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of the grave, the only blackness in the white

kirkyard, Tammas Mitchell did the most beauti.

ful thing in all his life. He knelt down and care-

fully wiped off the snow the wind had blown
upon the coffin, and which had covered the name,

and when he had done this he disappeared be-

hind the others, so that Drumsheugh could hardly

find him to take a cord. For these were the

eight that buried Dr. MacLure—Lord Kilspindie

at the head as landlord and Drumsheugh at the

feet as his friend ; the two ministers of the parish

came first on the right and left ; then Burnbrae

and Hillocks of the farmers, and Saunders and

Tammas for the plowmen. So the Glen he loved

laid him to rest.

When the bedrel had finished his work and the

turf had been spread, Lord Kilspindie spoke

:

" Friends of Drumtochty, it would not be right

that we should part in silence and no man say

what is in every heart. We have buried the re-

mains of one that served this Glen with a devo-

tion that has known no reserve, and a kindliness

that never failed, for more than forty years. I

have seen many brave men in my day, but no

man in the trenches of Sebastopol carried him-


