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the electric telegraph, which threatens to land us in a material
millennium before we have had time to abrogate the Ten
Commandments, and do whatever else advanced minds may
think needful to getting our moral equilibrium steadied at a
point commensurate with the advance of natural science.

However, I must return to Johnny Gibb, who, in taking
a near cut at the outset, had guided his cart and its freight
through one or two yetts, the bars of which he took pain-
fully out, and put as painfully in again, and after gaining
the high road, had received the salutations of sundry servant
lads, early out either on their way to the peat moss, or from
which they were already returning with loaded carts. By
and by, the voyagers had passed out of kent bounds—bounds
kent to the junior passengers, that is to say, for to Johnny
Gibb the whole way was as familiar as his oxter pouch;
and great was the delight of the lassie and Jock Will, as
the scene changed and changed, and first one gentleman’s
seat and then another, came in view. And Johnny would
tell the name of each, and, in sententious phrase, give a
brief sketch of the owner.

“Ay, ay, the fader o’ 'im was a lang-heidit schaimin
carle, an’ weel fells the sin for that,” was the remark in one
case; and in the next, “ A braw hoose that, isnint ? But,
an’ ilka ane hed their nain, I wudna say nor the laird wud
hae to forhoo’s bit bonny nest.”

“Eh, sirs : sic a weary wardle,” said Eppie Will. “Fa
cud ’a thocht it ?”

“The tae half o’ oor lairds is owre the lugs in a bag o’
debt. I wud hae them roupit oot at the door, and set to
some eesefu trade.”

“Na, sirs,” ejaculated Eppie; and Mrs. Gibb put in a
deprecatory “ Hoot man !”

“Stechin up a kwintra side wi’ them, wi’ their peer
stinkin’ pride,” pursued Johnny, “an’ them nedder able to
manage their awcres themsel’s, nor can get ither fowk that
can dee’t for them. Ye’re leukin, Jock; gin ever ye be a
factor, loon, see an’ leern the eese o' the grun, an’ keep
baith laird an’ tenan’ straucht i’ the theets.”
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head of which had boxed up the sides of his cart with rough
boards till he had achieved a kind of two storeys, the ground
floor containing sundry kitchen utensils, and the upper one
the live passengers; and he had actually built in a fixed
stair in the hind part of the cart! But this was an extreme
experiment, and the usual mode was simply to pack well on
the basis of the cart itself.

Resuming their journey, the party plodded on through
the romantic den of Gask, and down on the handsome little
town of Turriff, with its bleachfield along the quiet burn
side, and its common herd, who touted his horn as he
wended along, and gradually gathered out the town’s kine
to feed on the pleasant haughs adjoining.

At Turriff Johnny lows’t the mare, and put up for
refreshment at the Black Bull Inn, where he and the hostler
discussed a gill of the national liquor, very amicably, between
them. As the gentlest drink for the ladies, he called a
bottle of mulled porter; and, leaving them to sip and sip
of the same in the little back parlour of the Inn, with its
sanded floor and crockery-shop statuary, he sallied forth to
exhibit the lions of the place to the youngsters, not omitting
to point out to them the Toon’s Hoose, and the Cross, the
geographical position of which he took care to explain, as
equally distant from Aberdeen and Elgin. As saith the
popular distich—

¢ Choose ye, choise ye, at the Cross o’ Turra,
Either gang to Aberdeen, or Elgin o’ Moray.”

That was a delightsome road down by Knockiemill, and
along the pleasant banks of the Deveron, in full view of
Forglen House, Denlugas, and so forth. This Johnny Gibb
knew, and he preferred it to the turnpike road accordingly.
I do not know that he escaped a toll by adopting this route,
for there was a passport system in force in those days,
whereby the man who went through the Turriff bar was
armed with a ticket that gave him the privilege of passing
the next bar without pecuniary mulct. However that may
be, the water-side road was chosen as the more picturesque
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