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OR, THE STORY OF MY EDUCATION. 177

as a journeyman mason in the south of Scotland, she walked
twenty miles to pay my mother a visit, and staid with her for
several days. Iler death was a melancholy one. When

" fording the river Conon in one of her wilder moods, she was
swept away by the stream and drowned, and her body cast
upon the bank a day or two after,

Our work finished at this place, my master and I returned
to Conon-side on a Saturday evening, where we found twenty-
four workmen crowded in a rustic corn-kiln, open from gable
to gable, and not above thirty feet in length. A row of rude
beds, formed of undressed slabs, ran along the sides; and
against one of the gables there blazed a line of fires, with what
are known as masons’ setting-irons stuck into the stone-work
behind, for suspending over them the pots used in cooking the
food of the squad. The scene, as we enterced, was one of wild
confusion. A few of the soberer workmen were engaged in
“baking and firing” oaten cakes, and a few more occupied,
with equal sobriety, in cooking their evening porridge ; but in
front of the building there was a wild party of apprentices, who
were riotously endeavoring to prevent a Ilighland shepherd
from driving his flock past them, by shaking their aprons at
the afliighted animals; and a party equally bent on amuse-
ment iuside were joining with burlesque vehemence in a song
which one of the men, justly proud of his musical talents, had
just struck up. Suddenly the song ceased, and with wild up-
roar a bevy of some eight or ten workmen burst out into the
green in full pursuit of a squat little fellow, who had, they
said, insulted the singer. The cry rose wild and high, “A
ramming ! a ramming!” The little fellow was seized and
thrown down ; and five men—one holding his head, and one
stationed at each arm and leg—proceeded to execute on his
body the stern behests of barrack-law. e was poised like an
ancient battering-ram, and driven endlong against the wall of
the kiln,—that important part of his person coming in violent
contact with the masonry, “ where,” according to Butler, “a
kick hurts honor” very much. After the third blow, how-
ever, he was rcleased, and the interrupted song went on as
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