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shall teach them the lesson they need. I hadna
thought of taking ony shares in Mr. Paterson’s
company, but if it's only to spite the English Il
put me doon for five hundred pounds.” And he
was not only as good as his word, but he interested
himself actively in securing other subscriptions to
a considerable amount.

Not having been blessed with bairns of his own,
Mr. Blane had adopted a nephew from the Inver-
ness Highlands, whose own name had been foregone
in favour of his second father’s.

Donald Blane, or Donalblane, as he soon came
to be called for short, was a pretty uncouth specimen
of a boy when, at the age of ten, he was taken into
the Blane household. The term “halflin” would
describe him sufficiently to Scots folk, but for
others some further particulars may be required.

The son of a shepherd, whose tiny shieling with
only a “but and ben” seemed to shelter an impos-
sible number of children, he had practically run
wild upon the mountains.

Bare-headed and bare-footed the greater part of
the year, he had grown up as sound, strong, and

sturdy as one of the shaggy ponies which he loved




