





EPISTLE DEDICATORY.

TO THE
PRESIDENTS AND MEMBERS OF THE PERTHSHIRE SOCIETIES
OF
EDINBURGH, GLASGOW, AND DUNDEE.

GeNTLEMEN,—I think it right to explain to you, at some
length, the reasons that have led me todedicate the following
Essays to your esteemed associations.

Perthshire men must form the primary link of the chain
which attaches you to your native county. Its mountains
are picturesque, and its valleys fertile, but in its men dwells
the first principle of that inner life which leads all that are
of a common stock to associate. Perthshire men are the
lights that sparkle on the picture which you so fondly
cherish. When Sir Walter Scott returned from his final
continental tour, and was driven down the vale of Gala, he
was uneasy and listless, but when he saw the countenance
and grasped the hand of his friend Laidlaw, he exclaimed,
“Now I know that I am at Abbotsford.”

““ The proper study of mankind is man.” His steps are
tremulous when he essays to go higher; at that beach his
proud waves are stayed. All his visions of angels and gods
are mere reflexes of himself in a condition of physical
refinement. The spiritual life, so congenial to his nature,
and so solacing to his dread of annihilation, he is incapable
of realising. The endless existence is beyond his grasp.
He finds these more objects of primary belief than of
assiduous research, nay of death itself he is utterly ignorant,
although it meets him in the street and in his own chamber.
The abode in the grave he cannot comprehend. He calls it
‘“the cold grave,” because in his devious imaginings he is
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not able to realise a cold corpse placed in it, but himself
with his hot, bounding blood. He knows the grave is only
cold when viewed in combination with life, and he shuts
his eyes, like a school-boy, to realise the darkness, and
compresses his nostrils to brave the terrible mools.

Hence, ¢ The proper study of mankind is man.” Himself
and his utmost known destiny, all that is characteristic of
the age in which he is moving. How the divine has
preached ; how the soldier has fought ; how the politician
has gone down to the house; how the poet has sung,
gladdened the ear and starved; how the painter hasg
delighted the eye and fattened on chiaro-oscuro, are all
matters of deep interest, and no less so is the man who is
born to affluence, an exalted rank, and a countless following,
or the poor man who, in his coat of hodden gray, holds his
own in the battle of life, if his doing so has been marked by
traits of character, that render him the type of a class.
¢« The working man” is a mere pseudonym. He who does
not work, either with head or hammer, is of no account.
The distinctive talent is often lost in the rich man by lack
of motive, and driven out of the poor man by lack of bread.
Lord Byron was an erratic legislator, but his love of letters
and facility of pen sent him to his study, and he became
the very greatest poet of modern times. The brightest
jewels in the coronets of Winchilsea and Derby, are their
studyings of Milton and Homer, and the present.and the
late premier have both been prominent contributors to our
literature, although their voices are rarely heard through
the toesin of politics which never ceases sounding.

In these essays there are no strainings after literary skill
or superior knowledge of human life, but an earnest attempt
to embody the character of a whole people by very
restricted personal incidents in the history of a few. The
princely hospitality of Lord Breadalbane, the gallant
soldiering of Baron ILiynedoch, the refined tastes of Sir
‘William Stirling Maxwell the sculpturing of Lawrence
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Macdonald, the painting of Thomas Duncan, the poetry of
Lady Nairne and Robert Nicoll, the love stories of Bonnie
Margaret Drummond, and Bessie Bell and Mary Gray,
together with the quaint eccentricities of John Scott and
William Glendinning, are interesting themes, however dull
I may have been in unfolding them, and amply justify you
in the partiality you have formed for the land of your birth,
and me in inscribing to such bodies of men my impressions
of their interest and value.

The people of Perthshire take pride in the unions you
have formed, not merely as demonstrations of local par-
tiality, but because love of country is a normal condition
in man, and the lack of it indicates a turning aside. Lord
Byron has written,

England, with all thy faults I love thee still.
Robert Burns in the fulness of his heart says,

Auld Ayr whom ne’er a toun surpasses,
For honest men and bonnie lasses. :

And in Sir Walter Scott’s famous passage on love of
country, he denounces in indignant terms the character of
the man in whom it is found wanting,

Breathes there the man with soul so dead,

‘Who never to himself hath said,
This is my own, my native land!

But in every movement of your societies its presence is
manifest, not only as a primary condition, but as a vital,
kindred impulse. The bird of passage returns year by year
and perches under his native eaves, but the lord of creation
goes out for life. He struggles for a name, and a position,
and a family carriage, and to the scene of that struggle he
becomes partially naturalised, but still retains in its pristine
force the love of his birth-place, and of the companions of
his youthful days. It is highly gratifying to all who remain
as fixed denizens of our interesting county, to hear from
day to day that groups of intellectual citizens are being
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formed in the more important business communities of
our immediate country for social and generous purposes
connected with it, and that their sentiments have been
echoed from every land to which a Perthshire man has
found his way, and that embraces a wide area.

The county of Perth has little under-ground value.
Neither coal, nor iron, nor lime has been found within its
boundaries; no mines of gold or silver, only one of lead ;
bust it is self-supporting beyond any other Scottish county.
It contains thriving homesteads and well-tilled lands, parks
covered with cattle, and carses waving with corn, hills clad
with sheep, moors fruitful of grouse, and rivers swarming
with fish. Itis studded with palatial residences, and abbeys
grey with age and full of historical interest. Its scenery is
unrivalled, its rivers and lakes limpid as crystal, and its
cities, towns and villages alluring to the welcome stranger.
Besides these enviable possessions, Perthshire has a
thousand well-educated young men, eager as hounds in the
slips, to go out into the world and work for their places at
the counter, at the desk, or at the bar, at the bench or on the
bench, in the pulpit or the senate, on the ocean or the
tented field. “ And many respected houses in Perthshire,
and many individuals distinguished in arts and arms, record
with pride their descent from the Gow Chrom and the Fair
Maid of Perth.”

‘With this explanation, Gentlemen, I inscribe these papers
to you, confident that when you read them you will feel
encouraged in the preference which your societies have
hitherto shown for the land of your birth.

I have the honour to be,
Gentlemen,
‘With the utmost respect,
Your humble servant and countryman,

P. R. DRUMMOND.

FLLENGOWEN, ALMOXD-VALLEY,
Perthshire, August 1879.















PERTHSHIRE IN BYGONE DAYS.

INTRODUCTION.

Ox~E of the primary objects of these essays is to aid in the
promotion of a better understanding between the various
classes of which society is made up ; not by subtle arguments
or recondite theories, but simply by laying before the reader
a few examples of healthy, well-conditioned life, in every
section of the community. There are, no doubt, many men
in Perthshire who have enjoyed much better opportunities
of estimating the character of itsmore aristocratic population
than I can possibly have had; but that is only one of
three constituents. A knowledge of the middle and lower
orders is every whit as vital to the just gauging of a people
as is that of their more lofty neighbours; and half-a-century
of active connection with all and each of the three will, I
flatter myself, be sufficient for all that is here pretended to.

Ebenezer Elliot asks— What is the use of the Lords ?”
and Mr. Brougham says they are ‘‘the barriers set up
against improvement.” These are mere words of exas-
peration, and little to be regarded. Instead ofrailingat the
good fortune of those whom the accident of birth, or the
greater cunning of head or band, has raised above us in the
ever-varying scale of social life, I have chosen the more
congenial task of attempting to raise the appreciative feeling
of my plebeian fellow-citizens to a juster estimate of the true
gentleman’s character, in whatever rank of life he is found ;
to tell him that pride of rank is a rare vice compared to the
pride that desires it, and that more of it is to be found in the
cranium of a half-pay Lieutenant than in those of ten Peers
of Parliament.

In my early days, the aristocracy was banned, not from
the knowledge of deeds that could be brought home to it as
a class, but as a foregone conclusion. Happily, from causes
which it is no part of my adopted vocation to enquire into,
things have changed, and that sovereign class called coaxingly
“The People,” which has been trained to think itselfill-used,
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and necessarily antagonistic to everything that is prosperous,
has expanded, until it has reached the footsteps of the
throne, and every citizen, short of the good Queen herself,—
from the Knight of the Garter to the pauper by the wayside,—
claims equally the application of the monosyllable. While
denying to any class the title of being exclusively good, they
all repudiate the accusation, as applied to themselves, of
being necessarily exclusively bad.

No one can accuse me of stabbingin the dark. Indeed, I
do not intend to stab at all. There cannot possibly be a
more gratuitous task than writing a man down, because,
if he deserves it, he is not worth it; and, as an inevitable
corollary, if he is worth it, he does not deserve it. I do not
pretend to have found mankind all alike. Nay! Many men
are driven by necessity to do deeds that their better nature
puts far from them ; and I have also discovered that no
amount of riches or prosperity will bestow heart where all
is originally empty as the bubbles that boys blow at school.

Gossiping, prying and speculating are by common consent
voted improper, yet the rate at which they are practised is
more than a match for that at which they are censured.
The abuse of them leads to great inconvenience and many
heart-burnings, but the same arise from the over-working of
many of our blessings; and abstractly, it is not difficult to
show that the three decried tendencies are compatible with
the very highest state of our common nature. The climax
of the first great drama of human life is narrated in the sixth
verse of the third chapter of Genesis. Up to that climax,
all was innocence. Yet, {before it, we find Eve gossiping
with the Serpent, and telling him everything; and prying,
for she went to examine one of the interdicted trees, and
found that it was ¢ pleasant to the eye, and good for food ;"
and speculating on the comparative verity of the two state-
ments,— Ye shall not eat of it, lest ye die,” and “ Ye shall
not surely die.” Ifitis argued that Eve was all the time
acting under the influence of the Serpent, the Fall does not
date from the eating of the forbidden fruit, and Milton’s
noble lines—

She pluck’d, she eat,
Earth felt the wound, and Nature from her seat,
Sighing through all her works, gave signs of woe,
That all was lost,
—apply to the wrong scene of the terrible drama, The only
way of getting over the difficulty is by pronouncing ¢ Gossip-



PERTHSHIRE IN BYGONE DAYS. xiil

ing, prying, and speculating” innocent in themselves, and,
taking Eve’s latitude, to be indulged in with impunity, only
with this special observance—beware of the serpent.

Having thus fenced my position, and begun at the begin-
ning, I need not plead the example of James Boswell, or
Washington Irving, or N. P. Willis, or Matthias D’Amour,
because I have not followed it, but rather kept aloof from
matters that are strictly domestic, dealing more with those
belonging to public life ; unless, indeed, where the former
are matters of history, and necessary for the elucidation of
points in which the public are less or more interested. At
the same time I have felt myself in deep peril in attempting
to embody the characteristics of some people whom I have
met, for often when a man flatters himself that he is writing
with impartiality and judgment, he is incurring the resent-
ment of the very parties he desires to conciliate. I am not
aware of any matter that has arisen in the progress of this
work fairly calculated to lead me into conflict with the re-
latives of any of my deceased heroes; but, in spite of all the
councils of wisdom and prudence, fortune often malevolently
leads us away from the desired path into gloomy and bewil-
dering passages, where, in violation of all our wishes and
prayers, we commit errors that we afterwards ¢ sairly rue.”

The circumstances which come within the focus of my
narrative will best illustrate the weakness or strength of my
claim to be the casual memoirist of threescore of men and
threescore of years. Photographingmen’s shadows as they
pass may be a pleasant enough occupation ; but if the lensis
not properly adjusted, the resemblance tothe shadow will be
as defective as we frequently see it to the substance. The
true way of embodying characteristics, is to take every man
exactly as you find him. Not as your fancy says he should
be, but as your judgment finds he really is.

A quarter of a million of people have been born into Perth-
shire since I first saw the light in it, and a quarter of a
million have been buried under its green surface. All that
remains of them is mere dust and ashes,—shadows trembling
in the wind,—but their memories are dear to those who are
still groping their devious way through this uncertain life.
‘We have all a part and portion in the grave. Hvery one has
some cherished fore-runner ready to introduce him into ““the
low-browed, misty vault.” Some one of the quarter million
has prepared his bed for him. He has shaken hands with
death through his very near kin. Ifhis heart is not hardened
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by successtul worldly pursuits or self-gratulation, these remi-
niscences of threescore of his deceased countrymen may
awaken in him feelings of tender regret in the interest of the
days that are gone, and bring near to his ear a note that has
long ago died silently away. Amongst that quarter-million,
how many noble, generous hearts ! how many wise heads!
how many skilful hands, withered aspirations, brilliant sue-
cesses, deeds of adventurous daring, and abortive schemes!
There would be found in their number,
The just, the generous, and the brave,

The wise, the good, the worthless, the profane,—

The downright clown, and perfectly well-bred,—

The supple statesman, and the patriot stern.

Biographical essays are necessarily very discursive. Were
men all of one mind or rank, their history would be easily
written ; but as the men are diversified, so must their stories
be. Afewsimple wordsabout one in every hundred thousand
of the buried quarter-million, need not be judged ambitious,
It is an inconceivably small portion, although it may form
a fair enough index to the whole. There is no singularity
in the fact of mankind being divided into so many ranks.
Every branch of creation, animate and inanimate, exists
under precisely the same economy. Thereisa queen in the
bee-hive, and an aristocracy in the woods and forests. Let
the reader wander through a plantation of Scotch firs at
sunrise, and he will find one portion of those moorland
denizens basking in undivided rays, another in occasional
glimpses and reflected lights, a third waiting for the general
diffusion of broad day; but as he proceeds into the centre,
shadows deepen, until, from twilight to darkness, the moss-
covered trunks are struggling for life amidst perpetual gloom.
This cannot be remedied. If the outside row is cut down,
it only makes room for another aristocracy, and so on to the
last row. Soit would be with man, were he as destitute of
volition as the trees of the forest. The crude theories of char-
tism, and equal right, might then—with some prospect of
duration—be adopted, and the earth portioned off as school-
room is portioned off for children, but with spirits both way-
ward and aggressive, how long would the lJandmarks endure ?
The demesne that would this day measure one hundred
square yards might—twelve months hence—be extended to
one hundred acres, while another allotment of equal value
would have melted away, as a speck of snow melts into
the all-absorbing ocean.  Finem respice.
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of his fore-fathers, sneers at cud-chewing and parted hoofs,
and devours horse, frog, and snail.

Hence there can be no more important link in the chain of
human life than the man who, by means of his possessions
and energies, subsidises this momentous consumpt. The
philosopher may speculate, the poet may sing, the artist may
paint, and the soldier may fight, but if the commissariat fails,
every distinctive effort will be instantly paralysed.

These circumstances—apart altogether from his high rank,
personal influence and knowledge of the world—justify me
in giving to Lord Breadalbane the first place amongst his
gifted, but less fortunate contemporaries.

The Campbells of Breadalbane were originally of the
Argyll family, though some of the clansmen cherish the
ancient legend that the family motto was originally, ‘ Follow
me, Argyll,”—instead of the far loftier one * Followme,”"—
thereby insinuating that they were the parentstock, but there
is no doubt that Duncan, first Lord Campbell, was their com-
mon ancestor, and that Archibald, his elder son, was the
father of the first Earl of Argyll, while his younger son,
Colin, became Sir Colin Campbell of Glenorchy, his direct
descendant two hundred years afterwards becoming Earl
of Breadalbane.

The succession has been interrupted by frequent vicissi-
tudes and the escutcheon occasionally tarnished, but it has
been honoured by names that have become historical as
examples of piety and benevolence. Duncan, first lord, had
for his mother Margaret Drummond, sister to the Queen
of Scotland. James I. being his nephew, he resented his
murder with all the energy of his nature, rendering the re-
prisal infinitely more cruel than the deed itself, with all its
blackness. John, the first Earl, was a turbulent reckless man.
He chaffered himself into the Earldom of Caithness, but
was speedily stripped of it. He got £12,000 from William’s
infatuated government to enable him, together with his
personal influence, to pacify the Highlands, which scheme of
peace he inaugurated by the massacre of Glencoe, and when
he was called upon to account for the £12,000 his memor-
able answer was, ‘“ The Highlands are quiet, the money is
spent, and that is the best way of accounting among friends.”
His grandson, the third Earl, had an only child, John, Loxd
Glenorchy, who married Wilhelmina Maxwell of Preston,
the amiable lady who founded the church in Edinburgh,
which bears her name, besides several other -chapels
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and schools. Her husband died, without issue, in his
thirty-third year, and the Breadalbane succession bounded
back one hundred and forty years, missing in its second
descent the obnoxious hero of Glencoe, as well as the
amiable Lady Glenorchy.

John Campbell, son of Campbell of Carwhin, succeeded
and became eventually, first Marquis. He improved and
greatly extended the family possessions. The great block
of building which flanks the south-west wing of Taymouth
Castle and covers the Baron’s Hall, was built by him and
named ¢ the Glenorchy Tower.” Its projecting foundation
and solid masonry, give a look of vast strength to the entire
edifice, and are suggestive of power and influence. Other
parts of the immense fabric were improved by him, and he
showed great taste and judgment in collecting many of the
fine pictures by Titian, Rubens, Vandyke, Salvator Rosa,
and others, which adorned its walls. The numerous famlly
and other portrauts were pamted by Jamieson, commonly
called ‘“the Scottish Vandyke,” for Sir Colin Campbell,
about the year 1630. Those of more recent date by Sir
Joshua Reynolds and Sir Godfrey Kneller, were painted for
subsequent peers.

Fourscore years before the building of the Glenorchy
Tower, David Gavin, an honest, industrious weaver rented
a small cottage in the parish of Lunan, about a quarter of
a mile from the bay of the same name on the east coast of
Angus-shire. In those days the beehives of industry that
now meet the traveller in every corner of that thickly popu-
lated county, were things of the future. Gavin was called
a ¢ customer weaver.” The Angus-shire farmers grew the
lint, and their wives and daughters span it, then it was
taken to the weaver who wove it into the fabric necessary
for family purposes; and it was a great day at the farmer’s
house, that on which the weaver came with the web on
his shoulder and his ell-wand in his hand. When Gavin's
son had got a few quarters at the parish school, the family
plant was increased to the extent of another loom, and

oung Davie was set on it, though his feet would scarcely
reach the treddles. The young man shuttled away for two
or three years, but his heart was never in his work. At that
time a great contraband trade was carried on between the
Low Countries and the east coast of Scotland, especially the
towns of Arbroath and Montrose, and Davie Gavin preferred
the company of a bevy of the adventurous Dutchmen, to

B 2
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the monotonous click of the returning ¢“lay.” His father did
everything in his power to wean him from these idle habits,
but the youth took every opportunity of the old man’s
absence, and bolted off to Red Castle or St. Murdock’s Kirk,
to see if there were any luggers in the offing, and to signal
them that the coast was clear, or otherwise. The old man
became tired of this, and Davie was shipped to the land of
his adoption to seek his fortune, and he found it. From
beginnings that were necessarily small, he raised himself
to be a highly important Hamburg merchant, and before
the lapse of many years he had, in the most honourable
way, amassed a fortune sufficient to procure him such a
position in his own country, that no copy of Burke or Lodge
is now complete without his name; albeit he does not appear
in these great authorities as the lazy Lunan weaver.

‘When the merchant of untold wealth returned to his
native Lunan, the wiseacres who shook their desponding
heads at his departure, were divided between two opposing
feelings. They thought Lunan might profit by his riches; but
on the other hand they were galled by Davie Gavin having
outwitted so much prophetic village wisdom. His first step
was to purchase the estate of Renmuir, in the neighbouring
parish of Kinnell, to which his father and he retired—the
young man who would not work and the old man, who did
not now require to work. David, the elder, did not take
very kindly to his elevated position, and occasionally stole
away into the village for an afternoon gossip, enveloped in
a red cloak, with a cocked hat slouched on his head,
silver buckles to his shoes, and a silver-headed pole-staff five
feet long.

The younger Gavin’s next important step was to purchase
the fine estate of Langton in Berwickshire, which includes
nearly the whole parish of the same name, and extends to
6,000 acres, the principal village, Gavinton, having been
named after him. The position which wealth and gentle-
manly bearing never fail in obtaining, was speedily gained
by Mr. Gavin of Langton. The Karls of March and
Lauderdale became his intimate associates, and he was
held in high esteem by the whole body of Merse proprietors.
After he was well advanced in years, he led to the altar the
Lady Elizabeth Maitland, second daughter of James, seventh
Earl of Lauderdale. They were married in 1770, and in
1771 Lady Elizabeth Gavin bore her husband a daughter,
who was named Mary Turner, after her maternal grand-
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mother. She was appointed co-heiress, with her sister
Hersey, of their father’s great wealth, and when their united
ages were only three years he was taken away, leaving the
two little ladies to solace their mother’s widowhood, &
term extending over fifty years. In 1793 Mary Turner
Gavin married John, Earl, and latterly first Marquis of
Breadalbane, and on the 26th of October, 1796, she bore to
him in Dundee, John Campbell, the public-spirited nobleman
whose name stands at the head of this paper. Her younger
sister married Robert Baird, Esq.; and their youngest
daughter married the Honourable William Henry Drum-
mond, present Viscount of Strathallan. This amiable lady,
now deceased, was the favourite niece of General Sir David
Baird, of Ferntower.

In the year 1811, John Cameron, a retainer of the Breadal-
bane family, lived in the lodge of Stix, near Kenmore. John
had a strict sense of the lordly attitude of the great family
of Breadalbane, but he did not approve of the introduction
of the bisons into the home-park, and in blind revenge one
of them killed him. He was wont to tell with feelings of
personal pride, of the following meeting between a German
Baron—who afterwards published his travels—Lord Glen-
orchy, and himself. The German Baron’s book I have not
seen, but the story I have often heard, and in my memory
it assumes the following shape, and is highly illustrative of
the men and the times.

Sixty-five years ago, while continental Europe was torn
to pieces by a bloodthirsty and apparently interminable
war and Great Britain reposed tranquilly in the midst of her
ocean bed, offering an asylum to all comers, a traveller who
loved peace, left Liausanne, on the north shore of the lake
of Geneva, and wended his way to the land whose people
could be at war, yet live in peace. In crossing La Belle
France, he saw the Chateau at Dijon deserted by its lord,
Chatillon tenantless, Fontainebleau a barrack, and the
Tuileries peopled by a horde of war upstarts. When he
crossed to merry England, he beheld her serene and stately
amidst incessant drainings of her gold and blood, and
‘Windsor and Chatsworth, Belvoir and Alnwick, instinct
with busy life and smoking chimneys. But when he crossed
the border he concluded there must be distraction here, the
palaces being in relative excess of the cottages:—Dalkeith
Palace, Linlithgow Palace, Falkland Palace, Hamilton
Palace, Scone Palace. Their history must be a third book of
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Kings. As he was driven up the valley of the Tay, Ferragon
and Benlawers reminded him of Switzerland, and he fell into
dreamy recollections of foreign lands. Suddenly Taymouth
Castle burst upon him like an impracticable vision, upset-
ting all his theories of house building—a gentle eminence in
the midst of a champaign country, being generally chosen
for rearing the abodes of the great—but here the case was
reversed—a long hollow valley surrounded with wood-clad
hills, a running river, and on its southern bank a great
square edifice lofty and imposing, its hundred windows
sparkling in the sun, and the family’s social banner waving
o’er its embattled walls.

On arriving at Stix he found John Cameron in conver-
sation with a young man in the highland dress. The postilion
was ordered to stop, and Cameron stepped up to the carriage,
“Whose very fine place is this ?”’ said the stranger. Cameron
bowed towards the young man in tartan, who now came
forward, I congratulate you Sir on your noble possession,
and wish you may enjoy it as long as your youth would
indicate ; may I take the liberty of asking your name, Sir?”
‘“ John Campbell,” was the brief reply. The stately civility
with which the answer was given, suggested to the querist’s
mind that he had been rather demonstrative and acting
with polite restraint he bowed and was driven on.

CHAPTER II.

JOHN, SECOND MARQUIS OF BREADALBANE—
continued.

¢ 0 winds! breathe calmly o’er us and our foes !
Let ship with equal ship contending close :
And while the sea-gods watch above the fray,
Let him who merits bear the palm away.”
Mges. T. K. HERVEY.

JorN CamEroN had two sons, John, a Student in Divinity,
a highly intellectual young man, who became the victim of
over-study, and James, at that time a young tradesman.
In my intimacy with the latter originated my personal
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intercourse with the Marquis of Breadalbane. A few years
after the meeting with the German Baron, Lord Glenorchy
was at Glasgow College. He was then a remarkably solid
looking, fair complexioned lad, athletic, companionable, and
popular. He was an only son, and although quite a youth
at that time, every feature of the future man was marked
in his demeanour. It may seem a contradiction in terms,
but it is true notwithstanding, that he was proud yet con-
descending, imperious yet affable, liberal yet close-fisted,
shrewd yet liable to be deceived, a man indeed yet every
inch a lord. He could ride his high horse with a golden
bridle, but when it suited his fancy or his purpose he could,
like his Fife namesake be “plain John Campbell,” and
that without apparent acting. In youth the embryo peer
was & fair scholar as in after-life he became a fair politi-
clan, but this aristocratic reticence remained his leading
characteristic.

From the year 1818, up to 1860, the following interesting
circumstances in Glasgow life remained undisturbed on my
mind, and as I lived in the very midst of them it never
occurred to me that I could, by any possibility be in error.
At the former date, Mr. Liogan, of the firm of Adamson and
Logan, had his house on the lower side of West George
Street, the ground floor of the premises presently occupied
by Messrs. Paterson and Son as a music saloon. Mr. Logan
had a handsome daughter, generally spoken of as ‘ pretty
Miss Logan,” and with her Lord Glenorchy fell in love.
My apprentice master had his place of business in King
Street and his dwelling house in Sauchiehall Street. On the
upper side of West George Street, and corner of Buchanan
Street, lived Mr. Dunn of Duntocher, a Glasgow millionaire.
On my passings to and from business I contrived to go out
generally by the lower side of West George Street and return
by the upper, in order that I might, first, get a glimpse
of the handsome damsel likely to be Countess of Breadal-
bane, and, second, to see a full length portrait of Mr. Dunn,
painted by John Graham, afterwards John Graham Gilbert,
that was hung on the north wall of the corner room, and
about level with the Buchanan Street pavement. The
picture was a piece of superb colouring, and the lady quite
equal to the popular opinion. Often when I thought of her
in connection with Perthshire, my home, it induced in my
youthful mind an attack of malade du pays. Tt was cur-
rently reported that Lord Glenorchy met the charming
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Glasgow belle at a ball and that he eventually offered her
marriage, but family interference prevented it and when he
left college the matter died away.

How often do we go on year after year fondly cherish-
ing early recollections, and in the end have them recklessly
torn to pieces. Fifty years after the time about which I
have been writing, Peter McKenzie of Glasgow,  Loyal
Peter,” published the story in his ¢ Reminiscences,” and
took for his hero, Lord John Campbell of the Argyle family.
I am most unwilling to go into any strong statement against
the great spy demolisher, but I am equally unwilling to
abandon my long fostered impressions. In the absence of
Peter McKenzie, who is in his grave, we can only reason the
matter. There may be men living, however, who knew the
whole affair and can put me right, but meantime I am
somewhat confident. Lord Glenorchy was a young man,
moving in the gayest circle of Glasgow life. Lord Jobn
Campbell was a staid widower, upwards of forty years of
age living at Roseneath and having little connection with
Glasgow. McKenzie says that famaly influence prevented
his marriage with Miss Logan, but it cannot be supposed
that a nobleman, forty years of age, a widower and having
a separate establishment, to which he was legally entitled,
would either be troubled with, or would pay much deference
to family influence, neither can it be supposed that the
Logans would object to such a staid middle aged gentleman,
as the bridegroom and guide of a pretty girl in her teens,
more especially as the connection would lead to a Duchy.
Very different was it with Lord Glenorchy. He was in the
precise position where family influence would tell. Besides
all this Lord John Campbell was understood to be engaged
to Miss Glassel of Longniddry, whom he married within
a year. This distinguished Campbell had classical connec-
tions. His grandmother was the beautiful and resolute
Mary Bellenden, and his mother the lovely Miss Gunning,
who rescued the Duke of Hamilton from the fangs of
Elizabeth Chudleigh, afterwards the notorious Duchess of
Kingston, and who within the space of twenty-five years
became the mother of four Dukes, two of Hamilton and two
of Argyle. Lady Charlotte Bury, the talented authoress of
¢ Ilirtation,” was his sister, and the Honourable Mrs.
Damer, the great sculptor, his cousin.

Before leaving Peter McKenzie I cannot help correcting
another reckless error he has made. He states with the
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utmost nonchalance that the famous drop-scene of the Glas-
gow Queen Street Theatre, *“ was painted by Sir Henry
Raeburn.” One would forgive a light random statement, but,
this is positively too bad. A landscape thirty feet by
twenty, one of the very finest pictures of modern times,
blue and airy as Claude, beaming in the cool, setting sun,
exquisite in drawing, luxuriant in foreground foliage, fifty
miles of grey water and highland hills painted by Sir Henry
Raeburn!! No, no, loyal Peter! Raeburn, though at the
head of his profession, as a portrait-painter, knew little or
nothing about landscape. This noble picture, ¢ the Clyde
from Bowling Bay,” was painted by old Peter Nasmyth;
and was the admiration of all comers. Frequent attempts
were made by successive lessees of Drury Lane to carry
it to London, and large sums were said to have been
offered — seven, ten and fifteen hundred pounds — the
Glasgow heroes nobly withstanding the temptation, but the
fire came and away 1t went in the blaze.

In 1821 when he was 24 years of age, Viscount Glenorchy
married Elizabeth Baillie Hamilton the accomplished
daughter of George Baillie Hamilton, of Jerviswoode and
grand-daughter of Thomas, seventh Harl of Haddington.
It was freely whispered in match-making circles at the
time of this marriage, that a certain inconstant fair lady
had jilted the young nobleman, before his engagement o
Miss Baillie. Whether Mr. Haynes Bayly's popular ballad
“We met” was founded on this story, or the story
on it, I am unable to say, but it was widely understood
that Lord Glenorchy was the suffering hero. Who the
remorseful heroine loguitur and the husband of her mistaken
preference were does not appear. The ballad itself is equal
to the author’s other works, and has had a long run. Mr.
Severn’s music has not only added to its popularity, but
has long been a favourite waltz. By inserting it here I do
not mean to identify, in any positive way, Lord Glenorchy
with the ballad, but the lines are eminently beautiful and
have been generally held as belonging to Perthshire.

WE MET.
The poetry by T. H. Bayly, the music by T. H. Severn.

We met ’twas in a crowd,

And I thought he would shun me ;
He came, I could not breathe,

For his eye was upon me ;
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He spoke, his words were cold,
But his smile was unaltered,
I knew how much he felt,
For his deep-toned voice faltered.

I wore my bridal robe,
And I rivalled its whiteness:
Bright gems were in my hair,
But I hated their brightness.
He called me by my name,
As the bride of another;
O, thou hast been the cause
Of this anguish, my mother.

And once again we 1met,

And a fair girl was near him :
He smiled and whispered low,

As T once used to hear him.
She leant upon his arm ;

Once ’twas mine, and mine only.
I wept, for I deserved

To feel wretched and lonely.

And she will be his bride ;
At the altar he’ll give her
The love that was too pure
For a heartless deceiver.
The world may think me gay,
For my feelings I smother:
Oh'! thou hast been the cause
Of this anguish, 1ny mother !

The mother who urged, or even counselled, this twice-
affianced young lady to jilt such a highly eligible partner,
must have been a woman of strong mind. The rejected
youth appeared, in a crowd, at her daughter’s bridal fes-
tival, and the consecience-stricken bride quailed before him,
in her heart accusing her mother. But reprisals came, and
another bridal festival reduced the ‘ heartless deceiver’s ”
mind to a state of despair. The story is somewhat inex-
plicable, but if we are to identify Lord Glenorchy and his
bride as the actors in the second scene of the drama, the
characteristics are amusingly accurate. The ¢ deep-toned
voice,” the haughty adoption of the lady’s new name, repre-
sent truthfully, the rejected young peer, and the ¢fair
girl,” Miss Ehzabeth Baillie, then in her eighteenth year.

The Iarl and Countess of Breadalbane survived their
son’s marriage fourteen years, and in 1831, when the Earl
was raised to the Marquisate, the son became Rarl of
Ormelie. This accession of rank fired the family pride,
and on the passing of the Reform Bill they mounted the



JOHN, SECOND MARQUIS OF BREADALBANE. 11

Liberal ensign and announced their intention of * rescuing
the county of Perth from Tory thraldom to which it had
been so long subjected.” The newly fledged constituency,
principally farmers, were not in very prosperous circuni-
stances, and were not only anxious for a change, but were
buoyed up by the belief that a reformed Parliament would
speedily put an end to all their troubles. They rallied
round Lord Ormelie, and carried him into Parliament by
a majority of upwards of five hundred over Sir George
Murray, who had long been the choice of the very limited
constituency. This first broad canvass of the county was
conducted with the most consummate tact by Lord Ormelie
and his friend Mr. Fox Maule. No two men of their time
possessed in fuller development the necessary powers of
spirit, tongue, and face; and backed by the Breadalbane
exchequer they accomplished their purpose. I remember
well the infinitely sarcastic way in which Lord Ormelie
pronounced the two monosyllables, “my friend,” referring
to a remark made by Mr. Campbell of Monzie, at Crieff,
and I also remember the overbearing terms in which
Mr. Maule replied to Liord Ardmillan, then Mr. Crawford,
when in the course of a speech delivered in the city hall of
Perth, he spoke of Mr. Maule as ‘“ my honourable friend.”
Garrick nor Kean was ever equal to it. Mr. Maule said,
with a bow and a simper of lofty irony, ‘I have yet to
learn what virtuous deed of mine has earned for me such a
distinguished position.”

It Lord Ormelie carried the county of Perth for the sake
of the honour arising from such an achievement, or to
forward the political views of his party, he did well; but
if, as he asserted, it was ‘“ to rescue it from Tory thraldom,”
the enviable position was not only dearly bought, but
short lived, for within a year and a half he was called to
the upper house, and Sir George Murray went in again at
a canter. The House of Peers was more congenial to his
feelings, for there was a nobility even in his pride, little
fitted to the embroilments of a contested election. Ile had
not been chilled by a restricted exchequer, as his friend
Maule had been, neither had he gained that knowledge of
the world and ever ready resource, which rendered the
latter gentleman the type of all that was subtle and re-
fined in electioneering wisdom. Young Breadalbane was
shrewd, lofty, and staid; young Panmure, acute, rollicking,
plausible, and self-dependent. The pair turned Perthshire
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into a sort of political shuttlecock. In 1832, it was tossed
from the tories to the whigs; in 1834, from the whigs to
the tories; in 1835, from the tories to the whigs; and in
1837, from the whigs to the tories, in whose hands it re-
mained for eleven years, and through eight successive
parliaments. Then, in 1868 it reverted to the whigs ; and,
in 1874 there was a final rebound to the tories, in whose
hands it remains for the present. In the midst of these
movements the young peers were whetting their pinions ;
three of them shook the dust from their feet and walked
to the upper house, no doubt in the midst of grateful
recollections of Blairgowrie, Coupar-Angus, Crieff and
Auchterarder.

CHAPTER III.

JOHN, SECOND MARQUIS OF BREADALBANE—
continued.

¢ Go with me down {o Drayton Basset,
No daynties we will spare ;
All there shall eate and drink of the best,
And I will pay the fare.”
Epwarp 1IV.

Lorp BREADALBANE made no great figure as a politician
either in the House of Peers or Commons, but he became a
leading man about court, and for ten years held the high
office of Chamberlain of Her Majesty’s household, his
mansion in Park Lane forming the centre of a wide and
princely circle, and his influence during the administra-
tions of Liords Russell, Aberdeen, and Palmerston, being
weighty and far spread.

The year 1842 was a memorable year in Scotland. The
impending disruption in the Established Church engaged and
perplexed Lord Breadalbane. The Hon. Mr. Maule and
also Mr. Campbell, of Monzie, took a leading part among
the dissenters, and adhered to them during their lives; but
when the affair was at welding-heat another matter arose
which for a time left the Marquis little leisure for any-
thing else. The projected visit of the Queen and Prince
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Albert to Scotland, and more especially to his castle of Tay-
mouth, was an event of no small magnitude, an event. that
was likely to identify him with a monarch who in her
government and private life was furnishing an example to
all the crowned heads of Europe, and those that might come
after them in the same exalted position.

James the Fifth, King of Scotland, set great store by
certain masquerading visits which he paid to remote
corners of his little realm, but in our day, Queen Victoria,
whose sceptre reaches over lands that would form a
hundred such empires, unreservedly visits the castle of the
exalted noble, and the heather-thatched cottage of the
shepherd in the glen. Hence we think little now of what
was thirty-five years ago, a source of pride and national
exultation. There has been nolack of quiet pageantry how-
ever in her movements, but now that she has built her occa-
sional home amongst the Scottish hills, the visit to Taymouth
Castle is lost sight of, and custom has weakened our recol-
lections of the past. But no lapse of time, no change of
circumstances or altered feeling, can efface from the memory
of those who beheld it, the brilliant spectacle that arose
before Queen Victoria and her husband on that September
afternoon when they entered the gate of Taymouth Castle.
The magnitude of the surrounding objects, the lofty mansion
nestling among the hills, the large home-park tenanted by
the red deer, the roe, and the bison, and broken by clumps
of lofty beech and sycamore, groups of picturesque moun-
taineers, noble equestrians in scarlet and gold, knights in
steel and squires in doublet and trunk-hose, brass-studded
helmets, sparkling stars, bugles, trumpets and drums,
formed a gorgeous tout ensemble. Such a scene even in a
populous neighbourhood would have been impressive; at
‘Woburn or at Knowesley it would have been gratifying to
the royal pair, but away beyond Glennaquoich and Tully-
veolan, and within earshot of the cottage of Neil Booshal-
loch, it was evidence of wide-spread loyalty and a deeply-
seated personal attachment.

‘When night approached, and the last rays of the setting
sun threw the shadows of Drummond Hill over the deep
intervening valley, the scene that arose was like a vision of
fairy land; the great highland Alhambra in a blaze of
light, torches everywhere and the hum of the distant
orchestra stealing up through the trees, while far away
the wail of the pibroch re-echoed through the valley, and
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the concussive bang of an occasional shot reverberated
from the fort into every opening of the surrounding hills.

The visit of the Queen and Prince Albert to Taymouth
Castle is now a matter of history, and it is only in so far as
it illustrates the munificent character of the Marquis of
Breadalbane that it is introduced here. To open up his
highland home to his Sovereign, was the bounden duty of a
man in his position, but that was only the first step. By
unwearied personal attention, by the eager desire to main-
tain and elevate his country, and by the princely way in
which he met every contingency, the lofty, yet simple
ceremonial of a royal entertainment, became in his hands a
scource of unalloyed pleasure to all engaged in it, and
the forerunner of a thousand advantages to the Scottish
Highlands.

The surroundings were so novel, and the balance between
success and failure was so nicely adjusted, that the noble
host himself had to be at the head of every movement. He
received his guests at his hall door, and never lost sight of
his responsibility, until the last royal handkerchief was
waved over Loch Tay. On the evening of their first arrival
in the highlands, the royal pair were led by their host and
hostess into their allotted apartments in the Glenorchy
Tower, one of which was the library. This noble apartment
had engaged the steady attention of father and son for a
long series of years; it is entered by three curtained
passages off the corridor which leads from the Baron’s hall
to the west front of the Castle. In proportion it is well
studied, and in finish highly elaborated ; a little more
height of ceiling would have added to its grandeur, but
would have been productive of that painful feeling which
an eager reader always has in seeing a book placed beyond
the available reach of either eye or hand. The wall
divisions are formed by gothic pilasters carved in every
possible form of ornament, the fireplace is surmounted by
an oaken screen exquisitely carved and flanked on either
side by niches for busts, and having the family crest in
high relief on the centre panel. The roof is divided into
three gothic compartments running the whole length of the
room, with crossings of the same form, the ribs and
pendants of solid oak and the panellings elaborately
hatched in ultramarine and gold. Altogether, this palatial
room has few, if any, equals in the castles or mansions of
the Scottish nobility.
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One incident of the royal visit to Taymouth although
often repeated has such a marked connection with the
general structure of these essays, that a notice of it here
must meet with approval. Lord Breadalbane had in his
pay for years, an instrumental band of a very high char-
acter, besides a full complement of pipers. Yet he desired
to bring home to Her Majesty the feeling that she
was in Scotland, and that in more tender terms than it
could be done by the unintelligible pibroch, or the brass
band’s martial notes, the latter rather tending to carry her
south ; and in obedience to that feeling he engaged Mr.
Wilson to sing before his royal guests. A group of the
songs which he was in the habit of singing was laid before
the Queen in order that Her Majesty might name those she
would wish more especially to hear. The spirits of the
Scottish song writers must have hovered round that Royal
decision. Within the short space of two minutes, those of
Allan Ramsay, Robert Burns, James Hogg, Lady Nairne,
and Mrs. Cockburn were conjured up. One is still missing
and the Queen enquires for him. Willie Glen ! proud you
would have been, if you had dreamed that Queen Victoria
in the midst of her nobles would ask the minstrel of Store
Street, to sing ‘“Wae’s me for Prince Charlie,” and that
he happily could do it.

Position in life does not necessarily destroy what is
intuitive, but it is apt to supersede cultivation. The
seven Scottish songs chosen by this illustrious lady show
that her taste in music is for simple pathos, and in this she
pays a spontaneous tribute to Scottish song. The current
of generous and tender feeling is so obvious in the selection
she made that if there had been a second seven, an acute
taste and ear might venture to supplement six out of those
succeeding. ¢ Lochaber no more,” “The flowers of the
forest,” «“The Lass o’ Gowrte,” < Cam ye by Athole,” ““ John
Anderson my Jo,” “The Laird o’ Cockpen,” and ¢ Waes
me for Prince Charlie,” clearly indicate their following.

Such an entertainment as was then laid before Her
Majesty cannot be now repeated. The bright voice is still,
and shut are many of the ardent ears that then listened
to it. Thirty-six years is the length of the poet’s life, and
that term has now covered many of the pleasant accessories
to the ¢ Queen’s visit.”

It is hardly possible to over estimate the benefit which
has arisen to the highlands of Scotland, from this well con-
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ceived and nobly executed piece of hospitality on the part
of the Marquis of Breadalbane. The heather and the kilt
have become a fashion. The hardy step over moorland
and up glen has superseded to a great extent the dalliances
of Brighton and the effeminate loungings on the sunny
side of Piccadilly. Men go out into a new atmosphere. The
peat reek which was so obnoxious to the Englishman of
1820, has become an opiate for sleeping off the fatigues and
excitements of fashionable life. Rugged mountain gorges
and vast reaches of picturesque country, where a long
journey would have brought you to a mountain shieling,
and the highest fare you could obtain was a glass of whisky
and a morsel of bread and cheese, have heard the footsteps
of Aladdin and hotels like eastern palaces have reared their
lofty heads, and instead of the mere whisky and condiments,
the traveller is astonished by the question, ‘ Would you
wish to dine at the ordinary?”’ Every one must expect
to pay handsomely for this far away cheer, but the landlord
is equal to the occasion, tacitly alleging that a glass of beer
at a fashionable hotel in the highlands being so thoroughly
aérated and aristocratised, is intrinsically of more value than
the same quantity of port wine at the unrefined ¢ Hummums”
or ““ Cider Cellar,” and if all the circumstances are taken
into account perhaps so it is. Traveller take another glass !
Landlord make hay while the sun shines! Sir Walter Scott’s
vivid conceptions, and Lord Breadalbane’s highland hospi-
talities will never arise again. Your grouse clad hills, your
picturesque mountains, your poets’ songs, will all remain,
but will they remain a fashion? Balmoral is a material
guarantee, pray for its perpetuity.

A short time after the Queen left Taymouth castle, a
remark was made by a visitor to Lord Breadalbane, which
brought from his own lips a succinet and truthful epitome
of his character as a business man. He was complimented
on the toil he had personally undertaken during the royal
visit, ¢ Oh no !” he replied, “I am well accustomed to
activity. A life of affluence is not necessarily a life of
idleness; my income is large, I save none ofit. Icanride as
far into Argyleshire on my own estate as if I rode from hence
to Edinburgh, and if I were to sleep while all that is being
managed and spent it would not be well done. My establish-
ment 1s large and I have many cares. One of my tenants,
the last of a family who have possessed the same farm for
time immemorial, died lately, the stock was very large, and



GENERAL LORD LYNEDOCH. 17

at present men of sufficient means to purchase it would
prefer a less contingent investment, whereas in arable
farms the entry is more gradual and competent tenants
easier found. Besides we are expected to take a share in
the management of both local and national affairs, and
although I have no great leaning to politics, I am bound
to use the influence of my position, as a peer of the realm,
to forward what I consider the best interests of the country.
This I have done, and to more local business, I have be-
stowed as much attention as I either found myself equal to,
or as could in fairness, be expected of me.”

But while these expressions of feeling and purpose were
being uttered, there was chaos in the house ; the corridors
were empty, there was neither son nor daughter, whose
slippered feet might gently move the echoes along those
interminable passages. The stillness of death reigned in the
many rooms, erewhile so gay. The cankerworm of an
ended race crawled behind the wainscot, withering up the
prospects of the exemplary pair, and illustrating the too
obvious fact, that life is seldom full in all its conditions.

CHAPTER IV.

GENERAL LORD LYNEDOCH.

¢ A daring uld man.”—NAPOLEON THE FIRST.

‘WHETHER by special intention, or accident, or passive per-
mission, or atmospheric influence, *‘ this man was born
there,” we have not acquired sufficient judgment to ascer-
tain, but in venerating and doing honour to the birthplaces
of the great, we follow a natural impulse and a fashion that
has obtained from the days of Homer downwards, little
regarding the chilling couplet—

Five wealthy towns contend for Homer dead,

Through which the living Homer begged his bread.

The avenues which lead to the homes of the poet, the
soldier, the divine, and the philosopher are often dark and
C
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sinuous, and unless the enthusiasm is proportionally strong
they are little sought after. As man engages in the struggle
for gold, a stolid apathy steals over him, and he treats with
lofty indifference every movement of life unless it tends to
augment the idol of his worship ; still the few who remain
untouched by this fatal epidemic, and those who can
keep it in subjection, are impressed with a regard for all
that pertains to the brave soldier, his birth-place, his
burial-place, his battle-fields, his sword, and the star of
his order.

In my youthful days I paid many visits to the old house
of Balgowan, the birth-place of Thomas Graham, some of
them before he fought at Barossa or even at Corunna.
There was a charm in the desolate look of the place and in
the unchecked privilege of peeping in at the half-shuttered
windows, and counting the hundred swallows’-nests perched
in the eaves, and in the sorrowful tale of the handsome
young lady, whose death had blighted the gilded corridors,
and in place of whose gentle hand and ever welcoming
smile there was nothing but great rusty bars and iron-
clenched doors. These raised an awe and regret hardly of
this world. Many times have I stood for hours while the
beams of the setting sun struggled eerily through the half-
opened casements, and in imagination seen the beautiful
Mary Catheart, with her riding-whip and tiny gold spur,
come tripping along the lobby, and with slight aid from her
groom place herself in the saddle and go curvetting across
the lawn. But alas, there was no lawn; the place was
engulfed by huge trees, masses of impervious underwood,
and grass-covered roads that had not received the imprint
of a horse’s hoof for seventeen years; and Mary—the
beautiful and accomplished Mary Graham—Iay silent and
solitary in Methven kirkyard, while her husband was hush-
ing recollections of home by fighting alongside of Sir John
Moore on the plains of Salamanca.

Thomas Graham was his father’s third and youngest son,
and was born at Balgowan in the year 1748 (according to
Sharpe’s peerage, 1750). In his youth he was somewhat
wild, and although kept under restraint by his father, he
managed to invest the large fortune left him by his mother
in securities that yielded him no return except twingings of
remorse and resolutions of change. Old Thomas Graham
died at Balgowan in the year 1766, two of his sons having
predeceased him, and left his son Thomas in full possession
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of the fine estate. His conduct on his father’s death bears
a marked resemblance to that of Liord Byron on the death
of his mother. The old gentleman with the advice of his
gardener, James Dow, had constructed a terrace of some
length on the south of the house, which did not meet the
approval of the young heir-apparent; and when his father
died and was buried, his first step was to take a spade and
commence levelling the terrace with his own hands. In
this he succeeded according to his exertions, the earth
offering no remonstrance. But when he went to discharge
the gardener, he found himself disagreeably superseded.
“ Your father, sir,” said the functionary, ‘ suspected that
you would treat me in this way, and he provided for me in
his settlement to an extent equal to all I now either need
or desire.” This unnerved the young laird, and the gar-
dener and his terrace remained long undisturbed. The
most marked feature of Thomas Graham’s early life was his
matchless horsemanship, and when in course of time he
became one of the Peninsular heroes, that feature—
common to them all—was necessarily intensified and con-
firmed. After making the grand tour, however, he settled
down as an improving agriculturalist, in which he showed
both skill and perseverance, and, as a matter of course,
gained success. He had acquired considerable taste in
literature and art too, under the tuition of James McPherson,
the translator of Ossian, who was his preceptor for three
years, and these tastes were afterwards evinced by his pat-
ronage of Gainsborough and by the fine library now the
property of Mr. Graham of Redgorton, his heir in succession.
I remember a very fine still-life picture by De Heem hanging
in the dining room at Balgowan, long after the house was
deserted and not a stick of furniture left, except an oak
table and a few chairs, where the farmers and others held
their carousal after a roup of wood or grass parks.

A most amusing story belongs to the second agricultural
era-of Lord Liynedoch’s life. He was an enthusiastic potato
grower, and a sort of rivalry had arisen between him and
his neighbours, Mr. Oliphant of Gask, and Lord Methven.
One year Mr. Spence of Murie distanced them all, and
being a bachelor, his own wants were small; so he mag-
nanimously resolved to send a sackful to each of his three
friends, Mr. Graham of Balgowan, Mr. Maxtone of Culto-
quhey, and Mr. Greme of Garvock. Accordingly next
JYriday he sent them by the carrier to Perth, with instruc-

c 2
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tions to forward. Each bag was accompanied by a note
announcing the gift and requesting the parties to send the
empty bags by return of carrier. Balgowan and Culto-
quhey sent thanks and empties at once ; but weeks passed,
and no word from Garvock. Now Garvock had three
unmarried sisters, past their teens, but rosy, and each of
them five feet eight inches high in her stocking soles ; and
when he received Mr. Spence’s letter, complaining of his
inattention, he despatched the following epistle by post.

¢ My Dear Sir,—I have been much too long in acknowledging your
kind present of potatoes. I do so now. By next carrier I shall send
the bag, and lest you should think my gratitude as empty as it, I

shall enclose one of my sisters. I remain, dear sir, your grateful
friend, &c.”

Next afternoon a boy on horseback rode up to the man-
sion house of Garvock, and handed in a letter addressed to
Mr. Greme, which that gentleman opened, and read as
follows :—

* Dear Sir,—Never mind the bag. Yours truly, &c.”

For some years after his father’s death Thomas Graham
lived with his mother at Balgowan, cultivating the good
opinion of a wide circle of friends, and taking a lead in all
local matters where prompt and spirited action was re-
quired, leaping the Pow on his brown hunter where it was
tifteen feet wide and twelve feet deep, and anon planting
trees with an iron dibble on the summit of Redhill.

In 1774 a change came. Charles, ninth Baron Cathcart,
had four beautiful daughters, Jane, Mary, Louisa, and
Catherine Charlotte, all amiable, handsome and accom-
plished. Three Perthshire wooers won the three eldest
sisters, and within two years each was installed in her
Perthshire home, Jane as Duchess of Athole, Mary as
Mrs. Graham of Balgowan, and Louisa as Countess of
Mansfield. For sixteen years Mrs. Graham was the belle
of all Perthshire assemblies. She contested the palm of
beauty on the floor and of grace in the saddle with her
neighbour Carolina Oliphant, and tradition yet points out
the scene of their feats on horseback.

The following quotation from a well-known letter ad-
dressed by Robert Burns to Josiah Walker, places the
Catheart family in a very interesting position of light and
shadow, and will be read when other memorials of them
are forgotten. Dated at Inverness, 5th September, 1787,
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after leaving Blair Castle. “The little angel band! I
declare I prayed for them very sincerely to-day at the Fall
of Foyers. I shall never forget the fine family-piece I saw
at Blair ;—the amiable, the truly noble duchess, with her
smiling little seraph in her lap, at the head of the table, the
lovely ‘olive plants,” as the Hebrew bard finely says, round
the happy mother ; the beautiful Mrs. Graham ; the lovely,
sweet Miss Cathcart (Catherine Charlotte), &e. I wish I
had the powers of Guido to do them justice ! ”’

The reception which the Cathcarts gave to the great
Scottish poet on his visit to Blair Castle furnishes one of
the most gratifying chapters in his life. He left them with
the most unfeigned reluctance; and so anxious were they
to have a few hours longer of him, that they sent one of
the servants to persuade his coachman to have a shoe
removed from one of the horses’ feet, in order to retard his
departure : but the man was incorruptible, and the strata-
gem failed. Mr, Walker, in a letter he shortly afterwards
sent to Burns, reminds the poet of a visit he had promised
to pay Mr. and Mrs. Graham of Balgowan, but in his reply
he takes no notice of it, and I do not think that it ever
occurred. Mr. Graham had just got possession of Lyne-
doch, and his lady, by way of tempting the poet, offered to
show him the graves of Bessie Bell and Mary Gray (not
““the bower,” as mentioned by Currie and Cunningham),
which lie in the bosom of that romantic estate. Mr. Cham-
bers seems to think that the poet visited Balgowan during
his stay at Auchtertyre, but I know that twenty years
afterwards there was no trace of him there either written
or traditionary. John Smitton, who lived at the Back-moss
of Balgowan seventeen years before the poet was born and
fifty years after he was dead, never heard of him being
either at Balgowan or Lynedoch. The lovely ¢ olive
plants,” to which the poet so touchingly refers, were Lady
Charlotte Murray, mother of the present Mr. Drummond,
of Megginch; Lady Amelia, mother of the present Viscount
Strathallan ; and Lady Elizabeth, mother of the late Sir
John Athole Murray McGregor, and grandmother of the
present Viscountess Stormont.
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CHAPTER V.
GENERAL LORD LYNEDOCH-—continued.

“The tear is in your e’e—was’t the pearly dew that sent it ?
It used na sae to be, Bonny Mary Graham.”
JAMES PARKER.

Mgr. anp MRs. GragAM, though occasionally abroad and in
London, lived much at Balgowan, he avoiding politics, and
attending to the interests of his fine estate, and his
amiable partner to those of their hospitable establishment.
Balgowan flourished apace; the neighbourhood felt the
presence of the handsome young pair, and for seventeen
years their mansion was the abode of taste, and their
finely-wooded park the envy of many whose possessions.
were tenfold greater. But, in the winter of 1791, the rose
upon the lady’s cheek began to fade, her eye to lose its
lustre, the light, elastic step to move wearily, the pouting
lip became flaccid and colourless, and she that was fore-
most in the dance, and sat lightest in the saddle, began to
cower and shrink before the spell of an insidious disease
that had struck into her woman’s bosom like a poisoned
dagger. The poor husband, to keep her up, affected not
to know what was coming on him ; but his affectionate eye
—sharpened by the resemblance she bore to her sister,
who died only eighteen short months before—watched the
fell disease in its heart-sinking development, without a ray
of hope or a well-founded prospect of better days to come.
This tried his courage with greater severity than all his
subsequent battles. He carried her to s warmer climate,
he exhausted every resource and tried every healing art ;
he hoped against hope ; but she faded away from life and
from him with as sure a step as the sun fades from the
dial ; and while sailing down the Mediterranean, accom-
panied by her husband and sister, and near the coast of
Provence, this amiable and much-prized lady took fare-
well of life, and left the partner of her troubles to a
widowerhood of fifty years’ duration.
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Miss Cathecart, who accompanied the now severed pair,
survived Mrs. Graham only two years; yet, singularly
enough, the other three members of the family, born alter-
nately with those now dead, lived all to a great age. The
Countess of Mansfield died in 1843, in her eighty-sixth
year; the Hon. Archibald, in 1841, aged seventy-seven;
and I remember William, first Earl Cathecart, riding into
Glasgow, when he was approaching eighty years, sitting
as upright and firm in his saddle as if he had been sen-
tinel at the Horse Guards. The two veterans died in the
same year,—Lynedoch 94, Cathcart 88.

A tale was long current after Mrs. Graham’s death, that
the three sisters being at dinner together, their healths
were drunk as ‘“The Duchess of Athole, the Countess of
Mansfield, and the Honourable Mrs. Graham of Bal-
gowan,” which the latter lady considered a pointed allusion
to her inferior position, and took so much to heart that
she fell into bad health and died in her thirty-fifth year.
But the story does not deserve credence, for she was
obviously as constitutionally delicate as she was personally
beautiful.

Mr. Graham was in his forty-second year when his wife
died ; and when he bent over her remains on that melan-
choly shipboard, it may have occurred to him that they
were divided by a very filmy essence, but the life of daring
adventure that yet lay before him extended over so many
long years that the short period of domestic happiness
spent with her at Balgowan became a mere dreamy episode
looming up through the clangour of arms, and touching
with soft remembrance the heart of the old soldier as he
galloped through the carnage that beset the path he had
chosen. He avoided Balgowan, he hid her portrait, he
seldom named her; but those about his person knew, that
from the day he parted with her at Parquerolle until they
again met i Methven churchyard, her memory was ever
recurring to him, as a thing of life hid in death, as a rose
on the lonely way-side, as a meteor that darts through the
sky and is lost for ever.

The fine estate of Lynedoch came into Mr. Graham’s
hands by purchase about the year 1784; and now, when
nearly one hundred years have passed, his hand is to be
seen 1n every corner of it. The American rhododendron is
planted in its most congenial soil; the Austrian briar is to
be seen in every hedge. He constructed a ¢ ride ” six miles
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in length, full of graceful undulations and romantic wind-
ings; he erected bridges of matchless workmanship, and
built a mausoleum for his lady and himself that may outlive
the Pyramids. The fine Douglasian pine, presently grow-
ing a little to the west of the site of Lynedoch Cottage,
was planted by him, and through kind nursing it has
become the parent of an offspring that cannot now be
counted. Rare shrubs, Scotch and Belgian roses, are still
to be seen lurking about corners of the old place, and
gigantic silver firs give solemnity to the scattered memo-
rials of bygone times.

‘When altering and enlarging the farm steading at Pitten-
dynie, he had ordered a sunk fence to be formed, leading,
by a gentle curve, from the gate on the public road along
the front of the dwelling-house, to the line of the west wing
of the steading. Riding over one morning, he found the
workmen ready to start with the job, but at a loss about
the precise curve which the fence was to take. He ordered
one of them to hand him the stakes, and without leaving
the saddle, he placed them as he rode along the imaginary
line, and after running his keen eye back over the graceful
row, he returned, galloping as if his horse and himself had
been one piece, and ordered the men to proceed. Indeed,
the country was full of tales about his feats of horseman-
ship, such as riding from Balgowan to Edinburgh and back
with a sixpence between the sole of his boot and the
stirrup-iron, and leaping a gate where there was a surmount
of spikes like an inverted portcullis, and leaving his horse
impaled while he called for a fresh one; but from what I
knew of the character of General Graham, I do not think
he was the man to condescend to such undignified and
cruel escapades. That he took long journeys on horseback,
like James the Fifth, is undoubted, but he never lost sight
of his position as a gentleman.

It was the general feeling about Balgowan and Lynedoch
that Mrs. Graham’s death caused her husband to desert
home, and proof of it is not far to seek. He was com-
paratively a young man, and while his fondness for land
and its amenities could not be dissipated, an heir to his
fine possessions must have been his ever dear wish ; but
Mrs. Graham had no children; and although a second
marriage might have brought him the desired object, his
domestic life was scathed, and he did not find himself
equal to the task of surrendermg the place in his heart
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which his deceased wife had so long held ; so, in the words
of James Duff,—
He has bidden adieu to Drumharvie glen,
Where the birch and the oak are growin’,
To the dark fir woods of Williamston,
And the braes o’ bonnie Balgowan.

After taking a few months to arrange affairs at his
changed home, Mr. Graham started on his travels, his aim
not well decided ; but the French revolution met him by
the way, and as his life, whatever it was to be, must be
active, he threw in his lot with the soldiery of his
country, and, impatient for action, went as a volunteer to
the defence of Toulon. His first fight had some interesting
associations. A few miles out to sea was the scene of his
wife’s death. A few miles further out, lay a small island
which had sent a small artilleryman to fight against him ;
while amongst his companions in arms was an unfledged
youth, of twenty-one, from Shropshire. The little artillery-
man afterwards disorganized the kingdoms of Europe;
and the Shropshire youth rose to be Commander-in-Chief
of the British Army, and to preside at the Horse Guards
while the little Artilleryman waited his first resurrection
beneath the turf at St. Helena.

The Government was slow to recognise in any way
Graham’s services as a volunteer; but having now chosen
the army as the business of his after life, he saw the
necessity of taking some decisive measures to obtain his
advancement. Within a year he raised a body of men
which, from doubtful beginnings, became one of the crack
regiments of the British service. Every available corner
was ransacked, and within a few months fifteen hundred
tatterdemalions were mustered on the North Inch of Perth.
Jail-birds, preachers, and pickpockets formed a large por-
tion of the raw material out of which Graham fashioned
‘“the gallant 90th.” He found it no easy task, however. He
flattered them at one time and threatened them at another;
fed them with roast oxen and regaled them with beer and
whisky until they rolled upon the grass; yet they deserted
his ranks in dozens, and as they went scampering over the
country, canny folks were afraid of them, and mothers
subdued refractory children by threatening to put them
among Balgowan’s Grey Breeks. Energetic generalship
and hard drill eventually reduced them to order; and,
from the campaign in Egypt to the fall of Sevastopol, the
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Perthshire Volunteers made the enemies of their country
feel their presence; thus illustrating what is now an
acknowledged fact, that the conquering power of the
British army depends as much on the way it is officered as
it does upon the intrinsic valour of its men. As long as a
man of the first generation forming the 90th Regiment
survived, they continued to sing the inspiriting lines,—
0! the Grahams, the gallant Grahams.
Wad the gallant Grahams but stand by me,
The dogs might douk in the Frenchman’s blude,
Ere a foot’s breadth I wad flinch or flee.

‘When the 90th was fairly embodied, Mr., now Colonel
Graham, appointed Rowland Hill whom he met at
Toulon, major. This appointment was noticed by the
latter officer, in his field notes, in the following soldier-
like way. ““In the early partof 1794 Mr. Graham raised a
regiment of infantry and offered me the majority of it, on
raising a certain quota of men. This I did.” From this
small beginning Hill raised himself by bravery and prudence
to the highest position in the British army. Monecrieff of
Culfargie became eventually Lieutenant Colonel of the 90th,
and did the regiment good service. The late Lord Ruthven
was also major in command of the same gallant regiment
while quartered at Athlone in the year 1803.

The duty I have prescribed to myself in this essay
does not lead me into the detail of Colonel Graham’s
bravery as a soldier, nor of his intrepidity as a com-
mander, these being matters of history, but two inci-
dents in his military career are so very characteristic of
his devotion to his country and to his friend, that I cannot
pass them over. While he was with the Austrian army at
the defence of Mantua the besieged were completely cut off
from the main body of the army and their commissariat
reduced to the last extremity. In this state of matters
Marshal Wiirmser held a council of war at which Colonel
Graham volunteered to carry the tidings of distress to the
commander-in-chief at Bassano a distance of fifty English
miles. Accordingly on Christmas-eve while the wind blew
great guns and drove the snow-drift round the TFrench
encampments, he wrapped an Italian military cloak round
his colonel’s uniform, and with marvellous audacity stole
from the classic fortress. By leaping walls, chopping
French, hood-winking sentinels and out-marching patrols,
he reached the outside of the French lines, but the country
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was studded with bivouacing foes, and for nine days he
struggled on, facing every difficulty, ferrying the Po and
fording the Secchia, preferring the entanglements of forest
and hedgerow to French sabres and a dungeon. At length
on the 4th day of January he laid his complaint before

General Alvinzi, but the star of Napoleon was in the
ascendant and the Austrian defeat at Rivoli laid open
Mantua to the conqueror.

Twelve years afterwards Colonel Graham was called upon
to take part in a drama, which, though alas ! very common
in ordinary life, is the dreaded penalty of the eargerly
sought battle field.

The circumstances attending the death and burial of Sir
John Moore, were not only mournful in themselves, but
they give rise to much adventitious sorrow through Wolfe’s
ever memorable lines. These lines have raised a halo round
that coffinless grave; they have made the ramparts at
Corunna more familiar to Scotchmen than the cave of
Macphelah or the tomb of Virgil. ‘“No soldier discharged
his farewell shot” over that hallowed sepulchre, but the
verses of the Irish curate will sustain its memory as long
as the language is either written or read.

Colonel Graham was thefallenhero’s principal aide-de-camp,
and his cousin, General Hope succeeded to the command.
General Hill, Colonel Anderson, Captain Hardinge, Sir
David Baird, Colonel Graham and Major Colborn, were
all near Sir John Moore’s person in the fatal hour. Sir
David Baird had been shorn of his left arm, but when he
heard of Moore’s dreadful wound he immediately despatched
his medical attendants to the citadel where his distinguished
superior had been carried by Graham, and his other aides-
de-camp. Hardinge was never absent from Moore’s side
from the time he fell wounded to his last dying struggle.
Graham rode away in search of medical assistance bust
before he returned his dying General missed him and
enquired anxiously. ‘¢ Are Colonel Graham and all aides-
de-camp safe?” On receiving an affirmative answer his
countenance brightened, but the intense pain and feeling
of hopelessness bore him down and after a few parting
words to his compassionating fellow-soldiers the great
General expired.

Colonel Graham, assisted by Major Colborn and the other
aides-de-camp, wrapped the body—in uniform as he died—in
his military cloak and a camp blanket and at the mid-hour
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of night carried it to Colonel Graham’s quarters, there to
await sepulture, but occasional distant shots showed that
the enemy—although utterly defeated-—were still lurking
about, and fearing that the remains of the beloved chief
might fall into their hands, a grave was dug, and before day-
break that scene was enacted on the ramparts of Corunna
lx)vhi'ch is familiar to us all as the sound of the church-going
ell.

As a politician Graham avowed himself of the Liberal
party, and all his life long acted consistently, though not
with energy enough to obtain prominence; no mental
exertion, unless coupled with physical action had charms
for him. If catholic emancipation could have been carried
by a tournament of arms he would have been first in the
lists. If reform in Parliament could have been obtained by
sound judgment in the study and martial strides in the
field, his aid would have been valuable beyond estimation ;
but to feats of eloquent suasion or the subtleties of political
debate he was by habit a stranger. In 1772 he made an
unsuccessful attempt to get into parliament for Perthshire,
but two years afterwards he married and betook himself
to the improvement of his estate. When Mrs. Graham
died however, he felt the necessity of more active life and
two years afterwards was unanimously.elected. Holding
his seat for four successive parliaments he withdrew in
1807, and plunged a second time into the Napoleonic war.
A few days after gaining the battle of Barossa he was again
nominated for the county of Perth, but his politics did not
meet the approval of the electors, and by a majority of
18 they returned his wife’s nephew, Mr. Drummond of
Strathallan. Sir Thomas Graham was not easily beaten,
however, and a year thereafter, while he was fighting under
the Duke of Wellington before Cuidad Rodrigo and had been
invested with the Order of the Bath, his friends in Perthshire
brought him forward for the seventh time, but Mr.
Drummond held his seat by a majority of 7, and Sir
Thomas Graham bade adieu to the electors of Perthshire.

After twenty years more of active service, he found his
health somewhat impaired, and made up his mind to retire.
The thanks of parliament had been twice tendered to him.
The Corporation of London had voted him the freedom of
the city enclosed in a gold box, and also presented him with
a gold-hilted sword. Edinburgh also made him a freeman,
and not to be behind her great southern rival, enclosed his
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diploma in a gold box. He had been created a peer of par-
liament, and voted a pension of £2,000 a year, which he
magnanimously declined. His praises had been said and
sung over the length and breadth of the land, as the hero
of Barossa and Vittoria. His portrait had been three times
painted by Sir Thomas Lawrence, and three times engraved.
Perthshire may well be proud of the portrait in the County
Hall. Few such masterpieces are to be found in provincial
towns; the only one I know approaching to it, as a work
of art, is that of the Earl of Kellie, by Wilkie, in the County
Hall at Cupar. The low atmosphere and stirring accesso-
ries give character to the figure of the hero himself, who
stands calm and meditative amidst the elemental war. The
likeness is excellent, and the pose of the figure suggestive
of determined courage. In drawing and colour this picture
is a model.

Amongst the many songs written on Lord Lynedoch’s
military career in Spain, the most popular was that by
‘William Glen, a poet and a contemporary. It brought the
author great fame, and when followed by ¢ Wae’s me for
Prince Charlie,” he was induced to publish a volume of
his poems and songs, which obtained a wide circulation.
For several years ¢ Vittoria” was sung in castle and in
hall, in the theatres, and eventually on the street, more
especially in Glasgow, the 7lst, or ¢ Glasgow regiment,”
having played a distinguished part, and its commander,
Colonel Cadogan, being slain in the very heart of the battle.
The following are the first and last verses :(—

Sing a’ye bards wi’ loud acclaim,
High glory gi’e to gallant Graham,
Heap laurels on our Marshal’s fame,

‘Wha conquered at Vittoria.
Triumphant, freedom smiled on Spain,
An’ raised her stately form again,

‘Whan the British lion shook his mane
On the mountains o’ Vittoria,

Ye Caledonian war-pipes play;
Barossa heard your Highland lay,
- An’ the gallant Scot show’d there that day

A prelude to Vittoria.

Shout to the heroes, swell ilk voice,

To them wha made poor Spain rejoice.

Shout Wellington an’ Liynedoch, boys,
Barossa an’ Vittoria.
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CHAPTER VI.

GENERAL LORD LYNEDOCH—continued.

“ Once more let us meet together,
Once more see each other’s face;
Then like men that need not tremble,
Go to our appointed place.”
‘WM. EDMONSTOUNE AYTOUN.

In those days the Balgowan parks were thickly studded
with trees, and for half a mile round the old mansion, oak,
clm, beech and plane of gigantic dimensions grew. Many
thousands of trees, each many tons weight, fell under the
hammer of Laurence Taylor, of Methven, between the years
1820 and 1830. One park on the east side of the estate had
a solitary oak standing in the middle of it which had with-
stood the force of many blasts. The stem of this solitary
forest-monarch was four feet in diameter, clear and beaten
round the root by the cattle, like a mill-gang. But the
longest journey comes to an end. There is a fiat to which
even hearts of oak must succumb. The terrible hurricane
of 1824 laid this warrior prostrate, and while passing
through the hands of the inexorable Lowrie, whisperings of
regret passed between John Smitton and Thomas Dickie
about the fall of Peter Sharp’s Oak.” The followinig
circumstance obtained for this fallen hero the flattering
ownership.

In the summer of 1809, when General Graham had
returned to Perthshire to recruit his shattered health after
the march on Corunna and the expedition to Walcheren,
the park in which stood this giant oak was in the occupancy
of a neighbouring farmer, who had placed in it, amongst
other cattle, a furious bull, which became the terror of the
district and the evil genius of trespassers. Peter Sharp, a
farmer at South Woodend, in the parish of Trinity-Gask,
had occasion to be at Methven on business, and wending his
way homeward, he took the shortest road by going angu-
larly through the parks of Balgowan. Peter was neither
reckless nor foolhardy, but he was courageous and daring,
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and had been all his life engaged amongst cattle. When he
came to the Oak Park he remembered its bellicose inhabi-
tant, but flattered himself that he might pass unobserved.
In case of an attack, however, he armed himself with a
piece of blackthorn, rather longer and thicker than a con-
stable’s baton; not that he thought himself, even so armed,
a match for the bull, but that he might not be quite
naked and helpless. Thus fortified, he gave a scrutinising
look round the park, and seeing nothing very near his route,
he leaped the fence and entered the domain of Taurus.
‘When he had nearly gained the middle of the park he saw,
with horror, the bovine fiend making directly towards him,
bellowing and tearing up the grass with his feet, and as an
additional terror, General Graham riding slowly along the
outside of the park hedge. He had no great dread of the
General, but he did not relish the idea of rushing into his
tender mercies, and before he had time to judge of the
nearest point of escape, the foe was upon him. His first
momentary impulse was to lay himself flat down in a
hollow and strike from him with the cudgel. But the dread-
ful horns tossing him about presented a terrible alternative,
and although he was no coward, he rushed at once to the
shelter of the tree, and fortunately reached it before his re-
solute enemy. ‘“When Greek meets Greek then comes the
tug of war:” General Graham saw the man’s peril and
pulled up, but he was powerless to help him ; the time was
past when he could wield single-stick; and what was worse,
the judgment matured by so many campaigns did not enable
him to advise the poor fellow what to do in the protection
of his life; but he raised himself in his stirrups to watch the
exciting combat. He had seen bull-baiting at Seville, but
here it was in good earnest at his own door. He had led a
charge of cavalry and conducted an escalade; but to out-
manceuvre this infuriated brute baffled all “ the orders of the
army.” Sharp cleverly kept the side of the tree opposite
to the raging foe, and, watching every motion, dodged and
evaded him, round the tree and round again, the defender
sometimes poking a blow at his assailant, but the thick
hide and well-clad ribs always rendering it innocuous. The
bull two or three times made a furious run at Sharp, but
missing him, went a long way past the tree before he could
check his impetus and return to the combat. This weak-
ened him, and Sharp, from dealing so many blows on the
unresisting air, began to show symptoms of fatigue and to
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act more on the simple defensive. When General Graham
saw this, he galloped up to an opening in the fence, and
shouted, ¢ Bravely done! Cover yourself and exhaust
him.” This drew off Sharp’s attention for an instant,
which gave the bull an advantage ; but the encouragement
strengthened his arm, and grasping the cudgel by the ex-
treme end, when the brute’s head came more fully round
the tree, he dealt him a tremendous blow across the bridge
of the nose, which made a crack like the bursting of a shell.
The bull gave a grand recoiling leap into the air, and turn-
ing tail, galloped across the park, blowing and snorting like
a harpooned whale, and so the battle ended. Sharp paused
before leaving his shelter, but eventually he got over the
fence in safety, and laying himself down on a green bank
fell sound asleep. General Graham rode slowly away with-
out saying a word to the conqueror, but many of his old
retainers heard him narrate the exciting story.

‘When Lord Lynedoch returned from the wars he was in
his sixty-sixth year, but thirty lay still before him, His
mode of living hitherto had been much too active to permit
his readily settling down to a country life. The saddle and
the field of battle acting upon a nature prone to active
adventure, wore out its domesticity, and no gipsy since the
days of Johnnie Faa put less value on the luxury of a painted
chamber and a pillow of down than Lord Lynedoch did on
the ordinary endearments of home. He liked company,
because it was stirring. He liked form, because he was a
soldier. In his latter-day journeyings over continental
Europe, the amenity of his darling Liynedoch was ever
present to him, and if ‘a plant of great beauty or rarity
came in his way it was at once despatched to Scotland, but
his personai presence would not obey the desire of his heart,
and thus, while meditating some important change at home,
his horse’s head was generally turned south. In 1767 I
find him admonishing Mr. Dow his gardener, and spade in
hand demolishing a terrace at Balgowan, and, nearly
fourscore years afterwards, I find him writing from London
to his gardener at Liynedoch in the following business-like
way —

HALLIDAY, London, 25th October, 1843.

I send you Mr. Lee's list of creeping plants for the banks of

the river near the bridge. You will mark those which you think best
suited for the purpose, and send back the list to me. LYNEDOCH.

and again four weeks before his death :
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HALLIDAY, London, 9th November, 1843.
There are some trees coming down, English elms, red flowering
horse chestnut, some scarlet thorns; the chestnuts are chiefly intended
for the approach, and the thorns for Thorny Hill. They will probably
be sent by the steamer which leaves this next Wednesday, so you will
be prepared to receive them, and have your mind made up as to the
places to plant them in, that they may be as short time as possible out
wof the ground. I have directed Mr. Lee to send at the same time the
creepers and other shrubs that you marked in their list, and half-a-
dozen plants of gold, silver, and other kinds of bay, recommended by
him, for which you will select suitable situations. The chestnut trees
should be put on the left hand side of the approach in going from the
house, a good many feet back, but of course in sight of the approach.
LyYNEDOCH.
Memorandum to be answered by Mr. Halliday: What is the girth of
the large silver fir in the pleasure ground west of the house at Lyne-
doch? State at three feet from the ground, and at six feet.

The girth of this fine tree is at present 10 feet 6 inches
at three feet from the ground and its estimated height
105 feet.

The signature to the last of the above letters gives evidence
of great debility, and as Lord Lynedoch survived its date
only 39 days it is probably the last he ever wrote. His great
coadjutor Viscount Hill died exactly a year before, and it is
remarkable evidence that rural affairs hold an important
place in the most active and lofty minds, that the last of
his letters ends thus. ““The pond is just finished: It has
occupied twelve or thirteen men every day and is considered
to be an excellent job.”

But the end had come. The gallant veteran who had
combated the ills of life for nearly a hundred years, and
whose course was broad, embracing the weal or woe of many
thousands of his fellow-men, must now gird up his loins and
go single-handed into a combat which mortal man never
gained. No courage, no stratagem, no appliance of judg-
ment, no prayers, no tears can shield from that last and
most terrible of combatants. In the midst of the struggle
Liord Liynedoch felt better, rose and was dressed, stepped
bravely through his apartment

Like a languishing lamp that just flashes to die.

But before the shadows of night fell he was laid, without
being undressed, across his bed with supports under his
limbs, and thus deprecating in death, as he had done in life,
the ordinary comforting resources of our poor humanity
the ¢ daring old man ” expired.

In early life Lord Liynedoch was a handsome man. Tall,

D
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square-shouldered and erect, his limbs sinewy and moulded
like iron. In complexion dark, with full eyebrows, remark-
ably firm set lips, and open benevolent air. The late James
Moncrieff who was ‘“ minister’s man” at Redgorton during
the advent of Mrs. Graham, always spoke with enthusiasm
of the ‘“matchless pair,” but the last time I saw Lord
Lynedoch he was sitting in the corner of a large open
carriage, a mere shadow of the man I had known thirty
years before, although even then by no means a young man.
The sight to me was painful beyond expression. The
sympathising spirit must partake of this awful decay. Is
this the gallant Graham ? Long life, are these thy terms ?
Mental death in the grave, or physical death on the earth.

Nihil semper floret.

CHAPTER VII.

GENERAL SIR DAVID BAIRD.

4 Virtue and vice are often found in combination; valour and vice, never.”—LAVATER.

Few men of his time filled a broader space in the public eye
than Sir David Baird. On the battle-field his sword was
the sharpest. While holding his own as a citizen of the
world he was ever forward in promoting schemes for the
public good, and at the domestic hearth his heart and hand
were open and liberal. His early life does not properly
come under the scope of these domestic annals. They must
be restricted to his character as a retired army officer, or
rather to the impression he made on his contemporaries as
a domicilian of the County of Perth; but to those now
living, fifty years after his time, a few words on his
military career will make these passages in his subsequent
life easier understood.

Sir David was the second son of William Baird Esq., heir
to his cousin Sir John Baird of Newbyth. He entered the
army as an ensign in 1772, and when the war in the
Carnatic broke out, he was Captain Baird of the 73rd,
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fighting under the command of Sir Hector Munro. The
annals of hand-to-hand combat at Culloden or Inkerman,
do not countain any more. marked instances of personal
bravery than those shown by Baird, Baillie and Fletcher,
when, with their handful of men, they were surrounded by
the multitudinous host of Hyder Ali at Conjeveram.
They fought for an hour and a half with their swords, after
their artillery and entire ammunition had been destroyed by
an explosion in the midst of their own force; Colonel
Fletcher was eventually slain, and Baird with four sabre
wounds, was consigued along with Colonel Baillie and the
other officers to a dungeon at Seringapatam, where they
were chained together in pairs. Sir David, as commander of
grenadiers was especially obnoxious to Hyder Ali, and his
punishment was carefully attended to. It was during this
confinement that his mother, according to Sir Walter Scott,
exclaimed when she heard of it, “ Pity the poor man who
is chained to our Davie,” alluding it is alleged to his wild
restlessness when a boy.

Those who knew both Sir David Baird and his mother,
ewmphatically deny the truth of this story, and its predictive
sympathy is little in accordance with the following circum-
stances. Sir David Baird, Colonel Baillie, Lieutenant
Lucas and the other prisoners were first chained together
in couples, but afterwards they were loaded individually
with fetters and every indignity which cruelty could devise,
Baird’s wounds were unhealed, and those in his limbs were
festering to a degree that was fast undermining his consti-
tution and threatening his life. After the unfortunate
companions had been some time in confinement, the Myar
made his appearance one day, bearing with him fetters
weighing nine pounds each, which were destined for the
unhappy prisoners ; resistance was useless and they sub-
mitted to their fate. DBut when the Myar came to Sir
David, one of the officers, Lieutenant Luucas, sprang forward
and urged the cruelty of manacling limbs festering with
wounds, from one of which the ball had been so recentl
extracted, that he doubted not death would be the result of
such treatment To these representations the Myar replied
that the Circar had sent as many fetters as there were
prisoners and that they must all be put on ; «Then” said the
noble officer ““put a double pair on me that Captain Baird
be spared wearing them.” Even the Myar, though used to
scenes of human misery, was moved at this act of self-

D2



36 PERTHSHIRE IN BYGONE DAYS.

devotion and consented that the matter be referred to the
Kedadar, who would open the book of fate. Fortunately for
Captain Baird the book of fate was propitious, the irons
were dispensed with, and this brave officer, then a mangled
captive in the dungeons of Seringapatam, was spared to
become on a future day its conqueror and temporary
master. Hyder Ali himself died soon after this, and to
Sir David Baird fell the melancholy office of lifting his
son, Tippoo Saib’s dead body from amidst an ocean of blood
at the very door of the dungeon, that had been the scene of
such heartless cruelties.

During the first year of the present century news were
not quite so rapidly transmitted as they are now in the
seventy-ninth; war messages that took months on their
journey are now sped in a less number of hours. While
the British forces in Egypt were contesting every inch of
ground with those of Napoleon Bonaparte, the home
authorities ordered a portion of the army of India, and a
division of infantry and horse from the Cape of Good Hope
to come to their relief, but before their arrival Sir Ralph
Abercrombie and General Hutchinson had driven the
French out of Egypt. The command of the Indian force
was much coveted by Colonel Wellesley, but before he arrived
from Ceylon, where he was in command, Sir David Baird
was appointed. When they arrived at Jiddah on the Red
Sea and met the Cape detachment, they were informed that
the British army had left and that there were no transports
nearer than Malta.

Thus thrown upon his own resources, Sir David Baird
pushed on with his large force to Alexandria, there to await
means of transport. The following quotation from The
Autobiography of Andrew Pearson, a Peninsular Veteran,
showshow they were employed by theirenergetic commander.
“ When we had no battles to fight, our General (Sir David
Baird), thought he should give what to some of us would
provemore congeniallabour. Largefatigue parties, consisting
of 1,000 men, were sent out daily with the view of removing
Cleopatra’s Needle to the banks of the Nile and thence to
England, by a large ship which had been cut open at the
stern to admit the Needle. We built wharves opposite little
Pharos ; but before we had the cargo brought down they
were swept away in a night. Not at all daunted by this
disappointment, we set to work and built others, but on a
more substantial principle than the former. We had our
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wharves completed before the fatigue parties were able to
bring the Needle to the embankment. The manner in
which it was moved along was by placing wooden rollers
under it, made for the purpose.

Notwithstanding all the money and labour which was
expended in constructing the wharves and bringing the
wonder to the ship’s side, it baffled all our ingenuity
and strength to pull it on board. Each engineer had hig
own opinion as to how the work was to be completed, but
one plan after another proved equally unsuccessful. Com-
pletely non-plussed and chagrined, we were ordered to take
back what would have been such a curiosity in England, and
leave it where we found it. This was rather too much for
our strength and good nature ; and after drawing it about
a hundred yards from the wharves we left it, and there it
lies at the present day.”

A few more years of life, and this ¢ Peninsular Veteran”
would have seen the Needle, so bafiling to their engineering
skill, set on end in the heart of the City of London, and one
of greater magnitude, though unfortunately not a monolith,
erected to their commanding officer’s memory in the midst
of the Grampian hills.

Sir David afterwardsdistingnished himselfat Pondicherry,
at the Cape of Good Hope, and latterly at Corunna, where
his left arm was cut off by a cannon ball, immediately on
his taking the command after Sir John Moore fell. But
after the appointment of the Marquis Wellesley to the
Governor-generalship of India, the Duke of Wellington
superseded Baird in the east, and afterwards, by his great
talents as a commander, carried it so high in the wars of
the French revolution, that Baird yielded reluetantly to the
current, and after receiving for the fourth time, the thanks
of Parliament, he formed a matrimonial alliance with Miss
Anne Campbell Preston, and abandoning the soldier’s
more active life, retired in 1809 to live in quiet, on her fine
estate in Perthshire.

In 1819, I met at Glasgow,- Captain Campbell, a retired
Indian officer, one of the finest old men I ever knew. His
house was on the west side of the Kelvin at Partick, and
was named Moorpark.

This truly amiable man had many interesting reminis-
cences of the war in the Mysore, especially of the escalade
at Seringapatam. He was the first man of the storming
party who entered the breach, and while they were
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scrambling across the wall, one of Tippoo’s men came
boldly towards Baird with his drawn sword. He allowed
him to come within arm’s length, when with one stroke
of his sabre he sent the sword and the hand which
held it spinning across the moat like clippings from a
hedge. Campbell represented Sir David as a powerful and
brave soldier, strict in duty, but much esteemed by those
under his immediate command and highly respected by his
brother officers.

‘When Miss Preston was about to be married to Sir
David Baird, she sent William Robertson the hedger, who
knew the tenants well, to invite them all to the marriage.
“You will not only invite them, but you will arrange fully
with them how they are to come, and be able to tell me all
about it when you return. Any of them that have gigs will
come in them, those who have no gigs will come on horse-
back, and those who cannot come on horseback will come
in a cart, and any poor body that has neither horse nor
cart, tell them I will send the carriage for them—only see
that they do come.”

The marriage ambassador had a peculiarity when assent-
ing to anything said to him; he did not do it with the
usual ““yes”— < just so,”—or ¢ precisely,”—but with
“Immediately, O! immediately.” I remember him well
as he came round on his hymeneal mission ; a tall square-
built, loquacious man, very precise in his movements, and
in the present case, necessarily well bred. He was dressed
in a green frock-tailed coat with brass buttons, drab
breeches and leggings, a hat somewhat stinted of brim,
but of vast altitude, and a stick in his hand, the crook of
which bespoke his important embassy; my father was
ill and in bed, but received the gracious message, expressing
great fears of being able to attend the wedding. The
envoy urged the great importance of the business, and when
leaving, my father said, ¢Tell Miss Preston that I will yoke
a cart and bring my wife and bairns all in a bundle.”
“Immediately ! immediately!” The invalid gave himself
a turn in his bed, and remarked, ¢ Miss Preston has waited
a long time but she seems in a terrible hurry at last.” The
Plenipo did not see the personality of the joke, but replied,
“Oh no! no hurry, three weeksisa long time.” I will get
better in time if I can,” said the invalid; ¢ But if I do not
she will require to come and bury me.” ¢ Immediately!
immediately!” said the sub-grandee, and left.
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CHAPTER VIIL
GENERAL SIR DAVID BAIRD—continued.

“ And when he feasted all the great, he ne’er forgot the smalL.”—PoPULAR BALLAD.

My first meeting with Sir David dwells on my memory as
an illustration of the interest which men of real greatness
take in the little incidents of life, and a proof that although
they are much above ordinary men in conduct they
recognise with greater readiness all the little distinctions
in the various classes of society as accidental more than
real. During a severe storm in the early spring of 1813,
while the ground was covered with snow and the roads with
ice, I met Sir David and Lady Baird at the crossing of the
Perth Road and the Highlandman’s Loan. Lady Baird
carried a staff six feet long with a steel pike in the end to
assist her footing on the ice, and held on to her husband’s
solitary arm, as if she had been afraid that some frozen pool
would open and swallow him alive.

I would no doubt have been allowed to pass, but I lifted
my bonnet with profound reverence to the great General, a
civility in so small an urchin, which he could not allow to
pass, and halting he said loudly but softly, ¢ Well ! you
have been at Crieff,”—* Yes Sir.”—Loooking into my little
basket, ¢ you have bought some toys,”—* Yes, a jumping
Jack for my little brother.” ¢ Where do you come from ?”’
—<From the Craig of Madderty.” ‘Who is your father?”
«“John Drummond.”—¢Oh indeed ! and how is your father?”
—He is not any better.” <« Well!” said Sir David with
a soldier’s oath, ‘he will never be better till he takes what
I ordered him,—tell him so.” This prescription my father
characterised as, ‘‘a mixture of gunpowder and calomel,
fit to purge a cannon.” Lady Baird said, *“Come away
Sir David,” but he held on and enquired, ‘ Are you at
school 2”—*“ Yes, sir.”—* Are you a good scholar?”’—no
reply. ‘“Can you spell equipoise?”—*Yes.”—“0, Sir David,
why do you ask him such a difficult word as that?”’ enquired
Lady Baird. ‘I once asked an English sergeant belonging
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to one of my regiments in India to spell equipoise; he made
no attempt at spelling, but blurted out, ‘I never knew them
General. I knew the Sepoys very well, but the equis must
be some raw-bones.”” ¢ Come away, Sir David,” said the
impatient dame, but he took his own time, and observing
the corner of a pamphlet sticking out from below a parcel
in my store, he said, *You have got a book, too,”—Yes.”
“Whatis it ?” ¢ The adventures of George Buchanan,” T
replied. “Who was he ?” enquired Sir David.” ¢ He
was commonly called the King’s fule.” *“You'llnot get much
wisdom from him,” said the General, and stalked away.
This was all very well, but when he came shortly afterwards
with his single gamekeeper to what we called *“ the pootin,”
he passed without taking the ‘least notice of me, which I
thought an awful cut.

The man who has been long disciplined to any office,
retains its impress many years after its duties have been
laid aside. The discharged soldier walks the street square-
built and with measured tread ; the sailor, with his hands
clutching the hawser, and redolent of salt water and
expectoration ; the tradesman, with his shoulders still bent
to their old office.

In every transaction in which Sir David Baird engaged
himself in his new position, the great difficulty with him
was, how to square his proceedings to the circumstances.
He had no idea of being placed, in the ordinary business
of life, as simply one of two parties. He could neither
suggest, nor recommend, nor haggle ; but order, and have
it done. He did not always succeed in having these
soldier-like commands obeyed outside of his own roof;
neither did they lead to any great difficulty with the
tenants on his estate, because they found it was more in
the manner than in the matter.

Farmers are generally very reticent in their affairs,
especially when overtaken by disaster; and when the
calamitous 1826 smote the occupiers of light soils to the
earth, the tenants on the estates of Ferntower and Dub-
heads made a sort of tacit arrangement to retain 20 per
cent. of their rents until it was ascertained what the
tenants on neighbouring estates did under the same cir-
cumstances, whether able to pay in full, or otherwise.
My father kept back thirty pounds, pleading the poverty
resulting from failure of crop, without in any way signify-
ing that he had made a final payment. Within a very few
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weeks after the audit, he was standing amongst the other
farmers in the Square of Crieff,when Sir David came riding
past. When he observed my father, he made no movement
towards him, neither did /he signal him in any way, but,
tightening his rein, he cried out, in a voice loud enough for
the siege of Seringapatam, ‘ Drummond! when are you
coming to pay your arrears?” My father went forward and
said, quietly, It is hardly fair, Sir David, to expose my
poverty before all these men.” ¢ Oh! for that matter,
Drummond, you can bring them all with you when you
come.” The soldier does not crave in single file, but in
battalions. .

The Ferntower tenants did get a small abatement upon
terms of instant payment of the difference. This they all
accomplished. Whereas upon a neighbouring estate no
abatement was offered, but large arrears allowed to lie
over; the consequence of which was, that while the former
were able to hold on to their leases, the latter fell away
one by one, overwhelmed by subsequent accumulations,
until the entire estate fell into the hands of new tenants.

The management of the estates of Ferntower and Loch-
lane had been long in Lady Baird’s own hands; and much
as she esteemed her liege lord, occasional exigencies arose,
where the old supremacy would crop up. Sir David knew
well how to overcome these scruples without giving
offence.

During the winter of 1816, a hurricane from the south-
west levelled a great number of fine larches that grew on
the face of the Knock hill, immediately behind the house.
‘While the devastation was being surveyed, Lady Baird
fretted greatly; but when the inspecting party came to a
gigantic tree that had fallen along the ring-fence and
smashed two entrance-gates, her temper gave way, and she
ordered the wood-forester to have two new gates and
fencing made out of the identical tree, ¢ As a warning to
all trees,” chimed in Sir David.

Shortly afterwards, Charles Ross came to Sir David, and
whispered to him, that if it would not offend her ladyship,
there were two new gates and as much fencing as would
repair the damage, lying at the Dryton. He was answered,
“ Get them put up at once, and we will reason the matter
with her.” A few days after, when all was put to rights,
and Ross examining the job, Sir David and Lady Baird
approached, the lady looking surprised, and the old soldier
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with one side of his face grave, and the other showing
symptoms of suppressed merriment. When the irate lady
saw the gates up, and the delinquent tree only turned out
of the way, she said, loftily, “ Mr. Ross, why have my
orders been disobeyed ? ” The baronet came to the rescue,
but instead of pleading the fact of the two gates being
ready, he said, in a conciliatory tone, ¢ Lady Baird, why
would you punish the tree? It has suffered enough. If
you want to be revenged on the real transgressor, you
should get two gates made out of the wind.” Thus dis-
concerted, the lady thrust her arm into that of her husband,
and carried him off. The two strangers from the Dryton
were afterwards named respectively ¢ the Woody Gate ”
and ““ Windy Gate.”

Lady Baird was an exceedingly clever woman, and con-
ducted her business in a very sharp way; charitable or
otherwise, she never lost sight of what she was about; she
gave of her means, but she knew how. One cautious
instance occurred with James Smith the Madderty poet;
James was getting old and frail, and while superintending
the sinking of a narrow well at a neighbonring farm, he
lost his balance and fell to the bottom, doubled up like a
carpenters’ rule. Work was out of the question after this
scratching, so application was made to Lady Baird for
relief. Her answer was, “I am sorry for James, but I
must see him before I can do anything for him.” ¢ Heis
not able to come to Ferntower, my lady.” ¢ Then I shall
go to see him.”  But she was thought long in coming, and
the neighbours bundled the poet into a cart amongst straw
and groans and sent him off to Ferntower, for inspection ;
arriving safely, they carried him into the servants’ hall, and
announced the arrival to Lady Baird. Down she came,
and fixing her eye-glass, she scrutinised him with as con-
fident an air as if she had been Sir Robert Liston.
“ What do you feel wrong, James? you do not seem to have
suffered much injury.” ““Ah!” said the suppliant in a
querulous voice, “it’s internal, my lady.” ¢ Yes, James,
internal,—yes, internal—then I suppose an internal remedy
will be best. Give him his dinner, William, and when he is
done I shall take another look at him.” James deprecated
food, but through great persuasion he ate his dinner, and
when Lady Baird came down-stairs she found him much
revived. ‘‘ You are better, James; all you want is nourishing
food.” “That is all, my Lady, if I had got a moderate
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supply of that, your ladyship would not have seen me here
to-day.” For once her ladyship was discomfited, and
making a virtue of necessity, she put a pound note in the
poet’s hand, and said she would be glad to hear of his
recovery.

While Sir David was commmander of the forces in
Ireland, Lady Baird paid a visit to Scotland, and an
additional coachman was required; amongst other appli-
cants for the office, Patrick Byrne presented himself at Kil-
kenny. The butler announced Patrick, and Sir David’s first
question was ¢ What likeishe ?”” ¢ A tall, broad-shouldered,
handsome man,” he was answered. ¢ Where has he been
latterly?” enquired the General. ‘“He has been twelve
months with Colonel O'Donovan at Madison, County
Clare,” was the reply. *“ Has he a certificate of character 2’
““Yes, Sir David, but he is slow to show it.”” ¢ That looks
ill, send him in.”

‘When he appeared, Sir David looked narrowly at him,
and said, “Well, Patrick! Colonel O’Donovan must have
given you a certificate of character when you left his
service.” ““Yes, sor.” “‘Let me see it.” *‘Oh, sor! I was
discharged for a small wakeness, but I am now cured of it
entirely,” said Patrick, handing over the certificate, which
the General read aloud. ¢ These certify that Patrick Byrne
has been coachman with me for twelve months. He is kind
to his horses, (‘“all right,”) a capital whip, (“very good,”)
but he has always cheated me when he got an opportunity.”
“There is nothing in that,” said Sir David, ¢ give him no
opportunity John, and d—n bim if he cheats me.”

One morning, while Charles Ross was land-steward at
Ferntower, John Pardoe—a faithful domestic—came into
the business-room, while Sir David and Ross were together,
saying that the coachman was leaving and would be
obliged to Sir David for a character. ¢ What is he going
to do with a character, is he not going to Monzie ?” ¢ Yes,
Sir David, but he may need it afterwards.” ¢Send him
here at once.” Coachie presented himself, and the old
General, after looking at him up and down, said, “ A
character! yes to be sure, give him a good character
Ross. He is a good looking fellow, give him an excellent
character.” i

Ross was not always so fortunate himself. It was his
prescribed duty to see Sir David at seven o’clock on
Thursday evening after returning from the weekly market



44 PERTHSHIRE IN BYGONE DAYS.

at Crieff. On one occasion he remained rather too long
after dinner, and when he reached Ferntower, he felt him-
self very unfit to meet the sharp eye that had detected
so many false movements. No help for it, in he went, and
got through the business wonderfully well, but in turning
to leave the room, he stumbled and fell; in an instant he
was on his feet and looking about—as all Scotchmen are
said to do—to see what made him stumble, Sir David, at
once saw the pawkie design, and remarked, ‘It is not so
much your feet as your head that is at fault, Ross.” ]
Sir David had a tenant of the good old school, one of
those who would abuse his neighbour as if he had been
fashioned by the finger of Satan himself; but if you
opened your mouth to decry the weather, although it were
blowing the roof off your house, it was ¢ interfering with
the mercies of Providence,” as if man were less the object
of providential mercy than the wind or the rain. One very
late and very wet harvest, Sir David went shooting over
this tenant’s farm, and found him busy setting up dripping
stooks that had been blown over in a storm the night
before. “Very coarse weather,” said the soldier. The
tenant could not see a chance of giving a captious answer,
and with reluctance said, “Yes, very.” Sir David added,
«T am afraid you will be a loser if this continues.” This
was a puzzling remark for the tenant. He saw a fair
opportunity of suggesting a reduction of rent on the one
hand, and on the other a chance of parading his sancti-
mony; the latter carried it, and he replied, “It’s a’ in
gude hands—it s a’ in gude hands.” Sir David assented,
and went on his way. A week after, while going over the
same ground, he found his tenant again amongst the same
stooks, which by this time were black and green. The
straight-forward soldier said, * This is really dreadful;
unless a change of weather comes speedily, you will lose
your crop altogether.” Here was another chance of throw-
ing in a hint; and he did it by saying, *“ We will that.”
But the old leaven cropped up, and he added, ““ But its a’
in gude hands—it s a’ in gude hands.” 8ir David Baird
was no scoffer ; but this everlasting palaver, together with
some misglving as to the tenant’s personal exertions,
irritated him, and he said, loudly, ‘“ The sooner it changes
hands the better.” :
He had no occasion to complain of this dissimulatio
when he came to the farm of Dubheads, where my father
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was tenant. Perhaps he found the candour a little too
forcible. The square tower erected over the family man-
sion by Sir David, furnished him with a more lofty name
to it than any by which it had been hitherto known. Irom
family rent receipts I find it spelt, in 1745, by William
Roy, Farmton: in 1748, by Ch. Campbell, Fernton; in 1751,
by John Menzies, the proprietor, Fernten; in 1775, by
Anne Menzies, the proprietrix, Ferntown; in 1787, by Dr.
Malcolm, Madderty, who collected the rents, Fernton,; from
1800 to 1815, Farmtown; subsequently, Ferntower.

The roof of the tower erected by Sir David was originally
composition ; and from some fault, either in the material
or workmanship, it leaked very much. On a shooting
excursion, he complained to my father about it, which gave
the latter an opportunity of throwing out a hint that could
not be mistaken. ¢¢Oh, indeed, Sir David ! the roof o’ my
ain house is a great deal waur than that, for it begins to
drap an hour before the rain comes on, and continues an
hour after it is fair.,” This was too much for the laird, and
he rode away. He had not gone far, when, following his
pointers, he went into the middle of a field of ripe barley.
His gamekeeper did not follow; and when he was asked
the reason, his reply was, *‘If I go in there, they will shoot
me.” Sir David made no question whatever about title or
no title, but at once came out of the barley, saying, “I am
as easily shot as other people.”

CHAPTER IX.
GENERAL SIR DAVID BAIRD—-continued.

“Soldier, rest! thy warfare o'er,
Dream of fighting fields no more,
Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking,
Morn of toil, nor night of waking.”
SIR WALTER SCOTT.

Tor a long series of years Sir David Baird held high rank
amongst the proprietors of Upper Strathearn, his presence
always valued, and his opinions always respected. But in



46 PERTHSHIRE IN BYGONE DAYS.

the autumn of 1829, when this hero of so many fights, had
long passed the threescore years and ten, he was summoned
to fight the battle which has an unvarying termination.
He had witnessed death in many shapes, and when his own
turn came, he met the inexorable foe with christian
equanimity. His robust constitution enabled him to hold
out longer in the final struggle than a weaker man ceuld
have done, . but yield he must, and on the 18th of August,
the windows of Ferntower house were darkened, and the
haunts of the old man of war saw no more of him.

Sir David did not engage himself much in the public
business of the country, but in all local matters his purse
and his influence were ever ready. He was an assiduous
supporter of the Established Church, and took a very deep
interest in the affairs of his own immediate parish. So
sensible were the parishioners of Crieff of his generous acts,
that they placed a tablet to his memory, with an elaborate
inscription over the door of the church; and the devoted
widow now that she had lost her hero in substance, set herself
to consecrate his shadow. She already possessed his present-
ment in marble by Macdonald, and on canvas by Raeburn,
but a more lasting memorial than either of these must be
had, and the granite obelisk on the top of T'om-a-Chastil was
projected. This noble column bade fair to carry the
memory of the great soldier through many ages of the
world, but while I am in the midst of this writing, a
stroke of lightning has rent it from top to bottom. This
circumstance awakens many regrets. The scene pre-
sented in this unrivalled valley by the combination of
nature, in her most picturesque form, with art after two
thousand years of refinement, is likely to be broken up.
Lady Baird took steps to burden her estate with a sum
sufficient to keep this column in repair, but the law of entail
interfered, and it is now left to the mercy of the destructive
elements, with little prospect of restoration. Its origin
may be thought an instance of extravagant personal de-
votion, but its disappearance from the landscape would be
a public calamity. The opening to Upper Strathearn with
the groups of rugged hills—distant and near—surrounding
it, and the obelisks to Baird and Melville shooting up from
their picturesque rocks in the green valley may be
equalled in some corner of the world, but where? Some
men affect such an extreme regard for nature in her
primitive form, that any appropriation of her graceful
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curves to purposes of architectural art is characterised as
vandalism. This false philosophy has been applied to the
Baird and Melville monuments, and with greater unction
to that to Wallace on the Abbey Craig at Stirling. The
latter is, to many people, objectionable as an attempt to
revive an obsolete landmark. This is the same kind of
objection as the Frenchman in England has to being
domiciled at the Waterloo Hotel. The objection to the site
is better founded, albeit only in degree. The people of
ancient and mediseval times never placed their monuments
in a hollow, but on some ¢ heaven-kissing hill;” and the
landscape painter often finds a straight line of essential
service. Besides, rugged nature is always most cherished in
presence of civilisation. A walk up the Sma’ Glen on a
summer morning will gratify the most ardent admirer of
nature in her moods of asperity, but he will find the inn at
Corrymuckloch, with its square walls, a welcome physical
adjunct.

In 1832 the obelisk was erected, and the village of St.
Davids in the parish of Madderty founded. The life, by
Theodore Hook, followed, and for two or three years
afterwards it was thought that Lady Baird would allow the
memory of her deceased husband to rest in peace; but in
the autumn of 1834, Sir David Wilkie paid a visit to
Ferntower and Taymouth Castle, and during his stay an
arrangement for a picture, on a grand scale, of the taking of
Seringapatam, was entered into. Eventually it took the
shape of the finding of Tippoo’s body, a real incident of the
siege ; Wilkie was delighted with the subject, and naturally
proud of the tendered fifteen hundred guineas. But from
what I learned from my friend Captain Campbell ten years
before, I think they took a wrong view of the incident.
Sir David Baird showed marked symptons of depression
when he came to look uponthe lifeless body of his
foe, which lay very near the door of the dungeon where he—
Baird—had suffered a protracted imprisonment. The com-
bination, was, no doubt touching, and calculated rather
to depress than elevate a sensitive mind; yet Wilkie, in
writing to Lady Baird on the Tth of August 1835, while
the picture was in progress, says ‘I have been giving more
animation and command to his figure.” To represent a
great General in the moment of victory with his enemy at
his feet, as animated and exulting is not in the best
possible taste, and is little characteristic of Sir David Baird.
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The fact seems to have been lost sight of, that he was
not only a brave soldier, but a tender-hearted and im-
pressionable man ; and however little he might be disposed
to yield to the dictates of his better nature in the midst of
a hand-to-hand contention for country, character, and life,
yet when searching for the mutilated remains of a heroic
foe, little likely to assume trampling grandeur of manner,
or even momentary animation. A circumstance well known
to Lady Baird, and no doubt communicated by her to Sir
David Wilkie, presents unequivocal proof that they had
sunk the man in the hero, at the moment when the hero
would be sunk in the man. The night after the siege and
fall, the children of Tippoo were placed for safety in one of
the royal mansions, and to protect them from the exasper-
ated soldiery, Sir David ordered a carpet to be spread
outside the door, and, without removing his uniform, he
threw himself on it and slept till morning.

But it is impossible to avoid believing that Rasburn and
‘Wilkie, especially the latter, were greatly influenced by
Lady Baird in the action of their respective pictures.
Soldier-like grandeur she claimed for Sir David in whatever
situation he was placed, regardless altogether of dramatic
consistency and the difficulty an artist must encounter in
preventing this personal grandeur violating his simpler
accessories. In Raeburn’s portrait the right hand is held
aloft in stern command, whilst there is nothing to command
except a lowering atmosphere and a desolate landscape;
besides this, in order to give the figure a jaunty, yet firm
air, the artist has bent the right limb to absolute deformity,
producing a violent line, disturbing the pose of the figure
and compromising the fine broad character of the picture.
This fault is aggravated by the heavy shadow thrown on
the lower portion of the figure. The head is painted as
only Raeburn could paint the human head, exquisite in
drawing and colour, and, as a likeness, perfect.

In Wilkie’s grand picture, the figure of Sir David Baird is
drawn out beyond the license conceded to art; and in
aggravation the helmet is stuck on the top of his head as
no man could wear it. Sir James McGregor pointed out
this to Wilkie, and he mentioned the circumstance to Lady
Baird; but it was not altered, because her ladyship pre-
ferred the exhibition of the hero’s fine forehead to the
consistency of a great historical picture. Wilkie himself
was so proud of his dashing commission and, naturally, so



SIR DAVID BAIRD. 49

deferential to Lady Baird, that, to meet her views, he
yielded points destructive of this otherwise great work of
art. It must be admitted that the subject was rather
beyond Wilkie’'s powers. It is not in human genius to
achieve the miracles in domestic art which he has achieved,
and yet be equal to a subject demanding lofty powers
and a deep sense of the relative actions of men in the midst
of conflict. Wilkie felt this, and although he could nof
obey his own conception in the main figure, he did so in
the subordinates. The 71st Highlander, holding the torch,
is gazing into the abyss with that subdued, eager look,
which any man would naturally assume while engaged in
such a solemn search. The wish may appear sacrilegious,
but in looking at the picture it has often occurred to me,—
This Highlander transferred to a small canvas, and titled,
“The soldier in search of his missing comrade,” would be
an inestimable treasure. The expression, colouring, and
more especially the foreshortening of this figure cannot be
surpassed.

Lady Baird’s devotion to the memory of her deceased
husband became the passion of her widowed life. She
grudged no amount of money if it was duly consecrated to
that all-absorbing object. The great picture by Wilkie,
together with the supplementing of the life by Theodore
Hook, and the engravings by Hodgetts and Burnet, cost
her three thousand pounds; and the granite obelisk on
Tom-a-Chastil other fifteen thousand. Ferntower House
was strewed with reminiscences of the deceased general.
The great  Tippoo ” stood on the drawing-room floor, reach-
ing to the ceiling. In the dining-room was the portrait by
Raeburn, here golden trophies from Seringapatam, and
there a basket-hilted sword from Corunna. The noble bust
by Lawrence Macdonald changed places as the light of
summer succeeded the darkness of winter. These interest-
ing objects were kept under constant surveillance, and if a
fly was discovered perching on any one of them, it had cause
to regret its presumption, if it escaped with the power of
regretting anything. Whatever freedom was used with the
other fine things in Ferntower House, these were to be held
sacred, and in her latter days she positively fretted over the
disregard her servants paid to the cherished memorials.

In closing these stray reminiscences of Sir David Baird,
it may be well to say, that as age grew on him, the old
soldier merged into the exemplary civilian; and, if he loved

E
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glory in the one, he loved justice in the other. No one
entertained a stricter sense of what is due from man to
man, especially from the man of rank and wealth to those
whom fortune or misfortune has placed under him. In
cases of difficulty he was appealed to. In cases of want
he was solicited. His opinion was valued, his presence
courted, and those who knew him with the same admiring
spirit as the writer of these short memorials, would go a long
way to invoke a movement that might end in the upbuilding
of his monument on Tom-a-Chastil.

INSCRIPTION ON THE OBELISK.

In Honour and to the Memory of

GENERAL SIR DAVID BAIRD,
BART,, G.C.B. & K.C.

THIS COLUMN WAS ERECTED
A.D. 1832,

TO INDOMITABLE COURAGE IN THE FIELD,
HE UNITED
‘WISDOM AND PRUDENCE
IN THE COUNCIL.

A BRAVE BUT GENEROUS ENEMY,
HIS VICTORIES WERE EVER TEMPERED BY MERCY,
AND WITH HIS ARDENT LOVE OF GLORY
WAS BLENDED
THE TENDEREST CARE FOR HIS GALLANT AND DEVOTED FOLLOWERS.
THE DETAILS OF HIS PUBLIC SERVICES ARE RECORDED
IN THE ANNALS OF HIS COUNTRY .

HIS PRIVATE VIRTUES ARE EMBALMED IN THE HEARTS OF HIS FRIENDS.
HONOUR AND DUTY WERE THE GUIDING STARS OF HIS DESTINY :
PIETY AND CHARITY THE LEADING CHARACTERISTICS OF HIS MIND.
HE FELT NO JEALOUSIES. HE HARBOURED NO RESENTMENTS.
HE KNEW NO GUILE.

IN THE LAND OF HIS FATHERS
HE AT LAST FOUND
REPOSE AND HAPPINESS IN DOMESTIC LIFE;
FORGETTING THE CARES AND TURMOILS OF HIS EVENTFUL
AND BRILLIANT CAREER:

AND IN THE EXERCISE OF EVERY SOCIAL AND CHRISTIAN VIRTUE,,
HE DIED BELOVED AND LAMENTED,

AS HE IIAD LIVED

HONOURED AND RENOWNED.
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CHAPTER X.
GENERAL SIR GEORGE MURRAY.

¢ A gallant and successful soldier, and an able minister.”
SAMUEL MAUNDER.

GeorGE MuURRAY was born at Auchtertyre in the year
1772. He was the second son of Sir William Murray and
Augusta daughter of the proscribed Earl of Cromarty. His
elder brother, Sir Patrick, was the highly popular Exchequer
baron, Colonel of the long famous Perthshire Volunteers,
and one of the most active men that ever graced the
muster-roll of his country.

During the autumn of 1787, this family was placed in a
very interesting position by a visit from Robert Burns.
Patrick was in his seventeenth year, George a year younger.
Miss Euphemia Murray of Lintrose, a young beauty after-
wards married to Liord Methven, was on a visit. The three
young people accompanied the poet to Lioch Turrit, where
the scaring of some water-fowl excited his poetical vein,
and led to the composition of a long series of moral reflec-
tions. The great beauty and fascinating manners of the
young lady moved his susceptible feelings and originated
one of his most popular lyrics.

During this visit, George Murray was home from Edin-
burgh College for his holidays. Two years afterwards he
joined the army as an ensign in the 71st Foot. In 1794 he
changed into the Guards, and fought at the campaign in
Flanders. He was in the West Indies and in Egypt with
Sir Ralph Abercrombie, and before he was twenty-seven
years of age, he had the Order of the Crescent conferred on
him by the Turkish Government, and was appointed to a
company in the Guards with the rank of Lieutenant-
Colonel. He had been wounded at the unfortunate fight
on the Helder, and on going a second time to the West
Indies hig health gave way, and for a short period, he re-
turned to England. His next appointment was a diplomatic
mission to the Swedish Government, and on his return he
became Deputy-Quartermaster General for Ireland.

E 2
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Thus the first seventeen years of Sir George Murray’s
military life were filled with harassing duties, in trying
climates and in perilous positions, yet they form a mere
prelude to the seven years that yet awaited him. He had
fought alongside Sir John Moore in the West Indies, in
Egypt, and in Holland. And now that his brave companion
in arms was ordered to the Peninsula, he was appointed his
Quarter-master General, and followed him to the walls of
Corunna. ILord Liynedoch, Sir David Baird, and Sir George
Murray were present at the hero’s death and burial. The
important, but costly victory at Corunna inaugurated the
Peninsula war; and for five long years and through inces-
sant carnage, Sir George Murray stood side by side with
‘Wellington, Hill, Liynedoch, and Beresford. His position
as Quarter-master General led him into close social union
with his brother officers; and although in a war like that
in the Peninsula, the duties of the office were both arduons
and highly responsible, no officer in the British army
showed greater capacity for it, and no one of his time held
it so long. The following despatch sent by him to Sir
Rowland Hill, at the very close of the war in the Peninsula,
will illustrate the position he held so long..

My DEAR SIR ROWLAND, Toulouse, 18th April, 1814,

The terms of an armistice have been agreed upon, and as soon
as Marshal Soult has signified his assent to them the business will be
completed. The armistice includes the allied troops in Catalonia and
those under Marshal Suchet, as well as the armies in this quarter, and
the fortresses and the troops before them. The army will therefore not
make any movement to-day, and head-quarters will be at Toulouse.
It is probable that the greater part of the troops will be drawn further
back to-morrow, to be cantoned, or encamped in more convenient
situations.

I beg you will be so good as to let the contents of this letter be com-
municated to Sir Lowry Cole, and also to the other general officers
whose troops are in communication with those under your own imme-
diate command. Believe me, my dear Sir Rowland,

Very faithfully yours,
G. Murray, Q.M.G.

The memorable passage of the Douro reflected great
honour on the English army in the Peninsula. Sir George
Murray had an active share in it: he was ordered by Sir
Arthur Wellesley to cross at Avintas, in command of a
battalion of the Hanoverian Legion, while the main body
of the army moved up the left bank till they came opposite
Oporto, where the crossing took place. Soult’s army was
roused, and the city rang with the cry of “To arms!”
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By the time Murray’s forces came up the carnage had
been fierce ; but the fresh arrival inspirited the force, and
they fell upon Soult’s army, driving it from the city and
pursuing it, according to Colonel Napier, to the Spanish
frontier, one hundred miles from Oporto, on the Braga
road. Outside the walls of Oporto, while the French
forces were making a desperate rally, Sir George Murray
rode up to Sir Rowland Hill with orders from Sir Arthur
‘Wellesley that the army should push on, taking advantage
of the panic that had seized Soult’s retreating forces.
Here an incident occurred which will illustrate to those
who “live at home at ease’ what the life of the soldier
really is. An officer who led a charge fell from his horse,
mortally wounded. General Hill desired another officer
to seize the liberated horse and take his place. ‘“ General,
I cannot ride.” ¢ Never mind,” said Hill, ““jump up.”
He did so; and many years afterwards, Hill said to the
Rev. Edwin Sidney, “I never witnessed a more gallant
affair. Meeting him afterwards, I inquired how he got on
80 well, being such a novice at horsemanship. ¢Oh,’ said
he, ‘Ishut my eyes and galloped on, shouting, Old England
for ever!’”

In the field of battle, pride of country is the soldier’s
noblest stimulant; his feelings are tenderly excited, and
he is equally disposed to weep over his dear native home,
or to poniard its foe. Mr. Kinglake tells us that, at the
battle of Inkerman, three guns belonging to Townsend’s
battery were lost ; and when, further on in the fight, they
were recovered, one of the gunners clasped his nine-
pounder in his arms, exulting in the fact that she had not
been spiked.

On returning from the Peninsula, Sir George Murray
was raised to the rank of Major-General and appointed
Governor of Canada ; but while he was preparing for that
high office, Napoleon escaped from Elba, and, resigning
hig Canadian appointment, he followed the fortunes of the
British army till the tyrant’s final subjugation. He was
then appointed Governor of Edinburgh Castle, and after-
wards of the Royal Military College at Woolwich, and
promoted to the rank of Lieutenant-General.

During their long Peninsular service, Lord Hill and Sir
George Murray formed a strong mutual attachment; and
when the former officer went to the Horse Guards, he did
not lose sight of his old companion in arms. Lord Hill lived
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at Westbourne ; and one day, immediately after the acces-
sion of William the Fourth, the King said to him, I do
not dine with anybody in London, you know; but you do
not live in London, and I shall come and dine with you.”
Sir George Murray was amongst the first who was asked
to dine with the King at Westbourne House. The party,
besides the King, consisted of the Duke of Wellington, the
Duke of Gordon, Liord Rosslyn, Lord Cathcart, Lord
Edward Somerset, Lord Fitzroy Somerset (afterwards Lord
Raglan), Lord Melville, Lord Combermere, Sir Robert
Peel, Sir George Murray, Sir Willoughby Gordon, Sir
Herbert Taylor, Sir Henry Hardinge, Colonel Macdonald,
Major-General Macdonald, and the Aides-de-camp.

Although these circumstances are far on in my narrative,
I mention them here because Sir George Murray’s connection
with the class of men with whom he had been so long in active
co-operation was now merging from that of the soldier into
the senator, and to show that if he gained their esteem in
the first position, he certainly did not lose it in the second.

At the close of the great Napoleonic war he was in his
forty-fourth year. His previous career had been too active
and stirring to admit of immediate cessation, and he threw
himself with unreserved ardour into the politics of the
time, forming his creed on the time-honoured legends of
his family, and his own convictions. The Drummonds,
the Grahams, and the Murrays had represented Perthshire
during twenty-one successive Parliaments; and as Mr.
Drummond of Machany, as he was then called, had suc-
ceeded Sir Thomas Graham, and was then sitting member,
he naturally concluded that a Murray should come in next;
and so it turned out. Mr. Drummond—the late Lord
Strathallan—retired in 1820, and Sir George Murray was
unanimously voted his successor. This enviable position
he held till the passing of the great Reform Bill in 1832;
and there exist many records that he performed his duties
to the entire satisfaction of his constituents.

Exploits in the field, or votes in the Senate do not pro-
perly come within the scope of these essays, but the
personal recollections I may have of the subjects of them,
if not associated with something that had gone before,
would lack both form and motive. At this distant day,
when few men remember the war in the Peninsula, but
when many remember the prominent incidents of the sixty-
five subsequent years, especially the general election of
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1832, it may be well to attempt some illustration of how
the inexorable demon of politics instigating the masses,
crushes out of existence all gratitude for toil and services
in the field of battle. Sir John Hill had four sons at the
battle of Talavera ; three of them were wounded, but all
survived ; and when the news reached him, he said, quietly,
“T am proud of them ;” and when he was told that three
of them were wounded on the field of Waterloo, but all
survived, he exclaimed, ‘*“God bless the dear lads!”
‘Whether or not Perthshire people feel similarly towards
their four Peninsular heroes, I have no little pride in
the fact that I knew them all, and that sufficiently
well to warrant me in having something to say of each
of the four.

The ledger of politics is never honestly balanced ; narrow-
minded prejudice cooks it, page by page. An old soldier
in Parliament who gives an adverse vote will have a whole
column of black placed to his debit; but although he had
for twenty years fought the battles of his country, not a
line of merit is placed against it. Politicians will not
tolerate the slightest commendation of any one against
whom is lifted the cankered arm of sectarianism. In the
present state of society, it is not the glory that a man gives
to God that establishes his character, but the glory he
gives to his kirk; neither is it his devotion to his country
that procures for him the respect of his fellow-men, but his
obedience to a certain formula, which, in competition with
another formula, has no more vital superiority than hot
water would have over cold in driving a mill-wheel.

During a political canvass, after ten thousand new aspi-
rations have been created, men’s feelings are naturally
excited, and allowance should be made for that excitement.
Electors are fairly entitled to the man of their choice; and
even non-electors may, with equity, claim to be heard in a
fair stand-up fight ; but that a man like Sir George Murray
should be gagged, hooted, and pelted at the passive insti-
gation of his opponents, is a pitiful instance of recklessly
adopting every available means to gain an end, and a
scandal to the elective franchise.

I remember very well Sir George coming, unattended, to
solicit my father’s vote—a tall, rather thin, elderly gentle-
man, dressed in a blue military overcoat, that looked as if
it had seen the firing of red-hot shot at the French boats
when navigating the Adour. He had a highly cultivated
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air, a mild expression, and altogether a very winning coun-
tenance, with manners entirely devoid of affectation. My
father declined to support him, but he had been so long a.
volunteer, under Sir Patrick Murray, that the refusal cost
him a pang. He denied candidly and civilly, and his denial
was courteously regretted. Sir George Murray's great-
great-grandfather was Member of Parliament for Perth-
shire one hundred years before; he had himself held the
coveted office for twelve years, and through five suc-
cessive Parliaments. He was a general in the British
army, and a Privy-Councillor. He had a high standing as
a literary man, and the prestige of a brave soldier, all of
which gave him no positive claim on the electors’ votes,
but it ought to have obtained for him a deferential hearing,
and an exemption from the hootings of an officered rabble.
Sir George polled at next election, which happened within
eighteen months, out of the same constituency, nearly four
hundred more votes, but with little less of offensive
demonstration. The liberal electors of Perthshire, can any
one of them, easily explain how he lost the next election,
which occurred nine months later, “Because” say they ¢ he
was opposed to Mr. Fox Maule, a better man,” thus
unwittingly paying a high compliment to Viscount Stormont,
who within three years unceremoniously snatched the
honour out of Mr. Maule’s hands, thereby, on the same
terms, showing himself to be a still better man.

I am not drifting into politics. They have never yielded
me a penny, and long experience has taught me the rule by
which they are to be valued, namely, the old rule of three.
If nothing gives nothing what will nothing give? But in
writing this essay on Sir George Murray, I will not refrain
from expressing even at this late hour, my strong sense of
the ungenerous treatment which that gallant officer received
in1832,-4and?, from the newly-fledged electors of Perthshire.
The inexpressible meanness of the so-called popular move-
ment—-in so far as it vented itself in hootings, peltings, and
abuse—is easier forgiven than forgotten.

The side incidents of these elections were numerous,
amusing, and in some cases characteristically bitter, I can
only insert two, in both of which Mr. Campbell of Monzie,
an active supporter of Sir George Murray, was the sufferer.
He waited on an old highlander cf the name of Macgregor,
who had a son an elector, when the following conversation
took place.
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Mr. Campbell,—¢ Mr. Macgregor I hope your son is going -
to vote for us.”

Mr. Macgregor,—¢ How can he do that, Sir?”

Mr. Campbell,—“By giving his support to Sir George
Murray.”

Mr. Macgregor,— But ye see, Sir, he has promised to
Lord Ormelie.”

Mr. Campbell offended,—¢ Then he is no real Macgregor,
there must be some bad blood in him.”

Mr. Macgregor,—*‘That is very likely indeed sir, for ye see
his mother was a Campbell.”

An old man residing at Gilmerton, had made himself
serviceable during an election, and Mr. Campbell thought it
right to recognise him in some small way, but he signally
failed. This old man had a grandson who lived with him,
and was looked upon as a young ne’er do weel. He would
neither work nor go to school, but would wallow about from
morning to night amongst dirt, squalor, and rags. DMr.
Campbell proposed to give him a new suit, and put him to
a trade; this was cordially agreed to, the clothes were
obtained and orders came to the old man to have young
hopeful put through a series of pungent ablutions. By the
help of two or three stout neighbours this was accomplished,
and an appointment made to meet Mr. Campbell at
Robertson’s Hotel. The old man with great tuggings and
ruggings managed to put on the new suit, and giving the
face a finishing scrub with a hard cloth, he seized his
reluctant pupil by the hand and marshalled him west to
Robertson’s. The suit was not made by Stultz, but by
James Matthew, tailor of Gilmerton, and did not fit at all
well, so when he was presented to Mr. Campbell with his
newly frictioned face, he looked like a boiled lobster
wrapped in moleskin. The pair were ordered to go to Mr.
Drummond the baker’s, whither the Laird of Monzie
followed at a respectful distance, and joined in the following
dialogue.

Mr. C.—¢ This is the young man I spoke to you about.”

Mr. D. (looking at the animated bundle),—¢Oh! indeed.””

Mr. C.—* Hold up your head sir.”

Mr. D.—¢ What 18 your age ?”

Grandpa, (despairing of an answer, said),—* Fourteen.”

Mr. D.— Can you read ?”

Young Hopeful.—* Some.”

Mr. D.— Would you like to be a baker ?”
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Now came the tug of war. He looked round the shop,
then at Mr. Drummond with his floury clothes, and wound
up sleeves, and moving towards the door, he replied with
explicit promptness, “ No! it's an awfu’ dirty trade,” and
instantly disappeared. A search was made but there was no
find, and Mr. Campbell turning his face Monzie-ward,
suggested that he had gone into a rat’s hole,

This story has a singular sequel. The youth so roughly
handled appeared no more at Mr. Campbell’s gate, but
within ten years he carried on a prosperous business as a
grocer in the Gallowgate of Glasgow, and maintained his
grandfather who had scrubbed him to so little purpose.
He had served an apprenticeship of four years with George
McNeil, corner of Kent street, and after carrying on a
respectable business on his own account, he died in 1851.

During his political career, Sir George Murray held office
under the Duke of Wellington and Sir Robert Peel. He
was Lieutenant-general of the Ordnance, Secretary of State
for the Colonies, and afterwards twice Master-general of the
Ordnance. Hehad been twenty years Colonel of the gallant
49nd, when, on the death of Lord Lynedoch he was
appointed to the 1st Royal regiment of foot, having, two
years previously, been raised to the rank of General, and
appointed Governor of Fort George. After being twice
defeated for Perthshire, he attempted it no farther, but
stood for Westminster in opposition to Sir De Lacy Ivans,
and losing his election retired from parliamentary life.

Sir George married in 1826 Louisa Paget, third daughter
of the Earl of Uxbridge, and widow of Sir James Erskine
of Torry. They had one daughter Georgina Augusta
Anne, who married an officer in the Life-guards, and died in
1849. When this interesting young lady was ten years of
age she sat to Sir Thomas Lawrence for her portrait, which
portrait was afterwards exquisitely engraved by Mr. C. T.
Doo, and published as ¢ The child with flowers.”

In 1842 a series of valuable papers was discovered at
‘Woodstock, which were afterwards put into Sir George
Murray’s hands to arrange and edit, this office he performed
in a highly creditable way, and they were afterwards
published in five large volumes by Mr. Murray of Albemarle
Street, under the title of the ¢ Marlborough Despatches.”

The limited body which formed the Perthshire con-
stituency previous to the Reform bill, were proud of Sir
George Murray as their member. The fine full-length
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portrait of him by Mr. Pickersgill, in the County Hall,. was
painted for them, and a line engraving of it taken for each
elector. His long arduous life was spent in the public
'service. As a statesman he was consistent and influential.
His creed did not embrace both sides of politics or it would
have been no creed at all, but what he purposed he
performed, and those who trusted in him were not deceived.
He died in 1846, aged T4.

CHAPTER XI.
SIR WILLIAM STIRLING-MAXWELL, BARONET.

¢ A little while, and manhood’s prime
Hath yielded to the touch of time,
And shadowed Eden’s bleom.
A little while, and none survived,
No green leaf left to tell they lived,
Or, trembling, bless their tomb.”
. SIR WILLIAM JONES.

THE prophetic utterances of illustrious men, although not
spoken under the direct authority of divine inspiration, will
be found to have proceeded from internal conviction well
weighed, and to themselves strong as ¢ proofs from holy
writ.” Robert Burns said, a century ago, in quiet but em-
phatic language, I will be better understood and appreci-
ated a hundred years hence.” The truth of these words
has become more obvious year by year, and now, when the
prescribed period has transpired, we look back and deeply
blame the age in which he lived, and think it stolid and
indifferent; but our awakened conceptions of the great
poet are not attributable to any marked improvement in
men’s perceptive faculties, but to the sweeping away of the
pestilential sectarianism which surrounded him in his life
and followed him to his grave. Perhaps he was not kindly
treated, but there is not much in that; that is a secondary
phase; but his countrymen put their fingers in their ears
and refused his lessons, and kindness would have involved
inconsistency. Five years ago, Sir William Stirling-Max-
well, in answer to an assertion echoing from the crowd.
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“You are not a fit and proper person to represent Perth-
shire in Parliament,” said, in language not loud but deep,
“Perhaps you will live to change your opinion.” There
was no misgiving in Sir William’s mind as to the change,
but the uncertainty of life made him predict conditionally.
The individual who originated the cry that received this
answer is, ‘perhaps” dead, but it has been uttered by
thousands who are still alive, and it is a singular fact that
they, one and all, have ¢ changed their minds.” There is
little political capital in this, but there is ground for deep re-
gret. Many of Sir William’s political opponents state that
they had a great respect for him although differing from him
in politics, but during his life the statement was destitute of
tangible corroboration. His death, under the shadow of
the Rialto, became the watchword to a thousand tongues
in his homeland, and brought ten thousand platitudes from
that portion of the press which vilified him during his life.
Men, in times to come, will have difficulty in accounting
for the profuse encomiums bestowed by acclamation on a.
man who, a very few years before, stated himself that in
his canvass through Perthshire he had encountered the
spittal of Glenshee. But Sir William Stirling-Maxwell is.
now in his coffin, and my business is with the literary man,
not with the politician.

My. Stirling was born at Kenmure House, near Glasgow,
in 1818. His father, the head of the very ancient and
powerful family of Stirling of Keir, was a partner in the firm
of Stirling and Gordon, West India merchant-proprietors.
of Glasgow. The Stirlings, connected in a lesser or greater
degree with the firm, held numerous possessions round
Glasgow. Kenmure, Cawder, Glentyne, and Castlemilk,
were their family residences, and when this young scion
of the princely merchant house presented himself at Ken-
mure, John Gordon of Ekenhead, in Renfrewshire, was one
of the leading partners. His town residence was in Bu-
chanan Street, on the right hand going up, a little above
the Argyle Arcade, a stately mansion surrounded by finely
laid-out gardens, and a flight of steps up to the front door.
On the opposite side, a little further up, were the business
premises of MecInroy, Parker and Co., also West India
merchants; and at the lower end of the street, on the west
side, those of John Campbell, Sen., and Co., proprietors of
Granada.

Mr. Stirling’s mother was the daughter of Sir John
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Maxwell of Polloc, and sister to the talented young Whig
who represented Lanarkshire in Parliament before the era
of the Reform Bill. Those who remember Sir John Maxwell,
with his strongly-marked features, dark complexion, and
erect gait, would readily recognise in his grandson the future
claimant to the estate and honours of Polloc.

At the time when the great Reform Bill was struggling
through Parliament, William Stirling was a stripling, well
known about Glasgow as the heir to a large fortune and
great prospective influence. He was sent early to Cam-
bridge, where he eventually obtained high honours, and on
his occasional visits to Perthshire he was looked upon as a

. young man of much promise. It may be said of him, at
this period as well as in all his after life, that he by no
means held himself too cheap ; yet his entry into the world
of letters was singularly modest and circumspect. The
graduate of Cambridge did not startle the world as the
“Undergraduate of Oxford” did: but as a contemporary
student in the literature of art, he kept the noiseless tenor
of his way until he became successively the head of three
Colleges.

In their aim and end no two men of our day were more
closelyallied than Professor Ruskin and Sir William Stirling-
Maxwell. The elevation of art, by devoted enquiry into its
first principles and consummate greatness, was the avowed
object of each, but their ways of proceeding were as opposite
as the poles. Ruskin had his hero in Turner, Maxwell had
his in Velasquez. So far the resemblance was sustained ;
but while the first ran at the Academy walls, and with
profound skill, and a pen that was merciless in attack and
sure of fence, trampled down the efforts of one portion of
England’s artists in order to elevate the other, the last
sought no foil : he took the student on his own merit, and,
after much study and toil and travel, adopted the Spanish
school, not in decided preference to the Italian or Flemish,
but as sufficient for the thought and gratification of a life.
In following up this fixed bent, Velasquez took hold of him,
and his love of the great master led him into years of
anxious research. Gold would not buy his pictures, but
wherever they were to be seen, the eager steps of the
devoted student were directed. Every nook and corner of
the old Peninsula, from the Alhambra to the chambers of
the Inquisition, and from the Iscurial to the cavernous
lanes of Seville,—where the master is in full strength,—
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were eagerly explored. Some idea of the impulses which
led the talented young Scotchman into Spain in search of
art may be formed from the fact that in four of its public
galleries no less than fifty-seven pictures by Titian are to
be found, each in as perfect order as on the day it came from
the easel, not a rub or scratch on one of them, and very
little varnish! What the number may have been before
the advent of Marshal Soult, I am not able to say.

After leaving Cambridge, Mr. Stirling made the tour of
France and Spain. When he returned to the family seat at
Keir he was acknowledged as a finished scholar and gentle-
man, but his progress as a connoisseur in art was little
known. The following was his timid way of inaugurating
it. During his sojourn in London he took fifteen drawings
from his travelling repositories, and put them into the hands
of Mr. W. C. Mason for engraving. These were published
in crown octavo, without any letter-press except the index,
and titled, < Cosas de Espana; or, Scraps from the Portfolio
of @ Traveller. London; 1847.” On the back of the title-
page it is stated, « Only twenty copies printed.” These he
presented to his friends, and the man has little regard to
those endowments so charily bestowed as a rule, but so
lavished on William Stirling, who would accuse me of
vanity, because I am proud of being one of the twenty.
The subjects illustrated are five after Murillo; one land-
scape after Velasquez; ‘Jacob’s Dream,” by Ribera;
¢« Palace of the Padro,” and ‘ The Royal Palace of Madrid,”
« A silver shrine, and portable silver custodia;” ‘“The Vane
over the Exchange at Seville :”” ‘‘Portrait of Nicolas Factor;”
« The Hand,” a fragment of the statue of the Virgin exe-
cuted by Torrigiano at Seville, for breaking which he is
said to have died in the prison of the Inquisiton ; and ¢ The
holy chalice of Valencia,” said to be that used at the Last
Supper of our Lord. :

Within a year and a half this little book was followed by
the author’s great work, Annals of the Artists of Spain, in
three large volumes. The public mind was at once turned
to it, and it became the text-book of every man interested
in the higher schools of Art. In London, no collector’s
gallery, no dealer’s room, was considered complete in every
department unless a copy of Stirling on Spanish Art lay
open on its table. To great technical skill the author
added a vivid perception of what was beautiful in form and
colour, and tender in expression, besides confirming the
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opinion expressed ten years before by Sir David Wilkie,
that the English school of portrait-painting, as illustrated
by Reynolds and Raeburn, was, intuitively or otherwise,
founded on Velasquez. This feeling became very general,
and imparted a great amount of friendly interest to all that
Mr. Stirling wrote about the great master.

If Mr. Stirling’s taste was severely refined, he made it no
stumbling-block in the way of others. Keir House, with
all its elaborate adornments, was little noised to the world;
but any one approaching even so near as the burying-
ground, could not fail to see the discriminating judgment
that pervaded all. He cherished the cross, not only as the
symbol of the Christian faith, but as the emblem of all
Christian virtues, and has adopted it in many of its varied
forms for monumental purposes. He had, in common with
every man of taste, a great dislike to the everlasting granite
obelisks that grow up like fungi in every churchyard. He
held that it could only be tolerated in a very elevated form,
because being originally an Egyptian gatepost, when dimi-
nished in size it suggested nothing else. :

In 1855 a lengthened correspondence arose between Sir
William and myself respecting the monument erected at
Little Tullybeltane to the memory of Robert Nicoll, the
poet. He opposed the obelisk, and suggested a cross in the
village ; but the committee’s funds were not sufficient fo
any elaborate work, and they judged that the rustic obelisk
of 55 feet in height would best meet the feelings of the
numerous subscribers. For myself, I thought at the time,
and have not yet changed my mind, that a cross, such as
those in Lecropt Churchyard, would be somewhat out of
place in the village of Bankfoot, and for a large cross
we had not means. The correspondence referred to I
have embodied in my memoirs of Robert Nicoll, but the first
letter is so characteristic of the simple-hearted, bountiful
ﬁlan of taste, that I think it will be appropriately inserted

ere :—
Keir, Dunblane, Nov. 2nd, 1855.

DEAr Sir,—When last in Perth, I called on you to ask how the
Nicoll Monument Fund was getting on. I have been hoping for some
ten days past for another opportunity of calling, but am now going
from home, in another direction, for some weeks. Will you, therefore,
be so good as to put my name down in the list for ten pounds. The
admiration I entertain for Nicoll’s sweet and gentle vein of verse has
lately been enhanced by reading the touching story of his brief career.

—Believe me faithfully yours, WILLIAM STIRLING.
Mr. Drummond, Perth.
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Sir William’s book on Velasquez and his works was at
this time passing through the press, and he had gone to
London on business connected with it. Three years pre-
viously he had published the Cloister Life of Charles the
Fifth, one of the most popular of his works. The latter
book was somewhat sharply criticised at first, but it speedily
became as authoritative as his other productions. Two
additional circumstances greatly influenced the young
scholar in adopting Spain as the theatre of his researches.
TFirst, his devoted love of art; and, second, the fact that,
from the reign of Charles the Fifth down to the marauding
inroads of Napoleon the First, no country of modern Europe
so successfully collected and hoarded the refined productions
of the human head and hands as Spain. When this mine
of rich treagures was laid open by the accident of intestine
war, and a few years of ““ gentle peace returning,” men of
letters from every corner of the world turned their steps to
Spain. William Beckford gratified his constructive feelings,
and took the hint, for his famous Hall of Eblis, by studying
her Moorish interiors, and illustrated her Popish traditionsby
his ¢ Visit to the monasteries of the Alcoba¢a and Bathala.”
John Gibson Lockhart sang her ballads and her bull-fights;
Tom Moore revelled in descriptions of her pleasure-loving
sons and swarthy, fire-eyed daughters; Lord Byron drew
imagery from her furze-covered mountains and cities two
thousand feet above the sea, her grand historical associa-
tions, and loose morality ; Washington Irving luxuriated in
descriptions of her palaces, her gorgeous architectural
remains, and scientific achievements; David Wilkie was
led by the vast superiority of her school of Art to change
his practice, and leave the domestic walk in which
he had no rival for one that required the efforts of an
undivided life,—John Barrow interested the world by his
inquiries into her gipsy life, her Bibliolatry, and the
endless diversity of her people,—and William Stirling
blended together the leading characteristics of the entire
classic period. The cloister life of the petulant monarch,—
his carrying Titian from Venice to Madrid, and thereby
giving an impulse to the practice of art, which for two
centuries progressed through Velasquez, Spagnoletto, and
Murillo, elevating a nation that was otherwise sunk in
idleness and squalor; these are the matters to which this
accomplished scholar devoted his literary life.

The parallel which I have already drawn between
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Professor Ruskin and Sir William Stirling-Maxwell is
further developed in their method of publication. Each
had riches at command, and confidence in what they had
written, and their books were sent out to the world with
lordly dignity,—no flattering announcements, no attractive
synopses. The Stones of Venice and The Artists of Spain,
are books that you are not asked to buy, but books that you
must try to get; and after you have found them, the original
price may form a very remote element of the acquiring
transactions. These parallelisms did not give way, but
terminated sadly. Ruskin wrote of Venice as the embodied
first principle of architecture, and Stirling-Maxwell died
within its walls.

CHAPTER XII.

SIR WILLIAM STIRLING-MAXWELL, BARONET—
‘continued.

“Full of wise saws and modern instances.”—SHAKESPEARE

THERE is a fashion or periodical swerving—to right or left,
as may be determined—in religion, in dress, and in amuse-
ments. Three of the first have occurred in Scotland during
the present century, under the title of Periods of Awakening,
or ‘““Revivals.” In the second, the momentary caprice of
one man has led to the ruin of thousands. George the
Fourth appeared at a ball given by the Duchess of Gordon
with his shoes tied with silk ribbons, and the shoe-buckle
trade collapsed forthwith. Amusements are ever changing,
but being a necessity of our nature, they are never aban-
doned. For ten years following 1818 dancing parties were
tabooed by the middle classes of the West of Scotland, and,
unfortunately hard drinking came to fill up the hiatus.
After supper the toddy-bowl—now broken—was brought
forward, and each guest had his or her glass charged with
punch, brewed with questionable regard to the balance of
b



66 PERTHSHIRE IN BYGONE DAYS.

power, handed round from the chair. Any full-grown
masculine guest who was found disposing of any portion of
his drink in an illegitimate way was peremptorily called
upon by the chair to drink ¢ Kelty,” or another glass.
Happily an affair occurred, in the neighbourhood of Glas-
gow, which did not only gratify the laughter-loving portion
of the community, but came to the relief of this undesirable
state of matters.

In addition to the songs and stories that intervened
between the flowings of punch, a round of Scottish proverbs
was introduced, which generally passed a very enjoyable
half-hour, the fun arising partly from the writhings of the
uninitiated and partly from the smart rejoinders of those
who had stock in hand, and a ready judgment to turn it to
account. However wise these apothegms may be, it cannot
reasonably be wondered at, that, coming as they do, from a
thousand lips in a thousand different localities, they should
frequently meet in conflict. At these games of proverbs,
the best player was he or she who could meet his or her
immediate predecessor’s wisdom by a direct corroborative or
negative. Thus A., who is seated next a marriageable
widow—* Ne’er marry a widow unless her first husband
was hanged.” B. (the widow) ¢ Beggars should na’ be
choosers.” C. ¢ The height of folly is supping sowens wi’
an elsyn.” D. “No! It’s kissing an auld wife through
a gaupy-riddle.”” E. (an unmarried lady) Auld maids’
balrns are aye weel bred.” F. (a spinster) ¢ We can shape
their wylie coat, but canna’ shape their weird.”

Though from his earliest days remarkably studious and
grave, Sir William Stirling-Maxwell had a keen relish for
a sinart saying, an epigram, or a proverb ; and being born
and bred in the midst of this western revival, he naturally
imbibed a full share of what he himself calls ‘‘These small
crystallizations of thought and experience.” Besides, his
frequent visits to Spain—a country famous for its proverbial
wisdom—tended to confirm this early taste, and he became
an enthusiastic collector. A proverb is generally a fact with a
sequence, or trite parallel—a sort of syllogism, with premisses
and an inference or conclusion. A genuine proverb, which
I have never heard out of Perthshire, expresses man’s des-
tiny in very few words—¢ We are born to bear like the
bowed girdle.” Sir William, in his lecture on ‘The Pro-
verbial Philosophy of Scotland,” addressed to the School of
Art at Stirling in 1855, takes for the proverb a wider basis.
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For example, he tells us that the negative in three syllables,
¢ No MISTAKE,” so common of late years, arose thus.—
Mzr. Huskisson, who was a member of the Duke of Wel-
lington’s Government, in a pet, sent in his resignation, and
afterwards inquired if there was not a mistake in his Grace
accepting it. The Duke replied by letter, ‘ No mistake.”

There were two ways in which Scottish proverbs could be
made the subject of an entertainment. They could be so
arranged that the simple reading of them, without note or
comment, would form an amusing mélange of truth, hatred,
and contradiction, of conciliatory grace, and insolent per-
sonality. But Sir William adopted the scheme best fitted
to a man of letters, and span a rope of sand, with an element
of adhesion, sparkling, consecutive, and full of knowledge of
the world.

The collection of books on proverbs made by Sir William
between his eighteenth and twenty-seventh years, and
remaining at Keir, amounts to sixty volumes, and he tells
us that his surprise at his own success was changed into
dismay when the extent of the field he had entered upon
was laid open to him by the publication of M. Duplessis’
work, which states that there exist on the subject of pro-
verbs no less than 893 separate works or 2000 volumes.

The affair which I have mentioned as coming to the relief
of the punch-drinkers of the West was well known to Sir
William Stirling-Maxwell, but in 1856 the valorous hero
had relations living in the immediate neighbourhood of
Polloc, and the lecturing M.P. had as great a desire to avoid
trenching upon his neighbour’s feelings as upon his estate.
The circumstances were shortly these.

In 1819, an eccentric middle-aged gentleman resided on
his paternal estate in the parish of Govan, a few miles from
Glasgow. He had been well educated in his youth, and
held a respectable position, but latterly two whims had
taken hold of him, and ripened into habits. These were a
craving for punch and a love of Scotch proverbs. However
much he indulged in the former, he never forgot the latter;
and, writing them down on whatever came in his way, he
had them eventually transferred to his magnum opus. In
this way every card, letter, or scrap of paper about his
person was literally covered with wise saws and proverbial
rhymes. On one occasion he was asked to dinner at a
friend’s house, where he was seated near a stranger in
military uniform. Somehow or other, after imbibing a fair

F2
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portion of wine and rum-punch, the two fell into a
dispute, which ended in a furious quarrel. High words
and bitter recriminations passed between them. The laird,
although he did not wear a red coat, did not relish the idea
of being considered ““no soldier,” and thinking himself the
aggrieved party, he pulled forth his card, and tendered it to
the son of Mars, which broke up the party, and naturally
caused deep consternation and offence. Next morning the
belligerents, with unappeased wrath, rose to go in search of
friends. He of the army took out the foe’s card in order to
find his address. He looked first at one side, then at the
other ; but name or place of residence could be found on
neither. Instead thereof, there was written in legible
characters, «“ Naething should be donein a hurry but catching
fleas.” The effect of this on the gallant respondent was
irresistible. Bursting with laughter, he went to a mutual
friend, and, after holding deliberate counsel, they thought
it would be best to enclose the laird’s card and send it to
him without remark, presuming that the absurdity of his
position would soften his resentment, or at least stay his
peremptory purpose, in terms of the proverb itgelf. But
their cautious mode of procedure did not quite answer the
desired purpose; for before they separated the laird’s
answer came, in the shape of another card, enclosed
without remark, on which was written in stout characters,
“ Naething’s to be got by delay but dirt and lang nails.”
Thus, what might otherwise have been a serious matter, in
those days of duels, was eventually quashed, and check-
mating by proverbs became more popular than slaying by
powder.

I come now to what was a striking feature in Sir William
Stirling-Maxwell’s character, and the contemplation of it
greatly deepens my regret at his comparatively early death.
His business habits were of the very highest order—staid,
prompt, and considerate. Some raw politicians are intol-
erant to an opposing friend, and in frenzied moments
cannot hear his name even mentioned. Not so the late
Member for Perthshire. Politics never lost him a friend,
feeling as he did that the closest attachment to his own
party did not necessitate violence towards an opponent who
was otherwise a friend. I cannot better illustrate the
sedate, unostentatious spirit of the man than by inserting
here a correspondence which I had with him twenty years
ago i:—
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Perth, 24th March, 1858.
Wm. Stirling, Esq., M.P.

DEeaR Sir,—The Constitutional newspaper is at present in the market,
and I am afraid, unless the county people bestir themselves, Perthshire
will be left without a Conservative newspaper, which would be a pity,
after the trouble and expense it cost to start it twenty-three years ago.
Latterly it has been conducted without heart, the proprietors being
‘Whigs and the editor a Radical. In my opinion the amount of abne-
gation necessary to conduct a paper under these circumstances does
not belong to the party, Liberal as they call themselves. The enclosed
will show you the present state of the affair,

I have the honour to be, dear Sir, your obedient servant,
P. R. DRUMMOXD.

128, Park Street, Grosvenor Square, W.,
27th March, 1858.

Dzear Sir,—I thank you for your letter of the 24th instant, and return
the enclosure. I quite agree with you that the extinction of a Conser-
vative organ in the county of Perth, is a thing to be regretted. But I
cannot say that the Constitutional has lately been conducted with such
energy or skill as to give it any chance of succeeding as a mercantile
speculation ; and if a newspaper fails commercially it can hope for
little political success. It is valuable as a political organ only when it
has obtained that degree of general support which makes it a good
property.

I have already had some correspondence with Sir John Richardson
on the subject, and if the gentlemen near Perth see any chance of
obtaining the aid of a practical man who will take up the paper, and
work it on his own behalf on Conservative principles, I shall give it
every reasonable encouragement. But that any company of gentlemen
ghould buy the concern, and engage an editor to conduct it without
personal and pecuniary interest of his own in the matter, would in my
opinion merely be throwing away money. I cannot but think that
there is ample room for a Conservative paper, and as people are
gradually recovering, or at least for the moment are less wedded to
party, I do not see that the politics of a paper would ever stand in its
way, could it show itself in other essentials superior to its rivals.

I do not know what length of time Mr. MacLeish’s letter gives us,
but sometime next week I hope to be in Scotland and to see some of
my friends. Meanwhile I am much obliged to you for writing, and
remain, yours very truly, WM. STIRLING.

Mr. P. R. Drummond, Perth.

A few weeks after the date of this letter, the paper was
sold by public roup. The Conservative party entered no
appearance, and the Constitutional began its self-existence.
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CHAPTER XIII.

SIR WILLIAM STIRLING-MAXWELL, BARONET—
continued.

¢ A man so varied that he seemed to be,
Not one but all mankind’s epitome.”
JOHN DRYDEN.

THuE position so long held by Sir William Stirling-Maxwell,
as Knight of the Shire, tended to divert public attention
from the many and varied occupations of his life. His love
of letters was no doubt born with him; but the study and
cultivation necessary to lead to such high results must
have been incessant and wearing. He had gathered around
him such an assemblage of vertu, such choice specimens of
man’s achievements in literature and art, so many evidences
of an ardent and devoted spirit, in letters, in fellowship,
and in true religion, as could not fail in carrying his name
forward to unborn generations. KEvery angle and corner of
Keir savours of the man of taste; every old domestic tells
the tale of his simple though gifted nature; every tenant
speaks of his unostentatious liberality; and every grave
bears a motto, remarkable as evidence of a susceptible and
humane heart. Amidst my inquiries and conversations
respecting the men whose names head these pages, I have
heard many blighting remarks, some of them, I thought,
little deserved; but from no man, or class of men, Con-
servative or Liberal, Churchman or Dissenter, have I heard
one depreciatory word of Sir William Stirling-Maxwell ;
and the nearer I go to his own immediate circle, the more
am I told of his estimable qualities, as well of heart as of
head and hands. Nothing so readily awakens in us a health-
ful regard for our fellow men as meeting in the outer world
such unqualified approval of conduct and character as have
been tendered to me of this excellent man. A year of such
a living memory is worth a lifetime of labour.

The mansion house of Keir stands on the western ridge
of the Ochils, as it descends into the Carse of Lecropt.
The large home park has a fine southern exposure, and the
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entrances from the great northern turnpike have long been
the admiration of the passing stranger. The demesne, pro-
tected by apparently interminable stone walls, flanks the
west side of the road; and on the east the finely wooded
park of Mr. Stirling, of Kippendavie, with its dashing
Allan Water, carries the picturesque scene over a wide
space of country. The home park of Keir is laid out with
much taste and lavish expense ; and, although the mansion
is externally somewhat plain, it has from time to time been
internally improved and elaborated to such an extent that
the visitor is dazzled on first entering it. Galleries, halls,
rooms, lobbies, corridors, and stair-cases, from basement to
garret, are filled to excess with pictures, statuettes, book
cabinets, and rich marquetry furniture of every possible
description. No chair or table, no beam or lintel, but is
covered with mottoes and wise sayings carved in high relief,
the entire suite of gorgeous apartments being exquisitely
furnished in Spanish cedar and satinwood. Twelve months
would not afford the virtuoso sufficient leisure to examine
this extraordinary collection of art treasures. Murillo,
Velasquez, Salvator, and Ribera adorn one angle; Rey-
nolds, Lawrence, Raeburn and Etty another ; while Graham
Gilbert, Macnee and Herdman fill appropriate places.

The collection of old engravings is extensive and interest-
ing. In the lower corridor is hung a group of portraits of
Prince Charles Stuart, some of them of great rarity, the
well-known one by Jean Georgius Wille being there in the
proof state. Immediately under this group is an exquisite
portrait of the young Duchess of Albany, the daughter
borne to Prince Charles by Clementina Walkinshaw. This
collection, together with some apparently trivial circum-
stances has tended to illustrate more forcibly to my mind the
character of Sir William Stirling-Maxwell than a thousand
combinations of external life. Engraved art had in itself
many charms for him; but, on examining his collection, it
will be found that personal feeling joined issue with pro-
found skill in the selection of every item. Wherever there
was found a touching story or an ill-starred life in union
with high art, a place was ready for it on the walls of Keir.
Charles the First, Prince Charlie, Clementina Walkinshaw,
the beautiful Elizabeth Gunning, mother of four Scottish
dukes, Mary Stuart, Flora Macdonald, Charlotte Corday,
Robert Burns, and Robert Nicoll are all enshrined in these
consecrated apartments.
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In 1745 a young man of the name of Robert Strange was
practising his art as an engraver in Edinburgh. He had
strong Jacobite proclivities, but kept them under restraint
until he fell in love with Miss Lumisden, a young lady
from Fife, who would not listen to his addresses unless he
went into active rebellion. To this he consented, and
joined in the unfortunate campaign. When quieter times
ensued, he ventured back to Edinburgh, and engaged him-
self on a portrait of Prince Charles. When completed this
portrait became exceedingly popular. It is a half-length,
in an oval frame on a stone pedestal. Originally the fol-
lowing words were printed on the pedestal: ¢ Everso missus
succurrere secto;”’ but the attention of the Government was
drawn to them, and orders issued for their suppression.
Strange had the inscription removed, yet the likeness was so
perfect that it became still more popular ; but copies in this
state are now little known. Strange lived some time with
Dr. Drummond, of the Logiealmond family, and engraved
during his stay a book-plate and crest for his host. These,
together with the proscribed portrait and one of Hamilton
of Bangour—also by Strange and proseribed—were pre-
sented to me shortly before his death, by the late George
Drummond Steuart of Braco. Sir William Maxwell’s col-
lection of Strange’s engravings is very nearly complete, but
he seems to have failed in procuring those named above.

Amongst the pictures, ancient and modern, which form
this collection, a very fine cabinet Spagnoletto, and a highly
Important Salvator form prominent features. In the library
is a bust of «“The Hon. Mrs. Norton as Joan of Are,” by
William Iitty, a marvellous piece of colour. Two pictures
in the drawing-room, ‘The Unbelieving Thomas,” and
another, look very like Michael Angelo ; but they are hung
so very high that it is difficult to hazard an opinion. Sir
William, in order to fortify his judgment, in writing of
Spanish art, obtained copies of some leading pictures by
Murillo, Velasquez, Spagnoletto and others, and these are
hung at Keir House. To him they illustrated a theory, and
taken in conjunction with the books placed under them,
form a noble testimony to all comers that superiority will
hold its way, and although ages of indifference may elapse,
some kindred spirit in some distant region will arise, and
with a master’s hand dissipate doubts and establish beyond
all controversy, and in the face of all misgiving, a nation’s
claim to the high position of having schooled the world.
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Yet these copies are somewhat confounding to visitors, and
it is difficult, unless taken in the way I have indicated, to
reconcile their presence with Sir William’s severe taste.
The old burying-ground of Lecropt lies within the home

park of Keir, and as it could not be at once removed,
Sir William had, by planting it with yews and other
evergreen trees, rendered it ornamental and inviting rather
than repulsive. Two walks, running from east to west, and
from north to south, cross in the centre, and at the end of
each arm an ornamental stone cross, elaborately carved,
has been erected. On a brass plate fixed on the base of the
north cross, the following elegiac lines, composed by Sir
William to the memory of his sister, Hannah Ann
Stirling, have been engraved. Her body lies in the family
vault below Lecropt Church.

Sister, these woods have seen ten summers fade

Since thy dear dust in yonder church was laid.

A few more winters and this heart, the shrine

Of thy fair memory, shall be cold as thine.

Yet may some stranger, lingering in these ways,

Bestow a tear on grief of other days:

For if he, too, have wept o’er grace and youth,

Goodness and wisdom, faith, and love, and truth,

Untinged with worldly guile or selfish strain,

And ne’er hath looked upon thy like again,

Then, imaged in his sorrow, he may see

All that I loved, and lost, and mourn in thee.

Portraits of this amiable lady and Sir William, by John
Graham, hang at Keir; that of Sir William has never been
a favourite with the family, but I think this is a great
mistake. It is not only a highly characteristic likeness of
him when he was a young man, but has that peculiarly soft
expression which gave way in his latter years to a more
sombre and careworn appearance.

Much as Sir William mixed with society, and much as
he travelled amongst nations and tongues, his inner life
seems to have undergone no change; go where he would,
he was still the Christian and the unbending gentleman.
Mourning over the death of a young friend, the following
remarkable lines came from his pen :—

A sad, short, common story ours,

Of vanished hopes and blighted flowers,
But faith athwart the clouded sky

Can mark the dayspring from on high,
Can hear the voice that grief assuages
And whispers peace through all the ages,
Can prompt the mother’s litany :

«Suffer him, Lord, to come to Thee!”’
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Nothing weakened in him the simple belief in a retri-
butive world. ~All his forward steps in life had a tendency
upwards. When his amiable partner in life was stretched
upon her final couch, he shut the apartment, and with his
own hand wrote and placed upon the door an appropriate
quotation from Scripture, which the venerating domestics
have never ventured to take down. The family burial
vault at Lecropt was the object of his constant care and
solicitude ; memorial busts, and everything that tended to
perpetuate the recollection of the esteemed and beloved
dead, are placed under that all-absorbing roof.

In his ““ Songs of the Holy Land " is a paraphrase of a
portion of the 22nd chapter of Jeremiah, which foreshadows
his own fate with remarkable precision: ¢ Weep ye not for
the dead, neither bemoan him ; dut weep sore for him that
goeth away; for he shall return no more, nor see his native
country.”—

Oh waste not thy woe on the dead, nor bemoan him
Who finds with his fathers the grave of his rest;

Sweet slumber is his, who at nightfall hath thrown him
Near bosoms that waking did love him the best.

Sir William Stirling-Maxwell was married in 1865 to the
Lady Anna Maria Leslie Melville, second daughter of John,
eleventh Earl of Leven and Melville. This amiable and
much-esteemed lady bore him two sons,—Sir John, the
present baronet, and Archibald, a younger brother. They
enjoyed ten years of happy married life; but a sad accident
befel Lady Anna in 1876, which eventually led to her
lamented death in her fiftieth year.

Sir William afterwards married Caroline, daughter of
Thomas Sheridan and widow of the Hon. George Chapple
Norton, of the Grantley family. This beautiful and accom-
plished lady was sister to Lady Dufferin and Lady Sey-
mour. The former composed the highly popular ballad,
“Terence’s farewell to Kathleen”; and I remember the
latter as ““ Queen of Beauty’ at the famous Eglinton tour-
nament. Mrs. Norton, as a fashionable novelist, contested
the palm, in 1835-40, with Mrs. Charles Gore, Lady Scott,
Lady Charlotte Bury, and Lady Lytton Bulwer. Her most
popular novels were “The Wife and Woman’s Reward,”
and ‘“Stuart of Dunleath.” My impression is that she
carried the three hundred pound prize for the best acting
Drama, against all the talent of England, but I have not
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been able to satisfy myself of the truth of this impression.
Sir William married this accomplished woman in advanced
life, and within a very short period her remains were placed
in the family vault under Lecropt Church.

The seats of learning in his native country were not slow
in recognising the talents of this eminent Scotsman. In
1843 he graduated as M.A. of Cambridge University; in
1861 he was elected LLL.D. of Edinburgh; in 1863, LL.D.
of St. Andrew’s; in 1873, LL.D. of Glasgow. He held the
high rank of a Knight of the Thistle, and he was from time
to time appointed to many high civil offices, and performed
the duties of these offices with acceptance to all the parties
interested.

Before leaving Keir for Italy in 1878 Sir William made
final corrections on his important volume, ¢ Antwerp
Delivered,” and left it for publication in the hands of Mr.
Douglas, of Edinburgh, by whom it has been issued. This
gorgeous book, together with the galaxy of well-known art
reproductions by the Messrs. Waterston, form an apposite
testimony of that unceasing industry and munificent taste
which characterised every day of his life. He had gone to
Venice, in search, it was understood, of material for his
last work, ¢ Solyman the Magnificent,” one part of which
had been printed for him at Florence; and being always
somewhat indifferent to personal comforts, he caught cold,
and before his friends could be summoned to his bedside,
his spirit had winged its way to that unseen world about
which he had cherished so many happy anticipations.

In drawing up these reminiscences of Sir William
Stirling-Maxwell, the difficulty has been to modulate them
in a sufficiently high key to meet the sympathies of those
who knew him, without violating the preconceived fancies
of those who were not so fortunate. My desire has been
to represent him as a writer whose style was clear, manly,
and unaffected ; as a scholar whose curriculum ended only
with his life; as an art crisic and man of taste, singularly
refined ; as a Conservative politician, unswerving but con-
ciliatory; as a business man, prompt, energetic, and
straightforward; and as a citizen of the world, filling a
larger space than any Scotchman of his day.
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CHAPTER XIV.
ALEXANDER HEPBURN MURRAY BELSHES
AND JOHN MURRAY BELSHES,
BOTH OF INVERMAY.

¢ Press thou not upon him, lest thou be put back,
Stand not far off, lest thou be forgotten.”
ECCLESIASTICUS.

Ox a piece of table land, where the picturesque little river
May debouches into the valley of the Earn, stands the
mansion of Invermay. From the era of David Mallet down
to the earlier years of the present century, the name was
spelt Endermay. But it is now, very properly, changed to
Invermay. The surroundings, though hemmed in by the
rising Ochils, are highly pictorial, and the policy is laid out
with great taste. Wood, waterfall, and glade arise in com-
bination at every turning. The “auld laird ” had a strong
sense of the cosey in nature, and he was not content with
the embowerings of wood that his careful hand had raised
round his secluded home, but at great cost he built a stone
wall, nine feet high, round the home park and a portion of
the estate. In the earlyyears of the century, “Endermay’s
Dyke” was one of the seven wonders of Strathearn, and
the fine entrance gate was a landmark for the pedestrians
of those days, and a place of assignation between the lads
of the west and the lasses of the east. But that gate and
dyke entailed a heavy burden on the estate, and if the
public thought that they formed together one of the seven
wonders of Strathearn, the laird had occasion to think that
they, and the law of entail, formed three out of the ¢seven
miseries of human life.”” But if the debt was greater than
the estate could well bear, the family pride eked out the
deficiency, and in money matters the Belshes family, old
and young, were singularly honourable.

There 1s a class of men who have made the table the
business of their lives—their prime study the manipulation
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of the knife and fork. To eat, drink, carve, and divide ;—
“to snip and nip and cut, and slish and slash;” to make
long flattering speeches and soft genuflexions the Alpha and
Omega of their sorry existence. There is another, and
much more numerous class, who eschew all such public
exhibitions, and who keep the noiseless tenor of their way,
eating their own bread and drinking their own beer, at
their own table. But if, in a moment of pride, or in obe-
dience to the common exigencies of life, it falls to the lot
of any such man to preside at a public table, he is apt to
make a very sorry figure, especially if he attempts to do it
grandly. A speech studied and committed to memory often
evaporates at the first turn of the screw, leaving the unfor-
tunate quondam orator, like Sam Weller's whisky bottle,
with nothing in him ‘“but the cork and the smell.” The
world is full of unspoken speeches. Any man whois de-
sirous of making a figure as an after-dinner speaker, should
begin early in life and bronze well; but he should first study,
if 1t is worth the sacrifice.

Mr. A. H. M. Belshes was long an officer in the Perth-
shire Volunteers, and at the breaking up of the corps they
resolved to give him & testimonial of their gratitude for his
kind exertions in keeping the body together. A silver cup
was accordingly provided, and a dinner on a large scale
arranged for. A decent subaltern agreed to take the chair,
and present the cup, but it was alleged that he over-studied
his subject and came to the table a little too highly trained.
The routine toasts were got over very well, but when the
toast of the evening came on, the speech of the unfortunate
chairman took French leave, and when he stood up his eyes
began to swim. The company became enveloped in mist.
Everything disappeared except the silver gift, which stood
firmly before him, like a lighthouse on a desert island.
After three minutes of agonizing parturition, he seized it
convulsively and turning to Mr. Belshes, gasped out, ‘“ This
is the cup ! "—and sat down. The company were paralysed
with shame, none more so than the worthy guest himself.
He rose to reply, but there was nothing to reply to, so
taking the gift in his hand, he said despairingly, < Is that
the cup ?” and sat down.

The recent act on land tenure which a Liberal writer
thinks a step towards ¢ agricultural babyism ” is only the
beginning of a series of remedial measures, necessary for
preventing the recurrence of such a circumstance as the



78 PERTHSHIRE IN BYGONE DAYS.

following, which occurred on the estate of Invermay forty
years ago. A highly respectable tenant had entered on a
new lease of nineteen years. During the first four years he
had laid out a great deal of money, draining, liming, and
otherwise improving the farm ; but during the fifth year he
took ill and died. The eldest son being then a youth and
incapable of managing the farm, the family, after much deli-
beration, resolved to abandon the lease, and followed up
their resolution by sending the foreman with a letter to the
proprietor accompanied by their copy of the lease. Mean-
time two spirited young neighbours, whose conduct on the
occasion did them infinite honour, agreed between them-
selves to take the management of the farm for behoof of the
family, until such time as the eldest son had got his educa-
tion and some experience, and on the same day that the
foreman was despatched with the letter of demission, they
were on their way to the farm house to announce their
friendly intentions. Their business was soon communicated,
and a fresh grief and bitter regret filled the hearts of the
bereaved widow and children. But their friends were equal
to the emergency, and with instant despatch they were
again in the saddle and straining off to Invermay. When
they galloped up to the front door, the foreman came out,
after having deposited his missives. ‘“ Here is a dilemma,
but we have gone far, and must go through with it.”

They were ushered into the presence of the laird, who
sat with the letter and lease before him. They both felt
the delicacy of stating that they had ridden hard to catch
the messenger, who had just left. But the leading one
thought it best to tell the whole tale, which he did thus :—
“We had made up our minds to assist the widow and
family in running out the lease, which has just been sur-
rendered to you, but when we came to the house, it was
away. If we had succeeded in intercepting the messenger,
no explanation would have been necessary; as it is, we put
ourselves in your hands.” Mr. Belshes replied, ¢“You have
designed well, and acted with manly spirit. I shall return
the lease to the family, as giving it to you would look like
a sublet ; and I shall do everything in my power to encou-
rage you in your generous undertaking. It is better that
the lease has reached me, as you could not have gone on
very well without my concurrence.”

The money invested here was two thousand pounds; and,
as the law stands, that money would have been paid over
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to Mr. Belshes; but, gentleman as he was, he refused it.
But suppose that he had not, would it be “ babyism " to
demand an enactment, investing that family’s interest in the
lease, with permanence as inviolable as that with which
their money was invested in the land? It is a manifest
injustice to encourage the laying out of money by a lease-
holder, land, on an emergency such as I have named, to
deny his heirs the right of sub-letting. The proprietor
ought to have the right of pre-emption, but nothing more.
He has no more title, in equity, to the money so laid out,
than he has to what is in the tenant’s strong box; and if it
resolves itself into a rise of rent, every penny of that rise
belongs to the tenant’s representatives until the currency of
the lease is exhausted. If Mr. Belshes had acted up to the
terms of the repudiated lease, he would have said, ‘ Your
friend had no right to die till his son was of age:” and to
make a lease that no honest man can act upon is the
poisoned gruel that drives the farmer into the nursery.
During the earlier years of the century people had to
exercise great patience in awaiting the arrival of news, how-
ever important they might be. The result of the great fight
at Waterloo was not known in Strathearn until a whole
week had transpired. It was well known that Wellington
and Napoleon were getting ominously contiguous, and that
something decisive of the fate of Great Britain and France
was about to happen. If the news came slowly, they were
not allowed to come quietly, for each mail guard and rural
letter carrier was armed with a tin trumpet, two feet long,
through which he heralded, with terrific snorts, the fact
that he was on his way. Mr. A. H. M. Belshes was in the
habit, throughout his whole life, of prowling about his
grounds, and if any trespasser came in his way, he did not
scruple to read him a lecture on the law of meum and tuwwm.
On the Sunday after Waterloo he was taking a quiet morn-
ing turn round the outside of his grounds, when the note of
the coming postman came swelling along the breeze.
Mr. Belshes venerated the institutions of his country, and
took a deep interest in its prosperity: but he considered
this a decided casus belli; and, intercepting the noisy func-
tionary, he said a.uthomtatively, “What are you blowing
about ?—disturbing people on Sunday morning with your
abominable noise ! Go along quietly.” The small official,
although backed by all the authority of St. Martin’s- le-
Grand, rather quailed before the lofty proprietario of
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Invermay, but looking up to him deprecatively, he said,
“Wellington has beaten the Frenchmen at Waterloo, and
Bonapartey is taken prisoner.” Belshes stuck his hand
frantically into his pocket, and pulling out half-a-crown, he
threw it at the momentous herald, exclaiming at the top of
his voice, * Blow away, you young devil.”

On another occasion, he was walking about in one of
those moods in which it was by no means desirable to meet
him, but at this time he encountered a soldier, and did not
come off quite so well as his great friend the Duke. The
soldier when passing the east gate, observed a young oak
that he thought would make a good walking stick; so,
without scruple, he laid down his musket against the dyke,
and going into the wood, cut down the tree. While he was
quietly lopping the branches from his prize, the laird came
along the road. He saw at once the daringly impudent and
really wicked step that the fellow had taken, and his passion,
of course, rose to the occasion. No remedy to the evil deed
occurred to him ; indeed there was none. But the irate
laird seized the gun, and with an oath said, ‘Take back
that tree and lay it down where you got it, or I will blow
your brains out.” The soldier obeyed doggedly, and after
a round of the linguistic guns, he reluctantly gave the
soldier his musket. No sooner had the man of war got
possession of it, than he presented it at the laird, saying
with the same oath, ““If you do not put that stick into my
hands as a gift, I will blow your brains out.” The laird
made a virtue of necessity, and surrendered it.

Colonel John M. Belshes was the younger brother, and
succeeded to the estate. He was a polite and very kind-
hearted man, but proud to overbearance. For thirty years,
as regularly as Christmas came round, he called for me,
cordially tendering the compliments of the season; but,
after an altercation, which will be narrated in the sequel,
he failed to appear as usual at the conclusion of the Epis-
copal service, which annoyed me; and, like the blood of
Cmsar, I “rushed out of doors to be resolved.” At the
George Inn door I met the Colonel, apparently indif-
ferent to my passing or stopping ; but when I went up and
grasped his hand, he opened up with his accustomed flush
of good manners and began to make some explanation. I
whispered to him, “For God’s sake, Colonel, let us have no
more about it.” We walked together to my place, and the
interview ended by his asking me to join Sir David Ross
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in spending a day at Invermay. It has been a matter of
regret to me, as it was to the gentleman I have mentioned,
that that visit never took place.

Though my first meeting with Colonel Belshes was cal-
culated to prejudice me against him, a few years of his
lofty urbanity enabled me to understand the man. The
few characteristic circumstances which I have to narrate
may be thought to represent him unfairly, but they are
absolutely true. Those who knew him will recognise his
manner of proceeding; and those who read this and did
not know him, will be shown a gentlemanly, proud, irritable
soldier, who cultivated a strict sense of the deference due
to rank and influence, and was as thoroughly versed in all
its nice intricacies as either Brummel or Nash.

The tenants on the estate were generally comfortable and
on good terms with the laird ; but if anything crossed the
irascible old gentleman at the mansion-house, terror struck
home to the conscious offender. On one occasion a member
of that amiable and eminently truthful corporation face-
tiously named ¢ game-keepers,” called at Invermay House
and lodged information, that he had caught one of the
tenants cutting wood near the fence of his farm. Colonel
Belshes’ temper rose to fever heat, and he rushed to the
combat. The delinquent was sent for, and forthwith came
into the presence. This tenant was a clever, staid, young
man, well-to-do, and by no means to be trodden on. If
Colonel Belshes had calmly inquired into the matter and
learned from the tenant the precise circumstances, he was
the last man in the world to act as he did; but cutting down
his wood surreptitiously, even by a tenant, was treason in
the camp, and the guns were opened. No man can scold
with dignity, a flytin’ Colonel is an incongruous spectacle;
yet this gallant officer condescended to scold his tenant,
thereby committing an -injustice, if he really intended to
inflict the penalty he had arranged for. After the first
paroxysm had somewhat abated the Colonel pointed to a
letter lying open on the table, and said teethily, < There, sir!
I will thank you to sign that letter of demission, otherwise
I will be forced to adopt stronger measures against you.”
The hitherto speechless tenant took up the letter, and hav-
ing read it, said quietly, “If this is all, I shall sign it without
hesitation. TLand is no great object to any man just now.
For myself, I would rather not hold it under a gentleman
who takes the unchallenged word of his gamekeeper against

G
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his tenant.” After subscribing the missive, he pitched it
rather indignantly over the table towards the Colonel, and
making his bow, left. As the tenant rose the landlord fell,
and the gamekeeper, who had been waiting outside, was
ordered into the room.

Q.—“Did you see this man cutting wood in the pre-
serves ?”’

Ans.—“Yes, sir.”

Q.—“ At what place ?”

Ans.—At the march of his high park ?”

Q.—What kind of tree was it ?”

Ansg.—¢ Birch, sir.”

Q.—* Was it growing inside the fence ?”

Ans.—“Yes, sir.”

Q.—Did he go over the fence to cut it ?”

Ans.—* No, sir.”

Q.—*“How did he do it ?”

Ans.—*“ He cut off a branch that was hanging over the
fence.”

Q.—“ What did he do with it ?”

Ans.— He stuck it into a gap of the fence.”

The Colonel, simmering—*‘Then he lopped a branch off
a birch tree that was hanging over his land, and with it
mended the fence to prevent his cattle getting into my

plantation ?”
Ans.—¢Yes, sir.”
Q.—* And you call that, cutting wood in my preserves ?”

Ans.—¢Yes, sir; I thought it was.”

Colonel Belshes, bursting with indignation, ¢ Leave the
room, sir; and if you are not off this estate within two
hours, I shall send my groom to horsewhip you.”

The tenant had scarcely time to reach his own house,
when a messenger came to request his return. His first
impulse was to give the Colonel a night to cool; but on
reconsideration he felt that, as he did not desire reprisal,
he had better go at once. The Colonel received him in a
way of which he was highly capable, and frankly owned
himself the victim of abused confidence. He handed the
tenant back his letter, and that gentleman with great good
taste took it at once, merely remarking, T felt that I had
no right to interfere with your wood, Colonel ; but I did not
think I exceeded the latitude which any proprietor would
give to his tenant, more especially as the damage from the
broken fence was to arise to the proprietor himself.”
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The next fracas with a tenant did not terminate quite so
happily. I know of no instance of keener viva voce retribu-
tion. The annals of Parliament do not contain a severer
linguistic coup de grace than was on this occasion dealt to
the Laird of Invermay, and in quiet moments it must have
afforded him many a merry laugh. It would appear that
when Colonel Belshes entered on possession, his panacea
for all mishaps with the occupiers of his lands, was to
despatch the transgressor, forgetting entirely that the lease-
holder’s right to the land was, pro tempore, as inalienable
as that of the freeholder, so long as he did not infringe the
written terms of his lease. But a fence difficulty, or lopping
a branch of a tree, was in moments of irritation, sufficient,
he thought, to justify him in meditating resumption. One
grey morning, when he drew aside his window curtains, his
eye fell on half-a-dozen strange sheep grazing complacently
on the lawn before the house. They were ordered to be
pounded, and the owner, whoever he was, to appear forth-
with in the sweating-room. This transgressor did not show
the same deference as the former one, but spoke freely
about certain fences in palliation of his offence. This exas-
perated his superior, and stamping the floor with his foot,
he said with emphatic bitterness, ‘“You are a pest to this
neighbourhood, sir, with your sheep and fences, You are too
long here.”

The tenant thought this severe from a gentleman so very
recently come into possession himself, but he went away
with his sheep, sulking as he went, ‘‘nursing his wrath to
keep it warm.” The incubation was short; for, on emerg-
ing from the policies, he observed a number of sheep in the
middle of one of his fields of green corn. They were driven
into the steading, and when overhauled, found to belong to
Colonel Belshes. The indignant tenant marched away
with them to Invermay House, up to the front door, where
the Colonel appeared in most irascible mood. His first
idea was that the man had returned with the sheep to
provoke him, which naturally excited the wrath, not quite
cooled since the morning’s tirrie vie. The tenant walked
boldly forward, and said, ‘ Are these your sheep, Colonel ?”
No answer.—The shepherd appeared and said, ¢ Yes, they
are our sheep.” The tenant was somewhat of a wag, and
he had enough to do in maintaining his gravity. The situ-
ation itself, and the knowledge of what was coming, nearly
upset him; but, putting on a grave and angry face, he

G 2
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walked close past his adversary, saying with savage bitter-
ness, “These sheep of yours are a pest, Colonel. You are
too long here!” Moral, The Colonel is in his grave; the
tenant is in the farm.

During the forty years in which I was a citizen of Perth I
never—right or wrong—curried favour with the authorities,
and as a necessary consequence, after I had at great cost
built the Exchange Hotel, the magistrates refused me a
license. Bailies Heiton and Fisher were on the bench,
and it was nothing to them that I had cleared out a large
area of the most wretched back slums that ever disgraced
a civilized community. It was nothing to them that I had
widened the Skinnergate three feet, and thereby surrendered
one hundred and twenty-five square feet of ground to the
publie, without making the usual charge. It was nothing
to them that I had invested two thousand pounds,—that
was sheer impudence, and the license was refused, thereby
entailing on me a loss of six months’ rent. Next term
Provost Imrie was on the bench, and the license was
obtained. The money was paid to the Hxcise, and the
house let. But ¢ there is many a slip between the cup and
the lip.” Mr. Turnbull, of Bellwood, at the instigation of
a neighbour, petitioned the Quarter Sessions to withdraw
the license, thus involving me in further expense and the
loss of another six months’ rent. I applied to the Excise
for the money I had paid six months before, but the officer
laughed at me. Next morning I waited on Collector Watson
with my receipt, and told him how the officer had treated
me. He sent for his subordinate, and when he appeared
a cheque was put into his hand, with this curt instruction,
“Go down to the Bank and pay Mr. Drummond that
money."”

I now prepared to meet the Cabal, and was naturally
sorry to find my old friend Colonel Belshes dead against
me, denouncing the embryo hotel as ¢ Drummond’s Pot-
house.” On the morning of the court he paraded George
Street, saluting the members of court as they turned up,
and chuckling over my impending fate, as if I were about
to be tried for sedition or murder: but it turned out a mere
brutum fulmen. Twenty-two justices sat on the bench ;
thirteen voted for granting, six against, and three declined
to vote. I shall ever remember with gratitude the way in
which the Earl of Mansfield and Mr. Smythe led the vote
for confirming the magistrates’ decision, as is the usual prac-
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tice in such cases, against a mere thoughtless faction, leagued
to gratify the offended pride of one man, who kept himself
in the dark. I think it right to record here that Mr. P. H.
Paterson, of Carpow, without solicitation, came expressly
from Edinburgh to vote for me; and Mr. Lorimer, of
Aberdalgie, after coming into town, felt himself unable from
failing health to go upon the bench, but tendered his vote
in a weak voice from the body of the court. Two agents
were employed against me. The principal one founded his
objection on this piece of perfunctory maudlinism, ¢ That
country people have no more need of whisky in settling
a transaction than others.” The junior counsel pressed for
a decision against me, because I had built an inn on the
site of three notorious bawdy houses, one of them the well-
known ¢ Six Bottles.” I wonder if that sapient philosopher
really thought that the man who did so, deserved to lose
two thousand pounds ?

A petition was presented to the Quarter Sessions in
favour of the license, signed by three hundred gentlemen
doing business in Perth market, and representing an aggre-
gate capital of more than one million sterling. I obtained
all these signatures myself within a week, and met with
only fwo denials.

I had lived long in good neighbourhood with Mr. Turnbull,
and this proceeding was not allowed to mar our friendship
in the very least; and I have already told how Colonel
Belshes and I got over it. It is a remarkable lesson, how-
ever, that no man should in the pride of his heart build
castles of imaginary influence, because superstructures with-
out solid foundation are apt to tumble about the builders’
ears, as this unfriendly proceeding did about Mr. Turnbull’s,
and the Exchange Hotel eventually did about mine.
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CHAPTER XV.

COLONEL HENDRY.

“ Employment is Nature’s physician, Idleness the mother of misery.”
BURTON.

As ages creep on, and events of importance arise, the name
of some matter, place, or event takes hold of the public
mind and becomes the representative term of things away
from its original, and the adjective for many nouns.
“ Waterloo,” the name of an unimportant little piece of
ground in Belgium, has become a prefix to a thousand of
our national commodities. From 1808 to 1830, ¢« The
Peninsula,” as, during the earlier part of that period, the
seat of a protracted war between Great Britain and France,
obtained an importance that it never would have gained as
merely an integral portion of Southern Europe.

Regiments in the British service could have no prouder
device inscribed on their colours than ¢ The Peninsula,” and
its heroes take their stand alongside those of Waterloo.

Three of the foremost rank of these heroes came to spend
the latter days of their long careers, each on his own estate
in the county of Perth, and within a circle of a few miles;
namely, General Lord Lynedoch, General Sir David Baird,
and Colonel Hendry, of Woodend. General Sir George
Murray may also be included, his paternal estate marching
with Woodend. These men had each seen long and hard
service; and the fact of knowing them all personally, and
writing of them, after each had filled his grave for thirty
years, is something to be proud of ; otherwise it had better
been let alone.

Colonel Hendry had not the same opportunity of study-
ing the amenities of life—so very necessary in converting
the old soldier into the polite civilian—as his three com-
peers, consequently he retained all the brusqueness and
obedience-demanding spirit so characteristic of the retired
officer. Besides, he was naturally of an abrupt and cross
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temper. It is told of him that, when leading on his men at
Corunna, he mounted a knoll, sword in hand. One of his
subordinate officers observing it, shouted, ¢ For God’s sake
come down, Colonel Hendry, the enemy will mark you.”
“TIt’s as well to die on a height as in a hollow,” answered
the daring veteran. After the French war, he had been in
Ireland with his regiment for a length of time, and took to
himself an Irish lady as his spouse. She came with him
to Woodend; and the domestic and physical troubles to
which he was subjected were frequently recurring and
violent, albeit many of them arose from his own obstinate
and sullen disposition.

Men on horseback aim to sit as near the perpendicular as
possible. Not so the Colonel: his horse’s neck and his own
body generally stood in the same relation to each other as
the blades of a pair of scissors when near the closing; but
however much his horsemanship lacked grace, it was not
deficient in an equally important quality—tenacity. Saddle
or no saddle, bridle or no bridle, it mattered nothing to
him. His brown mare stood in the stable tied to her.stall
with a rope, easily untied at the stall end; and when the
Colonel thought his presence was wanted where his field-
work—in wood, farm, or park—was going on, he would go
into the stable, undo the convenient knot, and vaulting to
his seat, go off at a hand-gallop; he would then frequently
go a round with his foreman at the plough, and if a large
stone, twenty or thirty pounds weight, turned up, he would
bend to the earth, pick it up between his hands and gallop
to the nearest fence with it, with as much ease and as
much indifference as if his mare and himself had been
lashed together.

He had an elderly female domestic who was gifted with
an extraordinary memory, and who attended the church of
Madderty with more rigid punctuality than his less
stringent creed led him to think necessary. One day the
Colonel observed that her eyes were shut during most of
the sermon. On the road home he chaffed her, saying, in
his loud, hollow voice, ‘ You might as well stop at home as
go to church and sleep.” She replied, “I was not asleep,
sir.” ¢ Can you repeat any of the sermon?” “Yes, sir;
that I can;” and she began at the beginning, rattling on,
word for word, until the Colonel shouted, ¢ Stop! I have
heard it once already, which is quite enough for me.” This
domestic was kind to him in his troubles. His limbs were
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full of disease, and always wrapped up like a roll of flannel
in a draper’s shop. The following circumstances are under-
stood to have led to the disease in them. Having gone,
one dark night, on a reconnoitring excursion, he somehow
parted with his men and lost his way. Having wandered
about for an hour or two without knowing whether he was
going farther away from, or coming nearer to his quarters, he
at length reached a group of houses without a single open
door, and possibly with as few open hearts. At an outside
angle he found a water-wheel, and judging that it must
communicate with the interior, he felt about and eventually
observed a square opening, sufficient to admit him, imme-
diately over the wheel. Although a good soldier, the Colonel
was no mechanic, and, having no choice of means, he
resolved to mount by the wheel ; so, leaping across a chasm
of three feet, he lighted on the hem of one of the buckets.
The inside check was light, and the Colonel was heavy, so
down he went, amidst a roar of machinery, up to the hips
in water. The brave soldier did not despair; he felt the
square masonry all round, but no interstices whereby he
might ascend. He was far below the centre level of the
wheel, and of course could not mount by it; but, mustering
all his strength, he leaped up and clutched one of the buckets.
Down came the wheel, the inside machinery rattling in
contempt. He moved the wheel once round, thinking
something might check it ; but no. The poor man schemed
and studied and struggled, but he uttered no complaint, not
he; even when the grey of the morning came in, and he
imagined he heard people beginning to move about, he
would not condescend to cry out; but, in exercise of all
his might, seasoned with a little unacknowledged despair, he
made the wheel spin, and the machinery grind until the
people ran to the sluice to see who had set on the mill.
The sluice was shut! In such a case it is common to
blame the devil ; but one of the alarmed said, in approach-
ing the hole, ¢ The devil has the power of the air, and the
fire is his natural element, but I never heard of him med-
dling with water. Hillo!” cried he, peeping under the
trows, “ Who are you?”’ ¢Bring a ladder,” said the Colonel.
The ladder was speedily brought, and the Colonel taken
up; but with all his dogged bravery, he very nearly gave
way, and never quite recovered from the effects of his pro-
tracted immersion. I am by no means certain that our
hero had reached the ascribed rank when this escapade
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came off, but the lady who told me the story called him
¢ the Colonel.”

Any infringement of his rights, real or imaginary, met
with energetic opposition, and, as a necessary consequence,
he was seldom out of court. He did not mislead the people
of Madderty, however, when he came to live amongst them.
His inauguration freak was a very fair specimen of the
soldier-proprietor, and he kept up the character to the end.

The Woodend family had long the privilege of sepulture
under their pew in Madderty Church, and when Colonel
Hendry’s immediate predecessor— Mr. Watt—was to be
buried, some quiet remonstrances were offered by the
Session and leading men of the congregation. Eventually,
a sort of compromise was entered into, the undertaker and
gravedigger agreeing that the grave should be eight feet
deep. On the day of the funeral the church was crowded
with people, some of them in no very conciliatory humour.
‘When the body was brought in, the Colonel stepped upon
the hill of earth, and looking down into the grave, shouted
in a voice which re-echoed through the mouldy edifice,
“Stop! Why is it so deep?” “It was the Session’s
orders,” said the gravedigger. ‘“Fill in the earth till I
tell you to stop,” said the offended stranger. Two feet of
earth were thrown in by two of the Woodend retainérs,
amidst murmurings, not loud but deep. A sort of pause in
the work, and the gravedigger went down to level the
bottom. While he was doing so, one man cried, loud
enough to be heard by Colonel Hendry, « Make it easy for
him!” another shouted, *“ Are you afraid he will not get
up again?” When the gravedigger re-appeared, Colonel
Hendry made a sort of movement as if he wanted more
earth thrown in. A loud growl went through the assembled
multitude, and judging wisely, he went no farther. If he
had ordered another spadeful of earth to be thrown into the
grave, I have no doubt whatever, judging from the temper
into which the people had been raised, but Colonel, coffin,
corpse, and mort-cloth would have been bundled to the
door, if they escaped the worse fate of filling one grave.

‘When the coffin was laid over the grave, and the Colonel
stood up at his full height on the mound of earth, a more
remarkable spectacle never presented itself to the human
eye. The wizened old soldier was hung with black and white,
fitted asg if they had been thrown on him with a pitchfork,
his face distorted by the conflict of checked pride and
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irresolute desire, and his hand clutching the coffin-cord like
a man saving himself from drowning—altogether, a carica-
tured transcript of “ Hamlet at the grave of Ophelia,” or
the disguised type of Ravenswood at that of Alice Gray
in ““ The Bride of Lammermoor.”

This ill-judged escapade raised a great dislike to the new
laird of Woodend ; and although there was a sediment of
kindness at the bottom of his heart, it was encrusted over
by a temper never placid, and latterly subjected to incessant
domestic and personal sourings.

The following simple story will illustrate the character
and destiny of this retired Peninsular veteran better than
any amount of biographical detail.

A young man, whose father was the district blacksmith,
felt a laudable desire to learn his father’s trade; and one
evening when the old man was at his “gloamin meal,”
young burnéwind essayed to forge some horse-shoe nails;
but before proceeding, he bolted the smithy-door, in order
to prevent the neighbour youngsters getting in to quiz him.
The rod was scarely hot when a knock came to the bolted
door. He paid no attention to it; a second came; and
when the end of the rod was ready for action, the door
received another tremendous thwack. Young hopeful,
irritated at the perseverance of the would-be intruder,
seized the rod and stuck the red-hot end through a hole in
the smithy door. Presently he heard a horse gallop off,
and, peering through the darkness, he was horror-stricken
to see Colonel Hendry standing at the dwelling-house door,
shouting like an enraged bear, “Smith ! Smith ! some fellow
in the smithy is going to shoot me!” The smith pleaded
some misunderstanding, and the officer’'s wrath was as-
suaged. DBut smith, junior, who lived in wholesome dread
of Colonel Hendry, shrunk from his nail-forging in fear and
trembling.

Next morning he was peremptorily ordered off to Wood-
end with a parcel that had come from Perth by the carrier.
To this he made no objection; but then, the Colonel! On
the way he flattered himself that he might escape him; but
as he emerged from the wood, there was his friend sitting
under a tree between him and the house. He must pro-
ceed ; but inwardly he gave himself up for lost. ¢ What
have you got, sir?” said the Colonel. ¢ A parcel. from the
carrier,” said smith, junior. ¢ Take it in there,” pointing
to the kitchen-door, ¢ and tell them to give you something
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to yourself.” When smith, junior, came out, the Colonel
hailed him and enquired what they gave him. He said
nothing, but, going up to the dreaded ogre, he took off his
bonnet and exhibited one or two sour apples. The veteran
uttered not a word, but giving the bonnet a kick, he sent
the apples spinning through the air like rockets, and gave
the youth sixpence.

Amongst other law pleas, he had one of protracted dimen-
sions against Lady Baird Preston, claiming a road up the
east margin of the farm of Newrow, from ¢ the bog of
Gray’s Hill ” to the Perth and Crieff road. Many a ride
to town it cost him; and although he could save half-a-
mile of travel by going up past the farm of Welltree, he
uniformly rode along the disputed way—crop or no crop.
His principal tenant, James Ritchie of the Abbey, had the
greatest interest in the road, and he was summoned as a
witness. James was a worthy man, a perfect embodiment
of the last-century Scotchman. When times changed, he
never yielded the broad blue bonnet, plaiden coat and
breeches, neither did his manners become in any degree
ameliorated by the refinements that supervened during his
long lease of life.

Little accustomed to the outer world and its ways, he
had his own modes of speaking and moving; and it would
have been an idle task to attempt to alter his method of
procedure. James had been once examined already, and
when called a second time, he appeared in rather bad
humour. He was to be cross-examined by Mr. Adie for
Lady Baird; and that gentleman, in true lawyer-fashion,
wanted to bother him.

Q. “ What is your name, Witness? "

Ans. ““ Gude feth, my name’s weel enough kent; ye
needna’ speer my name.”

Q. ““ Oh, but we must have your name.”

Ans. ‘“ Just James Ritchie.”

Q. ““ Where do you live ?”

Ans. T live at the Abo.”

Q. “Where is that?”

Ans. ¢ On the Powside.”

Q. ‘““How old are you?”

Ans. ““Eh, gude feth, I'm aulder than ony o’ ye.”

Adie. “ You must answer my questions, or the Court will
interfere.”

Ans. “ Gude feth, if that be the case, what for no’?”
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This raised some laughter, and the primitive old gentle-
man, looking at the Court, said,—

“Ye're a’ wheen grand rascals, bringin’ an auld man
like me in here to mak’ a fule o’ me;” and noticing a smile
on Mr. Patton’s face, he added, ¢ and the Laird o’ Mill
Rodgie is as bad as the lave.”

Q. ““Have you ever travelled from the Mains of Madderty
to the Perth road, through the farm of Newrow ?”

Ans. ““No; but mony time past it.”

Mr. David Clark. ““ Along the east margin of Newrow,
you mean ?”’

Ans. ¢ Hoot, aye; up and doon a hunder times.”

Colonel Hendry gained his case ; but an excambion took
place, and the successful officer, confirmed as a litigant,
waited for another casus belli.

Dr. Johnson said, of one of his pugnacious coevals: ¢ If
his pistol misses fire, he knocks you down with the butt
end.” Colonel Hendry tried, on one occasion, the same
murderous procedure, but signally failed. The farm of
Thornhill, on the estate of Woodend, is good sharp land,
but gravelly, and when harrowed after seed, looks like
Ellisland, which Robert Burns called  the riddlings of
creation.” During the drouthy years the tenant complained
bitterly against the weather and the stones. The laird
heard him, and treated his complaints with lofty magnani-
mity. But when 1826 scorched his gravel knowes, he pro-
posed keeping back a portion of his rent. The Colonel
waxed wroth. The tenant urged the want of rain, and the
stones. ‘“The stones!” said the exasperated officer; «I
knew a farmer in Ulster who had a farm similar to Thorn-
hill. He cleared one field of stones, but he did not try a
second, for he had no crop at all on the cleared field.” The
tenant carried the matter farther than was expected, and
pawkily enquired, ‘ What did he do with it, then?” The
Peninsular hero hesitated for a moment, but his pistol
missed fire, and he shouted, ¢ Laid them on again, to be
sure.”

The Colonel’s retired life was a remarkable exemplifica-
tion of the very common difficulty of reconciling confirmed
habits to a change of circumstances, whether for the better
or worse.

Brave and fearless as a soldier, he was an utter stranger
to those amenities which would have made life agreeable
to himself and tolerable to those who came in contact with
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him as a neighbour and a landowner. Soldier he had been,
and soldier he would remain; and when his own day of
sepulture came, as come it did, they buried him under the
sycamore trees—a fitter home for a ¢ Peninsular veteran”
than the inside of a church—and they put an iron fence
round his grave, lest any one might, unadvisedly, tread
upon a man in death who utterly declined being trodden
upon in life.

CHAPTER XVI.

JAMES MORAY, OF ABERCAIRNEY.

¢ 0 sure I am the wits of former days
To subjects worse have given admiring praise,
The worth of that is that which it contains,
And that is this, and this with thee remains.”
SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS.

During the first half of the present century, the Morays of
Abercairney—father and two sons—were munificent em-
ployersoflabour. Urbane, humourousand open-heartedmen,
their society was courted by those of their own rank, and
cherished by their numerous dependents. They erected a
mansion and offices on the paternal estate which in point
of situation, style and workmanship, have no equals
amongst the residences of the nobility and gentry of
Perthshire, For many years the turmoil of labour, the
distant click of the mason’s hammer, and the noisy racket
of horses and carts, were the characteristics of Abercairney.
First ponds were dug, then roads were formed, and as the
elaborate gothic fabric began to rear its buttressed walls in
the midst of the well-wooded park, visitors were charmed
with its gorgeous details and fine proportions. Strangers
that are now hurried along by the distant railway and see
it nestling before the sun, can have little idea that such a
gem of art is being passed in such speedy review, or of the
amount of work that was going forward in that gentle
sloping park, threescore years ago. The mansion was
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begun by the old laird, and finished by his successor, and
the offices were built in their present form by his younger
son, the late Major Moray Stirling. The two latter named
gentlemen were my very early patrons, and it affords me
very great pleasure to be able, at this somewhat remote
period, to place on record any distinctive recollections I
have of them. The two brothers were widely different in
character; James was clever, rollicking, indifferent and
waggish, his companionable feelings leading him into
eccentricities that were more affected than real. William
was retiring, simple in manners, and a born gentleman. He
was the only commoner in Scotland whose mansion was
honoured by a visit from the Queen during her memorable
progress through her northern dominions in the year 1842,
and it was not merely a wayside call, but an express
journey of eight miles undertaken during the royal
residence at Drummond Castle. No incident of that royal
progress gave more unqualified satisfaction to those who
had the good fortune to behold it, than that well-timed
visit to Abercairney. There was one drawback, which was
a source of much regret to Major Moray; the amiable
mistress of the mansion, the Lady Frances Elizabeth Moray
was absent on a visit to Fifeshire.

Major Moray was seldom spoken of by the name of his
estate, but his elder brother James was to all intents and
purposes, ‘‘ Abercairney.” Their father and grandfather
were also of the estate ; the latter was a gentleman of great
taste, and the former was the well known patron of Niel
Gow, and to his memory * the famous Niel” composed his
pathetic “ Lament for auld Abercairney.” For many years
the house was famous for dance and song, and the young
laird, profiting by these circumstances, became a finished
athlete. One night at a supper party, while he was quite a
youth, a neighbouring gentleman had indulged so far as to
be laid under the table, Culbert was in the house with his
fiddle, and it was motioned that young ‘‘ Aber” should dance
<« Malcolm Rossie”; he consented, but no swords were at
hand, the poker and tongs were suggested, but the ready
terpsichorean, whilst they were searching in corners, drew
the prostrate guest from below the table and spreading out
his pliant limbs, he danced round him like a kilted
whirlwind.

The Reverend John Murray was minister of Fowlis
‘Wester when Abercairney was a boy, he wore a curly wig
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of a dingy white, and he was sometimes derisively styled,
«“Jack o Fowlis.” A neighbouring farmer had a son who
was fair-haired, somewhat demure and slow, and the young
laird styled him Mr. Murray. This youth presented himself
at a football match, with a superb ball made of coloured
worsted and sewed to perfection; at first he would not
allow it to be played with, but the young laird took a great
fancy to it, and tried hard to soft-sawder it from his con-
fiding friend. His fascinations were long withstood, but at
length his victim gave way, and said, confidingly, “I will
give it to you if you will not call me Mr. Murray any more.”
“Done !” said his seducer, and moved away to the starting
place ; when all was ready he held the ball between his
hands and looking round to his victimised young friend, he
gave it a kick which sent it forty yards on its journey,
crying out with cruel scarcasm, ¢ Come along Jack o’
Fowlis.” .

The neighbouring proprietor, Mr. Maxtone, of Cultoquhey,
whose house was very near the public road, had a great
abhorrence of cattle being grazed on its sides. One morning
while young Abercairney was passing inside of a fence, he
heard Mr. Maxtone rating a poor woman soundly for this
terrible delinquency. Disguising his voice he cried through
the fence, ‘“Puir bodie, Culty, ha’e they made a roadman
o ye?”

}7 ames Littlejohn was long cartwright and joiner at
Abercairney, and the old laird thought James a trustworthy
servant, althoungh somewhat aspiring. For many years the
joiner work was very heavy, and when the young laird grew
up, Littlejohn had crept into a sort of authority which it
was alleged he made the most of; to keep this in check
young Abercairney saw the necessity of a vigilant surveil-
lance. A pair of cart wheels were required, and Littlejohn
set one of his underlings to the job. By some mistake one of
the ¢felloes” was cut to an improper angle and a lump of
putty was stuck into the opening. This did not escape the
laird’s sharp eye, and giving it a kick, he said, ¢ What is
that, Littlejobhn ?” ¢ It is putty sir, but it will last the
longest bit of the wheel.” ¢ Will it indeed,” said the laird,
¢ then make me a pair of wheels entirely of putty.”

It was hardly to be expected that so many men employed
at so many kinds of handicraft, should all act conscien-
tiously towards such a wealthy employer, and it was
thought expedient to scrutinise thoroughly every account
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that was presented for payment, as well as to watch with
careful eye the work as it progressed. A great deal of home-
wood was used for temporary purposes, and that was found
in the surrounding plantations. A pair of sawyers were
constantly at work, and were paid at so much per hundred
feet. One day in passing the sawpit the laird found the
two sawyers, with their tape line, measuring off their work
with loud precision ; seeing him, their manipulation became
dexterous, and the cry of figures very emphatic. Who
would expect that the laird of Abercairney knew how sawn
timber should be measured? He did think it queer however
that they should measure up the one side of a board and
down the other. He said nothing, but went straight to
Littlejohn and told him what was going forward; Littlejohn
moved to go to them at once, but Abercairney said, ‘No,
send them in tome.” Accordingly they came into his room
and tabled their account. He looked at it scrutinisingly, then
opening his desk he took out a handful of gold and silver,
and taking a sovereign he laid it down before the men, and
imitating their loud way of calling out their figures, he
placed his thumb on the sovereign and cried ‘“one!” then
turning it over smartly, and again placing his thumb, he
cried out ‘““two!” and so on with gold and silver until he
reached the amount of the account. The men looked
amazed, but they were allowed no time for remonstrance.
“Go about your business,” said Abercairney, ¢ and
remember that a sovereign has two sides as well as a
fir-board.” Dishonesty never met a more prompt rebuke.
One Hansel Monday three lads from Crieff, bent on
sport, armed themselves with a gun each and relays of ball
and small shot, equal to whatever might arise. They first
proceeded to Fowlis Wester, where Galloway, the smith,
held a raffle shooting. There they had no luck whatever,
but a great deal more drink than was quite good for them.
In this state they shouldered their muskets, determined
to have their revenge on Abercairney’s live stock on their
way home. Accordingly they took a detour by the bridge
of Achlone, turning west towards Crieff by the north bank
of the Pow. Hares and rabbits in abundance came across
their path, but the drink had softened their hearts, and
they were merciful to the poor denizens of the wood,
besides having a maudlin regard for that obsolete old Aect
of the Parliament of Mount Sinai commonly called the
Sixth Commandment. Eventually, however, they met a
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sore temptation ; a poor hare was observed sitting amongst
the snow, about twenty yards from the back of a fence,
with a tuft of rank grass for her sorry bield. A council
of war was held, every voice dropped to a whisper, and
each brave sportsman found his way to a hole in the fence,
through which he pushed his murderous weapon, squinting,
“¢ gleeing,” and arranging his position, so that there would
be no shaking. The centre hero whispered, stealthily,
“«Are ye ready, boys?” ¢ Stop a minute,” said one.
When all was declared ready, ¢ Fire away,” whispered he.
Bang! bang! bang! Up started the sportsmen: up
started the hare, and without even turning her eye back-
ward, or leaving a single drop of her blood to mark the
scene of the murderous conspiracy, she sprang across the
field at the top of her speed. On examination the snow
was found to be ploughed up at three separate places, each
of them at that humane distance which characterises the
aim of those who are laudably reluctant to shed blood.
Each sportsman claimed the closest shot, and thus they
differed primarily, but one of the party threw oil upon the
waters by good-naturedly remarking, ‘“ Are n’t we a’ very
near?”

Matters being thus accommodated, each by mutual con-
sent took a deep pull at the flask, which quickly irritated
their courage and led to grave altercation. “I am certain
my shot was the nearest,” said one. ‘You,” said another,
<¢ you could na’ buck the kirk;” meaning that he could not
throw a stone at a kirk and hit it. This called for revenge,
and the party so deeply slandered drew himself up, and
giving a loud slap across his loins with the palm of his
hand, he exclaimed, defiantly, ‘“For a gill T will stand
your shot on there, at thirty yards.” ¢“Done!” said the
outraged gunner. The ground was measured, and young
Tell went to the stake. The third party loaded the gun,
and, ass as he was, put in the ordinary charge. In raising
it to his shoulder the marksman performed certain remark-
able genuflections, such as we see a crow performing while
perching on a telegraph wire. After a deal of squaring of
elbows and steadying he announced that he was ready.
“«Fire!” cried the umpire. Bang! again. The victim gave
a leap and a sharp cry, and the two delinquents rushed to
his aid. He was speedily stripped, and while he was under-
going the cruel process of exhuming the lead, and the snow
covered with blood, Abercairney presented himself, accom-

H
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panied by White, his gamekeeper. ¢ Hillo!"” cried the
astonished laird, ¢ What are you fellows about there?”
The offender sprang to his feet, and in deprecation of
impending wrath, and with an accusation of wilful murder
staring him in the face, spluttered out, ‘“The truth is,
Abercairney, this eedit boasted that he would stand my
shot at thirty yards for a gill, and we are just picking out
the hail.” The horrified laird inquired at the wounded

hero if he felt faint. ¢ Oh, no!” was the answer. “We
shall have him indicted for culpable homicide,” said Aber-
cairney. ‘“No, no,” replied the brave sufferer; “just put

it in the papers as a dreadful accident, for that fellow never
could hit anything if he intended it.”

On the Blackford estate, Abercairney had a tenant whose
house he preferred to the shooting lodge; and the tenant,
wise in his generation, allowed his intimacy with the laird
to take the place of rent payments; and so far did he carry
this that, with the exception of a few carts of hay, the credit
side of the rental books had not been disturbed for years.
Abercairney did not scruple to crave him every time they
met, but his tenant never failed to have a ready excuse, and
that ready excuse never failed to postpone the evil day.
Some portions of the farm were subject to inundation, and
on one occasion, when the laird was there with a shooting
party, a terrible deluge of rain caught them in the morning.
Sport could not be attempted, and to go home was out of
the question. But there was plenty to eat and drink; so
they made & virtue of necessity, and let the rain have its
way. When the evening set in the only two of the party
visible were the laird and his tenant. The rest had all dis-
appeared, whether by ascending or descending I am unable
to say. On the pair going up stairs the rain kept dashing
against the windows with terrible impetuosity, and the
cunning subordinate remarked, * There ’ll be news o’ this
yet, Abercairney;—Good night.” Next morning there was
no abatement, and when the tenant looked out, his vivid
imagination saw another year’s rent rising from the flood.
After collecting his scattered forces, he knocked at his
guest’s bed-room door and shouted, ‘Come down, Aber-
cairney, we will be all drowned.” He came down, and the
carriage was ordered. When he had taken his seat, he
thought a parting crave might not be amiss, and on shaking
hands he said, in his usual sharp accents, *“ When are ye
going to pay me any rent?”’ The tenant looked round and
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said, with characteristic firmness, ¢ Rent, sir: How can
any man pay rent for such a place as this? D—mn it, sir, I
might as well farm in the Mediterranean.” ¢ Drive on,”
said Abercairney. That year's rent was like the plate-
holder at the murder of the ram of Derby, * carried away
with the flood.”

A remarkable example of the reluctance he felt at taking
active or severe measures against any dilatory tenants
occurred while Mr. Wood was factor. One of these on the
Abercairney estate had been long falling behind, and the
laird, being finally resolved to put an end to it, sequestration
was obtained and the day of sale announced. As the pro-
cess went on the laird’s horror increased, and although he
went to bed the night before the sale, sleep refused to be of
the party. At three o’clock in the morning he found he
could stand it no longer, and dressing hurriedly, he rushed
away to the factor's house. Wood was alarmed when a
thundering knock came to his door at that hour of the
morning. But the laird called him by name, and he inquired
rather excitedly, ¢ What is the matter, Abercairney? Is
there anything wrong?” ¢ Yes; you will go immediately
and stop that roup; and see that it is done before the fellows
meet.” He turned to go away; but Wood said, *Have
you any message to the tenant ?” This suggested the hope-
less position of his claim, and his mind went on another
tack. “Yes!” he replied, *tell him that the first time I
meet him I shall hang his corpse up on a tree.”

Mer. Scott, Mill of Gask, whose brothers were tenants of
Kintocher, had long been lessee of one of the parks of Aber-
cairney at a stereotyped rent of £70. That by any chance
it should go above that sum, or pass into other hands, never
occurred to Mr. Scott. He sang ‘ The Kailbrose o’ auld
Scotland,” in a precise, methodical sort of way; and,
although it sometimes took him half-an-hour, he gave his
audience to understand that there was no hurry. Aber-
cairney generally gave the party luncheon, and at these
adjournments Mr. Scott’s song was the event of the meet-
ing. I think it was in 1837 that I happened to be present
at one of these sales. Grass was letting high, and there
was a large party. Laurence Taylor mounted a sunk fence,
with Abercairney beside him, and the sale began. When
they came to Mr. Scott’s park, he was in no hurry, but
after fortifying himself with a pinch of snuff, he said,
“Bixty.” ‘“Seventy,” cried John Faichney, of Powhillock.

H 2
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This was dreadful. ¢ Seventy-five,” cried another. < Eighty
pounds,” said a third. Then there was a long pause. The
excitement thickened, and whisperings went round, ¢ Will
you really lose your park, Mr. Scott?” ¢ Will you be
beat?” The hammer was raised; ¢ Eighty pounds; going,
go-ing; ““ A shilling more,” said Mr. Scott. Abercairney
gave a leap, and smiting his hands together, cried in a voice
that made the woods echo, “ Well done, ¢ The Kailbrose o’
auld Scotland.” Give him the park. Gone!”

- Mr. Scott felt that his opponents knew that he must have
the park, and that their biddings were more to please Aber-
cairney than from any desire of becoming lessees, and with
the help of a friend he obtained revenge. After luncheon
and some rounds of toddy, the laird rose and proposed that
his very worthy old friend and tenant, Mr. Scott, should
sing ‘“The Kailbrose o’ auld Scotland.” Scott hung fire,
and was observed to draw a slip of paper from his vest
pocket, but after a good deal of what he wished to be under-
stood as cool thinking, he stood up and sang a verse, pro-
nouncing every word with sharp precision, and singing in
capital tune :—

‘When & little bit laddie, to flatter the laird,
Presumes to a park who can’t farm a kailyard,
It is to the drink that he pays his regard.
Oh! the good punch of auld Scotland,
Give each little puppy & dose.

The cheering and laughing became vociferous, during
which Mr. Scott sat down, remarking slyly, I have become
so popular now in singing this song, that I think one verse
sufficient for any company.”

About the same period a public dinner was given at
Fowlis Wester, to Mr. Anderson Henry, on his taking pos-
session of the estate of Woodend. Abercairney occupied
the chair, and as a matter of courseit was a lively meeting.
The chairman was desirous that ¢ Mill of Gask,” who was
present, should sing the usual song; but he judged it right
to flatter him a little before requesting it; and he rose to
propose his health. Mr. Scott,” he said, *“is a very worthy
old tenant of mine; he makes a keen bargain, but then he has
this peculiarity, he always pays what he promises. When
I was a boy my father had a tenant who did not act on the
same principle. He liked a dram; and he got whisky in
this house for twopence a gill. Funds were low on one
occasion, and he went into his barn, and taking a sheaf of
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corn under his arm, he came along here and laying it down
outside of the door, came in and told the landlord that he
wanted a gill for it. This was supplied to him and dis-
cussed. All right; but whether the whisky or a naturally
bad disposition rendered him oblivious to the law of meum
and fwum, I am unable to say; but on passing out he car-
ried away the sheaf and restored it to its original position.
But when Mr. Scott’s eighty pounds and a shilling have
found their way into my pocket, he feels that he has done
with them, and very shortly I feel the same thing.”

CHAPTER XVII.
JAMES MURRAY PATTON.

¢ An honest man’s the noblest work of God.”—PoPE.

‘WHEN the idea of publishing this series of essays first
occurred to me, I congratulated myself on the circumstance
that I should be able to include Mr. James Murray Patton’s
name amongst others. In this I am taking a step that the
living man would never have sanctioned. But when the
grave becomes our home, we are not only divested of every-
thing that belonged to us in life, in favour of our heirs, but
our memory becomes common property; it can be dealt
with at the caprice of any inconsiderate biographer. We
are understood to view with respect the feelings of those
who have gone before us; but, notwithstanding Mr. Patton’s
dislike to be talked of in public during his life, now that he
ig dead, a few reminiscences of him will be valued by every
man who was to any extent his coeval. During the half-
century which I have been, off and on, a citizen of Perth,
how many esteemed families have disappeared from our
streets ! And if in my humble way I shall be the means of
making the name of any one of them live an hour longer, my
labour will not be in vain. The artist who paints fifty por-
traits of his friends cannot be accused of spending his life
idly ; and if the likenesses are good, he has done more
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towards linking two generations together than a thousand
sculptors, who have merely carved their names in Roman
letters on the churchyard wall. In producing that likeness
it is not necessary to paint the whole man. The embodi-
ment of William Pitt’s character is in his reply to Walpole;
that of Robert Burns, in his lines addressed, ¢ To Mary in
Heaven;” and that of Guy Fawkes, in the Gunpowder Plot.

Although eminently peaceable, no man relished a joke
better than Mr. Patton, and to see the tables turned on any
pretentious fool afforded him intense pleasure. A quiet vein
of wit, approaching to sarcasm, and a dry under-current of
intelligent thought, enabled him to hold his own where
more demonstrative but less informed men would have
succumbed.

Mr. Patton’s circumstances enabled him to act ‘with
generosity, and in a cause that met his approval his purse-
strings were readily slackened. Few of the citizens of
Perth are at this moment aware how much its sanitary
condition owes to the unostentatious liberality of this de-
ceased gentleman. His devout wish was, so far as it was
consistent with his position in life, to follow up, or at least
leave intact, the designs of his uncle Provost Marshall. A
remarkable instance of this feeling, of which I was entirely
cognisant, was elicited in the year 1843. Some men, in the
exuberance of their utilitarianism, think that the huge con-
glomeration of stone, lime, iron, smoke, and hurry-scurry,
placed on the grounds of St. Leonard’s, should have been
placed on the South Inch of Perth. Happily the authorities
and community of Perth, at that period, thought otherwise.

The Scottish Central Railway had scheduled a large por-
tion of that unrivalled park for termini, and when the bill
for that purpose came before Parliament, the municipal
authorities of Perth set their faces against it. A deputa-
tion of their number was sent to London to watch the
progress of the bill. A second party was appointed to give
evidence when the bill was passing through committee.
‘When they were appointed I waited on the late Bailie
Keay—who was one of the deputation—and suggested to
him, that a little picture in my possession, painted by
Macneill McLeay, might make a powerful witness in pre-
serving the Inch. He at once adopted the suggestion, and
took the picture to London with him, where it was placed
on the table of the committee-room and referred to with
enthusiasm during the severe and protracted debate. When
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the deputation returned it was arranged that, if the opposi-
tion was successful, an engraving from the picture should
be published. The opposition was successful ; and when I
went to London to arrange about the publication, I waited
on Sir John Cam Hobhouse—afterwards Lord Houghton—
who was then at the India Board, to obtain his permission
to dedicate the chromo to him, as chairman of the Rail-
way Bill Committee. He received me kindly, and at once
consented, remarking, that there was ¢ something more
tangible in the sight of the eye than in the dream of the
imagination.” I confess to having felt reasonably impressed
by the fact of being closeted with the valued personal friend
of the illustrious poet.

The picture was published, and is now well known
throughout the country. The expense of it required no
supplementing ; but these deputations of magistrates and
lawyers involved a bill which, in addition to those of the
necessary London officials, was felt somewhat overwhelming.
Mr. Patton came forward, and with his purse solved the
difficulty.

During the time the chromo was being subscribed, it
became intensely popular. One morning Messrs. Robert Mac-
farlane, David Clark, and Robert Findlay called, ostensibly
for the purpose of subscribing ; but before leaving, Mr. Mac-
farlane said, ¢ What do you want for the original picture ?
“ Twenty guineas?” I replied at once. ¢ It is too much,”
quoth the querist, and the party left. A few days after
Mr. Patton made one of his welcome calls, and in the
course of conversation the South Inch matter occurred
“ What is the price of McLeay's picture?” he inquired.
“Twenty guineas,” he was answered. ‘ Give me a pen
and ink, and I will give you a cheque for it; say nothing
whatever about the transaction, and you can keep the
picture as long as you require it.” Within a week the
three gentlemen above named, accompanied by Bailie Keay,
presented themselves as if they really came on business,
when the following conversation took place :—¢ Come now,
Drummond,” said Mr. Clark, ‘“ What do you really want
for McLeay's picture ?” Ans. “I have sold it.” ¢ You
have sold it, have you? Well, that is very unfair; we were
first in the field, and you ought to have told us before selling
the picture.” dns. “I gave myself little concern about
selling it; but a gentleman asked me in a prompt way,
how much I wanted for it; and having stated twenty guineas,



104 PERTHSHIRE IN BYGONE DAYS.

he handed me a cheque for the money.” The party seemed
much chagrined, and dropped some saucy words. I was
again waited on, and a proposal made that I should try to
buy back the picture for a small profit, as they were really
anxious to get it. I told them not to think of such a thing,
for the gentleman who had purchased it could not be
tempted with money. They left again; but upon delibera-
tion, resolved to worm the purchaser’s name out of me, if
possible, and to try their united influence upon him. So I
was again besought to name my customer; but being denied,
the gentlemen took their final departure on no very coneili-
atory terms. I named this to Mr. Patton, who seemed to
enjoy it very much, and said with a chuckle, ““ You had
better tell them that I have bought the picture, and let
them try their influence on me.” I gent a message to
Mr. Macfarlane, that I would like to see the party about
the picture. Armed with a cheque for twenty guineas,
they presented themselves in the evening, never doubting
but that they would have speedy possession of the picture,
and an opportunity of giving me a piece of their minds.
But when I told them that Mr. Patton was the purchaser,
the tableau was unique ;—whispering, gesticulating, and
laughing; until I showed symptoms of disgust, when "
Mr. Clark came forward and said, ‘“The truth of the matter
is, we intended to purchase the picture and to present it to
Mr. Patton, and if you had not sold it so promptly we might
have been induced to give you thirty guineas for it.” I
answered, ‘“ Another truth connected with it now occurs to
me; Mr. Patton, no doubt, heard of your movements, and
to enable him to keep the ‘noiseless tenor of his way,” and
to take some quiet fun out of you, he stepped in and super-
seded you.” Next day Mr. Patton came in, and after telling
him the story, I said, “I suspect you are no stranger to
this movement.” He rose from his chair and said, “T
must go down to the Court, for I expect Mr. Tyndrum of
Crieff.”

In connection with Mr. Patton’s patronage of this pic-
ture, the following characteristic incidents in its progress
are worth narrating. I entered into arrangements with
Mr. William Gorrie, carver and gilder, Perth, consigning to
him one hundred copies of the ¢ South Inch,” with the
exclusive right of subscribing it in London, Edinburgh,
Glasgow, and Dundee. He sold every copy, framed and
glazed, at two guineas each. Glasgow was his first sphere
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of action, and at first he found it rather uphill work.
Eventually, however, he got a start from some members of
the ¢ Perthshire Society;” and, amongst others, he waited
on Messrs. Todd and Macgregor, both Perthshire gentle-
men. The smart mahogany box was opened, and the
partners expressed their admiration of the picture, but said
they had no great liking for such matters ; so the canvasser
walked out somewhat discomfited. On he went, however,
and within a fortnight he had subscribed fifty copies for
one hundred guineas. On preparing to come home, it
occurred to him that, after being so successful and getting
more accustomed to denials, he would try Todd and Mac-
gregor again. On entering the premises, he was shown up
five pairs of stairs, where the partners were sitting in the
machine-drawing room. He felt considerable misgiving as
to his reception, and visions of being ordered downstairs
floated before his imagination ; but, tapping gently at the
door, he was answered, “Come in. Oh, you are there
with your box again.” Mr. Gorrie made a speech: ¢ Yes,
gentlemen, I have finished my canvass; and before leaving,
I thought T would once more solicit the honour of your
patronage. Here, gentlemen, is the subseription list, con-
taining fifty highly respectable names.” ¢ Yes, I see, very
good,” said one of the partners. Thus encouraged, Mr,
Gorrie gained confidence, and proceeded: ¢ The truth is,
gentlemen, with scarcely an exception, these parties, on
glancing over the list, before putting down their names,
asked me, ¢ Why have you not got Todd and Macgregor,
the great Perthshire people?’” ¢ Oh! and what did you
say to them ?”’ was asked, with a sarcastic smile. T said
that if T had got the picture in my hand I could certainly
have made a sale; but the gentlemen did not seem to care
about putting down their names.”

Here was a piece of diplomacy worth & fair return. The
great engineers felt how near the truth the asthetic envoy
had come; and one of them said, ‘I like your perseverance.
‘What did you say was the price of the picture, in frame ? ”’
“Two guineas,” he was answered. Then taking out his
purse, he handed four guineas to the astonished huckster,
adding, “You can send each of us a copy as soon as they
are ready.” Mr. Gorrie thought of making another small
speech, declining the advance payment, and saying some
civil things about packing-boxes, &c.; but it occurred to
him at once, ¢ Why conjure up these abominable adjuncts ?
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These gentlemen have sought no receipt—made no terms ;
as they have treated me, I shall treat them.” So, handing
over his card, he made a profound bow, and left. Three
months after, he ran up the old stair, three steps at a time,
and handed the gentlemen their pictures amidst mutual
congratulations.

In the occasional absence of Sheriff Hushand on Court
days, Mr. Patton was in the habit of sitting on the bench
as a Sheriff Substitute; and if, as a judge, he did not
trouble himself to unravel the tangled skein of Small-debt
law, he had the merit of giving equitable and popular
decisions. On one of these occasions a ploughman appeared
to answer the summons of a Perth watchmaker, from whom
he had purchased a four-pound watch, and refused or
delayed payment. Mr. Patton disliked a multiplicity of
pleadings, and proceeded thus to examine the defender :—

Q. “Did you get a watch from the pursuer ?”

Ans. (reluctantly,) ‘“Yes.”

Q. ‘““ What was the price?”

Ans. “ About four pound.”

Q. “No equivocation, now; was it not four pounds
exactly ?”

Ans. ““Yes, thereabout.”

Q. ‘“ Have you paid for it?”

Ans. “No.”’

Q. ““ Any portion of it.”

Ans. (hesitatingly) ¢ No.”

Q. ¢ Are you prepared to do it now?”

Ans. “No.”

Q. “ What do you propose doing?”

Ans. 1’1l pay a shilling every month.”

Q. ““A shilling a month! it would take seven years to
discharge the claim. Do you not think that a man who
cannot pay a watch in less than seven years should try to
do without one ?”’

Ans. “He wid na ken whan to yoke or whan to lowse.”

Q. “And do you think the pursuer is obliged to supply
you with that necessity of your business?”

Ans. “No; but he advertises ¢ Price of watches taken
by instalments.’ ”

Q. ““ Possibly; but there is a limit to everything. How
long have you had the watch ?"”

Ans. ¢ About twa year.”

Q. ““And paid nothing ?"
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Ans. No; but I am willing to begin now.”

Q. “Will you pay five shillings a month ?”

Ans. “I am not able to pay mair than a shilling.”

Q. “Could you not have done with a watch at a lower
price? Isit a good watch ?”

Ans. “Yes.”

Bench. ‘Let me see it.”

The watch was handed to |Mr. Patton, and as he began
to examine it, back and front, holding it up to the light,
and then trying its weight on his hand, the Court was
ready to burst; but the gravity of the judge kept the
laughter in suppression, until he coolly handed the watch
to its maker, saying to the defender, ¢ Let him keep the
watch for six months, and if you pay the money, he will
give you the watch ; if not, he will sell it to pay himself.”
Then the smothered feeling got vent, and Hodge himself
could not help joining in the merriment, albeit he thought
himself robbed, but under the shelter of the excited
pleasantry he slunk out of court.

Gentlemen presently practising at the Perth bar will natu-
rally enquire, ‘“ Where was his agent all the while ?”’ It may
be replied, that the wranglings of lawyers were not so
fashionable in the Small-debt Court, in the reign of William
the Fourth, as they have become in the days of Queen
Victoria. I am glad to be able to say that there is, at
least, one solicitor living in Perth at this moment who was
present at this characteristic sederunt. [The late Bailie
Maury, who was alive when this essay was written, is the
solicitor here referred to.] This decision may not square
exactly with Mr. Sheriff Barclay’s strictly professional law,
but its simple equity can hardly be called in question.

The following circumstance will illustrate what I mean
by Mr. Patton’s quiet vein of humour. The plate-glass
window at No. 32, High Street, was the first of the kind in
Perth. Passers-by can now see their figures reflected from
every window ; but it was different then ; and sooth to say,
the one referred to was taken due advantage of. One
morning, while Mr. Patton was paying me his accustomed
visit, a Perth lawyer, who signally failed in raising the
opinion held of him by his fellow-citizens to his own
standard, presented himself for personal survey. Mr.
Patton was just leaving; but, turning back, apparently
somewhat scandalised at the complacent movements of the
self-satisfied barrister, he said, ¢ Drummond, that is, no
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doubt, a very useful window of yours; but if you would
put up one that would ‘ show ourselves as others see us,’
you would have more merit and fewer spiers.”

Mr. Patton succeeded his father as Sheriff-Clerk of
Perthshire, and held the office for years. He had numerous
avocations, and fulfilled them in a gentlemanly, unosten-
tatious way. He loved his friend, respected his dependent,
and held in abhorrence all quackery and presumption.

An incidental remark in the course of this Hssay, leads
to the following :(—

Barly in 1833, I came from Glasgow to Perth inside the
mail coach. At Dunblane a gentleman joined us who
seemed, at first, rather lively, and raised in us a hope that
the latter half of the journey would not prove quite so dull
as the first had been; but we had scarcely rattled off the
causeway of Dunblane, when he drew from his receptacles
a thick roll of foolscap, covered with writing, and from
that roll of paper he seldom lifted his head until we rattled
on to the pavement of Perth. That was the advent of
Sheriff Barclay.

The amount of reading, writing, and speaking which that
learned gentleman has gone through, during the forty-five
years that have intervened since that journey, is quite out-
side of human computation. His original Bar, with the
exception of four members, have all made him their final
bow; yet his bow abides in strength. His name has been
the shibboleth that protected the character of every assem-
blage where it was brought forward, and his presence a
guarantee against all doubtful proceedings in matters civil
or sacred. At the outset of this paper, I expressed my
thankfulness that I had the name of such a man as Mr.
Patton to grace a few of my pages, and now at its con-
clusion I have again to express my thankfulness—and I do
so with the utmost cordiality—that Dr. Barclay has been
spared to escape my more specific intermeddling. It has
been long 'lis sub judice.
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CHAPTER XVIIIL
LAWRENCE MACDONALD.

¢ There, stranger, ply thy curious search,
And oftentimes beside
The crumbling edifice thou’lt see
Some rudely sculptured effigy.”
BENTLEY.

Gasg! Classic old Gask! Hail, ye giant elms, whose
far-spreading boughs have sheltered Prince Charlie, and
Carolina Nairne, and Caroline Oliphant, and the ¢ Auld
Laird,” and Lorenzo De Gasco! Hail, ye arcades of yew;
ye cloisters of holly! Hail, thou Cairney Burn, with thy
ivy-clad banks and tender associations! All hail, ye birth-
places of intellect, whence things of beauty have emanated
that are destined to become joys for ever! Gold is to be
gained by labour, and rank is the accident of birth, but the
tissues of mental life are understood to be the direct gift
of God. He who fabricates all does not work by miracles,
but by laws profoundly intertwined, which leads us to
ask by what atmospherical caprice this little corner of
earth has produced so much that is rare, lofty, and adorn-
ing. The usual forms of external nature are, no doubt,
here unfolded in their most fascinating guise—mountain,
valley, river, and woodland, all in charming combination.
Still, we do not go far out into the world, when we come
on scenes quite as likely to generate inspiration, where the
lyre has never once been strung, where the human face
divine kindles no desire to perpetuate its form, and where
the higher faculties of our nature find their loftiest develop-
ment in the ploughman whistling at the plough. It cannot
be supposed that the high-born and opulent are less gifted
than their poorer neighbours; but the event illustrates this
fact, that gifts in embryo are mere raw material, which
must be woven, and hammered, and cultivated before it
bears fruit. Hence the natural desire to avoid labour shuts
the door of the mansion, the castle, and the palace, and
leaves the thatched roofs and boulder-built walls to furdish
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occupants for the sculptor’s atelier, the poet’s garret, and
the literary man’s den in Grub Street. It is the very saving
of the poor man that, in this world, nothing good or estim-
able can be produced without commensurate labour. The
poet would have a poor trade if any dawdling aristocrat
who went with his candle and morocco slippers to his downy
bed could, by intuitive process or under the influence of
some impelling power, lay on his breakfast-table the web of
a night equal to Othello, or The Beggar’s Petition, or Lord
Ullin’s Daughter. But the bard is safe. Intellect, taste,
perseverance, and deep study have done much, but pre-
sumption nothing. '

At the top of the rising ground, half-a-mile west from the
house of Gask, stands a group of quiet-looking, comfortable
cottages, bearing the appropriate name of * Bonny-View.”
Here Lawrence Macdonald, called in 1830 ¢ The eminent
Scottish sculptor,” was born in the year 1798. His father
was a poor man,—-almost, if not altogether, blind,—who
gained his living by violin-playing, the guidwife eking out
his precarious and slender income by attending the county
families as occasional nurse. Their eldest son, John, was
born at the Dragon Den, above Dunning. After his birth,
the family removed to Bonny-View, and about 1810 to the
farthest east of a row of cottages, now demolished, which
flanked a country road leading from Gask House to the
bridge of Dalreoch. Here I first met Lawrence Macdonald
in the year 1816. He had at that date been some years at
his apprenticeship as a mason with Mr. Thomas Gibson,
who was then engaged in building Murray’s Royal Asylum,
at Perth; but he was generally home at Gask during the
winter months. Heads modelled in clay, and hard burnt,
were now from time to time perched on the more prominent
angles of his father’s cottage, and Lowry Macdonald was
spoken of as a singular young man. He painted valentines
for his companions, and groups of flowers sweetly coloured
and tastefully grouped, some of which are yet in the posses-
sion of his friends. The school of Gask was at hand, too,
and what with assisting his younger brothers and taking
lessons himself during these winter trade-vacations, he sup-

lemented an education that would otherwise have been
little fitted to carry him through the world. Like all self-
taught men, however, he made scholarship, apart from his
cherished art, part and parcel of his every-day study.

Many a mile of travel these clay figures of Macdonald’s
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cost me ; and when the existence of them became known,
they were frequently visited by parties who admired their
rude eccentricity, but had no conception whatever to what
they would ultimately lead.

The Gask family were at this time about to return home
after an absence of many years duration, and Mrs. Oliphant,
now a widow, took into her councils her friend and neigh-
bour, Mr. Robert Greme of Garvock, who became a frequent
visitor, and rendered her great service in restoring the
mansion and grounds. Mr. Greme speedily picked up
Lawrence Macdonald, and he was taken over to Garvock
to sculpture the family arms. This, the first work for
which he received a fee, is now fixed in the front wall of
Garvock House; and the pride with which he pocketed
the five pounds is a legend of the family. Many years
afterwards, he produced at Rome a Venus modelled from a
Spanish lady of great beauty, for which he received five
hundred guineas, and year by year a replica came from his
studio, at the same price, until the number amounted
to nine! Yet it is questionable, if, on receiving the last
instalment of that four thousand five hundred guineas, he
felt as much pride in himself as he did on receiving the
five cherished pounds from the Laird of Garvock. Back he
came across the Earn with his little clay-coloured box,
filled with chisels and mell, slung over his shoulder, and
the five pounds buttoned in his pocket, all infinitely
enhancéd by a letter from the Laird, addressed to ;Mr.
Gillespie Greeme, then a prosperous and influential archi-
tect in Edinburgh. Thus Macdonald fell into a groove from
which he never swerved, not even after he became a man
of fame and fortune. A few days after returning from
Garvock, Macdonald started with his money and credentials
for Edinburgh, his brother Robert accompanying him to the
Path of Condie, whence he walked to Burntisland, and was
ferried over to Leith. Next morning he presented his
letter to Mr. Greme, who is well remembered as the
liberal patron and encourager of art, and was at once
employed and entered as a pupil at the Trustees’ Academy.
I remember how well satisfied I was that Macdonald had
got under way for a fortune, because the great architect’s
name had just been cut over the groined entrance of the
Roman Catholic Chapel in Clyde Street, Glasgow, a perfect
gem of Gothic architecture, which was much talked of at
the time.
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Macdonald remained in Edinburgh till the beginning of
winter, 1822, practising his art with unflagging perseverance,
and frequently touching up floral and other ornaments, and
cutting crests, &c., for his patron, During these years he
paid frequent visits to Gask, and amongst the plastic pro-
ductions of that period are cleverly-modelled busts of his
father and mother, which are still in existence. The head
of the old man is admirable, and in its thoughtfulness is
suggestive of John Milton. The gentle lowering of the head
and listening turn of the features, so characteristic of blind-
ness remind us of the great poet’s lines,

Sabrina fair,
Listen where thou art sitting.

Amongst the many hundreds of busts produced by
Macdonald, and his staff of rough-hewers, during fifty years
residence at Rome, the head of his father, 1820, and Sir
David Baird, 1830, must hold a high position as likenesses.
As he went on in life and practice, he embodied more of the
poetry of form and the fascinating power of finish, but in
drawing, expression, and vraisemblance these two busts
must ever hold their way. The blind old man, cowering in
the midst of an uproarious world, confiding, dependant, and
individually helpless ; and the brave soldier, bolt upright
and fearless, covered with honours, and apparently uncon-
scious of any superior, present two emblematical figures at
the very outsides of human life.

These few years in Edinburgh confirmed the character of
young Macdonald : he was naturally somewhat impassioned
and self-agserting, but the society he then began to mix
with cooled the edge of his Perthshire impetuosity, and he
became an enthusiastic artist and genial companion. It
has been stated that during the years he studied at the
Trustees’ Academy he wrote verses and worshipped Byron,
but this is an error. He was not known as a writer of
verses during his first stay in Edinburgh. No doubt he was
fascinated by the periodical instalments of Don Juan as
they came blazing down from Albemarle Street ; but in 1823
Lord Byron went to Greece and Macdonald went to Rome,
and the poet’s death at Missolonghi four months thereafter
struck a chord in the heart of the Eternal City, moving every
English resident to acknowledge as their illustrious country-
man the great poet, who, though groaning under a burden of
attributed faults, as Atlas groans under the earth, shewed
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more capacity than half of his contemporaries bundked
together. Like other young men, whose talents had a
poetical tendency, Macdonald expressed his sorrow in
English verse ; but it was four years after his return to
Edinburgh that he first appeared in print as a votary of
the Nine.

Turner, the Academician, concluded that because he
distanced all competitors in landscape-painting, he must of
necessity be a poet ; indeed, he does not scruple to assert
that, if he had turned his attention to poetry or architecture
when young, he would certainly have succeeded in either.
His great theory was, that the man highly endowed has
only to choose between the sister arts, and leave study and
practice to do the rest. He hasshown, to some extent, the
truth of his theory as applied to architecture; but his
poetical effusions have made manifest that the ¢ application
when young” is an important condition of ultimate
success. Lawrence Macdonald restricted his muse to short
fugitive pieces, but Turner essayed an epic. The first had
som'e success, but the second diluted his poetic spirit with
too much water.

On the 25th of January, 1830, the following verses, with
the prefatory note, appeared in an Edinburgh publication
entitled The Edinburgh Literary Journal, or Weekly Register
of Criticism and Belles Lettres :—

ORIGINAL POETRY.
STANZAS TO A LADY.
By Lawrence Macdonald.

We have pleasure in introducing to our readers as a worshipper of
the muses one of the most successful and eminent of our Scottish
sculptors.—ED,

She walks in beauty like the night

Of cloudless climes and starry skies,
Where all that's best of dark and bright

Meet in her aspect and her eyes:
Thus mellowed to the tender light

That heaven to gaudy day denies.

There is a pensive sweetness in thine eyes,
A mystery and a depth like that of heaven
‘When viewed by night without the day’s disguise.
Though ’gainst this world my spirit e’er hath striven,
I
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To confirm my assertion that Macdonald did not appear in
public as a writer of verses until after his first return from
Italy in 1826, I have gone seven years in advance of my
narrative ; but in the next chapter he will be traced through
his first journey to Rome in the company of the Oliphants

.
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Yet there be deeds of mine to be forgiven ;
Angd, fair madonna, I would pray to thee
For solace to a heart all wrung and riven:
To features less divine men bend the knee,
And lovelier in the realms of Fancy none may be.

Though I have gazed on faces where the eye
Shone forth in beauty like the star of morn,—
That ushers in the day so tranquilly,—
And struggleth not as doth the babe new born,
‘When first it wakes to life 'mid passion’s storm,
But steals all gently o’er each earthly bower,
As if it meant to keep the angel form
It thus assumes in that most heavenly hour
‘When it comes forth to awake the world with gentle power;

Yet there is something like a nameless feeling—
Of which we’re conscious, but know not the cause—
That hovers round thee, like the daylight stealing
O’er Nature’s face—ere man infringed her laws,
Or earth beheld the curtain sin still draws
Between high heaven and this inglorious spot ;
‘Where, if one blessing falls, it is because
Lost virtue never can be all forgot ;
And if it brings eternal bliss, 'twill be thy lot.

'Tis this all nameless thing that dwells in thee,
The essence of thy being, thy mind’s light,
Thy soul in more than infant purity,
That makes both eye and star set to the sight,
When thou art near with something still more bright,—
Shining in silence like the pale moonbeam,
‘When it reveals the glories of the night,—
And makes this earth to me seem like a dream,
And thou the fair pervading spirit of the scene.

Speed on thy journey through the world below,
Thou loveliest of thy kind and most divine !
Though I would kingdoms for thy sake forego,
I would not link thy destinies to mine,
Nor with my fortunes aught of thee enshrine,
Because I could not brook the light that then
Would fall and break that tranquil peace of thine :
That aught like thee should ever wear a stain,
‘Would make the heaven's blush, and double all my pain.

of Gask.
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CHAPTER XIX.

LAWRENCE MACDONALD—continued.

I shall look back, when on the main
Back to my native isle,

And fondly think I hear again
Thy voice, and see thee smile.”

Maxn takes an active hand in the weaving of his own
destiny, and a singular web he frequently makes of it.
One buzzes round his birthplace as a fly buzzes round a
lighted candle, never going far from home,—vegetating on
his little acre,—reading his Bible and his weekly paper,—
toiling, moiling,—and when he dies, the parish mortcloth
- would reach from his cradle to his grave. Another goes
out into the world, acquires a fortune, returns at middle
life, sets up as the magnate of his native village, or perhaps
lord of the manor. A third leaves the home of his birth to
realise fond aspirations, covers himself with gold, and never
returns. He who has been away twenty years may come
back and live happily; but he that has been away thirty,
is irrecoverable. He has become naturalised in his far-
away home, and, though he were returning, it would be to
dwell amongst strangers.

Mr. M‘Currach, late of Perth, builder, was the first to
put a mell into the hands of young Macdonald, and when
he did so, perhaps he had less confidence in his sturdy
young protege, with his fancies and quiddities, becoming
expert at the plummet and square, than Mr. Gillespie
Greme had in counselling and assisting him to enter
the lists against Thorvalsden and Gibson. In the latter
adventure Macdonald himself had confidence; and if he
did succeed in becoming the best portrait-sculptor of his
time, the outside world knows little of the embarrassing,
despairing moments that assailed him in the pursuit of this
most difficult branch of art. In all his early modellings,
the human face, with its never-ending peculiarities, was his
favourite study; and when he came to adopt the sculptor’s

12



116 PERTHSHIRE IN BYGONE DAYS.

art as a profession, he also adopted the theory of Sir
Godfrey Xneller, who says :—¢ Painters of history make
the dead alive, and do not begin to live themselves till
they are dead. I paint the living, and they make me live.”

Early in the winter of 1822, Macdonald left the Edin-
burgh Academy and joined the Oliphant family, who were
about to leave Gask for a short stay in the south of France.
The young laird and the sculptor were born in the same
place and were intimate friends. Mr. J. B. Oliphant, the
laird’s younger brother, and two sisters, formed, together
with their retinue, Mrs. Oliphant’s travelling party. Mr.
Macdonald left them at Hyeres, and went on to Rome, the
young laird accompanying him so far on his way into Italy.
They never met again; Mr. Oliphant died in 1824, and was
succeeded by his brother, the late James Blair Oliphant.

On reaching Rome, the venturous young Scotchman set
up his atelier on the Corso, and with indomitable spirit
began at once to study and model the antique. When itis
considered that his purse did not overflow, the boldness of
the attempt is obvious. A young painter could have imi-
tated Moreland’s practice, by making a picture, and at once
sending it into the market, getting his pounds or his shillings,
as the case might be; but, alas! a piece of misshapen marble
would prove a very unmarketable commodity. Mr. Gil-
lespie Greme, with his usual care for the young man’s
welfare, came to the rescue, and in a way that did not
compromise the artist’s proud spirit, inaugurated a scheme
to which Macdonald took so kindly,—not only as an aspir-
ing artist, but as a man of the world,—that it formed the
basis of his whole fortune.

Mr. Greeme lived on terms of intimacy with the nobility
and gentry of the county of Perth, and any indication of a
visit to Rome reaching him, a letter of introduction to
Macdonald was speedily furnished ; and when it reached
Rome, no man knew better how to turn it to account. The
Duke of Athole, Lord Strathallan, Sir Evan Macgregor, and
many others, were thus led to have their busts taken; and
so successful was the ardent young sculptor, that a bust by
him became, in after years, an indispensable corollary to a
short stay in the city of the Caesars.

After a residence of three years, Macdonald returned to
Edinburgh, bringing with him several busts and studies.
These attracted considerable attention, but two sculptors of
considerable pretensions were in possession of the ground,
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and he had to begin his new career as a perfect stranger.
Some friends of the artists in possession indulged in adverse
criticism, and it. was not till after Macdonald had a leisurely
opportunity of showing what progress he had made during
his residence in Rome that a connection in Scotland began
to open up before him. He was invited to Hamilton Palace,
Blair Castle, Ferntower, Orchill, and many other residences
of the nobility and gentry, and left behind him numerous
busts of friends, well remembered, but long, long off the
stage of time, claiming nothing from this remote genera-
tion but room for the cold marble, and a grass-covered
grave.

A circumstance, not only characteristic of Macdonald
himself, but highly illustrative of the troubles that fre-
quently beset the practitioner in portrait or sculptural art,
occurred at this period. ILady Baird was long in the
management of her own estates, and was amusingly de-
monstrative in every matter passing through her hands.
She regarded her husband with fond devotion, and when
Macdonald came to model his bust, she laid down a series
of injunctions, reminding the artist of Sir Davill’s soldierly
looks, and of his more striking features; while the gallant
General remained passive, but very much amused. The bust
was cut, and an admirable piece of work it is. But the marble
was too sombre for Lady Baird, and once descanting to
me on her three fine portraits of Sir David, she said emphati-
cally, ‘“Raeburn altered his picture a little to please me,
Wilkie kept up his helmet to show his fine forehead, but
Macdonald would not hearken to a word I said.”

The busts of Mr. Gillespie Greeme—now at Gask—Pro-
fessor Wilson and his two daughters, and Dr. Combe,
besides many others, belong to this period. He did not
neglect the muses during this influx of patronage. This
was the era of Scott, Wilson, Hogg, Lockhart, Qutram,
Moir, and Glassford Bell, and in his intercourse with these
men whatever poetic fire he possessed was naturally excited.
The following apostrophe to the ‘¢ Spirit of Beanty”
appeared in an Edinburgh weekly periodical. It possesses
indications of & highly poetic turn of mind, and the devo-
tion to woman’s form which absorbed so much of his after
life is gracefully introduced as the burden of the song.
But the images are too profusely spread, and the spiritual
foliage rather too luxuriant, faults which study and practice
and nothing else would eventually remedy :—
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ORIGINAL POETRY.

TO THE SPIRIT OF BEAUTY.
By Lawrence Macdonald.

*“ Who hath not proved how feebly words essay
To fix one spark of beauty’s heavenly ray ?”

Spirit of Beauty ! were it not for thee,

I would not gaze one hour on Nature’s face,
How great soe’er her wondrous works might be ;

Nor yet desire to traverse boundless space,
Exploring all things, wheresoe’er a trace

Of wisdom, power, or goodness meets the eye.
Thou hold’st the universe in thy embrace,—

The rolling earth! the burning spheres on high!

And all those worlds of light that wander through the sky.

Spirit of Beauty ! in a foreign land,

T’'ve seen thee mingle with the noontide sun,
And o’er both earth and ocean wave thy hand;

And when that glorious orb its course had run,
And Night’s more silent, solemn reign begun,

I've seen thee with the pale moon mount the skies,
As if mankind and earth thou sought’st to shun,

So high in azure heaven thou seem'’st to rise:

But back again thou cam’st to dwell in woman's eyes.

Spirit of Beauty ! may thou still prevail,
And o’er both Time and Ruin keep thy sway !

Though man’s divinest works these may assail,
And with defacing fingers work decay,

Thou hast a power more mighty yet than they—
Pervading Nature and enlivening all;—

Thou mak’'st more beautiful the ruins grey,
Than princely palace with its stately hall ;

‘Witness the 1vied tower, the garland-covered wall.

Spirit of beauty ! woman’s lovely form
Is thy fit temple and thy fairest shrine;
Thou may'st take shelter there ‘mid every storm
That darkens o'er this earth, no more divine ;
Although in worlds above thy light may shine,
The brightness that thou giv'st to woman's eyes
Eclipseth all those heavenly orbs of thine;
To view the radiant soul that in them lies,

"Tis said that angels have been known to leave the skies.

The poems written and published by the illustrious men I
have named ought to have exercised a soothing influence
on the time and place in which they lived, but, sooth to
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say, the influence manifested itself in a very different form.
Political and personal animosity reached a height to which
Scotland had been little accustomed since the daysof “ Greeme
and Bewick,” or ¢ The Dowie Dens of Yarrow.”” The blood
shed by Stuart of Dunearn at Auchtertool had not ceased
crying from the ground when two Kirkcaldy bankers must
have a turn at the game of life or death, and one of them
paid the full penalty. The dwellers on the Athenian side
of the sea did not quite relish the feeling that their more
northern neighbours should monopolise the temper of the
times, and forthwith two newspaper editors tumbled into a
quarrel. M'Laren of the Scotsman, exchanged cards with
Brown, of the Caledonian Mercury, and Liawrence Mac-
donald, with his not over-cool Scottish blood somewhat
Ttalianised, went out as the former gentleman’s second, but
he gained no golden opinion by the step. It would have
" been better, and infinitely more friendly, if he had thwarted
the belligerents’ overweening pugnacity in the same way as
the present worthy editor of the Scotsman tells us that the
peaceable William of Hawarden is thwarting the doughty
Earl of Beaconsfield. But no! Fight they must, and,
with bottleholders and medical advisers, they rushed to the
field of battle; but there was more pride than blood involved,
and, as far as I remember, principals, seconds, bottleholders,
et hoc genus omne, came home scathless, unless indeed any
one of them caught a cold !

At the time of which I am writing, the public attention
was diverted from the higher branch of sculpture by a class
of clever hewers of stone, who sprang up in several quarters
of Scotland, and selected for illustration subjects with which
everybody was familiar. Thom, of Ayr, came first, with
the well-known group of Tam o’ Shanter and Souter Johnny ;
then Greenshields, of Lanark, with The Jolly Beggars;
then Sinclair, of Dumfries, with Old Mortality ; and, finally,
Forrest, with his Conversion of St. Paul, and many others.
These, although by no means calculated to supersede the
grander efforts of the art, had by urgent advertising and
continual exhibition so engaged public attention for the
time, that the professional man was partially lost sight of.

During this interregnum Macdonald engaged himself
upon his classic groups of Ajax and Patroclus and Thetis
and Achslles, which were so much lauded in Blackwood by
Professor Wilson. The Professor did nothing by halves,
but in full tilt, but I apprehend he is wrong, both in fact
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and opinion, in the following passage :—‘ Why, Scotland
is making great strides even in sculpture. Gibson and
Campbell are the most eminent young sculptors now in
Rome : Scoular and Steel are following in their footsteps.
At home Fletcher shows skill, taste, and genius; and
Lawrence Macdonald equal to any one of them, if not,
indeed, superior to them all.” Now, Gibson’s name should
have been kept out of this category. First, because he was
a Welshman, and Scotland could have no reflected merit
from him ; and, second, however partial Professor Wilson
was to Lawrence Macdonald, and however proud I am of
him as my early friend and countryman, I am bound in
fairness to say that, in placing him as the superior of John
Gibson as a sculptor, Wilson assumes a position that it
would be difficult to sustain.

CHAPTER XX.

LAWRENCE MACDONALD—continued.

“ A perception of the beautiful and the grand in art is equivalent to the possession of
another sense, for it supplies & new power of reading and appreciating the beauties and
sublimities of the natural world.”—Sir JosEUA REYNOLDS.

THE consciousness of great power enables a man to take a
firm hold of the outside world. Dr. Johnson shook his
clenched hand at the society amongst which he moved.
He was as poor as either Goldsmith or Garrick, but he
made an elaborate balance of his own mental strength, and
became the very greatest literary aristocrat the world ever
saw: Sir Joshua Reynolds knew and held the position he
had taken up as a portrait-painter quite as well as the
world does now, after studying him a hundred intensely-
artistic years. Lawrence Macdonald, while he sat dangling
his limbs over the stone dykes at Gask, felt a justifying
power within him that set at naught all accusations of
laziness, and indifference to the trade he was ostensibly
learning. His fingers itched for the plastic clay ; he would
perch the human ear on a gatepost,—rudely modelled
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certainly, but there because of a passion that could not be
otherwise vanquished. It required no slenthhound to trace
him along the clay-covered road ; fragments of fingers
without hands, and hands without fingers, scattered about,
generally betrayed the route of the rural enthusiast ; and,
after a lapse of fifty years, visitors to his studio at the
Barberini Palace would see the beautifully-modelled feet
of the Countess of Coventry reposing on a cushion of clay,
naked and veined as if they contained the living blood ; and
in another corner those of Liady Walpole enveloped in
silken stockings, yet so instinet of life as to be painfully like
death.

I have already spoken of the charm which finish gives to
sculptured maxrble, but there is a charm in the simply-
modelled figure which belonged eminently, though by no
means exclusively, to Macdonald. I rememberan equestrian
figure of Frederick the Great in the Great Exhibition of
1851, modelled by a German artist, that had a thousand
times greater attractions for me than the much-lauded
“ Greek Slave,” with all its external paraphernalia. The
man was clothed in the simple though picturesque dress of
his day, but so marvellously felt and manipulated, that you
had set before you, the living, breathing man. I am not
able to give expression to my feeling for this exquisite
branch of art, but if any of my readers will take a walk into
the Glasgow Corporation Galleries, and look at a little
female figure modelled by Mr. James Ewing, and titled
“Comin’ thro’ the rye,” they will have no difficulty in
understanding what I mean. A tale was never better told.
The pose of the figure, modestly cowering under the
misfortune of having ¢draig’lt a’ her petticoatie,” and
trying to remedy the evil, is an achievement in art,—the
shape so full of gentle womanhood, so simply draped, yet
breathing through every fold.

Amongst Mr. Macdonald’s early sitters and life-long
friends was Miss Fanny Kemble. She sat to him for her
bust when she was a girl in her teens, and in her happy
way she tells a story of how recklessly she conducted
herselfat the outset. Mr. George Combe had, phrenologically,
examined the development of Miss Fanny’s head, and
whispered to the sculptor, who was his intimate friend, that
alimentiveness was a predominant bump. One day the all-
unconscious Kemble, while sitting on the studio throne, in
Combe’s presence, saw her mother enter with a paper in her
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hand, which from certain external symbols, she knew to
contain raspberry tarts. Forgetting altogether her august
position, the young tragedienne leapt to the floor, and,
seizing the tarts, began to munch them with a goodwill
that could not be mistaken. ¢ There now, Macdonald, I
told you'so!” quoth Mr. Combe. The two laughed loudly,
and the clever descendent of the great Coriolanus also
laughed as loudly as the tarts would permit.

Apart altogether from his talent as an artist, this highly-
intellectual lady had a very high opinion of Macdonald as
a man. Of her second visit to Edinburgh she writes thus :—
I found Macdonald already successfully launched in his
career, having executed some excellent busts and achieved
considerable reputation in Edinburgh as an artist of great
power and promise. To the innate consciousness of genius
he had now added the proof which compels acknowledg-
ment from others; his conversation, always original and
vivid, had acquired ease, his manner had lost its early
roughness, and he was altogether a striking and interesting
person.”

In the autumn of 1832 Macdonald finally left Edinburgh
for Rome, where he remained forty-five years, and died.
His brothers, John and James, eventually followed him to
the Capitol. John became proficient as an assistant ;—his
position always presented to my mind Allan Cunningham
i the studio of Chantry. James emigrated to America.
John retained, with Scottish pertinacity, his Perthshire
vernacular ; and, although nearly half-a-century in Rome,
when any of his countrymen paid him a visit, they found
him as if he had only yesterday left the banks of the Earn.

The Macdonald family were by no means isolated in
Rome. The incessant flow of English nobility and gentry,
together with distinguished Americans, rendered their in-
door lives little different from what they would have been
had their abode been in Moray Place, Edinburgh, or at
Albert Gate, Westminster. So correct is this statement,
that a lady visiting Rome in 1873 states that Mr. Alexander
Macdonald, who inherits his father’s genius, and who had
never been out of Rome, speaks with a broad Scottish
accent. Thus, since the death of Thorvalsden, the Bar-
berini Palace at Rome has become a little Scottish colony,
where visitors are first kindly welcomed, and then, as Mrs.
Brown says, ‘“has got their heads took off.”

It is no new feature in the plastic art, that of a young
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man of talent going to Rome for a few years’ study in the
Vatican, and being so overwhelmed at first, that despair
takes hold of him; but eventually a kind patron, or an
encouraging word from the fatherland, together with the
fascinations inseparable from art in its higher development,
put a chain of gold round his neck, and fixes him for
life. After three years of study and discomfiture, young
Thorvalsden packed his movables, and addressed them,
«“Passenger to Copenhagen.” DBut one morning while he
stood surveying his model of «“Jason,” and despondingly
scheming about its destination and removal, the door of his
studio was opened, and Mr. Henry Philip Hope entered.
An Englishman again to the rescue! This munificent
patron of art ordered the ¢ Jason” to be reproduced in
marble at a price which utterly set aside all the young
Dane’s thoughts of returning home. The figure completed,
and Hope’s patronage, backed as it always was with a
shower of gold, aided in raising the young man from the
character of a returning emigrant, to the very summit
of his profession, and to the occupation of the Palazzo
Barberini.

Another instance of troublous beginning occurs in Mr.
Shakespeare Wood—whose father I knew well and traced
through his melancholy latter career—and his younger
brother, who are both eminent and prosperous sculptors in
Rome. Mr. Shakespeare Wood’s head of Dr. Caird,
modelled in basso relievo, while the eloquent divine was
minister of Errol, is perfect as a likeness, and a most de-
sirable memorial of that unrivalled preacher. On the death
of Thorvalsden in 1844, Mr. Lawrence Macdonald took
possession of the Palazzo Barberini, and thenceforth became
the Signor Lorenzo de Gasco. No amount of prosperity
could, in him, produce slackness of energy. Mr. William
Proudfoot, who studied his art several years in Rome, tells
me that he has often seen him, at half-past five in the
morning, sipping his coffee in the Café Grecco, and bundled
up in grim study, like Diogenes in his tub. John went out
to shoot quails, as they came up in flocks from the Mediter-
ranean, and nestled on the Campagna; but Lawrence
sedulously confined himself to his art, and to the society of
the best families—occupants or visitants of the city of
Seven Hills. On one occasion, while dining at Mrs. Arthur
Clive’s, the well-known authoress of ‘“Paul Ferrol,” he met
his clever, rollicking old friend, Mrs. Fanny Butler. She
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had a nosegay of snowdrops in her bosom, which riveted
Macdonald’s attention, and, turning to her, he whispered,
<« Oh! these snowdrops put me in mind of old Scotland.
I did not even know that they grew here.” Nothing is
easier moved than the human heart, and nothing moves it
more readily than a reminiscence of early days. ¢ Paidling
in the Cairney Burn,” while the snowdrops studded the
grass, moved the feeling of the dweller—the flattered,
courted, flourishing dweller—on the banks of the Tiber
until his eyes floated in tears.

During the visit of the Prince and Princess of Wales, in
1872, the correspondent of the Morning Post writes from
Rome :—** The Royal party proceeded to the studio of Mr.
Lawrence Macdonald, in the Barberini Palace, where they
were received by that talented sculptor and his son, Mr.
Alexander Macdonald, who is following his father’s profes-
sion with much ardour and success. The Prince of Wales,
who purchased a beautiful figure of a nymph from Mr.
Lawrence Macdonald on the occasion of his last visit to
Rome, expressed his wish this afternoon to possess a
charming group, just modelled by Mr. Alexander Mac-
donald, and not yet quite completed, representing Cupid
and Venus. His Royal Highness mentioned that he hoped
to see the group in marble at the Royal Academy Exhibi-
tion next spring, and added that, if Mr. A. Macdonald
came over to London to see the statue placed, he would
have an opportunity of modelling his bust and that of the
Princess—a task which Mr. A. Macdonald will accomplish
very satisfactorily.”

The following letter, from Mr. Macdonald to Mrs. Oli-
phant of Gask, shows not only that the Prince’s commission
was duly executed, but that other commissions resulted
from it. It shows also the respect he had for the place of
his nativity, and for the family who had been his earliest
and most disinterested patrons:—

Rome, 14th June, 1873, 7, Piazza Barberini.

DEeAR MapaM,—The bearer of this is a son of mine, and, like his
father, a sculptor. He leaves Rome and Italy for the first time on a
short tour through England and Scotland. The chief objeet of his
journey is to assist at the unpacking and placing in safety a marble
group which he has had the honour of executing for H. R. H. the
Prince of Wales. A replica of the same is now in progress for a
wealthy merchant and manufacturer of Dundee, in whose house my
son will spend a few days.

Being thus in the neighbourhood, he is desirous of visiting the
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birthplace of his father, and of paying his respects to the lady of Gask
—the presiding genius of the place, the promoter of all good works.

I embrace this opportunity, and beg to offer you my best thanks for
your very kind remembrance of me, and for the pleasure which I
derive from the presentation of a copy of Baroness Nairne’s Life and
Songs. The book reached me in safety a few weeks ago. In perusing
its contents I am struck with admiration of the talents and virtues of
the noble authoress. The poems of Caroline Oliphant the younger are
emanations of a genius of purest ray serene.

With homage and esteem,
I remain, Dear Madam,
Your very humble and obliged Servant,

LAWRENCE MACDONALD.
To Mrs. Oliphant, of Gask, Perthshire.

I have not been able to ascertain who, in Dundee, is the
happy custodier of this replica, consequently I can say
nothing of its merits; but the business habits of the Mac-
donalds leave no room to doubt that it was executed, and
reached its destination. ¢ The Apollo,” at Gask—originally
at Orchill—s a capital specimen of the sculptor’s early
power. The expression of the face and figure, supposed
to be listening to distant musie, is unmistakable. This
statue has suffered from being unavoidably exposed. The
Bacchante presented to Mr. James Blair Oliphant and
his lady,—who is a daughter of Mr. Gillespie Graeme,—in
acknowledgment of the kindness of the united families, is
carefully placed in the library of Gask House. The figure
is reclining gently, and is beautifully modelled and finished,
but somewhat too heavy for the youthful priestess of the
jolly god : the fleshy parts rather too much developed for a
sparkling nymph entering on her teens.

I have seen no figure of Macdonald’s equal to the
¢ Autumn,” exhibited at Manchester in 1857. The
“Aurora,” by John Gibson, and  Sabrina,” by Calder
Marshall, were its coevals, but not its equals. Such an
effort of human genius only comes to us like an angelic visit.
‘We are too far north. Art will never prosper in this stolid,
cheerless land. We can sing songs, build churches, snarl
at heresy; nurse a phantom of sobriety, yet drink freely ;
abuse our neighbour’s politics, yet be impatient of contra-
diction ourselves. All these we do con amore,; but there are
few men amongst us who would go an inch out of their way
to visit the apartments of a fellow-countryman, so univer-
sally recognised and about whom I have written so much.
It is different in the sunnier south. A recent English visitor
writes of these apartments :—¢‘ Not only was the beauty of
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our English female nobility worthily represented in the
countless exquisite heads, shoulders, and profiles, but all
the eminent men who, during the last thirty years, have
distinguished themselves, or been distinguished by genius
or station, were gathered round its walls. It was one of
the most interesting galleries of celebrities that could be
seen in Rome or anywhere else.”

The last time I met Mr. Macdonald was in the summer
of 1853, when he was on a visit to Perth. His features
were little altered, but his long brown beard, of orthodox
Ttalian cut, changed the general aspect of the man. His
fingers were bedizened with gems, the gifts of his admirers;
and his air was that of a man who moved amongst the
upper ten thousand. Time wore on, and the next news I
heard of him was from a lady, who, in 1873, saw him creep-
ing up the sunny side of the Pincio with his hair and
moustache as white as Alpine snow. The end came, and
in February last the gifted Perthshire man, with fourscore
active years at his debit, stretched out his limbs, and took
farewell of a world that, to him, had been a world of unin-
terrupted successes.

CHAPTER XXI.

THOMAS DUNCAN, R.S.A.

¢ It is by this principle chiefly that poetry, painting, and other affecting arts transfuse
their passions from one breast to another, and are capable of engrafting a delight even on
wretchedness, misery, and death itself.”—~BURKE ON THE SUBLIME.

PIcTORIAL art is the most explicit of all human avocations.
If a picture is excellent, it stands upon a rock; if bad, it is
irremediable. An architect may build a house, and ages
afterwards another architect may add a wing to it, or put
a storey on it. In dramatic art we have a thousand readings
of Shakespeare; and in law we have Coke upon Lyttleton ;
but if Millais or Orchardson were to touch a picture of
Titian, the world would go into convulsions. The steam
engine has been greatly improved since 1805; and Buck-
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ingham House has got a new front : but Wilkie’s ¢ Chelsea
Pensioners " retainsits severe status quo. The great pictures
of the Renaissance have come down from one generation
to another, as the finished souvenirs of genius, gaining
nothing by the way. Hence the old masters have no
modern disciples. Their manner of working and their
wonderful pigments are as mysterious to us as the mummi-
fyings of -ancient Egypt. A head by Corregio, another by
Velasquez, and a third by Rembrandt, might all be seraped
down, analysed, and their mysterious components tho-
roughly expiscated ; but the invested money would ruin a
bank, and the modus operandi would be as great a mystery
as ever. Some experimenting artists lay on their colours
so gently that the twilled canvas may be seen; and others
lay them on with the palette knife; but after going the
wide world over, the luminous heads of ancient times will
shine over them as the noon-day sun will shine over every
new substitute. We are too late for the beauty of Lely,
the grandeur of Vandyke, and the bob-wigs and boundless
hoops of the illustrious Sir Joshua; nay, even Lawrence
and Raeburn do not quite reach us. But within the last
fifty years I have seen portraits produced in cold, meagre
old Scotland, calculated to show that one branch of art is
not in hopeless decay. ¢ Francis, Lord Gray,” by Raeburn,
< Dr. Chalmers,” by Andrew Geddes, ‘ John Gibson,” by
John Graham Gilbert, ¢ Lord Panmure,” by John Philip,
¢ Thomas Duncan,” by himself, and  Mr. Campbell of
Strathcathro,” by the President of the Royal Scottish
Academy, are works of art not to be forgot.

Perthshire has not been behind in sending out men fit to
maintain the national position in the arts of painting,
sculpture, and engraving. The braes of Earn seem prolific
in accomplished mind. The poetry of the Oliphants, and
the statuary of the Macdonalds, are justly appreciated ;
but it is not so well known that Wilkie's ¢“Penny Wedding”’
was engraved by Howison, whose father was game-keeper
at Dupplin. Poor blind Christian Gray tuned her reed on
the hill-top; and at the bottom Kilgraston House was
strewed with the incipient efforts of the Grants, all of whom,
John, Hope, and Francis, were accomplished students in
art, the last-named gentleman eventually succeeding Law-
rence as the leading portrait-painter of his time, and
Reynolds, West, and Shee, as President of the Royal
Academy. Mr. D. O. Hill, a gentleman much esteemed as
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an artist and respected as a man, was a native of Perth.
In pencil-sketching he had few equals. He composed well
and had a fine eye for colour, but his manipulation was
stifling and cumbersome, arising, I have always thought,
from too much indoor practice. If an artist leaves nature,
nature will leave him. Vamping up landscapes was too
much a practice, even among high class men, in Mr., Hill’s
day, but now, if an artist does not go to nature and court
her in all her moods and tenses, his pictures are set at
naught. Thirty years ago an artist of very high standing
exhibited a large landscape in Edinburgh, full of subject,
and he told me it was entirely painted by gas light.
Engravings from Mr. Hill’s pictures are estimable, because
the composition is always charming and the lights beau-
tifully disposed. Richard Wilson and William Woolet
initiated this school of artificial prettiness, and it has been
well sustained by D. O. Hill and William Miller.

Farther up the river Sir William Murray was engaged on
his admirable sketches of Scottish scenery. The pencil of
an amateur has rarely produced such contributions to art
as these fearless outlines, and where they have been placed
in skilful hands for reproduction we have no better remini-
scences of the mountains and picturesque lakes of Scotland.
The late Kenneth MacLeay, although originally of Argyle-
shire, passed that portion of life when a love of art is
naturally imbibed, in Upper Strathearn. I remember him
very well, a handsome youth, rollicking about his father’s
gate at the east end of Crieffl. A few years thereafter
there appeared in the shop window of the erratic James
‘Willis, in Nelson Street of Glasgow, two large water-colour
drawings of mysterious quality, ¢ The Poor Old Soldier,”
and ¢ The Shipwrecked Sailor,”—mysterious, inasmuch as
they were mere copies of coloured engravings, and thence
attributable to some youth who was feeling his way, while
in point of fact the work was superlative in breadth and
power. I learned with amazement that these drawings
were the productons of my lively coeval from Crieff. Mr.
MacLeay eventually turned his attention to landscape in
oil, and whatever success he may have had in that branch
of art, his abandonment of his original walk filled me with
regret, for he positively revelled in water-colours.

Mr. Thomas Duncan was born in Perth in 1806. His
father, Mr. Samson Duncan, was for many years a success-
ful teacher of music in that semewhat musical city, and
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his two surviving sons still follow their father’s profession.
Early in life Mr. Thomas Duncan turned his attention to
painting in oil, and many specimens of his earlier work still
linger about, and are eagerly sought after. His portrait of
James Crow, the baker and old curiosity hunter, is a
wonderful piece of simplicity and colour, and highly charac-
teristic of that esthetic, elderly gentleman. His head of
Bailie John Ross cannot be surpassed as a likeness. It
is vigorously executed, and is estimable as a souvenir of the
old High Street; and that of Dr. Pringle, a man of vinegar
aspect, afterwards adopted as a protesting covenanter in
¢ Prince Charlie’s Entry,” is like the man, but heavy in
colour and terrible in mood. One of his earliest fancy
pictures, ¢« Water from the Fountain,” was painted in the
year 1843, and engraved for the Association when it was a
very limited affair. In portraiture Mr. Duncan was emi-
nently successful ; he possessed that indispensable faculty,
a knowledge of character, which enabled him to embody its
more salient points, without in any degree losing sight of
what was positively before him. An artist in music may
sing a solo in such a way that no critic could detect a single
deviation from the sheet he held in his hand, yet by no
means meet the full intentions of its composer. Another
does it from the same sheet, but having mastered its
design and capabilities, by exercise of judgment and correct
taste, introduces subtle cadences and finely modulated
expressions, which as really belonged to the original as the
score of it which was before him, and were neither violations
of the text nor variations on it, albeit the first performance
was a very meagre likeness of the second.

Mr. Duncan’s portrait of Mr. Fox Maule is not only
fine in composition and colour, but eminently characteristic
of that shrewd, plausible gentleman. The pose of the figure
shows the wary, indomitable man, and unflinching poli-
tician in full development. The head in that of Sir John
Macneil, is slightly out of drawing, and in aggravation
placed too high on the canvas. It isa matter of regret that
Dr. Chalmers did not come through Mr. Duncan’s apprecia-
tive hands twenty years sooner. The texture of that noble
face had lost its firmness, and the eye that fascinated the
ardent mind and rebuked the indifferent, was now raised
under its heavy lids with painful effort. In Geddes’ picture
the face and whole figure are like chisellings in iron, crisp,
and decided in hémdling, in expression the very embodiment

X



130 PERTHSHIRE IN BYGONE DAYS.

of the living man, the thumb and fore-finger of the right
hand compressed, as if they were riveted together, repre-
senting the sententious and resolute orator as if he were
about to launch into one of those marvellous passages,
which suggested to his hearers that, of all men he was the
most deeply read in God’s irrevocable decrees.

¢ Christopher in his Shooting Jacket” has many fine
points in detail ; the face luminous and solidly painted,
and the idea altogether well carried out; but, except in
Edinburgh, where Professor Wilson could be, do, or say
anything, the idea was little cherished. The man and
the picture are out of keeping. At the desk or in the field
he was masculine beyond his fellows, but here, dressed
in character, he becomes trifling and effeminated. The
head is veritably that of Professor Wilson, while the acces-
sories are more fitted for T. P. Cooke. But the picture was
doubtless an order. In addition to his perception of cha-
racter, Mr. Duncan had a felicitous way of drawing out his
sitter. During the progress of one of his portraits, the
learned Professor called one forenoon and pled that he had
an engagement and could scarcely spare an hour; but the
palette was set and to it they went, painting, talking, and
philosophising. Suddenly the Professor puiicd out his
watch, exclaiming, “I am an hour behind !”

The Trustees of the National Gallery may congratulate
themselves on possessing two of Mr. Duncan’s best pictures,
and the way they have placed them, leaves no doubt of
their full appreciation. The county of Perth may also be
proud of their representative man. His own portrait is an
unfailing attraction, and must remind many Perth men of
their early days. No one should have his likeness twice
taken, as I have tried to illustrate in the case of Dr.
Chalmers. Mr. Duncan has painted himself in the full
vigour of life, and although le is now dead, it is pleasant
for all who knew him, to see such an estimable reminiscence
of their friend in his best days. But they all yield to
< Anne Page and Slender,” sweet Anne Page, the lustrous,
brilliant Anne. This picture is unsurpassed as a com-
mentary on Shakespeare; she coaxes, she urges, she
reasons, she fascinates, not that she is in love but because
of “her duty.” ¢ Will't please your worship to come in, Sir ?
The dinner attends you, Sir, I pray you, Sir, walk in.” Old
Page comes out and swears, ‘‘ By cock and pie you shall
not choose Sir, come, come,” and then Anne positively
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refuses to precede the reluctant wooer in case he should
escape. She had no possible motive beyond family civility,
for she pleads elsewhere, ¢ Good mother do not marry me
to yond fool.” The winning face of this arch female is a
triumph in art, but I have always felt that the artist has
gone a little too far with Slender. He has made folly to
infringe on the realm of idiocy; Slender was an incom-
parable fool, but not an idiot; he says himself, “I am not
altogether an ass.” It may be difficult to draw lines
between what is foolish, what is asinine, and what is
idiotic, but in the mental scale Master Abraham Slender is
a degree farther down here than Liston or Matthews thought
proper to put him. His answers were always shuffling, but
always coherent. The poet represents his love for Anne
Page as overwhelming to his shallow conceptions, for when
she passed him with the wine, instead of saluting her, he
merely ejaculated, O heaven! this is mistress Anne
Page.” He evaded all their urgings, but his excuses were
cunningly devised. 'When Anne came at his request, she
resolved to bring him to an avowal, and said, ¢“Now
Master Slender, what is your will?” The contemptible
provoking fool puts her oft with a joke, not altogether a bad
joke certainly, but preposterously ill-timed. ¢ My willl
od’s heartlings, that’s a pretty jest indeed! I never made
my will yet.” Nothing discomfited, Anne proceeds, I
mean, Master Slender, what would you with me.” He goes
into one of those writhing moods in which Mr. Duncan has
represented him, and finding nothing to say, he happily
observed a scape-goat. Old Page presented himself, and
Master Abraham Slender minced out, ‘“ You may ask your
father, here he comes.” Shakespeare makes Sir John
Falstaft a licentious knave, Justice Shallow, an incapable
public officer, and Master Abraham Slender, a domestic
coward ; and he is, of course, eminently successful in them
all. :

But perhaps Mr. Duncan is best represented throughout
Scotland by the engravings of his two great Jacobite
pictures, Prince Charles Stuart’s triumphant entry into
Edinburgh, and his concealment after the defeat at Culloden.
These two incidents in the career of the unfortunate prince
exhibit him in the two extremes of life; in the first he is
gallantly mounted and amidst his attached nobles entering
the capital city of his forefathers, andin the second, stretched
on his folded plaid in a cave of the mountains, Withzbis life

K
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in the hands of his retainers at the dignified value of thirty
thousand pounds. The first of these pictures is admirably
conceived, and executed with much skill and care, the
groups of joyous faces and uplifted hands, the finely fore-
shortened prancing steeds, the impetuous desire to get a
sight of ‘“Bonnie Prince Charlie,” together with the glowing
turrets of the noble old city, would be gratifying to every
heart tinctured with Jacobitism, were it not for the sad
sequel. Scotchmen need be no way ashamed of the
Jacobitism of their forefathers. Charles Stuart was the
direct heir to the throne of Great Britain, and where loyalty
is strong minor disqualifications are lightly regarded.
They fought for Charlie, but they fought in vain; if their
motives were mistaken, they died in extenuation. The
tender regrets, and drooping hopes of those who to the
last followed the fortunes of the proscribed dynasty, are
well concentrated in these two pictures. The smiling
Canongate of Edinburgh and the desolate cave amidst
the Argyleshire hills, tell at a glance the story of the young
Chevalier. I am not able to defend Mr. Duncan where he
has somewhat closely followed Wilkie in the first picture,
but in as far as the picture he followed is concerned, I
think that in the various constituents that go to form a
really good work of art the follower has the best of it.

Mr. Duncan died in 1845, comparatively a young man,
but he has left an art legacy to his country that will carry
his memory through many generations. 'We can little guess
what is to come, who is to rise up, and what turn art may
take, but Scotland will have attained a higher position than
any of her present sons can venture to assign to her, when
Anne Page is turned with her face to the wall.
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CHAPTER XXII.
JAMES CONDIE.

“ After life’s fitful fever he sleeps well.”—SHAKESPEARE.

ONE of the most remarkable features of man’s career
through life is the stolid and indifferent way in which he
forms new ties, and submits to the severing of old ones.
It is without doubt so far a necessity of his nature. Society
cannot afford to wear sackeloth at the dropping of every
link in the chain; but in all families and in all communi-
ties, there have at all times been, and will at all times be,
individuals who, by their influence and bearing, have become-
so vitally part and parcel of the circle in which they
moved, that their absence when dead should be lamented
in some degree of proportion to the way their presence was
cherished while alive. But this equitable principle is not
in healthful action amongst the buying and selling citizens
of this changeful world. Men whose lives have been stories
of local power and sway often go down to their graves
carrying their memories with them, though leaving the
benefit of their good deeds behind; while, by some mere
caprice of fortune, men whose lives have hovered between
the “indifferent and the bad, have their imaginary virtues
heralded from every churchyard-wall. This led the great
poet to say,—

The evil that men do lives after them,
The good is oft interred with their bones.

‘When the national hero dies, the Senate, the Pulpit, and
the Press send forth their lamentations. Would that it
were the same with lesser communities, for it cannot be
denied that many men who have spent their lives in little:
townships have, in their sphere, exercised as beneficial
an influence as those who have fought their country’s.
battles in the field, espoused its temporal interest in the
senate, or its spiritual interest in the pulpit. Hence we
expect some moving of a city’s heart when her marked men
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leave the street; but it is more characteristic of the race
to fawn on rich, living men than to mourn over the good
and useful when dead. We open our eyes to the procession
of riches, but shut our ears to the sound of the muffled
drum.

For many years the Condie family—father, son, and
grandson—held the foremost rank as business men and
influential ecitizens of Perth. Thirty years ago, Perth
without it would have been like a chess-board wanting one
of the squares, entirely out of joint. Throughout broad
Scotland, James Condie, of Perth, was a name to buy and
sell upon, and more transactions, of one kind or other,
passed under its potent influence than any name familiar
to Perthshire men. Letters came to his office with the
Oban post-mark -addressed simply, ‘“ Mr. Condie.” If a
London man wanted a shooting, or a Perthshire man
wanted a farm, his first impulse was, “ Write to Condie
about it.” The amount of business resulting from this
wide-spread 'influence was very great, and the patronage
much courted and sought after.

In politics Mr. Condie was a Conservative; and great as
his influence was, in the early days of the Reform Act, he
got credit for more than could be compassed by any one
man. The ;following amusing story is told by William
Nicoll, in a letter addressed to his brother Robert, then
editor of The Leeds Times, and dated ¢ Perth, 26th August,
1837.” Politics run high enough at the present time, and
crimination meets recrimination with more vigour than
taste ; but the present race of politicians are poor in in-
vention compared with those of the fourth decade.

So Stormont is in for Perthshire; Maule was bad enough, but this
is worse. The means by which he did get in are horrible in the
extreme, Some of them you would see in the papers, but I will
tell you one which I don’t think is as yet public. A person in the
establishment of a certain great Tory lawyer in town told me that
they had had writs of sequestration against upwards of forty voters,
mostly, if not all, in the Liberal interest, but they were kept back,
:and hopes held out to the poor farmers that if they voted as they were
-desired they would be allowed to escape altogether. They did so, and
—mark the strength of Tory promises—the very day succeeding the
«election every soul of them was sequestrated.

The news of this terrible story reached me, and after
:seeing William Nicoll I called at the denounced office for
information. Mr. Condie said, ¢ Man, these are awfu’ big
figures, but wait till I see Maury.” After a few minutes I
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was answered, “It is exactly a month since the election,
and not a single sequestration has been issued from this
office during that month, try Archie Reid’s.”

It was confidently expected, by those who desired peace,
that an era of political sobriety would succeed the passing
of the Reform Bill, and no man wished for such a time
with greater earnestness than Mr. Condie; but although
such a story as the above would not go far at present, there
is no political sobriety, but the most reckless political de-
bauchery. Happily, however, for men who, like myself,
have little leaning that way, the world still goes on; and
although the air is tainted with reciprocated accusation,
there 1s still room to breathe. In 1833 the goddess of
Liberty was expected with every breath of wind, but she
came not, and the demon of tyranny waxes stronger day
by day. It is proposed by the Permissive Bill to give me
the privilege of dictating to my neighbour what he is to
sell, and, by the caucus, whom be shall vote for ; and I have
no doubt whatever but that very breathing room in which
I have been exulting, will be put into my hands and that
as one of a majority, I shall be called upon to dictate to
the minority whether they are to eat their beef roasted or
sodden ; and to the invalid, whether he is to go to Crieff,
Pitlochrie, or Dunblane. ¢ Liberty ’s a glorious feast.”

No man of his day possessed in fuller action the rare
faculty of conducting business smoothly between landlord
and tenant than Mr. Condie. He was frequently accused
of a lavish use of the suaviter in modo, and of ‘“never
sending any one away with a sore heart;” but it was only
when matters did not end quite satisfactorily that this was
fallen back upon, or even discovered. Some men have not
the faculty of laying bare their fears to an interested party,
the deficiency generally arising from real goodness of heart.
The public are not jto be pleased. A man who places
matters before it in their naked aspect is thought severe;
and he who buoys it up by cheering hopes is called time-
serving and plausible. But however much Mr. Condie
may have tried to soften the edge of adverse circumstances,
his main aim was to deal with equity, and to shelter the
interests of those who were likely to ‘“have the worst.”
It any unscrupulous or far-seeing person showed a desire to
supersede his neighbour and Mr. Condie became aware of
it, he came speedily to the rescue.

A keen sportsman himself, he was rather an equivocal
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authority on game matters; but his thorough knowledge of
the Game Laws in all their bearings enabled him, as far as
his own predilections would tolerate, to act with discretion
in all cases involving the preservation of game.

In 1837 Sir John Steuart had two farms falling out of
lease at the separation of next crop. The steadings were
both in ruins, and it was resolved to throw the two farms
into one, and build a new steading. The tenant of No. 1
curried favour with the factor in order to secure the
double farm ; and the tenant of No. 2 being aware of this,
began to look out for himself elsewhere. A farm on the
Athole property came into the market, and after he had
examined it and partially made up his mind, in an unwary
moment he took fNo. 1 into his confidence, not doubting
but that the united farms would fill his hands. He made
him a party to his offer, and took him to see the farm ; but
while he was chaffering with the Duke’s factor about a
modification of rent, his friend No. 1 stepped in, and,
although he had abused the farm when consulted about it,
he gave £20 more rent, and secured a lease at once.

‘When tenant No. 2 heard of this, he called on Mr. Condie
and told him the story. “ Man John, what a fool you
were to tell him anything about it. Meet me at the Hos-
pital to-morrow morning at ten o’clock, and after I see
Chalmers, we will try what can be done.” No. 1, after
securing the Athole farm, began afresh to open negotiations
about the two that were to be joined; but one morning
when he went out to begin work, hie found his neighbour and
one of James Chalmers’ clerks staking out ground for a new
steading at his very door.

‘Whether or not John kept this circumstance in healthful
remembrance I am unable to say; but the deep ingratitude
of the following affair, an affair of more recent date, was
enough to blight a life, and shut a man’s ears against all
the selfish solicitations of his fellow-men. Those who
knew the four parties will perceive how intensely charac-
teristic of each were his movements in the business.

Mr. Condie had a client—with a purse very large and a
heart proportionately small—for whom he did a trifle of
business. This client had a fair daughter who fell in love
with one of the clerks in her father’s office. Marriage
became a necessity, and the old gentleman purchased an
ensign’s commission for his son-in-law. By the aid of the
same purse, he was raised, step by step, until he gained the



JAMES CONDIE. 137

rank of Captain. One morning, the old gentleman waited
on Mr. Condie, primed, loaded, and armed at all points, his
drama complete in every detail. He said, in set terms, ¢ My
son-in-law is very anxious to obtain the Adjutancy of the
Regiment, which is at present vacant, and I am quite
prepared to pay the money—upwards of £1,000; but a
good deal of influence is necessary, besides the payment of
the money.” Mr. Condie expressed fears of being able to
aid in forwarding his object, but his client was ready, and
replied, ¢ You are very intimate with Lord Panmure: one
word from him would do it.” His Lordship was then
Secretary at War. Mr. Condie felt a chill come over him
at the proposal, but his courage was not equal to a nega-
tive, and he replied, ““I shall write to Lord Panmure, but I
fear it will have no effect.” But the plot was laid. * His
lordship. is to be at Perth Station, on his way north, at
four o’clock this afternoon; perhaps you would see him,”
quoth the pawkie applicant. Mr. Condie, thus caught,
consented, and in the afternoon walked up to the station.
Lord Panmure arrived, and scarcely had he alighted from
his carriage, when the matter was laid before him. ¢ Oh,
no, James, I cannot do that! I would do much to oblige
you, but I really cannot do that; besides, money would, no
doubt, be wanted.” ¢The money is ready,” said Mr.
Condie. During this conversation, the military gentleman,
with contemptible taste, presented himself on the platform,
and the quick eye of the practised official at once picked
him up. ¢ That is your military friend, James?” ¢ Yes,”
was the half-suppressed reply. I don’t like him ; I don't
like him at all,” said his lordship, drawing Mr. Condie
towards the refreshment room ; ¢ he is liker Bardolph than
Hercules.”

‘When Mr. Condie returned to his office, he found his
client and the Captain’s lady waiting for him. They ex-
pressed much fretful and unmannerly disappointment,
insinuating that the affair had been badly managed.

Within a few days, an enquiry came to Blackfriars
House, from Lord Panmure’s secretary, about Mr. Condie’s
military friend—his name, regiment, and rank ; and within
fourteen days the appointment came, and money not so
much as named. Mark the end with horror !—the next
time Mr. Condie met this military gentleman in George
Street, he declined to acknowledge his patron’s salutation !

This is the way influential men have their patronage
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abused ; first taken advantage of and then spurned. The
subject of this essay participated deeply in this treatment.
I could fill a volume with similar circumstances in the life
of my worthy friend of forty years; but I have simply
recorded his name amongst those of his contemporaries. I
could not do less; and if the position assigned to him took
rank from my esteem of the man, it would be higher
I shall never forget the thrill of delight with which I met
Mr. Condie on one of the crowded thoroughfares of London,
in the year 1838. The broad, honest Perth face rose up
before me like a glimpse of sunshine darting through a
forest. The cordial greeting of the warm-hearted, sub-
stantial citizen in the midst of the gay throng sounded
oddly but gratefully. The bon ton clangour that met me
at every step died out of hearing before the ¢ How are ye,
my dear fellow?” of the homely Scottish gentleman. Thirty
years afterwards I made an appointment to meet him in
London, but I found it impossible to be there before he
left. His health was giving way, and he writes me regret-
fully :—

London, May 9th, '54.
My pear P. R.—I am very sorry to say that we are not to meet in
London again; I go to Manchester immediately, and home to-morrow.
If you had come a week ago I could have accompanied you, as you
desired, to Windsor, and Hampton Court, and Dulwich, but that is all
past.

Yours very truly,
J. CoxnpIe.

During Mr. Condie’s stay in London at this time, a meet-
ing of farmers and others was held in the George Hotel, at
which it was resolved to ask him to a public dinner in the
County Hall. He was written to, and, in course of post,
returned a peremptory refusal. ¢ What pleasure would it
give me,” he said, “to see a parcel of men standing up
and telling lees about me, and me being obliged to lee back
again. No, no; thanks—many thanks; but I certainly
would rather not. Your proposed chairman is my best
friend, but do not name such a thing to him.”

As time was wearing near its close with him, Mr.
Condie fell into deep trouble; and those who knew him
best sympathised deeply with him. He set himself to
retrieval, but fate had resolved against him, and Timon did
not want his plausible Ventidius, nor his churlish, wise
Apemantus.
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When Fortune in her shifts and change of mood
Spurns down her late beloved, his dependants,
‘Which labour’d after him to the mountain’s top,
Even on their knees and hands, let him slip down,
Not one accompanying his declining foot.

The picture had another side, however. Mr. Condie had
many true friends, who adhered to him in business, in
person, and in feeling to the last day of his life. But no
amount of heartfelt wishes, no accumulation of friendly
pleadings will shut up the grave like a sealed book; if 1t
were 80, men would be going about like so many Salathiels.
That would not be desirable. Man goes to his long home,
but mourners should be seen about the streets.

CHAPTER XXIII.

PATRICK GILBERT STEWART.

4 8ir, I have heard another story.
He kept with princes due decorum,
He was a most confounded Tory,
Yet never stood in awe before 'em.”
SWIFT.

THE municipal government of Perth, previous to the Burgh
Reform Act, has been styled in derogation, ‘ The Beautiful
Order.” Ithasbeen treated scoffingly, and sneered at, but
no man could arrive at a valid title to do so by comparing
it with the orders, beautiful or otherwise, that have arisen
since. The thirteen gentlemen who have filled the civic
chair under the new régime have been respectable citizens,
men of fair acquirements and popularly elected, but it
cannot be said that they were, either necessarily or in
point of fact, better men, or that they reflected greater
honour on the city, than the thirteen that immediately
preceded them: “ Of such turf as we have we must build
the dyke,” and men do not become wise by Act of Parlia-
ment. I institute no comparisons, but I willingly aid in
removing a stigma that is false in its ‘conception and gra-
tuitous in its application. The municipal authorities were
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then elected by majorities, and they are now elected by
majorities. If the sweets of office were then sought with
eagerness, and are now regarded with apathy, it goes to
prove deterioration rather than advancement. A man who
accepts an appointment with indifference will execute its
duties indifferently. During the last twenty years the
number of enfranchised citizens of Perth who do not trouble
themselves to go to the poll has grown time after time,
until, at last election, it formed an important portion of the
community. A little more of the pride, and a little more
of the consequence which attached itself to office, in the
days of the so-called ¢ Beautiful Order,” might with pro-
priety be incorporated with the unconcern that now mani-
fests itself in our burgh elections.

As the world grows older, it does not necessarily grow
wiser ; because the current generation always begins busi-
ness on its own account, adopting or rejecting the schemes
of its predecessors, and all the wisdom it possesses is required
for that object, which keeps the stock, hereditary or ac-
quired, in a perpetual state of status quo.

In the year 1780 two young men, who had learned their
business with the Newrow Linen Weaving Company, began
business in the Watergate of Perth, under the firm of
Stewart and Macnaughton. They succeeded well in trade,
and although they did not amass large fortunes, they both
held respectable positions in business, and both obtained
civic preferment. Mr. Stewart was first promoted to the
municipal chair in the year 1822, and alternately with Pro-
vost Ross he held the office for nine years, giving way in
1831 to Mr. John Wright, the well-known brewer. The
latter gentleman, after the passing of the Reform Bill,
abdicated in favour of Mr. Adam Pringle, who was the
first Provost of Perth under the new régime.

For many years Provost Stewart took high rank as a
citizen of Perth. In his younger days he was an enthusi-
astic musician and a leading member of an amateur instru-
mental band, but when he became agent for the Bank of
Scotland, and the cares of a family rose up before him, he
forsook his first love, and instead of studying musical
numbers he betook himself to the study of number one.
In person he was ponderous and heavy limbed. He had a
court dress in which he went to Edinburgh to meet George
the Fourth, and fourteen years afterwards he appeared in
it at a ball in the County Hall. His figure might have
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passed muster where the circumstances were all known,
but when limbs are encased in silk stockings, we expect
their development to harmonise, to a fair extent, with their
external garniture; but here that fastidious feeling was
utterly set at naught. Long afterwards I had the misfor-
tune to twit Mr. P. 8. Fraser, of Edinburgh, on Provost
Forrest’s slovenliness in lying in bed, while his Queen was
knocking at the municipal door: O, quite true,” said the
great wag, ‘“but it is equally true that the Provost of
Perth got up in such a hurry to come over here to meet
George the Fourth, that he put on his legs with the wrong
ends down.”

These personal defects were neutralised in Provost Ste-
wart’s case by a sagacious, well-regulated mind, perceptive
and energetic business faculties, and gentlemanly disposi-
tion. As a politician, he espoused Conservative principles,
and fought some stout battles in their defence. During an
election he entered into a correspondence with Francis
Jeffrey, which the great critic treated with characteristic
loftiness. Still the Provost maintained his point and pub-
lished a clever pamphlet in support of his views. Sensible
and moderate in his political creed, he conducted the affairs
of the burgh in a liberal spirit and in a manner which met
the approval of his fellow-citizens and the magistrates of
the county with which it is so deeply involved.
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