter before I was
-born, and the winter after, besides shearing in harvest
time—the hours being in harvest between sun and sun.
The stack carrying -was done thus:—a barrow was made
of two poles, with canvass stretched between the poles;
~upon which canvass were laid ten or twelve sheaves.
Two women carried that load through the yard, and up a
' gangway to the upper floor of the barn, meeting another
-couple going down empty. They laid down thelr barrow,
and rolled the sheaves out of it on the floor, where another
woman was “ loosing out” and laying the loosened sheaves
upon a table, where the man who ‘“fed in” to the mill
stood. One woman stood on the stack outside and forked
down the sheaves to the ground, while another on the
ground assisted to load the women who carried the bar-
rows. At this work and in the harvest field did my
mother bear the burden of heavy labour and of me.
After T was born I was carried to her on such occasions
to be suckled. My brother James has told me that the
duty of carrving me devolved chiefly on him.

Should you ever be in Scotland and see Springfield, you
will find a row of shabby looking tiled sheds, such they
continued to be when I was there last, the centre of one
of which is about twelve feet by fourteen, and not so hlgh\
in the walls as will allow a man to get in without stooping. :
That place without ceiling, or anything beneath the bare’
tiles of the roof ; without a floor, save the common clay ;
without a cupboard or recess of any kind ; with no grate
but -the iron bars which the tenants camed to it, built up
and took away when they left it; with no partition of any
kind save what the beds made ; with no window, save four,
small panes on one side,—it was this house, still a hind’s
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8 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF

house at Springfield, for which, to obtain leave to live in,
my mother sheared the harvest and carried the stacks.

How eight children and father and mother were hud-
dled in that place is not easily told. The worst of it was,
that food and clothes were so very dear, as to be scarcely
attainable,

Next to Margaret was William, who, from boyhood to
this present year of his age, always contributed to the
assistance and comfort of our parents and such others of
the family as needed his brotherly aid ; and it seems as if
it were an ordinance of Providence that the dutiful son
shall be rewarded even in his own life, for he has pros-
pered in every thing to which he has put his hand. He
was a stripling when I was born, and worked for such
wages as a youth could obtain in that part of the country.
When he came home at night, my father has told me, he
would strip off his coat, take off his hat, put on his night-
cap, get down the “ elshen box,” with awls, hemp, rosin,
scraps of leather, lasts, tackets and hammer; and, taking
all the children one by one, as if he had been the father of
the family, examine their feet to see which of them had
shoes most in need of mending—for all needed repairs,
new shoes being in those dear years out of the question.

He would then sit down and cobble the shoes by the light
- of the fire until near midnight, while our mother would
mend the other clothes of those in bed, or spin lint teo
make yarn for the weaver to weave shirting, or card and
spin wool for stockings, or darn stockings that were daily
decaying. William would then end the day with his
private prayer, and go to bed. He would rise at four
o’clock in the mornings, and do the heaviest part of
James’s work amongst the farmer’s cows and other cattle,
before going to his own day’s work, two or three miles
distant. James was too young for the heavy task of
cleaning the cow-houses every morning, which had to be
done ; but as he could make shift, with the assistance of
one or two of the other children nearest to him in age, to
carry straw and turnips to the cattle, and give them
water ; and as the payment of the few pence per day was
an object of importance to the family, (I do not now
remember what James got per day ; it was, however, less
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A ‘WORKING MAN, 9

than I subsequently got when a boy for the same kind of
work, and my wages were sixpence per day), William got
up every morning to do part of the work, to keep Jam%
in the emplovment

This uncle James of yours T have always looked upon as
tl:e most intellizent member of our family. He was such
an excellent reader when a mere child, so fond of reading,
and possessed of such a memory for catechisms, psalms,
snd chapters, without the book, that our poor fond father
used to lay his hand on his hea(l and say, “Ah! if I had
siller I would make wmy Jamie a minister.” James, when
i young man, weut to work as a journcyman cooper
at Leith, and, alinost instinctively, being for the first time
within reach of intellectual associates, joined a debating
club, where, if he was not distinguished for his style of
speaking, he wasatleast deemed superior forhissoundsense.
Neither he nor I have the gift of making speeches.
Tam too timid, and forget in my timidity what I was.
going to say. This fortunate defect has kept me from
betu«r a political orator, so that I have been restricted to-
the less dangerous sphere of a political writer. The same-
defect may ‘have kept my brother from political speech--
making. Nor has he been a writer.

Whether the world is improved by having a tradesman
to put hoops upon its barrels, saw its timber, nake its
bedsteads, and nail its coffins, and do all those things
honestly and to the best of his mechanical ability, instead
of contributing to its literature and philosophy with a
graceful pen and a strong mind, I shall not determine.
But if it be a loss to the world not to have more litera-
ture and philosophy than it possesses, it has sustained
an undoubted loss in the mis-employment of your uncle
James. (Died at Edinburgh 14th August 18592).

Those three of our famllv Mar«raret William, and
James, were the only members who could earn anything, in
addition to my father and mother, when T was born, and
for several years after.

At Whitsunday term, 1813, we moved flom Springfield
to Thriepland Hill, where my father lived until that bright
summer morning, in the month of May, 1834, when “he
died in the happlest belief of a glorious r?;uncmon

B
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10 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF

There my mother lived until my sister Mary, the last who
remained with her, was married in 1840. This Thriep-
land Hill is the farm and farmery belonging to the small
estate of Branxton, then a single property, but purchased
and added, some years ago, to the more extensive territo
.of Hunter of Thurston. The stack-yard, threshing-mill,
and cattle-sheds, with three houses (now only two) were
at Thriepland Hill, while the “ big house,” the stables,
and some other offices, with three houses for work people,
were at Branxton, three quarters of a mile distant. The
woods, shrubberies, gardens, and pleasant places about
Branxton showed that it had once been the residence of a
rich and tasteful proprietor. These had grown wild when
I was a boy; and it was amid their wildness and decay
that I grew up. Long summers of my boyish life were

t amid these woods, and in the rocky ravine of the
Ogle Burn, with the cows which I herded, in almost un-
broken solitude, with only the birds singing in the trees, -
and my dreamy thoughts, and the incessant invention of
my organ of constructiveness to amuse me. In the farm-
fields, sheltered by those woods, I drove the harrows and
held the plough, when I grew out of the office of herding
cows.

The earliest recollection that I have of my existence or
individuality, was at Thriepland Hill. My mother had
spun yarn, and had got the yarn woven into a web for
shirting ; had cut the web into three pieces, and was bleach-
ing the pieces at the Lady’s Well. This was a beau-
tiful spring of soft water, issuing from a green hill side,
with a “bobbing well,” or quick moss at the bottom of
the hill. No plough had then broken a furrow there;
the boulder stones shewed that, and the stone coflins of
the chieftains slain in battles long ago confirmedit. I
used to play on the green grass, and gather gowans with
my curly-haired sister Mary, while our mother watered
her webs, or put them through the processes of bleaching.
But at that early age I had a propensity to learn some-
thing more than I knew. The strong spring that gushed
into the Lady’s Well puzzled me greatly, as to whence it
came and when it would leave off running. I
would lie beside it, and watch it bubbling; and one day
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A WORKING MAN, 11

in getting nearer and nearer it, to look up into the dark
passage from whence it came, I tumbled into the well
head foremost. How I was pulled out, or when, I never
knew, of my own knowledge. : _
An old man, Thomas Brown, and an older woman,
Mary Edgley, his wife, lived next door to us, and they
lived alone. They were in their dotage, and were fond of
telling the recollections of their youth to the only listeners
they could obtain, who were seldom more than my sister
Mary and myself. It was some years after that time
before I could speak plainly. In my effort to call the old
woman Mary Edgly, I called her Essel, which name every-
body else took up: she lived ten or twelve years after
that time, and was always called Essel. Her most promi-
nent recollections of early life were its love passages.
She would sit on one side of the old fashioned fire-place,
telling of the young men who had made love to her, and
the young women who had been maids at service with her.
While old Thomas, siting on the other side of the fireplace,
poured out—the two speaking together—all his recollec-
tions of early life, which chiefly told of how he had been
dealt with by the fairies; how the fairies had taken the
horses out of the stable and turned them loose to the hills;
how one spring-time the fairies came and took a loan of
the harrows to harrow in their corn-seed in fairy land ; how
he waited and waited for the harrows to be brought back,
to get his own corn-seed sown; how it was not sown’
until it was too late to grow and ripen; how, when the
harvest failed, and they had no bread, they used to cry

¢ Fairy, fairy, come bake me a scone ; :
And T'll give thee a spurtle to turn it off and on.”

He would continue for hours at such tales; while Essel as
uninterruptedly continued to tell how she had been a
beauty in her young days, how she had been courted, and ,
how she wondered that “Old Tam there ever got her.”
She was, however, ten years older than he was, and he was
nearer eighty than seventy at that time. They would |
have been a study, and their recollections of peasant life *
in the middle part of last century, a treasure to those who
could having appreciated and rewarded them. But I,
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12 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY Or

being only a child, saw nothing in what they revealed of
that world which I did not know, but mystery. We bad
no intercourse with the social world. Save my sisters
Mary and Janet, I knew and saw no children.

When old Thomas Brown died and Essel was taken
elsewhere to live out her great age and die, our next
neighbour was old Lizzy, who had an elderly daughter
with her. Both professed to have the art of fortune
telling, and the older of the two travelled through the
country after that time, and subsisted by telling fortunes.
The world, as opened to me by that couple, during two
_—pernaps .three—years that they were our next door
and only neighbours, was not the world which I have
since found existing beyond Thriepland Hill. The old
woman had some grandchildren who occasionally came
to see her. One of them told me of the towns he had
been in, and of a place called Stobby Castle, where he
had lived, and of the things he had seen between that
place and Edinburgh, and at Edinburgh ; but I had quite
“as clear a comprehension of the land of the fairies, and
of the fairies themselves, as told of by Thomas Brown ;
and, as Thomas Brown had known the fairies personally,
‘T had as complete a belief in their existence as I had
of the people who lived at Stobby Castle, or at Edin-
burgh, or anywhere else beyond Thriepland Hill and
Branxton.

CHAPTER II.

MY CHILDHOOD—‘‘ DEAR YEARS’’ OF ’SIXTEEN AND
’SEVENTEEN—THE RADICALS.

THE dear years of 1816 and 1817 were now upon us,
and they were hard times for the poor, ill times for
everybody. The potatoes were bad and few. Our dinner
consisted of these potatoes, and one or two salt herrings,
divided among five or six of us—all who were at home.
My father worked two miles off, at the Skateraw lime
kilns; went away every morning before light, and came
home after dark, taking a piece of bread made of oatmeal
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and a bottle of milk with him, the usual bread of barley
and beans being too hard for his decaying teeth. This
was for his day’s subsistence. Yet upon such fare as that
he had the reputation, as I have since learned from those
who worked with him, of being one of the best borers in
the limestone quarry;and he was certainly by far the
best skilled in books of divinity and general reading,
which was of some importance even as regarded the work-
ing of the quarry. The “Marrow of Modern Divinity,”
a favourite book with him, might not be in all respects a
substitute for a marrow-bone, hut he was strong in con-
versation or controversy, and kept his spirits up for hard
work on that strength. Another reader in the quarry was
Robert Wallace, whose wife taught him to read after
marriage, and who at the time when my father was in the
quarry had read eighteen different authors on astronomy,
besides many others on other subjects. Robert Wallace
had never seen the stars through a telescope, but he knew
all that books could tell him of the system. He would
travel twenty miles on a Sunday, and back again, to
horrow & book on astronomy. He was rather deaf, and
seldom went to church. He would get a wheaten flour
loaf instead of the hard bean and barley scones, then would
scoop out part of the inside of the loaf, fill the vacancy.
with treacle or with sugar, go out on the Sunday mornings
and find a retired spot inside some corn-field, and lie there
all day, reading about astronomy and eating his favourite
feast of bread and treacle. The last time I was in that
vicinity I saw this lost genius, aged and frail, raking the
mud off the turnpike road, near Dunbar. I believe he
still lives, and is very poor.

To return to the dear years of 1816 and 1817. 1
remember that on one occasion our potatoes had dwindled
to very nearly none. Those left lay in a corner in the
pantry behind the door, and my mother never went into
the pantry without drawing a heavy sigh, and saying that
she ‘ wondered what in the world would come of us when
they were all done.” Our door opened into the straw
close, where a number of large, hungry, horned cattle were
eating straw, They should have been eating turnips, but
the turnip crop had been a failure that year as well as the
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to crop. One of these animals had, unseen, made his
way into the pantry, and was engaged in making a finish
of our little stock of potatoes. Iand my sister Mary and
Janet—all children, and the only creatures near, except
our mother, heard a noise in the pantry and ran to see
what it was, and there was our poor mother battling with
this horned ox to get him out, and to save the potatoes,
he almost too large to turn, even if he had been willing to
turn ; but he was not willing. His hide and hair were so
thick that he cared nothing for all the blows which she
could give him. He kicked out with his hind feet, and
kept eating. In desperation to save the potatoes, my
mother got up to his head between his large horns and the
wall, and backed him out with blows of the tongs, while
he butted and tossed his head. It was a dreadful sight
to us : when the brute was dislodged, our poor mother
sat down and cried over the loss of the potatoes. We all
cried too, and bitter tears they were which we shed, one
and all of us.

The next epoch in my life was going to school. This
did not occur till I was in my eighth year, partly because
I was taught to read at home, partly because the school was
two miles away, and there were no other children to accom-
pany me, and take care of me; for a notion prevailed, not
altogether unfounded, that I could not take care of myself.
I had the appearance of a soft, helplesslad, who could not
meet a stone without stumbling, or a pool without going
into it by the knees. But the chief reason for not being
sent sooner to school, I believe, was the wantof clothes such
as the affectionate feelings of my father and motherthought
good enough; those I had were simply better than rags;
and these could not be replaced till 1818, when markets fell,
and food being cheaper, it became possible to get them.

My sister Mary was also to go to school for one
quarter. We went off one Monday morning, and our
mother with us. Isce her now before me with her red
‘““stamped” gown on, and her shawl, and her velvet bon-
net. 1 see the gown as if it had never been absent from
my eyes. The place of the school was Birnykunows, a
hamlet of about twenty houses, forming a kind of square
fifty yards wide, the square filled with pigsties, dunghills,
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stagnant pools, and stacks of firewood. The houses in
the square were all miserable thatched sheds, save one, the
house of George Dickison, a weaver. Outside the square
_ were two or three better houses and weavers’ shops. The
thatched hovels were chiefly inhabited by the hinds and
other labourers of a farmer of the neighbourhood, who at
that time occupied three farms, each of them large. One
of the oldest and most infirm of the thatched houses was
the schoolroom. The schoolmaster was lame, and be-
came a teacher only because he was lame. It was not a
-parish school ; but he had a local fame as a good teacher,
and though, as will be seen, T have no reason to remember
him with much respect, I must say that, excepting the
inordinate and cruel use of the faws for punishment,
his system of teaching was better than that of any of the
parish schools near us at that time.

My mother saw the schoolmaster in the house of George
Dickison, the weaver, and some of the pupils, pleased to
see ‘““new scholars” come, took us into the school, and
80, having ;got a twopenny spelling-book my education
began. The first six weeks were consumed in learning
to forget the letters as my father and mother named them ;
that once accomplished, I got on pretty well ; for though
the spelling books were made up of lessons with no
meaning in them, or a meaning which was sheer nonsense,
I had a desire to know what that nonsense was. Inshort,
Iread as well as I could, and tried to read better, and ran
before the lesson I was at, to see what the next one said.
In this way I was getting on without much punishment,
not so much as several of the other children, when one
day I came in rather late in the morning. I wasinstantly
called up and questioned as to why I was so late. The
schoolmaster was a very polite man in his own way, but
he had never taught us the polite designation of vulgar
things. After some hesitation, I, in my innocence, gave
him an answer which offended him ; upon which he took
his great leathern strap, thirty inches long, two and a
half inches broad, and split half way up into six thongs,
the end of each having been burned in the fire to make it
hard ; the other end cf the belt having a slit in it, into
which he put his hand and wound it round his wrist.
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With this instrument, called the faws, he thrashed me on
the hands, head, face, neck, shoulders, back, legs, every-
where, until I was blistered. He wanted me to cry, but
I would not, and never did for pain or punishment then
or since, though my flesh is nervous and extremely sen-
sitive. I have cried when excessive kindness has been
used to me, not when cruelty was used. I sat sullen and
in torture all the day, my poor sister Mary glancing at
me from her book, she not crying, but her heart beating
as if it would burst for me. When we got out of the
school to go home, and were away from all the other
scholars on our own lonely road to Thriepland Hill, she
soothed me with kind words, and we cried then, both of
us together. We could not tell at home what had hap-
pened ; our mother would have deeply grieved, and our
father, we supposed, would think the schoolmaster had
done right, for he believed in his infallibility as a teacher.
My sister went no more to school than that quarter,
having to go to the fields to help to work for the family
bread. When the summer of 1819 came, I left school
also, to herd the farmer’s cows. In the winter of 1819
1 went again to school, and got into severe trouble with
the teacher on one occasion. It happened thus: some
sons of farmers, and sons of other people who read news-
papers, told one another of a terrible set of men in some
part of the kingdom, called radicals, who were threat-
ciing to take the lives and destroy the property of all
good people; that but for the soldiers, who stopped
them, the radical® would have come to Birnyknows before
that time, and weald have burned it, and killed everybody.
.And then one boy would say he was not afraid of the
radicals, for he had an uncle who was a soldier, and
another had a brother a soldier, and a farmer’s son
._would say that his father was in the yeomanry and had a
[ a sword, and saddle with holster pipes, and pistols in the
holster pipes, and neither he nor his father were afraid:
he would get his father to kill all the radicals who offered
to touch him, for they were only ragged weavers, half
starved and not able to fight ; and the other boys whose
brothers and uncles were soldiers, would say that they
would go to such brother or such uncle, and get him to
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kill the radicals that offered to touch them ; though for
aught the foolish boys knew, their military relations might
be in the East or the West Indies, while those people
called radicals were, so far as Scotland was concerned,
located about Glasgow, seventy miles from us.

Perhaps, before I go further, I should tell you who and
what the radicals were. They were people who com-
plained that the country was not governed as it should be,
that the laws were not made by those who should have
made the laws. They were grieved to be excluded from
voling for members of parliament, and they felt at the
same time that food was dear, wages low, and taxation
very high. They said that those circumstances must be
altered, and in changing them they must go to the root of
the evil, and effect a radical change ; the word radical
meaning “original” or “primitive,” and they meaning
by using it that they must reform the laws of the country
by beginning at the beginning, by pulling down the con-
stitution to the foundation and building up a new one. -
Many persons used the term *radical reform,” who did
‘not mean to destroy the constitution, or existing form of
government, but only to lop off such portions of it as
they deemed corrupt. The great body of the radicals was
composed of honest working people; but there were .
attached to them a few persons of wealth and high social -
station, while all below the working elasses, that is to say,
the idle, and dissolute, and the rambling makers of
speeches, who went from town to town exciting the in-
dustrious people to rise against the law and effect a
radical reformation, or revolution, by force of guns, pistols,
and pikes, were as a matter of course proud to be called
radicals. Those last succeeded in getting many of the
more honest men and youths to join them with pikes,
pistols, guns, old swords, old scythes, cudgels, and other
weapons of offence, in the neighbourhood of Glasgow;
from which place they marched into the country to do,
what, they hardly knew, and were abandoned by those
leaders and instigators who had given information to the
authorities where and when the radicals were to be met
with, and who then slunk away to live on the rewards
paid to them, leaving the radicals with their guns, pistols, -
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' pikes, swords, scythes, and cudgels, to be dispersed, slain,
or taken prisoners, some of them to be afterwards tried,
condemned, and hanged, and.beheaded after they were
hanged, for high treason.

Tn other parts of the kingdom, particularly in London
and Manchester, there were radicals rising against the
law, and the law was rising against them. It is probable
that there was undue violence on both sides, and that
more forbearance on the side of the law might have
been safely practised. Yet when we look to the po-
sition which men, charged with maintaining the peace
of the country were placed in, we need not be surprised
that they adopted every measure which they at the time
dzemed the best to deter the rebellious and avert revo-
lution. It is easy for us te say, when the danger mo
longer exists, that this other step, and ¢ka¢ other milder
course, would have been better, but it was not so easy

- for the rulers in those times to know what to do. If,
however, there is one thing clearer than another now
which they should have done and did not do, it is, that
they should have opened the doors of the conmstitution,
and admitted some of those who were assembled in
Tnultitudes at its doors demanding to belet in. This was
done in 1832 ; the doors were opened by the Reform Aet,
and a goodly number were let in. I have no doubt that
the doors will be opened again and again, allowing all to

- come in gradually and safely.

But to return to the time of the radicals of 1819,
and the rumours that came to Birnyknows school, that
‘“ they were coming.” The term “ ragged radicals’ was
a common one in newspapers of that time, and the boys
‘who heard their fathers read the newspapers or talk of
the news, brought this name of reproach to the school.
It was suggested one day by some of them, that an
excellent play might be got up in the Eel yards, a meadow
with some large trees in it, if the scholars divided them-
selves into soldiers and radicals. As the soldiers were
the most respectable in the eyes of the better dressed
sons of farmers and tradesmen, and as they took the
lead in everything, they made themselves soldiers; and,
in addition to that, took upon themselves to pick ont
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those who were to be radicals. This was done according
to the quality of the clothes worn, and I, consequently,
found myself declared to be a radical. The first day’s
play passed with no greater disasters than the brim torn
from an infirm hat which I wore, my trousers split up,
all the buttons torn from my waistcoat, and my neck
stretched considerably on the way to strangulation. For
being a radical who seemed inclined to look upon the
treatment I received as too serious for play, I was con-
demned to be hanged. It happened that the clothes I
wore were not of the usual corduroy worn by the sons of
farm labourers and always worn by me, save in that year.
Mine had been made the year before from some cast-off
clothes given a year or two before that to the brother
next to me in age by his master. There was a brown
coat which had been reduced in size, but it was still too
large for me; trousers which had once been of a very
light blue or grey; and the infirm hat already named,
which came into our family I do not remember precisely
how ; but it had so broad a brim at first, that my mother
cut part of it away to let me see from below it, and still it
was so broad that some of the boys nicknamed me after
some people whom 1 had never seen or heard of, but who
were said to wear broad-brimmed hats. These clothes
having been old when I got them, and having been worn
by me all the summer in the woods herding the cows, and
all the autumn, they were not in sound condition. But
my poor mother always kept them patched up; anc I
never once went out then, or at any time, with an open
rent or a worn hole in my clothes. As she spun wool for
stockings, and lint for shirts, herself, and my father knitted
stockings at night, and my sisters made shirts, I was
ual in those articles to any one in the school; and I
was only so badly clothed otherwise because the second
ear was running on between my father and a master for
whom he then worked without a settlement of accounts ;
the said master allowing my father to get oats for meal,
and barley and beans for bread, but being sadly em-
barrassed, with his land mortgaged,—and unable at that
time to pay up the arrears of wages. )
When I went home on that first evening of my ragged
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radicalship, my poor mother stood aghast, lifted her hands,
and said in a tone of despair, “ What shall I do with
those rags?” They were stripped off, I got an early
supper and was sent to bed, while she began to mend
them,—putting in a piece here and a piece there, sew-
ing up a rent, darning the worn holes, and ending some
hours after midnight, not far from the usual hour of
rising from bed, by sewing the luckless brim upon my
infirm hat. Her motherly affection for me, and natural
pride in the good appearance of her family, had led her
to suggest to my father that I should not be sent again
to school until we had got the *siller ”’ we were waiting
for to get new clothes. But my father, though not less
affectionate, and not less anxious about the appearance
of his family, was stern upon that point. ¢ If the laddic
lives to be a man,” said he, ¢ he will need his education,
and more of it than we can give him. If I had got schooling
myself, as I am trying to give to all my sons, it would
have helped me through the world more easily. 'The
Jaddie must go to school.”

So I went to the school, my mother begging of me,
with tears in her eyes, not to get my clothes torn again,
else it would kill her to see me in such rags, and to have
to sit up every night to mend them. But ¢ soldiers and
radicals ’ was again the play, and again I was the radical
upon whom the greatest number of soldiers concentrated
their warfare. They had seen me thrashed by the school-
master until I was blistered, without crying or shedding
a tear, which made them think I could stand any amount
of punishment or torment, without feeling it; in short,
I was believed to be a great stubborn lad, who had no
feeling in him. Had they seen me after leaving my
mother that morning, and carrying her injunction with
me, in a heart that was bursting with her words, they
would have seen whether I had tears in me or not, and
whether they would not come out.

- As soon as I made my appearance, the cry of the
“ragged radical” was raised; the soldiers charged on
me, and knocked my infirm hat over my eyes with my
head through the crown of it. Some laid hold of me by
the feet to carry me off to be hanged and beheaded, as
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lne real luw upon real radicals had taughl them to tmitate
in play. I made a violent effort to free myself, and the
rents of yesterday, which my mother had so carefully
sewed, broke open afresh. The hat I raised from where
it had sunk over my face, and saw part of the brim in
the bands of a lad who was a kind of king of the school,
or cock of the walk, with some of my poor mother’s
threads hanging from it. He was older than I, and was
a fighter. 1 had never fought, nor had I heard of two
human creatures going together to fight, until I came to
that school. Yet neither had I heard of the divine
principle of forbearance and forgiveness, as regards blows
upon the body, and the laceration of feelings worse than
blows upon the body,—my father, who gave me many
good precepts, probably never having contemplated the
possibility of my being a fighting boy. But I was a
strong boy for my age, and I had received very bad
treatment. My honour and the remembrance of my
affectionate mother’s toils made me feel like a giant. 1
amazed the king of the school by giving him a blow in
the face that laid him flat on his back, and amazed the
onlookers by giving several of them as much with the
samc results. Not that I escaped without blows myself.
I got many, but they were returned with principal and
interest. Some one ran to the schoolmaster and told
that I was thrashing  Master” Somebody, for he: being
" a gentleman’s son was called ‘ Master,” while I had to
submit to a nickname, derived from the state of my
clothes. The school was summoned in at once, it being
near the schoolhour in the morning. Some of these
whose noses were bleeding ran to school with them in
that state to let their disasters be seen. Another .one
and myself tried to get water to wash our faces, for mine
was in as bad a condition as the worst of theirs; but the
frost was so hard, that we could not break the ice to get
water, and at last were compelled to obey the repeated
summons to school in the dreadful guise we were then
in; my clothes being torn half off me in addition to the
hideousness of the blood streaming from my face.

The schoolmaster stood with the faws ready to flagel-
late the moment I entered the school. He inquired who
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began the fight, and every one named me. He at once
ordered me to hold up my right hand, which I did, and
received a violent cut on the edge of it, given with his
whole strength. He ordered my left band up, and up it
went, and received a cut of the same kind ; then my right,
which got what it got before; next my left; and so on
he went until I had got six cuts (skults we call them)
on each hand.. He had a way of raising himself upon his
toes when he swung the heavy Zaws round his head, and
came down upon his feet with a spring, giving thé cuts
slantingly on the hand. e saw.me resolved to take all he
could give without a tear, wheréupon he began to cut at
the back of my hands. I drew them behind me to save
them, which seeing, he cut at the open places of my torn
clothes, where my skin was visible; and as I wriggled to:
one side to save those bare places, I exposed other bare
places on the other side, which he aimed at with terrible
certainty. After a time he pushed me before him, still
thrashing me on the bare places, and on the head, until
he got me to the farther end of the school, where the
coals lay in a corner. He thrashed me until I got on the
top of the coals. Iere he ordered me to sit down and
remain until he gave me liberty to leave that place, which
he did not do until evening. The day was piercing cold:
The house was an old place, with no furniture nor parti-
tion in it. I sat at the end farthest from the fire-place,
and near to the door, which was ah old one that did not
fit its place, but allowed the wind to blow freely through.
It blew through and about me as if it had been another
schoolmaster, and was as partial to the farmers’ sons,
and as cruel to the ragged boys of farm labourers, as he
was. : :

CHAPTER III.
SCHOOL AND COWHERDING—MY BLIND COMPANION.

THE misfortune which befel me, as related in the last
chapter, happened on a Friday. It was the custom at
pur school on that day to re-read all the lessons of the
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week, and say over again all the spelling lessons. The
teacher kept slates with every pupil’s name written on
them, and against each name, he, during the week, put
a mark for being too late to school, for being deficient in
any lesson, or hymn, or questlon and on the Friday he:
put a mark for each mistake in reading or spelling, on
the afternoon of which day he read out the names, begin~
ning with one which had no marks, if' such there was, or
with a name which had fewest. He gave a halfpenny to -
each of those in junior classes whose names were read by -
him with the word ““none,” and to those of the superior..
classes he gave a penny, or more commonly a penny-~
worth of paper or quills. :
I had often got the halfpenny, for. I must do him the -
justice to say that he was impartial in allowing the best..
reader to get to the head of the class. I made little pro-
gress in arithmetic or writing, either at his school or
elsewhere ; but in reading and spelling, and in learning
catechisms, psalms, and hymns, I may be said to have
rushed up, ‘‘ragged radical” as I was, like a weed that:
over-topped the most tenderly-nourished plants. Somse
of those who were in the shilling spelling-books when I.
went first to school with my twopenny book, had been:
overtaken by me and left behind; and I was now in a.
collection called the Tyro’s Guide, which I had already
mastered, every word of it, whether to read or spell, and-:
should have probably been put forward to the next class,
reading in the Bible and Barrie’s Collection, if my parents--
could have afforded to buy Barrie’s book, which they:
could not do at that time. :
On this eventful Friday I was made to read my share‘_
of the lesson from the top of the coals; which I did with
the usual correctness, though I was very cold, and far
from being in a good humour. I spelt all my own share
of the words; and the words which others stuck at, on:
their being put to me, I spelt for them. I was in hopes
that this good work on my part would lead to my free’
pardon, and redemption from the coal-hole, and I watched
with tremulous expectation the reading of -the names of
my class. The teacher called silence, and when silende-
was obtained, he began slowly.and emphatxcally, “the:bad
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boy who sits on the coals, none; at the botfom of the
class, and to sit on the coals until he behaves better.”
And the next, who had several marks to his name, was
read off thus,—* at the top of the class in the bad boy’s
place.” I can hardly say if I would not have had another
thrashing with the faws rather than have suffered this
renewed disgrace. .

I need not tell what was said or done when I got home
with my poor clothes once more torn. I could not con-
ceal that I had been fighting, for my face showed it; nor
that I had been severely flogged by the schoolmaster, for
my body, blistered and cut in every direction, showed it.
My mother and sister, from fear that my father would
also punish me if he knew that I had been fighting, and
had come home with my clothes torn again, kept the dis-
aster secret, got me to bed out of the way, and patched
my dilapidated rags together when my father had gone
to sleep.

One good resulted from all this—the hat which had
brought so much ridicule and so many enemies on me,
was too far gone to be repaired, and some old ‘ highland
bonnet,”” which once belonged to James or Peter, was
rummaged out and mended for me. This, though it did
not come over my ears as the ample hat had done, saved
me from that biting ridicule which was worse than biting
frost.

On going to school next day, I found matters quite as
hopeless as the day before, as regarded the teacher, not
as regarded the soldier and radical business ; there was
no more of that. But some of the young gentry had
gone home with bruised faces and other wounds, and had
told terrible tales of a bully who fought them all out of
the school, and who was so ragged and foul in the school
that they could not sit near him. Orders were at once
sent to the teacher that I was to be separated from those
_ boys and giils, else they would be taken from the school.
The charge of uncleanness was an audacious libel, for a
child more tenderly cared for, and kept in more healthful
cleanliness than I was by my mother, never entered that
or any other school ; but the outward appearance of my -

clothing gave it an air of truth,
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I was put on a form by myself, in the middle of the
floor, and there I sat day after day, for about six weeks.
My father had such a good opinion of the teacher, that I
could not tell him, and my mother would have grieved so
much, that I could not muster courage to complain to

her. It came to a termination thus: the form had
four pins in it for its feet ; these pins were loose, and it <
was the custom of one of .the sons—the eldest, of the .

great farmer of the neighbourhood—to kick it down
whenever I stood up to read my lesson, so that I had to
put the feet in it again, and doctor it up, before I could
git down. In the mornings, when I entered the school,
one foot would be in the coal-hole, another up the chim-
ney, another beneath the schoolmaster’s chair, and so
forth. T had to gather them together and make my seat
amid tittering and laughter, in which the teacher often
joined. He would rebuke the whole school for the mis-
chief, as if he did not know which one, or which of two
or three, did it, and tell them what he would do if it was
repeated. One day, the young gentleman who amused
himself most frequently at my expense came with his
brothers, in new clothes, all very smart and fine, and in
his gaiety of spirits, at being so finely dressed in new
clothes, he was more than usually frolicsome and mis-
chievous. - Having the run of the school, his father being
its chief patron, and landlord of the house, he went
about doing anything his fancy led him to do. Twice
that day he came behind me, unseen, and knocking a
foot from the form, with a violent jerk, let me fall down
on the floor, and twice all the scholars and schoolmaster
laughed at me. He did it a third time, when I started
up, and seizing hold of one of the loose feet of the form,
would have probably struck him with it, had not the
teacher come behind me and held me. He made me lay
it down, and spoke very angrily to my tormentor, and
that soothed me considerably. But on going out at the
mid-day play-hour, the young gentleman, still bent on
mischief, snatched my bonnet off my head, and ran away
with it. I pursued with the bounds of a lion, and soon
came up with him, though he was a fast runner (I had
never run 80 fast before, and probably have never done
C
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so since). As I was reaching him, he threw my bonnet
into a filthy pool of stagnant water, thinking I would
follow it. I followed him, and caught him in my arms,
and though he was taller, older, and generally stronger
than I, and though he kicked and bit me, I bundled him
along and soused him into the filthy pool, new clothes
and all, where he wallowed in a most wretehed plight,
and bellowed like a young bull. He gathered himself up
at last and ran home to tell of his disaster, while I made
up my mind for a terrible thrashing from the school-
master. Sometimes I thought of running home, but
the fear of my father deterred me; then I thought of
running away somewhere—anywhere, and never going
home again, but the thought of my mother, and how she
would grieve, overcame that. 1 slunk away alone into
the eel yards among the trees, and rubbed my hands with
clay to harden them, that I might not feel the Zaws to be
so terribly severe. 1 was thus employed, when one of
the weavers came and called me to come to him. I felt
sure that he was going to take me to the school to be
flogged, for I had no doubt that everybody would look
upon the deed I had done as a great crime. I viewed it
so myself by that time. Nothing on earth seemed to me,
in those times, so precious and so much to be desired as
new clothes, and 1 had destroyed a youth’s new suit of
the finest clothes I had ever seen. I did not go to the
weaver, so he came towards me. I began to walk away ;
he began to run, whereupon I ran too. He called me to
stop, that he was not going to hurt me, he only wanted
to speak to me: but I continued to run. Ultimately he
came up with me, and assuring me that it was not to
have me flogged, but to prevent it, that he wanted me
back with him; I returned.

The end of this was, that the weavers, hearing how I
had been treated for a long time, and particularly of the
provocation I had got that day, and sympathising with
me as one distressed (and probably because I was the
son of an anti-burgher, who went to the same meeting-
house they went to), interfered in my behalf, and I was
not flogged, nor made to sit any more on the solitary
form.
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That dismsl period of my life soon passed over. I got.,
~ new clothes; the early summer months soon came; I was ..
sent again to the leafy woods to herd the cows, where I-
made water-mills and wind-mills, built houses large enough
to creep into, and some of them small enough, with.
carved stones shaped in imitation of masons’ stones, to be
curiosities. I did not go to Birnyknows school again; 1.
went to the parish school of Oldhamstocks, where, if I.
~ did not learn much, I had leave to live and learn without.
punishment. My brother James had been resident for a.
year or two in Leith and Edinburgh, he had returned to.
the country, and set up in business as a cooper at Inner-
wick, where, besides being accounted one of the most.
intelligent men of the district, and one of the best men in.
the parish in sueh.things as organizing benefit societies,
the parish watch for the church-yard, to prevent resur-.
. reetionists from disturbing the repose of the dead, which.
watch exists, as he organised it, to this day;—besides
doing such things as these, he opened evening singing
classes in the parish school of Oldhamstocks, introduce

new songs, and taught more people church music than,

had ever been taught before. This led (in addition to,the
reputation I now enjoyed. as a lad who could play at foats.
ball with. any one, and . take my own part in anything).to,
my being looked upen by the other lads as not a common
boy, because I was the singing-master’s brother! When
playing at fox and hounds.I could go through as deep pools
in the burn, get over as steep rocks, take refuge in places
as unapproachable, and head, if I was a hound, lead, if
I was the fox, as long a chase right up into the Lammer-
moor hills as any one. L

Two years before that I had been permitted to.go to
Oldhamstocks fair, for the first time, under care of my

sisters, Janet and Mary. The money given me to spend

was a penny, Mary’s money two pennies, and: Janet’s three
pennies, such being our relative ages. I had never beforg
seen a town, nor village, nor shop, nor a stall, nor a. coin
of any kind spent, nor an article of any description pur-
chased. The fair consisted of about one hundred head of
cattle, and perhaps two hundred people, and as I had
never seen such an assemblage before, I was amazed, and
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weé stood the greater part of the day gazing at the riches
of a stall of gingerbread, upon which we had expended all
our fortunes, and it was still not sold up.

‘But now I had no less than fourpence given me by my
mother to go to the fair with; and in that fair stood the
cooper, my brother, with a cart-load of cooper’s ware of
all descriptions, selling them to the lady wives of farmers,
and to the farmers in top boots and spurs, and passing
jokés with them, and T could stand so near to them
without being awe-struck at the fine clothes they wore
that I counld actually touch a farmer’s top boots if 1 chose.
And again, when my fourpence was spent, and I con-
véyed that information to the cooper, by the round-about
nethod of telling him that I knew some other boy who
héd ‘'spent all his money; he never hesitated for a mo-
ment to understand me, but gave me a sixpence, and
afterwards bought a knife himself, and gave it to me for
my ‘“fairing.” To be the cooper’s brother in Oldham-

ock’s fair was to make me be looked upon with respect
e&é‘ﬁ"by some of those youths who once used me ill, and
who happened to be there. But the strangest change of
all' was, that on going with my brother in the evening to
get'a biscuit at the village inn, while he and others had
bottled ale to drink, the terrible schoolmaster who had
thrashed me so, and the very sight of whom used to make
Me 'quake with dread, was sitting there drinking ale also,
and" did not look so terrible; on the contrary, he was
dctually singing, and with the parish schoolmaster and
my 'brother, took part in glees and other songs.

"*'He 'is dead, and I would rather have buried his ill
treatment of me in a grave within myself; but his kind
6f Schoolmasters still live in Scotland, and so I write of
Kith. " Besides which, I could not tell the story of my life
correctly if I omitted this portion of it,

“ Of those boys who were hardest upon me, one has
spént a fortune, and is or lately was poor. Two or three
dré dead. Two or three are hinds to farmers. Two are
in’'América, and “ going-a-head ” wonderfully, as I have
heard, both in wealth and station. Of those who were
puhished with a severity most nearly approaching my
puhishments, one became a sailor, and fell from the top-
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mast of a ship on the deck and was killed. One enlisted
into the Scots’ Greys, and I believe is a soldier in that
regiment still. This was rather a dull boy in learning,
and whatever intellectual life he had in his boyhood was
thoroughly thrashed out of him. Another of the suf-
ferers is captain of a trading ship. A few more were the
sons of fishermen, who have all gone to sea, as their
fathers did before them, and have shared the same
destiny—have been drowned in the pursuit of their
perilous profession, or are still following it, sometimes
poor, sometimes not poor, all of them fathers of large
families. :

It seems that, as by a law of nature, those fishes
which are most exposed to enemies and impending
extinction, breed the fastest and most numerously, so
does that law of nature apply to fishermen. Many a
gallant boat’s crew I have known on that stormy coast go
out to sea and never return; but each of the lost men
usually left a young boat’s crew growing up. Before I
went to school it was dreaded that, being unprotected by
companions who knew me, and would take my part
against the rough fisher lads, I should be in danger of
ill usage from them. But they were the only lads who
took my part, and who never ill used me. I have in
after years, when we were men, been employed with
them, and they were then the same daring, generous,
gallant fellows that they were when boys; not much the
better for having been at school to be thrashed, perhaps,
and knowing little of books; but knowing more of the
volume of nature opened on the sea shore and on the
sea, and in the firmament above them and the sea, than
most other men. Ignorant of the very name of German
literature and German philosophy, but more familiar
with the deep mysteries of the German ocean, upon
which they go many hundreds of miles for cod-fish, than
any metaphysician 1s of the mysteries of the deep ocean
upon which he embarks.

My first acquaintance with the subjects: of books, not
with the books themselves, but with the history and
geography of the world as known through books, was
while herding the cows in the wooded solitudes of the
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Ogle Burn. The only persons whom I saw during the
long summer days were the women who came to milk |
the cows at mid-day, the gipseys who were occasionally
encamped in those woods, and an aged blind man, James |
Dawson. James did not rise from bed until mid-day, as
his aged wife worked in the fields for daily bread, and |
did not get home to help him to put on his clothes until
the dinner hour—his limbs being too stiff with old age
for him to dress himself. If the afternoon was fine, he
made his appearance at the foot of the Ogle about two
o’'clock. He either whistled to -himself, or sung, or
talked, as he came slowly along in quest of me and the
cows ; most commonly he talked. He had been a shep-
herd when he had his eyesight, and had read history and
geography extensively. In his best days he had been a |
man of strong imagination, and now that he was blind,
his memory and imagination peopled his path with beings
from history with whom he held conversation. I had '
read no history then, and no books of any kind but the
first school books. My father’s library consisted entirely
of divinity, and it was nearly all controversial, which [
did not understand; the exceptions to controversy were
sermons. On a stone at the foot of the Ogle Burn, and
on a green sod which overgrew alow wall at a place on
the verge of Branxton estate, in the upper woods, James
Dawson used to sit down and call to Sir Walter Raleigh,
Essex, Burleigh, and other courtiers of Elizabeth to come '
to him, and’when they came he sent them to fetch her
majesty. He would then go into political arguments
with them about Philip of Spain and the other personages
and subjects of Elizabeth’s reign. He would listen as if '
some one spoke into his ear, for their observations, and |
would interrupt them at times impatiently, if they did not
seem to be holding a sound argument. Intermingled‘
with such converse he would speak aside to some shepherd
or farmer whom he had known in his younger days, and |
ask him what he thought of Burleigh’s opinions. The
next minute .he would address me by name, and ask a
question as to what I thought of Queen Elizabeth’s dress.
Since I have grown to manhood, and read history and
geography, I have been often surprised to find the per- |
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sons and places which James Dawson used to make me
familiar with. One of his most frequent associates in
those imaginary conversations, ‘was Washington. The
Empress Catherine of Russia .was another. One time,
when he came to me, and I, in the usual way, asked,
“ Well, James, how.are ye thi’, day?”’ he said, * Man,
Sandy, I'm glad I’ve met ye. You’re a clever callant,
and you must go this minute to the Empress, and tell
her that Frank Horne must not be made a slave. If
you go down to' Linkheads, you’ll meet Paul Jones, and
he will take ye in a Russian man-of-war to the Empress.
Tell her, if she does not liberate Frank -Horne, and all
her slaves, I.will be obliged to- take her throngh hands
mysel.”” This Frank Horne had been a lad in Branxton,
and James had the idea that he was-about to be made
a slavg in Russia. I had never until that time heard the
term slave spoken, and did not know its meaning. I
inquired what a slave meant, and to this day I have a
distinct recollection of the stories he proceeded to tell me
of slaves, slavery, the slave countries, and the slave trade.
His descriptions I have since found were realities.

Thus, in the solitude of the Ogle Burn, and the Cock-
law planting, in the company of this singular old man,
he, believing us surrounded with the personages of history
and romance, did.I first learn anything of the world
which is laid before us in books—anything of countries
beyond our own—anything of ' other ages, and other
classes of society.

Jean Crombie (it is the custom for married women,
in Seotland, to retain their maiden names, a custom which
sounds strangely in English ears), was one of the hap-
piest and kindest of human beings whom 1 have at any
time known. Though sixty years of age, she worked in
the fields or barns during the year almost daily, and sup-
ported herself and her infirm husband on the wages of her
daily toil, with the exception of the allowance of twelve
shillings per quarter, which was received from Innerwick
parish. The indefatigable industry and happy contented-
ness of Jean Crombie, however, kept her almonry always
supplied with food, and her house always clean, the floor
being scoured and sanded, and the door steps whitened ;
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every article of furniture in the house being an example
to any housewife to look at; while the blind man never
yvanted _his tobacco, of which he made a most liberal use
in chewing. In the latter years of the life of this amiable
woman, one, and sometimes two of her grand-daughters
lived with her, eased her toil, and aided her in house-
keeping. ,

I remember reading a book of travels which gave an
account of the hideous idols worshipped in India. I
wondered why, if people fell on their knees, and wor-
shipped something else than the one God, they did not
make choice of idols that were pleasing and lovely. I
thought that if I lived among idolaters, and fell upon my
knees to worship anything that was of earth, I would pay
divine honours to one of those grand-daughters. She,
however, never knew this, nor did any other human being.
I was only a boy, and as yet had no idea of the feeling
called love ; my thoughts took this idolatrous turn from
a love of the beautiful. She was married before I was
half grown to manhood, and has a family now grown to
men and women,

CHAPTER 1V.

SUMMER LIFE IN THE WOODS.

TreRE were usually three or four milk cows at Branxton,
belonging to our master, and three more belonging to
farm servants, and a few calves and heifers. They were
grazed in summer by being herded in the woods, and on
the patches of meadow ground which intersected the
woods in various directions. Our family furnished the
cowherds for six years before I was old enough for the
office. James was the first, and when he was apprenticed,
Peter succeeded him. When Peter was apprenticed to be
a joiner, my sister Janet was old enough to work in the
fields, Mary succeeded, and I used to go to the woods
with Mary, to keep her company. When she was taken
to the fields to work, I became cowherd on my own
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account. My wages were sixpence per day for the six
working days of the week, with nothing for Sundays,
though I herded on Sundays also. It was considered
good pay for a boy; and it was assistance to my father
and mother of great value to have their children employed
in bringing in something to the family. My father’s
wages were at this time eight shillings a week, and having
two sons apprenticed to trades, who had to be kept in
clothes, and one of them (the joiner) provided with
expensive tools, his struggle was a hard one at best.
Yet we had none of that pinching poverty in the house
which was common to us, and all working families, in the
dear years of 1816 and 1817. We had always the pro-
vision of a year’s oatmeal laid in about the month of
November. This was usual with farm labourers who had
families. « The hinds ‘were paid part of their wages in
oats, and their custom was, to have the oats made into a
“melder” at the mill, and to sell as much of the meal as
they could spare to village tradesmen and others, who
had no melders of their own, or to farm servants who
were not hinds, but who received money wages. My
father received money wages, but he seldom bought meal..
He bought a certain number of bolls of oats, and had
them made into a * melder,”” which was done thus :—
The miller sent his horses and cart and “lademan” for-
the oats. My mother got intimation of the  drying day,”"
and went to the mill to “light in.”” This was to throw
fuel (dry furze, the shellings of oats, and such like refuse)s
into the kiln upon which our oats were drying, preparatory
to being ground into meal. The next day, or the next
again, was appointed for “making the melder;” upon
which she again went to the mill to ¢sift.”” The miller
kept a female servant, known as the “mill maiden,”
for sifting ; and each party who had a melder made, fur~
nished an additional sifter for that day; the duty being
to sift the fragments of inner skin or ‘seeds” from the
meal as it passed through the mill. They began early in
the morning, and had the melder made by mid-day. Du-
ring the afternoon, the “lademan” brought home the
sacks of meal piled upon his double-horsed cart, with pro-
bably my mother sitting on the top of the sa;ks. The
o
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meal was carried into the house by the man; he gota
dram of whiskey, according to custom, and drove home-
ward, cracking his whip with an air of importance pecu-
liar to him and all millers’ lademen.

At night the family had * new meal brose” for supper;
which was a high treat—the old oatmeal of the year be-
fore having become damp and bitter. A handful or two
of the new meal being pat in a dish, and boiling water
poured on it, being stirred with the handle of a spoon as
the water was poured on, made us a substantial relish ex-
ceedingly agreeable in contrast with the old oatmeal. |
Each one would add milk to the brose, if the cow was
then giving milk, or a piece of butter, or suet (or proba- |
bly nothing), in addition to the salt which had been put |
in the dish with the meal before the water was poured |
on. In fact, the new meal, though made into * bare '
brose,”” was so agreeable when it first came home, that to |
ﬂn anything richer than itself to it was deemed a waste.

y father never omitted to ask a blessing to any repast|
before partaking of it; and to this the first new meal |
brose out of the melder, which was to last until next year |’
at the same time, he asked God’s blessing before supper, -
and returned thanks after it in sentiments of fervent gra-
tidude, and solemn reverence for the great bounty of pro- |
vidence which had filled the house with plenty. '

The meal was stored away, and firmly pressed into a '
large chest, which had been my mother’s  providing
kist,” containing her blankets, sheets, and napery when
she was married. The chest did not hold all the melder,
but what it did not hold was retained in the sacks, and
used first. However, the old meal, if not wholly used,
had to ended before we again touched the new; and
having tasted the new, the old was by no means palateable, '
and I for one was glad when it was done. \

Besides the yearly melder of oatmeal, we had one or '
two, or more sacks of beans and barley laid in, which
were mingled, and sent from time to time, about a bushel
at once, to the mill, to be ground into meal for bread.
The cow, which was our own, and for the summer grass
of which, and winter straw, we paid six pounds yearly to
our master, gave us milk for about two-thirds of a year;
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and as we were fortunate in having a very superior cow,
my mother sold as much butter during the summer, for
about seven years, asused to be sold from two ordinary
- cows. Sheiwas.a treasure, that beautiful cow ; and was
regarded by all of us with sentiments little short of affec-
tion. The butter, besides its quantity, was of such a
quality that it was bespoke in the neighbouring market
town for two or.three weeks in advance, and never was,
in any case, sold in the regular market. My mother would
sometimes say that she knew nothow we could have lived
but for the milk and butter. And my. father, in speaking
to some stranger who was passing where the beasts were
grazing—for most persons who were judges of cows
halted and admired the slender and handsome shape and
swelling veins of ours—would tell the quantities of butter
and milk she gave; and with his venerable countenance
radiant with satisfaction, and by saying, ¢ Oh, man, but
she ’s a rare ane!”

‘Such being our means and style of life, it was of great
importance for all of us to be set to earn something as
soon as we could get anything to do, and could do.it. In
my eighth year I herded the cows conjointly with my sis-
ter. In the ninth I was appointed herd in chief. It was
a very lonely occupation. I was out soon in the morn-
ing, and mnever home till sunset or after it. The woods
and open glades in which the cows found grass, were
inlaid in every direction with corn fields, and the fences
were. in many parts broken and:decayed. Accordingly
the task of restraining the animals from getting among
corn, or turnips, was one not to be relaxed. _

I had one cow, she belonged to the master, and was
called Bell, whose leading characteristic was to go through
gaps in fences, ‘and to make gaps. She was a proud ani-
mal, and in going out in the morning or coming home at -
night, would let none of the others walk before her. Se-
veral of her calves had been bred up as cows, and in their -
habits and nature resembled her. When I took them to
any new place, such as one of the stubble fields after har-
- vest. or into the woods during the first days of summer,
the others would at once begin to eat and feast on the
fresh pasture; but Bell would first go round the fences
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and look over them, if she could, or through them into
the enclosures beyond, if she could not look over. If the
hedge was very thick and high, she would bore her head
through it, rather than not see what was behind. Her
colour was a light chesnut, almost of golden brightness,
freckled with white spots. She was a beautiful animal,
with short horns, short body, and short legs. The great-
est quantity of milk she gave was a driblet compared

with the overflowing ““ mail” of ours; but it was rich as

cream itself. When she was in a particular condition,
during the summer for a few days, nothing could keep
her from eating clothes. The caps from the heads of
the milkmaids would be snatched off while they were
milking, if they did not tie her up by the head. This
- propensity did not remain with her as a habit, but all her
progeny seemed to inherit the propensity as a habit, and
were inveterate clothes’ eaters. If they saw linen laid
out on a hedge to dry, they would sometimes run from
me, and make for the linen, though it was at the distance
of half-a-mile. They became so mischievous at last,
and were so profitless as cows, that they were all fattened
and sold to the butcher, which was an inexpressible relief
to me.

The master had another, which was the reverse in every
respect, called Flecky. She was short-legged but large
bodied, with a white head, white back, and spotted sides.
She was the most humble and gentle creature of the whole
cow race, and was content even to walk behind Kidley—
my mother’s cow, and Kidley was one of the gentlest;
or drink after her, if they were drinking at a place where
all could not get at the water together. If I lay down
on the grass, apart from them, to make my watermillls or
windmills, Flecky always came and ate the grass around
me first, and proceeded outwards by degrees. When she
was filled, she would return close to me, and lie down and
chew her cud with her head so near that I would lay the
little pieces of timber I was shaping for mills with my
knife, behind her horns, which familiarity she was always
pleased with ; but in driving the flies from her shoulders
she sometimes tossed them off and broke them. When
she felt them gone, she would put down her head and
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stop chewing her cud, as if desiring me to put my timber
“work on her head again. Her real desire, however, was
to have her head tickled, in which I usually gratified her
with my hand, when she became very solicitous about it.

The only other one that had any peculiarity about her,
was Bess, a large white and black spotted cow, which
belonged to the grieve. When Bess felt her milk aug-
mented to an uneasy quantity, she would start off home-
ward to be milked; and as she had such an influence
over all the others, that they followed wherever she went,
they gave me a good deal of trouble to get before them
and force them back. Bess and I wgre never on terms
of intimacy ; which probably arose from the fact that
after Bell was sold to the butcher, she became the leading
cow, and paid no regard whatever to my authority as
herd ; nothing but absolute force would turn her or re-
strain her.

Coming down the avenue of holly hedges beneath the
trees, whose branches are arches of natural Gothic, and
out at Branxton gate upon the public road, it was the
rule to turn to the right, and go to the woods on the
lower part of the estate, one day, and to the left, to go to
the higher part of the estate, the next day; and so on
alternately. When I went down I took the road by the
Butterlaw Bank, and into a glade of sweet grass, called
the Rig, stretching along the bottom of the Horsehill
planting. The cows had their first fill for the day in the
Rig, during which time of eating I was at a place of
work in the planting, where I had made a miniature
farm, ten or twelve yards square, with barns, stables,
carts, ploughs, and thrashing mill—the mill driven by
wind ; and the whole of it and other implements made -
with my knife and a few old nails, flattened at the points
and sharpened for chisels. When the cows had got
their fill in the Rig, they came up the planting to this
place of their own accord, and lay down in the shade of
the trees, and chewed their cud.

In the shade of the Horse Hill planting they lay at
rest about two hours, then rose, stretched themselves,
and prepared again to graze about twelve o’clock. I then
put away my farm implements at that place, not to be
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* seen until the day after the next, and passed on before the

cows into the loaning, a roadway with grassy sides and a
~ stripe of planting on one side, the whole about five hun-
- dred yards long.

In summer this'was a beautiful roadway. - On each
side were rows of trees, a beech and laburnum alternately,
the latter covered with its yellow flowers, and the flowers

- visited by thousands of honey hees: while the delicate
green of the beeches intermingled with the flowery yellow
of the laburnums gave beauty to each other, and borrowed
more to give. In this loaning, or in the stripe of plant-
ing by its side, the women who milked the several cows
came and eased the generous creatures of their mid-day
milk. As our little thatched cottage stood at the end of
the loaning, my mother had only a few vards to come to
milk our cow; and I could go into the house and get my
dinner without being away from my duty of office. The
dinner in the early part of summer was bread, milk, butter,
hard cheese, made from skim-milk, occasionally curds and

- cream; and broth and pickled pork once a week. When
the new potatoes, cabbages, and other summer vegetables
were ready, we had broth more frequently.

When the cows were milked in the loaning, and I had
got my dinner, I passed on with them, leaving our house
behind us on the left, our faces turned southward, down
the Pond road. At the bottom of this road was a pond
about forty yards wide, so deep as to have the reputation
of being bottomless, with a sloping entrance only on one
side. On all the other sides the water was deep to the very
edge. Here the cows drank and cooled themselves by
standing in the water. Here my mother now bleached
her yearly webs of linen shirting, which were spun during
the winter; for the Lady’s Well, at which they had been
bleached, as already mentioned, when I was a very young
child, was drained away ; the houlder stones around it had
been blasted with gunpowder, the furze and brushwood of
a thousand years had been uprooted, and the green brae

- side, with its millions of white gowans, was ploughed up,
and rendered into good corn land. But the pond water
was better for bleaching than that of the Lady’s Well. It
contained some chemical property which the spring water
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of the Lady’s Well had not. As' the cows after drinking
passed into the Pond planting, where there was always
good grass, and not much temptation to go astray, I
assisted my mother during the four or five weeks that her
linen was bleaching, to put it through the bucking tub,
and wash if, and knock it on the knocking stone. This
was a laborious process which she put it through every
second or third day; and as she required and obtained
my help, she did it on those days when I was on this part
of the estate, with the cows. 1 also watered the webs for
her during the hot sunny afternoons, after they had been
again spread out to be -alternately dried and watered.
If it was her churning day, I also helped her to churn the
accamulated cream of the week into butter. Our churn
"was a barrel on a frame, and was turned by a handle.
During the warm weather the butter was usually got in
about half an hour, so that it was rather a pleasure than
a task to drive the churn for that time. When the butter
was got, it required to be well washed in cold spring water
to take all the milk out of it. She would wash a small
piece first of all for me; would spread it on a piece of our
gray bread, made of barley and beans, would sprinkle
some salt on it, and give it to me, and hasten me off to
the cows in the Pond planting, lest they might have gone
wrong in my absence ; and off I would go, eating it as I
went with a relish and a gladness of heart which would
have hardly been higher if I had thought there was no
butter so good as ours, and no mother in the world like
mine: perhaps I should do myself no injustice to own
that I thought those things. :

The Pond planting had wild strawberries in it in the
lower part, which I gathered when they were ripe; and
amongst the furze and the ferns in the higher part, a
little plant of aromatic fragrance called woodroof scented
the air; while outside the planting, along an avenme of
trees, the hedges underneath were covered with the
creeping honeysuckle in profuse blossom, which ambi-
tious creeper would get upon the trees, high and wide
though its own hedges were, as if it had not room to
display itself sufficiently; and there on the high trees
it would go along, on every branch, and hang its elegant
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Loney blooms over our heads in the avenue; making
every thing to the eye seem lovely, every breath of air
feel sweet. Here, too, the blackbirds and throstles with
thousands of their feathery associates in song warbled.

Soon after six o’clock in the evening the ploughmen
from the farm fields past up this road with their horses, !

on their way to Branxton stables. One sang; another
would whistle ; the young men would probably have the
young women who had been working in the fields seated
behind them on horseback ; and they would halt to
gather some of the honeysuckle flowers hanging overhead,
and would move on, the man and the horse, just as the
maid en had caught hold of the flowery branch, and was
trying to break it ; upon which she would, in the sudden
fear of falling off, quit the flower, and cling fast to her
young ploughman. She would reproach him for making
the horse move just as she was getting such a beautiful
branch, and say it was a shame of him, for she had nearly
fallen off; and he would bid her try again, and would
stop the horse to let her try again, which she would do.
But once more he moved the horse on suddenly, to make
her quit hold of the flowers and cling to him, as if he
took a pleasure in her timidity ; and probably he did.
Between seven and eight o’clock, when the sun had
got behind the thicket of green beeches on the Rabbit
Hill, I drove the cows up this flowery avenue to put
them into the enclosure of the Rabbit Hill, and the
meadow which lay in the deep woodland recess beyond
it, for the night. They usually ate more grass from four
o’clock in the afternoon up to seven than in any other
three hours of the day; and were at this time so full
that some of them could hardly get along. Flecky, es-
pecially, with more milk than she could well bear, and
her sides packed out with grass until her breadth was
about equal to her length, waddled along to meet the
maiden that came to milk her, in a manner comical to look
upon. When I got them inside the little gate at the
Rabbit Hill, and that little gate shut upon them, I
returned down the avenue, across the Pond planting, up
{he Pond road, into the little thatched house, at Thriep-
Jand Hill gate, and found my bicker filled with scalded
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milk, or scalded whey, standing on the table waiting for
me. It was only a few steps to the spoon box, from
whence a spoon was taken, and as the other members of
the family had got their supper before this time, a shorter
grace than that said by my father was said by me. My
supper was soon over; after which family worship was
begun, consisting of the singing of two or three verses of
a psalm, the reading of a chapter, and an extemporaneous
prayer. This ended, we went to bed ; slept soundly, and
rose again at four o’clock, to have time for family
prayers before the daily labour of the field was begun, at
the usual hour of five o’clock.

It was now my day to go to the upper woods with
the cows. So, taking them out of the enclosures where
they passed the night, by Branxton gate, I turned them
to the left, down towards Ogle Burn. This day’s herding
was in most respects different from that of the day before.
The wild rocks and ravine of the Ogle Burn, and the
wooded solitudes above the rocks; with foxes crossing
my path in the thickets; and hawks wheeling in the air
over the precipices in which were their nests; the ravine
becoming darker and darker as I waded through the
pools, climbing, over stony impediments, until I reached
the linn where the water poured over a rock, and further
progress was stayed ; these were a few of the things seen
in the early part of this day’s herding. I was not con-
tent, however, to be stayed by the linn, formidable as it
was, Climbing aloft into the regions of the hawks,
which bounded out with their angry screams at my
intrusion, and along ledges of rock where adders were
sometimes seen basking in the sun, and which I had a
greater fear of than of the angry hawks, but which always
retreated from me, I descended again to the watercourse
of the burn above the linn, and found raspberries, black-
berries, and other wild fruit in its season, where no
human hand had gathered it probably for many years, if
ever at all. I never harried nests; but if I saw one in
any difficult place, I was seldom content to let it remain
without a visit, particularly a nest of hawks. I learned a
good deal of this climbing talent from the gipsies who
occasionally encamped in those woods. I was so entirely
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"cut off from all other society on the days of going to the
upper plantings, that any companionship was welcome to
me. But apart from that reason for seeking their society,
I liked the gipsies. I used to sit by their camp fire,

help them to make heather besoms, help to tinker pots

and pans, eat with them at their meals, gather fuel for
them to burn, wander through the woods with the men,
climb the dangerous rocks in emulation with their boys,
run races with them, and wrestle with them. They
taught me many games and feats of strength and agility,
which, when I went to school again in the ‘winter time,
served as so many accomplishments which introduced me
to the “ best society,” that is, to the good graces of the
cleverest of my school-fellows.

CHAPTER -V,

LIFE IN THE WOODS CONTINUED.—SUPERSTITION,
AND WHAT IT FED ON.

In the last chapter I have spoken of the gipsies. We
called them tinklers, which designation, I suppose, comes
from their tinkering of pots and pans. .Sinee those days
I have heard so much about their being a predatory and
dishonest race, that I am compelled to think that what
everybody says must have some truth in it. But no sus-
picion of their dishonesty ever entered my mind at that

time ; nor were they:accounted dishonest by any person |

in our neighbourhood. We found them rather a service-
able ‘class of persons than otherwise. We lived incon-
veniently distant from shops and towns; and they
supplied us with many things, such as spoons, crockery,
tin-ware, and sieves, and repaired so many others at
prices exceedingly moderate, that my impression was,
that we should have had to do without many useful
articles of use, or pay very dear for them elsewhere, if the
tinklers had not come round periodically to supply us.
The Youngs were the most numerous tribe, and came
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most frequently to those woods. A tribe of Keiths came
also; and another of Drummonds. They had all a male
superior or patriarch, except the Drummonds. These
last had fathers among them; but one of the mothers,
Moll Drummond, was head over all, a kind of queen who
owned no superior. I never liked Moll. She was
haughty, imperious, and of such prodigions strength,
that if a man hesitated to obey her, she would take him
by the shoulders and spin him about like an ill-used
child. I was afraid of .her, and seldom went near her
camp.

Moll was once travelling in that country in the depth
of winter—an unusual thing for the gipsies—and coming
over Oldhamstocks Hill in one of the most terrible snow-
storms known to local tradition, was overcome by the
drift of snow, and took shelter among the furze bushes
while embedded in snow, and alone, she gave birth to a
child. It was not until late at night that she succeeded
in getting through the snow-wreaths with her infant
as far as Oldhamstocks Mains, about half a mile
from where the child was born. She got house-room
and attendance there, and in two or three days after
was able to pursue her journey with the young Drum-
-mond added to her personal baggage. This child of the
snow-storm was one of the gipsy youths with whom
I associated in the vicinity of the Ogle Burn and in the
upper plantings, ‘when 1 herded there. His name was
Dan Drummond. Moll commonly enveloped herself in
a red cloak and hood. Young Dan wore a red waist-
coat ; but he was quite as often in the woods without as
with any other garment. To save his feet, he had
the remnants of somebody’s old boots; but seldom
anything ,else, if the weather was mild, save the waist-
coat, which hung loose upon him, and the shaggy black
hair which hung all round his head. My aversion to
his mother Moll extended to him. It probably originated
in the unfavourable impression made on me by his sin-
gular costume, or rather the absence of costume; but he
was cunning and unsocial, and evinced no friendly dispo-
sition towards me, as most of the other gipsy youths did. .
He was the most daring of them all, scrambling to
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the rocky nestling places of the hawks, deemed by me
inaccessible. All of them outdid me in adventurous
climbing among precipices; but none of them would
climb trees. I could not ascertain why they would not;
- but unless it was to reach the eggs of the  cushy-
doos” (wood-pigeons), which were in the low beeches
and branchy spruce-firs, which hardly could be called
climbing, I never saw them attempt to go up the trees.

In ascending trees of great height without branches,
or with very few, I rather excelled, even in those early
years of my age. I was not light and agile like some
boys, being heavy in proportion to my age; but I had
more than an ordinary share of strength in my limbs
and hands, and could warp myself up the trees without
branches stopping midway to rest, and going on again,
while most others would give up the task from exhaus-
tion, and slide down long before they reached the top.
The gipsy youths were probably averse to adventures on
difficult trees because there was nothing to be gained
from success. In exploring the rocky ravine of the Ogle,
they reached places which made me tremble, they got
young hawks, which they took with them on their lowland
and townward peregrinations, and sold for profit. My
climbing had never any purpose beyond that of proving
to myself, or to any onlooker, that I could go up a tree
and reach some magpie’s nest that was supposed to be
beyond reach. I may mention one of my misadventures
in climbing.

The Ogle Burn had the reputatlon of being the home
of a colony of wild cats. I had never seen them, but
had heard much of them, and was often cautioned,
partly in joke to frighten me and partly in earnest, by
those who knew the wooded recesses of the ravine better
than myself, not to go among the wild cats, nor touch
their kittens if I came upon them. They were supposed
to be in a covert of furze midway up a rocky eminence ;
and this place, during the first year or two of my herding,

I never dared to explore for fear of them. One day, at
the distance of several hundred yards from there, I
noticed a large nest on a tree, having all the appearance
of the nest of a pair of hoody crows. The tree grew
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‘from a deep hollow near the bottom of a precipice, and
had a trunk of about fifty feet without branches. At the
height of fifty feet its branches began to spread. One of
them extended towards a narrow point of rock, that point
of rock extending six or seven feet beyond the perpendi-
cular of the precipice. The top of the tree was about
forty feet higher than that point: and the. nest about
half-way between it and the top. I was at the root of the:
tree, and having resolved on an ascent, denuded myself of
my corduroy jacket, and went to work. In due time I
reached the first branches, and resting there for a minute,
saw, that if the projecting rock was strong enough to
carry me, I could pass from the tree to it, and from it to
the tree ; and that whether it was secure enough to
me or not, it would carry more weight than that of a cat.
1 saw that, but no thought of cats was in my head at the
time. I had no thought of any inhabitant of the woods
but of the hoody crows, into whose nest I was going to
put my hand when I got twenty feet higher. So going
on from branch to branch, I easily overcome that dis-
tance. The old crows were neither flying about, nor had
one of them gone out of the nest, which made me suppose
there was nothing in it. I put in my hand, and at the
same time reached my head over it to look in: the next
moment three young cats, their eyes like lightning, their
little tails bristling, and their backs set up, scratched me,
and sprang towards my face as far as the edge of the nest,
spitting and striking out their little paws with the ferocity
of young tigers. They were probably five or six weeks
old, not more, and were of a greyish dun colour. I did
not remain to know more of them. Never but once,
when I fell from a tree, did I come down so quickly as I
came down that time. I was at the bottom, my hands
and clothes almost on fire with the friction of running
down, in a very few moments, and away from the place
as fast as I could trot. My dread was of the mother cat;
but I did not see her. It was an old crow’s nest, and
she had made use of it for her kittens, reaching the
branches of the tree from the top of the precipice.
At Branxton I told in the cvening what I had seen,
and as an enmity that knew nq mercy was vowed against
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all wild cats, some of the men took their guns and dogs, -
and going to the top of the rock so that the old cat might
not escape if she were 1n the tree, fired shots through the
nest repeatedly, killed her in it, and also her poor young
ones. One of the men made a cap of her skin.

One of the foolish superstitions which children learned
from older people in this part of the country was, that if
they were afraid of such a thing as thunder, a ghost, the
fairies, or of the man of the moon, the thunder, or other
thing of dread would come and kill or take them away.
T was not so much afraid of the fairies, for old Thomas
Brown, who told me first about them, called. them the
good neighbours, and told how they had in his young
days baked bread and given it to people to eat, and how
he had himself been in their company; nor had I much
fear of ‘* ghaists,” except in the dark; but the thunder,
when I was alone in those deep solitudes of the Ogle
Burn and the upper plantings, filled me with terrible
dread. While the vocation of the man of the moon being
to come down and carry away those evil doers who did
any work on Sunday, especially those- who gathered sticks
on that day, even to make a fire, I was fearful of giving
him a chance. So much so, that while on week days I
carried a walking-staff as a badge of office, I would not
run the risk of having it with me on the Sunday, lest the
man of the moon might think I had furnished myself with
a stick on that day. And as he was to be propitiated,
like the thunder, by not being afraid of him, I used to go
about repeating to myself, ““I’m no feared for thunder,
nor the man of the moon neither; I’m no feared for
thunder, nor the man of the moon neither.”” After the wild
cats were killed, and I had heard of witches being seen in
the shape of cats, it came into my head that perhaps the cats
of the tree had been witches; and the thought rested
there and would not be expelled. So I used to add
“wull cats’ (“wull” was our vernacular for wild) to
the other words, which I repeated to myself, thus, ““I’'m
no feared for thunder, nor the man of the moon, nor wull
cats neither.” I am now ashamed to tell how long this
foolish terror held possession of my mind; but I did not
get rid of it for some years.
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It wore away at last, being, as it were, expelled to
make room for sentiments of another kind, not so abso-
lutety absurd, yet somewhat akin to absurdity. Instead
of seeking to avert evil by propitiating the man of the
moon, I now addressed myself in prayer to the Almighty
preserver of me and of all things. My father had taught
me that it was not enough to repeat set forms of prayer
at set times; but that any of us might pray even at our
daily work. This injunction I used to bear in mind when
1 was alonein the woods; but I fear its observance arose
more from a childish dread of supernatural beings than
from holy thoughts. At famliy worship one night, when
I was in my tenth year, my father read a chapter of the
Prophecies of Isaiah, in which there are thesewords: ¢ When
ye make prayers I will not hear; your hands are full of
blood. Wash you, make you clean.” It happened that
on the following night I was sent to, and detained late at
the smithy, and had to come home through the plantings
in the dark. There was the Sandyford Syke bridge,
which had the reputation of having a ghost; there were
the gravel pits, which were said to have been first dug
out by fairies ; there was the narrow entrance at Face- -
Up, where robbers had once been known to lurk; there
was the dark Pond planting, with the thickets and trees
meeting overhead upon the road ; and there was the deep
pond itself, which was said to have no bottom, and on
the brink of which somebody had once seen a woman read-
ing a book, and having asked her what book she was
was reading, she replied, that the book was like that pond,
it-had no bottom, which having said, she instantly dis-
appeared ! —all those places I had passed many a time in
the dark before and without much fear, for [ said my

yers. On this night, however, I had cut one of my
hands at the smithy, and nothing that the smith and his
wife could do would stop the bleeding. Ihad togo home
while it still bled; and remembering the scriptural
passage which had been read the night before and mis-
understanding it, the thought came into my head that it
was perhaps the satanio spirit that would not let the bleed-
ing stop, so that my prayers might not be heard, and he -
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might have by that means, an opportunity of clutching
and carrying me off. I wended my way through the dark

solitudes, bathed in perspiration, and my hair producing

a sensation on my head as if it had gone all off, and my
bonnet with it.

Onceabout this time, when deeply impressed with the be-
lief that I should omit no private opportunity of falling on
my knees and praying for future salvation and present for-
giveness of sins, I was in the stable at Thriepland Hill,
in which there was only one horse. The regular work
horses stood at Branxton; and this one, an aged animal
named Bonar, stood here, because he was the ‘ orra
horse ” of the farm, and my father was the ‘ orra man,”
and because it was convenient, when my father’s work
needed a horse, to have him near to where we lived. People
used to say that old Bonar, the orra horse, and old James,
the orra man, were exactly alike in gravity and steady
performance of work; and my father would sometimes
say that Bonar and he suited each other perfectly, for
both of them were old and stiff in their joints, and the one
could not out-walk the other.

In one of the empty stalls, next to the one in which
the old horse stood, I knew that my father, often at resting
hours when alone, or thinking that he was there alone,
knelt down and prayed. On this occasion, being alone,
save that the old horse was in the next stall, separated
from me only by a traverse of boarding four feet high, I
thought to pray where my father had prayed, and did so.
I wore a bonnet of woollen tartan, and forgetting to un-

cover myself, it remained on my head. In the midst of

my devotions, I felt something pull me by the hair and
remove my bonnet. I started up, and saw old Bonar
with it in his mouth. He had his head over the traverse,
and looked at me, while Ilooked at him for several minutes,
neither of us moving. At last he let the bonnet drop
from his teeth, and gave a neigh, or ‘“nicker,” as we
called it, which I knew to bé his language addressed to
me. His manger being empty was, in all likelihood, the
cause of his interfering with me as he had done, and of

nickering ; but though this thought found a place, another
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thought turned it out of mind and kept its place, namely,
that old Bonar had rebuked me for the irreverence of pray-
ing with my bonnet on my head.

This thought was not weakened, but rather strength-
ened by an occurrence which befel me soon after. It was
harvest, and the men of the farm who worked with horses
were on the harvest field shearing and binding; their
horses meanw hile being in the clover field feeding. Bonar
was with them. Jock Dudgeon, a young man, whose
duty it was to take the porridge breakfast of the shearers
to the harvest field, had to get one of the horses from the
clover for that purpose, and the gentlest and tamest of
them was not easily caught and brigled. T went to help
him one morning. = He was not particular as to which he
got so that he did not get old Bonar. Bonar was too
slow for him, and he swore he would not have Bonar.
He was a dashing, clever young man, this Dudgeon. My
father used to say to me at times, * I see you like to be
wherever Jock Dudgeon is; T would like to see you as
clever as him; but oh, do not swear like him; he has an
ill habit of swearing.” Upon the whole I observed this
injunction, there being only the exception now to be named.
He was excited at not being able to get a horse, and was
expressing himself in that language which my father had
warned me not to imitate. For a moment however, I
forgot the injunction, and, catching one of the coarse ox-
pressions, said, “let us take old Bonar.” As I uttered
these words I sprung forward and seized that animal by
the forlock with one hand and by the nose with the other,
which was the customary way of catching an unbridled
horse in the field. Bonar suddenly wheeled the instant
Ttouched him, which made me lose my hold, and bringing
his hind feet round, he kicked out with both and struck a
blow on my stomach which laid me on my back and de-
prived me of sensibility for a considerable time. T did
not recover from the effects of the kick for two or three
weeks, The circumstances under which it was given
caused me to wonderif Bonar could be only a horse. My
young imagination took a form cof belief that he was a
mysterious and perhaps supernatural agent of admonition
and punishment for me. Whether I was the better or the

D
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worse for this belief need not now be asked ; but he was
all the better for the uncertain estimate I had formed of
him. I gave many peace offerings of hay and grass and
corn to him, in addition to his regular feeding, thinking
that if he were more than a horse it was as well for me
to be on good terms with him.

At last Bonar died, and was skinned; and I was sexnt
by the master to sell the skin to a tanner at Dunbar. 1
had a cart and horse with me, as a quantity of household
necessaries and other things were to be brought home.
I took the skin to the tanner, and got the price which
I was to ask for it. But to my unutterable dismay,
on coming out of the tanner’s yard to the street, where I
had left the cart stahding, John Carse, the town officer,
with red cuffs and red collar to his coat, stood with a
face of terrible severity. He told me that he had taken
possession of the horse and cart, while another town
officer, with red cuffs and collar, equally terrible, laid
hold of me, and said he would take me to prison; first,
for coming into the town with a cart which had no ticket
of the owner’s name and residence on it ; and secondly,
for going down the tanner’s yard, and leaving the horse
alone without an attendant. In vain I pleaded that the
horse was a “canny beast,” that would stand anywhere,
and wait for me, and do no harm to anybody. In vain
I told them that they knew my master very well, and
that the cart, though it had no name on it, was his
cart. They took me before the provost, the chief magis-
trate of the town, Major Middlemas. IHe seemed a ven-
erable, benevolent gentleman, and spoke in a fone much

more kindly than the officers had done, and I began to

have hope. Besides I knew that my master visited at
his family ; and that,as a corn merchant, he bought the
most of the corn from our farm, and I told him whose
horse and cart I had, with a feeling of confidence that he
would let me go free for my master’s sake. The magis-
trate, however, overruled the private friend. He said I
must pay a fine of five shillings, and asked the officers if
they knew whether I had any money. They at once said
that I had been selling the skin of a horse, and they
had no doubt that I had at least ten shillings for it.
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I said that I had not got ten shillings, nor the half of it ;
for it was the skin of a poor old horse, that had wasted
away in old age until his bones had nearly come through
his skin; and I was told to ask only four shillings for it,
which I had done; and that was all the money I had.
The provost then asked if I had not another shilling of
my own; I hesitated; and he seeing my hesitation
turned to John Carse, who, in addition to being a street
officer, was the gaoler, and said to him, *You must put
him in prison: and lock up his horse and cart until he
pays the fine.”” It was a moment of intense agony.
I had a shilling with me, one only, the only shilling I
possessed ; and it had been destined to be spent that
day in a saddler’s shop for a whip. In bitterness of
heart, while I wiped my eyes with the sleeve of my
velveteen jacket, I took my master’s four shillings out of
one pocket, and my own shilling out of another pocket,
and laid them down. The provost, on seeing the full
amount of the fine, said * Very well, you need not now
go to prison: and as you seem to be a very young driver
of a cart, I shall reduce the fine to one half, just to be a
warning to you not to come to Dunbar again without
your master’s name on your cart. Officer, take half-a-
erown from his money, and give him back the rest; and
go home at once, boy, and do not let your horse stand in
the street alone, else you may get into trouble which you
may not get out of so soon.

The provost, no doubt, meant that I should at once go
home when my errands were completed ; but I under-
stood him literally; and being afraid to stay another
minute in Dunbar, drove home without any of the busi-
ness being done which I had been sent to do, save the
selling of the skin; and of the money I received for it I
had only eighteenpence left. How to meet my master
and tell of my disasters, I knew not. I had gone from
home in the morning in such fulness of joy at being en-
trusted -with the driving of a cart to Dunbar, six miles,
for the first time in my life, any previous journeys to that
town having been in conjunction with somebody older
than myself, that I had sung and whistled all the way,
unable to contain my happiness; and now I returned
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afflicted, spirit broken, ruined, as I thought, for ever.
My master, I expected, would discharge me from his em-
ployment, the workmen would all jeer me, my father
would be angry, and my mother would, under such cala-
mities, be afflicted with grief. That this misfortune had
arisen from the profanity of my going to sell old Bonar’s
skin, and at my rejoicing that I had been sent to sell it,
I did not now doubt. I lay in the bottom of the cart a
humbled boy. To any one who saw me I must have
seemed a fat, red-faced, lubberly, lazy lad, lying in the
cart. But if any such observer could have looked into
me, and could have seen and understood the working of
my thoughts, he would have seen a metaphysical tumult
in one who had never heard of metaphysics, an examina-
tion, rejection, adoption, again a rejection and re-adoption
of the Pythagorean philosophy in one who had never
heard of Pythagoras or the vagaries of his followers.
And the observer, if he could have further looked into
the troubled soul of that lubberly, lazy-looking lad in the
bottom of the cart, would have found that he was, in an
agony of spirit, praying for forgiveness, inasmuch as he
believed that all the evil that had befallen him that day
was a direct judgement upon him for some great sin.

When I arrived at home without the things which T
had been sent for, and looked to the master when he came
out to meet me, the very impersonation of despair, he
felt alarmed, and thought that something far more serious
had happened. After some difficulty I got power to tell
the whole case as it occurred, upon which, observing the
grievous distress I was in, and the lugubrious faces I
made in struggling te suppress my tears and agitation, he
laughed, and called some of the other people to come and
laugh too ; and they all laughed together, until I joined
them, seeming to feel that it was excellent fun and
a fit subject for mirth. But that feeling did not last.
When I was once more alone,—once more the dismal
thought took possession of me that perhaps old Bonar
would one day punish me for having sold his skin.

The companionship of gipsies, and of the aged blind-
man, James Dawson, who saw visions, as already related;
and especially my own dreamy thoughts in the deep soli-
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tudes of the Ogle and the upper plantings were but too
favourable for the growth of fantastic forms of super-
natural belief. One summer, however, I had a more
suitable associate, and my intellectual nature was much
the better for the change. The cattle belonging to the
adjoining farm of Cocklaw were that year herded by one
of the farmer’s sons, a lad about my own age. On that
farm a thrashing-mill, driven by water had just been
erected, and Willy Purvis (the lad in question) was
well pleased to tell me all about it, I was filled with the
ambition of making a mill,—a real one, complete in all its
parts. He and I met frequently, and worked at mill-
making until we had water-wheels in motion, and leaders
of water running to the wheels in all directions. We met
oftener together, and for a longer time each day than was
for the good of the cattle we respectively herded. An
intimacy nothing short of affection sprung up between us,
and we built a place which we called Castle Jeebury, in
honour of our friendship, promising that whenever we
could meet together when we grew older we should visit
Castle Jeebury, and sit in it as we did when boys. It was
aplace half made of sods and stones, and half formed of
growing bushes, which lent us their branches to make a
bower. We never met at it again, The next year found
me alone, while to him it was the first of a series of
school years of classical study. I continued to herd ordo
other farm work, for nine months out of the twelve, dur-
ing the next three or four years, going three months out
of the twelve to school to get a smattering of education,
and at last I became a regular farm worker, while he went
to school and college and became a clergyman of the
church of Scotland. Twice we met when grown to man-
hood, and no more ; but it was far from Castle Jeebury.
The Reverend William Purvis is now a clergyman in one
of the Australian colonies.
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CHAPTER VL

I AM THE RUNAWAY BOY.

I was in my fourteenth year when an occurrence fell in my
way, or I fell in the way of the occurrence, which may be
related at length. It was harvest time, and nearly the end
of harvest. The men of the farm, and two hired strangers
were carting the corn from the fields, and I was on the
stackhead in the barn-yard, lifting each sheaf on a fork
as it was thrown from the loaded cart and laying it at the
hand of the stack-builder. that he might readily put it in
its place without having to rise from his knees. The
shearers were at the last field of corn on that day. In
the afternoon it was seen that there was more to shear
than they could do at the usual rate of working. Where-
upon the master sent some bottles of whisky to the field
to be given to the shearers, partly in honour of its being
the last day of shearing, but chiefly to make them drive on
at great speed with their work so as to get it done.

The whisky had its desired effect. All the people,
male and female, home hands and hired hands, Scotch and
Irish, slashed down the corn, and strove with one another
at the work more like mad people than work people. The
men carting the corn to the barn-yard where I was at
work, passed this scene of laborious strife going out and
coming in with their carts, but got none of the whisky, at
which they grumbled a good deal. They said if they
could run as I could, and were as clever as I was, they
would run down the side of a certain hedge, and
get one of the bottles, which were still in the basket. On
another man coming in with his loaded cart, and hearing
what had been suggested to me, he also urged the ad-
venture ; and off I ran down the hedge side, across the
field, and, amongst the sheaves at a certain place which
had been named, found the basket, and brought off one
of the bottles of whisky. Being fleet of foot in those
days, I was soon in the barn-yard with the purloined
mischief, and it was soon dealt out and drunk by the
men ; for my own part I abhorred the very flavour of

Google




A WORKING MAN. b5

whisky at that time, and tasted none of it. But I was in
a full flow of animal spirits, through the exertion I had
used in performing the feat, and from the praise awarded
me by those who had enjoyed and were made talkative by
the spirit ; so I thought nothing was wrong aboutit, and
worked on with vigour and gaiety.

We had nine or ten men, who came annually to the
harvest-work from the county of Antrim, in Ireland, six
of whom were named Michael,—old Michael, young
Michael, big Michael, wee Michael, singing Michael,
and Michael the laird. They were all good shearers save
the last; old Michael, the head of the lot, being a
favorite with most of us. The laird was so called from
having owned a piece of land in Ireland. He had dissi-
pated it, however, and was perhaps poorer than any of
the others, because not so good a worker. He was fond
of drink, and a cunning man. On this occasion he had
dropped behind the shearers, who, striving with one
another, did not observe him; and he, having seen me
approaching, hid himself in a stook of corn sheaves near
to where the whisky bottles and basket stood. He saw
me take a bottle. His own design being to drink or hide
a bottle until a convenient time to remove it, he did so
with more confidence, and probably to a greater extent
than at first intended, because he saw the blame could be

laid on me.

~ In due time three bottles, the greater part of the store
in the basket, were missed. A general outcry was raised,
and all the Michaels and their party exclaimed at once,
Michael the laird having informed them, that Sandy
from the stack-yard done it”’—that ¢ he came down from
the stack-yard and done it.”” Added to this, one of the
carters going past was questioned by the master if any of
the whisky had been taken to the barn-yard ; and he, see-
ing the affair beginning to look serious, and fearing for
himself, said that he saw me bring some to the barn-yard ;
that he drank some of it thinking it had been sent to
them. The master said he did not like a trick of that
kind, because he was always ready to give the men a glass
of whisky (which he certainly was).

Upon which my father, who was binding the sheaves,

Google



b6 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF

and was no doubt vexed at the slashing nature of the
shearing, and the bad bands made to tie the corn, he
having also, on principle, a dislike to work of that kind

. being so executed—people cutting their own hands, and

hhat T54

cutting the hands of their neighbours, and quarrelling by
the power of whisky ; he having those causes to put him
out of a happy humour, felt himself and the whole
family to be disgraced by my having carried away the
whisky. Those who did not know otherwise, and he was
one of them, supposed that I had taken all that was
missing. He came up to the stack-yard, and commanded
me to come down from the stack-head, where I was at
work. I saw there was something of fearful importance
to me in his face, and T would rather not have faced him ;
but I went down the ladder, and asked what he wanted
with me, though truth to tell, it was no mystery, for he
had in his hand a formidable cudgel, a fork shaft. He
struck me a grievous number of blows with it. He at
last left off, telling me I had disgraced myself and the
family for ever: the only words he spoke. He burst
into tears, and went away. I was much nearer to the
shedding of teayrs when I saw him in that condition than
when he was giving me blows, but I kept myself silent
and gloomy, weeping not, speaking not. Some of the
men asked why I did not run from him, when he was
striking me; another said if his father had ever struck
him that way, he would have knocked him down if he had
been able, and he was sure that I was strong enough to
have done so to my father. Only one of them, the builder
of the stacks (David Lyall, long since settled as a farmer
and flockmaster in the region of Buenos Ajyres, in South
America), seemed to condole with me: none of them had
the sense of fairplay in them to make a statement of the
whole truth ; and I was by this time too much troubled
in spirit to do so myself. They did not understand the
nature of my mind, who either thought that I might have
run away or have battled with my father. It might have
been an unworthy obstinacy that made me firm, but I
took that as I have taken all other punishments, in silence.
This feeling I can account for; but not quite so easily can
I account for my standing as if willing to receive punish-
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ment. There was a kind of fascination, or if that is not
the name, an influence without a name that rooted me to
the one spol whenever my father commanded me to stand
there, or which made me involuntarily move towards him
ifhe commanded me so to move. It was not easy to be~
lieve, when one’s bones and skin were sore with punish-
ment, that it was done in parental love; but my poor
father was at all other times affectionate to me and to all
his family, and showed it in s0 many ways of hard en-
durance for our sakes, while I, on calm reflection, could
always see within myself that I had done something re-
prehensible before he punished me. Still I do think that
a milder course might have been more effective.

We were at this time working at Thriepland Hill, near
to which was our house. I was victualled that year in the
master’s house at Branxton, but came home to sleep at
night. On this evening I did not come home to sleep.
I did not sleep at all. I lay down amongst the straw in
the stable at Branxton, where the master’s riding-horse
stood, and planned during the night what I should do:
with myself. I was deeply affronted at having been so
punished in the presence of so many people, and some of’
them strangers; and Iresolved to go away and leave home:
for a long time, and not return until I had lived to be a.
man, and had done something to entitle me to respect. To.
goto my brother James was to go too near home; to go to-
my brother William, who lived in Yorkshire as forester to
the Duke of Devonshire, seemed as undesirable as staying
where I was. He had always been a kind of second
father in our family when at home, and to the family
when away. He was now in a situation above that.
of a working man, and would expect any relation to-
come to him dressed (so I fancied), which I could not.
be, for my Sunday’s clothes were at home where L
could not get them, and I had on my ilkaday breeks,
my highland bounet, and tacketed shoon (nailed shoes).
Besides which disadvantages, I should have to tell (so I
reasoned), why I had left home, and why I had given offence
to my father, which offence would appear to William to be
a punishable one, I had no doubt. Accordingly I decided
against going to Yorkshire. _ p 2
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The next bent of my thoughts was to my brother
Peter, who was a soldierin the Royal Artillery ; had been
serving in the West Indies, but was now supposed to be
returned to Woolwich, and serving there. What T could
do if I reached Peter was by no means clear to me, nor
'did T know how I was to reach Woolwich, nearly four
hundred miles distant. I had one penny, and one penny
only in the world. I had but a poor notion of what the
life of a soldier is, but I had read of wonderful adven-
tures and successes, and I thought that if I could reach
Peter, he and I might yet become captains, colonels, or
great generals. Yet, again, I doubted if one so young as
I was would be admitted into the army; and I doubted
if T should find Peter at Woolwich if I got there; and
then I doubted if I should find Woolwich.

But I resolved to travel somewhere. It was Sunday
morning, and the day was breaking. I knew nobody
would be astir for several hours, as people did not rise
early on the morning of the day of rest in harvest time,
and that I might remain later and still go unseen. But
I resolved to go soon, and go far away that day. The
master’s riding-horse neighed when it heard me moving
about the stable; and as I was its groom, in addition to
many other offices which I filled on the farm, I opened
the corn chest, of which I carried the key, and gave it a
feed of corn. It knew me well, and I hung my arms
around its neck as it ate the corn, and told it I should
never see it more.

I then took a piece of chalk, and wrote on the top of
the corn chest, “Fare ye well, Branxton, I am away,
never to come back.” My heart had been beating all
night quick and strong, and my mouth was feverish and
thirsty. I went to the pump to have a draught of cold
water, and with all seriousness and sorrow, 1 bade the
pump farewell. Coming from it my eyes caught sight of
my old wheelbarrow on the dunghill, with which T wheeled
the clearings from the stables; I turned it upon its feet,
lifted it, and put it down again, and said, * Poor old
barrow, I shall never wheel you again.” Coming out of
that close, I had to pass the cart in which I had taken the
breakfasts and dinners, the porridge and bread and beer,
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80 often to the fields to the shearers during that and other
harvests. Taking my chalk, I wrote on the bottom of it,
“ Parritch cart, I am done with you.” Then going up the
coach-house road, between the high holly hedges, which
overshawdowed the road, and under the large trees which
met and overshadowed the hedges, I stood a few minutes
considering which way I should go, and bitterly regretting
that I could not take farewell of something belonging to
my mother. The thought occurred to go to the Fir
Knowe, and see the cows, and my mother’s cow in par-
ticular, and bid it farewell. T did not find them in the
Fir Knowe, so went down the steep hill side, amid the
bolly bushes, rabbit holes and high trees, to the meadow,
—a lovely green, framed, as it were, in rows of dark
spruce trees, the timber of other varieties rising on the
high ground behind the rows of spruce, Here I found
the cows. Some would have nothing to do with me, but
others knew me well, and were kind and gentle, and
allowed me to lay my hands on them. My mother’s was
one of these. I put my hands on her head and neck,
and said to her I was going away and should never see
her again. The poor animal knew not what I said, but
in her usual kindness licked my hand with her tongue, and
I felt as if it was a friend that sympathised with me. I
had left the master’s riding-horse, the pump, the wheel-
barrow, and the cart which I used to work with, all of
them with heaviness of spirit, yet without a tear. I
could not repress tears as I quitted poor Kidley; she was
my mother’s favourite, and licked my hand, and I thought
of my mother. T turned back to the kindly animal again,
and put my arms around her neck, and gave her my hand,
which she again licked so gently with her tongue, that I
cried outright, and blubbered like a great foolish boy as
Iwas.

I left her, and going up the wooded aeclivity, with my
face towards the Rabbit Hill, where the rabbits, starting
before me and running to their holes, seemed to turn
round and look as if they knew I was not their enemy
now, and was going away never to shoot them again.
The birds that twitter and sing in the early morning were
all in voice and upon the fluttering wing, as if they had
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got up to see me away. Every creature seemed to be up
and astir but human creatures, and I felt a melancholy
pleasure in seeing at my parting so many living things
and no human thing. I was gloomy, and desirous to shun
human beings.

Coming down the road called the avenue, my face
eastward, I remembered a large beech tree in the Pond
Planting, by the side of the road, not far from the dismal
deep pond, on which tree all of our family who had
herded cows in those woods had carved the initials of
-their names, with the dates and other memoranda. I
paid a visit to that tree, and once more put my name on
it, and then turned away. The sun was rising ; the top
of the little thatched house where slept my father,
-mother, and sisters, was just visible through the trees,
“with the first beams of the glowing sun glorifying the old
~thatch. Were they sleeping soundly under that roof,
or were they awake and mourning for me who had not
been home all night—the first night I had been a fugitive
from their roof? I thought the glowing sun upon the
house, seen so soon after the dark night of trouble which
I had wasted in wakefulness, might indicate that there
was now forgiveness and welcome under the thatch ; and
that, like the night, all displeasure had disappeared. And
this thought enlarged itself. Perhaps, said I, that sun-
shine on my father’s roof at this very early hour (it hardly
secmed the natural time for sunrise), is the face of God
looking upon me, and signifying that this is the place I
should go to. With which thought I remembered that
I had not once, in the momentous resolves I had been
making, prayed, or thought of prayer. I tried to pray
now, but could not. The unformed words refused to be
formed into prayer. I felt myself to be a rebel against
my father and against God, and the very prayers which
I had once used now rebelled against me, and would not
be uttered. They fled even from my thoughts in their
very spirit when I tried only to think them, without
saying them word by word. f could not pray. It was
awful; yet I could not. Neither could I undo my resolves
;nd remain at home. I made a sudden start and away

went.
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My face and feet went towards England. Berwick-
upon-Tweed was about twenty-five miles distant. I was
over the half of that distance while it was yet early. I
reached Ayton, eight miles from Berwick, before the
church-going hour of eleven o’clock. I had once been at
Ayton with my mother. I saw little of it then, and
knew it better from my mother’s description. I had
heard her tell at home of the time when she was a young
woman in that pretty village; of the washing and
bleaching of clothes by the banks of the little river Eye,
and sitting up with the clothes all the night, she and
other young maidens, beneath Ayton-bridge, to lay them
out again in the summer mornings, when the first glimpse
of sun appeared ; the night being spent in story telling,
and sometimes in the society of lovers, who came and
kept the maidens company.

I now stood upon this bridge, and looked over its para-
pet upon that bold rivulet, its ledges of rock, and grassy
banks, and pools of shining water, and fancied my mother
there. Then I remembered that there was famlly dust of
ours in Ayton churchyard, and that my mother’s affec-
tions often dwelt there, though she herself dwelt beyond
the broad hills of Lammermoor. My two brothers and a
sister, who parted with the world in their childhood, and
whom I never knew, were buried in that place. I found
the green spot of their early graves by finding the tomb-
stone of John Orkney, my mother’s father. I sat down
on the old man’s grave, wondering what kind of man he
had been, and what kind of men my two brothers, and
what like a woman their infant sister lying beside them
would have been, had they lived until then. Would those
brothers have been like William in  Yorkshire—grave,
upright and like a father; or would they have been like
James—Iless stern ; keen readers of books, excellent singers
of songs, and tellers of good stories ; or like Peter—clever
as mechanics, but adventurous and, unsettled? Would
they, had they lived, been apprenticed to trades like James
and Peter; or would they have been mere hedgers and
ditchers, as William had been, rising above ditching and
spade labour to offices of trust, by self-instruction, un-
swerving integrity, and sheer perseverance? Would they
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have been a solace to our parents, and a help in time of

need, as William had been; or would they have caused
grief to them by running away, like Peter and I?  These
were bitter thoughts as I sat on the grave of my grand-
father, with my own wayward feet over the dust of those
children. I rose from the place and returned to the
bridge to see the pools of clear water once again, which
my mother, when young and blooming, had looked inte
instead of a looking-glass, to do up her luxuriant hair in
the early summer mornings, when she bleached her linen
there. I leaned over the bridge and felt more sick at heart
about my journey than I had yet done.

But I said at last, this is not the way toget on. Sol
started to the road and reached Berwick, where I spent
my penny in the purchase of a loaf, which I ate at about
two o’clock, a mile or two from the town on the English
side. I had an uncle Peter Orkney in Berwick, and an
uncle Alexander Orkney at the Square, two or three miles
from that town, both brothers of my mother, and the
latter my name-father. I might have just conceived the
thought of calling on them, but a glance at my working
clothes and nailed shoes forbade a repetition of the
thought. Besides, they would ask why I had come away
from home, and I could not tell that it was because my
father gave me a “licking ; ’ it was the shame I felt at
that which had made me leave home. .

After eating the pennyworth of bread—swallowing my
all, at once—I proceeded on my journey. I was several
miles on the road to Belford, when being thirsty, I went
into one of several poor-looking houses standing in a row
by the roadside, and asked a drink of water. A motherly
woman took a bason to get me some water, but stopped
short of the good errand and asked if I preferred milk. I
said yes, if she pleased. Whereupon she gave me a bason
of milk, and bade me sit down and rest if I were tired.
I sat down and was drinking the milk, when her husband
said, “ Perhaps the lad would like a bit of bread to his
milk; do thee, lad?’* I was blockhead enough to say,
“No, I thank ye; I em not hungry,”— which is con-
sidered good manners among young people of my condition
in Scotland, no matter how hungry one may be who says
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8o. But the good man of the house said, *“ The lad is
blate, and wurnot tell; I see he’s hungry; give him a
piece of bread to the milk.” So I got bread and ate it,
and answered many questions as to where I came from,
and why I was travelling into England. On my telling
what kind of work I had been used to, the man said that
his master, a farmer, would give work to such a lad as I,
and he directed me to his house. Thither I went, and
after getting through a yard guarded by fierce dogs, I
reached the kitchen door, and asked to see the master.
He was not at home, but the mistress came and asked
what I wanted. 1T told her I wanted work, if they needed
any harvest hands. To which she said, angrily, “ Go
away, go away ; we have too many idle tramps of your
sort already.”

I got through the yard from the dogs, and proceeded
on the road to the south.

Nearly opposite a large house, the greatest house I
had ever seen—greater than Sir James Hall’s at Dun-
glass, greater than Lord Lauderdale’s at Dunbar, and
they are both large ones—I came up to a man going in
the same direction with myself, and inquired what house
that was. He wondered where I could have come from
not to know Haggerston. ¢ That,” said he, “is Sir
Carnaby’s house.” Finding that I had come a long way
from the Scotch side, he said he could wager his life I
was going to Newcastle to get a ship. < Lad,” he
continued, ‘“ye’ll rue that; they’ll rope thee until thou
won’t be able to stir thysel. I once went to sea at
Newcastle, but I soon ran away. Go thou home again,
lad.” I told him I could not go home; but he said as I
‘was tired, and had nowhere to go for a lodging, he would
put me in a stable where he lived, let me sleep there, and
think of what he had told me till the morning.

‘We went a mile or two farther, and arrived at his house.
He was hind to a farmer, and lived with his mother.
She gave me broth and bread, and I went to the stable, got
straw where he directed me to get it, and lay down in it,
sleeping soundly until he called me at sunrise in the
morning. e and his mother were going to the fields to
the harvest work; they had their own breakfasts of oat-

Go glc



64 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF

meal crowdy made, and said they would give me part of
it if T would promise to go home. I would not take
crowdy on that condition, and went to the road, my face
again southward. They called me back, and said they
could not let me go away without breakfast; so I had
crowdy with them, and then set out on my journey
towards Belford.

I passed through that town and got to the fourth mile-
stone on its south side. Near to this was a small bridge,
and I sat down on the ledge of this bridge, and pondered
over and over again on what I was doing. The want of
a change of clothes, not having even changed the shirt I
had been working in, and the want of money, but above
all the thoughts of my poor mother, how she must be
distressed on my account; how I was grieving her whe
would willingly have saved me from suffering; all those
things came into my thoughts, rushing one on the other;
and for the first time since I had left home, I prayed to
God to direct me what to do, and where to go. I had
not so employed my thoughts many minutes, when I felt
fully assured that it was best to go home. I started at
once, my feet going faster than they had gone before, and
my thoughts absolutely happy.

I reached Berwick Bridge without halting, and stood
a few minutes looking over upon the Tweed, and then
passed through the town. As soon as I got out of Ber-
wick, I took off my shoes and stockings, and ran bare-
footed. Soon after this the Union four-horsed coach
came up. It was a fast coach; but so light-footed and
light-hearted was I now, that I ran as fast as it. I kept
up with it six miles, running about twenty yards behind.
The guard once looked back to me, and asked if I had
any money. I said “No,” whereupon he sat down on
his seat and did not look at me again. It got away
from me at Ayton. I was not able to run up hill with
it; but I walked on as fast as I could, and got over the
remaining eighteen miles between ten and eleven o’clock
at night.

I did not feel enough of confidence to go-to my father’s
door, but being outrageously hungry, having ate nothing
since the crowdy at sunrise, and having walked and ren
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over fifty-two miles of road since then, I was obliged to
go to a neighbour’s house to get something to eat.
Here were two young women, Jean and Alice Dawson,
who lived with their blind grandfather, old James Dawson.
They rcjoiced as much over my return as if they had
been my sisters ; got out of bed and made tea for me,
and laid me down to sleep ; told me how glad my mother
and father, and every one, would be to know 1 had re-
turned, and were very inquisitive as to where I had been.
The distance I had travelled over that day surprised
them, as it may do many, considering the want of food;
but the number of fifty-two miles is correct, including
what I walked in the morning, before I turned.

I got up early, and went round a back way to Branx-
ton, not to be seen by the men whom I expected coming
with their horses to resume the leading of the corn to
the stackyard, They happened to come by the very
road which I took. I got behind the holly bushes at
the bottom of the Horse Hill Planting to avoid them.
They were talking of me, and saying they wondered
where I could have gone. They thought I must have
gone with the Irish shearers, for I had been often in the
barn where they slept, and seemed fond of their com-

any.
¥ The only man I wanted to see at that time was David
Lyall, as he was the only one who had not made a jest
of the punishment I received. Fortunately he was be-
hind the others. I called * Davy” as he passed. He
looked into the bushes, and said “Is that you; where
in the world have you been?” And without saying
another word, bade me go along with him. He turned
ack to Branxton, and going up to the master’s bedroom,
old him I had returned, and that he hoped he would
ot refuse to allow me back again to his service. The
master soon came and bade me get to work, but I had
begun work in the stable before he came. He said that
although I did not choose to go home to my father,
that was no reason why I should run away from my
service.

I did not feel confidence to go home that night; but
was anxiously expected home when my day’s work was
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done. My mother had come and entreated me to
home ; but I had not seen my father, and could not go.
I again slept in the stable among the straw. While I
was yet in the straw, in the early morning, my father
came to me. He said he had been lying awake all the
night, and nearly the whole of every night I had been
away, and so had my poor mother. With his eyes wet,
and the tears running down his venerable face, he asked
me to forgive him for the wrong he had done ; for he had
since found that the men sent me to take the whisky for
their use, and that they drank it. For me to be begged
of for forgiveness by my father! It was worse—aye, far
more painful—than the hasty punishment was which he
inflicted on me, I never again saw him raise his hand in
punishment or rebuke ; and, so far as I can remember, he
never again spoke a severe word to me.

CHAPTER VIL

I OBTAIN A GLIMPSE OF THE WORLD BY READING,
AND WAS ELEVATED TO HOLD THE PLOUGH.

WHEN I was a boy, the periodicals, which are now
so common, cheap, and useful in supplying young minds
! with information, did not exist. Such books of popular
instruction as then existed, and might have been useful
for me to read, were out of my reach. Not knowing them,
T did not seek them, nor feel their absence and my own
loss. My earliest acquaintance with a book subject, one
which took a lodgment in me, and remained from its first
entrance to this day, to receive new comers and admit
them to a place beside it, but never to be dislodged it-
self, was the story of Joseph and his brethren. It was
told by my mother. My father had been sent to Edin-
burgh market, a distance of thirty-four miles, with sheep
or cattle. On such journeys he was absent a day and
night going, a day and night there, and a day to come
home. It was one night when he was thus absent that
my mother, when we were preparing to go to bed,
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answered some questions which I put to her, by telling
the whole narrative from the selling of Joseph to the
Ishmaelites, to the Egyptian bondage of the children of
Israel, and their escape to the desert. To this day I re-
member the very manner of myself and sisters, sitting
around her on our oreepy stools on the hearth-stone.
To this day I can see the fire of logs and coals as it
burned behind the bars of the grate ; and I see the bars
also as they were then, and the fancied figures of .
Egyptians and Israelites which I then saw in the fire. It
was the first time that I felt an intellectual ecstacy. It
came from my mother as did many other pleasing, good,
and holy feelings. Who can tell all a mother’s goodness,
or all her power to do good ?

This occurred in my eighth or ninth year. About three
years after, at the end of harvest, on a moonlight evening,
when the corn was nearly all in the stackyard, and the
carters were still at work in the moonlight, to get the corn
carried from the fields while good weather lasted, I was
with James Wilson, who was then the stacker, laying the
sheaves to his hand as the carter forked them to the stack
from his cart. We had some spare time between the
departure of the emptied cart, and the arrival of the
loaded one; and James Wilson, who was a reader of
books, asked me as we sat on the stack together, if I knew
Burns’s poem of ¢ Halloween.” I said no: that I did not
know what people meant when they spoke of Burns’s

ms. What was a poem, and what was Burns?
alloween I knew about; for we had pulled cabbage
runls that night blindfold, and burned beans on the bars
of the grate, and put three basins on the table, one with
clear water in it, one with muddy water, and one with
none, and the young women and men had gone blindfold
to choose a basin—the maiden who got the basin with
none being destined to live without a husband, she who
got the muddy water being destined to marry a widower,
and she who got the clear water having in store for her
3 lover who had loved no other. I had seen such cere-
monies gone through at Halloween (though never in my
father's house, or in his presence), so I told the stacker
that I knew what was meant by Halloween, but not what
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he meant when he spoke of Burns’s poems. What was
Burns’s poems, was it a book, or a song, or a story ?

He said he would tell me; and so saying, he recited
the poem of ¢ Halloween.” Seeing I was delighted,
he gave me that of “Death and Doctor Hornbook,”
which pleased still more. And then he told me some part
of Burns’s life, which excited an interest in me far stronger
than the recital of the two poems had done. He then re-
minded me that I had heard the songs of “ Auld LangSyne,”
"« Of &’ the Airts the Wind can Blaw,” My Nannie O,”
and some others which he named; and that they were
songs made by Burns, and were included in the book
called, ““ Burns’s Poems,” which he would bring with him
to-morrow and lend me to read.

Tired as I was with late work, which had lasted from
daylight in the morning until ten at night, I was now so
eager to see that famous book, from which he had kindled
in me intellectual sensations so new, so delightful, and so
irrepressibly strong, that I could not go home to supper
and to bed, until I had accompanied him to his home,
three quarters of a mile distant, to get the book; I could
not wait until he brought it in the morning. It wasa
volume that had been often read, well read, and well
worn. It had been in tatters, and was sewed again to-
gether, and I had special charges to take care of it, as it
was not every one that it would be lent to. I got it, and
if each leaf had been a bank note, I could not have hug-
ged it in my breast pocket more closely and carefully.
At first I felt a difficulty with the Scottish dialect of the
poems, as I had never seen the dialect in print before;
and my education, such as it was, had been exercised
only on English reading. Moreover, the dialect of Burns
was that of the west of Scotland, while in our everyday
speech we used that of the Lothians and of Lammermoor
in the south-east of Scotland, a dialect differing in
many respects from that of the west. Yet I was soon
able to read the poems with facility; and though I now
know that I did not then feel the force of the poetry, I
then rcad them under sensations of pleasure entirely
new. Unfortunately, as regarded my father’s approba-
tion of such reading, the most witty of the poems of
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Burns are directed satirically against the ministers of re-
ligion of that rigid body to which my father adhered.
Still, rigid as he was in moral discipline, and believer as
he was in the orthodoxy of those whom the poet had sa-
tirised, the genius of Burns subdued him. He took that
old volume from me, and read it again and again, his
grave countenance relaxlng, and the muscles of his face
curling into a smile, and the smile widening to a broad
laugh at certain passages, which having read to himself,
he would read aloud, that we might all laugh. And I re-
member his saying, ““ It’s a pity Burns was so coarse on
some good men, for he was a droll fellow, and after all
there is so much more good than ill in the book.” Still
he was not willing that I should become familiar with
Burns. He said when T grew older I might read him to
advantage, when I could know what to admire and what
to reject ; it was hardly fit for me to read poetry while so
young. But I had felt new sensations so exquisitely
delightful, that even this admonition was not strong
enough to separate me from Burns.

Seeing that I continued to read everything of verse
kind which fell in my way, my father resolved to get me
a book of poems to read, which he thought would do me
good—the Gospel Sonmets. It was no small thing for a

cor man like him to pay half a week’s wages, and
send all the way to Edinburgh for a book of verses for his

* boy, because he saw that boy eagerly laying hold of every

printed poem, song, ballad, or verse that could be reached,
and in the exuberance of his enthusiasm making rhymes
for others to listen to. The Gospel Sonnets were received
and read, but there was something wanting either in me
or in them. We stood, the book and I, in positions of

pectable fnendshlp, but I rushed not into it to live in
it, with it in me, to hold companionship with it in the
lonely woods, in the green loaning, or lie with it on the
grass and the gowans beside the well, drinking from the
well of water when I was thirsty and tired—drinking
from the book of poetry always, as in Burns. Also in
respect of the gospel sonnets of Ralph Erskine, I had an
rfect opinion then, which has grown into a confirmed
0p1lmon now, that the gospel of the God of Grace is too
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sacred a subject for trifling rhymes ; for, great as Ralph
Erskine was in preaching (his published sermons, and
the history of Scotland in the days of his life, attest his
ulpit greatness), he was but a small poet. Perhaps the

Eest of his verses were those on the tobacco pipe. 1
remember one of the stanzas was somewhat to this
effect :—

« And when the pipe grows foul within,

- "Tis like thy soul defiled in sin,

For then the fire

It doth require ;
This think and smoke tobacco.”

The next book which came in my way, and made an
impression so strong as to be still unworn and unwear-
able, was Anson’s Voyage Round the World. Gospel
Sonnets, Burns’s Poems, old ballads, and self-made dog-
grel, everything gave way to admit the new knowledge of

the earth’s geography, and the charms of human adven- |

ture which I found in those voyages. I had read nothing
of the kind before, and knew nothing of foreign countries
beyond the glimpses of them opened to me by old James
Dawson when he held converse with the personages of
history, and the imaginary beings whom he associated
with in the solitudes of the Ogle Burn. I got Anson to
read in this way :— ’

James Wilson was at Innerwick smithy one day, get-
ting his horses shod, and his plough irons laid. He saw
a thick, aged-looking volume lying on the wall-head under

the tiles; and taking it down, read parts of it between *

the heats of the iron, it being his business, as of other !

men like him at the smithy, to wicld the fore-hammer,
when the iron was red-hot on the anvil. John Watt, the
smith, had borrowed that book, and was reading it at
resting hours. In working hours the book lay where
James Wilson saw it. The account of it given to me was
such as to make me try to get it and surmount all diffi-

culties in the trial. Those difficulties were all the greater

that my &lateness (bashfulness) was at this time oppressive,

and almost ridiculous. I was now nearly fourteen years
old ; but had mingled in no company, and did not know
above twenty people, and not even the half of twenty |
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familiarly. If I were going an errand, and saw men at
work on the road, I went half a mile round by some other
road, or through fields and over hedges and ditchess
rather than pass them. If I had to pass people on the
road, I could not look them in the face, nor, if they had
asked me a question, could I answer them without my
face reddening as if with shame. If my errand was to a
private house, I would go past and return again, and pass
it once more, and still be unable to muster courage to go
in to tell what I wanted. This want of self-confidence,
I am sorry to confess, has not been supplanted as it
should be unto this day. True, I have done things which
may make ordinary observers think that I am largely
supplied with confidence, or self-esteem. In those cir-
cumstances I have, however, been impelled by other im-
pulses, or opinions, or necessities, which by their strength
made me forgetful of my inherent weakness. I cannot
now tell how much I have suffered, far less the silly things
I have done and allowed others to do for me, in the
absence of that self-confidence which looks the world in
the face boldly, when boldness is a virtue, which shrinks’
only from the world when it is modest to do so. .

Perhaps the writing of this autobiography (and above
ell its publication, now that I have allowed it to be pub-
lished), may suggest that if my self-confidence was once
weak it abounds in strength now. To this I cannot well
reply. I feel that there are other moving causes to this
act of publication ; but this is not the page on which to
write the confession of them.

At all events, whatever I may be now,. I was bashful
to the extent of being ridiculous when I was younger;
and the struggle I had with the desire to go to the
owner of Anson’s Voyages to borrow the book to read,
and the shame T felt that a boy like me, who wore cordus
roy clothes, nailed shoes with thick soles, and a highland
bonnet, should presume to go to the house of those who
had a back door and a front door, was a war of thoughts
that allowed me no peace for several weeks.

But the effort was made. It was successful; and I got
the book to read. It was in summer, in the month of
July, and I was then one of about ten persons employed
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in turnip hoeing. The turnips were that year in the
large field called the Under Floors. The other workers
went home to their dinners, but I carried a bottle of
milk with me and a piece of hard bannock of bean and
barley meal, and would not go home, not though there
was the great temptation of new potatoes just come in,
or curds and cream, or some of the other summer delica-
cies which our mother was so pleased to provide for us
at that season of the year. I remained in the fields, and
lay on the grass under the shadow of ‘the trees and read
about the Cenfurion, and all that befel her. When the
afternoon work began, I related to the other workers
what I had read; and even the grieve began to take an
interest in the story. And this interest increased in
him and in every one else until they all brought their
dinners afield, so that they might remain under the
shadow of the trees and hear me read. In the evenings
at home I continued the reading, and next day at work
put them in possession of the events which I knew in
advance of them. '
About this time a parish library was established at
Innerwick, and we got books from it. But the larger
part of them were of that silliest kind of literature,—
religious novels. Intermingled with these, however, were
a few useful works of divinity, history, and biography.
There was a remarkable library established in my
native shire of East Lothian, by Mr. Samuel Brown, of
Haddington, which I cannot omit to notice, though I
obtained no advantage from it. Mr. Brown is a philan-
thropist of the first order of merit. He formed, at his
own expense, a collection of books, and put them in
divisions ; retaining the newest at Haddington; and
sending a division to each of the principal villages of the
county. When a division had remained in one place a
certain time (about twelve months), it was removed to a
distant village, and the division of that village was sent
to take its place. Thus the books were kept in circula-
tion, the readers each year having a set of books which
they had not read before. The charge for reading was
exceedingly small, not more than sufficient to keep the
books in repair. The librarians to whose custody they
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were committed acted gratuitously. In my early reading
days, none of those divisions came within our district.
Another local philanthropist of the literary class was
Mr. George Miller, of Dunbar, who certainly lived before
the age was ripe for him, and died, I fear, before he was
fully appreciated. George Miller was one of the fathers
of cheap literature. Nearly forty years ago he brought
out several serial works at prices so low as to secure the
hostility of the booksellers, and to make the learned and
the literary look upon them as worthless. One was the'
Cheap Magazine, published monthly at Dunbar, price four
pence. It had ceased to exist long before I became a
reader, Its object was to do that which such men as
Charles Knight and William and Robert Chambers began:
to do with success twenty years after. But George Miller
had the misfortune to live in a small provincial town, and
to be bound to that town by his other business of a shop-
keeper. It was impossible, and still is, to force the sale
of a publication against the current of trade. The cur-
rent of bookselling goes outward from metropolitan re-
servoirs, not inward. Moreover, the religious readers
of the Cheap Magazine took alarm because it aimed at
popularising philosophical and purely literary subjects,
and did not give a predominancy to religion. This de-
fection and opposition sealed its fate; and after several
years of heavy struggles, mental and pecuniary, George
Miller left off publishing, a poorer man in purse and re-
putation than when he began. Yet again he published. He
was a geologist and a naturalist, and, to give liberty and
currency to thoughts which would not lie dormant in an
active mind like his, he compiled and published a work
called T%e Book of Nature Laid Open. 1t came out about
the time that I was beginning to seek after books, and I
bought a copy of it, price 10s. 6d. I believe there were
not six other copies sold in thethree parishes of Cockburns-
th, Oldhamstocks, and Innerwick, the geology of which
1t was chiefly devoted to. Like all Mr. Miller’s adventures
in literature, it entailed loss upon him. He subsequently
published an autobiography, entitled, if I mistake not,
The Life of a Sexagenarian, in which he reviewed the sixty
years of his life, and the thankless struggles he had made
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for popular instruction ; but even that book, I believes
was not bought to an extent suflicient to pay the printer ;
and, unrequited and unappreciated, George Miller died and
was buried.

The postage of letters was dear in those days; but my
brother William, then living in Yorkshire, sent us fre-
quent lettcrs ; they were all post-paid. It was a welcome
thing to see theletter in the hands of somebody who had
been in Dunbar and had brought it from the post-office.
The exclamation of ‘ A-letter frhae Wull!” was like an
electric shock in the family, only it was a pleasant one.
Sometimes a letter contained a five pound note. That.
was also welcome. But it being an English note, and
new and clean, as Bank of England notes usually are, it
was a task incredibly difficult to get it changed. Had it
been dirty and well worn, like the Seotch uotes, it might
have been less suspiciouslylooked at; yet,even then, the faot:
that it was ¢ English” was against it.

One of the letters ¢ frhae Wull”’ contained a suggestion
that I might possibly,-if I had some mare education, join
him and become a forester. Here was new delight. I
was recommended to get Hutton’s Mensuration and learn
it, and to prattise measuring and account keeping. But
where to get Hutton, and how, was the question. I had
no money of my own, and my mother at that time had
none ; the cow had not calved, and there was no butter
selling to bring in money. Yet I could not rest: ifl
could not then buy Hution I must seeit. One day in
March I was driving the harrows, it being the time of
sowing the spring corn; and I thought so much about

becoming a good scholar, and built such castlesin the air, 1

that tired as I was (and going at the harrows from five in
the morning to six at night, on soft loose land, is one of the
most tiring days of work upon a farm), 1 took off my
shoes, scraped the earth from them and out of them,
washed hands and face, and walked to Dunbar, a distance
of six miles, to inquire if Hutton’s Mensuration were sold
there, and, if possible, to look at it—to see with my eyes
the actual shape and size of the book which was to be the
key to my future fortunes. George Miller was in the
shop himself; and told me the book was four shillings.
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That sum of four shillings seemed to me to be the most
precious amount of money which ever came out of the
mint ; 1 had it not; nor had I one shilling; but I had
seen the book, and had told George Miller not to sell it
to any oneelse; and so I walked over the six miles home,
large with the thought that it would be mine at farthest
when the cow calved, perhaps sooner.

It was mine sooner. I occasionally got a sixpence as
stable boy, when I took out the horse of a visitor. And
whenever Mr. Rennie, of East Craig, came, I got a shil-
ling. He was the only visitor at my master’s house who
invariably gave me a -shilling -for each night he staid.
The master had a beautiful sister, Isa; and George Ren-
nie was her lover., He began about this time to come
often ; and the oftener he came-the longer he staid. He
took her away atlast; and a loving and lovely pair they were.
It was a great day in Branxton, that wedding day, though
many eyes were wet when they saw Isa going away-—happy
bride though she was. Alas! that she was so soon to be
a widow ! The love visits of George Rennie; so - frequent
and so long-continued, soon produced me four shillings,
and more. I groomed his horse well; he knew it ; and
was kind to me.- As soon as I had four shillings, I pro-
ceeded once more to Dunbar, and bought Hutton. -

I need hardly say that my studies in Mensuration did
not result in my being a forester with my brother. But
in subsequent years of my life, when I became a wood
sawyer, I found that it was useful to have learned how to
measure our work, and to cast up the accounts.

The chief reason why I did not go to be a forester was
that my father was now old : all the family but one sister
were away ; and both parents were anxious that I should
stay with them. In the year following, also, it happened
that one of the ploughmen left his service with our master
midway between the terms of Martinmas and Whifsunday ;
and as no othér man could be conveniently obtained at
that period, I was promoted to the office of a ploughman.
I was only fifteen, but I had gone many yokings at the
plough during the two previous years. This unexpected
advancement in fortune, to have a pair of horses given me,
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and these to be no less than Nannie and Kate, the most
lively and sprightly pair on the farm, at once decided that
I should neither go to be apprenticed to any trade, as had
occasionally been talked of, mor to Yorkshire to be a
forester. .

€ e ——————

CHAPTER VIIIL

1826 AND 1827-—HARD WORK AND LITTLE WAGES."

THE next few years of my life had little variety beyond
the: variations of hard work. So far as ploughing was
concerned I might have continued to work a pair of
horses ; but in the carting department—going to the corn
merchants’ stores, for instance, and carrying sacks of
wheat up the stairs of four or five stories, was beyond my
strength, in my fifteenth year. A full grown man was
hired at Whitsunday, and got the horses which I bad
ploughed with in the spring. During the summer months
of that year, 1825, I was chiefly employed in horse-
hoeing the turnips—that is, holding the one-horsed shovel
plough in the turnip drills, At harvest I was a binder
- and shearer, and when the leading in of the corn began,
I got the pair of horses and cart belonging to the stacker,
and loaded the cart and drove the horses.

When barvest was over, I got a quantity of draining
to do, and now worked by the piece. Sometimes I could
earn 9s. a week at the drains, but in the deep ones there
were rocks to be encountered and overcome; and in
some parts the clay was so wet and greasy, that it slid
in before the drains were filled with stones. These
drawbacks brought my wages down to an average of 7s.
a-week.

In the winter, and during two months in the following
spring, I engaged to break the stones on a division of
the parish road in the vicinity of Thriepland Hill. 1 took
them at 1s. 4d. a cart load. My father warned me that
I had taken them at a price too low. But work was ex-
ccedingly scarce that winter, and secing no chance of
setting employment elsewhere, I contracted to break the

a
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stones at the price offered me. I took advantage of
every minute of daylight, save about half an hour for
dinner; and when it was moonlight, occasionally took a
few hours at night. But all I could do did not produce
me on an average” more than one shilling a day. Out of
that I bad to provide myself with hammers, and get them
repaired at the smithy from time to time. The stones
were hard water-worn fragments, gathered from the farm
land; stones which lasted well on a road when once
broken, but very difficult to break. I was a happy lad
when I got them all done, and my contract was finished.
This was at the end of February, 1826.

During March and April of that year, T was chiefly
employed by the master in his garden, digging, planting,
sowing, pruning, and so forth. T also hired a piece of
vacant garden ground from him, for which I paid him
6s., and planted it with potatoes. I intended to buy a pig
in the autumn, feed it on these potatoes, and sell it in
the spring. But that summer was so dry that nearly all
kinds of vegetation, save wheat, were withered away. I
did not get as many potatoes out of my piece of ground
as were equal to the price I paid for it. So that my
father’s having also failed, I was but too glad to do for
mine what I had intended a pig to do—eat them.

In May of this year, I was one of nearly a hnndred
persons employed by Mr. John Liddell, of Cockburns-
path, the joiner, at a 2ag. This was at Bowshicl, in a
olen stretching into the interior of the Lammermoor-
hills. A Zag is to cut down the oak trees, peel and dry
the bark, stack it up, and cross-cut and sort the timber.
The nearest way I could go to the place of the Zag from
our house, at Thriepland Hill, was between six and seven
miles. I had to be out of bed, and have breakfast, and
be on my way over the moors by four o’clock, to be ready
for work at six. I did not get home till eight, or half-
past. This, for 1s. 4d4. (towards the latter end of it for
1s. 6d. per day) was heavy work. The weather was in-
tensely hot, and the hill side on which the oaken wood
arew rose direct against the mid-day sun. During the
last two weeks of the Zag, being completely worn out
with the long journeys night and morning, I took a
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lodging; but the nearest I could get was at Harelawside,
two and a half miles distant from the work. I took oat-
meal with me from home, and as much of bean and barley
bannocks as served me three days; at the end of three
days I went home for one night, to get a fresh supply.
I also took a piece of butter from home, and bought each
morning a bottle of new milk at Harelawside. I paid
ninepence a-week for my lodgings, for which I also got
boiling water night and morning, to make my brose.
The weather being so dry and hot, and oatmeal brose
night and morning, with bannocks for dinner, heing very
dry food, I suffered greatly from thirst. Water running
out of the peat bogs could be obtained at no great dis-
tance, but it was of bad quality, and to get at it we were -
in danger of being bitten by adders. They abounded like -
a plague in that district. Frightened from the wood
where we were working, by the din of saws, hatchets, |-
crashing of trees, and shouting of human voices, they l
took refuge in the heath, by the bog sides, and seemed *
determined to defend themselves against intruders there. !:
They would hiss, and coil themselves up, ready to leap |
upon us when we approached. But as they had always a
dread of the human eye and voice, they usually retreated, {:
and allowed us to get the water to drink. :
The women employed in peeling at this Aag, got 1s. a |t
day. Those who sneded the branches from the trunks, ':
such as I, got 1s. 4. and 1s. 64. a day. The superior |{:
hands who sawed down the trees, got 2s. a day. Some |
of these were joiners who had been working at their
trade in Edinburgh, during two or three previous years, :
for high wages. - The building speculations in Edinburgh E
during the few years of commercial excitement, which !
.ended with the panic of 1825, were excessive. From |
the ccuntry everybody seemed going to Edinburgh to
fJ get work. And now in 1826, everybody wés returning,

» and was obliged to take work at any wages which ‘
were offered. Labourers returned to the country as-well
as the skilled artizans; and while fifteen months before
I bad been made a ploughman, men being so scarce, I |
could with difficulty get work of any kind now. |
When the Zag was over, about the middle of June, I *
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got employment, as a great favour, and solely on my
father’s account, at the Skaterow limekilns, where be
“had been a workman some years. before. I was put.on
the kilnhead, enveloped in smoke, to throw in stones and
coals. This work began at three or four o’clock' in the
. morning, sooner or later, according as-the burning mass
-had slackened down. We were seldom later in beginning
.work than four o’clock ; and as I had to walk two miles,
and take breakfast before I went out, it was necessary {o
-be out of bed soon.after two o’clock. I got home at five
or six in the afternoon. For.this work .the wages: paid
.were 8s. and  9s. a week. I was on the:lowest scale—
.that of 8s. .The best hands-who worked in $he quarries
-from which the limestone was raised, got 10s. a week.
In some years. they have ‘had 11s., I believe. A great
summer trade used to be done in lime at these kilns. The
farmers of the. Merse of Berwickshire sent their carts from
distances varying from ten to twenty-five miles, for lime
- to be used as manure. Many of them lay at- the kilns all
night, there being a stated hour to begin and draw the
kiln and load the carts in the morning. The carters com-
; Ef]ted' for the privilege of getting. first loaded. I have
own as many. as three hundred carts waiting to be
“loaded at once. To see the racing; the carters whipping
their horses to the gallop, those on the. post road, to get
- before athers who were galloping down the cross roads to
.get before them ; an axle-tree breaking, or a wheel going
off ; sometimes a cart couping at the sharp turns, and all
the others thundering past, leaving the unlucky.racer to
his fate,—was a sight which I have mnot since seen the
match of ; and which could only be matched by men of
the same combative energy as the men of the Scottish
borders, by horses of the same strength and lightness of
form as.the horses of the Merse.

Both. men -and horses in Berwickshire - differ in their
habits from the men and horses of East Lothian—the
county in which the limekilns now :under notice are situ-
ated. The Lothian horses are large and heavy; the Lo-
thian men do .excellent work, but go more slowly and
steadily about it. The men of Berwickshire still partake
of the habits and character of their free-booting fore-
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fathers, so far as vivacity and energy of action are con-
cerned ; to which may be added their propensity to change
of place and change of service. The Lothian hinds often
live with a farmer throughout his lease of nineteen years,
and if he takes a new lease they still remain on the farm.
If a new farmer takes the farm, he often retains the hinds
" who were hired to his predecessor. In any case, taking
an average view of the periods of service in Lothian, they
are long compared with the periods served by hinds in.
Berwickshire. A period of one, two, or three years is
seldom exceeded there—the hind changing or flitfirngy most
commonly at the end of one or two years. They go'through
more work in the same space of time than the Lothian
men ; they are obliged to do more by their masters. But-
at the same time, they have themselves to blame for much
of the overwork they do. At the harvest especially, they
get so excited by a spirit of combative competition, as to
who shall work fastest, and be before his or her neigh-
bour, that the masters have to threaten to * pay them off,”
to get them to take time to do the work as it should be
done.

The harvest of 1826 was early. As soon as it began I
left the lime-kilns at Skaterow, and went to the shearing
at Branxton. It was pulling rather than shearing. The
wheat was long enongh in the straw to be shorn, but
oats, barley, and beans were so short that we had to pull
them. No rain had fallen during the space of three or
four months. The harvest was soon over. When it
was done, I, as in the previous autumn, took a quantity
of draining. When I had drains which ‘went well, I
could earn from 8s. to 9s. a week. But I had some very
_ bad ones, boggy in parts, so as to close in upon me and
- give double or triple work; rocky and hard in other
parts, so as to make blasting with gunpowder necessary. -
Taking the bad with the good I did not make over 6s.
a week.

During all that winter of 1826, and during the spring
and summer of 1827, I worked as a labourer for our
master ; sometimes in the garden, occasionally going at
the plouo'h sometimes pruning a hedge, and now and
again scouring a ditch. My wages were one shilling a
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day. In harvest I got the usual allowance of victuals
with the other shearers, and the men who “led in’’ the
corn to the stackyard; and I did the work of a man at
‘leading in,” part of the time as a carter, and the re-
mainder of the time as forker o the carts in the fields.
There was, however, some misunderstanding about my
working for a shilling a day. My father had made the
agrcement for me, and was not clear in his recollecticn
_uhetl er that agreement included harvest work. I held
that it did not : the master held that it did. As soon as
harvest was over, he told me the agreement might be at
an end if I chose: that he had no particular use for me,
and that he had only engaged me at a shilling a day at
the beginning of the year, because I was out of work and
could not get employment elsewhere.

There b(m«r still harvest work to do in the hilly dis-
tricts, 1 left him, and went into the Lammermoors,
among the hill farms on Whitadder side, and got three
wecks of shearing, and an additional week as foﬂ\el to
the carts, at ten shillings a week, and the usual victuals.

It was near to the hiring days of Martinmas term when
this last work was done. Rcturning home and giving
my mother the two pounds I had received at Millknowe,
I went to the hiring market at Dunse, with a piece of
whip cord in the ribbon of my hat, and a piece of straw
in my mouth, as signals that I wanted to be hired. But,
with the exception of one person, nobody even asked how
much wages I expected. Men were more plentiful than
masters. Men of full years, and experience as carters
and ploughmen, were only offered from threc pounds to
four pounds ten shillings, with their victuals, for the half
vear. And the person “who offered to hire me, the miller’s
wife of Strawfountain Mill, would not go beyond two
pounds ten shillings. I would not hire for that amouut
of half-yearly wages, particularly to be loadman at a mill.
So I took the straw out of my mouth, and the cord out of
the ribbon of my hat, and walked home to Thriepland-hill,
distant from Dunsc sixteen miles.

I went also to Dunbar fair, which is on the first Tues-
day after the 22nd of November, and tried to get hired

there, but had not a single offer.  So also to Haddington
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market on the Friday following, with no better success.
Every farmer could get more men than he wanted—men
of full growth and good practice, while I was only aged
seventeen. I had, however, done the work of a man for
two or three years; and being as tall and as strong as
most men, I was not disposed to return to the pay of a
boy, which was my only alternative at Branxton.

My brother James, hearing the difficulty I was in,
suggested that I might get employment with him as a
wood sawyer. at Edinburgh. The payment for wood-
sawing was then very low, as all trade was in a state of
stagnation. The price for sawing pine was only ls. 82,
in some few cases 1s. 104. per 100 feet ; and for hard
wood, not more than from 2s. 94. to 3s. per 100 feet.
Still, as there was work to go to at those prices, and as
double as much could be eariied by a full day’s work at
the saw, as could be earned on a farm by a day’s work,
I resolved to go to Edinburgh; and had the full consent
of father and mother to do so.

.CHAPTER IX.
. INDUSTRIAL ADVENTURES IN 1828,

I'was prepared for my journey to Edinburgh before old
‘Handsel Monday of 1828 ; but I did not think of leaving
home before that -day, nor would those whom I was to
leave at home have permitted me to be absent from the
family feast of Handsel Monday. This family feast oc-
curred annually on the first Monday of the new year,
reckoned by the old style. The feast was simple; but in
regard to the number of persons assembled, and their usual
tas.tes and habits, it was bountiful. Our visitors were
chiefly brothers and sisters living from home. The chil-
dren of my eldest sister, Margaret, and their father, came;
and for several years, while I was yet a boy, they made
me feel to be more than a boy by calling me *“uncle.”
Then there was our uncle, John Temple, the weaver, of
Chirnside. He was identified with our family by marriage

Google

— e 4 . . e et . B e .

4 e e e a ma -



A WORKING. MAN., 83

~with our mother’s sister ; but in my mind more identified
by always' visiting" us at happy Handsel - Monday. It
..seemed to-me then, and by memory it still seems, that
> Handsel Monday would -have been: joyless, and would
t have declined and become an ordinary day, but for the
: coming of John Temple. . The moment the sound of his
t cheerful voice-was: heard in the house, until the next day,

or mext again that. he went away, except, perhaps, a few :

-dours in: the night, the {ime ‘was one continuous stream of

nstory-telling, anecdote, and laughter. The moment John
took his departure; and -was out of sight, and his merry
voite out of - hearing, Handsel Monday was over, and the
-gld; sober, working days reigned in its stead.

-But he'was yet at Thriepland Hill on the Handsel
-%uesdaylof 1828, and was only -talking about taking his
odeparture, when, according to previous arrangements, I

took mine. I walked to Loanhead, near Stenton, in the
i afternoon,.and-spent the night mth my nephews, David,
-Jumes, Thomas, William, and Robert Doughty. They
‘were 'by this time motherless boys, but their father kept
-:house with them, without any - female assistant. * This he
~gomntinued to do: for years; the eldest boys, besides going
*4oschool in winter, and to work in summer, assisting the
r'yomnger ones to cook and to do the household work. For
- theirearly industry and persoverance.they already have
+$beir-reward.

- Next'morning their father, who was a stonemason, and
:clefly employed on.the Biel. estate, went with me several
smilesoni the road towards the town of Haddington. It
vwas: a-hard frost, the:groand covered with smow, from

+ene.to ‘three feet :deep. ‘He wished me .to remain a day -

~or4wo-with :them,. until .the snow melted, or was tracked
.down on :the roads -to make walking more easy; but I
vwas: oo styongly bent upon. reaching Edinburgh as soon
~as possible to.relax in my . determination by a storm of
-anow. .‘As he-could not go out to do mason’s work in
ssuch weather, he went.the farther with.me, and the farther
-hewent - the more . good -advice he:gave ; warning me of

‘4he dangers of Edinburgh, and cautioning me against con-

“timuing my journey if the.enow-storm increased.
VWe parted, and . after a journey which was almost an
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overmatch for me, of twenty-five miles in the soft snow,
I reached Edinburgh. It was dark when I got within
sight of the streets; and the lamps newly lighted,
stretching out in long chains of fiery links, amazed me
more than I can now tell. I was not long there before I
heard complaints of bad trade; that ¢ everything was
flat ;> “ nothing was stirring,” and so forth; to which I
. could not help saying, that I wondered what like the
town must be when everything was ‘brisk” and  stir-
ring;”’ for it seemed to me that the stir, the din, and
bustle were excessive and never-ceasing.

But it was a dull time for trade. Edinburgh was then,
had been for two years, and continued to be for years
after, depressed beyond almost every other place, especi-
ally in the building branches of its trade, from the ex-
cessive extent of building speculation previous to the
commercial crash of 1825. .

I was kindly received by friends, some of whom I
knew previously, some of whom I did not know. Most
of them wondered why I should have left, what they,
being town-bred, believed to be a happy country life, to
come and work in a saw-pit in a town. The sawyers
objected greatly that my brother should at such a time of
depression introduce a new hand ; and they were disposed
to prevent me from working. They said little to him ;
but on several occasions they told me I might probably
get my head broken, and would possibly be found by
somebody dead in the Cowgate Burn. Had it been-at a
busy time, they would have struck and refused to. work
for my brother; but as it was otherwise, so many being
out of employment and suffering dreadful privations,
they were powerless. In the country where I had come
from, men were without work; it was the difficulty. of
getting employment at anything which would yield ‘me
higher wages than I had received as a boy, and the. cer-
tainty that there was not constant work at such wages,
that had caused me to go to Edinburgh, to add one more
to those who competed for a livelihood at sawing timber.

In the course of five or six weeks the sawyers became
reconciled to me. One who had been readiest in secretly
telling what I had to fear from some unknown enemy,
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intimated that this unknown person or persons and him-
self would protect me on certain conditions which were
hinted at, though not explicitly named. A neighbouring
publican came and explained the matter more fully ; and
1 found that the chief article in the conditions of friend-
ship and brotherhood which the sawyers wished to esta-
blish with me was whisky. A certain quantity of whisky
was to initiate me into the mysteries of brotherhood, and
to secure the goodwill of the whole body. This condition -
being complied with, I was allowed to work without
molestation. ‘

Soon after my arrival in Edinburgh, I went with some
relatives to the theatre. The Christmas pantomime was
still played, and that season it was Mother Goose. I -
thought it funny, clever, wonderful. But the pantomime
had less charm for me than the house, especially the
chandelier. I had seen nothing of lamp kind brighter
than my mother’s oil lamp at Thriepland Hill, until I
saw the rows of gas lights in the Edinburgh streets; and
now it seemed as if all their brightness had beeh con-
centrated within the theatre. But on the next occasion
(the only other occasion, I believe, of my going to the

theatre during that residence in Edinburgh.) I saw Robd

. The Robd Roy of Pritchard, the matchless' Bailie
Nicol Jarvie of Mackay, the Diana Vernon of Miss Noel,
the Major Galbraitk of Murray, all these might have
afforded a theatrical treat to playgoers: what, therefore,
must this have been to me? 1 loved music, but had
never heard a female voice so good as bare mediocrity.
When Miss Noel, with her powerful and rich voice, opened

“out with the song, “ A Higbland lad my love was born,”

the electric effect was as great upon me as if heaven had

_opened, and a singing angel had descended. Horncastle
was the musical Osbaldeston, and began, if I mistake not,

with ¢ Oh, my love is like a red, red rose!”’ T had
heard some good male singers, as precentors in the
churches ; but none with a voice like his. The memory
of that delightful entertainment served me to think upon,
and refresh my spirit with, as I toiled in the saw-pit at
the long saw, for weeks after. _
One of the chief intellectual treats which I enjoyed .
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‘was that of going, on Sundays, to hear the most eele-
brated of the Edinburgh ministers preach. I was dis-
appointed in every effort to hear Dr. Chaimers. But the
late Dr. Andrew Thomson I heard ; and wondered how a
kirk minister could be such a preacher. The dissenters
were not inclined to be liberal, perhaps not even just, to

~ .the ministers of the establishment in those days$ and I
-had partaken of their teaching and toue of thought.

But the greatest entertainment of an intellectual nature
.was enjoyed in attending the sittings and listening to the
debates of the Synod of the United Secession Church,
which met in May. On more than one occasion their
debates lasted until daylight in the morning. I remained

. «all the time in the gallery listening, and frequently pro-
céeded from the gallery where I had listened . direct to
work: in the saw-pit. It was not so much from the inte-
rest altached to any single topic under discussion. that I
remained - there, as from the fact that many of the de-
-baters were ministers of whom I had heard, whese repu-
tation for piety and ministerial ability stood high, and
whose very names were- always uttered by my father and
others like him with accompanying expressions of venera-
tion. These men I could now look upon face to face ; “at
least I could look down from the gallery upon their heads,
grey heads, bald heads, and wigs : and as they debated I
wondered at the grey heads, the bald heads, and the wigs.

During the previous two years, I had now and" then,
.but with no regularity; seen a newspaper. It was the
Edinburgh Courant, and came three times a week to-our
.master at Branxton; but, as other farmers got it ‘from
«him, it did not often fall into my hands. But now, in
- Edinburgh, I could see the successive numbers of a news-
_paper, and see.the continuation of the news, and ~the
political disputes between different newspapers. The
‘first event which I had learned from the papers, and
which made much impression on me, was the battle of
"Navarino. .James Wilson borrowed a newspaper from
some friend at that time (latter part of 1827), when the
right and the wrong of that battle was under discussion.
We wondered why anybody should doubt the right or
propriety of Sir Edward Codrington destroying " the
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Turkish fleet. The claims of the Greeks, or the prinei-
ples of international law, we knew nothing of. It was
enough to us, that the enemy which the English had fought
and vanquished was the Turks, and that the Turks were
Mahommedans, and not believers in the same religion as
ours. The more ignorant people are, the more ready are
they to reason in this way.

The trade in timber and the cutting of it got worse
and worse as the summer of 1828 came on. The prices
were not only low, but there was no demand for men at any

rice. Where I was working, it became as profitable to
eave the timber in the log in hopes of better times, as to
cut it up. When the month of June arrived, it was
proposed to me by Adam Skeldon, a working man who
had once been overseer of the parish roads in my. native
district, and who was now on a limited scale a cowkeeper
in Edinburgh, and occasionally a sawyer, to go to the hay
harvest which begins early near Edinburgh. I had not
mowed much at home, but had tried. So Adam and I
got new scythes rigged, and went off to look for mowing.
We had only got to Duddingston, when we heard that
Mr. Scott, a large farmer, on the east side of Arthur’s
Seat, had been inquiring for mowers. We went to him
and engaged to cut his hay, a mixture of clover and rye-
grass, at 3s. 6d. the statute acre. We were about ten
days at it. During this time Adam went home to Edin-
burgh to sleep at night, a distance of two miles and a
half. But I could not. - I obtained leave from Mr. Scott
to sleep among the straw in one of his barns ;- and at one
of the hind’s houses I got oatmeal porridge made for
breakfast and supper. For dinner I had bread and small
beer from Duddingston village. It being my first-hay
harvest,.and Adam being a crack mower, while I strove
to keep up with him, I was bent nearly double at night
when we left off work, and would have lain in the fields,
rather than walk two miles, had I not got the barn to
sleep in. But during the first week I was worse in the
morning than at night. Gradually, however, I began to
get seasoned. We did not earn over half-a-crown a day, as
the grass was heavy, and knocked down with rain.

When done with Mr. Scott, we were hired at half-a-
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crown a day to mow the grass within the Duddingston
home park. This place belongs to the Marquis of Aber-
corn. There was a fashionable party of ladies and gentle-
men staying at the house, and we were not allowed to
mow near the mansion in the mornings before ten or
cleven o’clock, lest the whetting of our scythes might
disturb them. When the day was farther advanced they
used to come out, walk among the hay, and look at us.
The ladies were elegant creatures, but I might have
thought more of them had they not said frequently in our
hearing, “ How nice itis to Le a mower ! what delightful
exercise ! how I should like to be always haymaking!”
The innocent creatures knew no better. Adam used to
say when they were gone,  They’re a wheen idle gipsies
and idle loons, going about doing nothing, and living on
the fat of the land: fories every yin o’them, ye may be
sure; lying up in their feather beds there till ten o’clock
o’the day. We want Sir Francis Burdett at them. Odd,
T’ll wager Burdett would take them through hands—the
fories that they are!”

Had Adam known how little trustworthy his political
idol, Burdett, was; and had he known how wrong he was
in ascribing all idleness and ill-doing to the fories in pai-
ticular, to the gentry in general; and had he and I both
understood better at that time how much working men can
do for their own happiness, we might have done less work,
and enjoyed the money we earned better than we did.
There came to Duddingston while we worked there, a
great number of people in tartan kilts and plaids, with
pipers playing on their bagpipes, to celebrate the anniver-
sary of the battle of Bannockburn. They dined in the
open air, danced, drank whisky, and spent the night, and
the best part of next day, in the same manner. Adam and I
were amongstthem, and did more harm toourselves than any
political man against whom Burdett at any time opened
his mouth, ever did to cither of us. But like most young
men, and like all ignorant men hearing much about poli-
tical reformers and political anti-reformers, I was too ready
\ to think that political reform was to cure all social ills. It

{ was necessary then that reforms should be effected ; it will
\_become necessary again, and many a time ; but men should
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look to political reforms as the means by which they can
make themselves more useful and better men, not depend
on them for some miracle of good fortune which no legis-
lation can give.

From Duddingston we proceeded to Dreghorn, near the
village of Collinton, five or six miles west of Edinburgh,
and joining with two men who had been working in a
distillery, contracted for the mowing at that place. The
grass was lighter than on Mr. Scott’s farm. We mowed
it for 2s. 9d. per statute acre; but what between its being
lighter, and my improvement as a mower, we earned full
three shillings per day each. We should have earned less
or our employer must have paid more per acre for us to
earn so much, had the soil been well drained and culti-
vated. It was strong clay land, in want of thorough drain-
age, on which the corn crops of the previous year had been
imperfectly developed, and on which the clover and rye-
grass of that year had, in places, almost perished by wet.
I have been told that since then the soil has been drained
and well cultured, and that the greatest of all kinds of
farm crops are now obtained from it.

From that place we went from the lowlands to the hills
which form the western end of Lammermoor. At a large
farm called Blinkbonnie, we had nearly bargained for a
great quantity of hay to cut, but the price offered of 2s.
per acre would not suit us. Going into the interior of
the hilly region, we found six days’ moving at Herriot

" Mill, in the parish of Herriot. On leaving this place my
companions bent their steps down the vale of Gala Water,
mtendmg to go into Kttrick Forest, to be in time for
mowing the bog or meadow hay. Hitherto it had been
all clover and rye-grass that we had mowed. The bog
hay in those hilly districts is later, the cutting of it seldom
beginning sooner than the end of July, or endmo' sooner
than Auoust I declined to go with them any farther. I
had more reasons for separatmcr than one, but the chief
reason was lhat the most of our earnings was spent on
whisky, which I loathed and hated. T intended by this
time to return home to Branxton to the harvest, as soon
as it should be ripe, and I could not think of going home
without some money to give my mother, and without a
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new suit of Sunday clothes which I had promised myself
all the preceding six months. My castle-in-the-air which
I built daily at the long saw and at the mowing, the build-
ing of which mainly sustained me at the prodigious work
which we performed of mowing an acre and an acre and a
half per day, while whisky mainly sustained my compan-
“ions, was this—that I should go home at harvest, go-to
the meeting on Sundays with my sisters, and after an ab-

sence of eight or nine months, be seen there better dressed-

than I had ever been before.

Philosophers may say that the human mind should have
higher motives than those indicated here. True; but in
sawing timber and mowing hay I gave forth too much
perspiration every day to have much philosophy of a
higher order within me. Nor had I any association with
other thinkers to awaken it. But I hardly admit, even
now, that it was wrong for a working man, earning the fall
wages of a man for the first time, to put some object be-
fore him, such as being superiorly dressed on a Sunday. In

later years, since I have been in towns where public parks

are instituted, and facilities are afforded for recreation out
of doors, I see nothing in those parks and facilitated re-
creations more beneficial than this—that they induce
working people who have the means, and who previously
wasted their means in dirt and drunkenness within doors,
to be clean, to be well-dressed ; to care for their families
being well dressed ; and, above all, to care for themselves
being well behaved, and to go out like honest and good
men, and look the world honestly in the face.

Having parted from my other companions, I returned
to Herriot, and the farmer told me that as I seemed a
“ steady chield,” I might take a week at jobbing work on
his farm, and the week following join his two shepherds
and another man in mowing the bogs. I did so; got a
shilling a day and victuals for the week of jobbing work,
and one and sixpence a day and victuals for the mowing.
I slept at night in a loft over the cows among oat straw,
being allowed a blanket and some sacks by the farmer.

This lasted about three weeks; at which time I pro-
£osed to leave the bog mowing, and go home to East

othian to the corn harvest. My brother had sent to me
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from Edinburgh, saying that the carrier, William Chris-
tison, had told him that harvest in the east country was
about ready. So one Saturday afternoon, when I had
got my week’s wages, had taken my scythe out of the
sned, had tied it up in neatly plaited hay-bands, had bid-
den the farmer, and the shepherds, their wives, the shep-
- herd boys, and the shepherds’ daughters, and the farmers’
milkmaids farewell ; and when I got over the hills: two
~miles north of Herriot, with my face towards Edinburgh,
-which was distant eighteen miles, I had mounted the top
of a dry stone dike, and was looking at the long distance
- which I had to go that evening, when a laughing face
. close before me looked up from behind a whin bush. It
was the face of my brother James. He had- come from
Edinburgh, had seen me coming over the ‘hill, and' lay
down there to give me an agreeable surprise.

Nothing could have been more agreeable. We had a
delightful, brotherly, and intellectual walk to Edinburgh
together over the eighteen miles of road, most of it down
hill. We rested an hour at or near a place called Arn-
iston, examining the ruins of a church, and the tombstones
of a desolate graveyard. James had poetic loving-kind-
ness for such places, and what he loved I could not de-
spise. We were like younger sons of Oid Moriality,
scraping the moss from obliterated letters, to read namres
of men and women long dead, of whom we could know
nothing. But once in possession of those unknown names,
we moralised on the probable character of those 'who had
once answered to them in days that now belonged to the
dark past.

The next day but one I left Edinburgh in the morning
to walk to Thriepland Hill, thirty-four miles. This I
reached before dark, was pleased to find that the harvest
was not yet begun, and that all at home were well, and
glad to see me after an absence of eight: months. And
with those feelings, when family worship was over, and
thanks to the Ruler of All were offered for my safe Te-
turn, I went once more to sleep in the dutdy kouse bed.
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CHAPTER X,

1829—MUCH HARD WORK—A LITTLE POACHING,
AND SOME LOVE.

WHEN the harvest was over in 1828 I continued to work
on the farm, ploughing, carting, and so forth, up to Mar-
tinmas term. Wages were still low; it was difficult for
labourers not already hired by the year to get employ-
ment, even at eight shillings a week. I went to the
Dunse hiring markets in November ; but like many other
young men seeking to be hired for the ensuing half year,
did not get even an offer.

On the day after the last of those hiring days I went on
a visit to a place in the eastern part of the Lammermoors,
at which I had heard some labourers were to be cmploved
in draining. On my way, having to pass within half a
mile of Harelawsude, the place “where eichteen months
‘before, when working at the Bowshiel Zag, Twasa lodger,
the thought occurred that I should make a call thexe,
which domg, and telling the persons on whom I called

-where and at what I had been working lately—that I

had been a sawyer for some months, they told me that it
was fortunate I had called; for David Whitehead, the
wright, who lived close by, had been saying that day, that
he wanted a sawyer to help him to cut that timber whlch
he had just got home for the new gates, which he was to
erect on different farms on Renton estate. I soon intro-
duced myself to David, and in ten minutes or less, was
engaged to saw with him. His business as a country
wright was of a simple nature. Once upon a time he
had employed a considerable number of hands, but had
no journeymen then. He lived alone with his amiable
and cheerful elderly helpmate, Kirsty. They had a dog,
several cats, and an ass, and no other family. But they had
atender care for these as they had for any human creature.
They took me into their house, and treated me as well as
either dog, cats, or ass; and to say that, is to say a great
deal. I remained with them seventeen months; but not
alone all the while,
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Our first work was to cut the timber, most of it larch,
on the sawpit. Next we made the gates. Then we had
them conveyed to the gateways on the different farms,
where we put in gate-posts, and hung them. This work
lasted until the end of December. I had 10s. a week
with lodging, and thought myself well paid, considering
the difficulties of the times.

When we had put up the gates, David contracted: with
Sir Samuel Stirling to thin and prune the range of natural
oak wood, on the Renton estate, which forms for several
miles the north bank of the Water Eye. e required
help to do this, and engaged me at 9s. per week, with
lodging, and as many potatoes for supper, cooked in any
way I wanted them, as I could use. This was quite as
- good payment as 10s. per week. We went very pleasantly
. to work all the winter at this wood cuiting. . When we
rose in the morning our first business was, two hours
before daylight, to get hot water to thaw the grinding
- stone, to have our hatchets and pruning knives ground.
. During this operation Kirsty had the kettle boiling for
~ David’s tea, for my oatmeal brose, and for.the dog’s
breakfast. We reached the place of our work, distant
from one to three miles, by daylight. We had each bread
and butter or bread and cheese for dinner, which we ate
in the woods.

David was an elder of the church cstablishment in the
parish of Coldingham. He lived about five miles from
church, with a road to go to it through moor and moss:
as bad as can well be imagined. It was little more than
"a sheep’s track, and lay through that wildest corner of
the moors, which Scott has deseribed in the * Bride of
Lammermoor,” as the hunting ground near * Wolf’s
Craig.”” No weather would keep the elder at home on
Sunday ; and on most Sundays, Kirsty, mounted on the

ass, accompanied him. He was not a reader, and had
only two leading ideas about public affairs. The first
was, that the general assembly of ministers of the Church
of Scotland was supreme over all other powers, whether
of king or of parliament. The other was, that the law
having established the church, it was the duty of every-
body to go to it on the Sunday ; and that it was the duty
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of the law to punish them if they did not go. We had
many arguments on those topies, but I could not move
him one whit. Neither could I alter his opinion as to
taking a trout from the Water Eye, or snaring a rabbit
in the woods where we were at work. He said they were
forbidden by Sir Samuel, that he was a magistrate, and
had as much power to preserve them as if the general
assembly was there - present itself. We were often a
whole week without seeing any person; and nobody had
a charge of fishing or of game there. The landlord lived
far distant. So one day being alone, I constructed a few
snares of brass wire and set them. In the morning on
returning to work I found one hare. At evening I took
it with me in a bag in which I carried some of my tools
and other things, and going out at the bottom of the
wood upon the post road, met the baronet and some other
sportsmen. It was the first time I had seen him, and I
had seen him just as I had got the first of his hares. He
inquired if I worked in the wood, and for whom, and
kept me a half-hour or more, while he inquired about the
work done and about my employer; but he did not suspect
what I had in my possession. I was so much alarmed,
however, at the singular fact of meeting him there at
the time of my first success in taking one of the hares,
that I resolved not to run any more risks. I got one
shilling and sixpence for it readily from a carricr who
passed between Berwick and Edinburgh, which, consider-
ing that two or three cach week might have been picked
up and so disposed of, was tempting. But David White-

head, with his venerable head, which though not literally
whltc, was near it, spoke 80 solemnlv about the law, and
Kirsty intimated how Tuinous it might be to them, if it
were - known that a person connected with them had
snared a hare, that I gave up all thought of going farther
in the business.

At Branxton we had been probibited from using
snares, except for rabbits at certain times. But we
could use guns without let or hindrance. Our master
had some first-rate fowling pieces, double and single.
And when I lived with him, it was a common thing, for
the men who chose, to go out and have a shot when no
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. sportsmen were in the way. In summer evenings, when
o shooting was out of season, I was often sent by order to
. shoot rabbits, where the corn fields adjoined the mea-
i dows and the woods, to keep them within moderation,
2 they bred so fast. Wood pidgeons we also shot many of,
u to keep them within bounds. Thus I became a tolerably -
@ * fair shot.” :
tt  But not only did old David deter me from seeking a
i rabbit or hare by his exposition of the law, and Kirsty
# by her more forcible appeal as to what might become of
W them if it were known,—there was a friend, Alick Forsyth, -
:t whom I met for the first time about this period, and with-
t» whom I soon formed an intimacy of the most agreeable -
tw kind, and gave me some new ideas about the killing of
i birds and beasts. He was no more than a stonemason,
th working for weekly wages, but he was a reader, and also-
u athinker. He said there was something excessively mean
b in snaring a hare, not only as regarded any supposed
& owner of the hare, but as regarded the hare itself. It
s was mean to put down a snare and catch in the
« dark. It was below the dignity of civilized men. He
i ridiculed the delight which people took in shooting. I
ti was with him one wintry day on the sea shore. It was a
% rocky shore; the headlands, of which St. Abb’s is one,
o rise in majestic grandeur against the storms of the
« northern ocean, which ride a thousand miles on waves
i so high that they come as if thcy would go over St.:
© Abb’s. 'We were on the shore of a bay six miles west-
i ward, and had a wide view of the grand scenery of the
i storm. We became philosophic and almost poetic in
# our conversation. He was quarrying stones in a shel-
i tered nook, and I had takenm my gun, because it was a
i stormy day, to have a shot at the sea-birds, which could
# be more easily reached in tempestuous weather than at
other times. Thus we met. In the midst of our geolo-
% gical speculations as to the time when, and the circum-
" stances under which, the stratum of the rock was formed
 which he had wedged asunder, and just as we had ad-
mired the magnificence of a wave which seemed in itself
to be a sea risen on end to overwhelm the land, I saw a
redshank on the wing, and snatched up the gun to shoot

=
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it. He stopped me on the instant, and said, * Let it go!
What if the hand which has more power over that ocean
and these waves than -you have over that gun and the

shot within it, were to have as little merey for living

things ? What, if you and I were redshanks, or that all

this nation was as but one redshank, and the author of

this storm which permits that redshank to live, should

have lifted his arm against us?” I admitted that this

argument had somethmg in it at first sight; but that we

must carry it much farther if it were admitted to all. We

must go to the butcher and forbid him to kill a sheep for

human food, if a redshank was not be killed. He said

it was the propensity to kill for pleasure that he found

fault with, and I was obliged to admit, that it was more

from a personal feeling of pleasure which took me to the

sea-side with the gun ‘than the value of the birds which I

might shoot ; and farther, that in snaring a rabbit, it was

more for the pleasure than the gain. To which he again

insisted, how mean was the trecatment of a rabbit or a

hare, to set a snare for it.

I did not again go out with a gun while I associated
with him, nor have I had many opportunities to do so 1-
since. But in setting down all the truth, it should be |
said, that his mtellwent and agreeable society had quite
as much to do with 1 my aeekmfr pleasures of a more in-
tellectual kind than shooting at the sea-side as his argu-
ments had. And his per sonal society had this farther
charm, that he was thc brother of a certain personage
who had for some montlis occupied the largest space in
my thoughts. - I had not once been in her socxety, nor
had I attempted to speak to her. I saw her on Sundays,
and knew who she was, little more. I had heard the
clergymen speak of her extraordinary ability as one of
his pupils. She was about my own age ; was, as I thought,
lovely ; had glanced her eyes once or twice towards the
place where I sat at church, no doubt by accident; and
from those glances there was created within me a new
dream, sometimes a sleeping, but oftener a waking dream,
which took up its abode in me, and expelled almost every
other thought, to make room for itself. At one time 1t
lived and grew upon tie sentiments of hope, and clothed

~

Google




A WORKING MAN. 97

itself in visions beautiful to behold. At others it would
“live on hopelessness, and it grew and became ‘exceed-
ingly troublesome. My age, not yet out of nineteen, my
position in the working world, only a labourer, forbade me
to make any attempt to let her or any one belonging to
her know what I then thought. I only hoped that there
might come a time when I could with confidence offer my
humble self, and pledge my live-long duty and devotion,
with nyself, in exchange for such atreasure. And there
came a time when unlooked for events put me in such a
position. I was not altogether repulsed ; but I was not
accepted. We parted. There was something like sorrow
in her at parting; there was sorrow and mortification in
me. We have never met since. »

But I go too fast. Let me return to my nineteenth
year, 1829, to the spring of the year when her image first
dwelt within me. It was at this time that I made the
acquaintance of her brothers; first, the one alluded to,
then a second, third, fourth, and fifth. They were occa«
sionally at work near to where I was employed, and we
became intimate. They were all men above the average
rate of intelligence, and many pleasant hours I had with
them, conversing about books, sometimes buying books
together, and frequently borrowing and lending them to
read.

In the month of April, when we finished the thinning
of the coppice-wood, arrangements had been made for
the building of a new farm house of goodly size, farm
steading, with threshing mill and all farming appurte-
nances complete, on the farm of Harelawside. My em-
ployer, David Whitehead, obtained the contract for the
timber-work ; engaged a skilful foreman to conduct the
work, and a number of journeyman carpenters. I had
the first offer of the sawing ; and looked about, and found
a former acquaintance, Richard Wilson, who had served
his apprenticeship as a carpenter, to join me. We sent
to Edinburgh for new saws and other tools; erected our
sawpit, got home the logs of Memel and yellow pine from
the timber merchants at Eyemouth, and went to work
with great animation. David and Kirsty now removed to
a more convenient house, and the whole of us, carpenters

¥
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and sawyers, became lodgers with them. They were all
steady young men ; and the foreman, Mr. Andrew Not-
man, was something more ; he had lived long in Edin-
burgh, had mixed much with mankind, and read much.
He was the first to make me so well acquainted with
Shakspere, as to know that in the great dramatic plays
there was more than their adaptability to the stage to
make them popular—that there was poetry of the highest
order in them. Mr. Notman was remarkable for his fine
taste, and his ability to execute in workmanship what his
taste approved. I havelost all trace of him of late years;
and nearly so of all the other young men with whom I
associated there.

This year was that of Catholic emancipation, and, like
greater people, we had our debates on the question; but
we had no regular supply of newspapers, and thus lost
much of the parliamentary arguments. The clergymen,
established and dissenting, in our district, were, how-
ever, in favour of the measure, which reconciled many to
it who would have been its opponents. Mr. Notman did

more to make me understand the subject than any one |

else.
"~ When harvest came we had more timber cut than was
soon to be required. Myself and my partner in the pit
left it accordingly, and went to the Merse harvest. We
went first to Langrigg, celebrated in the traditions of
shearers for its kemps, or strivings on the harvest field.
With most farmers the system is to prevent striving, to
have the work well done. With some, but only in the
Merse of Berwickshire, the system is to let the shearers
go at the work and strive until they fall down, if they
choose, so as they get the wheat cut down. Langrigg in
those days was such a place. They usually gave a
shilling or two per week for the best hands more than the
market wages. Those who, like myself and comrade, had
strength and youthful agility for anything, looked out for
such places—the higher wages being deemed an equiva-
lent to the heavier work. We had 2s. 64. per day and
victuals at that place, which was 1s. per day more than
we could have obtained that year in Lothian—wages still
remaining low. From Langrigg, its shearing being done,

Google




A WORKING MAN. 99

we went to Foulden West Mains. - When done there, we
had ten days more of harvest on the hill farm of Coxwaod,
in the Lammermoors, making six weeks in all. We then
returned {o our sawpit, and ended our work there about
December. .

I tried in several directions to get more timber to saw,
but could not succeed. My comrade in the sawpit being
8 joiner, got work immediately at his trade. But I, hav-
ing unfortunately no trade, had once more to turn to the
spade, pick, and shovel, and dig drains.

CHAPTER XI.

LOSY IN A BOG.

It is hardly possible for the toil of -a working man to be
wasted more vexatiously than in digging deep drains in
a marshy soil in winter; the frost thawing so as net to
allow the carts to cross the soft ground with stones to
fill the drains; the sides of them sliding in; the digger
of them obliged, at his own expense, to clear them out
again before they are filled with stones; obliged to get
planks to stand upon, to keep him from sinking in bot-
tomless moss; even with the planks, wet to the knees,
from morning until night ; the farmer who is to pay him
bolding his money unpaid until these drains are eom-.
pleted ; they not compleled until this farmer conveys
stones to them ; and they every day filling in afresh with
new slips from the sides. * Such, however, was my situa-
tion as a drainer, in January, 1830, in a bog on the farm
of Butterdean Mains, lying in the hollow near the hostel
locally known as “Tammy Grant’s,” now the Ba
House Station of the North British Railway.

And a man working in such a bog, so unprofitably, to
be in love, and not in a condition to tell his lowe; his
greatest hindrance being that he is too poor to venture on
presenting himself where his love would lead him !

After such days of dis-spiriting toil, I used to go ance
or twice a week, (one week I went three times), across a
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moor to , Where she lived with her parents. The
distance over the moor was between three and four miles;
the distance by public road was about six miles. I
approached the house by the side of the wall, where wasa
large tree overshadowing the stack of turf fuel which
belonged to the cottage. There have I repeatedly sat
down, for several hours each time, and looked across the
narrow road to the windows. Against one of them I saw
the shadow of an arm, which, inside between the window
and a candle, was moving to the stitches of a needle. It
was but the shadow of an arm; and to look at it was the
object of my journey across those desolate moors so many
times a week. In the cold I lay and watched this shadow,
until I should have been frozen but that there was a heat
of the soul too strong for frost. Once she came out to the
turf stack for fuel for the next morning’s use. It was at
bed time, nearly ten o’clock. I could have touched her.
The time had come which for months I had longed for:
it was a precious moment ; but I could not make use of
it. I was in a dark corner when she came to lift the fuel ;
and knew that if I moved or spoke she would be fright-
ened, and would run, perhaps scream. At all events, I
was pleased to form a self-excuse from these considera-
tions. But, in verity, I was unable to speak. I knew
not what to say. She returned to the house. The door
was fastened, the windows darkened, and I returned over
the moors ashamed of myself. ‘

But having been so near her on this occasion was only
‘an inducement for me to go again; and to venture to the
same place at the turf stack. Hearing the singing of
psalms, when her father was performing family worship,
I stole to the window and listened, and could hear her
voice singing. It was low and soft, but what melody to
me! I returned over the moors that night, singing the
same psalm tune all the way. And when in bed I dreamt
I heard it sung, not while listening at her window, but
while looking into a paradise, the abode of beings as like
heavenly beings as I shall ever see in a dream again.

Next morning at breakfast, old Kirsty, my landlady,
noticing the manner of my appetite, said, * Well, ye was
away seeing her again last nicht ; she must hae gi’en ye
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a guid answer at last; ye seem to be in cheery speerits
this morning. Mon, if I were you, I wadna let ony lass
that ever step’d 1’ leather shoon put me frae taking my
meat, as ye let that yin do. Whae is she, for a’ the
world?”"

Kirsty did not know, nor did any person know, though
they came pretty near the fact in their guesses. I could
not conceal from them that I was in love. The outgoing
at night; the disappearance of my appetite; and my deep
melancholy (though this was in part the result of the vexa-
tious work in the sliding drains); all those signs marked
me out as one in love.

I continued to go to the window to listen to the low,
soft voice; until one night, as I listened, a dog sprang
upon me with a worrying ferocity which made me retreat,
mindless of the melody ‘of psalms. I kept it off at first
with my stick ; but, as I retreated, it followed at my heels
and bit me. I turned and struck it, upon which voices
of men were heard, hounding it on. Again I ran, and
again it bit me. Once moreI turned upon it! but it was
to face several more dogs that were hounded upon me by
men whom I could not see. By the free use which I
made of mycudgel amongthem, they were content now with
barking. I once more ran up the hill towards the moors ;

and though the men followed, urging the dogs on, I
escaped. When they had hounded them after me to the
distance of about half a mile, they called them back, and
" T was left alone on the moors.

It was a moonless night, and on the moors it was misty,
the fog settling so thick on the heather as to hide every
mark of sheep-track or bush. The alarm and hasty flight
from the dogs caused me to go out of the right track,
without knowing at what point I erred. After going
nearly double the distance, by reckoning which should
have taken me home to Kirsty’s house and over several
stone walls, I came upon nothing of stone-wall kind to tell
of my position. Standing awhile to consider, I thought
the best way would be to go off at a right angle from the
spot where I halted, for I knew two public roads ran
parallel at the distance of about three miles. Knowing
that I was somewhere between those public roads, I con-
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cluded that I must have deviated from the cross line be-
tween them, and gone either to the south or to the north,
which could not be determined, the heavens above and the
heather below being alike invisible. Thinking to walk
straight out, without veering right or left, until I had got
over a distance of three miles at least, I reckoned to reach
one ot other of the roads, either that in the south, near
my home, or that in the north, running through the hamlet,
where barking dogs had just been biting the heels of
hopeless love. ,

I had not gone far when I came to a road, and knew
it to be either the right or the wrong one; but which of
them no sagacity of mine could tell. After a mile’s walk
on it, I came to something which I could feel to be a house.
On examining it by touch, I ascertained by the porch and
the railings at the window that it was no other than the
house from which the dogs had chased me away.

Afraid to linger a moment, I hastened once more to
the moors, thinking I could not again mistake the direc-
tion. The thought of going six miles round the turnpike
road, by the Pease bridge, and up as far as the Old Tower,
which I should have to do—the Old Tower in which Scott
has located the story of the hapless Lucy Ashton—was
such a grievous thought, and I was already so wearied,
that I resolved to continue on the moors at all hazards.
Besides, had I turned, there was no way to get to the
Pease bridge but by passing the place of the dogs once
more.

So, resolving to go on and turn not, I went. But all
that I could do was not sufficient to keep my organ of
locality vigilant. Over and over again 1 bent down to
feel tlie grass and heather with my hands, to know if I was
on the grassy track which winded through the moor and
formed what was called the road. At last I could feel
nothing but heather ; the track of grass was lost. I was
lost too. There was nothing for me now but to recur to
the former plan and walk a certain distance in one direc-
tion, and again turn off at a right angle if the public road
was not found, This was tried; but I was still within the
prescribed distance when I-felt myself on a “bobbing
moss,” which heaved up and down with me at a frightful
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rate. I now knew what locality I was in—full {wo miles
from human habitation. The water beneath the thin turf
was deep—who can tell how deep? But Iknew it tobe
far more than sufficient to take me over the head, if the
thin turf covering broke. I also knew, by hearsay, that
in: some places it was broken; that cattle which shepherds
had allowed to go out of their sight had strayed upon it,
broken the surface with their weight, sunk down, and
were lost for ever. That I might avoid plunging in a
moment into: one of those fissures, I stood still, and
moved not to the right nor left, forward nor backward. I
would have tried to go backward, but was not absolutely
certain if I had not turned when at first I felt the moss
begin to heave; wherefore I did not now know which
direction was backward. ‘ :

There was no hope for me but to stand still, There
was a thick hoar frost, and the air was excessively cold.
After a time, to restore my feet to warmth, I began to
move them. The whole surface yielded, and heaved up,
and again deflected, and again heaved. This told me I
must not move. At last water began to run over my shoe
tops. It gradually rose to my knees. Every moment I
expected the turfy skin to crack and let me fall through.
Every moment was like an hour. The hours were ages;
I thought daylight would never come. It was like eter-
nity ; and that eternity night! Might I not be safer to
move a little? I might find a. surface harder, with less
water. I tried, though I was not sure if I moved, my
limbs were almost powerless. If I moved, the water fol-
lowed ; for still I stood knee-deep, with it rather gaining
above the knees than otherwise, yet not gaining fast.

At last I saw the fog look whiter on one side. It was
"the east; and the faint twilight was above the fog. Oh,
blessed east! what a light was that to me! It became
more distinct, and at last it was so good a twilight as to
show that furze bushes grew within twenty yards of me.
Their growing place was dry land I knew, and I spread
myself on hands and knees, though almost over the
shoulders in water, to creep to that dry land, thinking that
if I came to a fissure, I should be less likely to fall through
lengthways than I would if standing upright on foot. I
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got out in safety; made the best of my way home,
ashamed to look old Kirsty in the face.

From digging drains in the marsh, where so much time
was lost by the premature closing of them, I went in con-
nexion with two other men, to a higher district on the same
farm of Butterdean Mains. When the work was appa-
rently two-thirds done there, the two men said they had
made arrangements to go to Australia as shepherds, and
that, if I would allow them to draw half the money for the
whole contract, I would have only one-third of the work
to do, and would get as much money as they. To this I
readily consented, and they went to Australia. The re-
mainder of the work, however, was nearly all bottoms of
deep drains, very hard; and in one part it was to cut
over a rising ground, to let the water escape from a marsh
into a rivulet below. Here I found whinstone rock. It
had to be bored and blasted with gunpowder, and that at
the price per rood of cutting through clay or gravel. 1
bored, hammered, blasted, hammered again, began early,
worked late, but still made little progress. It was an in-
expressible labour—worse trouble almost than hopeless
love. I could not get afarthing of payment for the work
which was done until this was finished, It was done at
last, and in reckoning my time, the whole of that winter’s
work in draining averaged about twopence-halfpenny per
day. Mr. Logan, the farmer, would not make the smallest
allowance for these unforeseen difficulties. He only said
that it showed me to be the greater fool, that I permitted
the two men to go to Australia before the work was
finished.

It was now April, 1830. A new harbour was begun to
be built at the Cove Shore, and labourers were wanted
there. I went to it and was engaged, first at 9s. a weck.
The contractor had some men at 10s., and a picked gang
of hands known to him at 11s. He heard.that I had
been working as a sawyer, and perhaps thought me not
likely to be a rough and ready labourer for work wet or
dry—in the sea or out of it. Moreover, I looked ill in
health, and was actually ill. Mind and body had been
both overworn, and I did not eat the food in three days
which was necessary for one day. But I had not been a
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fortnight there, when I stepped all at once into the front

rank, into favour, and into 11s. a week. The foundation

of the quay head was attempted to be laid at the lowest

ebbs of the spring tides. The hands could only work

about two hours at each of three or four ebb tides, once

in fourteen days. Strong boxes were sunk to work in;

the water being baled out, the sand and silt thrown out,

and the rock beneath cut into form for receiving the

lower course of stones. Only two shovels throwing out

the sand could work at once; those who did work in the

box were crack hands, and took it by turns. Several

tides had been lost and no stone laid. One day Mr. Wil-

son, the contractor, was urging the men in the box to

exert themselves and get the sand out, that he might not

lose all the spring tides. One of them grumbled and
muttered about their doing more than they were paid for.
I was as ready then, and doubtless am still, to look fon-
adequate payment for work performed as any one., But.
there are times when one’s sense of right and energies -
carry them above thoughts of payment. This was such .
a time with me. I sprung over the side of the box, took

the shovel from one of the men who was handling it rather
awkwardly, and commanded him, with something like a.
look of fierceness, to make way for me. He seemed to

hesitate; upon which, in the impulse of the moment, F
seized him 1n my arms and tumbled him over the side into.
the water, three or four feet deep: some of those on

shore pulled him out. Seeing this, Arthur Forsyth, one.
of the masons, who, like the contractor, was impatiently

awaiting the clearance of the foundation to get a stone-
laid, sprung into the box with me from a ledge of rock,.
" and we jointly bundled the other man out. We had

both energy and strength, but, what was of as great ser-~

vice, we both knew the art of working expeditiously with

tools in a narrow space, without being a hindrance to

each other. In a space of time incredibly short, we threw

out several tons of sand; got to work with short heavy

picks upon the slaty rock below; had the bed of a large

stone cut out, and the stone laid in its place—where it

lies to this day—Dbefore the tide had risen half way up the

outside of our temporary coffer-dam-—the box,

F 2
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A boat came and took us and the tools on shore, Op
stepping upon the rock, Mr. Wilson said to me, “ Well
done, you are the man for me.” He ordered Jameg
Hamilton, the time-keeper, to Put me on the highest
scale of wages. I continued at that department of the
works, often immersed to the middle in the sea water,
until all the foundations were laid, Within a few days
of the first immersion, I was completely recovered from
my stomach disorder; and was restored to” the most
robust and cheerful health. Night time and day time,
when the ebb tides served, I worked, chiefly with the
fishermen as associates (some of whom had once been

But with the restoration to health and the increase of
strength, that mysterious disorder of the affections which
had troubled me so much during the winter diq not
become less. I did not yet take courage and run the
hazard of a repulse, by secking an interview with her
and making a confession. But I did worse,

I had not the privilege of going into her society. But
T had now daily the satisfaction of associating with one
or more of her nearest relatives, and with others bearing
the same name. To me there was a charm about every
one who bore that name. In the society of those most
nearly related to her I spent much time. Never once
was she spoken of by them to me, and never by me to
them. But it happeried at times that jn talking among
themselves they mentioned her name. The sound of it
gave me a sensation like some sweet note of new music.
With one of them more especially, written of in the last

had looked upon his sister—had seen her in the family
home, where I had never seen her. Our conversation
was often of books, of poetry, and philosophy. But the
poetry and philosophy had sometimes the flavour of
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whisky. I abhorred that deceitful enemy so far as its
bare self was concerned. But at pay-days it was hardly
possible for the most abstemious and resolute to escape
the expenditure of some money on drink. We had a
motley assemblage of masons, quarrymen, and labourers,
from nearly all parts:of Scotland. But if the strangers
were disposed to corrupt the natives, it is just as true that
the natives were willing to be corrupted. Drink at each
pay-day, and occasionally between pay-days, was. almost
unavoidable. But if avoidable, I hardly remember one
now who sought to avoid it. The most that my intelli-
gent associate and myself did was to make choice of a
few of those who could enjoy intellectual conversation,
and retire to some private place, where we sung songs,
quoted poetry, delivered home-made verses, and spent
more hours of our time than enough. Neither our drink-
ing nor expenditure were excessive, taken by measure;
but our hilarity was often loud enough. We began to be
remarked and talked of. The interchange of thoughts
with one who, in most things, thought so nearly alike
with myself, and who was a member of a family circle
which seemed to me the central circle of the universe—
with a star within it, was a charm not to be cast away,
but to be retained for ever; if for ever I could retain it.
I would accompany him almost to his home, several miles
from mine. I dared not go farther than just within
sight of the family cottage; but I did go within sight of
it often, for the sake of seeing it. I would suggest to
this member of the family, and even to others more dis-
tantly related, to go with me and sit down over a bottle
of ale, though for myself I loathed the drink, merely that
I might perchance hear her spoken of; or, at the least,
enjoy the sweet privilege of holding converse with, and
making myself agreeable to those who saw her every day,
and were her nearest and dearest connexions.

But need I tell the result? Instead of improving my
position and making myself respected by the more
domestic members of the family, I was looked upon as a
doubtful acquaintance who led the brothers astray, or as
one who, if not leading them astray, was going astray
with them.
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At hay time this year, 1830, I left the Cove Shore
with three other men, and mowed at Thorntonloch,
Branxton, and Pathhead. We bhad no binding engage-
ment with Mr. Wilson, at the shore, but my conscience
was hardly at rest for a long while after, for having left
him at that critical time, when he required all his best
hands, and more than he could obtain. We returned to
him when hay mowing was over. The others left him
again at harvest, but I remained.

When mowing the hay, we joined with us George
Skeldon, who was our precentor at church. I had learned
some church music, and we sung together at resting
hours. George suggested that I should the next Sunday
take his place in the desk, and be precentor for the day.
My ambition lay in that direction, though it is question-
able if I had the ability, or the necessary confidence. I
tried—got on pretty well, until the last psalm ; on begin-
ning to sing over the first measure in solo, as is cus-
{omary there, my voice quivered, hands shook, and eyes
became blind. On rising to sing I had caught a glimpse
of ker sitting in the gallery, and looking intently down
upon me. I stopped. One of the elders sitting close at
hand took up the tune which I had been attempting, and
carried it on, everybody singing as if nothing had hap-
pened. But I was mortified bevond my power to tell.
To have “ stickit”” the tune before all the congregation
was unhappy, but to have done so before Zer was agony.

I went home and tumbled into bed without taking
dinner, and never showed my face again until next
morning

If you imagine me carrying heavy stones upon a bar-
row, six men to the barrow ; driving wedges into the
rock by the swinging blows of an enormous hammer,
upturning the wedged rock with iron levers, each of which
were as much as two men could lift : if you imagine me
in my lodgings at the Cove, occupying the same small
apartment in the same small house, with James Hamilton,
chief quarryman and time keeper; James at night repair-
ing shoes, sometimes his own, sometimes mine, while I
read to him from the Casquet of Literary Gems, a delight-
ful publication which I then received in monthly parts:
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if farther, you imagine us working sometimes in the
night, sometimes in the day, as the tides might serve,
pulling out to sea in boats during the day when not-
working,—you will see pretty nearly what my life was at
the Cove Shore in 1830.

In the winter my friend Alick, already alluded to,
heard of the library of a deceased gentleman, Mr. Thomas
Burton, to be sold. We bought it jointly; picked out
the books we thought the most choice ; sold the rest;
and then put our own into two equal divisions, and drew
lots for them. We could have agreed to divide them
without drawing lots, had it not been for Don Quizote ;
both of us wanted the Don. So we agreed to put him
into one of the lots, and chance him ; that lot fell to
Alick.

Some terrible shipwrecks occur on that rocky coast.
In the winter of 1830, while we were at work there, a
brig was driven within sixty yards of the shore .at
Bilsdean Burnfoot, where she was speedily dashed to
pieces, with nine men on board. The pointed rocks
and deep fissures rendered our efforts to save them
doubly hazardous ; but we got them all on shore, Arthur
Forsyth being conspicuously daring. The byestanders
were pleased to pay me a similar compliment. I refer
to it now to say, that so far as my knowledge of such
services goes, they result so much from an impulse of
the feelings, that I was not then aware, until the men
were all saved, of being engaged in anything to attract
notice.

I must now hasten to other scenes.

CHAPTER XIL

1830—WORK IN STONE QUARRY—EDINBURGH
REFORM RIOTS IN 183l.

At the close of the last chapter, it was said I must
hasten to other scenes. 1 am hastening. Yet this
chapter still tells of scenes not much different from
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those in thie last: it is still a ehapter of picka and

uarry-hammers—of wheel-barrows, spades, and shovels,
' (Il‘am- about to leave the Cove Shore, and go to a garden
nursery at Edinburgh. But before I go let me tell
some events which occurred while I was still at the works
of the Cove Shore. One bleak day in November, 1830,
the wind strong from the north, and the sea rolling
heavily upon the rocks at the Pan Doocot (dovecot),
where twenty or more of us were quarrying blocks of
stone to be conveyed to the Cove Shore, two miles dis-
tant by sea, a little boy came and stood behind us for a
time, shivering in the cold. He said nothing; -and one
of the men at last asked what he wanted. He replied
that he wanted me, mentioning my name, but he did not
know which was I. Mary Lowe had sent him down
from Linkheads, he said, with a newspaper, for us to
read something that was in it: he was to take it baek
again with him when we had read it. They had all read
it at Mary Lowe’s, at Linkheads, and they were mostly
all ““ fou” already, .they were so glad of the news.

Hearing this, we agreed to get under shelter of the
ruins of the Pan Doocot at once, and see what the news
could possibly be which the visitors at Mary Lowe’s
hostelry were already getting ““fou” about. On opening
the paper, there were in bold letters, on the: top of a
column, these words, or nearly these, ‘ The tories driven
from power at last |-—Glorious triumph of the people |—
Henry Brougham, Lord High Chancellor of England;
Earl Grey, prime minister ! ”

Those of us who knew least of politics knew emough
to understand the importance of this announcement.
We took off our hats and caps, and loud above the
north wind, and the roaring sea, shouted ¢ Henry
Brougham for ever!’’ At that time we knew little of
Earl Grey. His career as an opponent of the tories was
before our time. His career as a minister was only then
beginning. ‘

We were not unprepared to hear such news as this,
as a previous newspaper informed us that Sir Henry
Parnell had made a motion for inquiry into the expendi-
ture of the civil list; that the government of which the
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Duke of Wellington was prime minister had opposed
bim, were defeated, and had resigned; and that Earl
Grey, a reformer, had been summoned to form a new
government. I had charged Mary Lowe to send us a
newspaper to the Pan Doocot quarry as soon as one
could be got, to let us know the result. We read over
the list of the new ministry., Some of the names were
unknown to us, and some familiar names that we
thought should have been there were not there, the
name of Hume especially. We one and all thought
it wrong that Joseph Hume should not be a member
of the new government. We were ignorant of
connections and differences,— ignorant of the atomic
nature of some politicians—of the gregarious nature of
others.

At another time we got a paper, and read Earl Grey’s
declarations that the principles of his government would
be Peace, Retrenchment, and Reform. Joseph Douglass,
a labourer, was the only man among us who found fault
with that declaration. He objected to the word * peace.”
He eaid Britain had never had a prosperous day since
there was peace. War was the thing for the country, and
especially for such a country as this, which had so many
war-ships that it could lick all the world. War was the
thing to make good wages. Two or three of the fisher-
men who were beside us knew otherwise, and called
Joseph a blockhead, and asked him if he would like to
see the press-gang at them and their families again, as
it used to come in the time of war, and force them away
from home and family, put them in irons if they did not
go willingly, and carry them in carts, to man the ships
of war. Joseph replied that he was not afraid of war;
if the king wanted men that minute, he would go on

"board a man-of-war, rather than the French should not
be well licked again. One of the fishers, in rejoinder,
said he might first learn to take his wheelbarrow on
bomrd of that plank in the quarry without stumbling off
ten times every day as he did. Joseph was rather blind,
and used to stumble off the plank. Yet no ridicule
would put him down; his voice was still for war. But
I have met people since that time, who should have un-
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~ derstood such a question much better than poor Joseph

could do, who were as politically stupid upon it as he was |,

personally ignorant.
Such was the place and manner of our receiving the
z:ws of the tories being out of office, and of the whigs
ing in.

During the winter I continued at the Pan Doocot
uarry. It was between two and three miles from the
ove Shore, and about one mile from Thriepland Hill

This was convenient, and I now lodged at home. A
number of masons were hewing the blocks of stone, and
each hewer had a labourer allotted to him to do the
rougher work upon the stone with a short pick, techni-
cally, to “scutch’ it. The masons were intolerable
tyrants to their labourers. I was in the quarry, cutting
the blocks from the rock, when the tide was out: and
when the tide was in, I went and scutched with some of
the hewers, chiefly with my friend Alick. One day, when
we had been reading in the newspapers a great deal
about the tyranny of the tories, and the tyranny of the
aristocracy in general, and some of the hewers had been,
as usual, wordy and loud in denouncing all tyrants, and
exclaiming, “ Down with them for ever!’ one of them
took up a long wooden straight-edge, and struck a
labourer with the sharp edge of it over the shoulders.
Throwing down my pick, I turned round and told him
that so long as I was about the works I would not see
a labourer struck in that manner without questioning the
mason’s pretended right to domineer over them. * You
exclaim against tyranny,” I continued, *you yourselves
are tyrants, if anybody is.” The hewer answered, that I
had no business to interfere : that he had not struck me.
“No,” said I, “ or you would have been in the sea by
this time. But I have seen labourers, who dared not
speak for themselves, knocked about by you and by many
others ; by every mason about those works have I seen
labourers ordered to do things, and compelled to do them,
which no working man should order another to do; far
less have the power to compel him to do. And, I tell
you, it shall not be.”

The labourers gathered around me ; the masons con-
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ferred together. One of them, speaking for the rest, said,
that he must put a stop to this; that the privileges of
masons were not to be questioned by labourers, and that
I must either submit to any reproof or punishment which
they thought fit to inflict, or leav