


2 JOHNNY GIBB OF GUSHETNEUK.

Johnny Gibb was the tacksman of Gushetneuk, a two-
horse haudin on the property of Sir Simon Frissal of Glen-
snicker; and he and his wife had spent the greater part of a
very industrious lifetime on the place.

Mrs. Gibb, in personal appearance, looked to be a
woman somewhere approaching sixty, in an exceedingly
good state of preservation. Dumpy in figure, inclining
slightly to obesity in condition, and with cheeks of the
exact hue of a high-coloured apple, she was, nevertheless,
understood to be far fae stoot; she was, indeed, nervish,
and apt to take drows. Hence this yearly resort to the
Wells at Macduff, renowned for their restorative and
invigorating virtues, had come to be a necessity for her.
When Johnny Gibb had got the neeps doon, he took his
carts to the mill-dam, had them backed into the water,
where they were first well soaked and then scrubbed clean,
after the defilement of driving out the neep muck. And
then one of the first things, ordinarily, was to prepare for
the usual journey to the Wells.

In the district where Johnny Gibb lived, they believed
in the Walls, old and young of them. Elderly people, male
and female, went to Macduff to benefit by the bracing effects
of sea-bathing, combined with a course more or less rigorous
of sea water taken internally, followed up by the mineral
water of Tarlair; sturdy bairns were taken thither in troops
for the cure of scabbit faces and sic like; youths and
maidens, whose complaints seemed often not of a deadly
nature, went to the Walls as they could contrive to get;
Jamie Hogg went there for the benefit of his sair een ; Peter
Tough to mitigate the rheumatics; Mains of Yawal when
he had occasion to gae doun throu on business, actually
drove his square wooden-looking gig five miles out of his
direct route in order that he might have the opportunity of
merely once dookin at Macduff. He lows’t the gig and put
his horse in to rest and feed, and I recollect distinctly seeing
his tall gaunt figure in bottle-green surtout, as, despising
ceremony, he strode away straight down from the fisher
town, or rather the ropery, through hillocks of slippery ware
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continued Johnny Gibb, in an impatient tone—patience
was not Johnny’s prime virtue,—when he had satisfied
himself that the cart was properly packed and adjusted.
His words were addressed, in the first place, to Mrs. Gibb,
who had been hoverin’ between the door and the kitchen for
some time, one part of her thoughts resting on Johnny and
the cart, and another on Jinse Deans, the servant girl, to
whom she continued still to address another and another
exhortation, to be sure “an’ plot ’er milk dishes weel, in
this byous weather; an’ get the kye pitten oot ear’,” so that
they might “get a caller mou’fu’, an’ win in afore they ran
a-heat;” to see that “the caufies warna negleckit,” and give
due heed to sundry other matters that concerned the proper
ongoing of the place during the absence of its mistress.

Mrs. Gibb was dressed in a home-made gray wincey
gown, a very precisely made up and very well starched close
mutch (they were old-fashioned people the Gibbs), and a
tartan plaid that had been in the family for at least a genera-
tion. She was assisted into the cart with due ceremony,
and with the help of a chair—Jinse, the trusty, bare-headed,
bare-armed maid, handing up after her a reticule basket,
crammed with provisions for consumption by the way, and
a big blue umbrella.

“Faur’s the lassie noo ?” quoth Johnny.

“Ou, I gart ’er rin roun’ the neuk o’ the wood a filie
syne, to Smiddyward, to see ’at Eppie was up, and nae
keep’s wytin.”

“That’ll dee. Go on, Jess,” and Johnny pulled the
whip from the britchen as he spoke. “Ye may be leukin
for me hame afore sindoon the morn’s nicht.”

“Weel, weel, tak’ care o’ yersel’s,” replied Tam Meeri-
son, as he turned leisurely away to complete his stable
operations, and tie his points, before he and the servant
loon, who was not yet out of bed, should call on Jinse for
their pottage.

I have not yet described Johnny Gibb’s personal appear-
anee, and, if the reader in the least cares to know, let me
say that he was a short, thick-set man, or mannie rather,
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