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drummer to head their scattered procession and beat for
victory. He stoutly shouted “Bruce for ever! Gordon
never !” and, in place of accepting, like the other newly-
enfranchised tenants in the lan’, the directions of his laird,
Sir Simon Frissal of Glensnicker, to vote for Captain Gordon,
he resented the hint given, and at the polling place reminded
Sir Simon, in very plain terms, that they two stood now,
politically, on an equality.

“Step forward, John,” said the rather pompous laird,
when they met at the front of the polling-table. Sir Simon
was inclined to hang on and see whether his presence
would not overawe his refractory tenant even at the eleventh
hour,

“Savin yer presence, sir,” said Johnny, “I wud raither
gi’e you the prefairence.”

“Step forward,” said the laird, severely.

“Weel, weel, sir,” was the reply—“to please you.
We’re a’ voters alike noo, ye ken, Sir Seemon—ay, ay,
we’re a’ alike noo. Fa is’t, said ye ? — Sir Mykaeal
Breece!” shouted Johnny, in the ears of his astonished
neighbours, and under the nose of his frowning laird.
Then Johnny clapt on his bonnet, and strode away out
unconcernedly.

Johnny Gibb’s political opinions undoubtedly damaged
his ecclesiastical prospects. The eldership in the parish,
apart from Jonathan Tawse, the schoolmaster, had got worn
down to two members, whereof one was much incapacitated
by old age and deafness, and the other was but an unstable
pillar at best, seeing that he not unfrequently got publicly
tipsy on the market-day, and had been known to ride his
pony belly-deep in a neighbour’s dunghill on his way home,
and then, when the animal could get no farther on, sit up in
the saddle and shout to some supposed waitress, “ Anither
half-mutchkin, lassie!” The necessity of recruiting the
eldership was patent, and the eyes of not a few were
directed to Johnny Gibb as one fit and suitable person for
the office. Others hinted at Roderick M‘Aul, the souter;
but, in those days, in the parish of Pyketillim, we liked to
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Johnny Gibb met Mr. Sleekaboot in a day or two after
the delivery of this famous discourse, when Johnny bluntly
accosted him thus:—

“Weel, I daursay ye thocht ye hed me o’ the steel o’
repentance on Sunday, sir ?”

“John! John! what do you mean by that?”

“Ou, brawly ken ye that, sir; ye’re nae so blate—jyer
discoorse was mair like a hash o’ Tory poleetics, nor an ex-
poondin’ o’ the Gospel.”

“John! let me warn you,—these Radical and irreverent
notions of yours can end in no good.”

“That’s preceesely fat ye taul me fae the poopit on
Sunday, sir.”

“ I simply deduced from the passages of Scripture founded
upon those general principles that ought to guide men in
certain relations of life.”

“ Maybe ; but I think, wi’ a’ respeck, it cudna be coontit
muckle short o’ a wrestin’ o’ the Word o’ Gweed to apply
some 0’ the remarks as ye did.”

“ Mr. Gibb,” said the Rev. Mr. Sleekaboot, with some
severity, “ that’s a style of remark I have not been accus-
tomed to from any parishioner.”

“Sae muckle the waur for ye, maybe,” was the un-
daunted reply.

“Will you be kind enough to condescend upon any
remarks of mine that were not warranted by the Scripture?”
added the minister.

“Weel, sir,” replied Johnny, “ye made a hantle o’ the
poo’ers that be, an’ the duty o’ absolute subjection to them.
Noo, sir, lat me tell ye that the Apos’le never inten’et to
set up either the laird or the minaister as ane o’ the poo’ers
ordeen’t to bear rowle owre’s I’ the fashion that ye seem’t
to approve so muckle o’. The laird jist sets me a bit grun,
an’ as lang as I keep my bargain an’ pay my rent, he has
nae bizness wi’ maitters o’ conscience, temporal or spiritooal.
As for the minaister, I gi'e him a’ due deference as my
spiritooal instructor, gin he pruv ’imsel worthy o’t; but fat
mak’ ye o' the text that he s'all be ‘servant of all’?”







