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hand," and bewitching the young people with a sermon

on the " good fight," with four heads " the soldier,"

"the battle-field," " the battle," and "the crown"—
each with an illustration, an anecdote, and a verse of

poetry. Carmichael recognised the type, and already

saw the new minister of Kilbogie, smug and self-satisfied,

handing round cream and sugar in the Rabbi's old study,

while his wife, a stout young woman in gay clothing,

pours tea from a pot of florid design, and bearing a

blazing marriage inscription. There would be a soiree

in the kirk, where the Rabbi had opened the mysteries

of God, and his successor would explain how unworthy

he felt to follow Doctor Saunderson, and how he was

going to reorganise the congregation, and there would

be many jocose allusions to his coming marriage ; but

Carmichael would by that time have left the district.

No one can walk a mile in Tochty woods, where there

are little glades of mossy turf, and banks of violets and

geraniums, and gentle creatures on ground and branch,

and cool shade from the summer sun, and the sound of

running water by your side, without being sweetened and

comforted. Bitter thoughts and cynical criticisms, as

well as vain regrets and peevish complaints, fell away

from Carmichael's soul, and gave place to a gentle

melancholy. Ht came to the heart of the wood, where

was the lovers' grave, and the place seemed to invite his

company. A sense of the tears of things came over him,

and he sat down by the river-side to meditate. It was

two hundred years and more since the lassies died, who

were never wedded, and for him there was not even to be

love. The ages were linked together by a long tragedy

of disappointment and vanity, but the Tochty ran now as

in the former days. What was any human life but a drop in
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