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Jads said the ITighlander, it was no meikle worth gaun o’er
again ; but if we liked to buckle on &’ the Gaclic curses to a’
the English ones, it would be something like that.”

We were awakened next morning by a tremendous hubbub
in the adjoining apartment. It is Click-Clack, the carter, said
my comrade: O, what shall we do? We leaped up; and
geting into our clothes in doubly-quick time, set ourselves to
reconnoitre through the crannies of a deal partition,and sawthe
carter standing in the middle of the next room, storming furi-
ously, and the landlord, a smooth-spoken, little old man, striv-
ing hard to conciliate him. Click-Clack was 2 rough-looking
fellow, turned of forty, of about five feet ten, with a black, un-
shaven beard, like a shoe-brush, stuck under his nose, which
was red as a coal, and attired in a sadly-breached suit of Aber-
deen-gray, topped by a brimless hat, that had been borrowed,
apparently, from some obliging scare-crow. I measured him
in person and expression; and, deeming myself his match,
even unassisted by my comrade, on whose discretion I could
calculate with more certainty than on his valor, I entered
the apartment, and taxed him with gross dereliction of duty.
He had Ieft us to drive his horse and cart for a whole day, and
had broken, for the sake of his wretched indulgence in the pub-
lic-house, his engagement with our master ; and I would report
him to acertainty. The carter turned upon me with the fierce-
ness of a wild beast; but, first catching his eye, as I would
that of a maniac, I set my face very near his, and he calmed
down in a moment. He could not help being late, he said :
he had reached the inn at Contin not an hour after we had left
it; and it was really very hard to have to travel a long day’s
journey in such bad shoes. 'We accepted his apology ; and,
ordering the landlord to bring in half a mutchkin of whisky,
the storm blew by. The morning, like the previous night, had
been thick and rainy ; but it gradually cleared up as the day
rose; and after breakfast we set out together along a broken
footpath,never before traversed by horse and cart.  We passed
a solitary lake, on whose shores the only human dwelling was
a dark turf shieling, at which, however, Click-Clack ascer-
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