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a flash of silver and plunged inU the river. He had also

been caught quite suddenly in lh»' joyous current of his

lift and held in bonds. Why should he not make a bold

plunge tor freedom, which he could never have with the

Lodge at his doors, with the Castle only twelve miles

away? He had been askeil in his student days to go to

the north-west of Canada and take charge of a parish

fifty miles square. The idea had for a little fired his

imagination, and then faded before other ambitions. It

revived with power on the banks of that joyful, forceful

river, and he saw himself beginning life again on the

open prairie lands— riding, camping, shooting, preach-

ing— a free man and an apostle to the Scottish Dis-

persion.

With this Ijracing resolution, that seemed a call of God

to deliver him from bondage, came a longing to visit Kil-

bogie Manse and the Rabbi's grave. It was a journey of

expiation, for Carmichael followed the road the Rnl)bi

walked with the hand of death upon him after that lament-

able Presbytery, and he marked the hills where the old

man must have stood and fought for breath. He could see

Mains, where he had gone with Doctor Saunderson to the

exposition, and he passed the spot where the Rabbi had

taken farewell of George Pitillo in a figure. What learning,

and simplicity, and unselfishness, and honesty, and affec-

tion were mingled in the character of the Rabbi ! What

skill, and courage, and tenderness, and self-sacrifice, and

humility there had been also in William MacLure, who

had just died ! Carmichael dwelt on the likeness and

unlikeness of the two men, who had each loved the

highest he knew and served his generation according to

the will of God, till he found himself again with the

Drumtochty doctor on his heroic journeys, with the Rabbi


