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THE HEN-PLCKED MAN.
FROM WILSON'S TALLS OF THE DORDERS.
. Concluded
1 ¥ wad have dropped down wi’ in-
: I could hae strucken if I durst.
'e observe I am just five feet two inches and
upon my stocking soles,—that is ra-
belowthe army standard,—and I must say
isa very foolish one, fora manw’ my height
0 better chance to shoot anobier than a
t that wad fire owre his head. But she
aware that [ was below the mark, and my
at was o’ no avail ; so I just had to slinl
y into the shop, rubbing my elbow.

But the cracky stool was but the beginning

herdriving ; there wasna a week after that

t she let llee ut me whatever came in the

ay, whenever I by accident crossed her can-

d humour. 1% a wonder that I'm in the
d.o’ the living,—for I’ve had the skin peel-
d off my legsy—my arms maistly broken,—
y head cut, and other parts o’ my body &’
k and blue, times out o’ number. I thought
ran angel when 1 was courting het, but O
obin ! has turn’d out I'll no say what—
adder !—a tiger!—a she-fury !
for asking ony body to the house, it’s a
hing I durstna do for the life that’s in my bo-
ly. I never did it but once, and thal was
hen an auld schooifellow, that had been se-
weral years in America, called at the shop to
see me.  After we had cracked awhile—

“ Bat I maun sce the wife Patie,” says he,

Whether he had heard about her bebaviour
orno I canna tell, but I assure ye his request

ony thing but agreeable to me. How-
t I took him into the house, and 1 intro-
ced him wi’ fear and trembling.

% Tibby dear,” said I, and [ dinna thiok i

ea’d ber dear for ten vears afore, “ here’s

w W—— an auli solwlfellow o* mine

’s come o’ the way frae America, an’ el

1o see ye.”

Ye're aye meeting wi’ auld uhoolkllowl‘
or some set or other 1o take ye off your work,’
muttered she sulkily, but loud enough for him
to hear.

I was completely at a loss what to say or
do next : but pretending a8 though I hadna
heard her, I said as familiarly and kindly as I

d, though my heart was in a terrible
her—* ﬁrmg out the bottle lass.’,

Bottle !” quo’ she, “ what bottle ?—what
does the man mean ?—-has he . rted wi’ the
little sense that he ever had 7 But had ye
seen her as she 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 7 see ony that I was
mair in fear o’ than my wile's face at that mo-
ment. But somchow or other | gathered cou-

to say—* Hoots woman, what's the use o’
m that way, I'm sure ye ken well
e

% the speerit bottle.”

speerit  hottle I cried she wi’ a
scream,  and when was there a speerit bottle
within this door ! Dinna shew yoursel” off to
your American friend for a greater man than

e are Patie. 1 think if wi’ a’ that ye bring

, I get meat and bits o’ duds for your bairns, |
do very weel.”

This piece o’ impu lence completely knoek-
ed me stupid, for wad ye believe it Robin,
though she had lang driven &’ my friends frae
about the house, yet never<did ony o her
friends ea’,—and that was whaistly every Sun-
day, and every Coldstream market-day,— but
there was the bottl- out frae the cupboard,
which she always keept under lock and key,
and a dram and a bit short-bread nae less, was,
aye and to this day handed round 1o every ane

them. They have discovered that it is
worth while to ‘make Patie the bickermuker’s

y house, Butif I happen to be in
ry call, though she pours out a full
r ece for them, she takes aye good care
ﬁm» hefore me when she comes to we
between them and me, so that they canna s
what she is doing, or how meikle she pours
out § and I assure ye it is seldom a thimble-fu’
that fa’s to my share, though she hauds the
{n her h atime no a
3 and agan have | shoved head
side, and said—* your h Mm.
#0,”—or “ yours Mr. Such-a-thing,”

WEDNESDAY,

wi’ no a8 wuch in my glass as wad drown a
midge, Or if | was placed that she durstna
but for shame fill out a glass witain hall an
inch o’ the top or sae, she wad gie me a look,
or & wink, or make a motion o som¢ kind
which weel did 1 ken the meaning o'y and
which was the same as saying—* Drink it, if
ye dare 7O Robin man ! it's weel for you
that no kens what it is 1o be & footha” at your
ain fireside. Idaresay my friend buined to
the bane forme, for he got up, and—

“ 1 wish you good day, Mr. Crichton,™ said
he, « I have business in Kelso to-raght yet,
and can't stop,”

I was perfectly overpowered wi* shame,
but it was aielicf to e when he gaed awa’

—and Islipped out alter him,and ioto the shop
again,

But Tibby’s isna the only persecation that 1
hae to put up wi’, for we hae five bairns, and
she’s brought them a* up to treat me as she
does hersel’. 1 * offer to correct them, they
cry out—* I’ll tell my mothor!”—and frae
the ouldest to the youngest o’ them, when
they speak about me, it is he did this, or ke did
that—they for ever talk o* we as Him /—Mim !
I never got the name o’ Fuither frae one o
them, llll’l‘ it is @’ her doings. Now 1 just ask
fr simply if ony faither wad put up wi’ the
ike o’ that 7 But I maun put ap wi’ & If [
weie offering to lay hands upot. then: for it, i
am sure and persuaded she wad raise a' Birgham
about mey~-my life wadna be safe where she
is,—but ind.-m{ I neednasay that, for it never is.

but, there i1 one thing that grieves me be-
yond a’ that I have mentioned 1» ye. Ye ken
my mother, poor auld body, is a widow now.
She is in they seventy-sixth year o* her age,
and very freil.  She has naebody to look after
her but me,—naebody that has & nataral right
to doit; for I never had ony brothers, as ye
Ren, and as for my twa sisters, | daresay they
Just have a sais eneugh fight wi' their win fa-
milies, and as they are at a distance, |
dinna ken how they are situated wi’ their
gudemen,—though [ 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 ’m allowed to do for her,—me that hos a
right to protect and maintain her. A’ that she
has to support her, is fifteen pence a-week off
the parisll o’ Mertoun. O Robin man !—Robi.
man !—my heart rugs within me, when | talk
1o you about this. A’ that I have endured is

naething to it ! To see my poor mother in a |
[

state o’ starvation, and n
her asixpence! O Robi
~is il no awfu'? Wi she was first loft
destitut and a widow § to break the mat-
ter to Tibby and o reastp wi’ her.

“ O Tibby woman I** said I, ¢ 'm very dis-
tressed.  Here's my faither laid in the grave,
and T dinna see what's to come o my mother

r body,—she is auld and she is frail—she
as nacbody (o take care or provide for her but
me”——

“You! cried Tibby—e

allowed to gie
{—Robin man '

vou ! T wish ye
wad mind what ye are ulk:’n:’ ! {r
have as mony dogs I can tell ye

have
other

parigh

bones to rirk! Let your mother do
widows hae done before her—let the
le 'k after her,” -

O Tibby woman ! said 1, « but if ye'll
only consider, the parish money is very sma’,
—and poor body, it will make her heart sair to
receive a penny o' it 5 for she weel kens that
my fuither would rather have died in a ditch,
than been behauding to either a parish or an
individual for a sixpence,”

An' meikle they have made
pride,” said Tibby,
tongue,”

““ Aye, but Tibby,” says I, for I was nettled
mair than I darst shew it, % but she has been a
good mother to me, and ye ken yoursel’ that
she’s no heen an ill good-mother* o you. She
nnn;' ltoodmin l:«lny o’ you and me comin’
together, though I was payiug six shillings a
wnkAinlo the house.” po— - -

“ And what am 1 obliged to her for that 1
interrupted my Jezebel,

“1 dinna ken Tibby,” says I, ¢ but it"s a

*Mother-in-law.

by thei
“T wish ye wad haud your
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hard thing for & son te sce a mother in want
where he can assist bers  Now, it isna meikle
she takes,—she never wos used wa' daintics,
~and if Fmay jost tase her home, little wiil
serve her, and her meat will never be missed,”

% Ye bom idiot 1" cried Tibby, %) aye
thought ye a fool,—~but ye worse than »
fool I' Bring your mother Liere !  An auld,
cross-graine. , fault finuing wile, that § never
could hae patience to endute foi ten nunutes in
my days ’ Bring her here say ye! Not
while [ live in this house 'l tef ye ken thyy
Il be mistress f

“ Aye and maister too,™ thought 1. 1found
it was 0 nae use toargue wi’ her,  There was
nae possibility o' getting my mother into the
house, and as to assisting her wi’ a shilling or
twa at a time by c..ance, or paying for house-
rent, orsencing her a load o* couls, it was per-
fectly out o’ the question and beyond my
jower. Frae the night that I went to Orange

Lane to this moment, I hae never had a six
pence undermy thumb that I could ca’ my ain.
‘mh ed, I nover hae money in my hands, un-
le be on aday like this when i ha« to gang
o ir or the like o' that ; and even then,
betore I start, her leddyship sces every bowie,
bicker, and piggin’, that gauns into the
cart—she kens the pice o’ them as weel i3
1 do; and if ¥ shouidna bring home either
money or goods accord mg to her valoation, |
actually believe she wad murder me—there is
nae cheating hor. It is by mere chanee, that
having had a markety, Pve ontreached 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 (o hae a
termagant wife.”

“ P’ sorry for ye Patic,” said Robin Roug-
head, “ bat really T think in a great measure
ye have yoursel” to bl: me forita*!»

“ M;-' " said Patie— what do ye mean

in

“ Why Patie,” said Robin, « I ken it is
said, that every one con rule a bad wife but
he that has her,—and I believe it is true, |
am quite convinced that naebody kens sae
weel where the shoe pinches as they that hae
it on ; though 1 am quite satisficd, that had
my case been yours, 1 wad hae brought her to
hier senses before now, though I had

“D, lug wi’ Rob Roryson’s bonnet.”
or gien Ner a hoopin’ like your friend the coop-
er o' Coldingham*
man ! said Patie, who loved a
ugh 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 b have observed, | am only five feet two
inches and an eight in beight—my wife is not
the weaker vessel—that I ken to my sorrow.”

“ Weel Patic, said Robin, ¢ I wadna hae ye
to Jift your hand,—1 was but joking apon that
score—it wadna be manly ;—but there is one
thing that ye can do, and I am sure it wad
have an excellent effect.”

“ Dearsake ! what is that 1 eried Patie.

“ For a’ that has bappened ye,” said Robin,
¢ ye have just yoursel® to blame for gien up the
key and the siller to her management, that
night ye gaed to Ornnv Lane.  That is the
short and the lang of a* your troubles Patie,

“ Do you think sae " inquired the little
bicker-maker.

“ Yes, I think sae Peter, and Isay it," said
Robini, and thete is but one remedy left,’

“ And what is that 7” asked Patie eagerly,
ﬂ“ Just this,” said Robin, * stop the sup-
ies.
“ Stop the supplies ! returned Patie—
“ what do you meay Robin?—1 canna say
that I fally comprehend ye,”

“1just mean this,” added the other,  be
your ain banker,—your ain cashier,—be mais-
ter o’ your ain siller,—let her find that it is to
o slie is indebted for evegy penny she has
he Ennr to spend, and if ye dinna bring Tib.
by, to reason and kindness within a month, my
name’s no Robin ead.”

“ Do ye think that wad do it 7"’ said Patie,

“1f that wadna, naething wad,” answered
Robin ; “ but try It for . twelvemonthy —beo

gin this very night, and if we baith live and be
spared to this lime next year, I'll meet ye

again, and il be the death o® a mutehkin but
that ye tell me Tibby’s a different woman~
your hairns differenty~~your whele house dif«
terenty—and your suld mother comfortables?

SO man it it might be see ¢ said Patie
“Ahis very nighty—the moment I get hame Il
try ity—and of Isucceed, Pll treat ye wi’ a
hottle o wine, and I believe | never drank
anein n y life,*

“ Agree said Robin § ¢ but mind ye’re
no to do things by halves. Y»'re no fo be
fearec out o° your resolution because Tibhy
may fire and storm, and let drive the things in
the house ot ye,—~nor even though she should
greet,”?

1 thorouchly understand ye," said Pa tie
“my tesolution’s taken and 1 will stand by it,”

“ Gies your hand on’ty” said Robin ; and
Patic gave him his hand,

Now the two friends parted, and it is unne-

essary for me either to deecribe their parting,

reception which Patie, on his armivir.g at
vy met with from his spouse,

Twelve months went round, Dunse fair
came aguin, and after the fair was over, Patie
Crichion once more went in quest of his old
friend Robin Roughead, He found him stand«
ing in the Horse Market, sad—

“ low’s a wi’ ye, my friend 2 says Patie.

0, hearty, hearty !, cries the other ¢ “ but
how’s a” wi’ you ?—how is your family ?*

“ Come and get the bottle o’ wine that I’ve
to gie ye,” said Patie, “and Pll tell ye o’
about it.”

“ Pl 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—lut 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, % [ wed pay ye
¥ alfadozen bottles o’ wine wi’ as great cheer~
fuiness as 1 raise this glass to my lips. It was
;‘unnd advice that o’ yours—stop the sup-

ies.”

“ 1 am glad to hear it,” said Robin ; ¢ | was
sure it was the only thing thet would do.”

“Ye shall hear :gmll ity” said Patie.
“ After parting wi’ ye, I trudged hame to
Birgham and when I got to my house,~be«
fore T had the sneck o’ the door weel out o
my hand—

“ What's stopped ye to this time o night,
ye footless, feckless creatuie ye  cried Tib~
"}" ~—*where hae ye been ?—gie an account
o’ yoursel’.”

“ An account o mysel’ ™ says I, and I gied
the dogr.a drive behint me, as if T wad driven
it off the hinges—*¢ for what should I gie an
account o* mysel’ 2—or wha should I gie itto ?
I suppose this house is my ain, and I can come
in and gang out when I fike 1»

“ Yours 1" cried s! % is the body drunk 1

“No," says I,  1'm not drank, but T wad
hae you to 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 ehe, folk canna keep suppers wai-
tin’ on you.”

“ But I’ll gang where T can get it,” said Iy
and I offered to leave the house.

“ Il take the life 0* ye first,” said she ;
“gie me the siller.  Ye had five cogs, a dozen
o bickers, twa dozen o piggins, three bowies,
four cream dishes and twa ladl. csides the
wooden -lwom that | packed up mysel’ ; gie
we the siller,—and you poor profligate let mia
see what ye hue spent.”

 Giesyou the siller 1 says I,  na, na, I
done that lang enough—1 hae lloppcllh,n:
plies my women.”

“Stop your breath I" cried she ; “ gie my
the siller, every farthing, or woe betide yet

It was needless for her to say Jarthin,
for had I dowe as [ used to do, I kenned 4
wad search through every pocket o’ my ¢
~ the moment she thought me aslee;
cvery hole and corner o’ them to see if | had
cheated her out 0’ a single penny, e, and
tuke them up, and shake them, lnl'mg them
ofter a* was done. But I was determined to
stand-fast by your advice, ,

“ Do as ye like,” “ Pl bring
m,mm’.'.-f-;mmm. -




