Part B,

— e

MANNERS, CUSTOMS, ETC.

The Volunteers.—Although the “drill-park” is
seldom mentioned now-a-days in Crieff, yet the time
has been, within the present century, when some six
hundred men, all good and true, were wont to
assemble regularly for drill within that field across the
Turret, and near the celebrated “ Eppie Callum’s Tree.”
Much has of late years been said and sung of the
“rising importance of Crieff,” and though it may seem
ungracious to gainsay a belief so fondly indulged in
by some of the villagers, we must remind them that
the village is not of yesterday, and that though Crieff
in the days of old had neither bowling-greens,
nor Bailies, nor Commissioners, nor summer visitors,
it had a larger population than the present, every
man rejoicing in the inheritance of his own in-
dividuality, and all revelling in that joyousness
of life which can only flow from an utter absence
of stranger rule. However, when we see the present
nucleus of sixty or seventy volunteers in Crieff
augmented to six hundred members, we will believe
in the rising importance of the village, but not
till then. :

A company or two of the old volunteer regiment
was doubtless gathered in from the surrounding
districts, but the great bulk, we believe, were lads
belonging to the village. Now, amongst so many
Crieff men, there were, as might have been expected,
a number of arrant wags, as also the usual percentage
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of simpletons, so that the monotony of drill was
oftentimes enlivened by a good deal of fun. Even
the different companies had distinctive appellations,
somewhat different from any that we find in “ James's
Military Dictionary.” For instance, there was the
“Wild Company.” There was also the “ Daft Com-
pany.” This celebrated daft company was com-
manded by Captain John Murray, better known
as “Lord John.” All accounts agree in representing
Lord John as the most simple-minded officer that
ever wore epaulettes—*“meek as Moses or Melanc-
thon,” a man who would not trample on a worm, much
less on any of his beloved lambs, the erratic members
of the Daft Company. The little we could ever learn
of his history from surviving members of the regiment
only amounted to the fact of his being of the same
lineage as the Athole family, and that while in the
service of the East India Company he had been blown
up by the explosion of a magazine, and this accident
was believed to have so impaired his intellect as to
have induced the extreme gentleness, verging on
imbecility, which marked his character. Having said
this much of the captain, we may take up one or two
of the company, “Lord John’s daft men.” But let
not the reader suppose that they were generally what
this appellation betokened ; for, with the exception of
Doctor Sinclair, and one or two others, they were
considered by the rest of the regiment as greater
rogues than fools, and so perhaps will the reader think
when we have related an anecdote of Private John
M‘Laren, better known as “Gill Jock.” The prodi-
gious number of stories told of this worthy makes the
task of selection somewhat difficult, but we will just
pick up one at random. It was customary in those
days for the weaver lads in Crieff to engage as reapers
for the harvest with the farmers in the neighbourhood.
This habit arose from no necessity to eke out a scanty
living, as it unfortunately became at a later period,
whenwork became scarce and wages were broken down,
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but rather to get away for a time from the irksome
confinement of the loom-shop, and both the drill-park
and the hairst-rig were excellent outlets for the
exuberant flow of animal spirits so largely enjoyed by
the weavers of that time. Now, it happened one
harvest that Jock went to fulfil his engagement with a
farmer somewhere on Drummend estate, and after
working for about a week without anything remark-
able taking place, it began at last to rain, and that so
heavily that there seemed no prospect of any outdoor
work being done that day. This break in the toil was
just what M‘Laren wanted; so, after asking the
farmer if there would be any shearing that day, and
being assured there would be none, Jock remarked—
“1 suppose that I may gae awa owre tae Crieff, and
come back in the morning.” “ My sang, but that wud
be a caper,” said the farmer. “Na, na,lad. We'll no
learn ye nae tricks o’ that kind. Come awa’ in t’ the
barn wi’ me, an’ let us begin an’ thresh.” “I can thresh
nane,” was Jock’s response. “Maybe no,” said the
farmer, “but ye'll ne'er learn younger. Come awal
we'll sune mak’ a thresher o' ye. Ye're strong
eneuch, ony wey.” Jock remonstrated no further, but
meekly followed his master to the barn, and got a
flail put in his hand. The farmer then laid a sheaf
or two on the floor ; then, grasping his own flail, took
up his position opposite his pupil, and gave his
instructions, which, we need scarcely inform our Crieff
readers, were simply to raise the handstaff nearly to
the perpendicular, bringing the supple overhead with.
a circular sweep, then down on the grain with as heavy
a stroke as possible, keeping exact time in alternate
strokes with your fellow-worker, something after the
manner of switching carpets. All that seemed so
simple that the farmer fancied M‘Laren might pick it
up in ten minutes, and so he might; but he did not,
nor in twenty either. No eye ever saw such an
awkward pupil. When he lifted his flail no mortal
could guess in what spot it was likely to fall. At last,
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one of his wild strokes made the farmer’s flail spin out
of his hands. This was followed by a shout from the
farmer—* Od, preserve us, what d’ye mean? Hae ye
nae brains at a’? Confoond ye, try and strik even
this time.” The flails were set in motion again, with
no improvement on M‘Laren’s part. Sometimes he
~would fall short of the sheaf, sometimes would strike

beyond it—now at the one end, now at the other. At
length he contrived by a dexterous stroke to bring the
supple over the farmer’s foot with great accuracy and
considerable force. That blow put an end to the
threshing, as the farmer flung himself yelling among
the straw, holding the unlucky foot in both his hands.
His first words when he was able to articulate were—
“Gae oot o’ my sicht, ye stoopid idiot. Ye can gang
tae Crieff noo if ye like, and ne’er come back for
onything that I care.” M‘Laren took the farmer at
his word, gruff as it was, and was out at the bamn-
door before his master had left off speaking, which was
just as well, as the last sentence contained anything but
a benediction. Jock, however, was at his post early
next morning, and soon got into grace again by using
his sickle in grand style till the harvest was ended.
Then came the “kirn,” an annual festival in those
days, on almost every farm, when the “maiden was
catched.” This was a business after M‘Laren’s own
heart—quite in his glory, drinking and joking with all
around, the soul of the company, in short. At length
he proposed to the farmer to go to the barn, and try
the threshing once more. “The drink’s surely takin’
his head noo,” was the farmer’s remark. This caused
a general laugh, as the threshing affair had been a
standing joke all harvest; but M‘Laren pleaded and
urged to get “just another trial.” “Weel,” said the
farmer, “awa ye gae; but I'll take care ye'll no
break my legs this time ; ye can thresh yer lane, an’
if ye kill onybodie, it’s likely tae be yersel. Them
that will tae Cupar maun tae Cupar.” When M‘Laren
got the thing settled there was an adjournment of the
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household to the barn, including the farmer himself|
whose final warning to his people was—Keep weel
back frae him every ane o’ ye, or he’ll be sure to knock
some o’ yer brains oot.” But Jock had no intention
of killing any one, as in a few minutes he demon-
strated the fact that he was about the best thresher on
the farm! Great was the farmer’s wrath on finding
how he had been sold, but Jock had received his fee
in his pocket, and took his leave, enjoying the thing
immensely.. Such was one of Lord John’s daft men—
a practical joker of the first water in his day and
generation, though long gone “where the good
niggers go.”

We shall only mention particularly one more
of the Daft Company. This was a man called
Tam Black, A very odd character was Tam—a
singular compound of shrewdness and simplicity.
Tam was what was called a customer-weaver—
a manufacturer, in fact, on a small scale, and
he could buy and sell like a Tyrian. During the
volunteering times, when he went to the Highland
markets to purchase yarn, Tam always went attired
in his regimentals—shako, belts, and all ; and if any
one asked the reason of such strange procedure, the
ready reply always was—“Oh! a person’s money is
always safe under a red coat. No one would ever
think of robbing a soldier.” Although Tam was
often made the butt of his comrades’ jokes, he took
the thing wonderfully cool, and seldom or never
chased. On one occasion, when lying in Stirling
Castle (the only night, I believe, that the regiment
was ever quartered in the fortress), one of the sentries
entered the room in which Tam slept in the middle
of the night, and shouted at the top of his voice,
“Thomas Black.” Tam, getting up through his sleep,
and thinking it was the roll-call, responded “Here,”
upon which the sentry continued—“Ye’ll hae tae
come awa oot, Tam. Here’s yer cat oot in the coort,
come a’ the way frae Crieff after ye, an’ its like tae
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poo doon the Castle tae get in.” “No possible!”
exclaimed Tam, “I left plenty o' meat till't afore I
cam’awa.” Tam, however, pulled on his trousers, and
followed the sentry out, greatly to the amusement of .
that worthy, as he wandered about the batteries
calling “Pussy, pussy ;” but of course no pussy was
forthcoming, and he had to return shivering to his
bed, to be laughed at by the fellows inside.

But there was another story often told of Tam,
which we feel some delicacy in relating, lest we should
be thought guilty of plagiarism, as we have read a
similar anecdote, to the best of our recollection, in one
of Dr Moir's novels. If we remember right, it was a
character called Benjie that the doctor makes to act
the same part somewhere about Dalkeith that Tam
Black played in the drill-park. Now, whether the
story reached the Doctor somehow from Crieff, or if a
similar affair really occurred at Dalkeith, we cannot
tell ; but the story was told of Tam Black a hundred
times long before I had heard of either Dr Moir or his
works, and I am sure many of the Crieff people yet
living will say the same. It happened at a review of
the regiment in the drill-park, when, after going
through certain evolutions, they were placed in line,
and set to what is known as “independent firing.”
On this occasion Tam seems to have considered that
the command included independent loading as well, for
though one of his charges missed fire, it gave him no
manner of concern, as he continued to ram down
cartridge after cartridge till he had in the half-dozen,
all the while going through the routine of cocking and
snapping. At length it went off with a report like a
culvereen, the recoil laying Tam sprawling on the
ground, the firelock pitching some yards rearward.
Sir Patrick Murray, on galloping up, ordered Sergeant
M‘Kenzie to lift the musket. Getting alarmed for the
safety of his Colonel and the Sergeant, Tam shouted
out—* Tak’ care, gentlemen ; there’s ither five to come
yet!” Such is a specimen of what Lord John's daft
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warriors were, and with such a band it was no easy
matter for the Captain to get them into order on field-
days. The Daft Company, as a rule, was always last
in getting into line. There was another company,
commanded by Geordie Gardiner of Trowan, and
they, being chiefly country lads, used to squat down
on the grass as soon as they entered the park, and no
bugle call could bring them to their feet till Geordie
would get into a frenzy, running about like a drover
at Falkirk Tryst, shouting to the recumbent red-coats,
“Rise and dress up there, or I'll tak’ ye a crack wi’
a stane!” When Geordie’s rurals had taken up a
formation, it was then Lord John'’s time to bestir him-
self, and during the scene we have described the Daft
Company might be all seen huddled together in a
compact mass around a Bridgend man called Drum-
mond, hearing him telling stories, the Captain all
the while calmly pacing backwards and forwards out-
side the group; but so soon as Geordie Gardiner’s
company got into formation, he would then ram his
head over the shoulders of some of the outsiders, and
recall the story-teller to his military duty. «John,
you must have done with these stories now.” That
admonition seldom ended Drummond’s story, however,
but only brought in something additional as an inter-
polation. “Ou, aye, sir, I'll be dune in twa-three
minutes. I've just a wee bit t’ tell noo.” And even
after the Captain had got his men in tolerable order,
the next trouble was Geordie Sharp coming puffing
and running in at the park-gate to take his place in
the ranks. Geordie had always a private morning
drill of his own to attend to: some dozen or eighteen
exceedingly volatile apprentices to keep on their
looms, and so Geordie was always late. “ Oh ; there’s
George Sharp!” the Captain would exclaim. “He
always comes hopping up in the rear. This won't
do, George; you must attend better. And there’s
Thomas Black. O goodness! Just like a pob miller.
.Thomas, you must take more pains to clean yourself.”
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Time, however, was ‘money with Tam, for he could
never see the thrift of dressing twice on one day.
Accordingly, on parade days he put on his uniform
when he rose in the morning, and continued weaving
till drill time in the red coat, and, as he “couldna be
fashed ” brushing himself, he had only to throw off
his apron and shoulder the firelock to be in what he
considered marching order. Consequentlyhe often took
his place in the ranks with a quantity of pack-thread
ravellings about him, to the great annoyance of the
Captain, and amusement of the regiment. These are
specimens of Lord John’s ordinary troubles; but there
were special difficulties that sometimes crossed his
path, entailing on the poor man nights of study of
Marshall Saxe, and the last “ General Regulations,”
or that old treatise, the manual “De I'Artileur Dic-
tionaire Milatare,” that appeared in France in 1801,
and made its way into Britain shortly afterwards.
One of those weighty questions regarding His Majesty’s
service devolved upon Lord John to settle on occa-
sion of a Bridgend lad applying for admission into
the Daft Company. The Captain liked his appear-
ance well enough, but it happened that he got his
living by the manufacture of horn spoons. Now,
although the calling was perfectly lawful, the Captain
got dubious as to how the company might receive the
recruit ; so he told the lad that he would first require
to consult his men, after which he hoped to have him
enrolled. Accordingly, on the first parade day he
took his place at the centre of the line, and craved
the company’s attention, saying that his duty required
him to state a matter of much importance to them.
Of course the lads were all attention, expecting to
hear some proposal about volunteeting into the line, or
the East India Company’s service, when the Captain
spoke as follows:—* Gentlemen, there has been a
young man applying to be admitted a member of the
company I have the honour to command, but I have
considered it prudent first to ask if you will be willing
H
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to serve along with him, As to personal appearance
the lad will do, but as to trade, he is a tinker!”
Having submitted this case of conscience to the rank
and file, the Captain paused for a reply. But the
reply was soon enough forthcoming, for Gill Jock,
constituting himself speaker for the occasion, replied
—*“Qu, aye, sir, tak’ him by a’ means. We get the
name o’ the Daft Company ony wey, and then there
’ill be naething but daft folk and tinklers in’t.” Poor
Lord John, feeling himself, as it were, “rebuked and
put down,” merely added—*“Oh! I'll inform the young
man that he’ll not be accepted of” and thus the
tinker patriot, longing to “follow to the field some
warlike lord,” had his military ardour summarily
quenched by the vote of that redoubtable joker, Gill
Jock. Sometimes the regiment was quartered in
Perth, and while there they were occasionally privi-
leged to behold what none of the present Volunteers
have yet seen, batches of French prisoners marching
in captivity along the streets of Perth, looking rather
askance at the Crieff lads, as they rushed in a mob,
out of all order, along the line of march, to get a look
at them. Another grand affair at that period was the
famous battle of Bambreach. There was drilling also
late and early on the Inch of Perth, for it was the
ambition and pride of Sir Patrick to bring his men
-in point of discipline up to the regiments of the line,
and his officers being animated with the same spirit,
the Crieff lads, with all their fun and frolic, were kept
up to the mark.

I think it was on one of these occasions when the
regiment was quartered in Perth that the celebrated
Battle of Bambreach was lost and won. We cannot
undertake to give an accurate description of this
engagement, never having seen any official account of
it; but, as we have conversed with men who fought
on both sides, we may risk a few particulars. So
far as we could understand the programme, it appears
to have been the task of Sir Patrick and his Crieff
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warriors to dislodge the enemy from a strong position
on one of the banks of the Almond, with the river in
front, said enemy being the City of Perth heroes and
others from about Dunkeld ; while a bridge on which
one of their flanks rested was defended by a battery
of the Mid-Lothian Artillery, the whole of that force
being commanded by Sir Alexander M‘Kenzie. And
now, all arrangements being complete, Sir Patrick led
on the Crieff men to the attack. The artillerymen
stood to their guns, and the battle began, then the
rattle of musketry ran along the opposing lines,
shrouding the combatants in smoke, and for a while
independent firing was the order of the day, both
parties remorselessly augmenting the National Debt
by a reckless waste of His Majesty’s gunpowder.
Like the greenhorns described by the poet,
“They sometimes, with a hankering for existence,
Kept merely firing at a foolish distance.”

But they were led to the water’s edge at last, and
ordered to cross. This movement was executed with
wonderful celerity—considering the enemy’s galling
fire, and the slippery boulders in the bottom of the
stream. The charge was sounded, and in two lines
they took the brae, driving the enemy at the bayonet’s
point pell-mell before them, and—hurrah for Crieff!—
won the battle. The carnage, considering all things,
was not great. There was some blood spilt, however,
in charging up the steep bank, the late John M‘Farlane
having slid backwards on the bayonet of his rear-
rank man, the point of which went clean through his
hand. This was the only casualty recorded, except
numerous streams caused by the bootfuls of water
that were got in crossing the stream. One incident
more remains to be noticed of the fight. It refers to
a man called Davie M‘Ewan, who fell out of the ranks
when the company to which he belonged was abouit
to cross the Almond, and adopted the desperate
resolve of a flank movement on his own account. So,
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instead of splashing mid-leg in the water, Davie took
the bridge, literally walking up to the cannon’s mouth.
Whether or not he attempted to spike the guns is not
recorded, but he cleared the battery safe and sound,
making his appearance on one of the enemy’s flanks
just as his own regiment was debouching from the
coppice on the river’s bank. But Poor Davie had
to wander about all day like an injured ghost, being too
loyal to go over to the enemy, although his comrades
closed their ranks against him. But, for all that, we
used to regard Davie as the “bravest of the brave,”
crossing the Almond, as Bonaparte crossed the Adda,
along the celebrated Bridge of Lodi, for which he was
so much extolled ; though poor Davie had both his
tactics and his bravery denounced at the close of the
action, being summoned before a self-constituted
court-martial of privates, and censured’as a despicable
poltroon, afraid to wet his feet, and sentenced to be
taken by a corporal’s guard to the river, and pitched
neck and heel into the deepest pool that could be
found. Davie tried to avert the grim joke being
carried out in his person by pleading ill health, and
offered to wade through the stream if they would
only let him alone ; but whether or not the penance
was exacted we are uncertain. Probably some of the
officers interfered to prevent the ducking, and let him
return dry shod with the victors and vanquished to
Perth ; but as our materials are somewhat scanty,
we must finish this meagre description of the battle
by referring the readers, “for further particulars,” to
some of the remaining veterans who fought in the
battle of Bambreach long, long ago.

Although the regiment was frequently in Perth, we
believe that they were only once in Stirling, and
great was the consternation in Crieff when the Volun-
teers were ordered south—an impression having gone
abroad that they were to be shipped off for the
Continent ; but to do the regiment justice, there were
wery few recorded cases of wishing to back out of the
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thing. But on the day that they did march, there
was weeping among the women, and lamentation and
woe. The knapsacks were duly stuffed with biscuits
for the march, and linen rags to bind up wounds
when the conflict came, and weeping maidens crowded
the line of march till they were out of the parish.
The most demonstrative in grief, however, was the
sister of Archie Menzies, who caught him round the
neck, clinging to him with the tenacity of despair,
exclaiming—“My dear Archie, I'll ne’er see ye again.”
But Archie was equal to the occasion, for, with a
mighty effort, he shook her off, showing his contempt
of danger and geography at the same time by ex-
claiming—* Hold away, Mary, we’re all bound for
Europe !” thereby earning the nickname of “ Europe”
to the end of his days, The next incident was an
attempt at desertion. It appears that one hero at
least had got tired of the service, and when his com-
pany had got between King Street and Brown’s Row
he took his musket by the muzzle and flung it into
the Meadow, and then, jumping the ditch on the
opposite side of the road, was making ingloriously
away ; but as a matter of course, he was captured,
and marched a prisoner to Stirling. Nothing very
particular took place on the march afterwards, except
that the officers were always required to clear the
wayside public-houses of the thirsty rank and file.
There were no teetotallers in those days, so that on
a long march few thought there was any harm in a
dram. After much threatening and pulling of belts
by the officers—from the Colonel to the Sergeant-
Major—the “six-hundred” were all safely quartered
at last in Stirling Castle.

After holding the fortress of Stirling for one night,
as already stated, the Crieff men were obliged to
evacuate it on the following day, being permitted,
however, to march out with the honours of war. The
reason of this sudden change of quarters was the
advance upon Stirling of a corps that had been newly
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raised in Ireland, and had not had time to get their
uniforms. What the actual strength of this body was
we cannot tell. It might be a thousand strong; but
whatever the number was, the appearance of the corps
beggared all description, and was sufficient to throw
the whole country on their line of march into a lively
state of consternation. Happily for our forefathers,
they knew much less of the Pope’s “ thunder-and-turf”
worshippers than we in these latter days know to our
cost—their knowledge of the “finest pisentry” being
limited to stray packmen now and then lodging in
Molly M‘Kay’s. Now, these packmen were rather
favourable specimens of what Punck some time ago
styled the “ MISSING LINK,” as packmen in those
days, both Scotch and Irish, were all capitalists, in
proof of which we refer the Crieff folk to a village not
a thousand miles from Kelso, where the Chief Magis-
trate and Free Kirk minister are both descendants of
packmen. The magistrates of Stirling being apprised
by a Government despatch that the Connaught “boys”
would be quartered amongst them, had made up their
minds for the worst; but the first notice that the
general public got of this motley legion was from a
farmer on horseback, who, on his way to Stirling, had
come suddenly upon their rear, and being afraid to
pass what seemed so marly Yahoos on the king’s
highway, he struck into the open country, and making
the detour of some fields, and getting past in this
manner, rode hot haste into the town with the terrible
news that the Frenck were coming, and while he yet
spake, in galloped another, confirming the same
alarming intelligence. Then pedestrians came hasten-
ing in, all uttering that fearful word, the “ French.”

¢ While thronged the citizens, with terror dumb,
Or whispering with white lips—the foe, they come, they come!”

To realise anything like the public feeling of those
times, it is well to remember that a long war had
raged between Britain and France, and that the
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hatred engendered by hearing details of relatives and
friends stricken down in battle, and the never-ending
alarms of invasion, had caused the people to connect
everything hideous and grotesque which the imagina-
- tion could conjure up with the terrible Frenchman, -
In the Stirling scare, however, the Crieff men took
the thing pretty cool, for, as we have mentioned, they
had seen plenty of French soldiers in Perth, and
knew that the present invaders were not from Gaul,
wherever they had come from; and moreover, being
well armed, they did not very much care. At length
it came out that the wild-looking savages on the street
were Irishmen—friends and protectors, in short ; so
the Stirling people breathed more freely. But if their
united aspirations could have found vent in one voice,
it would have issued in the short prayer—* Heaven
save us from our friends!” But men were scarce at
that period, and the Government were at their wits’
end how to fill up the blanks that were constantly
occurring in the army, and so this batch of heroes had
been gleaned in Ireland amongst the refuse of the
population, the authorities likely consoling themselves
with the saying—" The theifer-like the better soger.”
Most of them had been discharged seven-years’ men,
and other rif-raf that had been at one time or another
connected with the army ; but such a congregation of
“ tattie-bogles” had not been seen in . this world
since Falstaff led his ragamuffins to the battle of
Shrewsbury. After the panic of the Stirling people
had somewhat subsided, they were thrown into a fresh
uproar by the tatterdemalians dispersing themselves
all over the town, and presenting their billets. This
was more than flesh and blood could bear, and the
town rose en masse. Such a tumult had not been
in Stirling since the battle of Bannockburn. A
petition was hastily got up and presented to the
authorities, praying that, if they were to have soldiers
billeted on them, to give them the, Perthshire men,
and shut the Irish in the castle. Accordingly, the
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billets were transferred to the Crieff lads, who were
allowed to march out of the fortress with the honours
of war, leaving the castle and garrison duty to the
subsidiary Fenians, and took up their quarters in the
town, where they soon found themselves in clover, as
every family where they were billeted seemed to
consider a couple of armed men in the house quite a
windfall, considering the importation from Connaught
amongst them.

When the Irish appeared-on parade the day succeed-
ing their appearance in Stirling, there was a fair muster
of the townspeople to see the “ boys,” and most of the
Strathearn Volunteers were there as well, and very
amusing was the inspection. There was scarcely
an entire dress in the whole battalion. There were a
number of old regimental coats sinus the skirts,
‘These appendages, being considered unnecessary,
were doing duty as patchwork on the corduroy
breeches, the body and sleeves being worn in the way
of a spenser; while some old blue vests had the
sleeves of old red coats tacked to the armholes with

ack thread. Amongst so many scarecrows there
was one whom the Crieff men seemed to regard as a
sort of Beau Brummel in his way. This exquisite
was distinguished from the ragged warriors around
from having a complete suit, nothing wanting. On
his head was the smart foraging cap, with a coat of
the composite order—half civil, half military—one
half being red, showing two stripes on the arm, the
corresponding side being of grey frieze, the -two sides
connected by a seam up the centre of the back, while
the end of the red skirt was supplemented with a
‘piece of blue to make it of uniform length with the
opposite side. There was also a fair quantity of straw
rope doing duty as garters. Some had shoes, and
some had none; but, whatever else they wanted, they
all had hats, Some sported old battered shakos,
others had cast-off Vandykes, some miinus the rim,
which gave occasion to the Crieff men to inquire at
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one another—“ Whaur the mischief did they get a’
thae pirn-hats?” How long they remained in Stirling
is somewhat uncertain, but their owtr¢ appearance
formed the subject of comment amongst the members
of the Volunteer force for many years after.

After remaining a short time in Stirling, the Volun-
teers got safely back to Crieff, resuming their several
occupations and occasional drill till about the end of
the great war, when their services being no longer
required, they were finally disbanded.

A Poser.—At the second annual election of mem-
bers for the Town Council, when open voting was
in vogue, Sheriff Barclay and a clerk were in attend-
ance, According to the mwodus operandi, the clerk
called over the roll, and each voter as called signified
for whom he voted. The stir and hubbub of the
assemblage frequently drowned the voice of the clerk,
and on one occasion he had to call a name, say—
Donald Roy. Some of the voters, mistaking the name,
said he was present. After a pause “ Donald Roy”
was again called in a louder tone. Some one again
said that he thought he was present, and others
expressed doubts of his presence. The clerk got
irritated at the delay, and in a threatening tone
exclaimed—* If you're not there, Donald Roy, don’t
answer to your name, sir!” The learned Sheriff’s
face grew radiant with a smile, and the meeting
roared with laughter. When the clerk discovered
that he had perpetrated a bull he also joined in the
chorus. ' '

Notes of a Crieff Soiree.—When soirees were not
SO common an enjoyment as now, an entertainment
of the kind came off in the Weavers' Hall, and a
choir of about a dozen voices, conducted by the late
James Rutherford, was in attendance. There was
a full house, and tea was manufactured in a room
off the west end of the hall, and a well-known orator
presided. At a signal from the chairman the clatter
of dishes was heard, and soon a bevy of active officials



122 CRIEFF: ITS TRADITIONS AND CHARACTERS

ushered out of the room. Tables being dispensed
with, so as to afford extra sitting accommodation,
each individual present had to do his or her best
with cup and saucer in hand. The foremost rows of
seats were served first, and eating and drinking com-
menced at once. It proved a difficult task for the
officials to get amongst the audience to dispense their
goods, and by the time the fifth or sixth row of seats
was served, the front seat occupants were clamouring
for a second supply. Those in the back seats became
as clamorous for a first round, and a general debate
ensued, resulting in the chairman deciding that all
must get a first supply previous to any getting a
second. When the backmost seat was served, the
chairman called on a well-known native—who was
residing at a distance, but was back on a visit—to
say grace. The gentleman did so, and as he was
concluding, the audience, as an earnest of their appre-
ciation of his services, applauded his deliverance most
heartily with hands and feet. The evening wore
on amid songs, speeches, and scattered .remarks, the
chairman bearing off the belt with an oration on
“ Liberty,” which was well seasoned with sound and
fury against aristocrats, and other people who, he said,
had little else to do than commune with one another
as to what was the best way of keeping down the
working man. He was much applauded at each
climax. When the proceedings were drawing to a
close, several votes of thanks were passed vociferously,
and the choir ranged themselves round the chair
to give their closing piece, when the chairman, des-
cending from his seat, demanded of the conductor
what he was to sing. “The Queen’s Anthem,” was
the reply. The chairman turned up his head in-
dignantly, and drawing himself to his full height,
exclaimed —“‘The Queen’s Anthem!’ Ye may
sing ‘Auld Langsyne,’ or ‘The Banks and Braes o’
Bonnie- Doon,’ or anything ye like, but ye shall not
sing ¢ The Queen’s Anthem!’” The conductor hinted
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that he could not see any harm in singing it, even
although she and the chairman had some public dis-
agreement. We are even commanded to pray for
our enemies, The chairman was inexorable, and
turning with dignity on his heels, mounted the ros-
trum. The conductor ordered “ Auld Langsyne,”
at the conclusion of which the altogether peculiar
assemblage dispersed.

Raising the Wind.—A citizen purchased a drill or
two of potatoes, and after a little pinching managed to
pay them. Some days thereafter he foregathered with
two or three drouthy cronies and had a tasting, after
which arose a strong desire for another glass, but the
necessary funds were awanting. The cronies, having
learned of the potato purchase, managed to get a tacit
sanction to dig a few of them. This was done, and
the tubers were soon converted into cash, and a spree
was fairly inaugurated, which could not be carried on
without more cash. Another and another levy of
potatoes was made, till the whole purchase was dis-
posed of. When the burgher came again to his right
mind, he resolved to put his tabernacle into working
order with a good dinner of potatoes, and shouldering
his graip and creel went whistling to the field. On look-
ing at the drills he discovered the blanks, and think-
he was mistaken, he counted the number, and was
soon convinced that there was something wrong—
‘either the potatoes were stolen or strayed. A neigh-
bour, who was aware of the facts of the case,
had observed him in a “brown study,” and on
going up to him asked if there was anything
wrong. “Yes; where are my potatoes? I had
as many here as would have kept me eating all
winter.,” “It may be,” replied the neighbour, “but
they have not kept you long drinking.” The
truth at once flashed across the burgher’s mind,
and on going home he sought out his drouthy
cronies to help him to drown his sorrows once
more in a dram. They were most anxious to oblige
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him in this respect, but, as one of them remarked,
“They required more ‘tatties.’”

A Grave Incident—The beadle of Muthill, like
many of his country brethren, had to be reminded
occasionally of his shortcomings, and the Rev. James
‘Walker, minister of the parish, after giving a reminder,
hoped that things would continue in the way of im-
provement. One day as the beadle was digging a
grave in the kirkyard opposite the back window of a
public-house, Mr Walker happened to stroll into the
kirkyard. Seeing the parish officer at work he went
to the place, and while in conversation with him, a
knock was heard on the back window. The beadle
looked up, and feeling sure that he was wanted in
the public house, he was uncertain what to do in
presence of his minister. As he cogitated, another
knock was heard, and he looked across to the window
and made preparations to leave off work. The
minister, judging what was in the wind, said—*“ Ah,
John! will ye not repent, and give up your sinful
ways ?” “You know well enough, Mr Walker, that
there is no repentance in the grave,” and springing
out of the grave he went where he was wanted, and
left his superior to think what he liked.

Shoemaking Extraordinary.—In the last century
Strowan Market was a great annual gathering. All
craftsmen and country people were well represented
in the neighbourhood of the Custom Knowe, on which
still stands the market cross. Boots were then only
reserved for lords and lairds, and the plebeians toddled
in brogues and shoes. One celebrated maker lived
at Tomacknock, and tradition speaks highly of his
expertness. It is said that his custom was to com-
mence making his brogues for the market the evening
previous. After being fairly set agoing his speed
increased to such a degree that on making a brogue,
and throwing it into a large empty boiler or pot,
the pot would not have ceased ringing when another
brogue was thrown in, and this continued till he had
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the number wanted. In the morning he would have
them conveyed west to the market stance, and make
a clearance ere he returned.

Willie Morrison’s Fiddle.—The late Mr Patrick
M‘Farlane, Comrie, was a genius of no mean order,
and he was often pressed to lecture on the sciences of
astronomy and geology in his native village and other
places in the district. Occasionally he would lose
the “thread of his discourse,” and scratch his head
thoughtfully till he recovered it, amusing his audience
meanwhile with some taking anecdote. On one
occasion he had got bewildered in the mazes of his
subject, and confessed himself at a loss, remarking
“that his head was something like Willie Morrison’s
" fiddle: Willie declared that the music was in it, if he
could but get it out.”

Constant Work.—At one time there was a vacancy
in the office of beadle and grave-digger for the parish
of Madderty. The minister was anxious that a man
he considered qualified for the duties should accept
the situation. The man was well employed otherwise,
and he was not desirous to give it up for what he
considered uncertain or irregular employment. On
being pressed to accept the office, he said to the
minister that he would take it, provided he got
“constant wroucht” (constant work). “I canna
promise that\ replied the minister, “for you would
soon bury all®the people in the parish.” “Weel,”
replied the man, “I'll no hae’d” (have it).

Which is the Proper Word.—Many years ago,
a case for defamation of character, connected with the
village of St Fillans, was causing much comment and
speculation amongst the inhabitants of this beautiful
spot. The legal terms applied to the case had an
astounding and confusing effect on the primitive
denizens, and words having a similar length or sound
were made to do duty for each other. One evening an
unlettered villager looked in on the village shoemaker,
John M‘Laren, and addressing him, said, “ John, do
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ye ken what that shabby body A. says about the
case?” *“No,” replied the shoemaker. “Well, he says
that B. is to be tried for damnation of character, when
it should be definition.”

Drawing the Line.—Among the crowd who con-

.gregated in 1879 to witness the laying of the
foundation stone of the Comrie Free Church, were
two reporters, one of whom hailed from the Fair City.
Previous to the ceremony the two had a stroll through
the village, and at the Bridge they greatly enjoyed the
varied and fine surrounding scenery. On going along
to the site of the new church, the Fair City friend
charged his pipe, and with it in full blast marched
along the street. On passing a public-house door, a
tinkler woman was sitting near by, who, on observing
the smoker going at it with all his might, asked, «“ Will
ye gie me a licht, man?” The smoker took no note
of the request. As he moved on, his companion
hinted that she seemed to expect an answer, “ That
may be,” replied the smoker, “but the line must be
drawn somewhere. It would never do for the Perth
people to be able to say that I smoked with tinklers.”

Questionable Shooting.— Some years after the
embodiment of the 8th or Crieff Company of Volunteers
in 1859, a squad was at Bennybeg Range firing, and a
horse which happened to be near the target was hit
by a bullet, which caused much talk. A short time
afterwards, when a recruit squad was forming, the
excellences of the “gallant 8th” were being extolled
by one of the members in presence of a well-known
Breadalbane Highlander named Duncan. He heard
the praises of the Volunteers for a time, and becoming
exasperated, exclaimed, “ Tam you and your gallants
and eights and things; the first man ye shot was a
horse!” .

Two Alternatives.—Some of the Highlanders who
came to Crieff about the beginning of the century,
although young at the time, could never adapt their
English, even in ordinary talk, without making
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ridiculous expressions. A woman named Kate, who
for a time lived at Gallowhill, was notorious in this
respect. The following is an example of her style :—
She had a son whom she intended either to learn the
smith trade with the professor of this art at Bennybeg,
or to learn road-making and repairing with Robert
Ewing, road surveyor. Addressing her son Tonnach,
she said, “ Whether will ye be a smiddy to Bennybeg
or a toll road to Rob Ewing?”

A Potent Reason.—One winter afternoon a Mut-
hill villager, who was not considered altogether sound
in' mind, called at the shop of Mr Clement, baker,
Crieff, where he was well known. The shopkeeper,
addressing him, said, “ Well, A., what’s awanting to-
night ?” . “Oh, no very muckle. Can ye change a
pound ?” “I think I can, but could ye not have got
that done at Muthill, and not have come three miles
to get it?” “Ay, I could hae deen that, but ye see,
I’'m awn a tick here and there in Muthill, and had I
gane into ony o’ the shops and gi'en my pound for
change, I would hae gotten naething back.”

About Roads in Olden Times.—Roads and road-
making have always been a source of anxious con-
sideration with all communities, and various modes
were adopted in this country in olden times to
improve the means of transit. At a time not very
remote the Highlands had no systematic highways,

‘and travellers just kept their noses in the direction
wanted and marched on. With a view to improve
matters the Justices of the Peace were empowered to
make roads, and in 1740 they determined to make
two roads from Crieff to Perth, one on each side of
the river Pow, as the following excerpts of the minutes
of a-meeting held at Crieff on the 11th September of
that year testifies :—* 1mo. Resolved, that the intend-
ing of the road from Crieff to Perth, on the south side
of the Pow of Inchaffary, be commited to Thomas
Caw, commonly called Provost; that he take the
charge of the tools and instruments appointed by the



128 CRIEFF: ITS TRADITIONS AND CHARACTERS

Quarter Session to be put in the hands of the under-
takers of that road, and the said Thomas Caw is
hereby authorised to call out the tenants of the re-
spective parishes where the road commences, viz, the
parishes of Madartie, Trinity Gask, with the assist-
ance of those residing in the south part of the parish
of Crieff, and so on as the road proceeds, with the
express injunction that the said Thomas Caw reports
the names and places of abode of all such as, being
duly summoned to work on the said road, do not
punctually attend that service; but with this caution,
that none be summoned till the harvest is quite over,
and that he begin the roads after the gentlemen
through whose grounds the same pass have settled
the course of the road. 2do. Resolved, That it is the
earnest request of the Committee that Major Can-
field would travel from Crieff to Perth on both sides of
the Pow, take the two intendants nam’d for both sides
along with him, mark out the course on which he
judges the roads on both sides can be made with the
least expense and to the best purpose, and that it be
so marked that the intendants can point out to the
parties cencern’d the road so designed by the Major;
but in case his affairs cannot allow his travelling both
roads, he is hereby entreated to be so good as direct
Ensign Carrick to do it.” It was further resolved to
give Mr Caw a certain sum “for the days he shall
attend the aforesaid service. (Signed) Pat. Campbell
(of Monzie), J.P.; Pat. Murray (of Ochtertyre) J.P.;
Laurence Oliphant (of Gask), J.P.; and Anthony
Murray (of Dollerie,) J.LP.” On the 30th of May 1741,
John Galloway, constable, received the following
instructions from the Justices:—“VYou are hereby
ordered to call out the inhabitants of the parish of
Crieff, according to lists to be given you, and on the
days appointed by Thomas Caw, senior, Crieff, over-
seer appointed for that road, and you are to intimate
to all those you call out to work upon that road the
penalties of the law in case they delay, or refuse to
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come to the roads when commanded thereto ; and as
there is ‘another road intended on the north side of
the Pow, you are to summon such of the town and
parish to the south road as live on the south side of
street, or great road going through Crieff from east
to west, and such of the tenants as live on the south
side of the present road leading from Crieff to Corrie-~
vechter Easter and Dollerie, and leave the others on
the north thereof to assist at the north road.” The
foregoing gives a curious insight into the customs of
our forefathers. After the Jacobite rising General
Wade surveyed a system of roads through the High-
lands, on which his soldiers were long employed, and
taught the inhabitants the use of pick and spade, and
the utility of systematic working. His roads gave
rise to the following couplet :— .

“Had you seen these roads before they were made,
You would lift up your hands and bless General Wade.”

Along the route were erected King’s houses . . .
made to accommodate about 100 men, which were
used as resting-stations by soldiers on the march, or
by working parties on the roads. Up to the com-
mencement of the present century this system was
pursued, but squads of civilians latterly engaged in
the work. It was a common practice to commence
operations where the Highland road leads off by
Monzie, about two miles east from Crieff, and ¢

on over the leading roads to the far north. Often the
men were encamped on the hills far from human
habitations, living on brose continuously for weeks,
and for want of milk they often supped them with a
cup of cold water, and occasionally concluded the
plain repast with a glass of agua vite got from any of
the numerous smuggling stills. Most of the fine
turnpikes in the neighbourhood were made shortly
after the beginning of this century. Macadam
published his system of road-making in 1819, which
has proved such a boon to the public. In recognition

: : ‘ :
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of his eminent services, Parliament voted him £1q,000,
and appointed him Surveyor-General of Roads.

Old Local Song.—Of late years many old Scottish
songs and melodies have been resuscitated, and it is
not an unpleasing task to study the poetic expres-
sions of bygone rural life as uttered by the forefathers
of our hamlets. We give a song taken from a
book of Scottish songs with music, the title page of
which is awanting. It seems as if published upwards
of fifty years ago. The music is a fair specimen of

what used to be the rage in Vayxhall Gardens, and the
words evidently refer to our own immediate locality.
There is no author’s name attached :—

THE BANKS OF EARN

As I came by yon purling rill,
Where winding Earn smoothly glides,

The sun shone o’er the highest hill,

* And playful flocks adorned its sides.

The lovely scene quite cheered my mind,
Whilst spring-tuned warblers fluttered near

Where charming Marion sat reclined,
Her more melodious voice to hear.

Her voice s0 sweet, the birds sat mute, -
Young Colin near, enraptured, cried—
“’Mong all the nymphs on Earn’s banks,
I'd choose sweet Marion for my hride.
On these dear banks and meadows green
Where nymphs and swains all beautequs shine,
To vie with thee not one is seen—
Thy face so fair, thy form sa fine,

* Q! Marion, dear, if thou wert mine,
How great my bless possessed of thee,
Thy matchless virtues, wholly thine :
None has such grace, such modesty.
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H king of all these banks I were,

From Strowan haughs to Forgie green,
Marion alone should grace my throne,
" The charming Marion be my queen.”

There are various renderings of the derivation of the
word “Earn.” Some say it is from the Celtic
“Eryn” or “Heryn™ (the west), meaning that the
river runs from that quarter. The river is referred to
in a poem written fifteen hundred years ago. The
Roman Claudian speaks of it when celebrating the
victories of the elder Theodosius as follows :—

 Madeurunt Saxone _fulso,
Orcades; incaluit Piclorium sanguine Thule,
Scolorwm cumulos flevit glacials Terne™

“The Orkneys first he dyed with Saxon gare,
Then, Thule with Pictish blood grew hot,
Icy Strathearn hemoaned huge s of Scots.”

A “Dead” Candle.—In times not so long aga
the dulness of country life was varied with many
strange sights and sounds, to which we of recent date
are entire strangers. Events of interest were foretold
quite intelligibly to those who could read signs or had
the second sight, and many things happened, the
index to which could be read by the most illiterate.
Before a death ravens would croak, wraiths would be
seen, and dead candles moved abroad. The planes of
those who made coffins were always heard agoing the
night before they would be required. Our forefathers
were prepared to swear that they heard, saw, and con-
sequently believed, these things. We neither see nor
hear such portents, and, in consequence, neither believe
in them nor believe that they ever existed, except in
imagination. So much the worse for us, say the old
people. About forty years ago there lived in the one-
storfed house opposite the Lochlane toll-bar, at the
south end of the bridge, a well-known most respectahle,-
truthful man, named Robert Armstrong. One wintry
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night, as was his usual before locking the door and
going to rest, he took a look of the sky and smelt the
weather. As he was so doing he espied a light
coming across the bridge from the north side.
Wishing to see who was coming with the lantern, he
stayed a little, Keeping his eyes keenly fixed on the
light, he observed it moving steadily southwards,
When it came to the end of the bridge it turned to
the west and entered Lochlane Road. Mr Armstrong
began to wonder at not hearing footsteps, and felt much
excited. Onwards the light moved along the middle
of the road, and when just opposite, and within two
yards of his own door, it suddenly went out before his

face. He naturally felt very uneasy, and could

scarcely manage to close and lock the door. After
going into the house the thought of what he had seen
almost paralysed his energies. After the family
retired to rest his mind was wrought up to antici-
pating some sad calamity, and yet he did not believe
that any supernatural agency was ever brought to bear
in relation to matters such as was disturbing his rest.
Next night a sad cry for help was heard, and a knock
at the door. He started up at once, and ran and
opened the door, when a voice in the dark asked him
imploringly to get a light and come and assist, for a
cart had fallen over the steep part west the road. Mr
Armstrong at once got a candle, and with some of the
neighbours, who were also alarmed, went west some
300 yards, where he found a horse and cart tumbled
over the place, and a man underneath almost dead.
He was carefully lifted, and taken back to the house,
but he soon expired. It seems that he was a farmer
who, with his wife, were returning from a distant
journey, and a halflin, not well acquainted with the
road, was driving. At the place where the accident
occurred, a road leads off the turnpike down to the
cow park, and the horse, taking this road, came to a
stand at the park gate. The lad, discovering his
mistake, pulled the left rein, and the animal, not
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having room enough to turn, pushed the whole back
over the low dyke down the brae, the woman escaping
underneath the cart when it tumbled over, but the
man was severely smashed, and the lad escaped
unhurt. . The curious coincidence of the light, the cart
passing exactly in the track of the light, so far as Mr
Armstrong saw it, and the received belief in dead
lights, called forth much curions speculation long
afterwards. _

A Good Excuse, Certainly.—When weaving was
the fashion, a webster named Scheldoch was informed
that the doctor who was attending a sick woman at
Pittenzie said that she could not live above two hours.
Scheldoch went home to his loom, where, with his
shopmates, he plied the busy shuttle for two hours,
when he halted and told his companions that the
woman was dead. The story soon spread, and was
flatly contradicted, and Scheldoch was brought to
substantiate his tale. “Well,” said he, “if she be not
dead, it is no fault of mine, for the doctor said that
she could not live two hours, and I allowed two hours
to pass ere I spoke about it.” ~

Bohemian Episode.—Strolling players often ex-
perience strange vicissitudes of life. The manager in
advance of a party of these apFlied to the lessee of the
Masons’ Hall for the use of it for a performance.
The lessee having heard that 