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Haddington last year at the clection ; and one morning,
when in the horrors, after holding a rum night of it, who
should he meet in the churchyard but old John Brown.
IIc writes, you know, a big book on the Bible. Well, he
Jectured Bob at a pretty fate about clection and the call,
I supposc ; and the poor fellow has been mad ever since.
Your health, Jamie. ¥or my own part, 'm a freewill
man, and detest all ecant and humbug.”

« And what has come of Ferguson now ?” asked one of

-

the others.

« Oh, mad, sir, mad!” rcjoined the toper,— “rcading
the Bible all day, and cooped up in the asylum yonder.
'Twas I who -brought him to it. But, lads, the glass has
been standing for the last half-hour. ’Twas I and Jack
Robinson who brought him to it, as I say. Ile was
getting wild; and so we got a sedan for him, and
trumped a story of an invitation for tea from a lady, and
he came with us as quietly as a lamb. But if you could
have heard the shrick he gave when the chair stopped,
and he saw where we had brought him! I never heard
anything half so horrible; it rung in my ears for a week
after; and then, how the mad people in the upper rooms
lowled and gibbered in reply, till the very roof echoed!
People say he is getting better; but when I last saw him
he was as religious as ever, and spoke so much about
heaven that it was uncomfortable to hear him. Great loss
to his friends, after all the expense they have been at with
his education.”

“You scem to have been intimate with Mr. Ferguson,”
I said.

« Oh, intimate with Bob !” he rcjoined ; « we were hand
and glove, man. I have sat with him in Lucky Middle-
mass’s almost every evening for two ycars; and I have
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