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278 MY SCHOOLS AND SCHOOLMASTERS;

were invariably the dead bodies of cod, gurnard, and hake, [
know not where his fishing-bank lay, or what bait he employ-
ed; but I observed that almost all the fish which he caught
were ready dried and salted.  Old John Fraser was not with-
out suspicion that there were occasional interferences on the
part of the carter with the integrity of our meal-barrel; and
I have scen the old man smoothing the surface of the meal,
just before quitting the barrack for his work, and inscribing
upoun it with his knife-point the important moral injunction,
“Thou shalt not steal,” in such a way as to render it impos-
sible to break the commandment within the precincts of the
barrel, without at the same time effacing some of its charac-
ters. And these once eflaced, Click-Clack, as he was no
writer himself, and had no assistant or confidant, could not
have re-inseribed. Ere quitting us for the low country, I bar-
gained with him that he should carry my blanket in his cart
to Conon-side, and gave him a shilling and a dram in advance,
as pay for the service. Ie carried it, however, no farther than
the next inn, where, pledging it for a second shilling and a
second dram, he left me to relieve it as I passed. Poor Click-
Clack, though one of the cleverest of his class, was decidedly
half-witted; and I may remark, as at least curious, that
though I have known idiotcy in its unmixed state united to
great honesty, and capable of disinterested attachment, I
never yet knew one of' the half-witted cast who was not selfish
and a roguc.

We were unlucky in our barracks this season. Ere com-
pleting our first piece of work, we had to quit the hay-barn,
our earlicst dwelling, to make way for the proprietor’s hay, and
to shelter in a cow-house, where, as the place had no chimney,
we were nearly suffocated by smoke; and we now found the
inn-keeper, our new employer, speculating, like the magistrates
in Joe Miller, on the practicability of lodging us in a building,
the materials of which were to be used in erccting the one
which we were engaged to build. We did our best to solve
the problem, by hanging up at the end of the doomed hovel,

—which had been a salt-store in its day, and was in damp
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