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THE IIKN-P.:('KEU MAN.
rMM WILlOH’l TALKS OF THE »UMt>K«S. 

Concluded-
1 llilMÿl I wad have dropped down wi’ in- 

■ I could hae strucXen if I durst, 
life observe I am just five feet two inches and 
I eight, upon my stocking soles,—th.it is râ
ler brio* the army standard,—and I must say 

it is a very foolish oue, for a mann’ my height 
tods a better chance to shoot another than a 
uit that wad tire owre his head. But she 
s aware that I was In-low the mark, and my 

treat was o’ no avail ; so 1 just had to slink 
iway into the shop, rubbing my elbow.

But the cracky stool was but the beginning 
f her driving ; there wasna a week alter that 
lut she let llee at me whatever came in the 
way, whenever I by accident crossed her can
kered humour, i/i a wonder that I’m in the 
laud o’ the living,—for I’ve had the skin peel
ed off my legs,—my arms maislly broken,— 
toy head cut, and other parts o’ my body a’ 
Back and blue, times out o’ number. 1 thought 
1er an angel when I was com ting hei, but 0 
lobin ! she has turn’d out I’ll no say what—- 
jt adder !—a tiger I—a she-fury !

As for asking ony body to the bouse, it’s a 
thing I durstnado for the life that’s in my ho- 

Jdy. I never did it hut once, and that was 
Iwhen an auld eUk.-olfrilow. that had been se- 
Ivenl years in America, calleu at the shop to 
1 ee me. After we had cracked awhile—

“ But I maun see the wife Patie,” says he. 
Whether lie had heard about her behaviour 

lorn» I canna tell, but I assure ye his reauvst 
iwas ony thing but agreeable to me. llow- 
lever I look him into the house, and 1 htro- 
luced him wi’ fear and trembling.

M Tibby dear,” said I, and 1 dinna think i 
liàù ca’d her dear for ten years afore, “ here’s 
Mr. W— an auld sciloulfellow o' miue. 
that’s come a’ the way free America, an' ca’d

Ye’re aye meetiug wi’ auld schoolfellow!, 
it some set or other to take ye off your work,” 

[muttered she sulkily, hut loud enough for him
I to hear.

I was completely at a lots what to say or 
Ido next : but pretending aa though I hadna 
Iheard her, I said as familiarly and kindly as I 

ould, though my heart was in a terrible 
anther—“ Bring out the kittle lasa.’4 

Bottle !” quo’ she, “ what bottle 7—what 
[does the man mean ?—has he j. rled wi’ the 
I little sense that he ever had ?” But had ye 

i her aa ahe said this !—I’ve seen a cloud 
[black when driven wi’ a hurricane, and I’ve 
seen it awfu’ when roarin’ in the agony of 
thunder, but never did Î see ony that I was 
mair in fear o* than my wife’s face at that mo
ment. But somehow or other I gathered cou- 

I rage toeay—‘I Hoots woman, what’s the use o’ 
Ihenaving that way, I’m *ure yc ken will 

enough it’s the api-erit kittle.”
“ The epeerit bottle !” cried she wi’ a 

[scream, “ and when wta there a speeiit bottle 
within lltta door ! Dinna shew youiscl’ off lo 
your American friend for a greater man than 
re are Patie. I think if wi’ a’ that ye bring 
in, I get meat and bits o' duds for your bairns, I 

| do very weel.”
1 This piece o’ impudence completely knock
ed me stupid, for w.id ye b-lieve it Robin, 
though she had lang driven a’ my friends free 
about the house, yet never-did ony o’ far 

I friends ca\—and that was Maistly every Sun
day, and every ('oldstieam market-day,— but 
there was the botlb- out free the cupboard, 
which she always k-t-pi under lock and key, 
and a dram and a bit short-bread nae lew, was, 
lave and to this day handed round to every ane 
•* them. They have discovered that it is 
worth while to make Patie the bickennuker’e 
a half-way house. But if I happen to h- in 
when they call, though she pours out a full 
glass a-piece for them, she takes aye good care 
to stand in before me when she comes to me, 
between them and me, so that thev canna ve 
what she is doing, or how meikfe she pours 
out ; and I assure ye it is seldom a thimble-fu’ 
that fa’s to my «hare, though she hands the 
bottle laog up in her hand,—mony a time no a 
weetm’ ; ami again hase 1 shoved my head 
■wed her aide, and wi*—* your health Mm. 
•e-end-so,”—or “yours Mr. Such-a-thing,”i

wi’ no as much in my glas» as wad drown a 
midge. Or if 1 was placed that she durstna 
but for shame till out a glass wit .tin half an 
inch o’ (lie top or sae, she Wad gie me a look, 
or a wink, or make a motion o’ some kind; 
which weel did l ken the m- aning o’, ami 
which Was the same as saying—“ Drink it, if 
ye dare !” O Robin man ! it’s weel for you 
that no kens what it is to tie a footba* at your 
ain fireside. I daresay my friend burned to 
the bane forme, for he got up, and—

“ l wish you good day, Mr. Cricht in,” said 
he, “ I have business iu Kelso to-raght yet, 
and can't stop.”

I was perfectly overpowered wi1 shame, 
but it was a relief to me when he gaed awe’ 
—and I slipped out alter him,and into the shop 
again.

But Tibby’g isna the only persecution that I 
hae to put up wi*, for we hae live bairns, and 
she’s brought them a’ up to treat me as she 
does hersel’. If • offer to correct them, they 
cry out—“ I’ll tell my mother and frae 
the oddest to the youngest o’ them, when 
they speak about me, it is hr did Ibis, or lit did 
that—they for ever talk o’ me as Him/—Him ! 
I never got the name o’ Faither frae one o’ 
them, and it is a’ her doings. Now I just ask 
ye simply if ony faither wad put up wi’ the 
like o’ that î But I maun put up wi’* t. If I 
weie offering to lay hands upoi then for it, i 
am sure and persuaded she wad raise a Birgham 
about me,- inv life wadna l.c safe where she 
is,—but indeed I neednu s.«y that, for it never is.

but, there is one thing that grieves me be
yond a’ that I have mentioned re ye. Ye ken 
my mother, poor auld body, is a widow now. 
She is in thv« seventy-sixth year o’ her age, 
and very freiT. She has nae body to look after 
her bu t me,—nae bod y that has a natural right 
to do it ; tor I never had ony brothers, as ye 
ken, and as for my twa sisters, I daresay they 
just have a sail enough fight wi’ their sin fa
milies, and as they are at a distance. I 
dinna ken how thev are situated wi’ their 
gudemen,—though l must say for them, they 
send her a stone o’ oatmeal, an ounce o’ tobac
co, or a pickle tea and sugar now and then, 
which is very likely as often as they have it 
in their power ; and that is a great deal mair 
than I’m allowed to do for her,— me that h. s a 
right to protect and maintain her. A’ that she 
has to support her. is fifteen pence a-wrek off 
the parish o’ Mertoun. O Robin man f—Robi.i 
man !—my heait rugs within me, when I talk 
t° you about this. A’ that 1 have endured is 
naetliing to it ! To see my poor mother in a 
state o’ starvation, and no to be allowed to giP 
her «sixpence! O Robin*an !-Robin man ! 
-is it no awfu*7 When she was first left 
destitute and a w idow | Skd to break the mat
ter to Tibby and to re niton wi’ Imr.

O Tibbv woman !” said I, <• I’m very dis
tressed. Here’s my faither laid in the grave, 
and I dinna see wbat’s to come o’ my mother 
poor body,—«he is auld and she is frail—«he 
has^naebody to take care or provide for her but

“ You !” cried Tibby—<* you I I wish ye 
wad mind what ye are talking about ! Ye 
have as mon y doge I can tell ye as ye have 
bones to pick ! Let your mother do ft? other 
widows hae done before her—let the pamli 
lc -k after her.”

“ O Tibby woman !” said 1, “ but if ye’ll 
only conside r, the parish money is very snra*, 
- ami |ioor body, it will make her heart sail to 
receive a penny •’ it : for ahe weel kmia that 
my faither would rather have died in a ditch, 
than been hehauding to either a parish or an 
individual for a sixpence.”

“An* meikle they have made by thei 
pride,” said Tibby, «I wish ye wad baud your 
tongue.”

“ A.V®f *,ul Tibby,” »ay« I, for I was nettled 
mair than I durst shew it, « but ahe has been a 
good mother to me, and ye ken youreel’ that 
ahe’a no been an illgpod-mothei- to you. She 
never stood in the way o’ you and me cornin’ 
together, though I was paying six shillings a 
week into the house.” *

“ And what am I obliged to her for that f” 
interrupted mv Jezebel.

“ I dinna ken Tibby,” taya I, « but it’s a
•Mother-in-law.

hard thing for a son le see a mother m want 
where he can assist hei. Now, it isna meikle 
she takes,— she mm W.'.s used wi* dainties, 
—and if I may just ta<c tin home, little will 
serve her, and her meat will in vet be missed.”

“ Ye bom idiot !*’ tried Tibby, “ ! aye 
thought ye a fool,— but >«• are worse than 
fool ! Bring your mr llicr here ! A» auld, 
cross-graine., fault finning wife, that I never 
could liac patience to enduie foi ten nnliut. » in 
mr days ! Bring her here «ay ye ! No ♦ 
while 1 live in this house I’ll let ye ken (U.t| 
I’ll be mistress !

“ Aye and maistef too,” tl.ougtil ?. 1 found 
it was o’ nae use to argue wi’ her. Tliere was 
nae possibility o’ getting my mother into the 
house, and aa to assisting her wi’ a shilling or 
twa at a time by i..ance, or paying for house- 
rent. or sending her a load o’ coals, it w as per
fectly out o’ the question and beyond my 
power. Frae the night that I went to Orange 
Lane lo this moment, I hae never had a six
pence under my thumb that I could ca’ my ai». 
Indeed, I n- vir hae money in my hands, un
less it be on a day like this when I lia- to gang 
to a fair or the like o’ that; and even then, 
before I start, her leddyship sees every bowie, 
bicker, and piggin’, that gauns into the 
cart—she kens the price o’ them as weel lt 
I do; and if I shouidna bring home either 
money or goods accord.ng to her valuation, I 
actually believe she wad murder me—there is 
nae cheating h»r. It is by mere chance, that 
having had a g.nid market, I’ve mitreachvri her 
to-day by a shilling or twa ; and one of them 
I’ll spend wi’ you Robin, and the rest shall 
gang to my mother. O man ! ye may bless 
your stars that ye dinna ken what it is to hae a 
termagant wife.”

“ I’m sorry for ye PhUv,” said Robin Roug- 
head, “ hut really I think in a great measure 

iel’ to blime for it a’!”
-“ what do ye mean

ye haveyoursel'
“Me !” said Patie 

Robin T»
“ Why Patie,” said Robin, “ I ken it is 

said, that every one can rule a bad wife but 
lie that has her,—and 1 believe it is true. 1 
am quite convinced that naebody kens sae 
weel where the shoe pinches as they that hae 
it on ; though I am quite satisfied, that had 
my case been yours, 1 wad hae brought her to 
her senses long before now, though I had

‘ DaqiM^y leg wi’ Rob Rorjrson’e bonnet.’ 
or gien iffra foxy*»’ like your friend the coop
er o’ Coldinghaur”

“ i*ve us man !” said Patie, who loved a 
joke, «^-en though at second-hand and at his 
own expense,—but ye see the cooper’s case is 
not in point, though I am in the same line, for 
as l have observed, I am only five feet two 
inches and an eight in height—my wife is not 
:he vetikrr vessel—that I ken to my sorrow.”

“ Wed Path', said Rubin, “ I wadna hae ye 
to lift your hand,— | whs but inking upon that 
«we- it wadna tie manly but there is one 
filing that ye can do, and 1 am sure it wad 
have an excellent effect.”

“ Dearsake 1 what is that ?” cried Patie.
“ For a* that has happened ye,” said Robin, 

“ ye have iustyoursvl’ to blame forgien up the 
key and the siller to her management, that 
night ye gicd to Orange Lane. That is the 
short and the lang of a* your troubles Patie.

“ I)o you think sae?” inquired the little 
bicker-maker.

“ Ve«, I think aae Peter, and I say it,’ said 
Robin, and thcie is but one remedy left.”

« And what is that ? ” asked Patie eagerlv.
“ Just this,” said Robin, “ stop the sup
plies.1

“ Stop the supplies / ” returned Patie— 
“ what do you mea i Robin ?—1 canna say 
that I fully comprehend ye.”

“ I just mean this,” added the other, “ be 
your ain hanker.—your ain cashier,—he mais- 
ter o’ your ain siller,—let her find that it is to 
you she is indebted for evc|y penny she has 
the power to spend, and if ye dinna bring Tib
by, to reason and kindness within a month, my 
name’s no Robin Roughead.”

« Do ye think that wad do it ?” said Patie.
« If that wadna. naething wad,” answered 

Robin ; “ but try it for n twelvemonth,—be
gin this very night, and if we baith live and be 
spared to this time next year, I’ll meet ye

again, and i’il be the death o' a mutchkin but 
th.it ye tell me Tibby’g a different woman,— 
your b.iirns <lifierent,-~your whole house dif
ferent,—and your auld mother comfortable*” 

“ man if it might be sae i said Patie t 
44 this very night,—the moment I get hame I’ll 
try it,—and if I succeed, I’ll treat ye wi’ a 
bottle o’ wine, and 1 believe i never drank 
am- in n y life.”

*• A glee»',” said Robin ; ** but mind ye’re 
no to do things by halves. Y^’re no to be 
fearer out o’ your resolution because Tibby 
may fire and storm, and let drive the things in 
the Iipuse at ye,—nor even though she should

“I thoroughly understand ye,” said Pa tie 
“ my resolution’s taken and I will stand by it.”

“ Hies your hand on’l,” said Robin ; and 
Path gave him hie hand.

Now the two friends parted, and it is unne
cessary for me either to describe their parting, 
or the reception which Patie, on his arrivr.g at 
Birgham, met with from his spouse,

Twelve months went round, Dunne fair 
came again, and after the fair was over, Patie 
Crichton once more went in quest of his old 
friend Robin Roughead. He found him stand
ing in the Horse Market, and—

“ i low’s a wi’ yc, my friend ?” says Patie. 
“ H, hearty, hearty !,’cries the other 5 “ but 

how’s a’ wi’ you ?—how is your family V 
“Come and get the bottle o’ wine that I’ve 

to gie ye,” saiil Patie, “ and I’ll tell ye a* 
about it.”

“ I’ll do that,” said Robin, “ for my busi
ness is done.”

So they went into the same house in the 
Castle Wynd where they had been twelve 
months before, and Patie called for a bottle of 
wine—but he found that the house had not 
the wine licence, and was therefore content 
with a gill of whiskey made into toddy.

“ O man,” said he to Robin, “ I wad pay ye 
y alfa dozen bottles o’ wine wi’ as great cheer
fulness as I raise this glass to my lips. It was 
a grand advice that o’ youre— stop ihe sup-

“ I am glad to hear it,” said Robin ; “ 1 was 
sure it was the only thing that would do.”
“Ye shall hear a’ about it,” said Patie. 

“ After parting wi’ ye, I trudged hame to 
Birgham and when I got to my house,—be
fore 1 had the sneck o’ the door weel out o’ 
my hand—

“ What’s stopped ye to this time o’ night, 
yc footless, feckless creatine ye ?” cried Tib
by—“ where hae ye been ?—gie an account 
o’ yourscl'.”

“ An account o’ mysel’ !” says I, and I gicd 
the door a drive behint me, as if I wad driven 
it off the hinges—“ for what should I gie an 
account o’ mysel’ ?—or wha should I gie it to ? 
I suppose tins house is my ain, and I can come 
in and gang out when I like !”

“ You» !” cried s! “ is the body drunk ?” 
“ No,” says I, “ 1 m not drunk, but I wad 

hae you lo be decent. Where is my supper ? 
—it is time that I had it.”

“ Ye might have come in in time to get it 
then,” said she, folk canna keep suppers wai
tin’ on you.”

“ But I’ll gang where I can get it,” said I, 
end I offered to leave the house.

“ I’ll take the life o’ ye first,” said she i 
“ gie me the siller. Ye had five cogs, a dozen 
o’ bickers, twa dozen o’ piggine, three hnwles, 
four cream dishes and twa ladh asides the 
wooden snoons that I packed up mysel’ ; gie 
eic the siller,—and you poor profligate let me 
•ee what ye hae spent.”

“ Gicsyou the siller I” says I, « ns, na, I’ve 
d* ne that lang enough—1 hae stopped the sup
plies my woman.”

“ s‘°l> your breath I” cried she j « gie n^ 
tin- siller, every farthing, or woe betide ye f 

It was needless for her to say every farthing. 
for had I done as I used to do, I kenned she 
wad search through every pocket o’ my claea. 
- the moment she thought me asleep,—throngh 
e very hole and comer o’ them to see if I had 
cheated her out o’ a single penny,—aye, and 
take them up, and shake them, end shake them 
•fier e’ was done. But I was determined to 
stand-fast by your advice. ,

“ Do as ye Kke,” say. L u H| bring m 
to your senses—/’tv stopped the supplies.”


