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cessities owed to his ingenuity. A worn-out barrel, fixed

slantwise in the ridge, served as a Chimney for the better

ap;u'tment,- t.lie spare room of the domicile,-, which was

furnished also with a glazed window; but the smoke was

suficred to escape from the, others, and the light to enter

them, as chance or accident might direct. The eaves, over

hung by stonecrop and bunches of the houseleek, drooped

heavily over the smalhbhind. windows and low door; and

a row of ancient elms, which rose from out the' fence of a

neglected garden, spread their gnarled and ponderous

arms over the roof. Such was the farm-house of Wood.

side., in which Kenneth M'Oulloch, the son of the farmer,

was born, some time in the early half of the last century.

The family from which he sjrang
- a race of honest, plod

ding tacksmeii - had held the place from the proprietor

of Cromarty for more than a hundred years; and it was

deemed quite a matter of course that Kenneth, the eldest

$on, should succeed his father in the farm. Never was

there a time, in at least this part of the country, in which

agriculture stood more in need of the services, of original

and inventive minds. There was not a wheeled cart in the

parish, nor a plough constructed on the modern principle.

There-was no changing of seed to suit the varieties of soil,

no gráen cropping, no rotatory system. of production; and

it seemed as if the main object of the farmer had been to

raise the least possible amount of grain at the greatest pos

sible exiensc of labor. The farm of Woodside was prim
itive enough in its usages and modes of tillage to have

formed a study to the antiquary. Towards autumn, when

the fields vary most in color, it resembled a rudely-executed
chart of some large islnc1, so ii'i'egular were the patches
which composed it, and so broken on every side by a sur

sounding sea of brown, sterile moor, that here and there
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