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10 MY SCHOOLS AND SCHOOLMASTERS ;

ing on the other sleeve to one of the pocket holes. Poor An-
drew Fern had heard that his townsman’s sloop had been cap-
tured by a privateer, and fidgety with impatience till he had
communicated the intelligenee where he thought it would tell
most effectively, he called on the master’s wife, to ask whether
she had not heard that all the wind-bound vesscls had got back
again save the master’s, and to wonder no one had yet told
her that if 2és had not got back, it was simply because it had
been taken by the French. The tailor’s communication told
more powerfully than he could have anticipated : in less than
a weck after, the master’s wife was dead ; and long cre her
husband’s return, she was lying in the quiet family burying-
place, in which—so heavy were the drafts made by accident
and violentdeath on the family—the remains of none of themale
members had been deposited for more than a hundred years.

The mother, now left, by the death of her daughter, to a
dreary solitude, sought to relieve its tedium, during the ab-
sence of her son-in-law when on his frequent voyages, by lkeep-
ing, as she had done ere his return from foreign parts, an hum-
ble school. It was attended by two little girls, the children of
a distant relation but very dear friend, the wife of a tradesman
of the placc—a woman, like herself] of sincere though unpre-
tending piety. Their similarity of character in this respect
could hardly be traced to their common ancestor. Ile was
the last curate of the neighboring parish of Nigg; and, though
not one of those intolerant Episcopalian ministers that succecd-
ed in rendering their church thoroughly hateful to the Scot-
tish people—for he was a simple, casy man, of much good na-
ture—he was, if tradition speaks true, as little religious as any
of them. In one of the earlier replies to that curious work,
¢ Scotch Presbyterian Ifloquence Displayed,” I find a nonsen-
sical passage from one of the curate’s sermons, given as a set-
off' against the Presbyterian nonsense adduced by the other
side. “Mr. James M‘Kenzie, curate of Nigg in Ross,” says
the writer, © describing eternity to his parishioners, told them
that in that state they would be immortalized, so that nothing
could hurt them ; a slash of abroad sword could not hurt you,
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