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“Ye hae ’im there, Baubie, at ony rate,” quoth the
dominie. “If ye had been wise, doctor, ye wud ’a keepit
by the aul’ proverb that says, ‘Dit your mou’ wi’ your
meat” Isna that the wye o’ ’t, Mains ?”

Mains, who had been acting on the proverb by keeping
perfect silence, and attending to his dinner, declared his
belief that the dominie was quite right, and added something
about Jonathan’s “leernin” giving him such an advantage,
in a wide comprehension of these “aul’, auncient byewords.”

When the dinner was finished, they had their toddy.
There were yet two hours to the time of meeting; and in
the interval they would discuss the general aspect of affairs.
So, after they had concocted the first tumbler, and duly
pledged each other, Jonathan took up an Aberdeen news-
paper, wherein were recorded certain of the proceedings
of the evangelical ministers, who were visiting different
parishes, for the purpose of holding meetings. First he put
on his “specs,” and next he selected and read out several
paragraphs, with such headings as “THE SCHISMATICS IN
A ;7 “ THE FIRE-RAISERS IN B ,” and so on, wind-
ing up this part with the concluding words of one such
paragraph, which were these—* So ended this compound of
vain, false, and seditious statements on the position of the
Church, and which must have been most offensive to every
friend of truth, peace, or loyalty who heard it.”

“1 say Amen to ilka word o’ that,” said Dr. Drogemweal.
“Sneevellin hypocrites. That’s your non-intrusion meetin’s.
It concerns every loyal subject to hae them pitten doon.”

“Here’s fat the editor says in a weel-reason’t, an vera
calm an’ temperate article,” continued Jonathan—*he’s
speakin’ o’ the fire-raisers—‘How much reliance could be
placed on the kind of information communicated by these
reverend gentlemen will be readily imagined by such of our
readers as have read or listened to any of the harangues
which the schismatics are so liberally dealing forth. If
simple laymen, in pursuing objects of interest or ambition,
were to be guilty of half the misrepresentation of facts and
concealment of the truth which are now, it would seem,
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“Na, na,” answered Mains, who was gratified to find
himself in a position to give instruction on this occasion.
“Feesikle force’ jist means to lay fae ye &’ 't ye’re able.”

“Keep’s an’ guide’s,” said Braeside, “ that seerly canna
be fat he means; there’s never been nae ill neepourheid
amo’ the fowk roon hereaboot.”

“Weel, it ’s their nain blame,” answered Mains, vaguely.

“Fat is’t, boys?” shouted Drogemweal. “Xeep the
bottle gaen there—thank ye. Ye’ll need to lat the fanatics
see that they winna come here for naething.”

“We wus jist speakin’ aboot °feesikle force,” doctor,”
answered Mains, confidently.

“Ou ay; physical force, if it be necessary. Mr.
Tawsell gi'e them jaw; an’ I think for wecht at the ither
style o’ argument, ‘we three’ sud haud our ain. But
they ‘re to hae nae meetin’ here at ony rate.”

“Dawvid Hadden’ll dee that pairt o' ’t, dootless,” said
Jonathan, “if he be as gweed ’s his word.”

“Yon bit pernicketty wallydraggle! He’ll dee some
service, or than no.”

“He’s airm’t wi’ poo’er fae the laird, though—so I
blieve—to keep them oot o’ their conventicle. But jist
pit roun’ the kettlie there, an’ haud gaen. We’ll need to
start in a few minutes.”

“My certie, ye’re richt; it’s the quarter past six,”
said Dr. Drogemweal, looking up at Jonathan’s eight-day
clock. - “ We maun start at ance, or they may be a’ gaither’t
afore we win there.” ;

The doctor then gulped down the remaining contents of
his tumbler, and Jonathan having given Baubie orders to
have a haddock ready by the time Dr. Drogemweal and he
should return, an hour and a half or so thereafter, the
valiant Church defenders set out for Smiddyward school,
Jonathan and the doctor marching in front, the latter with
a big stick in his hand, and Mains, Teuchitsmyre, and Brae-
side, who had begun to be a little uncertain of the part they
were expected to play, following behind.
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“It’s a terrible daurin thing to gae on in sic a menner,”
said Teuchitsmyre.

“Ou, aw ‘'m nae misdootin’ ’t; but it disna weel to mak’
fash amo’ kent fowk,” replied Braeside.

In short, Braeside only deprecated conflict the more the
nearer he and his friends came to the scene of action. They
had passed Widow Will’s cottage, and also the cottages of
the smith and souter, where the lights were burning cheerily
inside. They had met two or three more people, but there
was no great appearance of a meeting gathering. When
they got up to the school, the windows were quite dark, and
the door still fastened.

“Owre early, ye see,” said Jonathan. “We hed better
step oot the loan a few yairds.”

“Countra fowk’s aye late,” replied the doctor; “but
faur ’s your advanc’t guard wi'’s dogs? He mitha been
here at ony rate, by this time.”

“Nae fear; he’s owre croose o’ the subject nae to be
here in time,” said Jonathan.

“Was that Dawvid Hadden ?” inquired Mains, after a
pause of some duration. “’Cause Braeside threepit owre
hiz that yon was him’t we met at the glack o’ the roads.”

“Dawvid Hadden!” exclaimed the dominie, “Dawvid
Hadden gyaun the conter gate ?”

“I’m fell seer it was him, at ony rate,” said Braeside.

“Ye’ve mista’en the hour; an’ we’re here afore the
time,” said Dr. Drogemweal. “ What’s to be done ?2”

“ Mithna we speer some gate ?” suggested Mains.

Sandy Peterkin’s school remained suspiciously dark and
silent, and so, for that matter, did Sandy’s house, too; for
when Dr. Drogemweal, who had gone off to ask about the
meeting, came to the front of it, Sandy’s modest window had
the blind down, and there was no appearance of light within.
The doctor rapped loudly on the door with his cudgel, and
was in the act of rapping again, when “a fit” was heard
coming down the loan, by the doctor’s companions, who
stood a little way back. The new arrival, who was walking
rapidly, slackened his pace; and, as he approached the

T ————







166 JOHNNY GIBB OF GUSHETNEUK.

“Weel, I’ll need to be stappin’; for aw hinna wull’t aw
war late, an’ they 're feckly a’ up fae this side a filie syne.
Aw’m sure it ’ll be a capital meetin’.”

And the mole-catcher moved briskly on his way.

It was not altogether a pleasant predicament into which
Jonathan Tawse and his friends had been led. The way in
which things had taken the turn that had brought them
into it was this. During the week, Dawvid Hadden had
been unusually demonstrative not only in letting it be
known what he was to do in the way of stopping the
meeting, but also the authority by which he was to do it.
Dawvid’s object, of course, was to frighten the timid and
wavering from showing face at the school. So far he had
been successful, for not only was Peter Birse in a state of
helpless agony, but even Hairry. Muggart, when down at
the Ward on some professional business, had left the impres-
sion on the souter and smith that there were really ground
for Dawvid’s boast that he had made Hairry “shak’ in his
sheen.” The two friends, therefore, had begun to have
some fears that the meeting might be spoilt in this way;
and, moreover, the souter raised the question strongly
whether it was altogether fair to Sandy Peterkin to make
him wvoluntarily invite ejection from his school by holding
the meeting there. He would go to Johnny Gibb, and
suggest to him the propriety of transferring the meeting to
his own barn. At first blush of the proposal Johnny got
hot, and denounced it as mere truckling to petty tyranny,
but he speedily saw the matter in a different light, and set
zealously about reddin’ up the barn as a place to meet in.

The change in the place of meeting had been intimated
during the day as widely as possible, and probably none of
the well-affected, who were likely to attend, had been left
in ignorance of it. Nor was there any desire to keep others
in the dark on the subject. Dawvid Hadden, even, had
been indirectly informed very early in the afternoon; but
unhappily for himself, Dawvid had concluded it to be a
ruse to throw him off the scent; so Dawvid had observed
that he was “owre aul’ a sparrow to be ta’en wi' cauff.”
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the meeting, albeit his temper continued in a ruffled state;
and, on the whole, it was not improved by the reception he
met with from Johnny Gibb on entering the barn.

The meeting was formally opened by singing part of
a psalm, which Johnny Gibb precented, and prayer; a
proceeding the like of which not a few of the rustics there
assembled had not before dreamt of as possible in a barn;
and they felt correspondingly queer in the circumstances.
The chairman then abruptly announced that “ We’re to get
addresses fae twa respeckit minaisters fae a distance, settin’
forth the prenciples o’ the evangelical pairty. As ye a’ see,
the skweelmaister o’ the pairis’ is here tee; an’ he’ll be
waur nor’s word an’ he binna wuntin’ to mak’ a speech to
defen’ the Coort o’ Session Kirk. We’ll hae nae objection
to gi'e ’im a hearin’; but lat me tell ye ane an’ a’, that 1’11
keep order i’ my nain hoose; an’ gin ony horse-coupin
doctor, or ony ither ane, try to mak’ disturbance here, we 1l
lat ’im see the bonny side o’ the door raither seener nor he
wud like maybe.”

The chairman’s remarks naturally drew rather more
attention to Jonathan Tawse and Dr. Drogemweal than
those gentlemen seemed to relish, but without allowing time
for either of them to put in a word, he continued, “ Noo,
ye’ll get an address fae the Rev. Mr. Nonem——come forret
aside me here, sir.” The platform consisted of a wooden
threshing-floor, on which had been placed the chairman’s
seat and a small table with a lighted candle on it and a pair
of snuffers. The rev. gentleman announced, at once com-
menced an earnest, though, perhaps, somewhat verbose
address, wherein he dwelt at length on “the doctrine of the
headship ;” and then proceeded to expound the rights of the
Christian people in the choice of their ministers, calling
upon his auditors, with much emphasis, to say whether they
were prepared to hand over their consciences to patrons who
might be prelatists, or papists, or worse, and let the Judges
of the Court of Session in the last resort decide all such
questions for them, for that was the pass things were coming
to now ? - '
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fashion somewhat short of chairman-like calmness and im-
partiality ; his excitement infected the mole-catcher, who
also cried, “ Keep to the pint;” “Nane o’ yer ill-naitur’,”
and so on; and when Dr. Drogemweal cheered Jonathan on
by thumping with his stick on the edge of the “furm ” and
shouting “ Hear, hear,” “ Good,” “That’s it,” and so forth,
Andrew Langchafts, seconded by Sandy Peterkin, very
audibly suggested to “ Pit 'im oot !”

Jonathan finished abruptly, and, while the “steam ” was
still fully up, the second deputy rose, and endeavoured, by
a few sensible words, to recall the audience to a state of
calmness. It so happened that this gentleman had not
only been an old college companion of Drogemweal, but the
medical practitioner in question had for a short time been
a parishioner of his. And so, Drogemweal’s blood being
now up, he forthwith commenced a somewhat coarse per-
sonal attack, charging the minister with habitually neglect-
ing his own pastoral duties, while he, forsooth, had the
presumption to invade the parishes of better men than him-
self. “I lived in his parish more than a year, and he
never once visited me—that’s the man to tell other men
their duty !” exclaimed the doctor. “Yes, my friend,” was
the reply, “ and there may be parishioners whose faces we
have little chance of getting familiar with, except in the
way of private inquiry.” Dr. Drogemweal was about to
attempt a retort, when Andrew Langchafts stood up and
solemnly protested against any one being allowed to inter-
rupt a speaker; and the chairman, with an emphatic shout,
ordered “ Seelence, sir, this moment, or I’ll get ye pitten
oot I” What might have happened in this way had not
become apparent, when Jonathan Tawse got to his feet, hat
in hand, and unceremoniously made for the door. Dr.
Drogemweal, with a muttered malediction, and a great
amount of noise, caused by his stick and feet, as he pushed
past some of his neighbours, followed. Mains of Yawal and
his brother elders looked as if they would have liked to go
too; but, their presence of mind failing them at the
moment, they had not moved when their friends were clean
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min’ fae fat yer in eenoo, about fat yer deein here afore
wutnesses.”

Peter signed with very much of the feeling that might
have been supposed to animate the traditional “John,” when
his wife desired him to put his neck into the mink to please
the laird. Then Mrs. Birse, with a becomingly solemn
countenance, rose, and after doing her best at a curtsey, and
addressing an impressive “Good nicht, sir,” to each of the
deputies, left for home.

‘When men get into the position of public characters, they
have, in some cases, as it appears to me, a considerable
reluctance to allowing that aspect of their lives to get
obscured, or be lost sight of. With Johnny Gibb this was
not by any means the case; for although the barn meeting
had brought Gushetneuk greatly more into prominence than
before, while his handling of Jonathan Tawse and Dr. Drog-
emweal junior had made all Pyketillim “ring from side
to side ” with his-fame as chairman, nothing more readily .
nettled Johnny than any allusion to the proceedings above
narrated in the light of his own share in them. He was
rather pleased that Dawvid Hadden had been, as it were,
snuffed out for the time, and that the other two just named
had been driven from the field, but the question before which
they had succumbed was a question of great prineiples, in
relation to which he, Johnny Gibb, was a mere entity of
only the smallest dimensions, and not once to be named as
a power in the case at all. In short, he was Johnny Gibb
of Gushetneuk, as he had been for the last thirty and odd
years; an inconsiderable person, speaking and acting as the
impulse moved him, in accordance with what he believed at
the time to be right. It was in Church affairs as it was in
other things; Johnny followed his own path of duty, quite
irrespective of the state of opinion round about him, and
he was honestly unconscious of any claim to merit in so
doing.
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most of whom have been introduced to the reader, who had
committed themselves definitely to the other side, on. the
question at issue. As to the varying degrees of intelligence
and sincerity with which they had done so, I need not here
speak ; one thing is certain, that they had all more or less
to learn from the circumstances under which they were
placed ; only we need not hastily call them slow in the
uptak’, for if I mistake not there are such singular examples
in existence still, as people who took the same side as they
did in 1843, and in 1870 have not more than half learnt
the significance of the lesson taught by their own pro-
fessed principles, and the stand they took twenty-seven
years ago.

But to my story—It was on a Saturday afternoon in
the last week of April 1843 that Dawvid Hadden came
down to Smiddyward, evidently on business. He was
accompanied by a man with bare cheeks, wearing a long-
bodied waistcoat, and trousers tight about the ankles,
betokening that his function lay in dealing with horses.
Dawvid strode away past the smiddy without deigning to
stop and converse with the smith, who was shovelling up a
load of coals that had just been emptied for use. “Fine
nicht, Dawvid,” said the smith, and Dawvid gravely replied
“Fine nicht,” but did not “brak his pace.” Of course,
Dawvid did not hear the smith’s semi-audible ejaculation, as
he resumed his shovelling, “ Fat’s i’ the creatur’s noddle noo
ava ?”

Dawvid went straight up to Sandy Peterkin’s, and without
stopping to knock, thrust the door fully open. “Ony body
here ?” shouted Dawvid.

“QOu, ay, I’'m here,” answered Sandy Peterkin. Sandy
lived mainly alone, the kindly matrons in the hamlet taking
a general oversight of his domestic arrangements. He had
been enjoying a quiet cup of tea by himself, and rose up to
open his inner door, as he asked, “Is that you, Dawvid ?
Come awa’ ben. I’m some tribble’t wi’ reek, but fan yer
lootit doon it’s nae sae ill.”

“Na, na; I canna pit aff time, fan I’ve buzness adee.”
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property sanna be ees’t to herbour malcontents, an’ gi'e
encouragement to oonlawfu’ gedderins. That’s fat yer non-
intrusion comes till ; ye mitha leern’t mair wut ere noo,
man, an’ ye cud a’ ta’en a tellin’ fae fowk wi’ mair gumption
nor yersel.”

“ Oh, weel, gin Sir Simon be to clear aff a’ the non-
intrusionists upo’ the place, I’ll suffer in gweed company.
Ye’ll be gyaun owre bye to summons Gushets neist, nae
doot 2”

“Jist leern ye to keep a ceevil tongue i’ yer heid,
Saun’ers, man. That’s nedder here nor there: but I’ve
something ither adee nor waste time nyatterin on wi’ the
like o’ you ;” and with this the ground-officer turned and
passed away, and Sandy Peterkin shut the door and pro-
ceeded to finish his tea.

On his homeward route Dawvid Hadden took care to
make a call at the shop of Hairry Muggart, the wright ;
where, in an “ overly” way, as Hairry said, he turned out
the famous summons he had just professed to serve on
Sandy Peterkin.

“ An’ will he raelly be pitten oot ?” asked Hairry, with
some earnestness.

“ Pitten oot !” exclaimed Dawvid. “Div ye mean to
say that Sir Simon Frissal wud mak’ a feel o’ “imsel’ or gae
back 0’ ’s word, aifter sen’in’’s nain awgent to summons ony
ane oot ? Ay, Hairry, man, that’s but the beginnin’ o’’t,”
said Dawvid, pocketing his papers. “The langest livers
sees maist ferlies. Aw wudna Won’er nor there may be
mair summonses ere lang. gyang.”

On that very evening, after droppin’ tlme Hairry
Muggart was away to Smiddyward to see the smith and the
souter. Hairry’s statement was the first intimation they
had received of what Dawvid Hadden had really been
about ; and the question naturally enough arose what had
become of Sandy himself that he had not been down with
the intelligence. The readiest way to solve this question
seemed to be to call on Sandy ; and the trio accordingly
went up to his house, where they found the honest dominie










