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believe he thought the inside of the ttook wu at high

as a temple.**

**It is not I that am the poet!** said Ralph,

fransierring ha attention for a moment fix>m her

hair.

"Meg says Jock Forrest is perfectly good to her,

and that she would not change her man for all Grea-

torix Castk.**

** Does Jock make a good grieve ? " asked Ralfrfi.

**The very best; he is a great comfort to me^**

repKcd his wife. **I get fiu* more time to work at

the children*s things—and also to look after Ursa

Major !

"

*«Whatof Jess?** asked Ralph; «did Meg say?**

**Jess has taken the Lady Elizabeth to call oa My
Lord at Bowhill ! What do you think of dut ?

And she leads Agnew Greatorix about like a lamb, or

rather like a sheep. He gets just one glass of sherry

at dinner,** said Winsome, who loved a spice of gossip

—«s who does not ?

** There is a letter from my father this morning,**

said Ralph, half turning to pick it off his desk ; **he

is well, but he is in distress, he says, because he got

his pocket picked of his handkerchief while standing

gazing ir. zt a shop window wfaorein boda were dis-

(dayed for ss^e, but John Bairdieson has sewed another

into his breast-pocket at the time cf writing. They
had a repeating tune the otlier day, and the two new
licentiates are godly lads, and turning out a credit to

the Kirk of die Marrow.**

**And thtt it more dnn ever yen would have done,

Ralfih^'' said hia wifo^ candtifly.

** i^ia is to be married in October, and there is a


