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By WiLLiAM ROBERTSON.

firm of Mesers White & Smith, restaur-

ateurs, Glasgow, is perhaps as well-
known, and certainly as well liked, as any
Borderer in the Second City. Deservedly so.
He has been the pnoneer of his own fortunes,
1ising to his preeent posmon from the humble
cottage, ‘the but an’ ben,” a house which makes
the happy home of the industrious peasantry
of Merse and Teviotdale.

Mr White was boern half a century ago at
the “Farm Toun” of Skaithmuir, in Berwick-
shire. He had no more than got into the period
of “short clothes,” when his father removed to
Dunse, as it was then known and spelt. It was
in this pretty little Border town that Mr White
was for the most part educated. Here he re-
ceived the kind of instruction that makes for
Scottish character, an education for which the
parish schools of those days were justly emin-
ent. The parish dominie was a friend both
feared and loved, and it is a question if the
Board School teacher is leaving such a strong
impression on the minds of the boys and girls
of to-day.

In those schoolboy days, as was common with
all children of the agricultural classes during
the vacation, Mr White had the usual spell of
farm work, graduating from the singling of

\AR THOMAS WHITE, senior partner of the

turnips and raking corn to the climax of every
country boy’s ambition—the driving of a horse
and cart. On leaving school Mr White chose
to follow the ‘“‘gerteel trade,” and was duly
apprenticed to Mr John Young, draper, in Duns.
During his first week behind the counter, the
following incident happened. Plucking up
courage to encounter his first customer, a wee
girl put a penny down on the counter and
demanded “a ha’-penny pirn and a ha’-penny
back.” The pirn was duly forthcoming, but
the embryo draper had to appeal to older
hands plaintively, “Where do the ha'-penny
backs lie?”

Having finished his apprenticeship, and after
rerving three years with another firm of drapers
in the soutars’ toun of Selkirk, our friend came
to find a home and a career in the great com-
mercial city of the west. Mr White relates
with gratitude his first experience of the city.
Coming in the forenoon, a perfect stranger,
within one hour of his arrival he secured a good
situation jn a large retail drapery warehouse
in Buchatf Street. After several years’ ser-
vice, noting changes at work in the wholesale
trade, and ever on the alert to get to the top of
the tree, he applied for, and secured, the ap-
pointment of buyer in one of the most im-
portant departments in the large and prosper-
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ous drapery warehouse of Messrs Stewart &
McDonald. This position Mr White occupied
for ten years with great satisfaction to his
employers.

He was forced to relinquish this appointment
on account of a severe ice accident which he
met with while skating, and which incapacitated
him from business for about one year. On
resuming, Mr White gave up what he calls the
trade of “clothing the naked,” and took to that
of “feeding the hungry.” He commenced his
new venture by purchasing the old-fashioned
hotel, now merged in the Bonanza Warehouse,
but then well known as “His Lordship’s Lar-
der.” Here for another five years, Mr White
did yeoman service to the farmers and others
frequenting St Enoch’s Square on market days.

TLe functions entrusted to the firm are num-
erous, from parts both north and south; now
providing for a banquet at the “Bonnie House
o’ Airlie,” anon for the launching oi a British
battleship at Barrow-in-Furness-—items that

" have to be attended to on the shortest notice.

Mr White is a man of generous sympathies.
Very little is known to his innermost circle of
friends of what he does for those in need. Per-
haps it may be even an offence to make this
statement, so much does he keep his right
hand from knowing what the left is doing.

Punch’s famous advice, “Don’t,” has been
disregarded by Mr White, for, after having
been for about eighteen years a widower, he
has taken unto himself a wife. All the Bor-
derers who know him are happy over the

MR WHITE'S CHRISTMAS CARD.

Selling “His Lordship’s Larder,” Mr White
acquired the much more extensive business long
carried on by Mr Forrester in Gordon Street.
Here his business increased by leaps and
bounds. After another five years’ hard work,
he assumed a partner, and purchased at the
same time another business—The Trades’
House Restaurant in Glassford Street. In
Mr Smith, Mr White finds a partner most con-
genial, thoroughly practical, and with energy
enough to go through fire and water.

The firm of Thos. White and Smith is known
far and wide. The number of cakes and buns,
made and disposed of by them at Christmas
and New Year, is something enormous and re-
quires all hands to work on night and day
shifts. These, as New Year gifts, find their
way into all parts of the world.

event, and feel assured that he has got a proper
helpmeet. This event took place on the 14th
November last in the Catholic Apostolic
Church, Glasgow, of which both Mr White and
his good lady are members. He has a son and
daughter, now grown up, who reside with him
in his happy home at Willowbank, Gartcosh.

Living, as Mr White does in the country. he is
a more regular attender at the Parish Church of
Chryston than at his own in Glasgow. I had the
privilege of sitting in the same pew with the
Chryston parish minister’s wife, and in course
of conversation she gave me what I think may
be regarded as the local village estimate of his
character. “Fine man, Mr White. I wish we
had more like him.”
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Slimpses of Galasbiels in the
®lden Time.

By RoBkrT HALL.

the Scott Aisle in Galashiels Kirkyard.

It was erected in 1636 by Hugh
Scott, who was a younger son of that renowned
Borderer, “Wat o’ Harden,” his mother being
the no less celebrated Mary Scott, “the Rose of
Yarrow.” Hugh Scott became the husband of
“the black eyed lass o’ Galashiels,” Jean

fCHE uwccompanying illustration represents

From a Photo by

Pringle, only daughter of Sir James Pringle of
Smailholm and Galashiels. In 1632, Sir James
retired to Smailholm and disponed the barony
of Gala to his grandson, James Scott, to whom
Charles I. granted a charter for “all and haill
the lands and steadings of Gallowsheills and
Mosilee with the pendicles thairof callit nether
or eister maynes of Bolesyd, Stobrig, with the
tower, fortalice, mansioun, maner-place, houss,
biggings, wodes, cornemylnes, and waulkmylnes
" thairof. And with the fishings of salmond and
utheris fishings upon the water of Twede on
baith the sydes thairof betwix the bridge of

THR SCOTT AIBLE IN ALASHIELR KIRKYARD.

Melros and lands of Southerland Hall, qubair
the water of Ettrick rines in the said river of
Twede. * * * Togither with the advocatione,
donation, and right of patronage of the vic-
arage of the Kirk of Lyndane.”

In the olden time the Parish Church was
situated at Lindean, the earliest record of its
existence dating from 1275. In course of time
it fell into decay, and was finally abandoned in
1586. In 1591, the vicar, William Kerr, to-
gether with the elders and deacons, approached
the King and Privy Council in order to have a
new place of worship erected in a more con-

Rev. W. B. Thomson, -B.D.

venient locality.  Their application proved
successful, and authority was given for the
erection “of ane new Kirk biggit apoun the
north side of Twede, at the west end of the
tcun of Bolsyde, and to be beildit of the juan-
titie following, viz.:—Of Ix. fuitis of length,
and the side walls thairof to be saxtene fuitis of
height, and the gavallis effering thairto.”

A church had been erected at Galashiels in
1617, and owing to the increase of the popula-
tion the Parish Church was transferred thither
in 1622, the reasons given for effecting the
change being “there lived above 400 pepill in
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‘Gallowscheills and so meikle the more as we
(the ministers of the adjoining parishes) find
ane house already there, weel built, comlie
appareled, and which with small help as is pro-
vided, may easily be made sufficient for the
whole pepill in their most frequent assem-
blages.”

Originally the aisle was attached to the north
side of the Church, and measured internally
fifteen feet square. When the old church was
removed about 1813, the side walls and roof
were extended southward for about six feet and
completed with a gable, into which was inserted
a mullioned Gothic window. Above the window
is a sculptured stone which formerly occupied
a position over the door of the old church. It
is now considerably wasted and weather-worn,
and destroying time will soon efface the fol-
lowing inscription which can still be deciphered :

GLORIE . TO . GOD . IN . HEVIN
PEACE . IN . EARTH . AND
GVDVIL . AMONG . MEN.

Within the aisle is interred its founder, Hugh
Scott. His tombstone is in good preservation
and bears a Latin inscription to the following
effect : —

“Here lies an illustrious man, Captain Hugh Scott,
laird of Gallosheiles, famous for his valour, «istin-
guished for singular piety and charity, who acted
vigorously in propagating the reformed religion in
England, until at length compelled by severe illness
to return to his country with loss to the Church and
State (a dear wife, friends, and ten children of the
best promise surviving), the sixth week frcem his
return he fell asleep most peacefully in Christ, st
September, 1644. He lived blamelessly. and in this
appointed tomb awaits the coming of the Lord.”

There is also a tablet built into the interior
of the aisle commemorating the memory of the
Rev. Mark Duncan, minister of Galashiels from
1648 to 1651. The inscription in Luatin and
Greek is in fine preservation, and reads as
follows : —

‘“ Culedonia bruised bewails the slaughter of her
heroes,

The Church mourns the fall of her teachers—

Mark Duncan, pastor, whose virtues outnumbered
his vears,

Departed, not taken away by violence or by age.

To his Church, his country, his widow and dear
kindred

He says, dying I live, the victorv is won—

‘For whom God loves dies young.’

He died 15th Nov., A.p., 1651, in the 27th year of

his age and third of his ministry.”

The above allusion to Caledonia probably
refers to the disastrous battle of Dunbar, in
which the Scots were so signally defeated
by Cromwell the previcus year. The sentence
“For whom God loves dies young,” appears to
be what may be termed a Christianized version

of the pagan expression, “Whom the gods love
die young.”

With the exception of a very small place of
interment in Darling’s Haugh, lying between
High Street and Bridge Street, the old kirk-
yard was the only place of sepulture in Gala-
shiels till 1840. At that date the original
portion of the ground constituting Ladhope
Cemetery was acquired by the trustees of Lad-
lhope Chapel. The forefathers of the hamlet
wera interred at Lindean, but the found.rs
of the town were all buried in the old kirkyard.
Being comparatively modern there are few old
tombstones. A few fragments of the oldest
“with shapeless sculpture decked” are carefully
preserved, but the inscriptions are entirely
effaced, the oldest decipherable date being 1697.
The only noteworthy memorial marks the burial
place of the Parks of Foulshiels, upon one side
of which appears an inscription to the following
effect : —

SACRED
To the memory of
MUNGO PARK,
the celebrated African traveller,

who perished in the interior of Africa
in 1805. Aged 35.

Also to
ALICE ANDERSON,
his wife, who died at Edinourgh.
in 1840. Aged 59.
Also,
their eldest son,
TUNGO,
Assistant Surgeon, E.I.C.S.,
who died at Trinchonopoly, Madras,
in 1823. Aged 23.

And,
THOMAS,
their second son,

of the R.N., who died in Africa,
1827. Aged 4.

On the left of the accompanying illustration,
surrounded with an upright iron railing, is the
grave of the Rev. Robert Douglas, who, in the
early years of the town’s history, exerted him-
self so nobly in promoting the well-being of his
parishioners. No storied urn or animated bust
marks his lowly resting place, only a plain
tombstone bearing the inscription—“In memeory
of Robert Douglas, D.D., for fifty years minister
of Galashiels. Ordained 19th July, 1770 ; died
15th November, 1820.” The stone to the right
of the door of the aisle marks the burial ground
of Robert Fyshe, the once famous parish school-
master. His memory is yet green among those
now in the “sere and yellow leaf,” who, in life’s
morning were wont to attend “The Auld Toun
Schule.” The tallest stone, surmounted with a
pediment, in the extreme right of the illustra-
tion was erected by a few friends over the grave
of George Craig, the somewhat eccentric, byt
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withal kindly and genial Baron Bailie, who was
thus referred to by Sir Walter Scott in a letter
to a friend,—“George Craig, writer, Galashiels,
for whose judgment, sagacity, and even for whose
taste I have much respect.” Within the narrow
limits of the illustration are depicted the graves
of three men whose names are inseparably
connected with the early history of the town.
In life they were closely associated, and in
death, separated by a few feet of earth, “They
rest from their labours and their works do

follow them.”
To be Continued.

Thomas the Rbymer.

NY one acquainted with the biography and
the writings of Sir Walter Scott can
hardly fail to be struck by the frequency

with which, in their pages, the name of Thomas
the Rhymer is mentioned or his sayings quoted.
The romantic career of this Border scer seems
to have touched Scott in many ways, and to
have influenced him in various directions.
While only a child and an inmate of his grand-
father’s house at Smailholm Tower, he used to
hear the seer’s prophetical utterances frequently
recited. At the very beginning of his literary
career, Scott devoted a large portion of “The
Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border” to Thomas
the Rhymer. After settling down at Abbots-
ford, his favourite walk was through the
rcmantic pass which he named the “Rhymer’s
Glen.” Long before the Waverley Novels were
even thought of, Scott began a tale of chivalry,
having the Rhymer for its subject. It was
never finished. however, nnd remained a liter-
ary “Fragment” only. Here and there in the
Waverley Novels the Rhymer turns up; but
the most interesting mention of him is in “The
Bride of Lammermoor,” where Caleb Balder-
ston quotes one of the prophecies when Ravens-
wood announces his intention of accompanying
his guests to Ravenswood Castle, and remaining
there for a few days.

“The mercy of Heaven forbid!” said the old
serving man, turning as pale as the tablecloth
which he was folding up.

“And why, Caleb?” said the master, " why
should the mercy of Heaven forbid my return-
ing the lord keeper’s visit? You are
for marrying me into a family that you will
not allow me to visit—how’s this? And you
look as pale as death besides.”

Caleb replied that his master would only
laugh if he told the real reason. “But Thomas
the Rhymer,” he went on to say, “whose tongue

couldna be fauee, spoke the word to your house
that will e’en prove ower true if you go to
Ravenswood this day.”

“Truce with your nonsense, and let mie hear
the doggerel which has put it into your head,”
said the master, impatiently.

With a quivering voice, and a cheek pale
with apprehension, Caleb faltered out the fol-
lowing lines: —

“When the last Laird of Ravenswood to Ravens—
wood shall ride,

And woo a dead maiden to be his bride,

He shall stable his steed in the Kelple H flow,

And his name shall be lost for evermoe.’

The prophecy, as quoted by Caleb, turned
out to be only too true ; but as it is beside our
present purpose to narrate the catastrophe,
we leave it here. About Thomas the Rhymer,
however, what about him? There seems to be
little doubt, after a great deal of controversy
and discussion now happily set at rest, that
Thomas Learmont of Ercildoune, better known
as the Rhymer, was the earliest poet of Scot-
land. The history of his life and writings is
involved in much obscurity, but it is generally
believed that the residence and probably also
the birthplace of the Seer were are Ercildoune,
now called Earlston—a village on the Leader,
about two miles above its junction with the
Tweed and four miles from Melrose.  The
ruins of an ancient building, now the property -
of the Edmburgh Border Counties’ Association,
are shown and known as the Rhymer’s Tower.
The exact date of the Rhymer’s birth is un-
known, but he appears to have come into the
beginning of his reputation, not so much as =
poet as of a prophet, in 1283, when he is said
to have predicted the death of the King of
Scotland. The story goes that cne day while
the voupg prophet was visiting the Castle of
Dunbar, the Earl of March asked him, more
by way of joke than anything else, if anything
remarkable or special was to happen within
the next day or two. To the astonishment of
the Earl, the prophet replied, in all earnest-
ness, “Alas for to-morrow—a day of misery
and calamity! Before the twelfth hour shall
be heard a blast so vehement that it shall
exceed all those which have been yet heard in
Scotland—a blast which shall strike the nations
with amazement, shall confound those who hear
it, shall humble what is lofty, and what is un-
bending shall level with the ground.” On the
following day the Earl, who had been unable
to observe any unusual appearance in the
weather, was just preparing to seat himself at
table when a messenger arrived with the
startling news that King Alexander ITI. had
fallen over the rocks between Burntisland and
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Kinghorn, and was killed on the spot!

From this remarkable prophecy, Learmont
became popularly known as “True Thomas,”
and his future career was full of the most
romantic incidents and adventures. The
Queen of Fairyland heard of his fame, and one
day, as the story goes, she came down to visit
him. The interview took place on Huntly
Bank, about half-way between where Melrose
and Abbotsford now stand, and the upshot of
it resulted in the two going off to Fairyland
together. Much as we learn from Thomas of
earthly matters, he related none of those cf
Fairyland, for he was bound to be silent on
that point as directed by the Queen—

“But, Thomas, ye maun hold your tongue,

Whatever ve may hear or see;

For if ye speak word in Elfinland,

Ye’ll never get back to your ain countrie.”

After seven years’ residence in Fairy or Elfin-
land True Thomas revisited his native district
in the Borderland. IHe was, however. bound
to return to his royal mistress whenever she
should come or send for him. Think of such
a career! Of more than mortal mould now,
Thomas could see far into the future, and
accordingly we find him revealing events that
were long afterwards to be fulfilled. Taking
up his favourite position, or seat, on the
shoulder of one of the Eildon Hills, he had
before him one of the most enchanting views
in all the enchanted Border country:  With
the mantle of the prophet on his shoulders
Thomas opened his lips and uttered many say-
ings which have all been literally fulfilled.
Looking over to Bemerside. he gave expression
to the following prophecy which every Bor-
derer knows by heart:—

‘“Betide, betide, whate’er hetide,
Haig shall be Haig of Bemerside.”

Literally true, for the Haig of to-day is Colone.
Haig, the lineal descendant of this ancient
Border familv. But Thomas was more than a
seer or prophet—he was a rhymer and a poet.
“What can be finer?’ asks the late Professor
Veitch, “what can be finer, or more true to the
feeling for nature, than these lines—

“In a merry mornynge of Maye,

Bv Huntlie bankee my selfe allone,

I herde the jaye and the throstylle mkke,
The mawys menyde hir of hir songe.

Towards the close of Inst century there was
much commotion among the literary circles of
this country as to what had become of a fine
old poem entitled “Sir Tristrem.” Tt way at
last discovered by Mr Ritson in the Auchinleck
manuscript preserved in the Advocates’ Lib-
rary, Edinburgh, and placed in the hands of

Sir Walter Scott. What a treasure for Sir
Walter! He entered upon his examination of
the work with the greatest enthusiasm, and
made out his case so conclusively that the
authorship of “Sir Tristrem” has long been
definitely accepted as the work of Thomas the
Rhymer.

Over the South of Scotland generally, at all
events in the Border country, there is per-
haps no ancient writer who is so often or so
lovingly quoted as Thomas the Rhymer. There
are few localities which do not possess some
prophecy or legend associated with his name.
The Borderer in his wanderings comes across
some bridge, when he opens his mouth and
makes a quotation from his favourite seer—

“At Eildon Tree if you shall be,
A brig ower Tweed you there may see.’

But the Rhymer’s prophecies were not con-
fined to local matters merely; they were
extended to matters of general Scottish history.
We have seen how he foretold the dea‘h of
King Alexander near Kinghorn. He also fore-
told the disasters of Flodden Field and Pinkie
Cleuch. One of the Scottish nobles, the Earl
of Dunbar, on one occasion visited the Rhymer
at his usual place by the Eildon Tree for the
purpose of obtaining some consolation. ajpar-
ently, after the prediction of so many Scottish
disasters.

“Enough, enough, of curse and ban

Some blessing show thee now to me,

Or by the faith o’ my bmhe. Compatnck said,
“Ye shall rue the day ye e’er saw me.

Probably terrified into acquiescence, the
prophet had, after all, something encouraging
to show that was to happen in Scottish history.
In reply to the demand just made to him,
Thomas at once replied—
“The first of bleﬂsmgs I shall thee show
Is by a burn that’s called of bread,
Where Saxon men shall tine the how
And find their arrows lack the head.
Beside that brig. out ower that burn.
Where the water bickereth bright ani sheen,
Shall many a falling courser spurn,
And knights shall die in battle keen.”
Here, in these lines. Bannockburn is plainly
meant—“a burn that’s called of bread.” En-
couraged to hear such gonod news, the Earl of
Dunbar ventures to ask a little further: —
“Eut tell me now,”” said hrave Dunbar,
“True Thomas, tell now unto me,
What man shall rule the isle Britain
Even from the north to southern sea:’

In the prophet’s reply we learn not only
that such a ruler was to come, but we get an
inkling of the naval supremacy that was wait-
ing on Great Britaip—
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““A French queen shall bear the son
Shall rule all Britain to the sea;
He of the Bruce’s blood shall ¢ .me
A3 near as in the ninth degree.
The waters worship shall his race,
Likewiso the waves of farthest sea:
For they shall ride owre ocean wide
With hempen bridles and horse of tree.””
Leaving the Eildon Tree and his place of
prophecy on the hill, we find that the closing
scene in the Rhymer’s career took place at his
tower of Ercildoune. A great feast was spread
there on some auspicious occasion. Lords and
ladies were present, and a great company had
been invited. After the feast was over, the
prophet was called upon to entertain the com-
pany with some of his wondrous tales and
romances.

“Hush’d were the throvng, both limb aud tongue,
And harpers for envy palc;

And armed lords lean’d on their swords,
And hearken’d to the tale.”

The tale recounted and sung was the old one
of “Sir Tristrem.” The listening audience were
enchanted and entranced. As the spell broke
and utterance returned—

“Then woe broke forth in murmurs weak ;
Nor ladies heaved alone the sigh;

But, half ashumed, the rugged cheek
Did many a gauntlet dry.”

When the evening's entertainment clcsed
and the guests retired to rest, one of their
number could not sleep. Lying awake and
thinking over the woeful tale which the Rhymer
had recited and sung, Lord Douglas imagined
that he heard footsteps near him. Starting up,
he called his page and demanded who it could
be that had dared to step in where the Duuglas
lay! The footsteps continuing to be heard,
both lord and page got alarmed.  Out of
Ercildoune Tower they rushed, then down by
the Leader Water, where a wondrous sight met
their eyes. A hart and a hind, white as the
snow on Fairnalie, were passing along the banks
of the river, and scarcely looking at the crowd
that was beginning to gather round them in
the moonlight.

The hour had come! The Queen of Fairy-
land had sent for Thomas the Rhymer! A
messenger hurried from the crowd that was
gathering by the river side, and told him what
was taking place.

“First he woxe pale, and then woxe red:
Never a word he spake but three—
'M'IY sand is run: my thread is spun:
his sign regardeth me.””

Hanging his harp in minstrel guise around his
neck, True Thomas rose to go. Bidding fare-
well to all around him, he uttered his last
prophecy—a prophecy that has been literally
fulfilled : —

“To Learmont’s name no foot of earth
Shall here again belong,
And on this hospitable hearth
The hare shall bear her young.”
While still lingering, as if unable to leave the
place, the hart and hind approached where the
Rhymer halted. With them, however, he went
at once, crossed the Leader, and disappeared
for ever from human sight.
“Some say’d to hill, and some to glen,
Their wondrous course had been.

* But never in haunts of living men
Again was Thomas seen.””

BDrummeldale.”

¢~ HIS is a book which will be read with the

greatest delight by Borderers who are far

frae hame, and those who are privileged
to live in the beloved Borderland will be touched
by the pathos and warmed by the humour of
these “Lights and Shadows from the Border
Hills.” Many of the sketches and poems con-
tained in this neat little volume must be fam-
iliar to the readers of one of our Border news-
papers and they, like ourselves, will have lookcd
forward to seeing them published in book form.
The fact that the volume is issued by the fam-
ous firm of George Lewis & Co., Selkirk, is a
sufficient guarantee of excellence in printing
and binding, an important matter which is too
often overlooked in the issue of such books.
The author, C. M. Thomson, has a quick eye,
a warm heart, and a ready pen, and all these she
has put into the volume now before us. In
the introduction she says :

To sketch the everyday lives and perpetuate the
memories of the good old folks amongst whom I
spent my vouth in the quiet vale of Ettrick, has
been to me a labour of love: most of the characters
are therefore drawn_ from real life, and easy of re-
cognition to those who knew them. Some, however,
are fictitious, though all are common types of
Scottish character in rural districts. The foreign
element is mainly introduced as a side-light, which
brings into clearer relief the individual character-
istics of the plain-spoken but more wholesome-minded
villagers of Sur;:fbum.

'To_the honoured memory of the late Lord Napier
and Ettrick, who so dearly loved the green valley in
which lay his ancestral estates, and where, in the
stately seclusion of Thirlestane, his lordship spent
the latter vears of a useful life, I have do 'icated
‘“Drummeldale.””

The volume comprises fifteen prose sketches
and thirteen poems, all of superior merit, and
containing a careful blending of pathos and
humour. The latter quality, which is so often
overdome, is of a refined and pleasing nature.
and being true to the life, is sure to find its

* “ Drummeldale. ” VIV.Viigl?ltiB‘ and Shadows from the
Border Hills. By C. M. Thomson. Selkirk: George
Lewis & Co.
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- way to the hearts of Borderers. Manners and
customs which are, in some cases, disappearing
are here preserved in an interesting form, and
we cannot sufficiently thank the author for her
carefil handling of the “soft Lowland tonguc
o’ the Border.” The book opens with a sketch,
eititled “ Grannie’s Bairn,” and we give one
of the opening sentences to show how carefully
the Border dialect has been handled.  The
obnoxious tae never appears, which in itself
is enough'to recommend the volume to not a
few, and the author distinguishes between ay
and aye. For these reasons we can overlook
her far-fetched spelling of our everyday ex-
clamation, “O ay !” as will be seen in the closing
sentence.

The Drummeldale postman is thus addressed
by the wee lassie he had agreed to take “‘up
the waiter” to her grannie:—“Are we near
Grannie’s hoose yet, Sandy?’ “Ay. hinnie;
we'll sune be there now, ye're no’ turnin’ cauld,
ir ye!” “No’very. Will Grannie be expectin’
iz, Sandy?’ “O, wye, I'se warran’ will she,
hinnie. Juist ’e creep doon amang yer haps
a wee whilie yet, and I'll tell ye when oo wun
to Grannie’s hoose ” .

We trust the volume will find its way into
many & Border household at hame and awa’,
and we feel sure that it will help to keep alive
that love of the Borderland which is such a
marked feature in the character of those who
hail from the Borders.

W. S.

bumours of a Soutb Country
Bivine.

€2 HE Rev. Walter Dunlop, familiarly known
L us “Watty Dunlop,” was at one time a
well-known figure in the South of Scot-

land. He was gifted with a large wmeasure of
shrewdness and what is termed pawkiness. He
was also famed as being able to pack a lot of
wisdom into witty responses, and was not easily
excelled in repartee. Indeed, those who crossed
swords with him usually came off second best.
Mr Dunlop was an eccentric preacher, and on
exceedingly free and easy terms with his con-
gregation. He had a strong vein of humour,
and a happy way of conveying a telling homily
in a witty sally. Many of his pawky sayings
and many humorous stories about his doings
are still to be met with in the south country.
On one occasion Mr Dunlop, while on his
round of pastoral visits, arrived at a farm-house,
where, shortly after entering, he was asked if
he would like anything to eat. He replied that

he would take something after he had finished
his devotional exercises, adding, “Ye can pit
on the frying-pan, and leave the door ajar, and
I'll draw to a close when I hear the ham fizzin’.”

After a hard day’s labour, for Mr Dunlop was
ever among his flock, and while he was having
a “‘dinner tea,” he kept praising the ham and
hinting that his good wife at home was fond
of ham, when his hostess kindly offered to send
her one. *“It's unca kind o’ ye,” said the
divine, “I'll no pit ye to sae muckle trouble,
I'll just tak’ it hame on the horse afore me.”
Accordingly the ham was put into a sack, but
some difficulty was experienced in getting it
to lie properly. However, his inventive genius
was equal to the occasion. “I think, mistress,”
he said, “a cheese in the ither end o’ the poke
would mak’ a gran’ balance.” The hint was
taken, and like another John Gilpin he rode
away with his balance true.

Once when offering up prayer in a house in
which he was visiting, a peculiar sound was
heard to issue from his great-coat pocket. This
was afterwards found to have proceeded from
a half-choked duck which he had ‘“‘gotten in a
present,” and whose neck he had been squeez
ing all the time to prevent it from quacking.

One day while on a visit to the small village
of Doweel, and just before entering it,
he saw a servant girl trying to drive a herd of
swine out of a field of corn where they were do-
ing fearful havoc. Every time she made use
of the stick she excluimed “de’il choke the
swine.” On reaching the other end of the
village he was surprised to observe another
girl chasing a flock of geese, and shouting the
while “de'il tak’ the geese.” “Oh, ma lassie,”
said the minister, “'the de'il canna tak’ yer gecsc
the noo for he’s owre thrang chokin’ swine at
the far end o’ the village.” Then he remarked
to a villager, “Ye should change the name o’
this place frae Doweel to Doill, for wi’ the de'il
at the ae end catching geese, an’ chokin’ swine
at the ither, it maun be a habitation o’ sin
and iniquity.”

Two young fellows on seeing this old-time
minister coming down the High Street of Dum-
fries, thought to have some fun with him.
“Have you heard the news, Mr Dunlop,” they
said solemnly!  “What news,” he inquired.
“Oh, that the de’il's dead.” “Is he?” quoth
Mr Dunlop, “then let us pray for twa faitherless
bairns.”

On another occasion he was accosted by three
conceited wits, with “Good morning, father
Abraham,” “Good morning, father Isaac,” and
“Good morning, father Jacob,” to which he re-
plied, “I'm neither Abraham, Isaac, nor Jacob,
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but Saul, the son of Kish, out seeking his
father’s asses, and lo I've found three of them.”

When conversing with a brother of the cloth,
who in a facetious way remarked, “Man, Watty,
I believe, after all has been said, that iy head
could hold two of yours.” “Man, Jamie,” he
replied with a pawky smilé, “I never thoucht
afore that yer heid was sae empty.”

But perhaps the best specimen of Mr Dun-
lop’s wit is that related of him at the time when
the celebrated Edward Irving was lecturing in
Annandale. He met a friend who had been to
hear-the famous preacher, and asked, “Weel,
Willie, an’ what did ’e think o Irvin’.”
“Oh,” answered Willie, “the man’s crack’t.”
Putting his hand cn the critic’s shoulder, Mr
Dunlop, in his own pawky manner said, “Willie,
ye'll often see a licht peepin’ through a crack.’

G. M. R.

A Border Relic.

By SIR GEORGE DOUGLAS, BART.

F course every reader of the BoRDER
MaGAzINE i8 acquainted with Leyden's
weird ballad of “‘Lord Soulis,” and with

the traditions which have gathered round that
ginister personality. Indeed, the mighty-
framed, tyrannical lord of Hermitage, who, at
the building of that castle, would yoke his work-
men to their loads like beasts ot draught, and
who would plot and bargain with a familiar-
spirit for the accomplishment of his designs,
is among the best-known figures of Border leg-
end, being well remembered by the writer for
cne, in cornection with nocturnai terrors in
childhood. Detected in conspiracy against the
Bruce, Soulis fell a victim to the zeal of cer-
tain adherents of the latter, who, interpreting
literally an expression used in haste by their
master, actually boiled the misdoer alive. The
scene of this horrible execution is the Nine-
stane Rig in Liddesdale, and it is said that as
the captive lord passed out from his castle
for the last time, he flung the keys behind him
over his left shoulder, thus consigning the
building to the care of his ghostly coadjutor
until he should himself return. What is less
known than the above is that the cauldron
traditionally said to have been used for the
boiling, and described by Leyden (Poetical
Remains, p. 56), as having been “long preserved
at Skelf Hill,” is still in existence at Dalkeith
Palace, whither it was sent by a well-known
local country gentleman. The vessel, which is of
copper, is figured on the opposite column, and

9

an idea of its bulk may be formed from the
tradition that at a rustic merry-making of by-
gone days it served as a seat for three fiddlers.

FROM A DRAWING BY SIR GKO. DOUGLAS.

I'OT IN THE CHARTER-ROOM AT DALKFEITH PALACF, LABELLED AS
FOLLOWS ! FOUND IN HERMITAGE CASTLE—SUPPOSED TO BE THE
TDENTICAL LADLE USED AT THE BOILING OF LORD S0ULIS,

Lines to a Friend.
WITH THE GIFT OF A VOLUMK OF SONNETS.
DrcEMBER 31st, 18—.

DeAr Fergusson, my friend in earlier day,

When yet I trod the precincts of youth’s fold,

As now when well nigh twice six lustrums told
Have thinned my locks and turned the remnant gray ;
To you I dedicate, this Hogmanay, .

A friend’s fond gift, rich with poetic gold,

Fashioned by cunning workmen in the mould
That gave its form to Petrarch’s amorous lay.

Your friendship has to me a treasure been

Moth-proof and thief-proof, permanent, secure;

May it, ev’n as some lusty evergreen,

Still flourish on, and flourishing endure
Till, the verge reached of life’s much-chequered scene,

The Great Friend take me to .his mansions pure.

A.C. M.
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The Border Reep.

“A guid New Year and mony o’ them, ' comes
echoing up to we as I sit in the retirement of
the Keep on this Auld Year’s Nicht, and, for
the sake of Auld Lang Syne, I send on the
glad message to all my fellow Borderers. I
am aware that the BorDER MaGazINE finds its
way into far distant parts of the earth where
the leal hearted sons of the Border are bravely
fighting life’s battles, and to them especially
I send hearty greetings. In this quiet, peace-
ful retreat, I do not forget those who are in the
thick of the South African troubles, and are
defending the Empire with all the spirit and
daring of their Border forefathers. Let us
hope and pray that these lads o’ the Border
will return, unscathed, but crowned with hon-
our, to the peaceful hills and vales of their

fatherland.
* % % »

To our Borderers at hame I would put the
question : —“Will you help to increase the cir-
culation of our Magazine by getting at least
one new subscriber?”” The Maguzine is enter-
ing upon its fifth year of publication and has
had a longer life than any former magazine
devoted to the Borderland, but the promoters

are far from satistied and wish to see the cir-
culation largely increased. This can be best
accomplished by each individual reader en-
deavouring to interest non-readers in the
Magazine, and so make it more and more a
link which shall bind together all who love the
Borderland.

* % R *

So many interesting tit-bits referring to the
Borderland and its literature appear in the
various Border newspapers each week, that it
is quite unnecessary for me to attemnpt any
original matter in this column, so in the future
I shall continue to draw extensively upon the
contents of the pigeon-holes in the Border Keep.
To begin with, I select a most interesting item
from the Canadian letter of the “Galashiels
Telegraph.” " Mr Wm. Dickson, Goderich,
Ontario, writes :—I have just laid down the
“Telegraph” of 17th ult. I looked over the
local news first, then I went on through every
column till T turned to the last page. There
I read “Galashiels Manufacturers’ Corporation
annual dinner and ball.” My, what a flond of
carly associations did rush into  my mind.
Seventy years of my life were forgotten for
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the moment, and I stood in my father’s humble
dwelling in Auld Street (now High Street),
dressed 1n my deacon’s togery of bottled green
jacket with plenty of brass buttons, shining
nke burnished goid, blue breeks, and a bonnie
‘L'am o’ Shanter vonnet, the admired and petted
boy in the household ; and also 1 had a whole
sixpence in my pouch. Yes, I was an actual
deacon of the “Creashies,” and my queen, 1
think her name was Jenny Rag, but of that [
am not certain. When the procession formed
there was our own bonnie blue flag with a sheep
and a broad yellow band round it, a medal
hanging on nothing, as we used to say; we
marched at the head of the procession, and a
good right we bad to be there, for were we
not in the van and are still in, converting the
fleece into the finest of our broadcloth.  The
procession was not complete until we had the
Weavers, the Young Dyers, and the Old Dyers,
all in a march through the town, then we left
the Old Dyers at Murray’s Inn, the Ycung
Dyers at the Tod Inn, near the Post Office, and
the Weavers went to Scott’s School, near the
stovehouse ; while the ‘“‘Creashies” went into
Tom Murray’s barn, which was cleared out for
the purpose, and we were regaled with pies and
ale to our full. Then we had a fiddler, who
scratched away for so long as there were any
to dance. We generally broke up early and
scattered between the Young Dyers and the
Weavers, and spent the greater part of the night
there. Now, I see that all the above is changed.
* % % x

At the recent dinner of the Edinburgh Sr
Walter Scott Club, Mr Andrew Lang made a
speech which is worthy of being preserved in
this column. Referring to the present war in
the Transvaul he said :—"That just at this
moment literature was rather taking what
might be called a back seat.  They were much
more interested at this moment in action, than
in writing about action. Frowm all he had heard
that night, there was a spirit of contrast be-
tween literature and action.  An anecdote
occurred to him showing how they might be
reconciled. It was the anecdote of the Un-
known, the Macdonald, who held Colkitto and
Montrose before Argyle and cut his forces to
pieces at Inverlochy in the glorious cause of
Charles I. In this action the Unknown acted
as a most excellent guide, but when he came
to the fichting his chief said, ‘Now here, I sup-
pose, you are going to show us how to fight.’
The Unknown replied, ‘No, T propose to sing to
the company.’ The singing of great deeds
appeared to be congenial to the literary char-
acter. There were a few literury men, per-

haps, who would have preferred a life of action
w that sacred to the muses. Among these, as
they know, was Sir Walter Scott. Sir Walter
Scott decidedly regretted that the infirmity of
which they had heard, prevented him trom
taking a part in the battles of his country, and
perhaps trom getting shot in his first skirmish.
L'hat was the life that Sir Walter would have
chosen. He (Mr Lang) had just that evemng
been reading the pubiished correspondence of
the greatest man of letters born in Scotiand
since Carlyle—the letters of Mr Robert Louis
Stevenson—and he gathered from them that
this great and kindly genius would also have
preferred a life of action if his health had not
made it as impossible for him as lameness made
it impossible for Scott. These were men who
would rather do great deeds than sing of them.
He confessed that at this moment the humblest
scribbler would rather be doing something than
be talking and writing ; but they were not all
gifted with the necessary qualities of action.
And_when he thought of those great men of
letters who would fain have been men of action,
rather soldiers than poets, he also thought of
Wolff, when he went up the St Lawrence to
climb the heights of Abraham and to die in
battle with the equally great and noble Mont-
calm—Wolff, as he was rowed up the river.
reciting Gray’s “Elegy in a Country Church-
yard,” and saying that he would rather have
written that poem than have won a dozen
battles. This might be called the generous
spirit in which literature and action ought to
regard each other—Scott and Stevenson and
many others detiring to be soldiers, and Wolff,
the great soldier, desiring to be a poet.  As
Partridge said very justly to Upten—non
omnia possumus onines—we cannot all do every-
thing. But it was agreeable to observe that
the greatest men of acticn would fain have
been poets and the greatest poets would fain
have been soldiers. Although his poor profes-
sion was at the present moment rather out of
request—he did not call it a good time for pub-
lishing books—yet they could wait their turn,
and they could reccgnise, as his Excellency
said, that poets like Scott and Burns, and even
Hogg, if they could not for one reason or an-
other fight, still they could induce other gentle-
men to do so. He did not think that he should
recommend all poets at this time to write war
poems. He had read some in the newspapers
by archbishops, and Mr Kipling, and other men
of genius, and he should have thought that
men of letters should do what he was going to
do, and hold his tongue.”
DoMINIE SAMPSON
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H pPeep at tbe Castles of Etal
and Ford.
By J. PARRINGTON PooLE.
Away beyond the river lay a broad
stretch of delicious Borderland, pulsat-
ing with the strong heat of an August sun. The
waters of the Till ran deep and lazily towards
the silvery Tweed, and on the bank where the
stream bent round with a sudden twist, a flock

of meek-faced sheep stood stupidly watching
the play of a black-and-white collie which was

From Photo by

BLUE cloudless sky hung overhead.

When the meaning of the lines came home to
us we sat very still, though there was not the
faintest ripple upon the water. Recollections
of the dangers of mocking Fate weighed heavy
upon us. Only a day before when laughing
over the ill-luck of a party who had been thrown
from a brake at a dangerous turn in the road,
our own carriage wheel came off and we were
deposited, not too gently, in a wayside ditch.

Etal in the full glow of summer presents a
charming sight. The thatched cottages with
their coloured creepers and garden plots of
bright and varied flowers deck the place with

Nichol Elljott, Coldstream,

FORD CASTLR, WHERE JAMEN IV, SLKPT ON THE NIGHT BEFORFE THE BATTLE OF FLODDEN,

chasing, with loud and noisy barks, a stray
pigeon that had just lit on the top bar of a
fence which encircled a neighbouring field.
With the dip of the oars a popular.rhyme
came to the ear, and the glad music of the
birds upon the trees which edged one lip of the
Till, made us put the words to tune, and join
with them in their spontaneous outburst of
summer song. So we sang:—
~ “Tweed says to Till,
¢ What gars ye rin sae still
Till says to Tweed
‘ Though ye rin wi’ speed
And I rin slaw,

Yet where ye droon ae man
1 droon twa.’”

a fairy beauty, while to the west. of the village
stand the ruins of the old castle, picturesque
old towers and a portion of the court wall still
remain, and on each side of the entrance gate
is a gun which belonged to the ill-starred Royal
George. These weapons of war can be distinctly
seen in the accompanying photograph.

Ford surpasses Etal in situation. The sur-
roundings are more varied and beautiful. Broad
belts of woodland break the monotony of pas-
ture and tillage, and rugged hills throw over
the district the glamour of romance. But the
place itself has one drawback, and though the
freestone figure of St Michael overlooks an
artistic fountain and tempts the traveller to
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stoop and drink, yet a weary, throat-dry
journalist would fain turn where, here, he can-
not go, even if it were to commit no greater sin
than wet his lips with a harmless lemon-dash.
To be plain, there is no public-house in Ford.
The castle is, of course, the chief place of inter-
est. It commands a splendid view of the sur-
rounding country, and stands like a sentinel,
majestic and watchful, on the summit of a bold
ascent. This fortress, we know, was taken by
James, a few days before the battle of Flodden,
and here Lady Heron played her game with
the king, and saved the castle from destruc-

From Photo by

ETAL CASTLE, SBHOWING GUNS TAKEN FROM

tion. Inone of the bedrooms a curious old bed-
stead still stands, and this is pointed out as the
one in which the king slept the night before the
battle.

As we passed out of the old gatewny we re-
membered the well-known lines from Marmion :

‘“ The monarch o’er the siren hung,
And beat the measure as she sung,
And, pressing closer and more near,
He whlspered praises in her ear.

In loud applause the courtiers vied,
And ladies wink’d and spoke aside.”

Jean’'s Sweetbeart: a Cbapter of
Village Gossip.

.;EH, Granny! d’ye ken whae I saw at the
station the day?”

‘ Na, Nance, whae did ye see " asked
Mrs Grainger, eyeing her small grand-daughter
curiously.

“Jean Lumsden!” was the reply, in tones
which showed that the maiden knew this was
welcome news. '

“Never!” ejaculated Mrs Grainger. *“ What
can the lassie be dueing hame a'ready. It’s

Nichol Elliott, Coldstream.
** ROYAL GEORGR.”

nae mair nor a month sin’ she gaed to her new
piace. Did she speak till ye, Nance‘l"

“Ay, Granny, she shakit hands wi’ me, and
speired gin we were a’ weel. Syne, says she,
‘ Tell your Grandma, Nance, that I am sorry I
won’t be able to see her this visit, as I go back
to work on Monday morning, and we expect
visitors to-day.’”

“Naisty, prood little brat,” muttered Mrs
Grainger. “It’s a fine pass to think she canna
spare a meenit to see her ain auntie! But
whae can they be expectm the day? Did she
no tell ye, Nance?”



14 THE BORDER MAGAZINE.

*“Na,” said Nance, “and I didna see the train
come in, or I wad maybe hae fund oot. But
Ailsie Turpie said she’d gang hame withoot
me, if I stoppit ony langer, so [ cam away.”

“Tuts, ye gowk! Ye micht hae waited to see
whae Mistress Jean was meetin’. [ wadna
wunner gin it be a sweethairt, seein’ she was
sae close about it.”

“I thocht Bob Cox that plays the organ i’
the Auld Kirk was Jean’s sweethairt?” ven-
tured the child.

“So they said lang syne, afore Jean gaed
to that grand schule i’ the north. But I
haena seen them thegither a’ simmer, so it's

mair than likely Jean has faun in wi’ a Hie-’

lander, and this will be him come to see her
mither. Gang doon to yer Auntie Kate, lassie,
and ask her to come up-by gin she has time.
I haena seen her sin’ mornin’.”

“A’ richt, Granny, maybe she’ll ken aboot
Jean,” replied the child mischievously, seizing
her skipping-rope, and dancing down the village
street.

In an hour Nance returned, having delivered
the message to her aunt, and interviewed all
the boys and girls she met on the way.

“My Auntie Kate is washin’, Granny, she
said, “but she’ll be up or nicht.”

In due time the busy Kate was ensconced in
an armchair by her mother’s fireside.

“Whae'’s bidin’ at Lumsden’s, mither?’ she
asked, before that good woman had time to
open fire.

“Losh, wuman, if I ken!
thing I wanted to speir at ye.
onybody

“Ay, Jean’s hame, and gaun aboot wi’ a
young man the nicht. They gaed by oor house
at the darkenin’. It was rmmn and Jean had
on her new waterproof wi’ the big sleeves, and
he was haudin’ an umbrelly aboon their heids,
and lookin’ doon into her face as sweet-like as
ye never saw.’

“They maun hae been linkin’, Kate.”

“Ay, were they. I didna just see that they
were, ye ken, but they couldna hae been under
ae umbrelly unless ; and then the way he was
lookin’ at her—it was fair skunnerin’.”

“What was he like, Kate?”

“Oh, a big strappin’ wise-like chap, and braw
put on. Jean lookit gey little aside him, but
she’s a sma’lie craitir.”

“Where was ye when ye saw them?”’

“T was i’ the hoose up to the elbows in suds,
and they were by or I could get oot, or I would
hae spoken to her. My certy, I wadna hae let
Jean bv withoot speaking, if I could hae got
oot in time. The pride o’ that lassie’s some-

That’s the verra
Hae ye seen

thing awfu’, but I wad soon hae let him ken
that I was her cousin, and ta’en her doon a
p .”

egIta’t; beats a’,” sighed Mrs Grainger.
dae ye think aboot it, Kate?”

“Oh, it's a sweethairt to Jean, sure,” was
the quick reply. “An’ mair than that, Lums-
den’s hoose is a’ lichtit up. There’s a fire on
i’ the parler, and another in the best bedroom,
forby a great licht i’ Jean’s room. That'll be
Agnes’ new paraflin stove that she has ta'en
up the stair to warm the lassie’s room a bit.
Depend on’t Agnes disna burn coal and paraftin
like that for naething. She's no the kind.
That’s Jean’s sweethairt or my name’s no Kate
Bailie.”

“That’s just what I'm jealousin’ mysel, Kate,
but I'll no be richt till I get to the bottom o’t.
My ain brither’s dochter tae, and me to be
keepit in the derk like this!”

~Will she no bring him up to see ye, mither?”
suggested Kate.

“Nae fear o’ her” was the vigorous reply.
“Forbye, she tell’t Nance that she wadna hae
time to come up, for they were expeckin’
veesiters. Did Nance no tell ye?”

*“Na, she didna.”

“Oh, but she gaed to the station to meet
him, and Nance was up wi’ anither lassie seein’
the folk, and Jean said that to her.”

. “Is he ocht like a meenister?’ Mrs Grainger
continued, as a bright thought struck her.
“Jean was aye daft aboot meenisters ye ken,
and naething wad be ower grand for Agnes
Lumsden’s bairn—uppish thing that she is.”

“Na, mither, he’s no a meenister,” replied
Kate. “A meenister disna wear claes like yon.
This man has licht tweeds on, and meenisters
wear black.” ,

“Ay, for ordinar’, but I wadna wunner noo,
gin they wear licht tweeds when they are off
duty—haein’ a holiday, like.”

“Maybe,” said Kate. “But Idinnathink he’s
a meenister. He hasna the style o’ yon lads
&t &’ ”

“T wad like maist awfu’ weel to ken whae he
can be,” said Mrs Grainger slowly.

“Speir at Agnes, mither. She couldna but
tell ye if ve speired direck.”

“Catch Agnes tell me!” returned her mother.
“I wad hae been telled or this, gin I had been
meent to ken; and if Agnes has made un her
mind to mak’ a saicret o’t, ne’er a me will get
it oot o’ her.”

“They’re gey queer folk ye canna wheedle
news oot o’, mither,” was Kate’s complimentary
remark. “But ye micht ask Dick,” she con-
tinued. “Wad Dick no tell ye, mither?”

“What
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“Dick daurna, gin Agnes has telled him no
to,” said Mrs Grainger shortly.

“Weel, I maun away and pit the bairns to
bed. Their faither’s no in, and they’ll be mak-
in’ a fine steerie. Guid-nicht, mither.”

“Guid-nicht, lassie.”

But the younger woman had scarcely reached
the garden gate when a loudly whispered
“Kate!” brought her back to her mother’s door.

“Could ye no gang to the kirk the norn,
Kate? They’ll likely be there.”

“Mercy me, no, mither! I'm no sa: keen
a8 a’ that to see them. Oh, no, I couldna dae
that. I haena heen inside the kirk door sin
weo Peter was bapteesed, five year back come
Mairtenmas. Na, na, I couldna dae that.
Ye're liker gaun yersel than me, mither, wi’ a’
thae bairns.”

“Oh, I canna gang to the kirk i’ this weet,
Kate. I'm nane ower strong ye ken. But
guid-nicht wi’ ye. Maybe we’ll get the rews
frae somebody else.”

“Ay, they were at the kirk, Kate, Nellie,
up by, telled me aboot it. The sate was fu’.
I canna tell ye whae a’ was in’t ; ony wey Jean
and the sweethairt were at the heid o’t, ard
I’se warrant they didna hear muckle o’ the ser-
mon. Nellie says Jean turned ower the leaves
o’ her Bible, and put her hat strecht, and faund
gin her back hair was richt, 8’ wi’ the ae hand,
80 he maun hae been haudin’ the ither ane,
for she never could see but ane o’ his aither.”

“Humph!” retorted Kate. “They’ll get ower
that. I mind sin Peter and me were the verra
same.”

“Weel,” continued Mrs Grainger, “I says to
Nellie, ‘Nellie, my wuman, did ye no sce
them comin’ hame?"” “Ay,” says she, “I walked
no a yaird frae them, frae the kirkyaird gate
to the fit o’ Snoddy’s brae.”

“Did she no speak to ye, Nellie,” says I, “ye
used to be sic freens.”

“When Jean saw I wasna gaun to gang by,”
says Nellie, “she nodded to me, and says ‘Good
morning, Miss Nicol,” as high as a duchess.
Syne she turned her face to the man again,
and I fair had to gang by.”

“Inever heard mair than that,” remarked Kate.
“The pride o’ her! And yet baith Agnes and
her has been rale guid to me and the bairns
when Peter has been oot o’ wark.”

“Tute! What’s a wheen auld claes or twae
or three shillin’s to the like of them, Kate.
Tak a’ ye get, and look for mair, my wuman.
Rut I'll be even wi’ Agmes yet. I'll get it oo*
0’ her some how. Gae away to yer bairns,

Kate. I wantto my bed.
I've to rise sune the morn.

It’s ten o’clock, and

Monday evening.

“Weel, Kate, what dae ye think? I ca’d on
Agmes this forenuin, and after I had telled her
hoo nice she had her hoose. and hoo fresh like
she was lookin’ hersel’ (Jean and the lad’s
away by this, mark ye), an’ ye hae had a
veesit o’ Jean, Agnes,” says I

“Yes,” says she, and never anither word.

“Yon wad be ane o’ yer Edinbury freens
that was gaun about wi’ her yesterday.” says I
—*“a fine looking lad!”

“No,” says she, quite quiet like. "My sister’s
sons won’t be here till Christmas,”

“Oh,” says I laughin’, like as I was makin’ a
joke o’ the maitter, “then it’ll be a sweethairt
that Jean has gotten.”

“At that she fair blazed at me.”

“Mrs Grainger,” says she, “if you have come
to me to give you news of my daughter’s private
affairs, you have only come to be disappointed.
May we not have a friend in our own house,
but you must know all about it, and go chat-
tering from house to house with your wretched
gossip.  You are my husband’s sister or I
would have more to say to you now that I have
begun. You and your silly childish story-mak-
ing have been the plague of my whole married
life, and how I have kept temperwith you
till now, I do not understand. Good-morning.”

“And wi’ that, Kate, she opened the door, and
signed wi’ her hand for me to gang oot: and
I fair had to dae’t, mind ye, for the licht i’ her
een wasna canny, and I saw finc that she was
haein’ hard wark to keep frae gaein’ me anither
gollerin’.”

“That’s oor last chance noo, mither. We’ll
no find oot whae Jean’s swecthairt is till the
weddin’ comes off.”

G. ARMSTRONG.

Fames Veitcb of Incbbonny.
FIrsT PAPER.
By Gro. WaATSON.

NCHBONNY, the abode of the subject of
our sketch, is situated about half-a-mile
up Jed-water, on the common road from

Jedburgh to Newcastle, via Carter Pass. Its
situation is extremely beautiful. On the left-
hand side of the road rises up a precipitous
bank, thickly studded with trees whose tops,
as seen from the road below. seem to reach
to the very heavens. To the west and the
south are to be seen the thickly wooded banks
of the Jed, sung of by such poets as Burns,
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Thomson, and Leyden, while to the north runs
the common road cut out of the scaur, at the
base of which may be observed the junction
of the primary and secondary periods, made
classical on account of its description by Hutton
in his “Theory of the Earth.” Inchbonny
House lies on the west side of the road, and
is about one hundred yards from the junction
of the Howden Burn with the Jed. To the
east, of the house, at. the foot of the bank al-
ready mentioned, lie three cottages, to the south
of which, on the other side of the burn, is a
large square building which served in former

before their settlement at Mossburnford come
from Bedrule. Of a stock whose character-
istic was to combine manual labour with land
cultivation, the place was well suited for them.
Here was James Veitch, the subject of our
sketch, born in the year 1771. Little or no-
thing is known of his schooldays. We learn
that he received the “ordinary education of his
class at that time,” and schooldays being over.
“by dint of private unaided study” he “taught
himself mathematics and astronomy in the
evenings with wonderful success,” and also
that he was well versed in optics and other

INCHBONNY,

times in the capacity of a workshop, while a
little to the north of the present houxe itself
there stood a block of buildings, one part of
which—parallel to the road—was the dwelling-
house, which still remains, while the other
part, which was at right angles to the dwell-
ing-house and cxtending to the road, was used
as a workshop. This latter part was removed
about the close of the last century.

The Veitch family purchased this beautifully-
situated property in the year 1732, but did not
take up their abode there until 1739, remov-
ing to this place from Mossburnford, having

scientific rubjects. It is said that his love of
mathematics was so great that he spent much
time in calculating the places of the planets,
the eclipses of the sun and of the moon, the
transit of Mercury across the face of the sun,
the transit of the satellites of Jupiter across
the primary, and occultation of stars by the
moon, “often unnecessarily, as he might have
found the same from the Nautical Almsnac,
accommodating the projection to the latitude
and longitude of the place.” Veitch was a
hard working man, and a plough-wright to
trade. He seems to have been taught the art
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of making ploughs by Small, to whom he was
sent away at an early age to serve a period of
apprenticeship. Nor did he appear to be satis-
fied with the make of the plough of those days,
as he set himself to improve upon it, and, as
he did everthing on a scientific principle, aided
by calculations and experiments, he was suc-
cessful in doing so. Needless to say, his con-
Versation was much appreciated, being able to
talk not only on scientific matters, but also
theology and subjects generally. The Rev.
Dr Ritchie used to tell the story of how he on
one occasion went to visit the already aged
philosopher.  After giving him much good
counsel, Veitch thus finished up:—*“Ye hqe
a cunning adversery, mind that ; Satan’s no a
’prentice hand.” Another visitor was Mr James
Scott, son of the Relief Minister, who was both
clever and eccentric. He came out as a min-
ister and received a charge in Edinburgh. He
was not at first appreciated there, but after-
wards became an attractive preacher, yet it
was common property in Jedburgh that, having
received the loan of some volumes of sermons
from the Inchbonny library, he got the gist of
his sermons in these, the books being returned
suspiciously thumb-marked “at the very 'texts
of the most popular of his discourses.”

When any scientific theme perplcxed the
minds >f youthful disputants, they would agree
to 2o to Veitch, their scientific referee, and Iay
the case before him. The workshop already
mentioned, which stood to the north «f the
present house, and from which many a good
plough went forth, became the resort of
the curious and of the intelligent, of the old
and of the young, of the working youth and of
the college-bred student. Some French prison-
ers were stationed at Jedburgh for some con-
siderable time and these visited the workshop
daily, many being versed in science, especially
the naval officers. Amcng these, “M. Charles
Jehenne—captured at Trafalgar, who from the
mast-head observed Nelson’s fleet bearing down
upon the French : ‘They saw us,’ he said. ‘before
we saw them’—successfully constructed a tele-
scope. Another old naval lieutenant. M. Scot,
with a long grey coat, was to be seen with every
gleam of sunshine at the meridian line. with
compasses in hand, resolved to determine the
problem of finding the longitude.” Nor was
art awanting among our foreign guests, for one
of them made a painting of Jedburgh. which
he dedicated to Mr Veitch. dated 1812. There
were also among the dailvy visitors at the work-
shop at Inchbonny: Robert Easton, of astrono-
mical and botanical pursuits, whose excuse when
detected in ervor was that “All men err since

Adam fell”; James Fair of Langlee; Robert
(afterwards Rev. Robert) Hall; Aaron Reid;
James Anderson, schoolmaster; and George
Noble, poet; while among the less frequent
visitors, but none the less sincere friends, were :
The Rev. Dr Thomas Somerville; George
Forrest, gunsmith, whose inventions were made
honourable mention of in the “Edinburgh
Philosophical Journal”; Mr Gibson, watch-
maker, and maker of reflecting telescopes and
barometers ; William Veitch, his brother, a
clever mechanic; and Alexander Scott (son of
George Scott of Falla), a draper in and a bailie
of the town, who afterwards became factor to
the Earl of Hoptoun. Scott experimented much
on balloons and new kinds of bombs, expend-
ing much money on the latter, expecting that
at some future date his efforts would be re-
warded, both as regards success and money by
the sale of his patents to the Government, but
his expectations were never realised. He was
also deeply versed in geology.

Perhaps the most attentive of his pupils was
the son of the burgh schoolmaster, David, after-
wards Sir David Biewster. When David be-
came one of the admirers of the country philo
sopher is not known, but we find that under
the directions of Veitch, David made a tele-
scope when he was but ten years of age. Brewster
used to visit the country workshop daily: after
school hours, and would often stay until it was
dark in order to view the stars by meins of
Veitch’s splendid mirrors, and, after having
surveyed the heavens, afraid, boyish-like, to
face alone the dark road on the homeward
journey, he would be escorted up the steep part
of the road by his older friend. and left to find
the way himself after the Abbey loomed in
sight. Brewster’s happy nights at Inchbonny,
however, terminated soon, for he was sent to
Edinburgh University at the age of twelve to
be educated. He was intended for the ministry
but came out as a scientist, optics being his
especial field of work.  We cannot but see that
the lessons at Inchbonny had much to do with
his choice. as they must have instilled into his
mind a desire to follow such a course. Even
after their early separation Veitch and he kent
up a correspondence, mostly on scientific
matters. consisting of “astronomical calcula-
tions, abstracts of abtruse mathematical and
scientific works. notices of the ardent com-
mencement of his life-long study of optics, as
well as of the favourite amusement of makind
and testine telescopes and other philosophical
instruments.” Tt is said of Veitch and Brewstet
—“But of all the helps and training, the great-
est that Brewster met with was from Jamea
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Veitch of Inchbonny,” and Brewster himself,
writing to Veitch, says:—" . . . parti-
cularly of you, whom I have every reason in
the world to remember as long as those studies
can afford me any delight which you first en-
ccuraged me to pursue, and in the prosecution
of which I repeatedly received your assist-
ance.” Veitch had a wide circle of scientific
and literary friends. He was acquainted with
Sir Walter Scott, Mrs Mary Somerville, the
famous mathematician (born at The Mansc,
Jedburgh, 1780); Dr Wollaston, the philo-
sopher (joint discoverer with Fraunhofer of
the lines of the solar spectrum), whose acquaint-
ance Veitch made when Wollaston was on a
visit to Jedburgh with Mrs Mary Somerville ;
Professor Sedgwick, the famous geologist ; Lord
Jeffrey and Sir Humphrey Davy; while he
corresponded with Sir William Herschel (who
invited Veitch to visit him at his Observatory
at Slough), Professor Schumacher of Altona,
Haraburg, Professor Wallace, Sir John Sinclair,
David Erskine (Earl of Buchan), to whom Veitch
was indebted for a very useful scientific librarv,
Lord Meadowbank, Professor Playfair, Sir
Gilbert Elliot, of Minto, near Hawick, Sir
Thomas McDougall Brisbane. Bart., of Maker-
stoun, and many others—Veitch being a wel-
come and constant visitor at the residences of
the two last mentioned. Sir Walter Scott was
a frequent visitor, and on these occasions never
failed to handle the sword which was once the
property of stalwart Ringan Oliver (or Oliphant)
of Smailcleuchfoot, which had done excellent
service at the battles of Bothwell Bridge and
Killiecrankie, and which had been handed down
to Veitch, his great-grandmother being Ringan
Oliver’s sister. Sir Walter and Veitch were
on intimate terms, and the former, knowirg
the latter’s worth, used to advise him to go to
some centre and make practical use of his
scientific knowledge. “Well, James,” he was
wont to ask, “when are you coming among us
in Edinburgh, to take your place among our
philosophers?”  “I will think of that, Sir
Walter, when vou become a Lord of Session,”
was the customary reply. Sir Walter, when
at the Circuit Courts held at Jedburgh, made
a point of visiting Veitch regularly, and gener-
ally brought with him judges and advocates
anxious to enquire into the starry realms. and
it is related of Lord Jeffrev that, after having
seen the stars throuch the telescope, when com-
ing down the dark stairs leading from the
observatory above, he was heard to repeat over
the well-known lines of the 23rd Psalm—

““ Yen, though I walk in death’s dark vale,
Yet will I fear none ill,”

Dr Wollaston also, as before mentioned, was on
one occasion a visitor at Inchbonny. Veitch
contracted a warm friendship with Wollaston,
notwithstanding a slight hitch at the commenc:-
ment of their acquaintanceship. and Veitch
often regretted not having obtained informa-
tion from him regarding many subjects which
the Doctor was proficient at. The slight hitch
referred to is as follows:—Wollaston being
somewhat of an authority in the science of
optics, Veitch put a rather difficult question
to him regarding the focal distance of certain
optic glasses. The remainder of the story can
be best told in Veitch’s own words.  “The
Doctor got into a passion and said: Had
he problems in his pockets ready to vull out on
every occasion? and with an angry look at me
said, you pretend to be the first that discovered
the comet, altho’ it has been looked for by men
of science for some time back.” This was an
injustice to Veitch, as astronomers were not
aware that such a body existed until it was
discovered in 1811.

Thornlea.

UR dear little village is situated on the
highwny between the Royal Burgh cf
Meldrumn and the market-town of Muir.

Both towns have stamped their name and in-
fluence on Scottish history. At the former was
enacted one of those life-tragedies which seem
to have haunted the ill-starred Stuart race;
while at the latter, in stirring® Covenanting
times, there assembled in militant display the
chivalry, the worth, and the independence of a
Church true te Christ, the King.

Meldrum is a quaint old town, whose Royal
Charter gave it hurchal rights and privilezes
hundreds of vears aco. Its extensive Burgess
Common was the reward of prowess in clden
days of civil strife—happily gone and well-nigh
forgotten. Now, everywhere throughout the
lovely dale there breathes the spirit of sweet-
est restfulness. The pellucid stream, the ver-
dant meadow-land. the ancestral caks around
Wellstane Cnstle, and away beyond—the “frir
round hills”—all blend in harmony of tone and
colour and effect, and form a landscarve of
beauty unsurpassed in Border scenery. The
square tower, with its double dinl and deep-
toned bell : the cruciform kirk, a memorial of
protesting times: the King’s Road and the
Chancellor’s Avenue are not the ruina of
former glory and maenificence, but the hali-
dome and heritage of a law-abiding. God-fearing,
loyal, and—take them all in all—an industrious
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and thrifty population. A bein folk, and, as
1 know, hospitable to strangers!

Muir is also a town of svme antiquity, but
less remote. Here for many generaiions the
principal corn market in the district has been
held. It is reaily a county town, being in the
midst of the residences and fair domains or
many of the nobility and gentry, whose woods
and glades and turrets sheer delight the lover
of Nature—made superbly pretty through the
service of art. Here, too, is the seat of the
chief Law Courts, and even in its silences, the
town adopts the mien of legal decorum and
etiquette.

Thornlea to the modern wayfarer is but little
known. It is not only beyond the reach of
rail, but a broader and beildier road now runs
from Meldrum to Muir. Even the cyclist
seldom takes the moorland route, for he is
not bent on viewing a wide territory. He keeps
his eye on wheel and track, and the hawthorn
blossom, so tempting to the pedestrian, only
serves to remind him of a punctured tyre.

But isolation has its charm, and there are
many beauty spots of Nature beyond the beaten
track. However, let us picture the scene as
it really is—"no posing for effect.” To the
north stretches a long line of undulating hills,
in autumn adorned with royal purple, albeit in
winter bleak and bare, save when shrouded in
a mantle of snow. Looking southward, a rich
agricultural panorama unfolds itself, dotted with
grey towers and battled Border keeps which
hasten slowly to decay. The climate is cold
and damp, as moss-grown stone and peat bog
intimate. There is an absence of trees to
afford shelter from the biting east wind which
blows from Knocklaw Moor. There is but
little varving shade of foliage to chasten and
to soothe the vision. As several small farms
huddle near the village, at a distance one dreaws
of a considerable collection of tenements, but
when Thornlea itself is reached it is found to
be a mere hamlet, straggling in two or three
erratic lines. Not till one has lived and worked
among the simple, quiet, villagers can it be
realized that this is a paradisal spot, where
peace and concord ever dwell.

For about two hundred and fifty years the
villaze has given name to the parish. The
first incumbent was the Rev. John Pearson. He
seems to have been a man of strong convictions
and distinct personality. More than once he
was deposed and again re-instated. He was
at length summoned before the Privy Council.
Failing to appear he was denounced and “put
to the horn.” Refusing to take the “test” he
was deprived of his living, status, and freedom.

Withal, he had the saving grace of humour, for
it is related that when he left the parish he
pointed out to his successor a weel-hairted peat
stack, and requested that a similar one should
be left for him in the event of his returning to
‘Thornlea.

There are in the parish several sites of old
chapels, now almost obliterated. Halydean
is an exception. Here a considerable portion
of the pre-Reformation structure exists. Pieces
of a holy water-stoup, an ambery, and a bap-
tismal font lie within the mouldering walls.
But, thanks to the reverence and good sense
of a long line of gentlemen farmers in Haly-
dean, in whose acreage lies the hoary ruin, the
plough has not yet grazed the hallowed edifice.

At Westwood, within the policies of Lady
Elliot Murray, a chapel was built early in the
fourteenth century by a scion of that distin-
guished house. The site was visible till about
one hundred years ago. The only relic pre-
served is the old baptismal font.

Nothing now remains of the chapel of Ware-
ham which was gifted, during the reign of
David I, to the monks of Calchou, along with
“ten acres of land with pasture for sheep and
cattle.”

The houses in the village have all been
renovated within recent years, only one thatched
roof remaining to link the architecture of two
centuries. Almnost every dwelling has a gar-
den plot in front of door and window, that of
Mrs Galbraith being always scrupulously tidy,
and in its season redolent of bloom. There
are a few shops for smallwares, but the sign-
board gives no indication of the miscellaneous
goods which are stowed away in every corner,
high and low, of the house. I never hear the
word “haberdasher” without my thoughts wan-
dering to Thornlea and seeing, as in a day-
dream once again, old Peggy Mathers pulling
out drawer upon drawer, displaying to view
buttons, tailor-thread, needles, lacings, hooks-
and-eyes, gumflowers, etc., etc., in endless pro-
fusion. Then, when Peggy had been busy mak-
ing claggim-confectionery, as she called it. how
the goods sought her fingers and stuck to them
till for shame and temper she declared “It’s
maist impossible to please everybody, an’
what’s mair, a’ve gi’en ower tryin”’ But sor-
rows ne’er come their lane—there’s that con-
foonit pat rinnin’ ower!” And then my dream
vanishes, and the echoes of the past have gone.

With that feeling for nature so persistent in
the Borderland, our village is said to derive its
name from an overspreading thorn-tree which
has stood for many generations on a miniature
mound dipping gently towards The Howe. Om
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this supposition, it is quite possible to date
back the first biggins four hundred years. But
even our reverence for antiquity will not tempt
us to so venerable an age. Only, in 1574 we
find Thornlea with a local habitation and a
name. A few primitive “sheelins” beside a
thicket of thorns, of which but one now sur-
vives, were probably the nucleus of the hamlet
as we see it to-day. While for one generation
at least it has grown neither more nor less,
there rests over it a stillness of almost rural
melancholy, sweet through the memory of
tender associations, and hcly through the
pathos, the earnestness, and the consecration of
some who are now numbered with the dead.
‘ We may build more splendid habitatious,

Fill our roome with paintings and with sculptures,

But we cannot

Buy with gold the old associations.”

A.T,G.

Sir George Douglas on the Ettrick
Sbepberd. *

6 WOMAN'’S preaching,” said Dr John-
son, “is like a dog walking on its hind
legs. You are nov surprised to find

it done well. You are surprised to find it done

at all.” Of James Hogg it may be said that
the wonder is not so much that he wrote good
poetry as that he wrote poetry at all. Of him
1t may truly be said Poele nascilur non fit.
Yet the circumstances of his early struggles,
his education or rather his want of education,
have been the cause of many critics rating Hogg
much higher than he deserves. Taking all
things into consideration, Hogg’s achievement
was a remarkable one, but many a critic has
erred by saying that his poetry is great be-
cause of the circumstances under which it was
produced. It requires a man with some breadth
of outlook (and Sir George Douglas has that
breadth), to deal adequately and sancly with

Hogye, and this little book may safely be put

down as one of the sanest estimates of James

Hogg which has been written. Tlere is no

high falutin in it about “imperishable verse”

and such like, but the poet receives that treat-
ment which one would naturally expect from
an accomplished and sympathetic critic.

The picture presented to us of Hogg as we
believe him really to have been is altogether
attractive. It represents him as the peasant
possessing all the native worth of his race. “At
the lowest estimate, Hogg’s lineage was a thing
to be proud of, for it is beyond dispute that he
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James Hogg.” By Sir George Douglas, Dart.
Edinburgh: Oliphant, Anderson, & Ferrier.
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was sprung of peasants of sound physical con-
stitution and of honourable life”” Fond of
notoriety, yet never losing his head either in
the society of Edinburgh or London, devoted
to his parents as well as in later days to his
wife and children, something of a Gamaliel
yet possessing much good sense and shrewd-
ness, Hogg is essentially a loveable character.
This little book exhibits throughout a fine syin-
pathy with its subject, and Sir George has again
placed Border men and women under a debt
of gratitude. The volume also contains sketches
of Motherwell, Tannahill, and Thom. It may
be remarked that Hogg lends himself to treat-
nient in a series like the ‘Famous Scots’ much
better than some of the other notables who
have volumes devoted to them.

Hn JFmpression.

Dim, ye sprang from mists of yore,
In an age when Death was young;
Wind and wave in travail bore
The wild notes that tormed your tongue:
And your childhood’s love ye gave
To your God's eternal hills;
And He taught your heart to crave
What His sea alone fulfils.

And the fiat had gone forth,
Ere your race has well hegun—
Ye must choose the bitter North,
Though. vour brothers seek the sun!
And through fiery paths ye trod
Far beyond your brother’s ken—
He did not spare the rod, .
For He sware to make you men.

On_the justice that ye love,
Hath He founded you a throne;
And the virgin lands ye rove
He had bid you call your own;
The keys to all His treasure
In your sea-girt fortress lie;
And a sword to smite the oppressor
Hath He girded on your thigh.

Are ye worthy of His trust,
As the workers in His poy?
Or, the Empires in the dust—
Are ye nothing more than they?
And when powerful foes defy you,
Or your own stout fabric rocks,
Shall ve always find Him by you,
With a Cromwell or a Knox?

In the story of the past,

Ye may read your coming days.
When your sky is overcast,

And ye face the parting ways,
Your Guide is still above you,

Ye may scorn the despot’s hate;
For a thousand tribes that love you,

On yoar bugle-call shall wait.

Then, ye royal race, march on!
Purged of all things mean and small.
The despairing victim’s groan
Be your loudest hattle-call.
And vour God shall fail you, never,
As long as Time shall be;
And your Edda peal for ever
In the sounding of the sea.

1. A wEv s . P
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From Photo by Horsburgh, Edinburgh.

MAJOR-GENERAL WAUCHOPE, C.B, C.M.G,, LL.D.
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By Stuartr Doueras ELriot, S.S.C.

serving in South Africa, no one per-

haps was more widely known—certainly
no one was more universally beloved and re-
spected than General Wauchope. When it was
rumoured *in Edinburgh on Wednesday, 13th
December last, that he had been wounded in
the engagement at Magersfontein on the pre-
coding Monday, the news was received with in-
credulity, and when the official intelligence of
his death on the field of battle was received a
little later, a gloom was cast over the whole city
and the terrible reality of the war was brought
home to all classes in a way it had never reached
them before. The universal sorrow, not only
in Midlothian and the Border districts, but
throughout the whole Empire evinced the love
and esteem in which the deceased General was

%MONG all the “Soldiers of the Queen”

held. His most active political opponents (for

he had no ememies) could and did admire his
transparent honesty, and gentlemanliness, and
their tributes to his memory were as sincere,
a8 spontaneous, and as appreciative as those
of his own party. Mr Arthur Dewar, M.P.,
his successful opponent in South Edinburgh in
June last, speaking at a Liberal meeting the
same evening said he had regarded it as an
honour to be privileged to oppose a soldier so
distinguished, and a man so eminent and

thoroughly respected as General Wauchope.
As the election proceeded, their regard for
him had increased from day to day. And now
he was dead. He had died as he lived, serving
his Queen and country; and he (Mr Dewar)
was certain of this that had he chosen his own
end, he would not have had it otherwise. They
could now but pause to do honour to the dis-
tinguished man who had passed away, to
give their last tribute to him who was their
gallant political opponent, and who became
their friend, and to place upon his grave a
wreath of respect and regard.

The name Wauchope has been said to be
derived from the Irish “Uagh,” a den, and the
Saxon “Hope,” a short valley running into a
height. The family seem to have taken the
name from the district of Wauchope in the
Scuth of Scotlund. There are two Wauchopes,
one near Langholm in Dumfriesshire, and the
other in Rulewater, Roxburghshire. The
former is the more likely place of origin, but
nothing definite is known on the subject.
Wherever they came from, this is certain that
they settled in Midlothian many centuries ago
and became Hereditary Bailies in the County
to the Keiths, Marischals of Scotland, after-
wards Earls Marischal, from whom they got
the lands of Niddrie Marischal, and they are
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now by far the oldest possessors of land in a
male line for a wide range round Edinburgh,
if not in the whole of Scotland.  Robert
Wauchope of Niddrie Marischal inscribed his
name on & tomb which he builtin 1387. From
Archibald Wauchope of Niddrie and Eupheme
Scougal, his wife, living in 1491, the chain of
evidence is complete to the present day. Many
of the line have been soldiers. Captain John
- Wauchope of Niddrie fought as a Captain of
Dragoous at the Battle of Minden. His cldest
son, Andrew, in command of the 20th Foot,
was killed at the Battle of Pyrenees.

In 1643 John Wauchope of Niddrie got a

Borderland, but some of his ancestors thought
they had better track northwards to Edinburgh,
and although Edinburgh was not a bad place
to come to, they had always had a strong feel-
ing for the Borderland, and 300 or 400 years
ago his family again took root in the Border-
land, at Yetholm, which he loved so much.
Andrew Gilbert Wauchope was born on 5th
July, 1846. He was at first destined for the
Navy, in which he served for a short time, but
entered the Army in 1865, as Lieutenant in
the 42nd Highlanders or Black Watch. It was
not until the Ashantee Expedition in 1873 that
his opportunity of distinction came. He had

YETHOLM,

Charter of the ** tennandrie of Town Yetham,”
and the family have possessed these lands ever
since. Speaking at the soiree of the Edin-
burgh Borderers’ Union on 2nd December, 1898,
General Wauchope gave a little interesting
sketch of the family history. He referred to
the Union’s visit to Niddrie the preceding year
and hoped that next year they might go a
little further afield and come to another part
of Scotland with which he was connected, Yet
holm. He was a true Border man, and his
family, a long time.—a very long time ago,
were resident in a place in the Borders called
Wauchope-dale.  They started down in the

command of a company from Prah to the
Adansi Hills, and afterwards scerved as staff
Officer to Colonel McLeod, commanding the
advanced guard. He was present at the cap-
ture and destruction of Abubiassie, the cap-
ture of Borborasi, the Lattle of Amoaful and
the capture and destruction of Becquah. He
was slightly wounded at Jarbinbah, and after
a share of skirmishes and ambuscades, he was
severely wounded at the hattle of Ordahsu.  For
his conduct in this last engagemnent he was
mentioned in dispatches and was awarded the
medal and clasp. His next campaign was the
Egyptian Expedition of 18%2-4.  He fought at
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the battle of Tel-el-Kebir, for which he received
the medal and clasp. In 1884 he acted as

Deputy Assistant Adjutant and Quarter-Mast.r

General, and towards the end of the campaign
he was severely wounded at the battle of El-
Teb. For his services in the campaign,
he was honourably mentioned in dispatches
published in the “London Gazette” of 6th May,
1884, received two clasps, and was promoted
Brevet Lieutenant-Colonel. In the Soudan
campaign, 1884-5, he was very severely
wounded at Kirbekan and was awarded two
additional clasps. In 1879-80 he was employed

of his Brigade in the unsuccessful attack on
the Boer position at Magersfontein on 11th
December, 1899.

In April, 1899, the University of Edinburgh
conferred upon him the degree of LL.D.—the
Commander-in-Chief, Lord Wolseley, and the
Marquis of Dufferin receiving a similar
compliment at the same time. Professor Sir
Ludovic Grant, in presenting Major-General
Wauchope said: “It is a fortunate coincidence
that a graduation ceremonial which is honoured
with the presence of the Commander-in-
Chief should also include amongst its

NIDDRIE HOUSKE.

in a civil capacity as British Delegate to the
Sultan’s Land Enquiry in Cyprus, where his
services were very highly appreciated and for
which he was created CM.G. In the summer
of 1898 Colonel Wauchope, then in command
of the Black Watch, received an appointment
as Brigadier in the Soudan campaign, which
ended in the decisive victory of Omdurman. In
recognition of his services he was raised to the
rank of Major-General and C.B., received the
thanks of Parliament, and was awarded the
British medal and clasp. Last year he was
appointed to the command of the Highland
Brigade in South Africa and fell at the head

distinguished guests one who is so noble
an  embodiment of all that is best
and bravest in the British army as is
General Wauchope. Here, in Scotland, his
name is a household word, synonymous with
courage and devotion to duty.”

Although it is as a soldier that General
Wauchope bulks most largely in the public
view, yet in other capacities he was also highly
distinguished. As a politician, in his famous
contest with Mr Gladstone, he astonished both
his friends and his opponents, and in his recent
contest in South Edinburgh he made a gallant
ficht. He knew his own mind and stated his
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The Proverbs of the UWiaverley
Rovels.

VII. AND CONCLUDING PAPER.

¢;HROUGHOUT the Waverley Novels we

have several examples of the spirit and

meaning of the proverbial text, “Vanity
of vanities, all is vanity.” Thus in “Guy Man-
nering” Glossin gets what he had long set his
heart upon—possession of the Ellangowan
estate. When he entered upon possession, how-
ever, he found nothing in it but vanity and
vexation of spirit. The Earl of Leicester, in
“Kenilworth,” moves heaven and earth to gain
the favour of Queen Elizabeth, and when he
has succeeded beyond his utmost expectation,
it is only to experience the bitterness and the
wrath of the Queen, as she hears of his secret
marriage and his duplicity towards herself. All
is vanity and vexation of spirit. Though Eflie
Deans, in “The Heart of Midlothian,” rises
to be Lady Staunton, ‘‘the ruling belle, the
blazing star, the universal toast of the winter
. she yet experiences, to the full, the
truth of the sacred text, vanity of vanities, all
is vanity.”

According to Solomon, the slothful man ex-
cuses himself from the performance of duty by
the presence of imaginary difficulty or danger
in the way. “There is a lion in the path!”
Thus the Regent Murray is the lion in the path
which bars the road against Queen Mary’s
attempting to reach Dumbarton. The Widow
Maclure, in “Old Mortality,” advises Burley
not to go the way he had indicated to Morton.
“If ye be of our ain folk,” she says, “gangna
up the pass the night for your lives. There is
a lion in the path that is there. The curate of
Brotherstane and ten soldiers have beset the
pass to ha’e the lives of any of our puir wander-
ers that venture that gate.”

Passing on to the Gospels of the New Testa-
ment we have some interesting illustrations of
the proverbial sayings of our Lord. Thus, in
“The Monastery,” the gay and handsome
English knight, with an especial passion for
fine clothing reeks refuge in Scotland, and
while there receives a letter intimating that
some fine clothing has been forwarded to him.
“I pray you, pardon me,” he says to the Abbot
and Sub-Prior, whose train he was in while
visiting the tower of Glendearg, “I must needs
see how matters stand with (the clothes) with-
out further dallying.” Saying so, he left the
room. Looking after him, the Sub-Prioc sig-
nificantly added, “Where the treasure is, there
will the heart be also,”

Sir Walter frequently quutes the proverb
in the Gospels—"Suflicient unto the day is the
evil thereof,” and while doing so always illus-
trates its meuning. = Thus Clara Mowbray
begs of her brother not to worry her with the
details of the coming private theatricals at
St Ronan’s. She will attend and do the part
assigned to her, but to think of it beforehand
makes both her head and her heart ache. She
comforts herself, however, with the sacred
proverbial assurance that “sufficient for the
day is the evil thereof.” Sir Walter had this
text in his mind when, in “Rob Roy,” he gives
it as his conviction that of all the propensities
which teach mankind to torment themselves,
that of causeless fear is the most irritating,
busy, painful, and pitiable.

In the form of a proverbial saying our Lord
teaches this important truth, that no one can
do anything well unless his undivided attention
e concentrated upon what he has -undertaken
to do. In the words of Scripture, “No man
having put his hand to the plough, and looking
back, is fit for the kingdom of God.” In “Old
Mortality” Burley says to Morton with refer-
erce to joining the Cameronian cause—“When
1 put my hand to the plough I entered into a
covenant with my worldly affections that I
should not look back to the things I left be-
hind me.” This proverbial expression seems
to be a great favourite with Sir Walter, as he
very frequently uses it. Take one more ex-
ample by way of illustration. In “Woodstock”
Cromwell uses the expression while addressing
Colonel Everard on the lukewarmness of many
of their supporters.  “Because,” said Crom-
well, “we look back after we have put our hand
to the plough, therefore is our force waxed
dim.”

In His address to the seventy disciples sent
out to preach, Our Lord tells them that they
need have no hesitation in accepting of any
kindness or hospitality offered; for, as an
equivalent, they bring the blessings of peace
te every house into which they enter—*the
labourer is worthy of his hire.” In the “Pir-
ate,” Yellowley thinks that when he finds a
hornful of old coins below the hearthstone in
cne of the old rooms at Stourburgh he has a
richt to the best share. He puts the proverb-
ial expression in this way—“Surely the lab-
ourer, as one may call the finder, is worthy
of his hire.” In “St Ronan’s,” Mowbray goes
to his legal adviser to arrange for the loan of
a sum of money. Seeing nothing but ruin
in store for the family, the agent expresses
his regret and sympathy by saying, “It brings
tears into my auld een.” ‘“Never weep for
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that matter,” replied Mowbray, “Some of the
money will stick in your pockets, if not in
mine.  Your service will not be altogether
gratuitous, my old friend—the labourer is
worthy of his hire.” In “Kenilworth,” Fos-
ter grumbles at having to undertake both the
trouble and the risk of looking after Tres-
silian. He thinks that Varney should also
take his share of the danger. “But this
ccmes,” he says, “of being leagued with one
who knows not even so much of Scripture as
that the labourer is worthy of his hire.”

“Corbies dinna gather without they smell
carrion,” says our old friend Andrew Fairser-
vice in “Rob Roy,” by way of paraphrasing
the parabolic text “Wheresoever the carcase
is, there will the eagles be gathered together.”
The hungry group of hangers-on in the ante-
chamber of the Duke of Buckinrham was like
a “gathering of the eagles to the slaughter”
—a needy lot of adventurers living upon the
wants of greatness, or stimulating the desires
of lavish extrrvagance.

The parabolic teaching of Our Lord sup-
plies much material to Sir Walter. That, how-
ever, does not lie within the scope of these
papers on the present study : so we pass on to
a few of the apostolic illustrations of proverb-
ial reaching. and with these we close our pres-
ent inquiry. In support of his exhortation,
“Avenge not voursclf. but rather give place
unto wrath,” St Paul quotes this authority
from the Old Testament., “Vengeance is mine,
I will repay. saith the Lord.”  In almost every
novel that the egreat novelist wrote, we find
this proverbial text quoted or illustrated in
seme way or other. As George Staunton re-
lates to -Jeanie Deuns the story of Wilson's
execution, he rem:arks that after his compan-
ion’s death there remnined only one thing to
he accomplished. and that was vengzeance. “Oh,
sir,” replied Jeanie, “did the Scripture never
come into your mind—‘Vengeance ix mine,
and T will repay it?”” But minister’s son
though he was. Staunton had to confess that
for the last five years or so he had never opened
a Bible.

We are reminded of the apostolic proverhial
expression, “Owe no man anything.” in the
reply which Nigel giver to George Heriot. who
suggests that the poor young Scottish noble
should appear at Court, and personally plead
his case before the King. “I know not whv 1
should be ashamed of speaking the truth.”
says Nigel. “T have no dress suitable for ap-
pearing at Court. T am determined to incur
no expense which T cannot discharge.” In
this connection. a determination to owe no
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man anything, our old friend Bailie Nicol
Jarvie vindicates his father’s good name and
memory. “He paid what he ought and what
he bought, Mr Galbraith, and was an honester
man that ever stude in your shanks.”  And
when Ravenswood intimates to Caleb Balder-
stone, his faithful domestic, his intention of
going abroad, he also expresses his desire to
go with the reputation of an honest man, leav-
ing no debt behind him, at least of his own
contracting. ‘

In his Epistle, St James teaches us to fear
and dread an unruly tongue as one of the great-
est and most mischievous of evils. In the
Waverley Novels we have a great many illus-
trations of the truth of what the Apostle says
sbout this unruly tongue. In the “Heart of
Midlothian,” Ratcliffe objects te being classed
among murderers. “I never shed blood.” he
savs.  “But ye sauld it, Ratten,” replied
Sharpitlaw. “Ye hae sauld blood mony a tiue.
Folk kill wi’ the tongue as well as wi’ the hand
—wi’ the word as wi’ the gully.” Meg Dods
is sorry that she indulged in rather too plain
speaking to Mr Tyrrél, but she resolves that,
for the future, she will guide her tongue better,
for. “as the minister says, it is an unruly mem-
ber—troth, I'm whiles ashamed o't mysell.”

We cannot close the present article with-
out pointing out how very heartily Sir Walter
seems to enter into the apostolic injunction of
using or exercising hospitality toward one an-
other. We specially associate the novel of
“The Pirate” with this injunction, for it illus-
trates in a most interesting way hoth the oen-
eral exhortation of St Paul cn the point, and
that of St Peter who adds that hospitality is
to be exercised without grudging.  And so
keenly is this hospitality urged throughout the
Waverley Novels that it passes into a proverh,
rnd the charge of inkospitality is always treated
ns an extremely erave offence. The Marquis,
in the “Bride of Lammermocr,” demaunds the
menning of the inhospitable reception which
his kinsman. the Master of Ravenswood, re-
ceives at the hands of Sir William Ashton’s
family! What a picture of blank astonish-
ment we get when Bailic Nicol Jarvie and
party arrive at the inn of Aberfoil, and are
actually refused admittance! How contempt-
ible a community the inhabitants of Bile ap-
rear when thev refuse the rights of hospital-
ity to the Swiss Deputies as narrated in “Anne
of Geierstein!” In the “Legend of Montrose,”
Sir Dunean Campbell visits Darnlinvarach. and
while there he receives a messace from Ancus
M‘Aulay to the effect that the cavalier, who
is to accompany him, is ready, and that all is
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ready for his return to Inveraray. Indignant
at the affront which such a message conveyed,
Sir Duncan started up, and, looking toward
M‘Aulay, exclaimed, iittle expected this.
I little thought there wus a chief in the West
Highlands who . . . . would bid the
Knight of Ardenvohr leave his castle when the
sun was declining from the meridian, and ere
the second cup had been filled. But, farewell,
sir. The food of a churl dves not satisfy the
appetite. When I next visit Darnlinvarach it
shall be with a naked sword in one hand and
a firebrand in the other!” And so this in-
hospitable conduct was neither soon forgotten
at Darnlinvarach nor forgiven at Ardenvohr.
It passed into a4 proverb, and the proverb lives
when the story itself is possibly forgotten.

A Sleeping Dillage.

NCREDIBLE as it may appear in this age
J of stean, bicycles, motors, and telegraphs
there still exists, hidden away in the
nooks and corners of the Scottish Borders, one
or two villages where Time’s invincible sway
seemus to have made no impression. For the
lust quarter of a century it has been my lot to
pass the greater part of every year in one of
them.

My village lies in the snuggest little dimple
amongst the hills, protected from the north
and ea.st, but open away to the south and west,
and our early roses and mammoth straw-
berries are the proofs of this favoured situa-
tion. There are no pretentions to architectural
beauty in our cottages, bouses and gardens
are jumbled together as though some giant had
shaken them from a pepper box, but the hill
air is fresh and pure, flowers grow in abundance
round our humble walls, and everything looks
tidy and in good repair. We are absolutely
trainless, and the nearest station is nine and a
half miles off. Few of us have ever been
further from home than this larger village where
the station is, and yet we have in our midst
one or two travelled spirits who have scen a
little of the world, notably, our minister who
goes almost every Muy to attend the meetings
of the General Assembly in Edinburgh.  His
wife goes with him, and what with fashions and
polemics there is alimost too much to tell when
they come back.  Our doctor is one of the
boldest amongst us, he has been twice in Lon-
don, and once even crossed the channel and
reached Paris. Though many years ago, this
journey is quite a landmark in the parish, and
events are still dated from “the winter the

doctor gaed tae Pairis,” or, “ye'll mind the time
the doctor was on the Continent.” ln this
doctor of ours we have the wost unbounded
faith. “If he canna sort oot yer trouble, there’s
nae ither body can yoke wi'd,” said an old
woman, and this after thirty years in the same
village speaks volumes for our medico’s tact
in his profession.  On the rare, very rare,
occasions when the doctor takes a holiday our
invalids would rather wait till he came home
than trust thewselves to the pranks of a locum.
Once or twice Dr Cawmpbell did get some one
to take his place, but it was not a success. “He
pit some kind o’ machine under ma oxter an’
took the hail strength oot o’ ma system,” one
old man related, who had never had his tempera-
ture taken before, and this dark story grew
and magnitied till the unhappy locum was
lovked upon as a species of Cain, whose
attempts to cure were only a veil for deeds of
the deepest dye.  With considerable trouble
we got one of our old ladies into one of the
l‘dmburgh hospitals, but though sermuely ill
she could not be icduced to stay there. ““Na,
na,” she raid when she came home, “yon’s no
the place for me, nathin’ but sortin’ fleurs an’
the nurses gettin’ dressed up for the doctors.
If a body’s ill gie me Cawmill.” As a village
we shine with no glory from departed days or
genius. No famous Border reiver ever lived in
our midst, no poet or politician ever sprang
fromy our humble hearths: we are as insigni-
ficant. and unworthy of notice as any small
village could well be, but if we have not wealth
in cur midst, neither have we that sordid pov-
erty which is so depressing.  We are certainly
many years behind the fashions in the cut of
our garments, but rags are quite unknown
amongst us. Every man’s hand goes freely to
help his neighbour, and even in politics our dis-
cussions are quite friendly. As a community
we are loval, oh very, and every item of Court
life is read with the deepest intercst.

“Ahm, glad they’ve gotten a man for Beat-
rice,” was the remsrk made by one of my
oldest friends the day the encagement of Prince
Henry to our Queen’s youngest daughter was
announced. “Puir boddy, T doubt she’ll feel
leaving her maw though she’s no just a hairn
noo.”

“Eh, T hope Tl leeve till the Queen dees,”
stid another old wife of seventy-nine, and when
pressed to give her reason, confessed. “there’ll
be sic’ an on-going at her funeral, I'd like to
read aboot it.”

During the visit of the Czar and his family
to Balmoral some vears ago our interest in
Court life became extra keen, and Russia came
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in for not a little of our notice. One morning
I went to call on our washer woman, the only
one of her profession amongst us and thLerefore
a person of considerable standing, and some
means.

“Have ye seen this group !” she said, handing
me a photograph, “ma sister sent it frae Edin-
burgh yesterday.”

“Oh,” I replied, is it your sister with her
husband and baby ”

“Hoots, woman,” came the indignant answer,
“it’s the Craze, an’ the Crazeeny, an’ the bairn,
little Ogle!” .

As well as being trainless we are shopless,
gasless, and policemanless. The nearest town
(!) supplies us with the necessaries of life by
sending carts once or twice a week, but most
of our shopping is done for us by the postman.
He is equally good at choosing a finnan haddie
or a new hat. Many yeurs' practice have made
him a man of iron where a bargain is to be
had. Once a fortnight the policeman con:es
rcund to have a look at us and to ask if there
are “ony compleints.”

The church and manse are two hideous white-
washed buildings about a quarter of a mile from
the village, and as yet schism has not reared
its head in our midst. The few who have de-
parted from the “Auld Kirk” wend their way
on fine Sundays to the ‘“toon,” where the re-
spective ministers of the Free, the U.P., and
tke “Independents” may be sat under. If wet
they just stroll aleng to the Kirk here and
spend the rest of the day taking the sermon
to pieces and telling how much more light
Mr A. or Mr B. (their respective parsons)
could have thrown on the subject.

One of our oldest and most respected in-
habitants is the tailor; very short of stature
and bent of leg and a wmuch greater expert
in growing roses and ferns than in construct-
ing breeks. A shock of paralysis some years
ago affected his speech slightly, and when
trying to explain to the minister’s wife that
he had won a silver cup at the flower show
he kept saying “It’s no a pot-tea, it’s just a
kind o’ a vassal.”

One evening he came to call upon me, and
having humbly shewn him my garden and
had all its faults pointed out while he ate every
raspberry that was ripe, I said, “Come and
have a few strawberries now, James, before

ou go.”

“Na thank ye,” he replied, placing his hand
on the lower buttons of his waistcoat, “rapases
ower mony, stammick, staramick!”

Taking this hint that something was necess-
ary to quell the storm he believed hrewing,

I offered him a glass of whisky, which his
sense of the fitness of things counselled him
to accept. James has been twice a widower.
When 1 went to condole with him ou the death
of number two, he looked at me with calm
resignation and remarked, “Oh, aye! ah feel
as tho' ah had gotten a kind o' dirl on the
elbow, but the Lord will provide.” And sure
enough the Lord did provide, for before the
year was out a buxom Mrs James, number
three, ruled over the tailor’s cottage.

Twice a year we have our elder’s supper.
This is a great event, looked forward to for
many weeks before, and giving us conversation
for a long time after it is over. Our tailor
is a great pillar of the church and almost
equalling him in zeal is Tammas, the smith.

“Do have a little more, Thomas,” said the
nminieter’s wife to him on cne of these occasions,
“let me give you some of this.”

Desire for more gleamed in Tammas’s watery
eye, the epirit truly was willing but the flesh
ah, how weak, and “Eh, wumman, I'm fu’ fu'!”
was his brief but effective reply.

We would deny it with the greatest indig-
nation if any one said we were superstitious,
but ahout certain things we have our own
ideas. A gay young schoolboy cousin of aix-
teen came to spend a few days with me, and
one Sunday while most of us were in the
Kirk, he thought fit to take a ride on the
smith’s pony. On nearing home tne fiery
steed became so impatient that its rider could
not manage it, and in its mad rush for the
stable one of the smith’s garden gate-posts was
knocked over and broken. The culprit care-
fully stuck it up again hoping it would escape
detection. All went well till the afternoon
when the smith and his son-in-law went into
the garden to smoke their Sabbath pipes and
discuss the sermon. As they opened the gate,
down fell the post right between them “wi’
it’s heid pointing recht towards the kirk-yaird.”

“’Tis death for yin o’ us, an’ that afore the
year is oot,” said Tammas, “do ’e no see the
airt it points till?” and pale as ashes the
couple returned to the house there to think
of the fate impending for one of them before
a few months had passed. The confession of
the culprit next day brought the colour back
to their cheeks and lifted a heavy weight
from the minds of both. Should a hare cross
the rath of any one going to see a neighbour,
evil will befall the rash visitor if he persists
in paying that call, and no relf-respecting old
woman would keep a black cat in her house.
Salt is nearly always strewed in the rooms oi
an empty house by the in-coming tenont before
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his furniture is brought in. This is to drive
out any evil spirits and to propitiate the
fairies for future good luck.

“I get no salary for the work I have done
for this company,” wrote the joiner’s clever
son, who was in a good situation in Glasgow,
“but they have asked me to accept an honorar-
ium.”

“An what, an honorarium, Tammas?”’ said
the joiner to his boon companion, the smith.
“Dod! I'm no sure but I think it's a kind o’
a piany.” “Weel I'm sure oor Jimmy wad
far raither hae had the siller, an’ I ken fine
8o wad his mother!”

In my village we are all old, but the oldest
of us all is the beadle. A very little man,
with a mighty temper which none of us dare
cross, and a long hooky nose, at the end of
which, winter and summer, trembles an im-
mense crystal drop. By trade he is a gar-
dener, and has been in many different “places,”’
and though comfortably off now and not necd-
ing to work, still the old habit remains, so he
often “gives” me a day in my garden. I met
him one summer afternoon coming out at my
gate with a basket of my finest early potatoes.
“John,” I said mildly, “‘are these my growing
or yours?”

For a moment he looked somewhat caught,
but his spirit was equal to the occasion. “Oh!”
he replied, “I'll no deny that you micht con-
sider thae tatties yours, but ye ken fine that
since the Fall no mere man has been able per-
fectly to keep all the Commandments.”

I was silenced, for who can argue against
the wisdom of the Shorter Catechism? Poor
old man! Last winter he was very ill with
pneunionia, we never thought he would re-
cover. When I went to see him after the
worst was over. he was sitting up in bed, very
gshaken and thin, but in speech and argument
just as doughty as ever.

“Aye! aye!” he said, “the doctor tells me I
hae had bad fewionie, but nae doubt you an’
me’ll pop aboot for a guid while yet.” Though
nearly half a century separated our ages. I
murmured my sentiments that in the due
course of nature I would probably be the first
to (‘go.f’

The beadle loves an argument, he will be
more than ready for you, when you discover
us in our sleeping village amongst the hills,
but do not loose time for we shall soon be as
though we had never been. With profound
thankfulness every one must know the ad-
vance which each year brings in our manners
and morals, but who would dare deny that
the simple, contented, self-denying, if some-

what narrow lives, of the older Scottish peas-
antry teach us a lesson that many of us even
in this age of “improvements” might do well
to imitate.

B A B.

Memoirs of Boston,”

E have pleasure in introducing to our
readers “this scholarly and artistic

edition of Thomas Boston’s Autobio-
graphy,” which is the opinion of Dr A. Whyte,
Edinburgh, in his “Recommendatory Note.”
As it has come late into our hands, we can
only state that Mr Morrison has modernised
the spelling, and given excellent notes which
throw iight on what is obscure in these valu-
able and quaint memoirs. The introduction
is well done, giving a bird’s eye view of Bos-
ton’s life and eventful times. We quote the
following note which may interest our Border
readers : —Local tradition has it that Boston
laid two commands upon his son (Thomas,
minister of Ettrick, Oxnam, and Relief Church,
Jedburgh.) One was not to leave Ettrick;
the other, not to marry into the family of
Tushielaw. Thomas Boston, junr., did both.
On 26th April, 1783, he married Elizabeth
Anderson of Tushielaw ; on 10th May, 1749,
he was admitted minister of Oxnam.

The Editor has an interesting note regard-
ing the confusion concerning Boston’s like-
ness. It is to the purport that one prefixed
to Dr A. Thomson’s Life is considered to be
that of Boston’s son. All Boston authorities
agree that another which hangs side by side
with the former in Boston U.P. Vestry, Jed-
burgh, is Boston, senior. It accords with ac-
counts given of his appearance in McCrie's
“Story of the Scottish Church.” It is this like-
ness which appears in the work now under
notice. The get-up as to printing, etc., i per-
fect, and well entitled to Dr Whyte’s estimate
of being of “national importance.”

Scorus.

*Memoirs of Thomas Boston, A.M. With
Introduction and Notes by the Rev. George H.
Morrison, M.A., Dundee. Edinburgh: Oliphant,
Anderson, & Ferrier.

)6



30 THE BORDER MAGAZINE.

TO CORRESPONDENTS.
All communications relating to Literary matters should
be addressed to the Editor, Mr NicuorLas Dickson, 19
Waverley Gardens, Crossmyloof, Glasgow.

All Business malters, Applications for Shares, Adver-
tising, dec., should be transacted through the Secretary of
the Compuny, Mr JoHN HOGARTH, 121 West Regent
Street, Glasgow.

THE BORDER MAGAZINE.

FEBRUARY, 1900.
LIST OF CONTENTS. PAGE
MaJor-GENERAL ANDREW GILBERT WaucHoPE, C.B., C.M.G., LL.D. Portrait and three Illustrations.

By StuarT Dovaras Ernlor, S.8.C., - - - - . . . 2]
Tu® ProvERBRS oF THE WAVERLEY Novews. VIL and Conclmlmg Pup(,r, - - - - - - 25
A SiLeepiNG ViLLAGE. By A. B, - - . - - - - - - - .27
Review-—MEgmoIr oF BostonN. By Scorus, - - - - . - . . . . . . 29
Trr BorbErR Keer. By DoMINIE SAMPSON, - - - - - . - 30
GLIMPSES OF GALASHIELS IN THE OLDEN Time. Part II. One Illustration. By Romsm HALL, - 32
Jamrs VeiTcH oF INcuBONNY. Second Paper. Portrait. By GEo. Watson, - < |
Review—HoLLoAs rroM THE HiLLs. One Illustration, - . - - - . - - - 37
A Hawick MAN IN THE TRANSVAAL. Portrait, - - - - - - - - . - 38
PorTRY—*‘0, I ske THE PcRPLE HEATHER.” By James Mason, - - - - 40

The Border Reep.

There seems to be no limit to the enthus-
jasm of the Scot who is far from his native
shore, and I amn of the opinion that the Border
Scot is perhaps the most enthusiastic of them
all.  Through the kindness of Sir George
Douglas, who takes a great interest in all Bor-
der matters, including the Borver Macazing,
I am able to draw the attention of my readers
to an extraordinary example of the enthusiasin
referred to. The firm of Messrs Willinmson
& Co., Toronto, Canada, have reproduced
in facsimile two manuscripts of Hogg,
the Ettrick Shepherd. As I look at the speci-
men of the “Shepherd’s” hand o’ writ now be-
fore me, I am amazed at the enterprise of the
firm mentioned and not surprised that the
cost of each copy of the reproduction should
cost over £20. In the next two paragraphs I
quote the publishers’ remarks on the volume.

We have the pleasure to offer a real literary
curiosity—a manuscript of one of this famous
writer’s best stories. In his personal remi-
niscences the poet novelist tells the story of the
writing of this work and with his usual can-
dour. “In 1822, perceiving that I was likely
to run short of money, I began and finished in
the course of a few months ‘The Three Perils
of man, viz., War, Women, and Witcheraft.’
Lord preserve us; what a medley T made of
it! And being impatient to get hold of some
of Messrs Longman & Cos money or bills.

. has been preﬂervcd in good condition.

which were the same, I dashed on and mixed
up with what might have been one of the best
historical tales our country ever produced, such
a mass of Diableric as sumewhat retarded the
main story. I received £150 for the edition
of 1000 copies.” Afterwards going up to Lon-
don the author found that Longman had no
copies left, and except in a much abbreviated
form, with a new title, “The Siege of Roxburgh :
a legend of the wars of England and Scotland
in the reign of Robert II,” the work is not now
known. This interesting manuscript came
from Edinburgh into the hands of an early
settler in the Guelph district.

It is written on foolscap of various sizes and
qualities and is numbered up to 445 pages (both
sides of the paper used.) The first sixty-four
pages are in plain round hand, written with
great care, as the writer’s intention evidently
was to make it “a monumental work of border
history.”  Money pressure may have forced
him on, as the rest of the MS. is in his own
characteristic chirography. The admirers of
Hogg, now rapidly on the increase, will be
pleased to know that this most valuable relic
Nearly
all of every page is quite legible, although some
of the larger ones are shghtly fraved at the
edges. Tn this story Hogg has excelled him-
sclf. his narratives of fearful Diablerie or the
¢ Mysteries of Fairyland,’ being told in the con
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amore spirit of one who was more than half
persuaded of their truth. He tells with a
wealth of detail of that famous “Battle of the
Spirits between Friar Roger Bacon and Michael
Scott, the Magician,” which was suddenly ended
by Bacon’s sprinkling of black sand (gun-
powder) and making an explosion such as quite
confounded his opponents.  This MSS. has
thirty-two chapters, while “The Siege” has
only fifteen.
POEE T

From a Border newspaper I quote the fol-
lowing interesting scrap :—The House of
Waverley.—The earliest ambition of Walter
Scott was not to be either a poet or a novelist,
nor even a judge of the Court of Session, but
a Border laird, like many of his ancestors of
the old house of Buccleuch. Accordingly, when
“The Lady of the Lake” had established his
fame and brought his fortune, he lost no time
in looking about for the site of his future
castle, and within a year he had purchased the
small farm with the rustic cottage, destined
to be metamorphosed by the Wizard of the
North into the “romance in stone and lime,’
so well known to all. Abbotsford, when Wash-
ington Irving visited it, resembled a snug little
shooting box, with its trophies of the chase
and a whole pack of hounds, every one a thor-
oughbred. The Sheriff was loth to sec this
first edition of Abbotsford destroyed, but the
cottage had to make way for the mansion. The
grand new edifice was built by instalments,
80 to speak, being added tvo and extended at
intervals on no particular plan. Imside was
tessalated floors and fretted ceilings, and every
room was a museum of the rare and old and
beautiful. Probably it was the accounts of
all these splendours that drew from Carlyle the
sneering remark that Scott wrote novels to
buy land and upholstery. The Laird did not con-
fine his attentions to castle-building, for he was
an enthusiastic lover of trees, and had quite a
reverent admiration for stately avenues. Visit-
ors often encountered the stalwart figure, with
a plaid round his shoulders, and Maida, the
bloodhound, at his heels, sauntering through his
plantations and sowing the seeds of future for-
ests, by way of relaxation after dashing off
chapters of “Old Mortality” at express speed.
The Laird of Abbotsford was the best of good
neighbours. Wassail played an important part,
too, in the entertainment, and many a flowing
bowl of toddy was mixed by the Ettrick Shep-
herd himself. Abbotsford stands on a bank
that slopes towards the Tweed, with the Sel-
kirk hills as a sylvan background, and it docs
not seem as if it would be the home of genera-

tions of Scotts after all; for it is now in the
market. No one has yet suggested that the
house where the Waverley novels were written
should be bought for the nation.

*  * * *

Writing of Hermitage Castle, the London
weekly, “The Sketch,” says:—When Queen
Mary was at Jedburgh to hold assizes in 1566,
she rode over the hills to Hermitage Castle to
see Bothwell, who had been wounded by that
noted Border freebooter, “Little Jock Elliot”
of the Cark. She conferred with Bothwell for
two hours, in the presence of her nobles, and
then returned to Jedburgh the same day, a ride
of forty-eight miles. As a result of over-exer-
tion in riding over such a rough country, she
had an attack of intermittent fever, which pros-
trated her for a fortnight, and endangered her
life. When Walter Scott visited Liddesdale,
Dr Elliot preseuted himm with a Border war-
horn, which had been found in Hermitage
Castle. It had been in use by one of the
doctor’s servants as a grease-horn for scythes.
When cleaned, the original chain, hoop, and
mouthpiece of steel were all entire.  Scott
carried it home in triumph from Liddesdale to
Jedburgh slung round his neck. He carried
much more away than the Border war-horn,
for here he met Willie Elliot, of Millburnholm,
an upland sheep-farmer, who sat for his por-
trait as Dandie Dinmont in “Guy Mannering.”
In a note to this novel, Scott admits that this
is a composite portrait, and that James David-
son, of Hindlee, also furnished some hints and
characteristics.  Lockhart, whose opinion i
always worthy of consideration, believes that
William Laidlaw also sat for his portrait in this
connection. :

* o ox

The wonderful response to the Government’s
appeal for Volunteers to South Africa, recalls
the days of the False Alarm when the Border
Beacons were lit and the sturdy Borderers
proved their mettle by turning out instantly to
defend their hearths and families from  the
dreaded Bonaparte, who was then threatening
our shores. Many accounts and sketches of
this wonderfully spontaneous rising of the Bor-
derers have appeared, but we are still waiting
for Mr Robert Murray, of Hawick, to give us
the benefit of his knowledee, for he has made
the subject peculiarly his own and knows more
about it than perhaps any man living. I rejoice
to see our old friend hale and hearty, and that
his pen may long abide in strength is the
earnest desiro of

DOMINIE SAMPSON.
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Glimpses of Galasbiels in tbe
Oloen Time.

- BY RoBERT HALL.
Part 1L

OTWITHSTANDING the reference made
V by Sir Walter Scott in the Introduc-
tion to the “Monastery,” to “the ruined
and abandoned churchyard of Boldside,” there
is no warrant to conclude that a place of
sepulture ever existed there. On the con-
trary, when the Church was transferred from
Lindean to Boldside it was strictly stipulated
that ‘“the tramsporting of the said Kirk suld
naither alter the name thairof, nor yet be hurt-
ful nor prejudicall to the vicarage, glebe,
landis, and mans pertaining thereto, with the
pertenentis appointed for the service of the
said Kirk and the auld burial place to remain
quhair it is presentlie.” It was also ‘“con-
cludit and condisendit unto that ane cobel
suld be maide apoun the expensis of the hail
parrochin to bring cwer the dead to the bur-
ial place, and te be biggit and halden up per-
petuallie be the haill parrochinaries as ane
common weel.” This provisc regarding the
maintainence of the name would appear to
have been soon disregarded, as in 1612, a
minute appears in the Presbytery records to
the following effect: “Jolin Dun of Brigheugl,
and Andro Shortreed were ordered to satisly
the Kirk of Boilsyde for leading corn upon
the Sabbath day.”

How long the arrangement regarding the
disposal of the dead remained in force is un-
known, but. doubtless for years after the forma-
tion of a churchyard in Galashiels many of
the “rude forefathers of the hamlet” would
be conveyed across Tweed and laid to rest at
Lindean in thc company of their neighbours
and friends amid “the graves o their ain
folk.”

In the earlier years of the town’s history
superstition was rampant, and the villagers
were devout believers in the existenc: of
ghosts, fairies, and witches. They were firmly
under the belief that the door of the Scott
Aisle opened of its own accord for nine nights
previous to the death of a laird. In connec-
tion with this building the following story is
yet familiar among the older inhabitants:—
In the beginning of the present century it
was customary for parties of the villagers to
assemble round the white-washed hearth of
one or other of the village ale-houses, when
strange, weird stories were rehearsed concern-

ing the doings of ghosts, bogles, and fairies.
On one of these occusions the usual company
had foregathered, wmongst whom was Tam
Sanderson, the shoemaker. The old tales were
retold, with the usual eeric effect upon the
listeners, when, stimulated perhaps by the
generous liquor he had imbibed, Twn laughed
their fears to scorn and declared his readi-
ness to go anywhere in spite of deil, ghost,
or goblin. He was at ouce challenged by the
blacksmith to go along to the kirk and leave
an awl sticking in the laird's haunted pew,
which might testify the following day that he
had fulfilled his mission. This proposal was
more than Tam anticipated, and he was some-
what staggered by the suggestion; but seo-
ing no way out of the ditheulty, except by
admitting he was afraid, he screwed his cour-
age 1o the sticking point, and procuring an
awl he started very reluctantly to fulfil his
idle boast. The party followed, but on arr:v-
ing at the kirkyard gate they halted to await
his re-appearance.

The night was dark, a wintry gale was moan-
ing through the leafless trees on Gala Hill,
from which at intervals caune the ecrie hoot
of the midnight owl, when with quaking heart
and quivering limbs, Tum started on his dreary
mission.  As he made his way to the kirk
door, the old tombstones on either hand ap-
peared in his heated fancy to be ghestly visit-
ants from another world, and the songh of the
wind as it sighed across the grassy mounds,
sounded in his ears like weird whisperings
from the lips of unscen witnesses. The door
was at length gained, and he began to groy.e
Lis darksome way toward the haunted pew.
The dreaded spot was reached, and in o state
bordering upon frenzy he stooped down and
drove the awl to the haft in one desperate
Blow.  Hurriedly endeavouring to rise, he was
firmly held by some invisible power, and filled
with the awful thought that he had fallen
into the clutches of the Evil Ore, his ye'ls
resotnded through the midnight air, striking
terror into the hearts of the company con-
gregated outside the gate. An awful silence
fcllowed.  The startled cowmrades, almost
frantic between fears for their own safety and
the dire danger of thcir neighbour, hurriedly
and with sinking hearts made their way to
the kirk door. It was no sooner reached than
another appalling yell resounded through the
building, scattering them rirht and left. The
miller in his agitation clutched desperately
at the bell rope, with which he had come in
contact, causing the bell to oive voice in its
loudest tone. The unusual sound aroused the
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villagers, who soon formed a crowd within the
kirkyard. A couple of worthies engaged in
“burning Gala” were attracted by the com-
motion, ond with blazing ‘“‘cruzie” and
shouldered leister, they hastily made their way
through the Kirkcroft Park, and along the
Bow Rutts to the centre of attraction. Ir the
blazing light courage returned. With the
“cruzie” held on high, and the leister pro-
jected well to the front, the reckless fishers
cntered the kirk with the crowd at their heels.
The old walls and roof were lit up with the
unwonted glare, slong the passage, on the

Photo by

pews and pulpit the shadows fitfully fell, but
suve the sound of their own footsteps all was
silent as the grave; no grim spectre, goblin,
or wraith was to be seen. The aisle was
reached, and in the laird’s pew the helpless
shoemaker was observed extended motionless
upon the floor. Eager hands were stretched
out to raise him, and willing feet ran to sum-
mon medical assistance lest haply a spark of
life might yet flicker in the unconscious vic-
tim. On endeavouring to remove him, they
only succeeded after some considerable dif-
ficulty, when lo, amid the unextinguishable

OLD GALA HOUSE

laughter of the erst-while terror-stricken com-
pany, it was discovered that in his blind terror
he had driven his awl not only into the floor,
but also through his stout leather apron,
which had successfully resisted his frantic
efforts to escape. He was carried out and
soon recovered. The village gossips got a
fresh subject for discussion, in which the shoe-
maker took no part; for the future he stuck
to his last, and the village ale-houses knew
him no more.

The accompanying illustration represents the
old house of Gala. The original portion was

A. R. Edwards. Selkirk.

erected in 1457 by Robert, the second Hop-
Pringle of Galashiels—whose wife’s dowry was
evidently utilised for the purpose. An in-
scription to the following effect is said to have
been cut over the doorway:
“ Elspeth’ Dishington builted me,

In syn lye not;

The thirgs thou canst not get

Desyre not.”

One sculptured stone was removed from
the building, dated 1583, which probably was
the date of the first addition to the old tower
by Andro Pringill, whose memory is commem-
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orated by the following epitaph still extant
within the precincts of the Abbey of Melrose :

‘““Heir leis ane honotabil man, Andro Pringill,

feuar of Gallowschiels, quhu decessit ye 28 of Feb-
ruary, An. Dom. 1585.”
A second stone is still to be seen, dated 1612,
which refers to the principal addition made to
the house.  Subsequently the building has
been enlarged at various dates, till in 1876
in order to provide ground for the extension
of Galashiels a new mansion-house was erected
upon a different portion cof the estate.

The old house was inhabited by the Pringles
till 1632, when Sir James Pringle retired
to Smailholm, leaving his daughter Jean, and
her husband, Hugh Scott, in possession, from
whom the Scotts of Gala are descended. In
18830, the old building, together with suflicient
g'round to preserve 'tr, anienity, was acquired
by Andrew H. llcrbertson, qu, Galashiels,
who changed its name to Becchwood.

To br Continued.

Fames Veitcb of Incbbonny.
SLCOND PAPER.
By Gro. WATSON.

GH~?HE visit of Dr Wollaston, as mentioned
L in our last paper, must. have taken place

after 1811, since it was in that year
that the comet was discovered. At half-past
pine on the evening of Tuesday, 27th August,
1811, when taking a survey of the heavens,
turning his telescope towards the N.N.W,
Veiteh observed

“ Some comet or unusual prodigy”

near to the star marked 26 situated on the
shoulder of the Little Lion Constellation.
Veitch continued to make obscervations on it
nocturnally while

“From the dread immensity of space,

Returning with acceleruted course,
The rushing cemet to the sun descends,”

and to trace its course among the stars until
the time that it escaped the observation of the
unaided eye—25th December, 1811, being at
that time in the 15th degree of the constelia-
tion of Aquarius, south declination 1 degree.
During the period of its visibility this illus-
trious stranger received much attention from
the leading astronomers, including Sir Wil-
liam Herschel in Britain, and M. Olhers on
the Continent. It was spoken of by Hind, as
“perhaps the most famous of modern times.”

People were able to see it in full daylight. It
remained visible for 510 days. Its tail was
one hundred iwillion miles long, and fifteen
million miles broad. Sir William Herschel
determined its head to be one hundred and
twenty-seven thousand wmiles across, and the
star-lke nucleus within to be four hundred
and twenty-eight miles across. How apt the
line quoted from Thowson’s “Seasons,” *From
the dread immensity of space,” will be evid-
ent when it is known that, after having gome
round the sun, this comet rushes out into
spuce, with gradually lessening speed, to the
distance of about forty thousand millions of
wmiles.

As this comet shone during part of the years
1811 and 1812, there were not awanting those
who, superstitiously believing that
“Comets, unp)llmg Lhauge of tlmes and sla.tes,

Brandish . in the sky,”

or thinking that

*“Now shines it like a comet of revenge,
A prophet to the fall of all our foes,”

saw in it the forewarning of Napoleon's disas-
trous retreat from Moscow in 1812.

Its period is variously given.  Herschel
computes it as exceeding 3000 years; Arge-
lander as 3063 years, with no greater uncer-
tainty than 43 years; Bessel upon the sup-
position of an elliptical orbit, as 3383 years ;
while Flauguergues thinks it is the same comet
as that of the year 1301.

Mr Veitch’s name is mentioned in several
works in connection with the cowmet’s discov-
ery.  Mary Somerville having written an
article to the “Quarterly Review” on Halley’s
Comet, in which she mentions that it was a
peasant, with a small telescope, who had first
descried it on its return, Veitch wrote to her
(12th October, 1836), reproaching her for not
having mentioned that it was a peasant. also
who had discovered the comet of 1811, on
account of which she makes mention of him
in the 4th edition of ‘Connexion of the Phy-
sical Sciences,”—“It (the comet) was first dis-
covered in this country by Mr James Veitch,
of Inchbonny,” and Thomas Dick, LL.D., re-
ferring to this comet in “Diffusion of Know-
ledge” (p. 73) 1833, states “The splendid comet
which appeared in our hemisphere in 1811,
was first discovered in this country by a
sawyer, who with a reflecting telescope of his
own construction, and from his sawpit as an
observatory, descried that celestial visitant be-
fore it had been noticed by any other astro-
nomer in Great Britain. The name of this
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gentleman is Mr Veitch, and I believe he re-
sides in the neighbourhood of Kelso.”

The same writer—“Sidereal Heavens” (p.
461) 1840—states that he discovered the comet
while taking a random sweep over the north-
western quarter of the heavens with his tele-
scope, about the beginning of September, 1811.
“Not having heard of the appearance of any

Photo by

such body at that time,” he goes on to state,
“I was led to imagine that I had fortunately
got the first peep of this illustrous stranger ;
but I afterwards learned from the public prints
that it had been seen a day or two before by
Mr Veitch, in the neighbourhood of Kelso,
who appears to have been the first that had
observed it in this country.”

JAMES VEITCH.

There seemed to be much doubt as to who
it was that first sighted the comet—Brewster,
indeed, ascribing the honour to Flauguergues,
an astronomer on the Continent—(Brewster’s
Ferguson’s Astronomy, vol. 2, p. 240, 1821)
-—but Veitch’s priority was firmly established
by the testimony of many of the leading as-
tronomers of the day, including Herschel,

A. R. Edwards, Belkirk,

Francis Baily, etc. The telescope with which
Veitch discovered and made ohservaticns on
the comet was one specinlly constructed for
such work. In addition to his success in the
discovery of the comet of 1811, Veitch was
amongst the first to discover other comets,
including one of great brilliancy which seems
not to have attracted the attention of astro-
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nomers, and which was seen only thrice, the
weather being cloudy and unsuitable for ob-
servation.

In 1816, James Veitch, at all times busy,
made efforts to determine the longitude and
latitude of Jedburgh. Veitch’s fame was now
spreading, while his connection with Sir Walter
Scott was of the most intimate nature. In
April, 1818, we find Sir Walter writing of
Veitch to a friend of his—a Mr Ellis of Otter-
burn—thus : —“I heard these particulars from
James Veitch, a very remarkable man, a self-
taught philosopher, astronomer, and mathe-
matician, residing at Inchbonny, and certainly
one cf the moat extraordinary persons I ever
knew. He is a connexion of Ringan Oliver,
and is in possession of his sword, a very fine
weapon. James Veitch is one of the very best
anakers of telescopes, and all optical and philo-
sophical instruments, now living, but prefers
working at his own business as a plough-wricht,
excepting at vacant hours. If you cross the
Border, you must see him as one of our cur-
iosities ; and the quiet. simple, unpretending
manners of a man whe has, by dint of private
and unaided study, made himself intimate with
the abtruse sciences of astronomy and mathe-
matics, are as edifying as the observation of
his genius is interesting.”

About the year 1821, Sir David Brewster,
already famous in the scientific world, had
thoughts of acquiring a country residence on
the Borders. About 150 yards from Inch-
bonny, but on the other side of the Jed, stands
the beautifully situated villa of Allars. This
property Brewster—probably with the desire
of being at his native place, and so near his
cld friend, the Inchbonny philosopher—had
thoughts of purchasing, but, having a strange
dread of the possibility of danger on account
of the mill-stream which runs immediately
in front of the house, Brewster could not
bring himself to purchase the place. The
sequel iz very sad. Brewster bought a piece
of ground near Melrose and built a house
thereon. which, probably influenced by the
name of the Jedburgh site which he had de-
clined, he designated Allerly. What he dreaded
of Allars transpired at Melrose. His second sen,
Charles, aboy of fifteen, and of great promise,
was drowned while batling in the river Tweed
on 28th June, 1828 The father and mother
were fairly overwhelmed with the blow. In
their affliction Veitch proved himself to be a
friend in need. He hastened to visit and sym-
pathise with them, and being of a deeply relig-
ious character his presence would be extremely
helpful. After this Veitch frequently visited

Allerly, and communicatior. was kept up be-
tween the two men of science.

In the year 1826 we find Veitch, who was
Inspector of Weighta and Measures for the
County of Roxburgh, and also for the town of
Jedburgh, publishing his “Tables for convert-
ing the Weights and Measures hitherto ueed
in Roxburghshire, into the Imperial Standards,
as established by Act 5, George IV., c. 74,” at
which task (that of converting the old weights
into the imperial standards) he had been
assisted by Mr James Elliot, Goldielands, while
he, conjointly with Mr James Jardine, C.E.,
did the same for the County of Berwick. Veitch
also acted in the same capacity for Selkirk-
shire, and in order to convert the old measures
into the new the more readily, he drew up and
caused to be published tables for the last
mentioned two counties also. It is related that
Veitch when on his way to Selkirk to conduct the
necessary experiments called upon Sir Walter
Scott at Abbotsford in order to receive instruc-
tions. Sir Walter proved to be quite a novice
in these matters. But when the day of assize
at Selkirk came round, Scott, adjudicating as
Sheriff, showed that he had in the interval
made a thorough study of the subject, his
charge to the jury being brilliant and effective.
In this year (1826) we also learn that Veitch
gave up his trade of plough making, and de-
voted himself entirely to the making of scien-
tific instruments.

In 1836 he aided Mr Francis Baily, the well-
known astronomer, in making observations at
Inchbonny of the annular eclipse of the sun on
Sunday, 15th May, of that year, an account of
which is to be found in the “London Astron-
omical Transactions.” Inchbonny was selected
by Baily as the most suitable place to view
the eclipse on account of its being directly in
the line of the eclipse, and because of its
propinquity to Makerstoun Observatory, from
which he could get any instruments that he
might require, and at which he could get h's
chronometers regulated. Baily was a stock
broker to trade, but relinquished that in 1825
and devoted himself entirely to science. He
was the author of a biography of Flamstead,
published a Star Catalogue, revised the Nau-
tical Almanac, and was organiser and presid-
ent of the Astronomical Society. Born at
Newburgh, Berkshire, 28th April, 1774, he
died at London, 30th August, 1844.

e
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“olloas from the Dills” *

E can fancy with what keen delight the
W beautiful quarto volume bearing the
above title will be perused by thoze

who have in any way taken part in the chase,
and the poems contained in the book will re-

ing mnothing of the thrill of excitement which
throbs in the breast of peer and peasant, and of men,
women, and children alike when a ‘“meet” takes
place in their neighbourhood. School discipline and
authority count for nothing that day, and the lads
of the village school are quite willing to undergo
the severest terrors of the dominie’s tawee rather
than mise the sight of redcoats on their spanking
steeds and the sound of the hutsman’s horn. Even
near large centres of population the infection of

DEAD BEAT.

call many an incident in the hunting field. A
writer in the “Southern Reporter” says:—

Fox-hunting, though sometimes spcken of as but
the rich :nan’s armusement by the non-sporting
world, is still the po‘ﬁu!ar sport of the nation. 'The
sentimentalists who denounce it are, in ninety-nin-

ceses cut a hundred, ignorant of the sport, know-

the chase is felt, and fox-bunting is becoming a
uriting bond between town and country. Hundreds
of cycliss are to be seen at almost every meet in a

*<Holloas from the Hills.” By T. Scott Ander-
scn, Master of the Jed-Forest Foxhounds. With
'Irllusstrgtig‘pls hy G. Denholm Armour. Jedburgh:

. 8. Suail,
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hunting district, end they, with an intimate know-
ledge of all the highways and b,I'vl:;ways, frequently
see a great deal of the sport. e ecribes for the
lccal papers are pretty certain to be included among
this class of sportsmen, and a “graphic account”
of a heavy run often forms a spicy item in the
week’s bugget of news. The description may be,
however, a trifle eccentric and not quite faithful
in its details; nevertheless, it is and appre-
ciated among an ever-increasing number of readers;
and thus fox-hunting is gaining a wide popularity
and taking a firmer hold in the minds of the people.

The very title has a breeziness about it, and
as we peruse the twenty pocms which con-
stitute the volume, we catch some of the en-
thusiasm of the author, Mr T. Scott Anderson,
M.F.H., who says in the prefatory note:—

The lines have been strung together at times and
under conditions which might well stir up the dull-
est soul to shout for joy. The verses were maostly
made while coming home at the close of hunting
days, with a good hcerse under me, an honest pack
of hournds rourd me. and the most picturesque
countryside in the Borders to ride through, al-
though often chilled to the bone, and wet to the
skin, yet with the after-glow of a gallon s'ill tingiing
in my veins, and the music of the pack still ringing
in my ears.

The beautiful volume is dedicated to the
Earl of Dalkeith in the following lines:—

Dalkeith, I dedicate these rhymes, such as they
are, to you,

In hope that they may chance at times to bring to
mind anew

The mem’ry of some days of old, when hounds ran
fast and far;

When we woare light and keen and bold, and—-
younger than wa are.

Then winter days were all too shert, no country
was too hig,

We always saw the best of sport, and never cared

If nanw %mrl then we took a fall—twas counted n
the fun,
And little thought of, if at all, anless it cost a run.
September s1w us start to ride—and then for many
any .
We ngallgpe(] over Teviotside, right into merry May.
The text is enriched by many spirited illus-
trations from the pencil of Mr G. Denholm
Armour, and by the kindness of the publisher,
Mr T. S. Smail, Jedburgh, we are enabled to
reproduce the picture entitled ‘“‘Dead Beat.”
“Holloas from the IIills” is an excellent speci-
nen of the beautiful work which can be pro-
duced by the firm of George Lewis & Co., Sel-
kirk, and the volume. as a whole, is something
of which Borderers may be justly proud.

H Hawick Man in the Cransvaal.

R John H. Young, son of Mr Geo. Young,
Wellington Street, Iawick, has just
returned home from Klerksdorp, a town

in the Transvaal, about fifty miles from Mafe-

king. He had great difficulty in getting away.
Internding to stay in Klerksdorp, where he was
in a situation, he pledged himself to remain
neutral during the war and was promised pro-
tection.  Notwithstanding this, shortly after
war broke out, he was commandeered by the
Boers, and ordered to the front, on pair of im-
prisonment. He refused to fight against his
own country, and with preat ditliculty obtained
a pass enabling him tc leave the Transvaal.
He had to come away very hurriedly, on 14th
November, leaving many of his things behind
him which he would have liked to bring away.
He states that the climate in the Transvaal is
very fine and warm, and very healthy after one
has been acclimatised. The heat in summer

MR JOHN H. YOUNQ,

is somewhat trying at first; their winter re-
sembles our summer. The veldt that we hear
so much about is the undulating plain of which
thé country is largely composed, varied by
chains of mountains, some of them as high as
6000 feet, locally called kopjes. He visited
Mafeking, where Colonel Baden-Powell with a
force of some 1500 British soldiers is besieged
by a Boer army numbering 9000 or 10,000.
Baden-Powell, who is a man of great resource
and has a thorough knowledge of the country
and of Boer tactics, has surrounded Mafeking
with entrenchments covered with barbed wire,
and strengthened by dynamite mines, some of



THE BORDER MAGAZINE.

which have been destroyed by the Dutch. The
majority, however, are intact, and Mafeking is
believed to be quite safe meantime. Near the
town is a Kaffir fort, manned by 2000 loyal
Kaffirs, armed with Lee-Metfords, and ready to
gtrike a blow against the Boers, whenever called
upon by the British. The Boers have one big
siege gun, which they have brought to Mafe-
king from Pretoria. The artillery is managed
mainly by Germans and Hollanders. There is
a scarcity of horses among them. Baden-P.well
has put his own picked men, on whom he can
thoroughly depend, in charge of the trains and
the telegraph stations. He has four armour
trains, two running each way, with which he
makes attacks on the Boers, who lost a good
many men just before Mr Young left.  Captain
Rivers, of the Bechuanaland Border Police told
him (Mr Young) that Baden-Powell, who ex-
pects Plumer’s column to come to his relief,
can hold out for along time. Colonel Plumer
has the honour of being the first British com-
mander to lead his troops across the Border
of either Boer Republic since the war began.

The ignorance of the average Boer is almost
incredible. A Dutchman called at one of the
Government offices and inquired how the war
was progressing.  He had heard, he said, of
Mr Chamberlain and Mr Franchise, but who
this Mr Ultimatum was he could not make out!
Perhaps he knows now. Another old Dutch-
ian who had a severe cold was advised by his
wife to try Chamberlain’s cough lozenges. “No,
vo;” was his veply, “I'll have nothing to do
with Chamberlain!” The Boers have a great
liking for Scotland and Scotsmen; but hate
the English, whom they regard as a different
race. Oncs when Mr Young was cornered with
a few Dutchmen, he was asked if he was still
going to fight. He replied ironically—* Give
the English a good licking. They have taken
Scotland from us; and after you have taken
England from them we will get our country
back again!” They believed this, so easily
are they bluffed.

Mr Young travelled by rail from Klerksdorp
to Johannesburg, 120 miles. He saw there a
number of the Boers who had been wounded at
Elandslaagte. Some of them declared that
they had no wish to return to the front, having
got more than they bargained for in their en-
counter with the Gordons and the Lancers.
They never expected to get cold steel.  The
city is almost entirely deserted, shops and
kouses barricaded end the grand dwellings of
the Uitlanders occupied by policemen.  Some
terrible scenes occurred during the headlong
flight when war broke out. One lady of rank
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asked a Boer official if he expected her to go
into a cattle truck alongside niggers and all
sorts and conditions of men and women. “Yes,”
was the reply ; “you are fighting for equality ;
you have got it there!”

Mr Young next went to Pretoria, which was
very busy, a large number of Boers being there
to defend it in case of attack. He visited the
racecourse, where he saw some 1500 British
soldiers getting their morning exercise.  He
was not allowed to speak to them, but they
appeared to be in the best of spirits. Pretoria
is a fine city, fitted with electric light and all
modern appliances. He saw the First and Sec-
ond Raadzaal, the Government houses, and met
President Kruger coming up to his office in the
morning. He appeared to be in good health,
and not particularly careworn then. This was
about 16th November. On going to see the
President’s house, he met an English Jew, who
pointed out the two splendid marble lions pre-
sented by Barney Barnato to the President.
Two policemen came on the scene, and one of
them exclaimed, “You are verdomde Fngels-
man.” The Jew declared he was a Hcllander.
One of the policemen then turned to Mr Young,
and maintained that he must be a Swede. On
being informed that he was a Scotsman he went
away quite pleased. Pretoria is surrounded by
five forts, which command the approaches from
every direction, and all the guns, which are of
the latest and most improved construction, are
carefully concealed. The two main entrances:
to Pretoria are frcm the north and the south.

Mr Young next tock train for Delagoa Bay.
The scenery is very mountainous and pictur-
esque, and all the way to the Portuguese Border
the railway bridges are undermined with dyna-
mite wire. On reaching Komati Poort on the
Transvaal Border, he was searched, and all the
Transvaal papers containing strong statements,
which he was trying to smuggle out of the
country, were taken from him. All his cash
above £10 would also have been confiscated ;
but he had taken the precaution to conceal the.
major part of his money in the sox which he
wore. In due time he landed at Lorenzo
Marques, the port for Delagoa Buy, whera he
stayed for two days. The town was crowded
with refugees, most of whom were in a deplor-
able and destitute condition, and this applies
also to Durban, Port Elizabeth, East Londcn,
and Cape Town. Delagoa Bay is a most de-
sirable harbour, the best in South Africa, and if
it can be secured by the British it will be a
great acquisition. The Portuguese there favour
the Dutch, and would willingly allow vessels
carrying munitions of war for the Boers to get
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in if they dared. While there, he saw a French
vessel fired upon and disabled by a British war-
ship, becsuse it wculd not reply whea chal-
lenged. Having got a pass for Durban from
the British Consul, he went on board the “Brae-
mar Castle” along with 1500 refugees, mostly
white people, who were landed at the various
ports on the way to Cape Town. There he saw
the New South Wzles, the Canadian, and the
Australian contingents arrive. They were fine-
looking fellows, and appeared capable of doing
good work at the front, to which they were at
once dispatched.

The general opinion in South Africa is that
Buller has taken the wrceng course.  Had he,
as anticipated, gone up towards the Orange
Free State he would have found a fine flat open
country, where our troops would have had an
excellent chance of overcoming the Boers, the

latter depending very much on getting cover, -

which they have in abundance in Tugela River
district. That the Boers as well as the British
in South Africa expected Buller to approach in
this way, was evident from the fact that regi-
ments under Marico and Zeerust left Mafeking
thinking that they would meet Buller at De
Aar. The majority of the Boers still think
they can defeat the English, and are loud in
their professions of dependence upon a higher
Power for success. They appear to be very
religious, and quote passages of Scripture to
suit their own views. The more intelligent of
them, however, know that they must be beaten
in the long run.

The Boers of the Transvaal and the Free
State are armed almost to a man. We are in
reality fighting with two States armed to the
teeth. All the males from 14 to 70 years of aze
are commandeered, there being about 100,000
Boers in the field. They are all sharp-shooters,
having any amount of practice in shooting gaine
which abounds in the country.  They have
enormous stores of arms and ammunition,
accumulated during many years past, but espec-
ially since the Jameson Raid. Of course thev
cannot easily get any more now, and their stock
of provisions, though immense, must be
dwindling. The Boer guns have a longer range
than those of the British. There are 10,000
Mauser rifles in reserve around Kimberley
alone. It is evident that the British have
entirely underestimated the strength of tho
Dutch, who made their preparations very
secretly, although our Government ought to
have been aware of what was going on. Sections
of Dutch sharp-shooters have been told off to
fire at our officers, and this accounts for the
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heavy proportionate loss among those com-
manding our forces. The Boer army, which in-
cludes Germans, Scandinavians, Hollanders,
French, and even British who have been forced
to join, will take a lot of beating, aud it is to
be feared that we will have to lose many more
lives before we can regain our supremacy.
After the war is over, there will no doubt be a
great rush to the Transvaal, which is probably
the richest mineral country in the world, there
being abundance of gold, silver, copper, and
coal all over the land.

[We are indehted to Messrs Vair & McNairn,
Hawick, for allowing us the privilege of placing before
our readers the portrait of Mr Young, afong with the
interesting account of the Transvaal, which appeared
inBa {rcent number of **The Hawick News.”"—Ed.
‘e . .7’]

“®, 3 see the purple beatber.”

By James Masoy,
“Rose and  Thorn,” * Shingle

and Sand,” &c.

O, I see the purple heather,

Blushing through the August weather,
And I feel your touch upon me

Where the silver waters flow;

And you band your ear to lieten

Where the gentle wavelets glisten,
Singing, child-like, to the waters

In vour accents soft and low.

Author of

When the twilight shadows creeping
O’er the silant woodlande sleeping,
Brings a calmress to the spirit
TLat the Jay can ne’er bestcw,

Then I tee your bright eves beeming,
In the eweetness of my dreaming,
And the heart makes holy homage,
Finding heaven in their glow.

The above beautiful specimen of faultless
rhythm is quoted from *“When West Winds
Blow,” by Mr James Maben, a Border poet of
whem the Borderland is justly proud. On the
first appearance of the dainty little volume of
verse just referred to we wrote appreciatively
of the poet and his work, and we are pleased to
note that the book has passed iuto it second
edition. The volume is issued from the well-
known press of A. Walker & Som, Galashiels,
and should be possessed by all Borderers who
rejoice to see the cultivation of the muse among
the men of the present generation.

e
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BAILIE A. C. TELFER EDINBURGH.
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By AN EDINBURGH BORDERER.

N the public life of Edinburgh, Borderers
have played a conspicuous and hon-
ourable part. At the present moment

there are no fewer than six members of the
Edinburgh Borderers’ Union members of Town
Council. These are Bailie Telfer, Treasurer
Crauston, Judge Macpherson, and Councillors
Mallinson, Waterston, and Douglas, while the
town clerk, Mr Thomas Hunter, W.S,, is also
& member of the Borderers’ Union. The
present President of the Union—Mr H. W.
Hunter, J.P., it may also be pointed out, is an
ex-Councillor, and were we to take all those
with the particle “ex,” a formidable list could
be made out.

But the subject of our sketch—Bailie Telfer,
in some respects occupies a position, and has
had a career which is unique to that of any
of the others. For in a municipality which

ranks first in precedence in Scotland, and:

second in the Empire, and in a city which has
always been said to set considerable store on
social standing for its Magistrates, it is some-
thing to be proud of in being able to say that
the first working man to be elected to the
Council, and the first working man to be
elected to the magistracy, was a Borderer.
There is no denying the genuineness of the

one, for it cannot be pronounced without re-
calling the well-known Border ballad “Jamie
Telfer o’ the Fair Dodhead.” Indeed, the
Bailie in physical appearance might sit for a
picture of what we might conceive the doughty
Borderer to be. There is a certain sternness
of aspect, which, however, covers a kindly
heart beneath, and an air of resolute deter-
minaticn about the man, while the tenacity
with which he holds to his opinions when
formed, is quite as great as the anxiety and
perseverance shown by his namesake in trying
to recover his stolen kye. Were the Bailie
at all anxious to construct a genealogical tree,
we believe he could trace his descent from the
famous Border character. But questions of
genealogy do not interest him, he is of too
practical turn of mind for thst.

Andrew Cowan Telfer was born about fifty- -
four years ago at the farm-place of Lethen,
in the parish of Southdean, the parish where
the author of the “Seasons” spent his youthful
years. He came of a race of shepherds, who
from father to son, in a sort of apostolical suc-
cession, carried on the calling. His father was
one of those who came out at the Disruption
and helped to form the Free Church congre-
gation of Wolflee, and his son Andrew, being
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ing to Presbyterian traditions, took the min-
ister's name of Cowan. The future Bailie
attended the parish school of ClLesters and
speaks highly of the education which was there
given. Up wo the age of sixteen, he had in
the summer, and other odd times, helped his
father, but at that age he dJefinitely gave up
the idea of a pastoral for a mechanical lite,
and was apprenticed to Gilbert Amos, the joiner
in the village of Chesters, and father of the
present Councillor Amos of Leith. After com-
pleting his apprenticeship he came to Edin-
burgh in 1867 or 1868. Here he attended the

From Photo by

evening classes in the Watt Institution for
one or two sessions and also connected him-
gelf with the Watt Literary Society. The
affairs of his own trade also soon began to
occupy a good deal of his attention, and he was
sent as one of the representatives of the Joiners
to the Trades Council. The Trades Council
of the day produced not a few men who in
succeeding years rendered good service to the
city, one of these, Councillor Cubie, being at
present an esteemed member of the Town
Council.

Mr Telfer, after being a representative for

SOUTHDEAN.

some time was elected to the chair, and for
three years he held this post. The principal
event in his chairmanship was the great
popular demonstration in Edinburgh on the
rejection by the House of Lords of the Franchise
Kill in 1884. It was at Mr Telfer’s suggestion
that the idea of having a demonstration of the
working classes was taken up, and was a huge.-
success.

When the Commission on the Housing of
the Poor came to Edinburgh, Mr Telfer was
appointed by the Trades Council to give evid-
ence on the part of the working classes. He

Walter Amos, Edinburgh.

laid down three conditions which, in his opinion,
were essential to a satisfactory settlement of
this important question. Briefly stated they
were, power to Town Councils to acquire land
at a reasonable valuation ; money to be lent by
Government at a low rate of interest; aund
simplification of transfer and sale. It will be-
seen that his method of dealing with the
question went to the root, and there is little
doubt that these would, if carried out, help very
materially the solution of the problem.

The Trades Council during Mr Telfer’s career
rroduced a scheme with regard to the re-divis-
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ion of the city consequent upon the passing of the
Redistribution of Scats Act. Although pro-
duced too late to be adopted in whole, a sug-
gestion in regard to the East Division of the
city was adopted.

When the questicn of having direct repre-
sentatives of the working classes on the School
Board was raised, Mr Telfer was selected as
one of three gentleren to stand in their inter-
est. The three were all elected, and thougn
Mr Telfer did not head the poll so far as figures
were concerned (although he was third), he
had the greater distinction of having the largest

From Photo by

nrumber of individual voters, a strong tesii-
mony to the esteem in which he was held. It
may be said that the three gentlemen uall
justified the choice of the ratepayers, and in
their conduct on the Board showed by the
broad commonsense view they took of ques-
tions, that they were capable of viewing these
not from the somewhat narrow standpoint of
a class, but from the larger one of the good of
the community as a whole.

While referring to Mr Telfer’s educational
work it may be as well to state here that he
strongly opposed the scheme for the diversion

SOUTHDEAN [CHURCHYARD.
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of the funds of George Heriot’s Hospital, and
appeared before the Endowed Schools Com-
mission, and also did a lot of lobbying in the
House of Commons. Though the passing of
the Free Education Act, later, to a large extent
met, in the matter of education, the class for
whom the benefits of the foundations were
intended, yet he looked with distrust upon the
alienation of the funds of an institution from
the class which the testator had in view, in
order that another and entirely different class
might benefit.

In 1889 Mr Telfer was asked to stand as the

Walter Amos, Edinburgh.

representative of St Cuthbert’s Ward in the
Town Council, one of the largest Wards in the
city with a large working-class population, hut
also with a very large villa class. At that time
party feeling ran very high. The Council had
in the July previous, by a majority, conferred
the freedom of the city on Mr Parnell, and it
was the party which had been identified with
this which asked Mr Telfer to stand.  The
other side brought forward Mr R. A. Lockhart,
a gentleman well versed in public questions,
who had taken a prominent part in city affairs,
The contest was a keen one, but Mr Telfer wus
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returned by a majority of 164, in a total poll
of 3060, being the first working-man to be
elected to the Town Council of Edinburgh.
There were many who shook their heads at the
idea of a working man being returned to the
Town Council, and prophesied that he would
simply be the mouthpiece of his class, and sub-
ordinate the general to the particular good.
How these predictions have been falsified sub-
sequent events have proved, and it is not too
much to say that by his conduct as a Couneillor
Mr Telfer has raised his class in the estimation
of the public, and has conclusively shown that
there are men in his station of life with as
great an aptitude for public affairs and as
capable of taking a statesman-like view of ques-
tions as those of any other class. Since Bailie
Telfer was elected he has never had {o contest
his seat, a proof that the Ward generally is
satisfied with the way in which he has repre-
sented them. Inthe work of the Town Council
he has taken a full share, and been most faith-
ful and diligent in the discharge of his duties,
and this is the more to his credit, as it has
been mostly done at a pecuniary sacrifice. Bailie
Telfer, it may be stated, is still a working
joiner, his employer being Mr James Steel, a
present member of the Town Council, and a
former Bailie. By arrangement he is allowed
to leave his work to attend Council and other
meetings. Though Mr Steel and Bailie Telfer
have been in the Council together during all
the latter’s period of service, the fact that the
one is the employer and the other the employee
has never militated against their absolute in-
dependence of action. In all their municipal
work each has retained the esteem of the
other, a state of matters which is honourable
alike to both.

An evidence of the opinion entertained by
the Council of Mr Telfer’s abilities was his
unanimous election to the position of Convener
of the Plans and Works Committee, one of the
cutstanding committees of the Council and
cne of the most important. During his term
of office a new fire station for the city—replete
with all the most modern appliances—was
begun and is now nearly completed. The staff
of the Fire Brigade has also been reorganised,
and is now one of the most efficient in the
country. In connection alse with the amal
gamation of the city with Portobello, a large
amount of work fell on Bailie Telfer’s depart-
ment. -

In regard to the electric light undertaking,
he was among the very first who strongly
advocated that this should be managed by the
city and not by a private company. The
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magnificent success of the undertaking has
justified the position faken up by those who
were in favour of the town having the control.
He was also in favour of the town teking over
the tramways, and, generally speaking, his
policy has been to strongly support all move-
ments for placing under the control of the
people those undertakings, such as gas, water,
electrio lighting, &c., which derive their value
principally from the prosperity of the town.
He is, in fact, prepared in these matters to go
a good length in the way of what may be called
municipal socialism.  Another subject which
has engaged his attention is that of the :housing
of the slum poor, and he has been at enormous
pains by personal visitation and otherwise to
get at the root of this question.

In November of last year Mr Telfer was
elected a Bailie. The place was not at all of
Mr Telfer's seeking; indeed, he was only in-
duced to stand under strong pressure. Mr
Telfer was proposed by Mr Mallinson, the
working-man representative of St George’s
Ward, in an adwmirable speech, and seconded
by Sir James A. Russell, an ex-Lord -Provost,
and elected, being the first working-man to
attain this honour in Edinburgh.

Bailie Telfer is no believer in short-cuts to the
millenium ; on the contrary he is of the opinitn -
that the working classes have to a large extent
to work out their own social salvati~n, and
the best means of equipping them forthis work.
he holds, is education. He, therefore, strongly
supported the Public Library movement in
Edinburgh, and was one of the promoters of the
unsuccessful plebiscite to establish a Free Lib-
rary in the city, and took part in the move-
ment which led to the establishment of the
present Public Library and branches. He has
heen on the Library Committee almost since he
entered the Town Council.

Perhaps there is no work of a public kind
in which Bailie Telfer has taken part that
afforded him greater satisfaction than the
formation of the Conciliation Board for the
building trades in Edinburgh. The object of
the Board was to prevent strikes, and during
the whole time it was in existence it was suc-
cessful. The Board consisted of seven repre-
sentatives from employers and seven from the
men, with an oversman chosen mutually, the
Board having to be re-constituted annunlly.
Once a year the representatives met and dis-
cussed the situation, and in the event of any
difference the oversman was called in, whose
decision was final. The scheme worked satis-
factorily for a period until it was broken up.
We believe the reason which led to this was
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that the places of some of the employers on
the Board were taken by others whose sym-
pathies were more with a movement of a
different kind—a federation of all the trades.
At any rate, to the regret of many, the scheme
was allowed to drop. We understand that the
experiment was watched with great interest by
the Board of Trade to see if it might not form
the basis of a scheme for the establishment of
a tribunal for the settlement of labour disputes.
The Bailie is strongly opposed to strikes, being
of opinion that they are a barbarous and costly
method.

It only remains to be added that politically
Bailie Telfer is a Radical, and ecclesiastically
a Free Churchman, being a member of Free
St Luke’s congregation. Though he has been
elected to the eldership he has never accepted
the office. He is a Justice of the Peace for the
Ccunty of the City of Edinburgh, and as a
Bailie of the city he is an Adwiral of the Forth.

In conclusion, we think that we may say that
Bailie Telfer is a man of whom Borderers may
be proud, and is worthy of a place in the
BorpeErR Magazing Gallery of Fame.

Fames Veitcb of Incbbonny.
THIRD AND CONCLUDING PAPER.

By Geo. WaATSON.

of science, Veitch found time to apply

himself to the making of scientific in-
strmpents, and in this he excelled, erpecially
in the constructing of telescopes. He must
have commenced very early in life to inves-
tigate the method and laws of the casting of
specula, for he was but twenty when Brewster,
then ten, made the telescope under his direc-
tion. The first telescope that Veitch himself
constructed was a reflector—15 inches long—-
made from a speculum given him by Mr Alex.
Scott, son of Mr George Scott. of Falla. The
pursuit which he preferred most was the con-
structing of telescopes, and, always painstak-
ing, he calculated the curvature of the various
specula, and also of the lenses for achromatic
object-glasses, with the greatest care. Need-
less to say, Veitch improved in the making of
telescopes by practice. In 1818 he is termed
“one of the very best makers of telescopes now
living,” and in 1831 we find that Brewster, in
his life of Newton (p. 218) classes him among
the chief telescope makers, when, taking a re-
trospect of scientific progress, he remarks on

NOTWITHSTANDING bis earnest pursuit

the “great contrast between the loose specula
of Gregory, and the fine Gregorian telescopes
of Hadley, Short, and Veitch.” In those latter
days the telescopes were tested by directing
them toward the “King of the Wood,” a noble,
stalwart oak, situated up the Jed, nearly a
mile from Inchbonny, and, there generally
being some birds on the topmost branches of

" this lofty tree, if the telescope by day could

define the eyes of any of the aerial flock, it
was deemed worthy to be turned towards the
stars at night. But this stage of perfection
was not reached all at once, the initiatory steps
having to be ascended. From what we learn.
it appears that at first the tubes of the tele
scopes, however good the speculn may have
been, were of by no means elaborate make, for
we find Brewster, writing to his. friend in
October, 1800, stating—while giving a descrip-
tion of a 2} inch Newtonian reflector which he
had seen—*“It is fitted up in a fine brass tube,
and mounted on an excellent stand. whereas
ours bear a greater resemblance to coffins and
waterspouts than anything else.” In the Dec-
ember of 1800 he secured an excellent speculuin
for a seven feet reflecting telescope, which
showed images with great distinctness. In
August, 1812, writing to Brewster, he promises
him, as a specimen of his workimnanship, a
small reflector, the tube to be of son:ething like
the following dimensions: --length, 9 inches ;
diameter, 2} inches. In April, 1816, we find
Brewster writing to Veitch soliciting him to
make some experiments on the difference of
light-giving power between the Gregorian and
Cassegrainian telescopes, both classes being re-
flectors, the only differences being that the
small speculum of the Gregorian telescope is
concave, while that of the Cassegrainian is
convex, and the Cassegrainian is shorter than
the Gregorian telescope. It appears that on
reflection from a concave speculum more light
is lost than by reflection from a convex, which
difference of quantity Brewster here asks
Veitch to determine. Veitch made several ex-
periments on that subject, and came to the
conclusion that, when the telescope is a short
one, the Cassegrainian has the superiority by
one-third over the Gregorian, but with larger
powers they showed equally well on Saturn and
certain double stars. About this time he con-
structed a Gregorian telescope, which, accord-
ina to his own description. was “31 inches focus,
diameter of metal 5} inches. Tt is first a Gre-
gorian telescope with two sets of eye-glasses,
magnifying 78 and 150, and then a Cassegrain-
ian telescope with magnifying powers of 173
and 300: with the power of 173 Cassegrain-
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ian, it is equally .bright and distinct as the
power of 150 Gregorian. I see Jupiter’s belts
exceedingly well, and the disc of Jupiter, round
and well-defined, with the last power of 300.”
This telescope he sold for £21. In 1821 he
received an order, through Brewster, for a
telescope—a Gregorian reflector, which order
was from Professor Schumacher of Altona,
Hamburg, and the instrument—which was to
be one of his best—when completed, was of the
fcllowing dimensions : focal length, 32 inches ;

aperture, 5 inches. It proved to be a splen-
did article. Another was constructed on the
same plan for Lord Minto, and a third for his
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electric machines, and even spectacles, engaged
his attention. In the year 1810 he turned his
hand to the making of a hydrometer—of beech-
wood—a simple and ingenious instrument. It
was, however, pronounced by Brewster to be
defective and not to be relied on for mea.surmg
the variations of mcisture.

The making of thermemeters also fell under
his notice, at the manufacturing of which he
was an adept. The last piece of work which
he accomplished before being overtaken by his
last illness was the constructicn of two ther-
mometers, “finished with all his wonted accur-
acy and delicacy of execution.”

JEDRURGH IN 18]2,

son, the Rev. Dr Veitch. One of the tele-
scopes that Veitch himself used was a five feet
Gregorian reflector. It may be here mentioned
that the only telescope poscessed by Mary
Somerville was made by Veitch, while he also
constructed and supplied telescopes to, among
many others, Sir Walter Scott, Sir Thomas M.
Brisbane, Sir Henry McDougall, Dr Thomas
Somerville, minister of Jedburgh parish, and
Mr Rutherfurd of Edgerston.

Nor did the constructing of telescopes occupy
all his spare time. The making of barometers,

The timepiece likewise received his attention,
und he made a clock fcr Sir Walter Scott,
which the novelist invited him to bring over to
Abbotsford when the building of that residence
was completed, as “he would then have a
better and more distinguished place for the
work of his (Veitch’s) hands.”

Veitch also made a study of Survey work, and
the Earl of Minto and he made many measure-
ments of heights and distances, “the use of the
barometer being carefully tested by the circle
cr sextant.”
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Nor was the microscope without a place in
the rtudies of this natural genius; indeed, he
was greatly interested not only in the con-
struction, but also in the management of it.
Sir David Brewster, having broken the object-
glasses of his microscope, wrote Veitch (9th
August, 1812), asking hin to furnish him with
two glasses for the same, and, in giving the
dimensions of the glasses, says that he could
not get these in all Edinburgh, and, not having
confidence in the city opticians, prefers to give
the order to Veitch. Sir David Brewster, on
another occasion, sent him “a fragment of gar-
net, but cannot see how you can get it cut at
Jedburgh.” But Brewster was mistaken in
the calibre of the man, and it is this same piece
of mineral which he speaks of in his Treatise
on Optics (p. 337-8), when he states, “Mr Veitch
of Inchbonny, has likewise executed some re-
markable garnet lenses out of a Greenland
specimen of that mineral given to me by Sir
Charles Giesecké”; and in his Treatise on the
Microscope (p. 24) he makes the following
tribute to Veitch with reference to the garnet :
“ We have used lenses made of this substance by
Mr Hill, Mr Adie, and Mr Veitch, all of which
exhibit minute objects with admirable accur-
acy and precision.” Veitch did not, unfortun-
ately, utilise all his time to such advantage,
much of it being spent in common mechanical
work—in the making of tubes, stands, and
other such things, which the ordinary work-
man could have done as weli, but this sort of
employment Veitch took great delight in.

Veitch’s profession, as alrcady remarked, was
that of ploughmaker. Not content with the
plan of the plough of his day, Veitch sought,
by aid of calculation and experiment, to im-
prove on it, and he was so far successful there-
in that there was a large demand for his make,
he having lightened them and relieved the
draught. He contributed articles on these im-
provements to the “Edinburgh Encyclopsedia.”
In 1805, and again in 1808, he seems to have
made other improvements, the former of which
was noticed in the “Edinburgh Magazine,” an:l
the latter he was asked by Brewster to write
a description, and give a drawing of, in order to
be published in the “Encyclopeedia.” To Admiral
John Elliot of Monteviot (who defeated privateer
Thurot off the Isle of Man, 1760), Veitch was
indebted more than to any other for assistance
in this department, he having lent Veitch many
books on ploughs and ploughmaking which he
could not have got otherwise. He also broucht
about. a ploughing match at Timpendean, a

number of influential gentlemen being
present, at which Veitch’s ploughs were proved
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to be quite superior to all the others, on account
of which he received a large number of orders
from all parts of the kingdom. Veitch did not,
with'all his various pursuits, fail to find time
to take up the pen. His correspondence with
Brewster was in itself an Encyclopedia of
scientific facts, which correspondence Brewster
much appreciated, especially the results of his
experiments and observations. Some of these
8o interested his quondam pupil that he would
say in his reply, “I shall print them in the
next number of the Juurnal”; while his ex-
periments on the difference between the Gre-
gorian and Cassegrainian telescopes Mr Play-
tair intended to publish in the *lransactions,”
Veitch also writing a paper on his “method of
Casting and Grinding Specula” for the same
publication. At another time Brewster ex-
pects “much valuable assistance in the article
Grinding for the Encyclopsedia.” In 1826 he
published his “Tables for converting the
Weights and Measures hitherto used in Rox-
burghshire into the Imperial Standards’---a
24-page pamphlet, published (by Walter
Easton, Jedburgh,) by authority of the Justices
of the Peace. Veitch also served for a con-
siderable period in the volunteers, and was an
oxcellent marksman.

He was married when he was about thirty-
one years of age. His wife (Betty Robson)
appears to have participated in her husband’s
love for astronomy. Mary Somerville remarks

“of her that she “seemed to be a person of in-

telligence, for I remember seeing her come
from the washing-tub to point out the planet
Venus while it was still daylight.” Veitch had
three sons and four daughters. William
Veitch, his eldest son, possessed all his father’s
zeal for making telescopes, born 1805, died
24th July, 1888, aged 83 years; Rev. James
Veitch, D.D., who became one of the ministers
of St Cuthbert’s, Edinburgh—born 1807, died
11th April, 1879, aged 72; John Veitch, born
in the year 1814, was a lad 'of great promise
in the scientific world, but was cut off at the
early age of 17—died 23rd January, 1831. Of
the four daughters the only survivor is Miss
Betty Veitch, New Bongate, Jedburgh. In
the year 1818 Veitch lost his father—William
Veitch, wright (died 24th August, aged 80
years), and five years later lost his mother (died
22nd April, 1823), aged 84.

The character of Veitch is in many respects
worthy of imitation. He was very devout, and
was an elder of the Jedburgh Parish Church,
of which he was also precentor. He observed
the Sabbath day with much reverence and
regularly maintained family worship. Al-
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though of a quiet, simple, and unpretending
wanner, he often indulged in a scientific prank.
It is said that, had he fully known his powers,
been actuated by ambition, or followed the
advice of friends such as Sir Walter Scott, he
would have risen to distinction in other
spheres. He had a fine appearance, being tall,
handsome, and strongly built. He had an
extraordinary large, bald forehead, and pierc-
ing eyes, with keen, pepetrating glance. He
was shrewd, outspoken, and at times sarcastic,
and having many visitors when his fame had
spread, these visits taxed his patience very
much. Especially by those of the female sex,
unversed in scientific natters, was he bothered.
Of these he would bitterly complain, saying,
“What should they do but ask silly questions,
when they spend their lives in doing naething
but spatting muslin!” Veitch was in his latter
days old beyond his years. His health began
to fail and the body no longer possessed ite
wonted strength. The mind, however, per-
formed its functions, while the fingers retained
their former activity. “Notwithstunding the
bodily prostration which 1apidly cnsued, his
:uind retained its full powers until two days
before the end, and then wandered into the
belief, full of solemn and joyful truth, that
he was on a long journey, and that he was going
home.”. . . Hespoke repeatedly of the mystery
of man’s being, and the close alliance, yet cle.r
distinction, between mind and body. testing
the continued soundness of intellect by his
ability to go through a process of calculation.
ilis concern, however, was chiefly about thc
things of his peace; he expressed his deep
sense of sinfulness and his trust in redemption
through the blood of Christ. He frequently
requested the Scriptures to be read, especially
the Psalms and passages from the Gospel of
John, and also to have prayer offered in which
he might join: he seemed himself to be priv-
ately much engaged in commending himself
to the mercy of tha Saviour. Of his approach-
ing end he spoke with calmness and solemnity,
and, if not with assurance, yet with good hope
through grace. At length, on the morning of
the 10th June, 1838, his strength completely
failed, and he quietly departed to his rest in
the sixty-eighth year of his age.”*

®* Notes by Rev. Dr Veitch.

This and the two preceding papers which crigina'ly
np[pea,red in the “Jedburgh lg’:st" were afterwards
vrinted 1n pamphlet form for private circulation.
The illustrations here used are from photre kindly
lent by Mr James Veitch of Inchbonny. Ed. B.M.]

Tbe Muse of Parrow.

By SIR Grorck DouGLAs, Barr.

¢~ HE annual dinner of the Peeblesshire
L Society was held in Edinburgh on the

evening of the 5th December last. Sir
George Douglas occupied the chair, presiding
over a gathering of from forty to fifty gentle-
men, and in proposing the toast of the even-
ing, after congratulating the society on hav-
ing celebrated the 117th anniversary of its
birthday, proceeded as follows : —Gentlemen,
I have spoken of myself as an “outsider,” and
it is true that I cannot claim Peebleian kin-
dred or connection. And yet I think the
term was scarcely just; for [ cannot but be-
lieve in the essential unity of the Border coun-
try—of the Scottish Border country; and I
would venture to remind you that when an
artificial line, drawn across the ancient king-
dom_ of Northumbria, sundered the peoples to
its north and south, it but drove the northern
races into closer union, awalgamation and
consolidation more complete. And as for Rox-
burgh and Peebles, with Selkirk—the old
middle marches of the country—does not
Tweed bind us, with its silver thread, and
make us one? Its silver thread! And on that
thread are strung, like beads—lustreless gems
of some antique barbaric chaplet—the castles

‘of the land : ruinous Drummelzier, lofty-stand-

ing Tinnies, your stately pile of Neidpath,
Horsbrugh, Cardrona’s shattered tower, im-
memorial Marchidun or Roxburgh, the keep
of Norham, Berwick—warders, austere and
frowning, stationed at their posts for this pur-
pose, and for this alone: Border defence and
Border war! And this, 1 think, sirs, is the
character, as revealed by history, of our com-
mon Border land ; it is, above others, a land
of warfare, strenuous and valiant; and yet a
land where war’s asperities are tempered by
the civil tongue of song. For not to com-
merce, not to art, must we look, if we would
trace the courso of softening and refin-
ing influence through the historic ages
of our country. Not to these; but to the
untutored impulse of our native pastoral muse.
Our pastoral muse! A maiden of the wilds;
ond somewhat rude, perhaps, of nurture. And
et, methinks, she has a charm, a magic, of
er own, to tonch the /eart and hid the un-
practised tear spring to the eye—a charm
which none—no, none—of Latin culture, or
Pierian inspiration, has equalled or excelled!
Such power has nature “to snatch a grace he-
yond the reach of art.” Therefore give ne










THE BORDER MAGAZINE.

the muse of Yarrow, taking instead—if take
you must, tho’ dear—her of the fount Band-
usian, the Digentian stream, grots and re-
cesses by Lucretilis, and Anio’s ancient lyric
cadence, falling and “falling yet!” “Love thou
thy land!” so spake the clear and mellow-
throated Laureate, whose voice is but lately
stilled ; “Love thou thy land!” But oh, how
easy of obedience is this precept, when the
land is such as ours—so dowered with natural
beauty, so enriched by story, so renowned in
song! Gentlemen, the main object of our
Society is to foster and promote this love of
country ; may that Society flourish, as its
high object makes it worthy to do!

Ppoems,
Lyricat AND DESCRIPTIVE, *

EARING the above unpretentious title,
we have befcre us a goodly volume of
verse, much of it dealing with the Bor-

derland, which has evidently a very warm
corner in this poet’s heart. The book is well
described by the author in his preface thus:—

“Poetry, and by poetry I here mean verse, is a
province of things in which mediocri.y is well-nigi
intolerable; and, th ., We may say, & province
in which a success is seldom achieved. But let
us not be discouraged. Poetry,- we know, is per-
ennial in the human soul, and will spring u&ﬁhere
to the end of time. Nor is any true fountain of
poetry to be despised however tiny it be. The way-
gide well, hidden by nature’s growth, is generally a
verv small matter; yet it gratefully refreshes and
succours many a weary traveller; and no wise man
would abolish it because it is small. Nav.
Thanke to Heaven for blessings ]
Thanks for the tiny wayside well which offers gratis
its salvation to the sun-scorched, travel!-worn
wanderer! Thanks for the poet, however limited.
who, out of no mercenary motive, says a word lo
solace and invigorate our spirit!

This book contains a considerable number of poems,
chieflv on Scottish subjects; some of tnem written
during the twelve (ears I was a farmer on our
Scottish Border; some while I was engaged else-
where, and with very different occupations.”

The volume extends to 248 pages, and con-
tains 120 pieces, some of them of considerable
length. A wonderful variety of subjects are
touched upon by the kindly pen of the poet.
The book is one which we can take up at any
moment and derive pleasure from a perusal
of its pages, and we feel sure that it will make
a welcome addition to the ever-increasing
library of modern Border Poets. W s

nay !

* Poems, Lyrical and Descriptive, chiefly connected
with Edinburgh, the Lothians, and the Scottish
Border. By Robert Allan. Edinburgh: W. Smith
Elliot & Co.

reat and small!’
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Border Volunteers for the Front.

N Tuesday, 13th Februarv. the Volunteer
Service Company of the King’s Own
Scottish Borderers, to the number of

120, who had been drilled for a fortnight at the
regimental depot at Berwick, left there for
Southampton, where they embarked on the
following day in thesteamship Greek for South
Africa. The men, who consist of detachiments
from the Dumfries and Galloway Rifles, une
Border Rifles, and the Berwickshire Volunteer
Battalion of the King's Own Scottish Borderers,
were under Captain Haddon, Hawick ; Lieut.
Craig-Brown, Selkirk, in place of Lieutenant
Shortridge, of the Galloway Rifles, who has
been invalided by an attack of rheumatism ;
and Lieut. Stoddart, Greenlaw. On their
march from the barracks to the railway station,
they were headed by the Volunteer Brass Band
and the pipers of the K.0.8.B., their progress
through the streets being witnessed by large
crowds of people. At the railway station, the
Mayor (Mr D. Herriot, J.P.) and the Sheriff
(Major A. T. Robertson), Colonel Dixon, C.B.,
AD.C., commanding the 25th Regimental Dis-
trict, as well as several Volunteer officers from
the counties from which the Service Company
is drawn, were present to witness the depart-
ure of the men and to wish them God-speed
and a safe return.

New Music.—“I Like Auld Hawick the Best.”
Such is the title of a pleasant new song written
and composed by Tom Ker and arranged by
M. Rosenberg. It is published by Mr Adam
Grant, of 10 Bridge Street, Hawick, and is
sure to be popular with all lovers of the brave
old Border town. The musio is clearly nrinted,
and the accompaniments are not too difficult.
It is a pleasing feature of our times that such
songs are frequently being issued by our mod-
ern Border minstrels.

The following clever paragraph appeared in
a recent number of the M.S. Magazine of the
Glasgow Border Counties Literary Society:--
“Sappers and Miners for the front. The Bor-
der Whist Club is asked to supply members who
can handle a spade and are expert at shuffling.
They will be supplied with frequent changes of
suits, as their work will consist mostly of break-
ing new ground and cutting a good deal. Hearts
are frump, and any diamonds that are furned
up will fall to the finder. In all disputes as to
ownership, spades may be used as clubs.”
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The Border Reep.

Once more I am indebted to Sir George
Douglas for an interesting bit about Hogg, the
Ettrick Shepherd, which has come to him from
America. A gentleman in Cincinnati, after
referring to Sir George’s recent biography of
Hogg, thus writes:—

Feeling confident that you would be interested in
anything appertaining to this wonderful Scotchman,
I beg to say that as the executor and representative
of Robert Clarke of Cincinnati, Ohio, the old pub-
lisher, there has cime into my possession a snuff
box of James Hogg's. Mr Clarke was a particular
admirer of the works of the “Ettrick Shepherd,”
and like all Scotchmen, loyal to that country’s poets.
He had a great many editions of Burns, Scott, and
Hogg, and after the death of James Hogg, his widow
sent to him this snuff box. I enclose a copy of a
?Begvsspaper clipping of the “Cincinnati Daily” in

Sxurr-Box oF Hoee, THE Poer.—Yesterday we
had the pleasure of taking a ‘“pinch” from a snuff-
box, which was carried for many years by the Ettrick
Shepherd, the Scotch poet and author, James Hogg,
to whom it was presented by R. A. Smith, a musi-
cal composer, and an intimate friend of Mr Hogg.
It will remembered that the poet died in 1836,
gince which time, until recently, the relic has heen
kept by his widow. It is now in the pcssession of
Mr Robert Clarke, of the firm of Patterson & Clarke,

ksellers, in Sixth Street, to whom it was sent

by Mrs Hogg.

This box is what in Scotland is denominated a
“‘gnuff mull,” being made from a cow’s horn turned
into a very pretty shape. 'The cap, or cover, a piece
of variegated goat’s horn, set in a silver band around
the mouth of the mull, forme the fastening. On the
lower band is engraved: “T'o Mr James Hogg, from
his friend, R. A. Smith.” Engraved on the band of
the lid is ““To Robert Clark, from Mrs M. Hogg,
1655.”” The actual value of this relic may not be
great, but the associations linked around it—the fact
of its having been the pocket companion of one of
Scotin’e sweetest bards, and most faithful authors,
of its having often passed atound the board when
these worthies who directed “Old Ebony, met in
the ““Noctes Ambrusians,’” attach to it a value not
to be reckoned in dollars and cents.

% # * *

Methinks that lovers of Shakespeare, and
there are not a few among the readers of the
BorpEr MaGAzINE, would only be too delighted
if any relics connected with the Bard of Avon
could be discovered. I feel confident that some-
thing of importance will yet be discovered
which will throw some more light on the life of
the world’s greatest dramatist. The following
news-cutting seems to give grounds for such a
hope : —

The latest Shakespeare story, which comes by way
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of the ‘“Frankfurter Zeitung’’ and the Berlin ror-
respondent of the ‘“Standard,” is, to eay the least,
a remarkable one. The question has often been asked
why Shakespeare removed Hamlet, who was born
in Jutland, to the castle of Kronborg, near Heisin-
io , or Llsinore, in Seeland; and how he came to
ave such a curiously exact knowledge of the local
conditions of the little seaport. These questions are
answered by an old document found a short time
ago in the archives of Helsingor. In the said docu-
ment one is informed that the burgomaster of the
town a wooden fence erected in the year 1585,
and that this fence was destroyed by a troupe of
English actors. The names of the latter are men-
tioned, and amongst them are found some of whom
one knows for certain that theay were members of
Shakespeare’s company. From this it is concluded
that this troupe, or several members thereof, had
given representations in the year named in Hel-
singor, and that Shakespeare had obtained from
them a description of the castle of Kronborg and its
neighbonrhoo({.

% # # &

All eyes are turned to South Africa at
present, and I am afraid thut were it possible
for President Kruger to visit our Borderland
just now, he would get a reception which
would be not only warm but decidedly hot.
It was different, however, in 1880, for in that
year the redoubtable “Oom Paul” was the
guest of Lord Reay at Laidlawstiel. I am not
suprised to learn that Mr Kruger was delighted
with the scenery of the Borders, and said that
it reminded him of portions of Natal.

£ *

In the September 1898 number of the
BorpER MAgAzINE there is a drawing of “Old
Q,” who was born in Peebles, and who is called
the “degenerate Douglas” by Wordsworth,
because he cut down so many of the famous
Neidpath yews, and in other ways despoiled
the family estates. The ohequered career of
many members of this branch of the Douglas
family is recalled by the recent death of the
Marquis of Queensberry. The following news-
puper paragraphs are of considerable interest to
Borderers : —

The Marquis of Queensberry, whose death is
announced, represented a branch of the great Douglas
family which had a bend sinister in its early dais,
but which rose to be one of high importance in the

orders. The best-remembered, though not by any
means the best, member of the family was “Old Q.”,
the last of the Douglas Dukes of Queensberry, the
typical eighteenth “fin de siecle’’ aristocratic roue.

e and the late peer’s ancestor who succeeded to
the older Queensberry titles were but remotely con-
nected, yet something of the same blood must have
tainted ‘both. }

When “Old Q.” died the greater part of his estates
went by the entail to the Duke of Buccleuch, as
well as his ducal title, but it is a mistake to imagine,
as some writers do, that the successor to the mar-
quisate got nothing. As matter of fact the Marquis
of Queensberry inherited estates belonging to “Old

Q.”" in the parishes of Cummertrees, Lochmaben,
Mouswald, Tinwald, and 'l'orthorwald of the annua,
value of over £12,000. Most of these have, however,
been sold, and it is to be feared that the new mar-
quis will cut but a poor figure territorially as com-
pared with his ancestors.

The kindest thing to say about the late Marquis of
Queensberry is that he belonged to a family which
through several generations has been eccentric to
the verge of insanity. Almost the only inorough.y

.sane and satisfactory member of the famiky during

tue last century was the Marquis’s own eluest son,
Lord Drumlanrig, whom Lord Koseberry raised to
the Engiish peerage as word Hilhead for the con-
venience of having him by his side as private secre-
tary in the Upper House at the time when he was
Foreign Secretary. Lord Hilhead was a man of
character as well as intellectual brilliance, ana his
sad death by a gun accident was one of the greatest
misfortunes which ever befel this unbhappy brancn
of the house of Douglas.

Lord Douglas of Hawick and Tibbers, who now
becomes Marquis of Queensberry, saw a good deal
of life in the Australian bush a few years ago. He
knocked about the Westralian goldfields for some
time, and was likely to remain connected with them
after his return home, but by degrees he drifted out
of the Colonial circle. Lord Percy Douglas, as he
was then, for his elder brother was still alive, made
manv friends on the diggings.

* * »

From the “Southern Reporter” I cull the fol-
lowing notice of an old established Border pub-
lication : —"The Border Almanac” (3d, by pust,
6d) published by J. & J. H. Rutherford, Kelso,
is this year somewhat behind its usual tume
of issue, but, come when it may, its appearance
is always welcome to those who have learned
its value as a book of handy reference for in-
formation on Border matters ; and for 1900 it
is not less full of it than its predecessors. It
presents among its varied and useful contents,
official lists of the Courts and Boards of the
Border counties, and statistical tables and par-
ticulars which are not to be found elsewhere 1n
such clear detail. The obituary department
of the publication has always been interesting,
and the notices of distinguished Borderers
whose names appear in the death roll of last
year is not less so. The last of the worthies
of whom memorial notices are given is Major-
General Wauchope, who had a close connection
with Yetholm; and the benefits he conferred
on the villages in the matter of water supply.
and otherwise, established his claim to be ranked
among philanthropic men in the Border coun-
try. Mr James H. Rutherford, who has had
much to do with the getting up of the Almanac
since its commencement in 1867, and “now
verging on his &1st year,” intimates that he
must now withdraw from work in connection
with it, and addresses a few farewell words of
thanks and good wishes to its readers and sub-
scribers.

DOMINIE SAMPSON.
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The Late adr H. 3. Tlaitt,
Jedburgb.

N London on the 28th of November last,
there passed away in his 80th year a

. native of the county town whose memory
will long remain green to a large circle of
friends. Mr Andrew John Waitt was born and

From Photo by

spent the first twenty years of his life in Jed-
burgh. He then spent many years in Glasgow,
but afterwards, on grounds both of health and
business, removed to London, where the latter
half of his life has been spent, and during
which period he has seen far less of his native
county than he desired. His father, for whom
he ever retained a high esteera, followed the

MR A. J. WAITT,

honourable and useful, but far from lucrative,
occupation of a schoolmaster, and his favourite
amusement was fishing. On these fishing ex-
cursions by the sylvan banks of Jed or Teviot.
his younger son often accompanied him, and
no doubt in this way benefited a constitution
never very robust. Like Andrew Mercer, the
tailor poet,

G. W, Austen, London, W.

“When lifo was ioung and free from care,
Ho breathed the healthful gale

That swept along the hills and glens
Of bonnie Teviotdale.”

When about fifteen his mother met in the street
the bluff old Provost Hilson, who sixty-five
years ago presided over the town’s civic affairs.
“Well, Mrs Waitt,” said the Provost, in his
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cheery way, “what are the boys doing? send
them to the mill, can't you; ye're sae d—d
prood.” The boy, however, did not go to the
mill, but was bound apprentice to Adam Turn-
bull, bookseller and bookbinder, Market Place,
with whom he spent five years. It may have
been partly owing to this occupation that he
got a taste for literature, and especially poetry,
which he always retained. From his youth up
it was a pleasure to him to learn poetry by
heart, and the stores he had in this way acquired
were quite remarkable. Asked on one occasion
to read a paper in connection with a literary
society, he so far overcame his native modesty
as to consent. He introduced his paper by the
appropriate wotto, * I have made a nosegay of
wild flowers with nothing of my own but the
string that ties them,” and for nearly an hour
delighted his audience with a beautiful selection
of poetry largely quoted extempore. He could
even make his poetical acquirements tell in
business. On one occasion he had been esti-
mating for some work when the year was just
about closing. The buyer said, I don’t see
much advantage ; we may as well stick to the
old people.” Mr Waitt at once replied,

“Ring out the old, ring in the new,
Ring out the false, ring in the true ”

and got the order.

It is not possible to convey to outsiders the
full impression of his genial and sunny nature,
of his playful fancy and quiet humour, the little
flashes of wit, with never a trace of malice,
which always characterised him. Never very
successful in money-making, he was the far tiner
character of a diffuser of happiness to those who
knew him best. He had a distinctly artistic
faculty, and loved the drama, though never very
much of a theatre-goer. He had an eye for
painting and architecture and scenery, but,
above all, he loved his home, where he always
said the real enjoyment of life was to be found.
Like Dr Johnson, he enjoyed the company of
congenial spirits, younger than himself in years,
though not in life or gaiety. A quiet, but not
very quiet, rubber in such company was his
delight, and as he trumped a fat trick he sim-
ply sparkled with enjoyment.

Time would utterly fail to tell of the boyish
remembrances of his native town, which were
both numerous and interesting : the old “char-
acters” of that now far-off period—the political
contests, snatches of sharp sayings and of satiri-
cal verses, and of much besides. It must suffice
to mention one. He lived through the stormy
times of 1832, and distinctly remembered Sir
Walter Scott, in »n outburst of passion, saying,

“I care for you no more than for the braying
of the beasts of the field.” A howl of execration
was the rejoinder, quickly followed by the ery,
“Burke Sir Walter,” and it was always his belief
that the rash old Tory had a narrow escape.
Mr Waitt leaves a sorrowing widow, the faithful
partner of his joys and sorrows for half a oen-
tury, and four loving and devoted children, and
now sleeps his last sleep in Finchley Cemetery.
“ Life's fitful fever o’er.”

A Dream of the Past.
A Borbper lbyLL.

¢ HE green hills fall back on one side from
L the roadway; on the other side the
greener fields sweep down to the river.
High over the backs of the distant mountains
the sun sends out a glancing ray, which tells
by its upward cast that the day is done; while
higher still, against the blue of the autuinn
sky, floats the magic form of a hawk, that
gazes off into the realms voward which the
sun is passing, with a seeming knowledge of
the future denied to the denizens of the earth.
Down the vale to the east, the hills are of
a softer outline, and lie with their brows
bathed in the sunshine which has left the
upper glens. The scene is of such beauty,
peace, and sadness, that the solitary way-
farer is moved by feelings he cannut express.
What man ever expressed those feelings vet,
except in the finest poetry. Oh, the glory and
delight of those golden-tipped, autumn hills
of Yarrow! Silent lies the deep, dark loch;
silent stand the sentinel hills around, their
slopes in shadow, but their brows in glory,
the purple-yellow glory of the evening light.
It were sacrilege to move in such surround-
ings ; all life has flown from the scene, leaving
rothing but the silence of the everlasting hills,
with the occasional cry of a shepherd, heard
as if uttered by the shadows on the upland.
But the edge of the gold creeps slowly up-
wards, till only the tips of the distant heights
are still alight; then, without warning, the
picture becomes one of greyish-purple out-
lines and deeper black shadows, over-arched
by the pale blue sky, in whose eastern por-
tion several starry discs tell of other.worlds.
Night has come; and yet the day lingers, for
here and there a little cloud still turns a rosy
flank towards the west; but the night sounds
are with us, those eerie, wailing sounds of the
uplands, the calls from shadow-land. The
whaup on the moorland whistles and curlews,
the peewit in the meadow answers; back and
forth swing the cries, now faint behind a knoll,
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now clear in the air above, now mingling with
the shriek of the wandering owl, while, as
the breeze comes fresh down the vale, the
sound of the river comes with it, like a sigh
for the day that is past.

Oh, wild is the sough of the strong-rushing river:

Obh, sad are the cries from the muirland so lone;
While up by the linn the pale birk-tree doth

quiver,
And sighs, with the ssh, for the day that is gone

Frcm Photo by

Ah, why do I love thee, thou wild Border upland *
Tllnly ::;ret, what is it, that’s wrapt round my
ea
In drvemland I see thee; in songland I hear thee;
No othie delight can my soul from thee part.

Is’t thy beauty, thy etery, thy songs, or thy people?
I know not; but ever thou’rt first in my thought;
I kli%w ;hat I love thee. What more can I tell
00
In thee do I find the sweet rest that I’ve sought.
HARRY FRABER.

TROOPFR A. S. DUNN,

THE BORDER MAGAZINE.

Thbe Aate Trooper H. S. Punn,
fMelrose.

€, ROOPER A. S. DUNN of the Imperial

Light Horse, who was killed during the
o Boer assault on Ladysmith, on January
6th, was a Borderer, belonging to Melrose,
and a great grandson of the late Sir David

his Sister.

Brewster. He had been in Africa barely a year
when the war broke out, and was amongst the
first to volunteer, passing the severe tests of
the above corps with distinction. He served
in it for three months, and had taken part in
four engagements.

b8
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H Border pPoet of the Earlier balf
of the Century.

By ALEx. OLIVER, B.A., D.D.

¢ HE traveller by the Waverley route from

Hawick to Hexham, after leaving the

main line at Riccarton; passes the rural
station of Saughtree. The place is quiet and
lonely, and recalls Wordsworth’s description,
applied to Yarrow, of “pastoral melancholy.”
Here lived and laboured one who is not yet
quite forgotten in his native borderland, al-
though many years have gone since he was
gathered to his fathers, and who has left both
in lyric and ballad form what is fitted to
charm. We refer to James Telfer, who held
the post of teacher in a small school there, on
the modest salary, besides a dwelling-house, of
not more than twenty pounds a year.

Telfer was born near Oxnam in the early
part of the century, and, disliking the care of
sheep in which he first engaged, he sought and
gained employment among the shepherds as
a teacher of their children. The other day we
foregathered with an octogenarian on the North-
umbrian side of the Border, who had been
one of his pupils at Jedhead, and who had very
vivid memories of him. From the distance of
the parochial school, and the roughness of the
roads, the shepherds had to combine for edu-
cation; and, according to our octogenarian
friend, this was the method followed :—The
schoolroom was fixed at the shepherd’s hcuse
st Jedhead, from its central position; hut
Telfer was a peripatetic lodger. The parents
of the children lodged and boarded him “time
sbout,” as they phrased it, the number of
weeks’ board in each family being regulated
by the number of children it had under tuition.
Those who had the larger number kept him
fcr a longer time, and those who had the
smaller kept him for a shorter.

Both on his pupils and their parents he left
very deeply marked the impress of his per-
sonality ; and for many a long year after the
name of “Jamie Telfer” was a household word
with them. His rhyming propeusities got to
be known, and sometines a sly look of a pupil
from slate or copy-book would discover him
in what was described a8 “a brown study,” and
by and by the youngsters would be tickled by
hearing his quiet laugh. The brain of their
dominie was then busy with fairy song or satir-
ical ballad. It was at this time (about 1821)
that he wrote and got printed on a broadside
his famous ballad of “Lang Eaby,” which
oreated great excitement in the district and

made Telfer himself alarmed. The scathing
satire was libellous, and might have led to
legal proceedings. This Telfer came to realise,
and, according to our friend, he had his hiding
place sought out, and was ready to retire to
it if any suspicious person should be seen ap-
proaching. There was not a house in these
moorland wilds that was not familiar with the
ballad, and enjoyed it, and all the more that
its satire was more than ordinarily biting.

The ballad, of which, although rare, a copy
row lies before us, was entitled, “The Fearfw’
Hinderend of Lang Eaby.” The friend, from
whom we received it many long years ago,
appended this explanatory note :—“Mr Telfer,
an unassuming-looking countryman in plain
garb, had attempted to enter the court-house
(of Jedburgh) during some trials going on
within, and was rudely repulsed in the spirit
of officious impertinence by “Lang Eaby,” one
of the town officers. The ill-treatment was
too much to endure, and the bard took ample
revenge in the character of satirist.” The satire
consists of nineteen verses, in which Eaby’s
two sons, popularly known as “Tip” and
“Sheck,” figure prominently and not very cred-
itably. How Eaby himself is made to appear
these opening lines sufficiently indicate :—
“When death gat the warrant Lang Eabv to catch,

"Twae needless to think o’ escapin’;
And Eaby was feared, he had been such a wratch,
H> kenned h: wad hurn like a brumstanv match,
And lang the red pit had been gapin’.”
In a notice of Mr Telfer, which appeared in
1851 in the “North and South Shields Gaz-
ette,” then edited by Mr Brockie, another Bor-
der litterateur, and written we believe, by the
late Mr John Hilson of Jedburgh, it is stated
that this satire was shown to Sir Walter Scott,’
and that he laughed very heartily when he
read it.

When fairly settled at Saughtree, which was
in 1827, he prepared and published a volume
of “Ballads,” which he dedicated to the Ettrick
Shepherd, Hogg, for his “Queen’s Wake”
had done much to inspire his muse.  That
volume, which contains some of Hogg’s finest
poetical efforts, Telfer admired intensely. and
some of the Shepherd’s notes find an echo in
his. He also became a contributor to the
“Newcastle Magazine,” and one of his papers
there is said to have called forth high praise
from a distinguished professor in one of our
universities. Among his contributions were
a series of papers entitled “Literary Gossip,”
of which Mr Hilson says:—“Though less gif—
fuse than the ‘ Noctes Ambrosianse,’ yet they
are as true to nature, and often equal, if not
superior to them in the range of general in-
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formation and sound masculine judgment.”

In 1835 there appeared his tale of “Barbara
Gray.” This did not excite much attention,
except among his friends, but it is a touching
and well-told story of humble life, and de-
gserved to be known. Then short tales and
sketches were contributed by him to the “Tyne
Mercury.” Some twenty-six years after, when
age was beginning to tell and the “res angus-
te” were being keenly felt, “Barbara Gray”
was republished with a selection from his
ballads and other poetical pieces, and with his
“Witches o’ Birtley,” a prose legend from the
traditions of Northumberland. Very material
aid was lent him by his friend Mr Hilson in
pushing the sale of it. Three years after tbis
we had the rare privilege of meeting the old
man at Newcastleton, and reminding him of
old family associations at the head of the Jed.
We tried to intercst him in further literary
c«fforts, but the fire had begun by this time to
burn low.

“Barbara Gray” is a tale that greatly en-
groseed him. Writing to a friend of un ill-
ness he had in 1830, he tells him that, fearing
he was to die, he had but one regret, and that
was that he would not be spared to complete
his tale; and he finely adds, “You may, per-
haps, smile at me for this, but the boy’s mite
is his all, and consequently not to be cast
away.” The story is meant to expose the
harsh treatment which, in the earlier part of
the century, many of the peasants and small
tenants had to suffer from their arrogant and
overbearing superiors. In the working out of
it an unprincipled laird parts two lovers
through the agency of the press-gang, and
under the pretence of a Scottish marriage,
which he would fain have repudiated, blights
a young and innocent life, but comes to reap
as he had sowed. There is a good deal of in-
cident in the tale, and the characters are well
drawn. Very touching is the picture of poor
Barbara, when her brain has reeled under the
heartless treatment of the man who had vowed
to be her husband. and she longs for the “cold
blue water, over which the birken tree flings
its shadow, to cool her burning brow.” Tn
these days of semsationalism, it may be felt
not to be sufficiently spiced with the weird
and thrilling, but it is a tale in which the
reader will find more true genius than in some
works better known and of higher pretensions.

But if “Barbara Gray” has fallen into the
shade, some of his ballads are not llkcly tn
be forgotten. “Fair Lilias,” which ends in “a
lady bright bemg led by her kmght to the
holy altar’s side,” is the longest. and is marked

by much beauty of fancy and sweetness of ver-
sification ; but “The Gloamyne Bucht” is, in
our ]udgn.ent the best. It is a weird story
of the last of the fairies that came to the ewe-
Lucht, “clad o’ green, and wi’ lang hair yellow
as gowd hingin’ roun’ its shouthers, whiles gien
a whink of a greet, and ay atween hands rais-
in’ a queer yirlish, unearthly cry-—Hae ye
seen Hewie Milburn?” The bonnie Jeanie
Roole was milking the “yowes” and singing
“The Keache i’ the Creel” when this creature
raised “its note and sang sae witchingly and
sweet.” The description of the power of its
song is most. graphic. We can only give these
verses. After telling how the very “mowdies
powtlet out o’ the yirth and kissed the singer’s
feet,” the ballad thus goes on:—

“The waizel dun, frae the auld grey cairn,
The thief foumart cam nigh,

The hurcheon mlt hls scory chaftis,
And gepit wi’ girnin’ joy.

Tod Lowrie, frae the sorethy holis,
Cam cowrin’ cunningly

The stinkan brock wi’ lus ln.nky lisk,
Shot up his gruntle to see. -

On bonnie Jeanie Rocle, who “held her
Lreath and thought it all a Jream,” the effect
was—

“That never mair at gloamvnge bucht
Wad she sing another sang.’

“Auld Ringan,” which follows, is in a dif-
ferent style. Ringan Oliver was a typical Bor-
derer of the olden time, stout of heart and
strong of limb, quite of the class who would
brandish their weapon and sing—“And wha
daur meddle wi’ me?!” He had had a remark-
able history. He had been at the battle of
Bothwell Bridge, for he was “a champion grim
of Scotland’s broken covenant ;” and at Killie-
crankie, too. After that disastrous fight he
and a small party made good their retreat to
Dunkeld, where he held the kirkyard. There,
next morning, he had also a tough but suc-
cessful combat with a powerful Highlander
who was challenging “every canting, psalm-
singing, Whig repellioner to meet him.” In
his own borderland he had done many doughty
deeds to the cost of Engiishmen. But the
story of the ballad, although it refers to these
incidents, i8 mainly occupied with another.
It narrates Ringan’s wrath against the Marquis
of Ferneyhirst, who thou(rht fit, when hunmt-
ing, to spoil his crop, and tells how Ringan
shot his dogs and struck down one of his men-
ials who had dared to cross swords with him
in the field, and how returning home he bar-
ricaded his house against the officers sent to




THE BORDER MAGAZINE. 57

take him, and with the help of a servant maid
deferded it bravely till she fell by an unlucky
shot. This action cost him eight years’ im-
prisonment. The whole story is powerfully
told. The struggle i the field between Rin-
gan and the Marquis’s huntman was not a
very long one, for
“The firet stroke Ringan at him wan,
The blood came trickling down;
The second stroke he at him wan,
He smote him o’er the crown.
The pricker then, like stricken stot,
To eard fell in a swoon.”
The siege which followed was a more serious
matter ; for it was Ringan and his maid against
a body of armed men. But Ringan made a
heroic resistance.
‘““And he shot out and they shot in,
Nor ceased the bitter strife;
It was a weary work to work
Against an old man’s life.
The siege began in after-prime,
While high and hot the sun;
When rudely blazed he o’er the west
The fortress was not won.”
Although overpowered by numbers, yet Rin-
gan nobly vindicated his claim to be the fore-
most of the “Stout Jedforest clan” whose name
he bore.

Our space forbids further quotation; and
we have only to add that Telfer died in 1862,
in “the leafy month of June,” when the hills
he loved so well were clad in their richest
green. The house in which he had lived would
be now condemned as insanitary, and there can
be little doubt that it hastened the close.
We shall be glad if our notice revive an in-
terest in the writings of one of whom it has
been justly said—“Since the decease of the
Ettrick Shepherd, we have had feéw, if any,
imitators of the genuine old minstrel ballads
equal to James Telfer.”

Hunt Mary’s Lodger :
" A MEKLROSE STORY.

UNT MARY is, by her own confession,
% thirty-seven, but I happened to get
hold of the old family Bible the other
day, and found that she was born in the year
1847. However, like another old lady I have
heurd of, she “isn’t much in figures,” and that
perhaps accounts for the discrepancy.
Ahout three years since Aunt Mary had an
cffer. and it is about this I am going to tell
you
You must know, to begin with, that my
aunt is possessed of a comfortable little prop-
erty, consisting of a small cottage at Melrose
#nd some bank stock, on which she manayes

to live very comfortably. At one time Miss
Lennox, whose father had been a physician,
lodged at the cottage, but somehow my aunt
rever seems to get along very well with those of
her own sex. But any gentleman of marriageable
age is sure to be in clover at my Aunt Mary’s.
The nicest butter and the most delicious pre-
serves are sure to be brought out for his bene-
fit. :

Well, just at this time three years ago a
Mr Ewan came to Melrose, and took rooms at
the cottage for the months of July and Aug-
ust. He gave it out darkly that he was a suc-
cessful novelist, whose works appeared under
another name, and that his object in coming
to the district was to secure local colour for a
romance, in which Sir Walter Scott was in-
tended to be the central character. He was
“a bit run down,” as he termed it, but, though
my aunt would insist that the poor gentle-
man’s health was delicate, I soon noticed that
his appetite was far from delicate.

Mr Ewan evidently enjoyed the good fure
which he got at my aunt’s, and kept up the
role of invalid very well. I remember bzing
there to tea one evening, and regarding with
astonishment the ravings of his appetite.

“A little more strawberry jam, Miss Heron,”
he said pensively. “I don’t think it can hurt
me.”

“No, I am sure not,” said my aunt with
alacrity.

“And your scones are so good I think I will
venture upon just one more.” He had already
eaten six.

There was some fruit cake on the table,
which I have always considered bad for dys-
peptics, but Mr Ewan kept helping himself
till there was none left. :

“I am afraid I have eaten too much,” he
said, at the close of a meal in which he had .
eaten enough for three men.

“Oh, no,” eaid my poor, infatuated aunt.
“I'm afraid you haven’t eaten enough to last
you till morning.”

“I have'to deny myself, Miss Heron, ard
it is denial with such excellent dishes as you
always set on the table.” :

“Now I am sure you are flattering me.”

“Nay, my dear young lady” (that mode of
pddress gaitied my aunt’s heart at once) “I
have put up at many excellent placea  In
ILondon I always dive at Gatti’s, but I have
never found cooking that excelled yours.”

“You are very kind,” said my aunt grate-
fully, “but I'm sure you can’t be in earnesi.”

“I am indeed, and I am sure vour sister will
bear me witness to it,”
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“My sister?” said Aunt Mary, interroga-
tively.

“Yes ; this young lady,” turning to me.

“I am Miss Heron’s niece,” said I with em-

hasis. :

“Indeed!” exclaimed Mr Ewan, with well-
assumed surprise. “I did not suppose Miss
Heron had a grown-up niece.”

“She is the daughter of my oldest brother,”
said my aunt, anxious for her own reputation
for juvenility.

“Only two years older than yourself!” I
thought, but did not venture to say so.

One day I came in and found Aunt Mary
in a strange flutter of excitement.

“Oh, my dear Caroline, I have such news to
tell you,” she said.

“What is it, aunt?”’

“I—I hardly like to tell you,” she said, bash-
fully.

“I hope it is nothing bad.”

“Oh, no, quite the reverse. Mr Ewan,
Caroline, you must have olLserved—"

“Yes, I have observed him,” and I wickedly
determined not to help my aunt out.

“I mean you must have observed of late
his — don’t know how to say it exactly—I
mean that he has been quite attentive to me.”

“I have noticed his attention to all your nice
dishes: My dear aunt you ought to increase
the price of his board.”

“For shame! Caroline,” said my aunt, in-
dignantly. “He eats no more than a bird.”

“Ahem!” I coughed dubiously.

“Yesterday he told me,” continued my aunt,
“how lonely he was. You can’t think what a
sad history his has been. The young lady to
whom he was engaged died just before mar-
riage, and he has mourned for her ever since.
He says,” my aunt proceeded with a simper.
“that she looked like me.”

“Does he want to marry vou?’ I acked
rather abruptly.

“Yes, Caroline,” said my aunt bashfully.

“And, of course, you refused him ——”

“T did no such thing,” said Aunt Mary
angrily. “Why will you be so provoking?
Why should I refuse him?”

“He’s a good deal younger than you.”

“You are very much mistaken, niece. He
is thirty-five, and I am thirty-seven. Two
years are a trifle.”

“Well,” said I, “you don’t know anything
about his character.”

“T know that he is & most excellent young
man. It is strange, Caroline, that you should
have such a prejudice against him.”

“T haven’t that I am aware of,”
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“I am not responsible,” said my aunt with
sarcasm, “for his liking me instead of you.
If he had liked you I am sure I shouldn’t have
tried to set you against him.”

“Make yourself easy on that point, Aunt
Mary,” said I, quite amused. “When I fall in
love it will be with quite a different man. If
you like Mr Ewan I am sure I hope you will
marry him. I have no objection.”

“Spoken like my own riece,” said my aunt
cordially.

“Has Mr Ewan any propertv?’ 1 asked with
a sudden suspicion.

“Yes, he is quite rich.” said my aunt with
an air of importance.

“Did he tell you so?”’

“Y“."

“Where is his property?”’

“He has a fine place in Surrey, and owns a
house in London also.”

“Then I suppose we must lose you?”

“Yes. I suppose we shall live either in
London or Surrey most of the year, but we
shall run up here for a few weeks every sum-
mer.”

“Well, aunt, I hope yvou won’t forget us
when you are Mrs Ewan.”

“No, my dear child,” said my aunt, who
was in excellent humour. “I shall want you
to come and spend part of next winter with
us.”

“Will Mr Ewan be willing?”

“Oh, yes, he will agree to whatever I sug-
gest,” said my aunt proudly.

A week after I called in again and found
my aunt alcne.

“Where 4is Mr Ewan?’ I asked.

“He has gone to London to make scme pre-
parations for the wedding.” she answered.

“And when is it to come off?”

“In a month—as soon as I can get ready.”

Aunt Mary revealed another circumstance
which caused me some snxiety, though it didn’t
appear to trouble her at .all. Her affianced
husband had borrowed of her the sum of one
hundred pounds, alleging that all his money
was so invested that he could not realise with-
cut loss.

“But what does he want this money for?”’
I asked.

“He said that he wished to buy me a splen-
did piano as a wedding gift.”

“But you don’t know how to play.”

“T can learn. I shall at once begin to take
lessons of one of the best instructors. When
you come te see me you must try my piano
and see how you like it. Such a delicate and
beautiful wedding present, don’t you think so?”
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“Ye-es,” said I, hesitating. In my secret
soul I had come to the conclusion that Aunt
Mary would never see anything more of the
money.

Three days later I chanced to meet the post-
man coming with a letter for my aunt. Sus-
pecting that it was from Mr Ewan I took it
and carried it into my aunt’s cottage.

Her face brightened up when she saw it,
and she hastily opened it, but a change came
cver her as she read it, and a minute later
she screamed and went into hysterics. After
bringing her too I took the letter and read as
follows : —

*Good bye, old lady, I have thought beuter of
it, and think if I marry at all it witl be a more
youthful bride—your niece, for example. [ like
your cooking, but beauty isn’t your sirong point.
If you can tind any old fellow of sixty, about your
own age, willing to marry you, give him my com-
pliments, and say I won’t stand in his way.

‘“As to the mmoney, I shall return it sometime

if ever I find it convenient. When that time comes

I will let you know. By-by. Love to your niece.
Ewan.”

“ Was there ever such a wretch!” I ex-
claimed indignantly. “Oh, my poor aunt, how
could you listen to such a man?”

. “How dare he call me an old lady?’ ex-
claimed my aunt with flashing eyes. “To
spenk of me as sixty! If I only had him here,
I.‘d__—” .

Here my aunt burst into another flood of
tears.,

Indeed, I should have pitied Ewan if he had
been present there. 1 verily believe he
wouldn’t have escaped without scme bruises.
Aunt Mary could pardon anything but reflec-
tions on her age. That was enough to inspire
her perpetual enmity.

Nothing has been heard of Ewan since, nor,
I regret to say, of the hundred pounds which
11y deluded aunt entrusted him with. My aunt
doesn't often allude to her first offer in my
presence, but I believe she hasn’t given up
hopes of a second.

¢ SCOTTISH AMERICAN.”

Sir TAalter’'s Funeral.

A REVERIE IN DRYBURGH ABBEY.

made regarding the following lines,
which were well known and often quoted
by a former generation of Borderers, we have
much pleasure in reproducing them here. The
lines originally appeared in one of the old-

S EVERAL inquiries having been frequently

fashioned Annuals of “Sixty Years Since,” but
we have never been able to ascertain who wrote
them. Ed. B.M.

’Twas morn, but not the ray which falls the summer
boughes amcng,

W hen Beauty walks in gladness forth with all her
light and song;

*Twas morn, but mist and cloud hung deep upon the
lonely vale,

And shadows like the wings of death were cast upon
the gale.

There was wailing on the early breeze, and dark-
ness in the sky,

When, with sable plnme and cloak and pall, a fun-
eral train swept by.

Methought! St Mary shield us well! that other forms
moved there :

Than those of mortal brotherhood—the noble, young,
and fair.

Was it a dream?
this be true?”’

Whilst warm Imagination paints her marvels to our
view,

Earth’s glory seems a tarnished crown to that which
we behold

When dreams enchant our sight with things whose
meanest garb is gold.

How oft in sleep we ask, “Can

Was it a dream? Methought the dauntless Harold
paesed me by:

The proud Fitz-James with martial step and dark
intrepid eye:

That Marmion’s haughty crest was there, a monrner
for his sake:

AndL.;hke, the bold, the beautiful, sweet Lady of the

e.

‘The Minetrel whose last Lay was o’er, whose broken

p lay low

And with him glorious Waverley with glance and
step of woe,

And Stuart’s voice rose there as when ’mid fate's
disastrous war,

He led the wild, ambitious, proud, and brave Vich
an Vohr.

Next, marvelling at his sable suit, the Dominie
stalked past,

With Bertram, Julia by his side, whose tears wera
flowing fast.

Guy Mannering moved there, o’erpowered by that
afflicting sight,

And Merrilies as when she swept o’er Ellangowan’s
height.

Solemn and grave Monkbarns appeared amidst that
burial line;

And Ochiltree leant o’er his staff and mourned for
“Auld Lang Syne.”’

Slow marched the gallant M‘Intyre, whilst Lovel
mused alone—

For once Migs Wardour’'s image left that bosom’s
faithful ne.

With coronach and arms reversed came forth
MacGregor's clan,

Red Dougal’s cry pealed shrill and wild—Rob Roy’s
wild brow looked wan,

The fair Diara kissed her cross and bleseed its

sain ray,
While, ‘“ Wae is me,” the Bailie sighed, ‘‘that I
should see this day!”
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Next ;ode in melancholy guise, with sombre vest
an »

Sir Edward, Laird of Ellieslaw, the far-renowned
Black Dwart.

Upon his left, in bonnet blue, and white locks flow-
g N

The pious sculptor of the grave stood Old Mortality.

Bali;?:‘lr of Burley, Claverhouse, the Lord of Evan-

e,

And statelv Lady Muargaret whose woe might nought

Fleroe Bothwell on his charger black, ae from the
conflict

And pale Habakkuk Mucklewrath who cried, “God’s
will be dome.”

From Photo by

And like a rose, a young white rose, that blooms
midst wildest scenes,
Paseed ahe, the modest, eloquent, and virtuous

Jeanie Dean
And Dumbxedlkes. that silent laird, with love too

Re it
And Effie with her noble friend, the good Duke of
Argyle.

With lofty brow and bearing high, dark Ravens-
vanced,
Who on the false Lord Keeper’s mien with eye in-
dignant glan
‘Whilst graoeful as a lovely fawn, ‘neath covert close

and »
Approach’d the beauty of all hearts, the Bride of
Lammermoor.

DRYBURGH ABBEY,

Then Annot Lyle, the fairy queen of light and song

sKll)nght of Ardenvohr, and he the gifted High-
Dalgetty, Dlmes.n, Lord Mententh and Ronald met
'I‘hell)xggfge Chll'dren of the Mist and Alrich Connel

On sv;'ept Bgm-(}mlbert Front-de-Beuf, De Bracy’s
ume of woe,
And (‘mur-de-Lnons crest shone near the valiant

van

Whi]e,saft ‘a8 glides a suumer cloud, Rowena closer
rew :

With beautiful Rebecca, peerless daughter of the Jew

Jas. Crighton, Edinburgh,

Stnllfuonwudtr like a gathering night, advanced that

ne

Like billows when the tempest sweeps across the
shad owi main,

Where’er t o eager gaze might reach in noble ranks
were see

Dark plume and glittering mail and crest and bean-
teous woman’s mien.

The vision and the voice are o’er—their influence
waned away,
Lnke music o’er a summer lake at the golden close
y-
The vmon and the voice are o’er, but when will be

The buned genius of Romance—the imperishable
Scort!

Prnted for The Rorder Macazine [td hv A Walkar & Qan - Qalaahiale
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- “ He nevere yet no vileynye ne sayd
In al his lyf unto no maner wight.
He was a verray parfit gentil knyght.”—CHAUCER, Prol., 70-72.

N giving sketches of the more prominent
landowners of the Border Counties, the
Borper MaaazINE is fortunate in having

to deal with the careers of many gentlemen
whose rank and wealth are combined with
personal worth and public service.  Among
them none stands higher in general esteem
than Sir Graham Graham Montgomery.

Sir Graham was born at Edinburgh on the
9th July, 1823. His grandfather was a very
eminent lawyer, who purchased the estate of
Stobo, and for his services as Lord Chief
Baron of Exchequer in Scotland, received the
Baronetoy of Stanhope. His father was Sir
James Montgomery, the second Baronet, who
married as his second wife Miss Graham of
Kinross. From his father, Sir Graham, at
the early age of sixteen, inherited the estate
of Stobo, in Peeblesshire, and from his mother
the Kinross estate. He was educated at the
Academy, Edinburgh, where, having gained a
prize which he showed to Lord Cockburn, he
was amused at his lordship’s vigorous censure
of the school authorities for giving a copy of

Homer as a prize-book to a boy. After leaving
The Academy he proceeded to Christ Church,
Oxford, where, in 1846, he graduated Master
of Arts. ,

The responsibility of managing two import-
ant estates devolved upon him as soon as he
came of age. But his character was already
formed. It is now more than fifty-five years
since the inhabitants of Kinross, congratu-
lating him on his majority, expressed their
confidence in his ability worthily to bear his
part as Lord of the Manor. Their hope has
been well fulfilled. To be a successful land-
owner requires a rare combination of thrift
and generosity. Never thoughtlessly rushing
into lavish expenditure, and never grudging
any necessary improvement because of its
expense, Sir Graham has all along kept his
property in good order, and maintained his
position with dignity.

“At Raehills, on the 10th April, 1845, by
the Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of Carlisle,
Sir Graham Graham Montgomery of Stanhope,
Bart.,, to Alice, youngest daughter of John
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James Hope Johnstone, of Annandale, Esq.,
M.P.” On this auspicious notice there followed
a long and happy married life. They had
eight of a family, among whom may be men-
tioned James Gordon Henry, Lieut.-Colonel,
Coldstreamn Guards (retired). the heir to the
Baronetcy ; Alice Anne, who is Duchess of
Buckingham and Chandos and Lady Egerton
of Tatton, and Helen Mabel, who is The
- Countess Temple. Lady Montgomery, as wife,
as mother, as a distinguished personage in
" society, and as the centre of a large circle of
retainers and dependents, well deserved the
affection, the esteem, and the respect which
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a sportsman by the pelt of a passing shower.
His talents were recognised by the Govern-
ment of the day, and in 1866 he was rewarded
with an appointment as Scotch Lord of the
Treasury. With this office, which he held
under two administrations, he obtained prom-
inence among other Scotch members. For, as

" the Lord Advocate failed to secure a seat, the

charge of Scotch business for a year was en-
trusted to Sir Graham. He was conscientious
in attending to every detail of his office, and
his ‘courtesy commended him to men of all
parties.

Sir Graham is Lord-Lieutenant of Kinross,

8TOBO UASTLE,

she enjoyed from all.*

Besides the diligent discharge of the muiti-
farious duties of a landed proprietor, Sir
Graham Montgomery has been eminent in
public service. A staunch Couservative. he
entered Parliament as member for the County
of Peebles in 1852. From that year up to
1880, a period of twenty-eight years, he repre-
sented Peeblesshire, and latterly the combined
Counties of Peebles and Selkirk. At election
times he had his share occasionally of the
boisterous attentions of disappointed oppon-
ents, but he was no more ruffled thereby than

and Vice-Lieutenant of Peeblesshire.

With the institution of County Councils he
was elected first Chairman of the County Coun-
cil of Peebles, an honour to which he has
regularly been re-elected. A keen interest in
the work not only secures his constant attend-
ance at the Council meetings, but also at meet-
ings of committee. A year or two ago, when
no other member of the Finance Committee
appeared, Sir Graham was there, and himself -

* Lady Montgomery died on the 16th December,
1890, aged 68.
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strictly audited all the accounts. In his own
parish he is Chairman of the School Board
and of the Parish Council. Very few minutes
appear with the signature of a deputy chair-
man.

Sir Graham was a zealous promoter and the
first Chairman of the Fife and Kinross Rail-
wav Company, now absorbed in the North
British, and of the Peebles Railway Company,
which constructed what is now the North Brit-
ish route between Peebles and Edinburgh. The
first turf of the Peebles Railway was cut on
9th August, 1853, by Lady Montgomery.

Block kindly lent by Mr Allan Smyth,

speculated a little in railway stock, and found
himself in a week richer by a cheque for £200,
it was “with wonder and astonishment that he
put the cheque in his pocket.” “Needless to
say” is Sir Graham’s highly characteristic
comment, “I did not repeat that.” This wari-
ness against inflated prices has made him a
valuable councillor for many years as Deputy
Governor at the Board of the British Linen
Bank. Not the stormiest Tuesday morning
prevented him from travelling from Peebles-
shire to his post in St Andrew’s Square.
Some two and a half years ago, in recogni-

“Advertiser” Office, Puebles.

S8TOBO FARISH CHURCH,

“Taking the spade she lifted the first sod, and
with great dexterity and spirit filled the wheel-
barrow amid the acclamations of the assem-
" blage. Sir Graham then, with great good
humour, took off his coat and wheeled the
loaded barrow, a regular ‘navvies’ run,’ and
emptied it. On bringing it back he filled it
again himself and again discharged his load
with a will amid loud and repeated applause.”
(“Peeblesshire Advertiser,” 1st Sept., 1853.)
He had been wary enough, however, not to
be led away with the railway mania of 1844-46.
When, on the recommendation of a friend, he

tion of his great services to the community,
Sir Graham was presented with his portrait.
The picture, by J. H. Lorimer, R.S.A., gained
a place in the Royal Academy. It now hangs
in Stobo Castle, and a replica of it may be
seen in the Council Chamber, both of Peebles
and of Kinross County Council. Another por-
trait by Sir George Reid, P.R.S.A., adorns the
Board Room of the British Linen Bank.

Of the Kinross estate, it is not within the
province of the BorpErR MaeazINE to do more
than note that in 1880 Sir Graham had the
honour of conducting the Duke of Teck, the
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Duchess of Teck, and the Princess May, now
the Duchess of York, to Loch Leven Castle,
which belongs to Sir Graham—the first Royal
personages to visit the interesting ruin since
it was the prison of Mary Queen of Scots.

Stobo Castle occupies an elevated position
on the north bank of the Tweed. It took six
years (1805-1811) in building. The park by
which it is surrounded is extensive, well-
wooded, and well-stocked with game. The
proprietor is a keen sportsman, and takes an
active interest in his home farm. The Parish
Church is notable as dating from Norman
times. Peter was Dean of Stobhou—such is
the early form of the name (Stob-hou, Thorn-
hollow)—in 1175. Probably about that date
the Church was erected. It bears too obvious
traces of reformations at various periods to
suit the moods of changing times ; but several
fine Norman arches remain intact. Prior to
1863 it had become somewhat dilapidated, but
then, solely at Sir -Graham Montgomery’s
charges, it was put into, and ever since it has
been kept in, thorough repair. A capital
Parish School was built in honour of Queen
Victoria’s Jubilee, Lady Montgomery laying
the foundation stone on Jubilee day. The parish
is not populous (433), but the parishioners
would fain believe as still true the Statistical
Accounts’ commendation of their ancestors:
“There is perhaps no parish where the moral
character and conduct of the people are in
all respects more uniformly unexceptionable.”
To the poor of the parish and neighbourhond.
Sir Graham has always been a kind friend —
kind not only with the brief act that may be
done on momentary impulse, but with the
long-continued benefaction that bespeaks con-
siderateness and a good heart.

This sketch of the Laird of Stobo may best
be concluded with a quotation of the classic
sentences spoken by the late Lord Napier and
Ettrick when presenting Sir Graham’s portrait
to the Peeblesshire County Council :—*“The
condition of a County gentleman in England
or in Scotland, at the present time, is perhaps
the happiest condition of human existence in
the whole of society. . This position
Sir Graham Montgomery has occupied during
a long life, extending to the limits of our per-
sonal recollection, and he has occupied and
exercised that position in every particular as
a sacred trust. In presenting to you this
portrait, I present to you the image of a gentle-
man, a landowner, a Magistrate, and a Member
of Parliament, in whose pure and perfect record
there is no reproach. no shadow of regret, no
stain, no blame.”

- the adjacent cottage.
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Hppletreeleaves Tower,

By RoserT HaLL

the remains of the old peel or tower of

Appletreeleaves, but regarding the date
of its erection, or the name of its founder, his-
tory and tradition are alike silent. Only a
small portion of the original building now
remains, which has been utilised in formiug
the walls of an outhouse in connection with
Externally the tower
measured thirty-one feet in length by nine-
teen feet in width, the clay-built walls being
three and a half feet in thickness, and in all
probability would rise to the height of threc
storeys, as was common with similar buildings
in the olden time. It occupies an elevated
position overlooking the lower valley of ihe
Gala, and commands an extensive prospect of
the surrounding district. Northwards, Buck-
holm, Williamlaw, and Torwoodlee hills bound
the view, to the west, Meigle rears its head
high above the surrounding heights where the
Royal flocks found pasturage when the Stuart
line sat upon the Scottish throne. Its sivp-
ing sides are now made blythe with plough
and harrow, and yellow grain waves where the
purple heather was reflected in the limpid Gala.
To the southward flourish the ancestral naks
of the Scotts of Gala, whose sylvan shades were
said to be the favourite hnunt of the White
Lady of Avenel. Under the spreading branches
tradition aflirms the ancient Druids celebrated
their religious rites, while Gorguin, the wood
crowned summit of Gala Hill, keeps watch over
the old village nestling below. Turning east-
ward the eye wanders from the wooded heights’
of Abbotsford to the triple Eildons, celebrated
in Border legend and song, and nearer, Dar-
ling’s Hill completes the circle.

So far as can be ascertained the first mention
of Appletreeleaves and its owner occurs in 1598,
as recorded in Pitcairn’s criminal trials. As no
reference is made either in the Privy Council
records or other historical documents, to the
tower or its occupants, it may be surmised that
they took no part in the constant feuds that
were 8o common at an early period in Scottish
history. At the above date a complaint was
made to the Privy Council by Philip Darling,
Apiltreleaves, that, “while he was gangand at
his awin pleuch in peceabill and quiet maner
without armour, Thomas Hardie in Blyndley,
furnished with pistolets, sett apoun him and
cruellie persewit him of his lyffe, shot three
pistolets at him, and had not failed to slay

fCHE accompanying illustration represents
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him, were not the grace of God and his awin
better defence.” What the particular reason
might have been for this outrage is not re-
corded. The culprit was a servant to George
Hoppringle of Blyndley, and failing to appear
before the Privy Council he was declared rebel.

In an extract from a general decreet of valua-
tion of teinds in 1629, itis recorded that, “there
compeared Peter Darling and Andro Darling,
callit meikle Andro, and Andro Darling, calhit

From Photo by

young Andro, equal proprietors and portion-
ioris of ye landis of Appletreeleaves.” In this
document it is declared that the lands of Lang-
haugh formed part of the estate at that period.
In 1792, that portion known as Ladhope came
into the possession of the great-great-grand-
daughter of Andrew Darling, she being the
nearest lawful heir. In the same year she dis-
posed of Ladhope to Archibald Menzies, mer-
chant, in Edinburgh, who, in 1801, sold it to

APPLETREELEAVES TOWER.
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John McRitchie, writer, there, and in 1813 it
was acquired by Archibald Gibson, W.S., Edin-
burgh. In the same year the remaining por-
tion of the estate was divided by the Court of
Session, when George Blaikie, portioner in
Appletreeleaves, who appears to have been
related to the Darlings, acquired the lands of
Langhaugh, which he sold to the late Admiral
Clark in 1817. In 1822 the remainder of the
estate came into the hands of Mr Gibson, who,

E. LW

in 1843, disposed of it to William Brunton, in
whose family it still remains. That portion of
the estate termed Darling’s Haugh, upon which
a portion of Galashiels is built, extends to the
south side of the Gala, and comprises a small
part of the north side of Island Street, Bridge
Place, Bridge Street, the north side of High
Street, Sime Place, and the north side of
Channel Street. This portion of the Haugh
now belongs to the Gala family, having been
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acquired at various dates since 1775. The
remainder of the Haugh, on the north side of
the Gala, came into the possession of Messrs
Horn & Rose, W.S., Edinburgh, about 1834,
and was utilised to a certain extent by the erec-
tion of Stirling Street, originally termed the
Tory Haugh, in reference to the political party,
in whose interest the buildings were erected.
This portion was acquired about 1855, and
vested in the trustees of Ladhope Parish
Church.

Sir TNalter Scott in Jedburgb.

By JaMEs CREE.

[READ AT JEDBURGH RAMBLERS’ CLUB ]

N the preparation of this paper I had two
particular objects in view. One was to
trace within more or less well-known

records the connection of Sir Walter Scott with
the town of Jedburgh; the other to coliect,
and it may be to preserve, some traditional
information and reminiscences in regard to
that connection which might possibly be lost.
No apology is needed for an effort directed
towards increasing our interest in and perhaps
our admiration for the personal characteristics,
the brilliant genius, and the magnificent. work
of Sir Walter Scott. It is 128 years since he
was born, exactly one hundred years since hiy
first poems and ballads were produced, and
sixty-seven years since he died, and to-day his
literary works are esteemed as highly as ever
they were by all who have an admiration for
intellectual power manifested in the creation
of the highest form of romance, a tasteful and
resourceful literary style, and the artistic sym-
pathy and embellishment that we call poetry.
Nowhere is his memory held in greater honour
or are his works more highly valued and
. cherished than in the Borderland of Scotland,
whose romantic history and lovely scenery he
has illuminated by the brilliance of his imagina-
tion and the flashing touches of his genius.
In setting out upon this inquiry, I called on
my friend, Mr Thomas Smail. He has had the
privilege of seeing Sir Walter Scott in Jed-
burgh, when Sir Walter used to visit the Cir-
cuit Courts here. I found that Mr Smail was
deeply interested in the subject, and to him
I am indebted for facilities in acquiring some
of the facts that are contained in my paper.
Mr Smail was a boy—I shall not say in the
presence of ladies precisely how old he was at
that time—but he was a boy when Sir Walter
formed one of the Circuit Court company that
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marched from the Spread Eagle Hotel to the
Jedburgh Court House. You can imagine Mr
Smail as a boy gazing with awesome admiration
at the procession of lords and sheriffs and
advocates—not forgetting the magnificently
adorned trumpeters and the antique body guard
drawn from the citizens of Jedburgh, bearing
with martial dignity their harmless flintlocks,
and displaying on their heads the best examples
of tall hats that the town could produce. Sir
Walter Scott. was there, genial in aspect, slightly
halting in gait, and interested in the charac-
teristics of the peovle and in the quaintness of
the scene beyond ordinary men. Mr Smail
has more than once seen Sir Walter Scott in
this procession, and he cherishes the recollec-
tion with justifiable gratification.

In order of courtesy, I ought to have stated
first that there is a lady in Jedburgh to whom
Sir Walter Scott has spoken. This is Miss
Forrest, Abbey Place, and I called on her to
ascertain what her recollections were.  She
recalled an occasion in her youth when Sir
Walter spoke to her. She and another girl
were amusing themselves in Friars, near the
top of the Spread Eagle Yard, and Sir Walter
came along. When passing the girls he spoke
a kindly word to them, and in answering him
they called him Sir Walter. He remarked
that they evidently knew him, and Miss Forrest
and her companion said—‘O yes, Sir Walter,
we know you.” And undoubtedly Miss Forrest
knew him quite well, as did also Mr Aaron
Forrest, her brother. Thev had both seen
Sir Walter Scott frequently in their father’s
shop in High Street. That is the shop now
occupied by Mr T. S. Smail, bookseller. Mr
Forrest, the father of our respected friends in
Abbey Place, carried on the business of gun-
smith in this High Street shop. Many of the
antiquities that Sir Walter collected, and that
are now preserved in Abbotsford, were repaired
in Mr Forrest’s shop on Sir Walter Scott’s
order. Indeed, Mr Aaron Forrest informs me
that it was the dealing with these treasures
that gave his father and the members of the
family the interest in antiquities and cognate
subjects that has been, as we all know, a
feature of their life. Sir Walter Scott often
went into Mr Forrest’s shop and sat beside
him while he was at work. Sometimes he
would sit with his legs on the counter and
engage in conversation, chiefly about armour
and antiquities in general. Mr Forrest
invented what was in those days an important
improvement in the gun then in use. This was
a detached magazine, so fitted as to minimise
the risks of explosion. The magazine oon-
tained fulminating powder, and deposited one
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charge in the gun. It kept the charge covered
until the hammer fell and the magazine was
detached. So greatly pleased was Sir Walter
with this invention that he took the gun into
Edinburgh, and an engraving of it by Mr Lizars,
a famous engraver of those days, was pub-
lished ; and on Sir Walter’s nomination Mr
Forrest was made a member of the Society of
Arts. By the invention of the percussion cap
Mr Forrest’s improvement was superseded.
How highly Sir Walter Scott valued Mr
Forrest’s work is indicated by the fact that he
ordered three guns from him—one for Major
Scott, his eldest son; another for Mr Charles
Scott, his second son; and the third for Sir
Adam Fergusson, who lived at Huntly Burn;
and in one of Sir Walter’s letters reference is
made to his ordering a gun from Mr Forrest,
of whom he speaks in appreciative terms. When
Sir Walter had any celebrity staying with
him he usually made an excursion to Jedburgh
with his friend, and Mr Forrest’s shop and
Inchbonny were always among the places of
call. It may be of interest to say that one
of the great men who visited the gunsmith’s
shop with Sir Walter Scott was Sir Humphrey
Davy. Sir Walter was always gathering in-
formation and also studying character, and
observing peculiarities in phraseology. He had
assistants in this work. Mr Thomas Short-
reed, son of Sir Walter’s friend, got Miss
Forrest’s grandmother, who was a fine singer,
to sing over to him old Border Ballads and
Scotch Songs, and he wrote them down and
sent them to Sir Walter Scott.  Connected
with one of these there is a particularly inter-
esting incident. This old lady supplied Mr
Shortreed with some lines of a ballad about
Rob Roy.

Rob Roy is to the Hielands gane
And to the Lowlands border

it began. Mr Shortreed sent it to Sir Walter,
and in reply got a letter expressing great
delight in the scrap and asking for more, as
ballads about the Highland chieftain were
rare. The old lady sent him all she had of
the ballad. As these verses appeared in the
original edition of one of Sir Walter’s novels,
we can understand the fact that Miss Forrest’s
father was convinced that Sir Walter was the
Great Unknown before the authorship of the
novels was publicly acknowledged. Sir Walter
knew all the characters about Jedburgh in
those days, and no doubt picked up many
characteristics and expressions that were after-
wards used by him. One day he set out to
visit Piper Hastie, the last piper of Jedburgh.
but failed to find the distinguished official at
home. Mr Aaron Forrest has a distinct recol-

lection of Sir Walter Scott’s last appearance
in Jedburgh, when he wore a Lothian bonnet,
made of superfine blue cloth, of Tam o’ Shanter
shape, and with a split ribbon at the back.
I think it must be a fact of great interest to
us that there are at least three persons jn Jed-
burgh who have seen Sir Walter Scott here.
Much of Sir Walter Scott’s connection with
Jedburgh is associated with his friendship for
Mr Robert Shortreed, who was Sheriff-Sub-
stitute of Roxburghshire. Mr Shortreed was
the eldest son of an extensive farmer in Jed-
Forest. He was born in 1762, and was fully
eight years older than Sir Walter. He began
business in the office of Mr James Fair of
Langlee. Mr Tancred, in his ‘Annals of a
Border Club,” says of him—Robert Shortreed
had a great talent for music; he delighted in
old Border Ballads and legends, of which he
had a large collection.” His house in Jedburgh
was the building now occupied as the British
Linen Company’s Bank-house. Lockhart, in
his life of Sir Walter Scott, states that it was
while attending the Michaelmas head court at
Jedburgh that Sir Walter was introduced to
Mr Shortreed. Sir Walter was then quite a
young man—he had been admitted to the
Scottish bar at the age of twenty-one—but the
passion and divinely-guided purpose of his life
had hold of him. In Mr Shortreed he found a
most congenial companion. Here he had dis-
covered a man full of the legend and tradition
of the district, a collector of those ballads and
antiquities in which Sir Walter was so enthus-
iastically interested. We are not surprised,
therefore, to find that a very close intimacy
was formed between the two. Sir Walter com-
municated to his friend Shortreed that he had
a project in his mind of visiting the wild and
almost inaccessible district of Liddesdale, parti-
cularly with a view to examining the famous
Castle of Hermitage and to pick up some of
the ancient riding ballads said to be preserved
there among the mosstroopers who had followed
the banner of the Douglusses when they were
lords of that grim and remote fastness. This
was an undertaking entirely congenial to the
Jedburgh man. Mr Shortreed offered to be
Sir Walter Scott’s guide, and we may be sure
that Sir Walter gladly accepted the offer. In
this way was formed a partnership that very
closely connects Sir Walter Scott with the town
of Jedburgh, and gives the town through one
of its inhabitants a peculiar share in contri-
buting to the material which Sir Walter’s
genius converted into romance and poetry.
During seven successive years Sir Walter Scott
met with Mr Shortreed of Jedburgh and to-
gether they made what Sir Walter called a
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raid into Liddesdale. 1t can be easily
imagined how closely Sir Walter would be
associated with Jedburgh at that time, and
indeed we have testimony that in Mr Short-
reed’s home in the High Street of Jedburgh
Sir Walter Scott was a frequent, an honoured,
and a delighted guest. Accounts of these raids
form a most interesting part of the record of
Sir Walter’s life. Lockhart says that he had
many opportunities of hearing Mr Shortreed’s
stories from his own lips, having often been
under his hospitable roof with Sir Walter, who
to the last was his old friend’s guest whenever
business took him to Jedburgh. And we know
that when in course of time Mr Shortreed died
in his house in Jedburgh on the 7Tth July,
1829, Sir Walter mourned. In his diary of
9th July he says—Heard of the death of poor
Bob Shortreed, the companion of many a long
ride among the hills in quest of old ballads.
He was a merry companion, a good singer and
mimic, and full of Scottish drollery. In his
‘company and under his guidance I was able to
see much of rural socicty in the mountains,
which I could not otherwise have obtained. and
which I have made my use of. He was, ip
addition, a man of worth and character. 1
always burdened his hospitality whilst at Jed-
burgh on the circuit, and have been useful to
some of his family. Poor fellow! So ulide
our friends from us. Many recollections die
with him.’
To be Continued.

James Telter, Saugbtree.

To THE EDIToR OF *“THE BORDER MAGAZINE."

EAR SIR,—Two reasons caused e to

l read the article by Rev. Dr Oliver on
Jumes Telfer with deep interest—first,
because of the subject, who runs the risk of
being very much forgotten in these days of
“advanced” fiction ; and, second, on account of
the writer, who is always fresh and sunny in
the “green pastures” of Border literature and
reminiscence. I trust many will be induced to
search out for perusal the volumes of James
Telfer, whose writings will be found as fruit-
ful in pleasure, and perhaps more conducive
to reflection than the average run of modern
novels of the society or faddist sort. The bio-
graphical particulars given by Dr Oliver relat-
ing to Telfer's life might easily be supple-
mented. No notice of him seems to be com-
plete without revealing the long and intimate
friendship which existed between Telfer and
the lnte Mr Robert White of Newcastle, who has

written himself deep in the traditionary annals
of Northumberland as well as in stirring in-
cidents of Border and Scottish history. No
year passed without part of Telfer’s holidays
being spent with Mr White at Newcastle, where
the great array of books, which the latter had
collected, was a never-ceasing feast to Telfer.
They might almost be likened to the loves of
David and Jonathan. Allusion is made to the
pittance of salary which Telfer derived from
his school work. Mr White had an income
which made him comfortable, and his open
hand and heart knew how to do liberal things.
But these were the smallest phases of their
fellow-feeling and  fellowship. There was
regular epistolary communion keptup between
them—Iletters not of the scrappy sort common
nowadays, but letters in which thoughts were
embosomed in free and familiar intercourse,
carefully thought out and indited with due
regard and literary expression. It is a tradi-
tion that these letters are carefully preserved,
and would be worth perusal if they could be
got into print. That is a point not easily
attained when so many are irying to elbow
their way into authorship. Yet when it is
known that a literary gold or silver mine is
lying unworked—almost unknown—the regret-
ful thought forces itself to the surface that it
is not accessible, and many readers of the
BorveEr MacaziNg will almost deplore that a
man so well worth knowing is almost forgotten
and neglected, and some of his best works never
likely to see the light in printed form.—Yours
in true gratitude for the work you are doing.
TrHoMA® TwEED.

Sir Talter Scott’s Fondness
for Boys.

REMINISCENCE OF THE FAMOUS POET AND
NOVELIST.

£y HE great minstrel of the Border never
(_ lost his early love for out-door sports,
nor yet his admiration for displays of
physical energy. All through life he mani-
fested a hearty interest in the sports and
pastimes of boys, and did much to encourage
these in many parts. He took a peculiar
delight in watching their street gambols, way-
side games, fishing and other exploits, and
often gave rewards that their games and con-
tests might be all the more exciting.
Towards the close of his eventful life, Sir
Walter seldom passed boys at play without
taking a kindly notice of them. It was often
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a friendly smile, a cheery word, and not in-
frequently a gentle clap on the head, that he
bestowed upon them. On this account he was
always a great favourite with boys, and there
are still a few old men living who remember,
with pleasure, the genial words or kindly pats
which they received from Sir Walter, or as one
put it, “one of the most illustrious of the many
illustrious sons of Scotland.”

Sir Walter Scott was wont to encourage
boys to come about his home, and it was no
uncommon thing for them to visit Abbotsford
in considerable numbers. At Hogmanay, when
each boy was given a cake and a penny, Sir
Walter used to stand in the lobby marshalling
the youngsters and chatting with them on the
most friendly terms. As each boy passed out
with his prize, he would pat him on the head
and smilingly say, “Now be a good boy.”

He has been known to put himself to con-
siderable inconvenience to make inquiries for
boys in times of sickness, and on more than
one occagion was most unremitting in his
attention to lads during their last illness. On
the evening of the death of one poor boy whow
he had befriended, Scott called at the huinble
cottage to find that his parents were dreading
that he had fallen into his final sleep. But
at the sound of the visitor’s voice, the lad
opened his eyes and uttered words of gratitude
which brought tears into the great man’s eyes,
and soon afterwards expired.

A grand-son of Sir Walter’s coachman died
the other day at Hawick, who, when a child,
often saw Scott in Abbotsford Library, and
was dandled on his knee, Sir Walter patting
him on the back and addressing him as
“ Jimmie.”

An old man, who died recently in Edin-
burgh, took great delight in telling how that
he sat on Sir Walter’s knee, and also received
a sixpence from him. The circuinstances were
somewhat peculiar. A companion was killed
by a kick from a horse, and being the only one
who had witnessed the accident, he had to go
before Scott, who was Sheriff of Selkirk. “The
Shirra,” as he was popularly called, took him
up on his knee, and patting him on the head,
said, “Noo, Johnnie, tell me what the horse
did to the laddie,” and in other ways coaxed
the whole story out of the boy. When the
tale was told, Scott drew forth a coin, saying,
“There’s sixpence, my boy, for daein’ sae weel,”
and stroked his head once more.

Another old man, living still in the neigh-
bourhood of Leeds, whose father was gardener
at Abbotsford, remembers being in the garden
when Sir Walter strolled in, accompanied by
his favourite dog. He stopped and talked
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pleasantly to him, and afterwards filled his
pockets with apples, and then said good-bye,
with the usual pat on the head, and the words,
“Now, be a good laddie.”

Two men, well advanced in life, and resid-
ing in Edinburgh, who came in contact with
Sir Walter Scott when boys, still remember,
and that with pride, the words which he
addressed to them and the unique impression
which his presence made upon them.  His
appearance, genial face, and kindly words won
their hearts.

Scott’s striking personality made a lasting
impression on their minds, as it did on the
minds of many others.  His bearing, high,
broad forehead, sparkling grey eyes, expres-
sive face, and pleasing voice are memories
ever dear to them. There was a something,
they say, in his words and his ways which
completely won the boy heart, and impressed
it as no man ever did, before or since, and that
with impressions which cannot be effaced.

G. M. R.

A Ballad.
By A. C. MouNSEY.

O lady sweet! I’ve wandered far;
My cheeks are bronzed with eastern sun;
Glory I've sought in holy war,

And fame’s proud circuit run.

I’ve fought on fields where heroes fell,

W nere blood flowed fast as summer rein,

And deeds I've done that yet shall swell
In minstrel’s loudest strain.

The danger, hardship, toil and pain,

The combat’s clash, the battle’s din

Gladly 1’d brave them all again,
Lady, thy love to win.

Sweet damozel! turn not away!

In climes afar, on land and sea,

My dreams by night, my thoughts by day,
Lady, were all of thee.

Mine eyes have seen no face more fair,

My heart no other love has found;

All names but thine are fleeting air,
Their praise an empty sound.

Adieu! Though thus thou art unkind,

My heart still fondly clings to thee,

As ivy round the branch emtwined
That will not severed be.

Heaven guard thee, peerless maid, from ill!
Be Mary mother’s s[iecial care!
Thy lot be joy and pleasure still,

Ae mine is dark despair!

He said, and left the lady’s sight;

Nor long endured his hopeless pain,

But madly brave, in thickest fight,
By Paynim steel was slain.
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The Border Keep.

In my young days I was acquainted with a
lady who in her youth had been a servant
with Sir Walter Scott, and had attended him
on his death-bed. She was the proud posses-
sor of a lock of Sir Walter’s hair, and I can well
remember how we endangered the Tenth Com-
mandment when we thought of that valuable
keep-sake of the great minstrel. From the
“Peeblesshire Advertiser” 1 quote the follow-
ing interesting notes about another domestic
of the Abbotsford household who died recently :

A SURVIVOR OF THE ABBOTRFORD OF SEVENTY
Years Aco.—At Kirkhill, Penicuik, on Saturday,
17th February, 1900, there died Margaret Thomseon,
whose life has a very interesting claim for notice,
in so far as she was bably the lust survivor of
the household at Abbotsford as it existed at the
death of Sir Walter Scott. Margaret Thomson was
born in 1813 at Auchendinny, not far from the
mansion which was the abode of ‘““The Man of Feel-
ing” and afterwards of Mrs Lrskine, the ‘‘enskied
and saintlv’’ friend of Scott. She owed her admission
to Abbotsford to Mrs Mackay, who was house-keeper
there in 1830. In November of that year, being
then eixteen years of age, Margaret entered upon
service al Abbotsford, at the period when the whole
household entered loyally into the altered circnim-
stances of the master’s life, ‘“‘seeming happier,” as
Lockhart puts it, “than they had ever been hefore.”
She stood on the margin of that inner circle which
had knowledge of much cause for anxiety which was
hid from the multitude of tourists who had flocked
to Abbotsford that autumn in greater numbers than
they had done for many years before. Scott himself
she used to see walking outside with his doys, or
moving about the house, but she never spoke to
him, for, as she explained, speaking of the family,

when she saw them at any time she ‘‘tried the more
to keep out of their way.” She took great pride,

however, in performing her daily work, which con-

sisted in cooking, under e supervision of Mrs
Mackay, for the household. Often in the prepara-
tion of the simpler dishes she was left to her own

resources, and the preparing of Sir Walter’s supper
was invariably left in her own hands. Her master,
she said, wus not difficult to “study,” “he was a
plain living man.”

. * »

On the 22nd September, 1831, Sir Walter Soott,
Miss Anne Scott, and Lockhart, with their personal
attendants, left Scotland for Naples, and the estab-
lishment at Abbotsford was temporarily broken up.
Margaret 1 homson accepted a situation in the house-
hold of the Marquis of Tweeddale, on the under-
standing that she should be free to leave it when
Sir Walter returned from abroad. In May of next
year Marygaret had a letter from Mrs Mackay. stat-
ing that the master was on his way home, and the
girl hied back to Abbotsford to be in readiness. On
the 12th Juffr, Scott once more descended the Vale
of (tala, and was again in sight of his own towers
Of the home-coming scene as described hy Lockhart
in the concluding volume of his ‘“Memoirs.” Mar-
garet Thomson was an eye-witness, as she had als:
been of the departure nine months before. After
the 12th July, Margaret never again saw Sir Walter
alive, but after his death she was taken into the
room where the remains lay in state, and was per-
mitted to view that countenance which has been
described as a ‘‘majestic image of repose.”’ After
her father’s death Miss Anne Scott was prostrated
with grief, and Margaret ''homson was brought into
communication with Mrs Locknart, who assumed
charge of the household affairs until the funeral was
over. Of the funeral itself she was also a spectator,
viewing it first from a retreat indoors, and after-
wards obtaining a more extended view of the cortege
from the offices outside. Some days afterwards s
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was driven down in the carriage to see the last rest.
ing place of her master.in Dryburgh Abbey.

Miss Anne Scott’s kindness to the girl extended
to the last hour of their association together, and
it was with sincere regret that Margaret learned a
few months afterwards of the death of her young
whilom mistress. After Scott’s death the establish-
ment was again broken up. Mrs Mackay obtained
a situation as a housekee in St Colme Street,
Edinburgh, and Margaret 'homson returned to her
widowed mother’s house at Auchendinny. She was
afterwards married to Alexander Clapperton, who
for forty-eight years was in the employment of
Messrs James Brown & Sons, papermakers, ksk
Mills. Mr Clapperton died eeveral years ago, and
his widow lived by herself in a cottage at Kiri:hul,
Penicuik, in the neighbourhood of wuich the greater
part of her married life had nt. Until
Christmas last she enjoyed good health, and she
lived, happy and contented, bound up in the inter-
est of her children’s children, and as she turnel
over memory’s pages not the least pleasing was
that wherein was recorded her recollections of the
period when she had part and lot in the fortunes
of the great Sir Walter.

* % *

While I am dealing with links with the past,
I may as well include the following interesting
cutting from the *‘Southern Reporter” :—

A LiNg wiTHE WATERL00.—On Friday, 16th Feb-
ruary, 1900, Mrs Miles, a venerable and mu
esteemed old residenter, died at Waverley Cottage,
Melrose, at the advanced age of over ninety years. Mrs
Miles had an interesting and varied history, and
when a child was near the field of Waterloo. She
was born at Woolwich, where her father was a
gunner in the Royal Artillery. She was with her
mother in the last stages of the Peninsular War,
travellel with her in the baggage train, heard the
guns at Quatre Bras, and saw the ﬁighlanders
march past to the tune of “Hey, Johnny Cope”’ from
the ipes. When questioned about Waterloo, the
old lady e animated, and recited with much
spirit the martial lines, commencing with—

“On the sixteenth day of June, brave boys,
: In Flanders where we lay.’””

Upon the conclusion of peace, Mrs Miles went
forward to Paris with the army of ooccupation; and
when the war was over, her father, whose only louss
in goin, h the campaign wae to have his
knapesaeck shot off, settled in Jedburgh. In spite of
her great age, Mrs Miles was wonderfully vigorous,

h in mi and body, and throughout her life-
time retained a strong martial spirit, while her
cheerful, kindly disposition endeared her to a very
la; circle of friends. It is noteworthv that ome
ofr%:r grandsons—Lance-Sergeant David Sanderson
of the Melrose Volunteers, and one of the best
Border athletes—has at considerable sacrifice left
but recently for active service in South Africa.
The funeral took place on Monday afternoon, when
the remains of the deceased lady were followed to
Melrose Abbey buryingground by a considerable
number of mourners.

* % *

It is a great pity that old worthies are
allowed to slip away without their rich stores
of reminiscences being secured in a perman-
ent form by the present generation. What a
world of possibilities are bound up, for in-
stance, in the following short paragraph which
I cull from the same source as the above:—

DeaTE oF AN OLD REsiDENT.—There died at
Sinﬁlie Inch on the 20th February, 1w, Gideon
Laidlaw, the oldest inhabitant of the Vale of Ettrick.

He had reached the unusual age of ninety-sevem
years, his facultiese were not greatly impaired, and
he had wonderful vigour up till near the close of
his long life. He was born near Tushielaw, and had
been in the Ettrick and Yarrow valleys all his days.
Being in Yarrow in his younger years he was well
acquainted with the kttrick Shepherd, being “in
service with him,” as he termed it. He had thus
cpportunities of seeing and konowing Sir Walter
Scott and Professor Wilson; and Carterhaugh Ba’,
at which he was present, was one of his bright re-
collections. He lived for a period of years at Hope-
house, and in his youth and his prime he walked
regularly on Sabbath to Selkirk (a distunce of six-
teen miles). waiting on the ministrations of l'ro-
fessor Lawson. He was a rcadman in his working
days, and enjoyed adyensian from the County Road
Board. Gideon Laidlaw was a man held in much
respect; he was spoken of as an honest, upright,
and God-fearing man, and his end was peace.
: * X %

Our Border hills have often been the scenes
of unrecorded acts of heroism on the part of
our brave shepherds, who, no less than our
soldiers, take their lives in their hands when
they go forth to battle with the forces of
nature. The following interesting news cutting
reads like a bit from a novel, and I have
pleasure in recommending the incident to some
of our budding Crocketts or Maclarens : —

THE SNowsTorRM 1IN Yarrow.—AN ExciTine
IxcIDENT.—Thursday, 15th February, 1900, will be
long remembered by the inhabitants of this district.
It was one of the stormiest days experierced for
nany years. The snow fell lightly at first, but
the wind ruee to a gale, and the drift on the hills
and along the roads became blinding. The shep-
herds had a difficult and anxioug time. One of them
in this parish, Mr Alexander Rodger, Yarrowfeus,
nearly lost his life. He went out to the Feas hill,
on which he been shepherd for many years,
when the storm was at its height; and after walk-
ing about for some time aitending to his flock he
found it impossible to make his way home again.
When it became known that Rodger had not re-
turned a search party was organised, but though
th? scoured the hill in all directions they could
find no trace of him. Some of the party had great
difficulty in getting back to their homes through
the drift and deep snow. Fortunately in his wan-
derings Rodier came to a wire fence running along
the Catslackburn march, and keeping constantly
in touch with it he walked backward and forward
tramping down the sncw in order to keep himself
warm, as he was fully awure that if he lost touch
of the fence he would speedily succumb to the rigours
of the storm. But in the course of the night he
fell into a deep hole near the fence, and there he
lay for several hours practically buried in the snow.
His faithful dog kept close to him all the night, and
ever and anon ked loudly as if calling for assist-
ance, On Friday morning about nine o’clock Mr
William Douglas, of Catslackburn, when on the
neighbouring hill, heard a cry, and hurrying towards
the place from which it p ed, found Rodger
standing almost entirely covered by the snow, stiff
with cold, and completely helgless. He was utterly
stupefied, and did not know where he was. A sledge
was procured, and he was speedily conveyed to his
home, and_when restoratives were applied he began
to rally. Rodger is over eighty vears of age, and
is probably the oldest shepherd in regular employ-
ment on the Borders; and comsidering that he was
nineteen hours exposed to the fury the blizzard,
the marvel is that he survived such a dreadful ex-
perience.

DOMINIE SAMPSON.
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Hnnals of Tbornlea.*
JN September, 1897, we had the pleasure

of placing before our readers, in these
columns, the first of a series of papers
which continued monthly until the September
of the following year. The thirteenth paper
appeared in January of the current year, while
the whole have just been published in a hand-
some volume of one hundred and twelve pages.
The author does not place his name on the
title-page, but contents himself with his initials
only on a separate leaf—A. T., G., which stands
both for name and place of residence.
It is always a source of much pleasure to the

come to stay and remain with us. Here we
have an opportunity of again revisiting the
village of Thornlea, and, renewing our friend-
ship with the Minister, the Dominie, the Post-
man, the Farmer, and getting once more in-
terested in our neighbours, registration hum-
ours, parochial ditliculties, and other matters
brought under our notice. =~ While all these
subjects are gracefully treated and pleasantly
narrated by the author, we cannot help noting
here that the one we have most enjoyed, in this
renewal of friendship, is the last on the list of
subjects, namely, “At Home.” We think it
the best in the volume. It takes us back to
the days when there was no School Board, and

THORNLEA.

Editor of a periodical when he meets with a
volume containing the matter which appeared
originally in his own columns. In the monthly
form of the said periodical the matter is at
best but transitory and temporary—apt to be
forgotten when the succeeding issue appears.
But when a series of articles is collected and
published in volume form, the previous
acquaintance deepens into friendship in a way
that a monthly meeting can seldom or never
expect to retain. In the work now under
notice we have an instance of what we have
just described, for the memory awakens over
the acquaintance of friends who have at length

where we get a fine literary portrait of the old
Dominie who held sway as schoolmaster of
Thornlea. ‘“He was a laimeter, and, as the say-
ing goes, he sometimes lost his temper, and
then woe betide the recreant! The image of
a ‘crookit left leg and a crutch’ would haunt
him in his dreams. But the old man was gen-
erous. A gift of ‘sweeties,’ and a touch of
‘those white hands’ would charm away all
thought of retaliation or revenge.”

The volume, bringing back all these pictures

* Border Reminiscences: Annals of ‘Thornlea.
Galashiels: D. Craighead.
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of by-gone times in Scotland, contains seven
full-page illustrations by Mr A. M. Traill, which
have been carefully reproduced on fine art
paper frcm blocks prepared by Messrs David
Stevenson & Co., Edinburgh. By the kindress
of the publisher, Mr Craighead, we have the
pleasure of reproducing two of these illustra-
tions. Nicely printed and bound, tbe “Annals
of Thornlea” is certain to have a wide circula-
tion not only in Galashiels, the place of its
birth, but also throughout the Border Counties
of Scotland.

to become a poet and a prophet like his illus-
trious ancestor, Thomas the Rhymer. This
ambitious gentleman cried night and day, for
weeks on end, for the gifts of poetry and
prophecy : but the gifts, neither singly nor
combined, did not come. Then he tried his
hand at prophecy only, but he soon found that
he was without the power which draws aside
the veil that hides to-morrow from to-day. And
as for poetry, he fared even worse. But as
“a gangin’ fit is aye gettin’,” he stumbled upon
rhyme, as many others have done in their

PARUCHIAL DIFFICULTIES,

Tbe Cbesters Couplet.
jN a former number of this Magazine,

October, 1897, a description was given
of Chesters Castle, the residence for
many generations of the Rhymers of Chesters.
Mention was made of a curious carving over
the main entrance, along with a couplet which
was characterised as “brief but comprehensive,
more eloquent and pointed than many sermons
preached and published now-a-days.” The
history of this couplet forms the subject of our
present paper.
A generation or two after the first settle-
ment at Chesters of the Rhymer family, the
reigning Laird was seized with a strong desire

search after poetry. The laird of Chesters
was 80 pleased with the outcome of the supreme
effort which crowned his longings that he
resolved on publication—not in book-form, but
in enduring stone after the heart-felt longing
of the patriarch Job when he exclaimed,

‘“Oh that my words were now written,
That they were graven with an iron pen
And lead in the rock for ever.”

Accordingly, the rhyming laird of Chesters
gent for the master-mason of Melrose Abbey
and instructed him to carve in stone, over the
main entrance to Chesters Castle, the two up-
lifted hands, as described in the former paper
referred to, and the famous couplet :
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Twae hande: gude and evil:

Feer God: fecht the deevil.
So pleased, so proud of his work, was the author
that he used to stand on the Castle terrace and
gaze at the illustrated couplet so often, and so
long, that he soon came to regard it as equal,
if not superior, to anything that Thomas the
Rhymer had ever done. He delighted in point-
ing out to visitors, strangers, and pilgrims
this famous couplet, and according to the way
in which these good people praised the pro-
duction, or irreverently.laughed at it, so did
the laird extend, or dispense with, the hospit-
ality of Chesters Castle. It is recorded that
many a poor way-faring man got a good belly-
ful of meat and drink by diligently inquiring
of the laird what the work was intended to
teach, and what mystic meaning lay beneath
the symbol of the two uplifted hands.

An amiable and worthy man the author of
the couplet seems to have been. We can easily
condone the little bit of vanity which cropped
up in the success of the publication. It was
quoted everywhere, at Mass and market.
Mothers introduced it into the lullabies with
which they hushed their children to sleep. One
of these nursery songs is worth quoting here,
not only to show the skilful adaptation of the
couplet to the song, but of the song to the
couplet :

‘“ Away to bed e’en noo, e’en mnoo,
An’ sleep for siller to buy a coo.

Three yikkers o’ grass to feed her weel—
Feer God an’ fecht the de’il.”

Most of us imagined that the famous “three
acres and a cow” question cropped up only a
few years ago : nevertheless here it is embodied
in & cradle song of the fourteenth century!
There is indeed no new thing under the sun.
“Is there anything whereof it may be said, see,
this is new?” “No,” replies the wise king.
“Tt hath been already of old time which was
before us.”

The Chesters couplet brought the author into
great fame and popularity. His contempor-
aries declared that his name and his fame would
go down to posterity beside those of his scarcely
greater ancestor, Thomas the Rhymer. But
that was surely vanity? It is seldom, how-
ever, that in literature a great reputation is
made by the production of a couple of lines.
There is no rule without its exception, and here
there is a remarkable instance of the truth
wrapped up in this old saw.

The author of the couplet had a soft side.
What was more, he took a great delight in
letting people know which side was affected.
Visitors from Melrose Abbey were specially
welcome at Chesters, when they dwelt much

on the subject of the carving and the couplet.
Over a roasted capon and a flagon of generous
Bordeaux, every shade of meaning was brought
out of the couplet. No visitor from Melrose
was more welcome than the master-mason. Had
not his cunning art carved the uplifted hands
and cut the letters of the couplet! Accompanying
the master-mason there frequently came to
the castle Simon the Cellarer, and Peter the
Treasurer—three jolly fellows whose ongoings
at Chesters uplifted to the seventh heaven the
simple soul of their worthy host. On every
conceivable occasion they lugged in the famous
couplet, and made it do duty in their solo songs
and melodious madrigals.

One day a visitor of a very different stamp
from these three worthies found his way to
Chesters. Long and earnestly did he stand
gazing at the carving and the couplet. When
at length the laird approached, he saw that
the stranger was a poor monk of the Benedic-
tine Order. After a few words of welcome,
the laird pointed out the beauties of the pass-
age and expatiated at some length on the
symbolic meaning of the two uplifted hands.
The monk, however, remained silent, shook
his head, and looked as if he would rather not
say what he had come expressly to say.

Puzzled by the strange behaviour of the
monk, the laird was about to retire and leave
him alone to his own meditations on the terrace.
Curiosity, however, got the better of the laird
who invited the monk to remain to dinner—
an invitation which was accepted, but without
the slightest show of gratitude or pleasure.
During the repast, the monk’s reserve gradually
eased off, until at length he became quite com-
municative. “I had a vision in my lonely cell
last night, my Lord of Chesters,” said the Bene-
dictine, looking across the table, and holding
up his hands exactly like those carved over the
castle entrance—“a visionsorealand clear, and
passing strange, that I must needs rehearse it
if my Lord of Chesters will lend me his ears.”

“Most willingly,” replied the laird, whose
countenance fell at the sight of the two uplifted
hands still visible across the table. “But first,
let thy cup be replenished and mine also. You
have evil to tell, I see by thine uplifted hands.
Let me stay my heart with wine that I may be
able to bear the tidings which thy looks and
hands import.”

“Not so, my Lord. If the vision which I
have to relate be for thy good, the evil that
accompanies it will pass away like the dew on
the grass, or the foam on the river.” :

“And what might thy vision be?” asked the
laird impatiently after swallowing a good ‘willy-
wacht’ of wine.



THE BORDER MAGAZINE. 75

“I saw in my vision standing over against
me the august party whose name you have
. introduced at the end of the Chesters couplet.”

“What!” cried the laird, rising abruptly from
his seat, throwing up his hands, and yelping
out in a dreadfully alarmed tone, “the Deil!”

“The same,” replied the monk.

“And what did he want in your vision?”

“Well, he came to me regarding the mention
of his name in the Chesters couplet. This he
considers as a mortal offence, and one which
he cannot overlook.”

“I meant no harm,” cried the poor rhymer.

“Harm or no harm, the deed is done and the
party referred to threatens Chesters with
destruction whenever a suitable opportunity
arises.”

“Oh ho!” cried the laird in real alarm. “Then
the sooner we remove the carving and the
couplet the better.”

“Not so, my Lord of Chesters. That would
be but capon-hearted conduct after the deed is
done. Let both carving and couplet remain
a8 they are.”

“Whatever shall I do?’ cried the terrified
laird, holding up his hands in the Chesters
fashion.

“Stick to the text you have chosen, my Lord.”

“Waes me! that I should have alarmed such
an august party in my poor rhyme.”

“Consider yourself among the most fortunate
of preachers. You have done in a couplet what
thousands have failed to do in a sermon.”

“What shall I do?” again asked the terrified
laird.

“Stick to your text,” repeated the monk ris-
ing from the table. “My message is delivered,
mine hour is come, and I must reach Dryburgh
before nightfall.”

The laird rose also and declared his intention
of accompanying his guest part of the way. As
they went down the hill, they met a man who
was walking between two horses, and guiding
them by a halter. The man was tall, dark,
swarthy—almost black indeed: with piercing
eyes and sharp features. He spoke first. “My
Lord of Chesters,” he said looking toward the
laird, but ignoring the presence of the monk,
“I am charged with a message to thee, if I may
be permitted to speak and live.”

“Speak,” replied the laird with a choking
voice, a dry tongue, and a whitening face.

“It is well, and I thank you for the honour.
My Lord Abbot of Durham,” continued the
dark man, “is now on a visit to St Mary’s of
Melrose. He has heard of thy great fame, and
desires to make thy acquaintance. For this
purpose, my Lord Abbot will do himself the
honour of calling at thy hospitable castle here

to-morrow at noonday. He will remain as thy
guest until he can fully gather the meaning of
thy famous work, and as it is so full of meaning
this visit may probably last for a day or two.
In the meantime, however, my Lord Abbot asks
thine acceptance of these two beautiful
creatures. He is aware of a certain prejudice
against white and grey horses at Chesters,.but
both of these noble animals are from the Holy
Land whither they were brought by a most
noble knight who greatly distinguished him-
self in Palestine. Both horses have crossed the
Jordan at the ford of Jericho, and not only
will they be proof against all harm at Chesters,
but they will keep all harm away.”

The swarthy man was apparently speaking
to time, and skilfully doing his utmost to ex-
cite the laird and the monk to the borders of
distraction and impatience. While the laird
was getting whiter in the face, the monk was
getting redder, until he could stand it no longer.
In a voice ablaze with passion, the latter roared
out—

“Now for alie—a lie direct and hot from the
father of lies. Begone, I say, before I raise
this sign, and send you and your presents back
whence they came.”

The swarthy man was about to reply, but
the monk putting his right hand into his
bosom pulled out a crucifix and holding it above
his head, literally yelled out, “Avaunt, thou
messenger of evil, if thou be not the Evil One
himself. Bring not temptation into this Eden,
but take thy presents with thee back to the
place from which thou comest.”

“Go back whence I came!” exclaimed the
swarthy stranger. “Not till I have told the
Laird of Chesters what is in store for him or
his descendants. For the insult published to
the world on the walls of Chester I have sworn
to be avenged. Since the horses are refused,
I shall wait till a future time when I will offer
them again. Should they again be refused, I
shall wait for some one at Chesters who will
sell himself and the castle to me. Meantime I
shall wait for that revenge for days, for weeks,
for months, for years, for generations, for cen-
turies—I care not how long. But remember
this, my Lord of Chesters,” continued the
swarthy man, specially addressing himself to
the author of the unhappy couplet, “Remember
this, that the longer I wait, the hotter it will
be for Chesters.”

After delivering this dreadful threat, the
swarthy man and the two horses, at one bound,
leapt from the roadway, and the next moment
were lost to view in the forest—the same forest
as that in which Thomas the Rhymer had dis-
appeared when he retuined to fairyland esoorted
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by the white hart and the grey hind.

The poor monk who had done his part so
nobly was also gone, and although he was
afterwards sought for at Dryburgh, at Mel-
rose, and the other Border monasteries, he
was never again seen or heard of.

The rhyming laird of Chesters never was the
same man after this strange adventure. Never
again could he bear to look at the uplifted
hands, or read the famous couplet. He bade
adieu to rhyming, retired into private life,
and would see neither friend nor visitor.
When at last he went the way of his fathers,
he was long remeinbered as the laird who had
brought a threat upon Chesters bv writing a
couplet which had vexed the Devil.

Thomas Pringle,
POET AND PHILANTHROPIST.

By THOMAS SMAIL.

¢~ HE ancestors of Thomas Pringle were
Border farmers, and appear to have
been men of great respectalility and
private worth.

Thomas himself was born at Blaiklaw, in
the parish of Linton, near Kelso, on 5th Jan-
uary, 1789. He says “I was the third child
of a family of four sons and three daughters,
which my father, William Pringle, had by his
first marriage.” He also informs us that when
only a few months old he met with an accident
in his nurse’s arms by which his right limb
was dislocated at the hip-joint. The nurse,
unfortunately, concealed the incident at the
time, and it was a considerable period before
the nature of the injury was ascertained. The
dislocation could not then be reduced, and
Pringle was thus rendered lame for life. He
says “My early reminiscences reach back to a
period when I must have been about three
years old, or little more. T remember being
carried to Kelso when about that age, and
being tormented by doctors examining my
limb, and making me wear a red morocco boot
with steel bandages to keep it in some pre-
scribed position. These appliances were of no
advantage, and were, ere long, superseded by
a pair of crutches. The latter I soon learned
to use with such ease and adroitness, that,
duting my boyhood and youth (when I gener-
ally enjoyed robust health), I felt but little
incommoded by my lameness. Nanny Potts,
the old nurse in whose hands the accident had
happened to me, never forgave herseli for being
the unintentional cause of my misfortune, and
to make amends, indulged me, so far as she
could, in every caprice.”

When Thomas was about five years of age
he accompanied his two eldest brothers, William
and John, daily to school. ‘We rode, all
three, on one stout galloway, the foremost
guiding our steed, and the other two holding
fast, each by the jacket of the one before him.
We carried our noontide meal, consisting
usually of a barley bannock and a bottle of
milk, in a wallet, and my crutches were slung
on each side of the long padded saddle on
which we sat.’

His mother died when he was only six years
old, and to her memory he seems to have
clung with great fondness. So late as 1812
he thus expressed himself in one of his letters:
“I recollect her distinctly, and particularly all
the circumstances connected with the last
days of her life. How could T ever forget the
last kind and solemn words, the farewell smile.
the parting embrace of my mother—of such a
mother!”

¢ And, when that gentlest human friend
No more her anxions eye could bend
On me, hy youny atiliction prest
More close to her maternal breast,
I deemed she still beheld afar
My sorrows from some peaceful star:
Tn slumber heard her faintly speak,
Aund felt her kiss upoa my check.”*

In his fourteenth year he was sent to Kelso
Grammar School; and three years dfterwards
to Edinburgh University to complete his
studies. His companion was Robert Story,
son of the parish schoolmaster at Yetholm.
and the two boys walked from Kelso to Edin-
burgh, a distance of fifty miles, in one day.
Robert Story afterwnrds became minister of
Roseneath, on the Clyde.

At Edinburgh the friends lodged under the
same roof, and amid the temptations of city
life, did not fail to remember their Creator,
for ‘during the whole session Pringle con-
ducted worship in his apartiment, alternatively
with his companion, after the fashion of devout
Scottish families. The Sabbath day they kept
holy, avoiding so much as the opening of a
book on that day, which was not of a directly
religious character.” The session over, they
returned to Teviotdale, and during the
‘summer solitude of these college vacations,’
were written almost all his earlier poems. At
the end of three years, Pringle left the Uni-
versity better versed in general literature than
in exact learning, and after halting long be-
twixt law and medicine, ended as a copyist at
the Regrister House. He was still buried among
the musty records of the kingdom in August

* Autumnal Excursion,
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1815, when there came a letter from his old
companion Robert Story, announcing the
delivery of his first sermon in ‘thelittle temple’
on ‘Linton’s hallowed mound,” where Pringle’s
kindred sleep.

He and his friend Story, during a tour in
Teviotdale, visited St Mary’s Loch, and this

by his pen. The work at this period by which
he will chiefly be remembered is the founding
of “Blackwood’s Magazine,” which he edited
for six months, along with his friend Cleg-
horn.

In January 1819 the 1.oet went back to his
desk at the Register House, where. however,

%537/0

gave Pringle the subject of a poem, “The
Autumnal Excursion”—a poem which won the
praise of Sir Walter Scott, and made its
author famous. Elated by success, and for-
getful of the maxim, ‘Literature is a good staff,
but a bad crutch,’ Pringle now resolved to live

he remained for only six months, after which
he returned to his father’s house at Blaiklaw.
His love and admiration for the scenes of
his childhood was very great. He seemed to
find a life and loveliness in everything—to
have a capacity of sympathy with all the var-
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ietiee of beauty and grandeur. Although lame,
he had a passion for ascending hills. He
frequently climbed to the top of Hownam Law
(1472), one of the best hills to enable the
visitor to see the Borderland. It is about
eight miles distant from the great Cheviot,
and is a bold and picturesque object in the
horizon. Near by is “Flodden’s Fatal Field,”
and the river Till. The Till is generally said
to be the most sluggish river on the Borders,
and this fact gives rise to the old rhyme:—
“Tweed saye to Till. ‘What 8 ye rm sae etlll?'
Till says to Tweed, Althouglga; e rin wi’ epeed,

And I rin alae,
Where ye droon ae man, I droon twae!” ”

Thomas found that his father’s farm had
not been paying for a number of years. Very
gloomy indeed was the tenant of Blaiklaw, as
a series "of bad harvests had brought him
almost to the verge of ruin. It was at this
time that the Government scheme of colon-
izing the unoccupied territory at the Cape was
promulgated, and at the request of the Pringle
family the poet made application to the Gov-
ernment for a grant of land in South Africa.
Partly by the influence of his fricnd. Sir Walter
Scott, he received this; and the family, con-

sisting of twenty-three souls, sailed from
Gravesend in February, 1820, in the brig
“Brilliant.” Their voyage occupied about four
months, as they did not arrive at the Cape of
Good Hope till the month of June. How dif-
ferent in these days of “Ocean Greyhounds”
when the voyage can be made in sixteen days!
Pringle’s poem is well worth repeating:—
A FAREWELL To THE BORDERLAND.
Our native land—our native vale—
A long, a last adien!

Farewell I:o bonny Teviotdale,
And Scotia’s mountains blue!

The battle mound—the Border tower,
That Scotia’s annals tell—

The martyr’s grave—the lover’s hower,—
To each—to all—farewell!

Home of our hearte—our father’s home'!'—
Iand of the brave and free!

The sail is flapping on the foam
Tha us far from thee.

We seek a wild and distant shore
Beyond the Atlantic main;

We leave thee to return no more,
Or view thy cliffs again.

But may dishonour blight our fame,
And quench our household fires,

When we, or ours, forget thy name,
Green island of our sires!
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Our native land—our native vale—
A long—a last adieu!

Farewell to bonny Teviotdale,

And Scotland’s mountains blue!

It is worthy of note that on the first Sabbath
after their arrival in South Africa, the emi-
grants held divine service, and the devotions
were led by Thomas Pringle—the opening
Paraphrase being:—

“O God of Bethel! by whose hand
Whe tRrongh “this weary. pilgrimege
Hast a.lluf)ur fathers l-l’e\‘l.lg’ 4

After getting his father’s household re-estab-
lished, and a fair start made by all his kins-
men, Pringle took up his abode at Cape Town;
he had with him several letters of introduc-
tion to Lord Charles Somerset, who was then
Colonial Governor. In compliance with the
wish of the home Government, Pringle was
appointed keeper of the Colonial Library. The
salary being small, he projected the opening
of an academy, and invited a Mr Fairbairn, of
Edinburgh, to join with him in the scheme;
he began the school before Fairbairn’s arrival,
and it throve every day. The anti-slavery
agitation had already begun, and a commission
of inquiry was on their way out to investigate
the state of affairs at the Cape. The dawn of
a new era now opened on that land of chains
and slavery. Pringle’s heart beat quick and
high at the prospect of aiding on the move-
ment, aid with that love of freedom which
Lad always sc warmly glowed within him, he,
along with a Dutch clergyman, thought of dis-
seminating knowledge throughout the colony
by means of a journal or magazine. The con-
sent of the Government officials having been
got, the ”South African Journal” quickly ap-
peared, and was eoon followed by the “South
African Commercial Advertiser,” a weekly
newspaper, the literary department of which
Pringle and Fairbairn were only engaged to
superintend. Both publicatious flourished, and
so did the academy ; therefore, Pringle thought
that he was on the fair way to public useful-
ness and to private well-being; but the course
of his prosperity never had run smooth for a
great length of time at home, and it did not
continue to glide smoothly on in Africa. He
and his colleague had carefully guarded them-
selves against publishing any language which
might be offensive personally to the governor.
But that did not satisfy Lord Somerset. He
ordered the fiscal of the colony to assume the
censorship of the Press, and as such to attend
the printing-office. Pringle indignantly refused
to allow ‘this prostitution of the British Press
and open act of tyranny. But redress was
vain, so he and his colleague left the editor-
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ship of the paper. The magazine had also to
be stopped. As soon as the magazine and
newspaper had been discontinued, a petition
to the King was got up by the respectable in-
Labitants of the colony asterting the liberty of
the press. The Governor then became alarmed,
and tried what personal intiinidation could do.
Acgordingly, with that intent, he summcned
Pringle to his august presence in the audience-
room.
To be Continued.

[The two illuetrations to this article were kindly
lent by the Editor of “ Life and Work.”]

Cbronicle of the Pear's RNews,*

€7~ HIS is a volume which few readcrs can

afford to be without.  After looking

over the morning or evening paper,
there are not many of us who have mot the
wish to make a note of scmething or other that
crops up in the course of sur reading. An
incident in yesterday’s paper, a remark in
somebody’s speech, the date of some note
worthy event—all are lost to us unless we
take the trouble to make a note of such in
a record of our own. But how few keep such
a record. And here it is where the value of
such a work as the one now under notice comes
in. A glance over its pages reveals what a
busy world we are living in, and how much
history is going on every day around us. The
chief speeches of the year are epitomised, while
a clue is furnished to all the main evidence and
dicta on such subjects as Licensing Reform, Old
Age Pensions, Sugar Bounties, the amount
Madame Sarah Bernhardt received during her
London engagement, what Mr Rhodes said at
a meeting in London to promote the social
work of the Salvation Army, the result of East
Edinburgh election, notes of the Postmaster-
General’s annual report, and hundreds of other
matters which ‘come before us in our daily
papers. The origin and history of the Trans-
vaal War are duly chronicled, and it is not the
least interesting portion of the volume which
relates the incidents which lead up to the
Ultimatum of October 10, and follow the con-
sequences up to the end of 1899. ‘“Morison’s
Chronicle of the Year’s News” is a most excel-
lent and useful book of reference. It is pro-
vided with a very full and carefully prepared
Index, and is just the kind of volume which
should find a place not only on the writing desk
of every literary man, but also on the table of
every newspaper reader.

* Morison’s Chronicle of the Year's News of 1599:
A Diary and Epitome. Compiled by George Eyre-
Todd. Glasgow: Morison Brothers.
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H Border Spring Visftor.

¢y HERE are few more welcome visitors to
the Borderland thaa the cuckoo. He
is a favourite with all, and his voice is
greeted with cordiality given to no other vis-
itor. He comes as the herald of good news,
and his first notes cause many to exclaim—

€0, blithe new comer ! I have heard,
I hear thee and rejoice.”

Our spring visitor usually makes his appear-
ance in April, the 20th having long been re-
garded as the day on which he is due. His
visit, however, seems to be regulated by an
instinct which takes note of weather rather
. than time, and only when the season is early
can we fully merit Michael Bruce’s beautiful
description.

From the writer’s observation, his visit to
the Borderland is much later than the time
fixed by the poets and almanac makers. Asa
rule the cowslips, primroses, and violets are
above ground, and birds are trilling their love
songs and are engrossed with parental duties
before his voice is heard. The poet, therefore,
very truthfully says— CLo

¢ Delightful visitant, with thee
I hail the time of flowers.”

Between April and the end of August the
cuckoo may be found in every corner of the
Borderland.  Strange though it may seem,
whilst he has crossed great tracts of sea and
land, when once he takes up his quarters he
remains constantly near the spot for the season.

Probably in this is found an illustration of
the truth that there is no place like home, as
he may have been hatched thereabout.

The cuckoo is not the destructive visitor he
was once thought to be. Naturalists are agreed
that he was greatly slardered, #nd now regard
Lim as the friend of the gardener and farmer.
It has been estimated that out of every hundred
hairy caterpillars which work such iischief to
crops, thirty-nine are devoured by the cuckoo
But in the matter of house-keeping our spring
visitor shrinks his responsibilities in a disgrace-
ful manner. It was a long time before much
credence was given to his unamiable propensity.
But it has been ascertained beyond a doubt
that on quite a number of Border birds has
fallen the burden of rearing his children.

‘“ He dresses his wife in her Sunday best,
And they never have rent to pay,

~ For she folds her feathers in her neighbour’s nest,
Where hither she’s gone to-day.”

The Border legends and mythical supersti-
tions which gathered round the harbinger of
spring are numerous and interesting. It was
long thought that the cuckoo passed the winter
in sleep, hence the old stories about him start-
ing in full cry from the hollows in logs as they
burned on the winter fire. It was also thought
that he changed into a hawk.

Many a Border maid on hearing the first
notes of the cuckoo was wont to take off her
left shoe, expecting to find a man’s hair in it
the same colour as that of her future husband.
It was also considered that if you had money
in your pockets when his first notes were heard
you would have plenty all the year.

The oracular power of the ‘“beauteous
stranger” was also greatly credited. He was
regarded as being able to fortell fate in a
variety of ways, notably in regard to the
allotted span of life, and the chances of matri-
mony. The former question was answered by
the number of times the bird repeated his
cry, and the eternal question of the maids in
a similar manner, only the maid must first of
all kiss her hand towards the voice of the bird.
Of course we have got away from all that sort
of thing, School Boards having ousted our
visitors’ power.

Towards the end of June the voice of the
cuckoo ceases to be heard on the Border. In-
deed, he then loses his musical voice and al-
most entirely passes from public view, When
he takes his departure is not easily determined,
but he often goes in July. He, however,
occasionally stays into August, but

“In August fly he must,
For a cnckoo in September
Not a fool can remember.

G. M. R.

TaLL BorpeEr MeN.—John M‘Neill told one
story at his Glasgow meeting on the 11th ult..
which is really too good to be forgotten.
Borderer, he said, a big fellow, six feet if he
was an inch, once asked him if he knew why
the Border men were so tall. “Oh, yes,” said
he, in reply, “I know quite well. You were
great cattle thieves in the old days, and were
often strung up to trees. Your ancestors al-
ways happened to be cut down in time, but
this process, carried on all through the genera-
tions, was a grand thing for shaking the reefs
out of your spine.” “And,” the evangelist
added, “I was never again troubled with that
man’s tallness.” We should think not.—
“Scottish American.”

Printed for The Border Macgazine Ltd.. by A. Walker & Son. Galashiels.
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¢~ HE subject of the following sketch fur-
L nishes a noteworthy example of what
may be attained by industry, energy,
and perseverance, notwithstanding the adverse
circumstances which may encompass and
hamper the early life of an individual.

William Forsyth belonged to an old Coven-
anting family. He was born in 1822, almost
under the shadow of the classic “broom of the
Cowdenknowes,” and the ivy-clad tower of the
poet seer, the renowned Thomas of Ercildoun.
When he was seven years of age his parents
removed to Galashiels. There he received the
rudiments of education at “Whitson’s Schule.”
He started to earn his bread at a tender age,
and in course of time served an apprentice-
ship to the craft of spinning. In his twenty-
second year he started business as a woollen
manufacturer in conjunction with the late Mr
Robert Walker, but eventually the enterprise
was abandoned. Nothing daunted he returned
to his former occupation in the firm of Messrs
Robert and George Lees, Galabank Mill, where
he remained till about 1854.

In those days opportunities for self-improve-
ment were not so rife as they are at the present
time, but he took full advantage of the scanty
means within his reach for the cultivation of
his mental faculties. The debating society
or some kindred association was his college.

By sheer application he developed into a fluent
and ready speaker. Endowed with a strong
sense of the beautiful, both in nature and art,
his style became both rich and poetic.  As
showing the trend of his mind, his first pur-
chased work was Milton’s “Paradise Lost,”
which, in company with one or other of the
Border poets, were generally found in his
pocket. His leisure hours were divided be-
tween his literary studies and haunting Tweed-
side, pursuing the gentle art of which, at that
early period of his life, he was passionately
fond. Those lines by Andrew Lang in his
“Ballade of the Tweed,” he could heartily en-
dorse— :

“They boast their braes o’ bounie Doon:

Gie me to hear the ringin’ reel;

Where shilfus sing and cushats croon,
By fair T'weedside at Ashiestiel.”

While quite a young man Mr Forsyth took
an intelligent interest in the political, eccles-
instical, and social questions of the period.
He was a strong advocate for spiritual inde-
pendence, and at the Disruption in 1843, cast
in his lot with Ladhope Free Church, Gala-
shiels, being shortly afterwards elected to the
deaconship in that congregation. When that
place of worship was opened in 1844, he acted
as precentor on the occasion. Few remain to
tell how their hearts thrilled, when to the tune
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“Stroudwater” he “raised” that old Covenant-
ing battle song,

“God is our refuge and our strength,
In straits a present aid.”

He became the moving spirit, the life and
soul of the “Educational Association” in con-
nection with that Church. When the Rev. W.
P. Falconer left Ladhope Free Church, Mr
_ Forsyth, in conjunction with the late Dr George
" McDougall, were appointed by the congrega-
tion to represent them before the Presbytery
-- of Selkirk. He was also deeply interested in

From a Photao

CADDONLEE COTTAGE,

his favourite themes. Undaunted by adver-
sity, and unspoiled by prosperity, he never
forgot an old acquaintance. His talents
brought him into notice, and about 1854, he
was induced to become a temperance lec-
turer. As the headquarters of that organisa-
tion were situated in Edinburgh, he found it
necessary to remove to that city. After some
little experience he found the situation un-
congenial and resigned. He started a temper-
ance hotel in St Andrew Street, where he re-
mained till 1857, when he removed to Aberdeen
and founded the now famous “Forsyth’s Tem-

in possession of Miss Grant,

The original site of the headquarters of the Edinburgh Angling Club,

the prosperity of the now defunct ‘‘ Galashiels
Mechanics’ Institute,” of which society he was
elected president in 1851.

Mr Forsyth possessed the gift of song in a
high degree, and was a grand interpreter of
our national melodies. None who ever heard
him render “Scotland Yet” can forget the thrill
that “dirled” through their veins, as with all
the patriotisin of his being he sang that im-
mortal lyric by Henry Scott Riddell. He was
the best platform orator Galashiels ever pro-
duced. As a lecturer he became extremely
popular. Border life and Border poetry were

perance Hotel.” In 1864 he left the grauite
city and went to Glasgow, where he established
the “Cobden Hotel” in Argyll Street.

The great advocate of free trade, in a letter
to Mr Forsyth, granting the use of his name
said, “You are very rash to mount the sign of
a living politician on your hotel. It is a safer
rule to allow public men to quit the stage
before we commit ourselves irrevocably in their
behalf. I know a person who had adorned the
walls of his study with the leading heroes of
the Reform Bill, who afterwards turned the
majority of their faces in disgrace to the wall.
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I cannot but feel honoured at your having taken
the risk of a similar fate for me.”

While a resident in Glasgow, Mr Forsyth
was a member of St Mungo’s Angling Club,
and in 1887, he wrote “A Lay of Loch Leven,”
which was dedicated to the Glasgow Anglers’
Association. During that period he took a
warm interest in the repeated but futile efforts
that were made on Tweedside to secure a
reform of the Tweed Acts, and both by tongue
and pen strove to guide popular feeling in a
practical direction.

When the centenary of the birth of Sir

From a Photo

Walter Scott was observed in Galashiels, Mr
Forsyth wus requested to address the vast
assemblage. This was a public tribute to his
abilities won by years of generous labour on
behalf of his fellow-townsmen. He also, by
special request, took a prominent part in the
great demonstration held in Galashiels in 1834,
for the purpose of protesting against the action
of the House of Lords in refusing to pass the
bill for the extension of the county franchise.
In 1885 Mr Forsyth stood as a candidate to
represent the Bridgton division of Glasgow,
but failed to secure a majority.

BETTY MESSER'S,

Toward the closing years of his life Mr
Forsyth laboured under an affection of the
heart. With the view of alleviating his suf-
ferings he was removed to the Bridge of Allan,
where he died on the 28th May, 1889, in the
sixty-seventh year of his age. He was survived
by four sons and four daughters, the eldest
of whom is the wife of ex-Provost Brown, of
Galashiels. It does not fall within the scope
of a magazine article to intrude upon the priv-
acy of domestic life, but regarding Mr Forsyth,
it can be affirmed that within that circle, those
who understood him best loved him most,

By Willinm Brown.

After Mr Forsyth removed from the cherished
scenes of his youth, he continued to the
close of his life to take a warm interest in all
that pertained to the Borderland. Like the
home-sick captive under the willows at Babylon
his heart clung to the streams familar to his
boyhood. What the Jordan was to the Jew,
the Tweed was to him. His whole being was
permeated with the song and romance in which
it is enshrined. = He reverenced its ruined
abbeys and mouldering towers. The witching
spell of the classic river was upon him. With
the old poet he could exclaim,
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“Such streams Rome’s yellow Tiber cannot show;
The Iberian Tagus, or Ligurian Po,

The Maese, the Danube, and the Rhine,

Are puddle water all compared with thine.”

He was familiar with nearly every stream and
pool between Tweed’s Well and Berwick, as
well as those of its no less classic tributaries.
From early morn till dewy eve he had wan-
dered by their banks and had cast his angle in

“The lanesome Talla and the Lyne,
An’ Manor wi’ its mountain rille—

An’ Ettrick, whose waters twine
Wi’ Yarrow frae the Forest hills.

An’ Gala too, an’ Teviot bright,
And mony a stream o’ playfu’ speed;
Their kindred valleys a’ unite
Amang the braes o’ honnie Tweed.”

While during the course of his life Mr
Forsyth’s angling excursions extended far and
wide, in his later years his footsteps were
irresistibly drawn to Tweedside. On these
occasions he tovk up his quarters at that
cottage on the Peebles road about a mile and
a half above Ashiestiel on the other side of
the river, known to the past generation as
“Sclate Willie’s,” now more familiar as “Betty
Messer’s,” which he has immortalized as the
place

‘“Where friends we meet and gladly greet.

Wi’ eye 0’ welcome gleamin’,

We gather there sae free o’ care,
Oor cot wi’ kindness heamin’.

Ilk fishing splore in da‘ys o’ yore,
Ik wondrous take an’ capture;

The lengthened run—the nights o’ fun,
Rehearsed wi’ kindling rapture.”

The passion for angling grew with his years,
and amongst a wide circle of literary friends,
many were ardent disciples of good old
“Izank.”  Amongst those may be mentioned
Alexander Russell, of the “Scotsman,” author
of “The Salmon”; Thomas Tod Stoddart of
Kelso, author of “An Angler’s Rambles and
Angling Songs” ; Mr Stewart, author of “The
Practical Angler” ; John Younger, St Boswells,
angler, poet, and essayist, hesides a host of
others whose names were familiar as house-
hold words among the angling brotherhood.

Mr Forsyth had also drank at the Castalian
font, and was the author of many unpublished
lyrical pieces of great vigour and beauty. His
verses entitled, “The Landing o' a Saumon,’
are one of the most popular angling songs extant.
Who amongst the fraternity cannot appreciate
the following extract:

“Let others fish the bosky burn,
That daunders through the trees;

An’ tak’ their troot at ilka turn,
Keen niblin’ at their flees.
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Gie me the river gleamin’ wide,
Or gushin’ down the glen; .
Wi’ lairs where fish can jouk an’ hide
Awa’ frae human ken.
What though we brave the mountain’s blast,
Or breist the lippin’ tide:
’Tis there we hae the choicest cast—
The saumon in his pride.

The first tug o’ his tossin’ head,
The thrill that nane may ken;

But he whase luck has been to lead
A saumon down the glen.”’

Mr Forsyth was an enthusiastic follower of
the gentle.art. Outside the domestic circle
he was seen at his best in the company of a
few congenial spirits. None of those privileged
to be present at these gatherings can forget

- his clear cut features, the keen glancing eye

brimful of humour or pathos, geniality or
mirth, according as the spirit moved him.

_ Though he possessed a thorough mastery of

the English language, yet on such occasions
it was forgotten and nothing was heard from
his lips save “‘The soft Lowland tongue o’ the
Border.”

A remnant yet remains of the old circle,
who at times are wont to recall faces and
forms that bave passed from “the sunlight to
the sunless land,” and as the once familiar
name falls upon their ears, their hearts feel
sore with a vain longing

“For the touch of a vanish’d hand,
And the sound of a voice that is still.”

R. H, G.

Thomas Pringle.
POET AND PHILANTHROPIST.
By THoMmAs SMAIL.
Parr IL

Colonial Governor is thus given b

Pringle himself:—*“T found him, with the
chief-justice, Sir John Trotter, seated on his
right hand, and the second number of our
“South African Journal” lying open before him.
There was a storm on his brow, and it burst
forth at once upon me like a long-gathered
south-easter from Table Mountain. ‘So, Sir,’
he began, ‘you are one of those who dare to in-
sult me, and oppose my government!’ and then
he launched forth a long tirade of abuse ; scold-
ing, upbraiding, and taunting me, with all the
domineering arrogance of mean and sneering
insolence of expression, of which he was so
great a master, reproaching me above all for

fCHE account of the interview with the
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my ingratitude for his personal favours. While
he thus addressed me in the most insulting
style, I felt my frame tremble with indigna-
tion ; butI saw that the chief-justice was placed
there for a witness of my demeanour, and that
my destruction was sealed if I gave way to my
feelings, and was not wary in my words. I
stood up, however, and confronted this most
a nt man with a look of disdain, under
which his haughty eye instantly sank, and re-
plied to him with a calmness of which T had,
a few minutes before, not thought myself cap-
able, and told him that I was quite sensible of
the position in which I stood—a very humble
individual, before the representative of my
sovereign ; but I also knew what was due to
myself, as a British subject and a gentleman,
and that I would not submit to be rated in
the style he had assumed, by any man, what-
ever was his rank or station. R |
asserted my right to petition for the extension
of the freedom of the Press in the colony ; and
I denied altogether the ‘personal obligation’
with which he upbraided me, having never
asked nor received from him the slightest per-
sonal favour, unless the lands allotted to my
party, and my own appointment to the Gov-
ernment library, were considered such—though
the latter was, in fact, a public duty assigned,
in compliance with the recommendation of the
home Government. This situation I now
begged to resign, since I would not compromise
my free agency for that, or any other appoint-
ment his Lordship could bestow. Lord Som-
erset saw he had gone too far—he had, in fact,
misapprehended my character, and had made
a not uncommon mistake, in taking a certain
bashfulness of manner for timidity of spirit;
and as his object then was not absolutely to
quarrel with but merely to intimidate me, and
thus render me subservient to his views, he
had the singular meanness, after the insulting
terms he had used, to attempt to coax me by
flattery, and by throwing out hints of his dis-
position.”

The consequence was, that Pringle quitted
the librarianship, but still the persecution did
not slacken. A Literary and Scientific Society,
begun by him, was next attacked, and the
chief justice and other Government function-
aries, who had become members of it, were
ordered instantly to withdraw their names;
while it was distinctly intimated, that every-
thing in which Pringle was concerned should
share the same fate; and this was no empty
threat, the ignoble Somerset organized a system
of espionage. Terror and horror were depicted
on every countenance. Persons were examined
on the charge of being disaffected for no other

reason than continuing in the acquaintance-
ship of Thomas Pringle. Thus again thwarted
in his career of industry and of usefulness, he
left. Cape Town, and retired for a while amongst
his friends at Glen-Lynden. The gloom of his
adversity is well depicted in his poem, “Afar
in the Desert,” from which the following is an
extract :

‘“Afar in the deeert I love to ride, .
With the silent bush-boy alone ty my side,

] the sorrows of life the soul o’ercast,
And, sick of the present, I turn to the past;
And the eye is suffused with regretful tears,
From the fond recollections of former years;
And the shadows of things that havelong since fled,
Flit over the brain, like the ghosts of the dead:
Bright visions of glory that vanished too econ,—
Day dreame that departed ere manhood’s noon,—
Attachments by fate or by falsehood reft,—
Companions of early days lost or left,—
And my native land, whose meagical name
Thrills to the heart like electric flame!
The home of my childhood, the haunts of mmy prime,—
All the passions and scenes of that rapturous time
When the feelings were young and the world was

new,
Like the fresh bowers of Eden unfolding to view!
All—all now forsaken, forgotten or gone!
And T—a lone exile remembered of none—
My high aims abandon’d and good acts undone,
Aweary of all that is under the sun,—
With that sedness of heart which no stranger may

scan,
I fly to the desert afar from man.

Afar in the desert I love to ride,
With the silent bush-boy alone by my side:
When the wild turmoil of this wearisome life,
With its scenes of oppression, corruption and strife—
The prcud man’s frown, and the base man’s fear,
And the scorner’s laugh, and the sufferer’s tear,
And malice, and meanness, and falsehood, and folly,
Dispose me to musing and dark melancholy:
When my bosom is full, and my thoughts are high,
And my soul is sick with the hondman’s sigh—
Oh, then, there is freedom, and joy, and pride,
Afar in the desert alone to ride!
And here,—while the night-winds round me sigh—
And the stare burn kright in the midnight sky,
As I sit apart by the cavern’d <tone,
Like Elijah at Horeb’s cave alone,
And feel as a moth in the mighty hand
That spread the heavens and heaved the land,—
A still small voice comes throueh the wild,
Like a father consoling a fretful child,)

hich banishes bitterness, wrath, and fear,
Saying,—“Man is distant, but God is near!’”’

Coleridge, when he first came across this
poem, was so much delighted with it that he
did little else but read and recite it, now to
this group and now to that; and in a letter to
the author he said, “I do not hesitate to
declare it among the two or three most perfect
lyrics in our language.”

Pringle could not shut his ears to the groans
of the slave, and the clanking of his chains:
and for loving and advocating freedom of
thought and action he was tortured and perse-
cuted. He thinks of his native land; and as
he thinks., sentiments, warm and vigorous,
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flow from the depths of his soul, and he writes
as follows : —

TO BCOTLAND.

“My country! when I think of all I’ve lost
In leaving thee to seek a foreign home,
. d more cause, the farther that I roam,
To mourn the hour I left thy favour'd coast;
For each high Erivilege which is the boust
And birth-right of thy sons, by patriots gained,
Dishonour’d, dies where Right and Truth are
chained,
And caitiffs rule, by sordid lusts engross’d.
1 may, perhags (l?wh generous pu cross’d),
Forget the higher aims for which I’ve strained,
Calmly reeign the hopes I priz’d the most,
And learn cold cautions I have long disdain’d;
But my heart must be calmer, colder yet

Ere Scotland and fair Freedom I forget!”’

Deeper and more deep did he feel day by
day for the slave, and ardent and more ardent
did he toil, with head, heart, and hand, that
the slave might be freed. He penned a graphic
account of the real state of slavery as it then
existed in the colony, and sent it to Britain.
It was published in the “New Monthly Maga-
zine,” then edited by his friend, the poet
Campbell. It attracted the notice of Zac
Macaulay and of Fowell Buxton, both of whom
were leading men in the anti-slave agitation.

Pringle, seemingly ruined in circumstances
and in prospects, but sound in conscience and
in character, set sail for Britain to obtain
redress. He left Cape Town on 16th April,
and arrived in London on 7Tth July, 1826, the
voyage having lasted eighty-three days.

The efforts he had so honourably and so ably
made in the cause of humanity rendered him
peculiarly adapted to be of good service to the
anti-Slavery Society. Accordingly, he was
engaged to be secretary of that society; and
a more congenial situation for Thomas Pringle
could not have been thought of, because in
him were combined the fervour of the poet,
the sympathy of the philanthropist, and the
patriotism of the politician. This situation was
in all respects congenial to his taste, and en-
tirely suitable to the development of his large
philanthropic heart. The enthusiastic ardour
and singleness of purpose which characterised
him as an abolitionist procured him the friend-
shiv of all the leaders of the Emancipation.
He became the advocate and protector of many
individuals of African origin who, when brought
to Britain, claimed their freedom. Even in
his anti-slavery occupation he was opposed by
“Blackwood’s Magazine,” which then was the
organ of the slave owners. It is rather remark-
able that no sooner was the object of the anti-
Slavery Society gained than the hand of death
seemed to fall on Pringle. He lingered on,
however, and assisted in the arrangements for
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the celebration of the emancipation of the
slaves in the British Colonies, and the 1st of
August, 1834, was the crowning day of Pringle’s
highest aspirations. On that day 770,280
slaves were emancipated from bondage.

Pringle still enjoyed the hope of returning
to Africa to rejoin his friends, but on 5th Dec-
ember, 1834, he gently passed out of life, in
the 46th year of his age : and “the friend who
held the hand that was stretched out to bid
him farewell in the approach of death, felt
nothing but the passive throb of the frame
from which the spirit had already disengaged
itself, to return to its Father and Redeemer.”
His remains were interred in Bunhill Fields,
where a simple stone with a very just and
elegant tribute to his memory, written by
William Kennedy, marks the spot.

The poetical works of Thomas Pringle have
run through several editions, and his African
tketches are well known and greatly admired.
“Friendship’s Offering,” an annual publication
of high standing in its day, was edited by him,
and several of the leading journals were en-
riched by his pen.

It has been truly said of him, that in the
walks of British literature he was known as a
man of genius; in the domestic circle he was
loved as an affectionate relative and faithful
friend. He left among the children of the
African desert a memorial of his philanthropy,
and bequeathed to his fellow countrymen an
example of enduring virtue. Having lived to
witness the cause in which he had ardently and
energetically laboured triumph in the emanci-
pation of the negro, he was called from the
bondage of this world to the enjoyment of
eternal liberty.

[Tn the preparation of this article, the author has
to acknowledge his indebtedness to Mr Rober!
Murray, Hawick, for liberty to use extracts from a
paper read by him before the Hawick Archeeolozical
Society, over thirty years ago.]

“3Fouking the Sbfrra.”

NEED not begin to say one word in the
BorpErR MagAzINE about the district of
Yarrow, when, as we all know, almost

every foot of it has been made classic by the
writings of Scott, Hogg, and Wordsworth.
Brought up as I was in early youth by the
side of “Lone Saint Mary’s silent lake,” my
memory revels in recalling this “lone sister
of the sky.” How often have I watched the
sun selting behind the hills, casting its glit-
tering rays athwart the loch’s unruffled
bosom, or stood and watched the mist like
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a grey mantle descending upon the hills.
How often has the “loneness” of the district
cast a melancholy shade even upon my young
spirit. It is because of these memories that
I wish to try and tell of an incident which I
have never yet seen recorded, but which
happened to Sir Walter when “Shirra” of
Selkirkshire. ,

1 was then living with my aunt Nanny in
a cottage which stood by the side of the Loch.
This cottage consisted of a “but and a ben,”
and a garret, the last being reached by a
ladder, which was pushed out of sight when
not used. My aunt was an old maid, whose
honest boast was that she had “aye been able
to work for hersel’,” and judging from the
amount of work she was able to do at the age
of sixty, her recorl in this respect must
have been a pretty good one.

The old lady was in the habit of letting her
room to gentlemen who came from the city
for the fishing. The room was fairly large
and certainly was always kept clean and tidy.
It contained an open iron bed-stead, which was
a rarity in the district then, and was entirely
hid by long white curtains which hung from
the roof.

Old Nanny was well known to the frequent-
ers of the district, and was held in the very
highest esteem by such men as “Rob the
Carrier” of Yarrow-feus, & decent hamely body
who used to supply the surrounding farm-
houses with anything, in fact, everything,
they required. Another admirer of my aunt
was John Scott of Selkirk. Now, John was
far away the best, albeit the most daring,
poacher either on Yarrow braes or Ettrick
shaws. Jock used to make my aunt’s house
his lair when out on what he considered his
legitimate employment. I well remember
many & pock-ful of “hair and feather” which
stood in the out-houses until transferred to
the cart of “Rob the Carrier.”

It was in the autumn of 18—, I was out
at the side of the Loch, when looking down
the Selkirk road I saw Rob driving furiously
towards my aunt’s door. I immediately ran
into the house shouting, “Here’s Rob driving
like mad up the road.”

“There must be something the matter when
he’s driving sae fast,” said my aunt, coming
to the door.

Just then Rob came up to the door shout-
ing, “Nanny! Nanny! quick wumman, have
ye ony o’ Jock’s stuff in the house?” he asked
in breathless haste.

“Aye, mair than ye can cairry at yae time,”

replied my aunt.

“For guidsake try and hide it. The Shirra’s
oot frae Selkirk efter Jock, and somebody telt
him tae search your hoose. Hurry up for
onysake, Nanny, and get the stuff oot o’ the
wey.”

After delivering this startling intelligence
Rob drove away up by the head of the Loch,
and left us alone.

“What wull ye dae, aunty?’ I said in a
trembling voice.

“Dae, laddie, I just jouk and let the jaw

~gang bye: but dinna stand shaking there.

Come an’ help me out with the calf frae the
room tick.”

We both went into the room, and in a short
timewe had the “calf”’ out of the tick, and were
busily employed in transferring the “hair and
feather” from the garret and out-houses, when,
in the midst of our work, we were startled by
someone speaking at the back window.

“ Weel done, Nancy, weel done, ma wumman,
we'll jouk the Shirra yet.”

This was famous Jock. He was a well-built,
sturdy type of Border manhood, about thirty
years of age, and had the free open face that is
often seen in men who fear nothing human.

“Dae ye no ken the Shirra’s oot after ye,
Jock ; and he’s coming here wi’ a warran’ tae
search ma hoose.”

“Oh, aye, I ken fine, I saw him coming up
the Ettrick, and I took a short cut to warn ye ;
but shairly we can bamboozle a lawyer body
frae Edinboro when we get him on the hills.
Away wi’ ye, wumman, what are ye feart for?
Let him search a’ the hoose, but keep the
room to the last. I think I hear him comin’,
so I'll away.” :

My aunt put the finishing touches to the
bed, and arranged the long curtains, and then
returned to the kitchen.

In a short time the Shirra entered. His
figure had become well known to Scotchmen
then, but I never have heard a better descrip-
tion of the great Wizard than that given by
my aunt Tibby. “The Shirra was a decent
sort o’ man, wi’ a plaid and a pair o’ checked
breeks, and when he walked he hotched.”

Sir Walter entered with a smile upon his
genial face, and with his homely way said,
“Weel, Nancy, how are ye the day—busy as
usual, I see.”

‘“Aye, sir, the willing horse is seldom idle
ye ken, and puir folk maun work tee eat.”

“That’s true, Nancy, and some of them can
scarcely get enough to eat to live.”

“ My conscience! and ye're right. It’s very
difficult for puir folk tae live noo a-days; but
what might ye be efter the day sae far frae
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the toun, if I may be sae bold?”

“Weel, Nancy, I'm after that rascal, Jock
Scott, the poacher, and on information given,
I have a warrant to search your house.”

“ What's that ye say? A warrant to search
ma hoose, sir, and what do ye want to search
ma hoose for, I'd like to ken.”

“Oh, it's only a matter of form, Nannie, my
woman, for, honestly, I don’t believe you would
have anything to do with the blackguard,”
said the Sheriff mildly.

“Oh, I dinna blame ye, Shirra, I suppose
it’s some o’ your Edinboro notions ; but ye're
welcome tae search frae byre tae garret; but
afore ye begin, wull ye no take a scone and a
drink o’ milk efter your lang ride?”

“TI’ll be very glad to do so,” replied Sir Wal-
ter, sitting nearer the table.

I only wish I could remember that conversa-
tion as my aunt repeated some of the ballads
that were then common property of the inhabi-
tants of that district. Sir Walter took down
in a note book some that were new to him,
but these were few, as his knowledge was ex-
tensive. After he had finished the impromptu
meal he rose and said—

‘“ Weel, Nancy, if you please, I'll give a look
round the house.”

Conducted by my aunt, he searched all the
out-houses, the byre, the hen house, the
kitchen, and even went up the ladder to the
garret, but found nothing.  During all this
time the two of them were repeating verses of
this, that, and the other ballad. When they
came to the door of the room, I saw my aunt’s
face change, but she opened it, saying—

** Weel, Shirra, ye see your information has’

been wrang this time, ony way.”

“That’s true, Nancy. I'm very sorry I've
given you all this trouble for nothing.”

“It’s nae trouble tae me,” replied my aunt,
advancing to the bed, while the Sheriff stood
at the door.

She laid her hand upon the curtains and
without a tremor, whilst I was shaking in
my shoes, said, “Come in bye and see for
yersel’.”

“Hoots, hoots, never mind any more, Nancy.
I know there’s nothing there but clean “calf”
and clean blankets.”

“Div ye say sae?! I'm gled ye think sae,”
said my aunt, letting go the curtain. Just as
she said this we heard the sound of a gun.

“Good gracious, there’s that scoundrel at
his work before my very nose,” said the Sher-
iff, rushing to the door and loosening his
horse’s bridle.

We had just time to rush to the door to see
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the Sheriff galloping up by the “Loch o’ the
Lowes,” while across the Loch we saw the .
smoke of a gun rising slowly from the hill
side.

“Weel, Jock’s a deil, but I hope he’s not
catched, for he’s been a guid frien’ tae me,”
said my aunt as she entered the house.

It was about twelve o’clock when the Sheriff
left in pursuit of Jock Scott, and about an
hour after, “Rob the Carrier,” came down from
the top of the Loch, and the “stuffi” was safely
transferred to the bottom of his empty cart,
and, I doubt not, was safely stowed in some
unknown corner in Rob’s house, even while
the Sheriff was busy hunting the poacher on
the hills.

It was about eight o’clock when Jock arrived
at my aunt’s without his coat, his hat, and his
boots. With pawky humour he told my aunt
how he “jouked the Shirra” on the hills, every
foot of which had been known to him since a
boy.
“Weel, ye see, Nannie, when I left you I
slipped off ma buits and hid them at the side
o’ the burn. I ran roond the hill and crossed
the Yarrow, and when I got up fornent here,
I let off a shot, for I kent that wad bring him
oot efter me.”

“But, Jock, were ye no feart he nipped yel
—ye ken he was on horse-back,” said my aunt.

“That’s jist how I had the best o’ him. Ye
ken there’s a lot o’ holes and moss haggs on
the hills, and it's no easy for a horse to get
owre some o them. Weel, efter I fired the
first shot I ran roond the shouther o’ the hill,
and being in ma stocking soles, I ran about
three miles afore the Shirra got to the place
I fired from. When I saw him looking roond,
I let off another yin, and, of course, he came
galloping efter me. Ye ken the knowe that
rins roond . be the Covenanters’ Hole, weel, I
ran roond that, and got to the Hole, and ye
ken there’s a lot o’ bog holes and slush in the
narrow opening, and a lot o’ rocks ahint, so
I stuck ma hat and coat on a stick—they were
jist seen owre the tap o’ the rocks. I then
ran up the face o’ the brae, and lay flat, look-
ing owre on the tap o' the opening. The
Shirra thought he had me when he saw the
hat, or maybe, he thought it was a herd, for
he cam’ up to the opening pretty fast, and
ye wad hae laughed had you seen him. His
horse put its fit into a hole jist at the open-
ing, and the Shirra went sprawling into the
slush and mud. When he got up, I heard
him swearin’, and he said somethin’ aboot
‘gan doon to the vile earth frae whence he
sprung,” as he scraped the mud off his coat
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and breeks. He began shouting to ma coat
and hat, thinking it was me or a herd. He
left his horse and climbed up the rock, and I
nearly split ma sides when I saw him coming
doon cairrying them under his oxter.”

““And what did he do wi’ them, Jock ; did
he take them wi’ him.”

“Aye,” said Jock, with pawky humour. “I
heard in the toun he was filling his new hoose
at Abbotsford wi’ a wheen auld guns and
swords, and an auld bonnet wi’ a feather in’t.
He'll maybe pit ma hat and coat among them.
I'm shair they’re auld eneugh.”

““What did ye do then, Jock?’ queried
Nanny.

“Oh, I jist lay still and watched the Shirra
leading his horse away owre to the road; it
could hardly walk as it was sae lame. He
wad hae to walk to Seclkirk, and I'm shair
it’s the hardest day’s wark he’s done for many
a day. Puir Watty! I was sorra for him, he’s
sic a decent body. But Nannie, 'm awfu’
hungry ; hae yc onything to eatt”

“Aye, Jock, I kept twae hares and boiled
them efter Rob went away.”

In a short time Jock was busily engaged
“putting in another stave,” as he said, and
shortly after he went up the garret and drew
up the ladder. When I awoke next morning
my aunt told me Jock had been away since
daybreak, and so ended one of the many un-
recorded incidents in the life of Sir Walter
not told by Lockhart. In reading “The
Poacher,” by Scott, I came across the follow-
ing lines:

“Our scarce-marked path descends yon dingle deep:
Follow—but hee«lfu‘).a cautious of a trip:
In earthly mire philosophy may slip,”
and wonder if the whole poem was not in-
spired by his knowledge of Jock Scott, the
Yarrow and Ettrick Poacher, and if he was
not telling personal experience when he wrote
the line in italics. Certainly that day when
he fell into the bog hole, he had plenty earthly
mire upon him.

ArrkeN WELsH.

Tabicb are the ““Border Counties?”

N a recent review of Sir George Douglas’
“History of the Border Counties—Rox-
burgh, Selkirk, and Peecbles,” the

reviewer asks why these three counties should
be called the Border Counties, the real Border
Counties on the Scottish side being Berwick,
Roxburgh, and Dumfries. :

The reviewer’s question at. first sight sugpests

89

ignorance of the history of Peebles and Selkirk,
for the part they have played in Border story
fully entitles them to the position usually
accorded them in the Border group.

But on second thoughts, the reviewer’s re-
marks regarding those two counties show that
he is questioning, not their historical, but their
geographical claim to that position, and he
seems to have right on his side when he says
Dumfries is more entitled to be styled a Border
County than either Peebles or Selkirk. Yet
even on the point of geography, we believe him
to be wrong. There seems to be no ruling
given on this point in any of the geographical
text-books we have consulted, but our own
opinion is that the Border Counties are those
which are watered by the Tweed and its
tributaries.

This ruling would account for the exclusion
of Dumfries and the inclusion of Peebles and
Selkirk with Roxburgh and Berwick, forming
the group known as the Border Counties. We
should like, however, if any of our readers are
able to throw more light on the subject, to have
this opinion confirmed or amended.

The Late Mr Thomas Smail,
Jedburgb.

%S we go to press, we observe with great

regret the announcement in the papers
of the death of Mr Thomas Smail,
Inspector of Poor, Jedburgh. He was one of
our most esteemed correspondents and contri-
butors. In our present number will be found
the second portion of Mr Smail's paper on
“Thomas Pringle,” probably the last bit of
literary work on which he was engaged.
Deccased was well known in the Borders
as an antiquary, and his knowledge of Border
literature was very extensive.  For many
ears he carried on business as a bookseller.
e was a member of the Berwickshire Natur-
alist’s Club, and many articles of historical and
local interest have come from his pen.

AN Army chaplain was visiting the wounded
men in the field hospital, when he came to a
soldier who was groaning loudly. “Come, my
poor fellow, bear the pain like a man!” said
the chaplain.  “It’s no use kicking against
Fate.” *“Bedad, sorr, you're roight!” groaned
the sufferer, who had been severely kicked by
a transport mule. ‘“’Specially when it's the
fate av an Arrmy mule!”
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The Border Reep.

The following interesting notes about Scott
and Abbotsford recently appeared in the
“Weekly Scotsman,” and are worthy of preser-
vation in the Border Keep:

In his life of Sir Walter Scott, Mr James Hay has
an exceedingli interesting picture of Abbotsford,
and he tells how enthusiastic was Sir Walter in
the work of enlarging and beautifying it. Scott,
he says, had a painter’s as well as a poet’s eye for
scenery; indeed, he compared a planter to a painter
for the exquisite delight afforded by such employ-
ment. “The planter,” he said, “is like a painter
laying on his colours—at every moment he sees
the effects coming out. There is no art or occupa-
tion comparable to this; it is full of past, present,
and future enjoyment.”’

When the Laird was in Edinburgh attending to
his official duties, he sighed for Abbotsford, and
took the liveliest interest in all that was going on
there. He writes to the land steward:—

“QGeorge must stick in a few wild roses, honey-
suckles, and sweetbriars in suitable places so as to
produce the luxuriance we see in the woods, which
nature plants herself. Get out of your ideas about
expense; it is, after all, but throwing away the
price of planting. If I were to buy a picture worth
£500 nobody would wonder much. Now, if I
choose to let out £100 to £200 to make a landscape
of my estate, and add so much more to its value,
1 certainly don’t do a more foolish thing.”

It is pleasant to see from the Laidlaw MSS. with
what alacrity and zeal Scott’s noble friends helped
him with kind ocontributions. The Duke of Buc-
cleuch sent bushels of acorns; the Earl of Fife pre-
sented seed of Norway pines; a box of fine chest-
nuts came from ILisbon—the box was sent on from
Edinburgh to Abbotsford unopened—and before the
factor heard of them they were pealed and rendered

useless for planting. “Confound the chestnuts and
those who peeled them,” exclaimed Scott, *the
officious blockheads did it by way of special favour.”

Scott told his friend Morritt that he never was
80 happy in his life as in having a place of his own
to create. He was perpetually buying land from
the needy, greedy, neighbouring proprietors to add
to his original purchase. “It rounds off the pro-
perty so handsomely,”” he says in one of his letters.
There was always a corner to “round off.”” For
these neighbouring lands he paid far beyond their
market value. On one occasion, when a friend re-
marked that for a certain tract he had paid an
exorbitant price, Scott replied good-naturedly, with
a shrug of the shoulders, “Well, well, it only is
to me th’e scribbling of another volume more of
nonsense.”

Abbotsford meanwhile from a rustic cottage in
the wizard’s hands grew into a fairy palace. The
furniture and decorations were of the most gorgeous
and princely description, the wainscots of oak and
cedar, the floors tesselated with marbles or woods
of different dyes, the ceilings fretted and carved
with the delicate tracery of a Gothic abbey, the
storied windows blazoned with the rich-coloured
insignia of heraldry, and the walls garnished with
time-honoured trophies, while scattered through the
mansion were rare specimens of art and sumptuously-
bound books, gifts from King George and other
friends.

His antiquarian tastes were visible everywhere.
Except his wife’s boudoir, every room was a museum.
Over one mantelpiece hung the sword of the great
Montrose, on another lay the pistols of Prince
Charlie. Nor was religion or sport forgotten. The
beautiful marble heads of nuns and confessors, and
antlered heads of noble stags adorned the hall, while
Maida, the famous staghound, kept sentinel over
the Omnium Gathervm.

Such was Abbotsford, which of all the creations
of his genius will probably be the first to perish.
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Mr Hay, from whose lately published voi-
ume the foregoing interesting items are
obtained, has apparently never been in the
Border Country.  Writing of Scott’s school
days at Kelso with the Ballantynes, and their
wanderings by the Tweed, he says, “Even on
that same spot where they walked and talked,
Scott was to raise Abbotsford.” Kelso and
Abbotsford are both, no doubt, on the Tweed,
but they are distant from each other some fif-
teen or sixteen miles at least. Mr Hay’s treat-
‘ment of Border names is quite independent of Sir
Walter’s. Thus John Leyden is John Lynden,
Ashestiel is Ashicstill and Ashiestcil, while the
Eildons are treated as the Eldons.

* * x

But, oh! Border readers of the Waverley
Novels, how it will astonish you, as it has
astonished me, Dominie Sampson to wit, to find
how cavalierly Mr Hay deals with the spelling
of the names of my friends: Vambeest Brown,
Playdill, Hatterick, Mucklewraith, Kettle-
drumlie, Meg Dodds, and many more to such
an extent as to bring out of me my favourite
exclamation, Prodigious! But over and above
these and many more mishaps, we have found
Mr Hay’s volume an interesting and instructive
one. When it reaches a second edition, the
blunders here indicated may all be easls put
to rights.

E I

In the month of March there died in her
hundredth year Mrs Smith, Biggar. Deceased
was the widow of the late Dr David Swmith,
minister of the United Presbyterian Church of
Biggar. She belonged to a good old Diesenting
family, being the daughter of the Rev. John
Brown, of Whitburn, and granddaughter of
John Brown, of Haddington, the wetl-known
commentator on the Bible. In addition to a
splendid physical constitution, she possessed a
vigorous mental character, keeping up a strong
interest in all publio affairs.

t JEE

As usual, I have more material for this col-
umn than I can use, and so I will save space
by here stating that most of the contents of
this column have been “lifted” in true Border
style from various papers, and I trust the
several writers will accept this acknowledg-
ment.

LI

Miss M. A. Graham, who was for many
years postmistress at Ecclefechan, sends some
interesting particulars to the “Scottish Ameri-
can” concerning that now world-renowned
village. She knew Carlyle’s mother very
well ; her granddaughter was a neighoour and

playmate of Miss Graham’s. When Carlyle,
in his younger days, visited, his birthplace,
he used to take a midnight walk through his
old haunts once a year; but he kept himself
very quiet, and the villagers were not in the
habit of lionising him at all. It is a remark-
able fact that not far from Carlyle’s grave lie
the remains of Dr Arch. Arnott, the medical
attendant to Napoleon at St Helena.

* & =
The people of the Scottish Border would
note with satisfaction that Lord George Scott,
the third son of the Duke of Buccleuch, had
the distinguished honour of unfurling the
Union Jack and running it up over the roof
of the Presidency at Bloemfontein. The flag
was & silken one, which had been worked by
Lady Roberts in anticipation, no doubt, of
this or a similar event in the progress of the
war, and with the aid of Commander Fortescue
of the Royal Navy, Lord George Scott dis
played the British emblem amid the cheers
of the soldiers and the populace.
* * »

At a meeting of the Hawick Archaological
Society, Mr J. J. Vernon read the second part
of his paper on the “Parish and Kirk of
Hawick, 1711-1725.” The Parliament which
met at Edinburgh in 1690 gave to Scotland
the Establishment which it still enjoyed, re-
storing and giving the government of the
Church to the surviving Presbyterian mims-
ters who had been deprived of their living in
1661. Of these there remained but sixty.
In the six Presbyteries forming the Synod
of Merse and Teviotdale there were only niue,
the minister of Minto being the only member
of the Presbytery of Jedburgh who survived
to re-occupy his pulpit. Mr Vernon described
the life and work of Mr Robert Cunningham,
who in 1712 succeeded Mr Orrock, the first
minister of Hawick after the Revolution, and
gave an interesting description of the parish
Sunday of 200 years ago. Both before and
between the services of the day the people
loitered in the sunshine among the grave-
stones, conversing no doubt about their ordin-
ary affairs, a practice which the minister and
session tried repeatedly to put down, but
without success. Having otherwise but few
opportunities of meeting friends and acquaint-
ances, many, especially country people, were
in sympathy with the young man who declared
that he “wadna gi’e the crack in the kirkyaird
for twae days preachin’!” The forenoon ser-
vice then occupied about two and three-quar-
ter hours.

DOMINIE SAMPSON.
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Sir Wlalter Scott in Fedburgb.

By JaMEs CREE.
[READ AT THE JEDBURGH RAMBLERS’ CLUB.]
Parr II.

E must go back some years to learn
something niore of Sir Walter's visits

to Jedburgh when he was ‘on the cir-
cuit,’ as he says. He not only found one of his
warmest and most helpful friends in Jedburgh,
but here he made his first appearance as counsel
in a criminal court. This was at the Civcuit

From Photo by
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a notorious housebreaker, but the evidence in
this case was too strong, and the housebreaker
was convicted. He was grateful in his own
way for the efforts of his advocate, and re-
quested him to visit him before he left the
place. Sir Walter went to the condemned cell,
and the housebreaker said to him—‘I am very
sorry, sir, that I have no fee to offer you, so
let me beg your acceptance of two bits of
advice which may be useful perhaps when you
come to have a house of your own. I am done with
practice, you see, and here is my legacy. Never
keep a large watch-dog out of doors—we can

R. Jack, Jedburgh,

COURT HOUSE, JEDBURGH.

Court in 1793. His client was a veteran
poacher and sheep stealer. The nume is dis-
creetly withheld, as it is undesirable to burden
any family history with incidents of this kind.
There was evidently good ground for the accusa-
tion against the prisoner, but Sir Walter suc-
ceeded in getting him acquitted. ‘You're a
lucky scoundrel,’ Sir Walter whispered to his
client when the verdict was pronounced. ‘I'm
just o’ your mind,’ was the reply of the poacher,
‘and I'll send you a maukin (that is, a hare)
the morn, man.’ Either at these same assizes
or the next in Jedburgh, Sir Walter defended

always silence them cheaply—indeed, if it be
a dog, ’tis easier than whistling—but tie a
little tight yelping terrier within; and sec-
ondly, put no trust in nice clever gim-crack
locks—the only thing that bothers us is a
huge old heavy one, no matter how simple the
construction—and the ruder and rustier the
key so much the better for the housekeeper.’
Lockhart heard Sir Walter tell this story some
thirty years after at a Judge’s dinner at Jed-
burgh, and Sir Walter summed it up with a
rhyme.  Addressing Lord Meadowbank, he
said—‘Ay, ay, my lord,



THE BORDER MAGAZINE.

. Yelping terriar, rusty key,
Was Walter Scott’s best Jeddart fee.’

It will be in place I think to bring in here
the record of one of the most interesting visits
Sir Walter Scott made to Jedburgh, when his
companions for a time were William Words-
worth the poet, Wordsworth’s sister Dorothy,
and William Laidlaw, author of ‘Lucy’s
Flittin’’ This was the time when the Words
worths made A Tour in Scotland, and the date
is September, 1803. It was after the publica-
tion of Sir Walter’s ballads and the Minstrelsy
of the Scottish Border. The Wordsworths

From Photo by
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vacant room in the inn, however, and private
lodgings were found for them. This was in
the house No. 5 Abbey Close, where the poet
and his sister stayed during the time they were
in Jedburgh. The remarkable woman in whose
house they lodged is the subject of Words-
worth’s poem, ‘The Matron of Jedburgh,” some
of the lines of which are:—

1 praise thee, Matron; and thy dJue

Is praise, heroic praise and true,

With admiration I behold

Thy gladness unsubdued and bold:

Thy looks, thy gestures all present
The picture of a life well spent.

R. Jack, Jedburgh.

HIGH STREET, JEDBURGH,

met Sir Walter in Melrose and he conducted
them to the places of interest there. He was
travelling to the assizes at Jedburgh as Sheriff
of Selkirk—an office to which he had been
appointed three years before this. He went
off to Jedburgh very early on the 20th of
September. Later in the day the Wordsworths
followed, and arrived at Jedburgh half-an-hour
before the judges were expected out of Court
to dinner. The name of Mr Scott was given
by the Wordsworths as a passport at the inn,
where they were very civilly treated, as
Dorothy Wordsworth says.  There was no

Dorothy Wordsworth had a view of the Abbey
Churchyard from this house, and she remarks
that several women brought their linen to the
flat table tombstones, and having spread it
upon them, began to batter as hard as they
could with a wooden roller, a substitute for a
mangle. When Sir Walter’s business in Court
that day was over he walked with the Words-
worths up the Jed, and the poet and his sister
have recorded their impressions of the scenery.
They visited Fernieherst and then walked down
the river.  Dorothy Wordsworth says they
were accompanied on their walk by a young
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man from the Braes of Yarrow. This, as I
bhave said, was William Laidlaw, the author of
‘Lucy’s Fhttin’.”  We are told by Dorothy
Wordsworth that the town of Jedburgh, in re-
turning along the road, as it is seen through
the gently winding narrow valley, looks ex-
ceedingly beautiful. When they got to their
lodgings they had their dinner sent from the
inn, and a bottle of wine, that they might not
disgrace the Sheriff (that is, Sir Walter Scott),
who supped with them, stayed late, and re-
peated some of his pvems. Next day Dr Som-
erville, parish minister, called upon them with
Sir Walter Scott, and they went to the manse
and the church. The assizes closed that day,
and the Wordsworths went mto the Court to
hear the Judge pronounce his charge, ‘which
(says Dorothy Wordsworth) was the wmost
curious specimen of old woman’s oratory and
newspaper paragraph loyalty that was ever
heard.’ Sir Walter travelled with the Words-
worths to Hawick, pointing out notable places
by the way. Next morning he took them for
a walk up a bare hill; and Dorothy Words-
worth, who is very candid in her comments,
has the audacity to write that ‘Hawick is a
small town.” Sir Walter parted with them
after breakfast. This visit of Sir Walter Scott
to Jedburgh in September, 1803, must take a
place of prominence in the record of his connec-
tion with the town, because of the interesting
companions that were with him on that occas-
ion. No more notable four ever walked by Jed-
water together than Sir Walter Scott, William
Wordsworth, Dorothy Wordsworth, and Williain
Laidlaw ; and that evening on which Sir Walter
and the Wordsworths supped together in Abbey
Close and Sir Walter read some part of his
then unpublished ‘Lay of the Last Minstrel,’
is entitled to an honourable place in the his-
tory of the town.

Inchbonny, the home of Mr James Veitch,
was frequently visited by Sir Walter Scott, and
when he was here at the Circuit Courts he
often took the judges and advocates with him
to see the philosopher of Inchbonny and his
observatory and the striking geological forma-
tion near his residence.*

The residence of Sir Walter Scott’s uncle,
Mr Thomas Scott, in the neighbourhood of
Jedburgh, was another link that connected Sir
Walter with the town. This uncle resided, as
I have said, at Monklaw, and it may be accepted
as certain that Sir Walter was a frequent visito:

* As theee visits were narrated in Mr Geo. Wat-
son’s interesting papers on ‘‘James Veitch of Inch-
bonny,”’ in recent numbers of this Magazine, we not
not here repeat the narrative. Ed. B.M.

there, for the casual reference to the fact that
hesent an artist to take a portrait of his uncle,
shows that he was in intimate and affectionate
relationship with him and that he held him in
esteem. This feeling was reciprocated.  Sir
Walter’s last visit to his uncle at Monklaw was
after he had avowed the authorship of the
Waverley Novels. His uncle’s kindly greeting
was—'Eh, Walter, you were ay guid, but you're
now great.” Mr Thomas Scott died at Monk-

law.

acquaintanceship with Sir David Brewster (a
Jedburgh man) in their earlier years was
slight,” but their common attachment to, in-
terest in, and admiration for the philosopher
of Inchbonny probably formed a stronger bond
of friendship between them than Lockhart was
aware of. It is certain that in 1820, when Sir
Walter Scott was elected President of the Royal
Suciety of Edinburgh, Sir David Brewster
became one of his most valued friends ; and I
find that in a letter written in 1823 Sir David
Brewster makes an appreciative reference to
Sir Walter Scott. ‘We are all impatient here,’
he says, ‘fcr the appesrance of St Ronan’s Well,
which is eaid to be excellent. I was highly
amused a few days ago at the anniversary dinrer
of the Antiquarian Society, to see Sir Walter
joining in all the honours, when the “Author of
Waverley” was given as a toast. Heis in great
health and spirits” We have thus seen that
Sir Walter Scott was a frequent visitor to Jed-
burgh, to attend the Circuit Courts, to see his
uncle at Monklaw, to visit his friend at Inch-
bonny, and to enjoy the hospitality of his com-
panion and guide, Mr Shortreed.

I have collected some notes of things as they
were in Jedburgh at the time Sir Walter Scott
visited it and which have changed since then.
The Justiciary Court room occupied the portion
of the County Buildings in which the Burgh
Police Court Room and neighbouring offices are
now situated. = The outlook was to Market
Place. An iron rail separated the public from
the bench, bar, jury box, and seats for wit-
nesses. A gallery was usually the resort of
ladies who attended on occasions of interest.
The site of the present Sheriff Court Room was
cccupied by the Flesh Market. The entrance
to the Flesh Market was from Castlegate by a
large gate which was the scle insertion in
an other-wise dead wall fifteen feet in height.
Within, the market had much the appearance
of an auction mart of the present day. The
booths of the butchers were arrunged in suc-
cession around the wall of the market, and the
space in the centre was used in killing the
animals. They were not so scientific in their

Lockhart indicates that ‘Sir Walter Scott’s
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arrangements of slaughter-houses as we are
now. Outside, towards the Churchyard, there
was a pen for the live stock. All butcher meat
was bought in the market. This place was
afterwards converted into an infant school, and
later the county authorities bought it, and the
present Sheriff Court and offices below were
erected.

It is only historicallv that we are interested
in public houses ; and regarding them in this
way we have the satisfaction of knowing that
whatever hardships the former inhubitants of
Jedburgh may have had to endure, the facilities
for refreshment and social recreation were
abundant. They had the Commerciol Inn,
where Messrs Hislop and Oliver’s establish-
ments now are; the Cross Keys, where now
stands the shop of Mr James Ilalliburton ; The
Crown Hotel, in High Street, at Crown Lane;
the Swan public-house was opposite the Cannon
Hotel in Exchange Street—the latter still ex-
isting under the name of the Exchange Hotel.
The Swan occupied the site of the Store Com-
pany’s bakehouse. These were in addition to
other places of entertainment that are still in
existence, and with which we are all more or
less familiar. Besides all these, I am assured
—it may have been in confidence—that every
licensed grocer’s premises were in reality a
public-house where people could sit and drink
drams. In the Burn Wynd of those days (a
place now dignified with the name of Exchanwe
Street) there were two outshot buildings, where
in still earlier days there had been a tower and
a gate for the defence of Jedburgh. The situn-
tion is near to Mr Veitch’s shop in Exchange
Street. On Mr Veitch’s side of the street the
out-shot building was occupied as a baker’s shop
by Mr James Veitch; on the other side the
corresponding erection was tenanted by a tin-
smith, Mr John Bruce. Both had windows and
doors looking towards Market Place. If a per-
ron jumped up on the dyke near by, he could
have a look at the frisky and odorous skip-
running burn.  The passage between these
shops was so contracted that carts could scarcely
pass. The Chevy Chase and Blucher Coaches
passed through Jedburgh in those days and
were the conveyances by which people travelled
from Newcastle to Edinburgh and to interven-
ing towns. Jedburgh was at that time on the
highway between England and the Scottish
metropolis ; and in many wavs, compared with
other towns in the district, it was a place of
more importance than it is now.

Ta be Continued.

H Friendly Rafd.

N the ith November, 1629. Messrs C
Lowther, R. Fallow, and Peter Manson
crossed from the Lonsdale country into

Scotland. Some of their experiences, as given
in the unadorned and almost incoherent ex-
tracts from their journal, which is to all intents
and purposes unknown, are worth giving by
way of showing what was the real feeling be-
tween Englishmen and Scotchmen about three
centuries ago, and that then we were, in spite
of recent declarations to the contrary, not so
much worse off than our neighbours. The fol-
lowing extracts refer to the Border country:

From Carlisle they use stacking of corn, on
forward into Scotland.  The houses of the
Grames that were, are butone little stone tower
garretted and slated or thatched, some of the
form of a little tower not garretted; such be
all the leards’ houses in Scotland On the
east side of Esk to Selkerigg which is four
miles along the river Esk, from Canonby to
Langholin be good woods on the E. side, Helli-
wearekoog and Langham wood on the W. side,
and Hollow-wood through which is our way to
Langholm, and three miles from Langham over
Langham Wood in my L. Buch. colepits. Along
the river of Eske is yery good grounds; on
the height is waste but good ground, and the
most part beyond Esk towards Berwick is
waste.

Langham is my Lord Maxfield’s, but my
Lord Buckpleugh hath it and all his land there
mortgaged, and is thought will have it. My
Lord Maxfield hath gotten it to be a market
within this five years, and hath given them
to Langham and Eskenholme land ;to them
with condition to build good guest houses within
a year. We lodged at John a Foorde's at my
Lord Mayfield’s gate, where the fire is in the
midst of the house ; we had there good victuals,
as mutton, midden fowle, oatbread cakes on
the kirdle baked the fifth part of an inch thick,
wheat bread, ale, aquavitee. Robert Pringle:
Courts, Barons, and Burghs may hang and
order any other causes, hang if offenders be
taken with the manner of the deed, but it. must
be within twenty-four hours, but if after then
there must be a commission gotten that they
may have a jury which consisteth of fifteen,
the first of which is called the chancellor and
hath two voices, they go by votes, and the jury
is to be elected out of the whole sheriffdom.

At Langham, we laid in a poor
thatched house the wall of it being one course
of stones, another of sods of earth, it had ~
door of wicker rods, Mr Cuiwen,
parson of Arthuret endeavoured to
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get us a lodging in Lord Maxfield’s house be-
cause of the outlaws in the town at that time.
Eskerigg to Selkerig.—All the churches we
see were poor thatched, and in some of them
the doors sodded up with no windows in almost
till we came to Selkrig. A sheep grass here-
abouts and about Langham is 1s 6d a-year, a
beast grass 2s or 2s 6d, butter is some 6s a
stone, they have little or nothing enclosed,
neither of corn ground, woods or meadows,
they have very little hay unless at a knight,
leard, or lord’s house some very little.
Over all or most part of Scotland (except
Murray—finest land 1n Scotd. for fruit, corn,
and of trees, etc.—most part enclosed), land
not enclosed. Beasts taken to grass day and
aight. At Selkerigge we lodged at goodman
Riddall’s, a burgess of the town, the which
town is a burgh regal for antiquity the fifteen
in the kingdom of Scotland. [Governed by
two bailiffs they may hang and punish accord-
ing to custom.] They have a very pretty
church where the hammermen and other trades-
men have several seats mounted above the rest,
. the women sit in the high end of the
church with us the choir, On a
corner of the outside of the choir is fastened
an iron chain wit (sic) at a thing they call the
Jogges, which is for such as offend but espec-
ially women brawlers, their head being put
through it, and another iron in their mouth,
so abiding foaming till such time as the bailiffs
please to dismiss them, it being in the time of
divine service. The form of it i8 a cross house,
the steeple fair, ha-ndsomely tiled as the Royal
Exchange at London, it having at each corner
four pyramidal turrets, they call them pricks :
For the repair of the churches, their
prcsbytenea impose taxation on the parish-
ioners If any pay not his tax
he is put to the horne. The Church was tiled
upon close joined boards and not lats. In the
town there were many fine buildings for hewa
stone but thatched, it is as great as Appleby.
The women are churched before the service
begins ; through Scotland the people in church
“when the parson saith any prayers they use a
hummering kind of lamentation for their sins.
The inhabitants of Selkrig are a drunken kind
of people. They have good victuals through-
out the kingdom, unless it be towards the
routh-west, but cannot. dress it well. Here we
have a choking smoky chamber, and drunkeu
unruly company thrust in upon us called for
wine and ale and left in on our score. [Ground
good all the way to Edinburgh.] There be
yet some woods of Ettrick Forest along the
two rivers remaining.

Gallowsheilds, —Went to Sir Ja. Pringle’s
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house. He is one of the best husbands in the
country as appeareth by his planting and suf-
fering his tenants to hold on him by planting
six fruit trees or twelve other trees, and if
they fail to pay for every tree not planted 4d
he also finding two fullers mills and two corn
mills.” There are of the Pringles for
some eight miles up Gallowater, gentlemen all
of pretty seats and buildings. [Went to church
with Sir Ja. Pringle—heard a good sermon
fore and afternoon—orderliest church and finest
seats I have seen anywhere.] He hath a very
pretty park, with artificial ponds and arbours
now making—neat gardens and orchards—
cherry trees—sycamores, trees he calleth silk
trees and fir trees. In Scotland the
wives alter not their surnames. They served
up the dinner and supper with their hats on
before their master, each dish covered with
another, then there was a bason withheld for
to wash our hands before we sat down, then
being seated Sir James said grace.  There
cheer was big pottage, long kale, bowe or white
kale, which is cabbage, “breohsopps,” powdered
beef, roast and boiled mutton, a venison pie
tn the form of an egg goose, then cheese also
uncut, then apples, then the table-cloth taken
off and a towel the whole breath of the table
and half the length of it, a bason and ewer to
wash, then a green carpet laid on, then one cup
of beer set on the carpet, then a little long
serviter, plaited up a shilling or little more
broad, laid cross over the corner of the table
and a glass of hot water set down also on the
table, then be three boys to say grace, the
first the thanks-giving, the second the pater-
noster, the third a prayer for a blessing to
God’s church [goodman, kinsfolk, ete.] they
then do drink hot waters so at supper
the collation which is a doupe of ale
From thence [Buckholme] to Herrets houses,
a guest-house where we alighted, is eight miles,
in which space we crossed the Gallowater some
twenty times. [In Lauder dwell many of the
Lauders, one of whose houses is a very fine
one.] [Stobhill—Coal pits of the Leard of
Erniston—Erniston a fine seat—Lord Ramsey
house seated on a rock a fine building.] In
view from Edinburgh four miles southwards
is Keeth, a borough where all the witches are
burned, and Earl Morton’s house is. .
From Edin. about a mile distant is Leith, the
chief haven, having belonging to it 150 sails
of ships holding about 200 tons [Lords, mer-
chants, etc.. fit out ships to take prizes, we
saw three or four French & Flemings they had
taken, there is a pretty harbour.]

T. G., Glasgow Herald,
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Repentaice Tower,

He wrote “Repentance” on, the wa’,
An’ prayed baith sune an’ late,

For the souls untimeous sped awa’,
Through Herries o’ th’ Thwaite.

a conspicuous landmark in Annandale.

It rises high above the mild and gentle
beauties of the fertile howes, and is visible from
many points. The view from its ancient walls,
to quote from Carlyle, is such ‘“as Britain or
the world could hardly have matched.”

fCHE old tower of Repentance has long been
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century by Lord Herries, a member of the
family who held the estate on which it stands
from the century previous, who, for his mar-
auding propensities, was surnamed “John the
Reif.” Many reasons have been assigned for
his having erected the tower, and more espec-
ially for his selection of the word Repentance.

Tradition on which a quaint old ballad is
founded says that he was returning from one of
his reiving expeditions across the Border, when
he and his “Solway Raiders” were overtaken
by a high tide. In addition to the *‘ heavy
beeves an’ fat sheep,” prisoners, and followers,

REPENTANCE TOWER.

The Tower stands on the brow of Hoddam
Hill some three miles from the Carlylean shrine
of Ecclefechan, and near to the banks of Allan
Cunningham’s  “silver Annan.” Its square
thick hewn stone walls rise to the height of
twenty-five feet, and over the door-way is carved
the figures of a dove and a serpent, and between
these is the word Repentance. Strange and
uncertain traditions have gathered round its
ruins.  Doubtless some singular story lies
hidden. in the singular name, but authentlc
records are not to be found.

It is said to have been erected in the fifteenth

‘“A maiden’s gowden tressee sweep
TLord Herries’ saddle bow

The tide rose with such rapidity and came upon
the gang with such violence and volume that
in spite of frantic efforts all were swamped.

Doun, doun sank the beeves, the fat beeves o’
I’ the shinin’ sinkin’ san’;

It sooked them doon its greedy maw,
Till ne’er a beeve was fan’.

Herries alone got “back to the Scottish lan’.”

The tide floated away the “maiden fair,” and
he lost even his own “guid mare,” for we read
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that next morning when he came to himself

‘“He fan’ her lym stiff an’ sta.rk
On the shinin’ wat red san’.

The terrible catastrophe so wrought upon
Lord Herries’ mind that he became a changed
man, and as a retribution for his lawless life
he built the tower and spent the remainder of
his days within its walls in prayer and pene-
tence.

He builded him a tall stane tower,
A-tap o’ a lanesome heicht,
Whar he could glower the waters ower,
O’ the Solway day and nicht.
An’ day an’ nicht in his tower he sat,
An’ glowered at the risin’ tlde
An’ glowered when the shiny san’ shone wat,
Maist ower to the English side.

According to Spottiswoode the tower was
long used as a beacon, and the Border laws
directed a watch to be maintained there, with
fire, pan, and bell, to give alarm when the
English crossed or approached the river Annan.

A story is told to the effect that a local
divine overtook a lad in its neighbourhood, and
inquired if he knew the way to Heaven, when
he promptly replied, “It’'s by way of Repent-
ance, sir,” and at the same time peinted to the
tower.

Carlyle started farming in Hoddam Hill in
1825 just under the shadow of Repentance, and
mentions the tower and the hill in his letters
to Jane Welsh. The latter he says is “as old
a8 Caucasus itself,” and regarding the former
he writes, “The ancient tower of Repentance
stands on a corner of the farm, a fit memorial
for reflecting sinners.”

It was then that Carlyle, according to Froude,
spent his morning in work over German tales,
and his afternoons in rides on his favourite
pony, and wrote “My own four walls,” which
cloges with the lines:

'I‘he moorland house, though rude it be,

f stand the brunt when powder falls;

"Twill screen my wife, my ok, and me,
All in my own four walls.

It was here also that he was visited by Miss
Welsh in September, 1825, when she “charmed
all hearts,” and when he himself was “loath to
end the haleyon days.” A difference with the
landlord brought Carlyle’s “singularly happy”
life in the neighbourhood of Repentance to an
abrupt close, and he quitted “My own four
walls” in 1826, after a year’s tenancy.

Below the old tower, it may be mentioned,
stands the Castle of Hoddam, originally built
by the Bruces about the beginning of the four-
teenth century. The present Castle is of the
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same period as the tower, massive and pic-
turesque, commanding a view of the loveliest
Dumfriesshire straths. G. M. R.

The Border Ballad.

IN Two ParRrs—ParT L

war.” It teems with the memories of

far-off days, wild or weird, winsome or
waesome. It reflects the history, character,
and manners of a race whose brave deeds and
dutiful actions have a being and an impulse
when all else is dead. “It has the tang of the
soil, as well as the savour of the blood.” The
rugged Border life, led among the rough
heather hills of Liddesdale, breathes through
ballad lore a “bracing breeze for the healing of
a sickly literature.” A mystic melancholy
broods o'er the dowie houms of Yarrow. And
Eildon, with its shifting shadows and its wealth
of yellow bloom, has stood for a thousand years
the first fair home in Fairyland.

It is said that the climate of Scotland has
given form to our religion—Presbyterianism
hard, cold, stern, severe. In the same way,
the dour and perfervid nature of the Scot is
reflected in his literature and song. The
Jacobite Song, which moved the fairest of
Scotia’s chivalry, was lyrical, emotional. The
Ballad is dramatic. It shifts on the scene to
the varying moods of men. It is not always
limited by accuracy, and that of later date is
londed with hatred or contempt. It occurs in
different versions, thus proving its antiquity.
Internal evidence, as a rule, places its pedigree
beyond doubt.

Centuries ago, the angel touched to fine
issues the chords of the harp. The echoes
sound in rhythm or in rhyme down all the
ages. The wail of the bagpipe floats still upon
the air, while he who raised the tune has left
his name unsung—

fCHE Ballad is very old—“old as love and

“Though long on time’s dark wlnrlpool tossed,
The song is sung. the bard is lost.

The Ballad was at first sung or chanted. It
cannot be properly studied apart from its air.
The town-piper was the poet or musician of a
later day. The oftice was hereditary. “The
last of all the bards” died at Jedburgh one
hundred years ago. The refrain or owerword,
8o common in the Ballad, relieves the monotony
of the strain. One striking example occurs—

“The broom, the bonnie, bonnie broom,
The broom o’ the Cowdenknowes.”
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The Cymric Kingdom of Strathclyde was the
nursery of Ballad rhyme and song. It may
have sprung from Denmark. The invariable
“yellow hair” is, possibly, a thread of those
Norsemen who have left. their names on our
shores.  Some affirm that it is a transcript
from the French localized. More probably it
is inspired by local tradition. In any case, it
is historical. It, indeed, forms the t mass
of the minstrelsy. In Border Ballad literature,
Douglas is the most familiar name. Its motto
points to its kingship of the wilds—*“It is better
to hear the lark sing than the mouse cheep.”
Gordon is the northern ballad-name. Gordon
—a Border name “stown awa!”

In character and constitution the Ballad is
robust.  There is about it a kind of open-air
feeling, but in many cases an absence of mirth
and light-heartedness. There is in it a deep
stirring of human emotion. It wells up from
a full heart which only sings because it cannot
help it. This idea is beautifully expressed by
one who in our own day has touched the
tenderest chords of human feeling and imagina-
tion—

“Like one that sings, and does not know,
But in a dream hears voices calling
Of those that died long years

ago—
And sings although the tears be falling.”

Fletcher of Saltoun’s epigram, *‘Let me make
a country’s ballads, and let who will make its
laws,” has been often quoted. Perhaps it
should read, A musician is a greater hero than
a lawyer,” but, sooth to say, the origin of some
of our best Ballads is unknown. Others have
been partially lost. Others, again, have been
sadly mutilated, or mingled with the faults of
“faithless memory.” In a sense, the song is
not lost but only dispersed.  The soul of it
lives. Tweed, Leader, Ettrick, Cheviot, Lam-
mermoor are the chosen home of romance.

Scott gathered the Ballads from the lips of
old women, hill-shepherds, and the wandering
tribes of cadgers and hawkers, and gave them
forth, “a legacy of posterity,” in 1802. Un-
wittingly, it may be, he became not only a
ballad-gleaner, but a ballad-maker,

“Like the sweet sound
That breathes upon a bank of violets,
Stealing and giving odour.”

Scott was indebted to the Ettrick Shepherd
for many of his best Ballads, and most of all
to Hogg’s mother, who afterwards said to Sir
Walter, “There was never ane o ma sangs
prentit, till ye prentit them yoursel. And ye
hae spoilt them athegither. They were made
ior singin’ and no for readin’, and they’ll never
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be sung mair. And the warst thing o’ a’, they’re
naither right spell’d nor right settin’ doun.”
But for all that, Scott saved the Ballads.

Till about one hundred years ago, all over
the Borderland these Ballads were said and
sung by the hearth, or on the braes which gave
them birth. In almost every cottage, there
were copies of “Chevy Chase” and “Sir William
Wallace.” Mothers taught their children the
deeds of their ancestry in plaintive rhyme—
“without trickery of plot or story.” Old men
clasped their hands and tossed their flowing
tresses to the wind, as with tear-streaming eyes
gleaming with ecstatic fire they vied with each
other in feats of memory. In early times, the
Ballad was sung to “lords and ladies gay,” but
eventually it was ruled out of Court, and fall-
ing into the hands of the balladmonger, for
greed of gain and to suit the cravings of the
Common Fair, it was clad in spurious dress.

The Fairies are ever the pets and favourites
of the poets. The Ballad is thus occasionally
mythological. It was often written in an age
of terror. Fancy was weird and wild. The
Elf was white, like noon and moonlight. The
water-elf was Kelpie.

Leyden assisted Scott to collect Ballads.
Himself the first fully to depict the power of
Border scenery, he wrote “Lord Soulis.” It
carries one back to wizard days, to the fame ol
King Arthur and the marvellous Merlin. Bar-
bour remarks that he need not relate Soulis’
}::ictory over the English on the shores of the

sk—

“For quha sa likis, thai may heir
Young women, when thev will play,
Sing 1t emang thame ilka day.”

In the days of Wallace and Bruce, our sturdy
forefathers fought bravely and died hard for
the glorious privilege of being independent.
Even yet the stirring, stirring strains of “Scots
wha hae” gar the Scotch bluid loup in a’ vor
veins. Though broken into sects, houses, or
clans, living far apart in social life, when
menaced by the common foe they stood
“shoulder to shoulder.” The war-ory resounded
o’'er hill and through glen, and party—for a
time—gave place to patriotism. Inspired by
“pipers braw,” they scented the battle afar and
marched on to death or victory : —

“Stand to your arms, my lads,

Fight in good order,
Front about ye, musketeers all,

Till ye come to the English Border.
Busk up your plaids, my lads,

Cock up your bonnets.”

The Ballad goes to the root of national char-
acler, to the “pith and marrow of national life
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and history.” It rings with the joy of combat.
It weds war with music—in bonds which cannot
be rent asunder. “The Battle of Otterbourne”
is the grandest of martial ballads. In it,
Border chivalry finds its most abiding memory.
A pathos and tenderness have beengiven to the
words of the dying Douglas from the fact that
our own Sir Walter Scott, as the gloaming of
life seemed wooing him to his “lang hame,”
crooned so mournfully and yet so meekly these
self-forgetful words,

From Photo by
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Reidpatb Castle.

May brings again her gm‘landa green
To every waving t
And sunny bank and bmky dell
Are haunts of bird and hee.
\Mbh music rippling as of old,
Tweed’s silver current g'lea.ms,
And cver all her wayward path
Still bends the world of dreams.

Of dreame that bring the old romance
To this stern world of ours;

Reclothes with more than summer’s grace,
Her reaches and her bowers.

McKnaught & Son, Peebles.

NEIDPATH CASTLE,

“O! bury me by the bracken bush
Beneath the blooming brier;

Iet never living mortal ken
That a kindly Scot lies here.”’

But, for all that, dear, very dear to us is that
hallowed niche in Dryburgh Abbey where is
laid to rest the knightliest knight in all the
train of knighthood.

AT G

And, smgmg by thy mouldering walls,
Oh! Neidpath still she sings

Of thy fmr maid, and fairest flower,
That bloomed in far-off springs.

Oh! Love’s despite, and fortunes _wrong
To blight fond hearts and tru

How summer-like had passed thelr hves,
How brief and transient, too.

But _blighted flower of Neldputh tower,
Embalmed in poet’s lay,

You still shall bloom while Tweed shall sing,
And woods grow green in May.

JouN Brown. -
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AUTHORESS OF ‘‘ ANNIE LAURIE.”

By Rev. ALEX. OLIVER, B.A., D.D., GLAsGow.

E regret to announce the death of Lady
W John Scott-Spottiswoode, of Spottis-
woode, Berwickshire, which occurred

at her residence at Spottiswoode on the 12th
of March last. Lady John Scott was the eldest
daughter of John Spottiswoode, Esq. of Spot-
tiswoode, near Lauder, and was born in 1810.
For centuries the family have held a promin-
ent place in Scottish history. One of them
occupied the position of Superintendent of
Lothian, an office in the Reformed Church of
his time, created in consequence of the scar-
city of pastors, and of great responsibility.
His son was Archbishop Spottiswoode, who had
the honour of crowning Charles I. at Holy-
rood in 1633, and was the author of a “History
of the Church of Scotland.” And his son, Sir
Robert, who became, as one of the lords of the
Court of Session, Lord Newabbey, was known
as a distinguished lawyer, and the author of
a treatise on the “Practice of the Law of Scot-
land.” Lady Scott thus came of an intellectual
atock, and was not the least gifted of a house
that had many able scions. On 11th March,
1836, she was married to Lord John Scott,
second son of Charles, the fourth Duke of

Buccleuch. After nearly twenty-four years of
wedded life she was widowed, Lord John Scott
dying on 3d January, 1860. Her only brother,
Lieutenant Andrew Spottiswoode, the heir to
the estate, having died without male issue,
Lady John succeeded to the family estate in
1870, and in accordance with her father’s
settlement she adopted the name of Spottis-
woode in addition to that of Scott.

Had her thirst for literary fame heen equal
to her gifts and accomplishments she would
have been widely known as a poetess entitled
to take rank among the sweetest singers of
her country. Her genius was of a high order,
and Sir George Douglas, no mean judge, has
spoken of her as the worthy successor of that
noble quartette—Lady Anne Barnard, from
whose pen we have ‘“Auld Robin Gray ;” Miss
Jane Elliot, Lady Grisell Baillie, and Lady
Nairne. Her poetry shows a fine apprecia-
tion of nature. Reared among the hills, she
caught the music of their streams, and re-
velled in the beauty of their woods and “cleuchs
and glens.” Though in the South of England
in her young days, yet her heart was in her
native Lammermoors, and she wrote : —
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“I hate this dreary Soauthern land, I weary day by

ay,

For the music of the many streams, in the birch-
woods far away;

From all I love they banish me, but my thoughts
they cannot chain,

And they bear me back, wild Lammermoor, to thy
distant hills again.”’

There is nothing of the humorous in any of
her pieces. The shadow that came on her,
through her being widowed, led her to adopt
& minor key in her songs. “There is,” as Mr
Crockett has justly said, “a note of sadness
running through them, as if the writer were
sighing for the touch of a vanished hand and
the sound of a voice that is still.” But it is
this very note which gives them much of

From Photo by
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And there yesleep in silence while I wander here

my 0, ..
Till we n};et aince mair in heaven, never to part
again.
The same tone is prominent in her “Ettrick”
whose closing lines are:—

*Bright stream, from the founts of the west, rush
on with thy music and glee;
(0] t(;hbe"l?orne to my rest in the cold waves with
ee!

And it is still more touching and tender in
her “Bounds of Cheviot” in which she sings as
one who has taken her farewell look of those
hills, that are as beautiful as they are rich in
historic lore. Her first verse is: —

A. Lothian, Dun<

FRONT VIEW OF SPOTTISWOODE

their charm. We know nothing more touch-
ing than the piece entitled “Duris Deer,” this
name being that of the burial place of her
husband. We quote the last two verses:—

“The yellow broom is waving abune the sunny brae,
And the rowan berries dancing where the sparkling
waters play ;
Tho:gh a’ i8 bricht and bonnie, it’s an eerie place
0 me,
For we’ll meet nae mair, my dearest, either by
burn or tree.

Far up into the wild hills there’s a kirkyard auld
and still,

Where the frosts lie ilka morning, and the mists
hang low and chill;

“Shall T never see the bonnie banks o’ Kale again?
Nor the dark craigs o° Hownam Law?
Nor the green dens o’ Chatto, nor Towford’s mossy
stane?
Nor the birks upon Philogar Shaw?”’

Each succeeding verse is in the same key, and
is followed by the plaintive refrain:

‘“Nae mair, nae mair,
I shall never see the Bounds of Cheviot mair.”

But what may be caHed the romance of her
literary life is connected with the well-known
and popular song, “Annie Laurie.” A good
deal of controversy has been carried on about
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that song. The locality of it has been matter
of contention, but it is settled now that its
“Maxwelton Braes” are in Glencairn, Dum-
friesshire. Then there has been controversy
as to who Annie Laurie was, and about the
authorship of the song itself. But the re-
searches which have been made, and Lady
John’s own public acknowledgments enable us
to give now the simple facts. The version of
the song as now sung is not the old version.
The original does not appear in any collection
of songs or ballads earlier than 1823, when it
‘was published by Charles Kirkpatrick Sharpe
in his voluize «ntitled, “A Ballad Book.” It
appears there with this prefatory note:—

From Photo by
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Made up the promise true,
And ne’er forget will I,
And for bonnie Annie Laurie
I’ll lay me doun and die.

She’s backit like a peacock,
She’s breastit like a swan,

She’s jimp about the middle,
Her waist ye weel may span,

Her waist ye weel may span,
She has a rolling eye,

And for bonnie Annie Laurie
I’ll lay me doun and die.

Mr Sharpe does not say in his book where he
got the verses; but in a letter written in 1848
to Mr Graham, editor of “The Songs of Scot-
land,” he says he “wrote them down from the
recitation of Miss Margaret Laurie of Max-

A. Lothian, Duns,

ANGLE VIEW OF SFOTTISWOODE.

“Sir Robert Laurie, first baronet of the Max-
welton family (created 27th March, 1685), by
his second wife, daughter of Riddell of Minto,
had three sons and four daughters, of whom
Anne was much celebrated for her beauty, and
made a conquest of Mr Douglas of Fingland,
who is said to have composed the following
verses under an unlucky star, for the lady
afterwards married Mr Ferguson of Craigdar-
roch.” The .verses referred to are these:—

Maxwelton banks are bonnie,
Where early fa’s the dew,
Where me and Annie Laurie

Made up the promise true;

welton,” a distant relative of his own, and
that she had informed him that the writer of
them was a Mr Douglas of Fingland, who was
an admirer of Annie Laurie; and that she
knew nothing of Annie beyond this, that she
was said to be very handsome. It was in 1812
when Mr Sharpe had this information from
his relative; and as, judging from the date of
her father’s marriage, 1715, she must have
been then far advanced in years, her memory
must have gone back far enough to catch up
traditions which had not become so old as to
be trustworthy. But this Miss Laurie said
she had “never heard anything about the music
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of the song.” Allan Cunningham copied the
verses, with Sharpe’s prefatory note, into his
“Songs of Scotland,” in 1825, adding, “I am
glad such a thing finds a local habitation’ in
my native place.”

Annie and her admirer, to whom she “gave
her promise true,” were not married. “The

course of true love” failed, in this case as in .

others, to “run smooth.” How the engage-
ment was broken off is not said : but perhaps
age had something to do with it, for a younger
suitor for her hand carried the day. In 1710,
seven years after her troth was plighted on
Maxwelton braes to Mr Douglas, she was
married to Alexander Ferguson of Craigdar-
roch. The disappointed lover, however, who
was willing to give his life for “bonnie Annie
Laurie,” did not “lay him doun and dee;” but
made a runaway marriage, 8o the story goes,
with a Galloway lady, several years before
Annie was married.

Lady Scott first met. with Douglas’s verses
in Allan Cunningham’s collection of songs.
She had not seen Sharpe’s book, in which Cun-
ningham had found them.  She was much
taken with the words, and adapted to them
a tune she had composed for a ballad of the
same measure entitled “Kempe Kaye.” But,
not satisfied with some of the lines, which are
rather inelegant, she altered and very greatly
improved them, and added the third verse.
The song as it came from her hand runs thus:

Maxwelton braes are bonnie,
Where early fa’s the dew,

And it’s there that Annie Laurie
Gied me her promise true:

Gied me her promisec true,
Which ne’er forgot will be,

And for bonnie Annie Laurie
I’d lay me doun and dee.

Her brow is like the snawdrift,
Her neck is like the swan,
Her face it is the fairest
That e’er the sun shone on;
That e’er the sun shone on;
And dark blue is her e’e,
And for bonnie Annie Laurie
I’d lay me doun and dee.

Like dew on the gowan lying
In the fa’ o’ her fairy feet,
And like winds in summer sighing,
Her voice is low and sweet;
Her voice is low and sweet,
And she’s a’ the warld to me;
And for bonnie Annie Laurie
I'd lay me doun and dee.

The superiority of the first two stanzas as
touched by Lady Scott’s hand is apparent,
while nothing could be more beautiful than
the last. The popularity of the song has at-
tested the genius of the gifted lady who gave
it its present form. The tune to which it is
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now sung was composed, as we learn from a
letter of Lady Scott’s, in 1834 or the follow-
ing year, and both song and tune were pub-
lished by her in 1848. Six years later, and
when the country was at war with Russia, this
song and several original pieces were collected
and issued in book form for the benefit of the
widows and children of soldiers that. had fallen
in the Crimea. *“All her published songs in-
deed,” as we learn from Mr Crockett in his
“Minstrelsy of the Merse,” “have been sold in
the interests of charitable organisations.”

Lady Scott was known for her kindly inter-
est in her dependants, and for her general
charity. Even Charles Blythe, grandfather of
the present king of the gipsies, whom she had
come to know in her girlhood through his
wanderings leading him and his to encamp
occasionally in the neighbourhood of her
house, had her kindly attention in a provision
for his old age. She has long outlived her
generation ; but her name will survive, and
in the Borderland, where her good deeds were
best known, the memories of her will be al-
ways green.

Her ladyship had a great dislike to see old
landmarks removed, and we believe that it
was through her influence that many of our
old Border “peels” have been kept from dis-
appearing. On her estate she was careful not
to allow any interference with what kept alive
the memory of the past in any outstanding
fcature. The old farm names she forbade to
be changed, and on the gates on the roadway
to the mansion house the direction to those
cntering was not “Shut the gate,” but in the
old style, “Steek the yett.” For roofing the
familiar thatch was preferred. When an old
house was pulled down and rebuilt slate was
never used ; the straw covering invariably re-
appeared. All the places on her estate, about
which there were any traditions of interest,
she had dug into and carefully searched for
anything ancient they might contain, and any
antiquarian *find” in the district she en-
deavoured to secure. Her collection of anti-
quities, the gathering of many years, is very
extensive. Her strong conservative feelings
made her look with disfavour on bicycles and
motor cars. It seemed to her as if they were
turning the world upside down, and for its
ill rather than its good. She was of a most
benevolent disposition. The aged and the in-
firm in her neighbourhood owed much to her
beneficence, and not a few were through her
generous gifts kept from seeking parochial
relief. )

The death of her husband seemed to affect
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her, not only deeply, but strangely. For
years, perhaps to the end, she acted as if he
were still alive. He had his chair set for
hiin at every meal; when she travelled his
luggage continued to go with her own; and
many were the letters she wrote to him, as if
absent on a journey, and by and by to be ex-
pected home. There surely had been some
lesion, in the brain of one so finely strung,
occasioned by his death. But while there will
be the quiet smile at her eccentricities, her
memory will be cherished as that of a lady
whose genius had as its fitting setting a
character that made her widely revered and
loved, and will now make her death greatly
mourned.

"B Rew Darrow Gufde.

E have pleasure in calling the attention
of the readers of the BORDER MAGA-
ZINE to a new “ Illustrated Guide to
the Vale of Yarrow.” Of making books about
Yarrow there is no end. Probably no other
glen in Scotland has been the subject of a
larger literature, and it is certain that
no river has been so besung. Yarrow is
. an unfailing attraction. Its very name is re-
dolent of the divinest poetry and the
richest romance in the Borders. The
favourite haunt of Scott, the joy of Words-
worth in his brief Border excursions, the
happy abode of the ‘¢Shepherd” whose
name for ever links the twin streams
together; the holiday-home of Christopher
North, and, since his day, of not a few of
his professorial successors, it is no wonder
that Yarrow with all the associations that
gather around it, attracts to its ‘dear and
refreshing solitudes” the rank and file
of summer wanderers. There is no holi-
day like a Yarrow holiday. That is the
sentiment of a hundred hearts. Mr James
M. Menzies has thereforo (though there are
other excellent guide buoks to Yarrow) pre-
pared his guide and illustrated it with many
charming pictures of Yarrow scenery and
spots of classic note. There are in all six
chapters dealing with the upper Yarrow,
St Mary’s Cottage, Kirk, and Loch, the
three towers of the Yarrow, the Dowie
Dens, llangingshaw, Newark, Philiphaugh,
and Carterhaugh. The chapters are brightly
written, and contain the leading facts of old
Yarrow life and traditions, an account of
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the ballads and songs which the locality has
inspired, and many other points of interest
which the visitor should make himself
acquainted with. Of course there are some
errors which give one the impression that Mr
Menzies has not been in Yarrow for some
years, It is, for instance, long since William
Richardson was tenant of St Mary’s, and a
few other points might be corrected in a
future issue. But the book is worthy of its
theme, and is the production of a writer

GRAVE OY THR COCKBURNS.
RUINS OF HENDERLAND TOWER ON THE HILLSIDE.

thoroughly in sympathy with the Border
spirit, and who has caught not a little of the
secret of Yarrow. Mr Gardner of Paisley is
the publisher, and the book is produced in his
best style. Tho price is 1s 6d. By the
favour of the publisher we give two of the
illustrations—grave of the Cockburns, - and

Junction of the Ettrick and Yarrow.
W. 8. C.
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JUNCTION OF THE ETTRICK AND YARROW,

e —f—

Sir Wlalter Scott {n Fedburgh.
By JAMES CREE. ,
[READ AT THE JEDBURGH RAMBLERS’ CLUB.]
Parrt III.—CoNcLUSION.

NOW come to incidents connecte& with Sir
" Walter Scott’s visit to Jedburgh that

are less pleasant to deal with than have -

been those to which reference has already been
" made. These were events of the troubled
times of 1831, when the country was greatly
agitated over the question of Parliamentary
electoral reform, and when there was a stiff
contest in this county. Sir Walter was op-
posed to the Reform Bill. On the 2lst of
March in that year he attended a meeting of
freeholders of Roxburgh held at Jedburgh in
connection with this Parliamentary reform. His
daughters endeavoured to dissuade him from
attending this meeting. Sir Walter, however,
was determined to take the opportunity of
showing his aversion to the bill. He attended
the meeting at Jedburgh and proposed one of
his Tory resolutions. He was in weak health,
and his speech was delivered in low tones and
with painful pauses, and only a few passages
of it could be heard by the audience.

‘We are told,” he said, ‘on high authority
that France is the model for us—that we and
all the other nations ought to put ourselves
to school there—and endeavour to take out our
degrees at the University of Paris. The French
are a very generous people; they have often

tried to borrow from us, and now we should
repay the obligation by borrowing a leaf from
them. But I fear there is an incompatibility
between the tastes and habits of France and
Britain, and that we may succeed as ill in
copying them as they have hitherto done in
copying us. We in this district are proud, and
with reason, that the first chain bridge was
the work of a Scotchman. It still hangs where
he erected it a pretty long time ago. The
French heard of our invention and determined
to introduce it, but with great improvements
and embellishments. A friend of my own saw
the thing tried. It was on the Seine at Marly.
The French chain-bridge looked lighter and
airier than the prototype. Every Englishman
present was disposed to confess that we had
been beaten at our own trade. But by and
by the gates were opened and the multitude
were to pass over. It began to swing rather:
formidably beneath the pressure of the good
company : and by the time the architect, who
led the procession in great pomp and glory,
reached the middle, the whole gave way, and
he—worthy, patriotic artist—was the first that
got a ducking. They had forgot the great
middle bolt—or rather, this ingenious person
had conceived that to be a clumsy-looking feat-
ure which might be safely dispensed with,
while he put some invisible gim-crack of his
own to supply its place.’

Lockhart says that at this point in Sir
Walter’s speech he was interrupted by violent
hissing and hooting from the people. He



THE BORDER MAGAZINE.

waited calmly till the storm was past and then
resumed his speech.

‘My friends,” he said, ‘I am old and failing
and you think me full of very silly prejudices ;
but I have seen a good deal of public men, and
thought a good deal of publio affairs in my
day, and I can’t help suspecting that the manu-
facturers of this new constitution are like a
parcel of schoolboys taking to pieces a watch
which used to go tolerably well for all practical
purposes, in the conceit that they can put it
together again far better than the old watch-
maker. I fear they will fail when they come
to the reconstruction, and I should not, I con-
fess, be much surprised if it were to turn out
that their first step had been to break the
mainspring.’

Sir Walter, we are told, was again in-
terrupted. The close of this scene I give you
in the words of Lockhart—He abruptly and
unheard proposed his resolution, and then
turning to the riotous artisans, exclaimed—
‘I regard your gabble no more than the geese
on the green.’ His countenance glowed with
indignation as he resumed his seat on the
bench. But when, a few moments afterwards,
the business being over, he rose to withdraw,
every trace of passion was gone. He turned
round at the door and bowed to the assembly.
Two or three, not more, renewed their hissing ;
he bowed again, and took leave in the words
of the doomed gladiator, which I hope (says
Lockhart) none who had joined in these insults
understood—Moriturus vos saluto.’

Sir Walter Scott was at this time in very
feeble health, and the incident just described
was much to be regretted. Looking back upon
it from our day, generous as we all wish to be
in our thoughts and opinions regarding Sir
Walter’s life, we are likely to agree that he
was at fault in throwing himself into the
midst of this political agitation. He did so
against the affectionate remonstrance of his
family. The populace were greatly excited
over Parliamentary reform, and just as Sir
Walter used the powers and privileges he
possessed to resist the popular clamour, so the
people used the rude and relentless weapons
at their command to express their disapproval
of his attitude. We must feel, too, I think,
that there is a lesson here. Sir Walter Scott,
with all his intellectual powers and great ex-
perience, was entirely wrong in his predictions
as to the consequences of reforming the con-
stitution. I think I may venture to say that
notwithstanding the change he opposed, and
many other and great changes that have since
been effected, the British constitution is as

107

strong and as stable as it ever was. Even the
ablest and most experienced man may take
his politics in moderation, and may be quite
sure that all the wisdom is not with him.

Not long afterwards Sir Walter Scott
suffered a stroke of paralysis. Lord Meadow-
bank, who had been at the Jedburgh Circuit,
was on a visit at Abbotsford at the time. From
this illness Sir Walter so far rallied as to re-
sume work. On the 18th of May he paid
another visit to Jedburgh, again in conneo-
tion with political affairs. This was the time
of the Roxburghshire election, and there was
much disturbance and excitement throughout
the county. Lockhart says—'The rumours of
brickbat and bludgeon work at the hustings
of this month were so prevalent, that Sir
Walter’s family, and not less zealously the Tory
candidate (Henry Scott, heir of Harden, after-
wards Lord Polwarth), tried every means to
dissuade him from attending the election for
Roxburghshire. We thought overnight that
we had succeeded, and indeed, as the result of
the vote was not at all doubtful, there could
be no good reason for his appearing on this
occasion. About seven in the morning, how-
ever, when I came down-stairs, intending to
ride over to Jedburgh, I found he had counter-
manded my horse, ordered his chariot to the
door, and was already impatient to be off for
the scene of action. We found the town in a
most tempestuous state: in fact, it was almost
wholly in the hands of a disciplined rabble,
chiefly weavers from Hawick, who marched up
and down with drums and banners, and then,
after filling the Court hall, lined the streets,
grossly insulting everyone who did not wear
the reforming colours. Sir Walter’s carriage
a8 it advanced towards the house of the Short-
reed family, was pelted with stones; one or
two fell into it, but none touched him. He
breakfasted with the widow and children of
his old friend and then walked to the hall
between me and one of the young Shortreeds
He was saluted with groans and blasphemies
all the way—and I blush to add that a woman
spat upon him from a window; but this last
contumely I think he did not observe. The
scene within was much what has been described
under the date of March 21st, except that
though he attempted to speak from the bench,
not a word was audible, such was the frenzy.
Young Harden was returned by a great ma-
jority, forty to nineteen, and we then with
difficulty gained the inn where the carriage
had been put up. But the aspect of the street
was by that time such, that several of the
gentlemen on the Whig side came and entreated
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us not to attempt starting from the front of
our inn. One of them, Captain Russell Elliot
of the Royal Navy, lived in the town, or rather
in a villa adjoining it, to the rear of the Spread
Eagle. Sir Walter was at last persuaded to
accept this courteous adversary’s invitation,
and accompanied him through some winding
lanes to his residence. Peter Mathieson by and
by brought the carriage thither in the same
clandestine method, and we escaped from Jed-
burgh with one shower more of stones at the
bridge.’

Sir Walter’s Diary contains this entry—
‘May 18.—Went to Jedburgh greatly against
the wishes of my daughters. The mob were
exceedingly vociferous and brutal, as they
usually are nowadays. The population
gathered in formidable numbers—a thousand
from Hawick also—sad blackguards. The day
passed with much clamour and no mischief.
Henry Scott was re-elected—-for the last time,
I suppose. Troja fuit. 1 left the borough in
the midst of abuse, and the gentle hint of
Burke Sir Walter. Much obliged to the brave
lads of Jeddart.

About this scene I may explain that the inn
referred to was the Spread Eagle Hotel, that
the winding lanes were the back entrances to
that hotel and the Friars Gate, and that the
villa of Captain Elliot, to which Sir Walter
went, was the house (Mr Smail informs me)
that is now occupied as Boston Manse.

There has been some controversy regarding
the treatment of Sir Walter Scott when on
this last visit to Jedburgh, and I think it is of
sufficient. interest to justify some close consid-
eration of the circumstances and the evidence
we have in regard to them.  Correcting a
reference to these events Mr Thomas Smail
recently published a letter, in which he said
—'1 have a distinct recollection of the whole
affair and can quite corroborate the testimony
of ex-Bailie Wemyss regarding the dates. The
meeting of 21st March was one of freeholders
and townspeople. Political feeling ran high,
and Sir Walter was frequently interrupted dur-
ing the delivery of his speech. . . . On
the 18th May, 1831, which was the date of the
election of a member of Parliament for the
county, I remember seeing the Hawick men
(many of them armed with big sticks) march
down the Townhead of Jedburgh with drums
beating and banners flying. I quite agree with
ex-Bailie Wemyss, however, that the report
of the ill-treatment of Sir Walter on this
occasion was much exaggerated.  Lockhart
was very much to blame for this, as he wrote
an article in the “Quarterly,” which he edited,
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making far too much of the affair. Questions
were asked in the House of Commons about
Sir Walter Scott’s treatment at Jedburgh, and
the Home Secretary of the day wrote to the
Magistrates for a report on the matter. The
Magistrates met (and in this recollection I am
strengthened by a conversation I had shortly
before his death with the late Mr George Hil-
son, sen., who was a magistrate at the time of
the incident), examined witnesses, and sent a
report to the Home Secretary, stating that,
as usual at election times, party feeling had
run rather high, but giving it as their opinion
that the whole matter had been very much
exaggerated.’

I think it will have been obvious to those
who have read Lockhart’s account of these
proceedings that he is not to be regarded as a
fair witness. I do not say that he purposely
misstated the facts ; but his mind was inflamed
with animosity against the people. He was
annoyed that Sir Walter had made this visit
to Jedburgh at such a time of excitement and
danger; he was naturally anxious about the
effect it might have upon Sir Walter’s health.
Consequently he resented any display of op-
position to his venerable and infirm friend.
He was on the outlook for insult and violence,
and I believe that under the influence of this
prejudice he applied to Sir Walter occurrences
that were not directed towards him. His state
of mind is shown in a bitter remark that he
makes about Jedburgh and Hawick.  ‘The
civilised American or Australian (he says) will
curse these places, of which he would never
have heard but for Scott, as he passes through
them in some distant century when perhaps all
that remains of our national glories may be
the high literature adopted and extended in
new lands planted from our blood.’ His temper
was also shown in the attack he made upon
Jedburgh in the “Quarterly Review,” in which
he said that Sir Walter was spat upon by the
Jedburgh people.

When the article appeared in the “Quarterly,”
Sir David Brewster was indignant, and pro-
tested that the statement was not true: and
he himself being in a state of feeble health, he
urged the Rev. K. M. Phin of Galashiels, to
send a contradiction to the “Quarterly.” Mr
Phin said he was quite ready to comply with
his wishes, but that he required further infor-
mation. Mrs Gordon, in her Home Life of
Sir David Brewster, has a note on this matter,
in which she says—‘Although the statement of
the “Quarterly” was perfectly correct, and Sir
Walter Scott was undeniably insulted in Jed-
burgh, yet it was not that town which was
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specially at fault, for the inhabitants of the
whole county were assembled, and the mob
from Hawick was particularly active, instigated
by a Radical proprietor.’

This explanation, however, only transfers the
responsibility from the brave lads o’ Jethart,
to the ‘sad blackguards’ from Hawick, and so
far as the spitting incident is concerned, I
am not satisfied with it. The only testimony
we have on the point is that of the incensed
and vengeful Lockhart.  And Lockhart says
that only one person spat, and she was a
woman, and she did the nasty deed from a
window. The window was situated somewhere
between the British Linen Company’s Bank and
the Town Hall. The streets were thronged
with people, including the thousand aforemen-
tioned from Hawick. Within spitting range
from the windows there would be scores of
people. A woman spat, and Lockhart says
she spat upon Sir Walter Scott, implying that
she intended to do so. If a woman spits with
as much accuracy as she throws a stone, he is
a recklessly courageous man who ventures to
say what her intention was. Lockhart assumes
that the woman knew Sir Walter Scott, that
she was hostile to him, and that she had the
ability to control with the utmost nicety the
direction of her expectoration. It is absurd.
I say without hesitation that that charge is
not proven.

Then with regard to the gentle hint ‘Burke

Sir Walter.” I have asked you to consider the
state of mind in which Lockhart was at this
time, and we find that Lockbart, who was in
Sir Walter’s carriage with him, does not say
that he heard this remark. There is no doubt
that had Lockhart heard it he would have
recorded it. It must be admitted that Sir
Walter Scott either heard it or thought he
heard it ; but it is also obvious that if such a
thing was said, it was the remark of one per-
son and not a shout of the crowd.  Admitting
that the words were used by someone, I must
say they look to me more like a grim expres-
sion of humour than anything else. Be that
as it nay, it is not chargeable against any num-
ber” of the people who were present on that
occasion, for it was not heard by the man who
sat beside Sir Walter Scott or he would not
have failed to make a note of it.

Lockhart, in dealing with this incident, has
treated the people of Roxburghshire with great
injustice. I am not gomg to discuss the poli-
tical question, although I will venture to say
this, that it was a great error on Sir Walter
Scott’s part to throw himself at that time
into the midst of this tumult. Lockhart sep-
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arates Sir Walter Scott from the position he
took up at the time. Sir Walter was present
as a political leader, and because Sir Walter
was somewhat roughly used as a political leader,
Lockhart with great unfairness makes this
opposition applicable to him in his capacity as
a writer of books. This is a malicious per-
vision of the facts of the case. Whenever Sir
Walter Scott entered the field as a politician,
he voluntarily surrendered his claims to con-
sideration as a man of letters, and the treat-
ment he received was much milder than was
given to politicians in many other places in
those troubled times.

It is to be regretted, no doubt, that in con-
nection with Sir Walter Scott’s visits to Jed-
burgh there were some unpleasant incidents ;
but had it been otherwise this record would
have been at variance with ordinary human
experience. On the other hand, we have found
that in Jedburgh he formed and maintained
some of the firmest and most fruitful friend-
ships of his life, that in Jedburgh he began
the public practice of his profession, that in
Jedburgh he was stimulated and assisted in
the researches that formed the basis and tle
inspiration of his splendid literary works, and
that Jedburgh may well claim a peculiar in-
terest in his unparalleled achievements and
in the veneration and gratitude with which
his memory is cherished.

( Conclusion. )

The Ration's Prayer.

Lorp Gop or BarrLe! Who of old
In justice never failed,
’Gainst \\ hose strong arm no prmc=1v power
Nor mighty host prevail
Thou art the God of Battle stlll
Judge "twixt foe and fce,
To aid the right with eternal might,
And bring the oppressor low.

If we, O God! have stained our hands
With fellow-creatures’

For lust of gold, or pride of jxrwer
Or cause that is not gco

Thy word can bring our ﬂplans to naught
And make our armies

But grant, O Lord! that through Thy word
We may return to Thee.

But if our cause be judged upright
Before y sinless eyes
O guard our soldiers in the fight,
And make our counsellors wise.
And grant that victory, swnftlv won,
From vengeful hate be fr
So through that peace, when stnfe shall cease,
Shall all men turn to Thee.

RoBerT BELL.
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The Border Keep.

Glasgow is indeed
a most progressive
city, but in the mat-
ter of Public Librar-
iesthe Western Met-
ropolis has lagged
far behind. From
the days of the im-
mortal Bailie Nicol
Jarvie, the citizens
have been rather in-
clined to rest con-
tent with ¢‘the com-
forts o’ the Sautmar-
ket,” but the recent
decisions of the Cor-
poration on the subject of Public Libraries,
etc., warranted the artist of the “Glasgow Even-
ing News” in making use of my name and form
to express his glad surprise at the long de-
layed consummation of his desires.
P

If we take the street nomenclature of Glas-
gow as evidence, there must be not a few
admirers of the Borderland among those who
build or own property. Abbotsford Place prob-
ably received its name when the Wizard was
yet with us, but Melrose Gardens, Jedburgh
Gardens, Leyden Street, Waverley Gardens,
St Ronan’s . Drive, Ettrick Terrace, Dry-

Probigrovs!

burgh Gardens, are of quite recent date. The
names of the worldfamed Clyde River
steamers also give evidence of the admiration
in which the works of Sir Walter are held in
the west.

* * *

In the new history of Scotland by Mr
Andrew Lang there are many points which will
cause discussion, but his treatment of the Hero
of Scotland is eminently fair. His estimate of
Wallace is as follows : —It is conceivable that
if he had surrendered even at the eleventh hour
Edward might have spared Wallace. The
bitterness of his offence was probably his
refusal to do fealty, to come into the King’s
peace, to waver for an hour in his loyalty to
Scotland and her king over the water. Agam,
the horrors attributed to the Galwegians in
the harrying of the north and the alleged
murders of the religious were the last offences
that Edward could overlook. Wallace died as
Archibald Cameron was to die in 1753, untried,
by the same brutal method and for the same
crime. Like the limbs of Montrose, the limbs
of Wallace were scattered ‘to every airt.” The
birds had scarcely pyked the bones bare before
Scotland was in arms again, which she did
not lay down again till the task of Wallace
was accomplished. We know little of the man,
strenuous, indomitable hero. He arises at
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this hour like Jeanne d’Arc ; like her he wins
a great victory ; like her he receives a sword
from a saint; like her his limbs were scattered
by the English ; like her he awakens a people ;
he falls into obscurity, he is betrayed and
slain. The rest is mainly legend. He seems
ruthless and strong, like some sudden aveng-
ing judge of Israel; not gentle and winning
like the Maid, but he shares her immortality.
For the scattered remains, long ago irrecover-
able, of the hero no stately grave has been
built, as for the relics of the great Marquis of
Montrose. But the whole of a country’s soil,
as Pericles said, is her brave men’s common
sepulchre. Wallace has left his name on crag
and camp—

‘Like a wild flower
All over his dear country.’

* *

The desire to claim every man of fame or
notoriety as a fellow-countrymen is an amiable
weakness, but it is rather remarkable that
such claims are founded on fact in many most
unlikely cases.  General Cronje, the exiled
Boer leader, who is now in far distant St
Helena, has been claimed as a son of Galloway,
which also claims the dreaded rover, Paul
Jones, but, in a special article on “Cronje’s
Pedlar Father,” the “London Daily Express”
says:—The now flourishing manufacturing
town of Galashiels, which is one of the three
towns composing the Border Burghs, repre-
sented in Parliament for sixteen years'by Sir
George Trevelyan, bows all other claimants out
of the field. Here lived and moved and had
his being, eighty years ago, John MacCronje,
a cadger or pedlar, who supplied the country-
side with delf ware. Authentic proof of this
may be had by consulting the town register.
The pedlar had the reputation of being a
shrewd business man, with a long stocking-
foot, i.e., lots of money. He never went to
the kirk, but spent his Sundays spearing sal-
mon in the Tweed. It was also a proud boast
of his that his grandfather fought with the
men of Ettrick Forest at the battle of Flodden.
The belief was prevalent in the town that the
cadger’s forefathers were cattle reiversin those
stirring times. There still lives an old in-
habitant who remembers John MacCronje’s
departure for South Africa, along with about
a score ‘more of his fellow-townsmen.”

makes out that General Cronje’s great-great-
grandfather was present at a battle which was
fought in September 1513, a statement which
can only be met by my favourite expression
—Prbdigious!

The
London scribe who penned the foregoing thus’

I1I

. There may be some doubt as to the Scot-
tish origin of the foregoing, but there can be
none about the Borderer mentioned in the
following cutting :—From Herd Laddie to
Millionaire.—Mr James Oliver, the American
millionaire, inventor of the chilled plough, and
the proprietor of the Oliver Plough Works
(the biggest of their kind in the world), began
life as a herd laddie with 28 a week. His
father was a shepherd in Roxburghshire, on
Wheathaugh farm, belonging to his uncle. In
1830 his eldest son emigrated, and was fol-
lowed in 1834 by a brother and sister. The
following year the rest of the family emigrated
to Indiana, and settled near Geneva, but soon
removed to Nushawaka, St Joseph county,
where the father died in 1837, and James had
to take to herding again. In 1840 he got
regular employment in a grist mill, and then
made his first real investment—a house and
lot which cost £160. The grist mill was
burned, and then he became a cooper. Then
he got married and set up housekeeping in a
little slab house which cost £4, and where he
still says he spent the happiest months of his
life. After acquiring a knowledge of the mould-
ing trade he started in 1855 the manufacture
of ploughs in South Bend, Indiana, selling his
ploughs from a waggon to neighbouring
farmers. By dint of perseverance he built up
his present magnificent business, which has
made his name a household word with agricul-
turista.

* * *

Thomas Armstrong, who was a postman
the Ettrick valley for thirty years, and who
was eighty-eight years of age, died at Linglie
Road, Selkirk, on a Sabbath in March last. He
retired from active duties over sixteen years
ago, and had been in receipt of a pension from
the Post Office during that time. In his early
days he used to walk to Ramsaycleuch with
letters, a distance of eighteen miles, and back
to Selkirk the next day. But this arrange-
ment was succeeded by the present service of
two postmen, one of whom drives up, and the
other down, each day.

Readers of “Drummeldale” will remember
the sketch of this old postman, who, under
another name, is so beautifully pourtrayed by
the author, and will return with pleasure w0
peruse the delightful book which was recently
reviewed in the columns of the BorDEr Maga-
ZINB.

DoMINIE SaMPsoN.
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A Border Captain at tbe Front.

By JAMES EDGAR.

there is perhaps no one more widely
known, and more generally respected
than Captain Andrew Haddon, of the Border
Volunteer Service Corps. Captain Haddon is
descended from an old Hawick family, and is

%MONG the Border officers at the front,

From Photo by
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author of “Annals of Hawick” and “Memories
of Hawick.” It may be interesting also to recall
the fact that the father of our present sketch
joined the Jedburgh Company of Volunteers
in 1859, and had command of the Denholm
section, being present with his company at
the great review by the Queen in Edinburgh
in 1860. Captain Haddon has for the past
fifteen years been an enthusiastic Volunteer,
having received his commission as lieutenant

J. E. D. Murmy.

CAPTAIN ANDREW HADDON,

thoroughly imbued with the true Border spirit.
His father, the late Mr Andrew Haddon, Honey-
burn, was a well-known agriculturist for about
half a century, though in his younger days he
was a successful hosiery manufacturer in
Hawick. Much of his success, both in trade and
agriculture, was due, no doubt, in a large meas-
ure, to the excellent business training he re-
ceived as a youth in the law oflice of the late
James Wilson, Town Clerk, of Hawick, and

in the Selkirk Detacltment in November, 1884.
In April, 1889, he was promoted to the rank
of captain, and on the death of Captain Innes
in May, 1895, he was appointed captain-
commandant. He has long been recognised as
one of the ablest and most efficient of Volun-
teer officers, and when it became known that
he had volunteered for service in South Africa,
no doubt was entertained as to his being
selected for the command of the corps. Cap-
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tain Haddon for many years enjoyed a large
practice as a solicitor, in connection with the
old-established firm of Messrs Haddon &
Turnbull, Hawick, of which, his brother, Mr
Walter Haddon, is the senior partner. He
had full charge of the court work, and proved
himself an able and successful pleader. In
the social life of Hawick Captain Haddon was
a prominent. figure, and in 1891 he discharged
the duties of Cornet with great acceptance.

Tbe Border Ballav.
IN Two Parrs—Part II.

the Ballad. It speaks plainly, but

music-hall ditty is unknown. Read
“PDado,” “The Sorrows of Satan,” or.
“Solomon’s Mines,” and then you will
long for a deep draught of ballad literature.
As an example of outspokenness two lines may
be here quoted. They are found in several of
the Ballads—with slight variations—

fC‘HERE is nothing vulgar or flippant in

“Ye lie, ye lie, ve liar loud,
Sae loud I bear ye lie.”

The debatable land, lying between Esk and
Sark, was for long the scene of moonlight foray
and revenge. The wardens of the marches were
supposed to adjust claims, but when might was
right, all sense of justice as we know it was
unknown. The Border Reivers

“Might seek their hroth
In England and in Scotland bcth.”

The Ballad which preserves the manners
of the Raiders may be called the Rid-
ing or Reiver, or, more pointedly, the
Border Ballad. It is not often tender or
pathetic, but like the reiver himself, hearty
and boisterous. The leal Borderer glories in
his bard-won independence. But there clings
to him an oftishness, ever ready to assert

“I am little Jock Elliot
And wha daur meddle wi’ me?”

Then there was a popular idea abroad
that land held by the sword was inviolable.
It is never easy to uproot feelings which have
grown for centuries.

Speaking generally, there is in the Ballad
no realization of the symbolism of nature, with
its changing moods, and its power to awaken
human sympathy. Hill and dale, in their very
contrast, conduce to the growth of literature
and song, but the feeling for nature which
makes our lyric poetry so emotional was as
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yet but dimly realized. Even less than one
hundred years ago, it is written of the locale of
the Ballad, “This country is almost everywhere
swelled with hills which are for the most part
green, grassy, and pleasant, except a ridge
of bordering mountains between Minchmoor
and Henderland being black, craigie, and of a
melancholy aspect, with deep and horrid
precipices—a wearisome and comfortless piece
of way for travellers.” How true it is that
some men can walk through a forest without
seeing any firewvood! Scott seems to rise on
his elbow—bodily strength abating, but mental
vision keen—as he says, “I like the very nak-
edness of the land. It has something bold
and stern and solitary about it. When I have
been for some time in the rich scenery about
Edinburgh, which is like ornamental garden-
land, I begin to wish mnyself back among my
own honest grey hills; and if I did not see
the heather once a year I would die.”

The chief reiver—the Shire-reive or Sheriff
—upheld the dignity of the law. There is
said to be honour among thieves. It was quite
honourable to spoil the enemy. It was only
fair

“If I steal frae a man, but wha sta frae me,”

Hence the ballad is tinged with this moral
laxity. “The more rude and wild the state of
society, the more general and violent is the
impulse received from poetry and music.”

It has been erroneously said that Scotland
has no original poetry to speak of. But
Flodden has, 'mid all its saddened memories,
wooed the muse to some of the tenderest strains
the world has ever heard. To that “bluidy
eard,” there went out the flower of Scottish
chivalry—never to return. An old ballag,
with its melancholy refrain—composed by
John Skene in 1620—has long lingered in lone-
some hearts, and the echoes of it are never
silent—

“I ride sinzgle in my saddle,
For the Flowers o’ the Forest are a’ wede away.”

Growing out of this sad wail, there are at
least two versions which can never die. Jean
Elliot wrote the more delightful ballad—in
language exquisitely simple and tender. Mrs
Cockburn, a daughter of Rutherford of Fairna-
lie—a lady whom Scott says was personally
an object of love and admiration—writes the
ballad which is, perhaps, more familiar in
our day. The original copy is (or was) in the
possession of Miss Russell of Ashestiel.

The oldest strains of Tweed, Ettrick, and
Yarrow come down from the fifteenth century.
An old fragment seems to have given the key-
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note of the Yarrow Ballad—

“When I look east my heart is sair,
But when I look west it’s mair and mair,
For then I see the braes o’ Yarrow,
And there for aye I lost my marrow.”

And whence arises the charm of this his-
toric stream! ’Tis but a river bare! But
there cling to it long sad memories of “dool
and pyne.” Nothing in poetic literature is
so fascinating as the “dowie houms,” the
“cleavin’ o’ the craig,” the “wan water,” the
“‘scroggy braes,” the “bent eae brown.” It is
Yarrow still—changeless ’mid the changeful
years. Its mood may vary as, in cloud or sun-
shine, it frowns or smiles, but the heart of it
beats true to the tender impulse of song. The
devotion of the muse to Yarrow is that of the
patriot to his fatherland. There is in it a
veneration for the past, a desire—life’s fitful
fever o’er—to sleep the last long sleep, lulled
by the murmur of its rippling wavelet, and
to leave the sunshine for the sunless land, with
its soft sweet shadows lingering still. Such a
feeling is repeated in the pious, pithy, pat-
riotic and pathetic prose of the farmer who
begged “leave to live in the hames, and lie
‘mang the graves o’ oor ain folk;” and in
poetry thus—

“The peasant rests him from his toil,

And dying bids his bones be laid
Where erst his simple fathers prayed.”

)

Dr John Brown has wandered “o’er moor
and fen, o’er crag and torrent,” and in language
poetic in its prose has charmingly described
the scenery of the Borderland. An admirer
says, ‘“He was the gentlest, kindest, most
amiable man I ever had the pleasure of know-
ing.”

grIu Yarrow, one “moves in an atmosphere of
pure pathos.” There is a silence and a still-
ness, and a meek loneliness by St Mary’s Kirk
and Loch, a pensive shadow ’'mid the ever-
lasting hills, infinitely tender and sweet.

Tragedy, too, mingles with the song for
“Willie's drowned in Yarrow.” A north-
country song, “Willie’s drowned in Gamery,”
may be a local adaptation. But, indeed, there
is considerable incongruity in the ballad as
given by Scott. It has been suggested that
the above and “Dowie Dens” have been bor-
rowed from a single ballad of much earlier
date.  Professor Veitch discovered a purer
version, the origin of which he gave to “ Black-
wood” some years ago.

The twining of the rose and the brier, the
Valhalla of all true lovers, is not peculiar to
our literature. It pervades all ballad lore.
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In Portuguese folk-song, the cypress and the
orange perpetuate love. The king cuts them
down. From them flows a double stream of
blood, in death not divided. Scotch caution
does not go quite so far. The old rendering
is very common-place,

‘“At length came the clerk of the parish,

As you the truth shall hear,
And by mischance he cut them down,
Or clse they had still been there.”

Nowhere in all literature does the intensity
of passion reveal itself so impressively as in
the love poetry of Scotland. Often where the
ballad is saddest it is laden with the sorrow
of unrequited love, or with the awful mystery
of those heart-rending longings for unreturn-
ing days, which at last reach the agony of
despair. Nor is it strange that wretchedness
should be expressed poetically. Poetry is the
revelation of the most innate feelings and as-
pirations of man. Misery and love are, in
some ways, not far apart. There is virtue in
having loved and lost! Passionate love, to
the cynic at least, is melancholy enough.
Burns, who of all men knew the awful ex-
tremities of both, somewhere says, “Misery is
like love—to be known it must be felt.” But
there is no sickly sentiment in the ballad page.
Love is no spoon-meat for babes, but a sub-
stantial meal for strong men and brave women.

Lady Grizel Baillie, in 1665, tells the story
of disappointed love, and as we write we think
of another of a learned and noble family, a
lady who possessed the faculty divine, the
pure personal feeling for poesy and song, one
too who did much to rescue from oblivion some
old-world ballads dear to all leal-hearted
Borderers. Lady John Scott of Spottiswoode
has this day gone from out the

“Wild and stormy Iammermoor!”

and many hearts are sad, for she was kind to
the poor, and lived to a venerable age “amang
her ain folk.”

Ay, truly, the lights are sped, the garlands
dead! But somehow we think of the olden
days, not because they were better than these,
but hecause they are hallowed by the ford
memories of tender associations and deep-
twined heart-ties which neither time nor death
can sever. The Border Ballad is old, very old,
but it knows no decrepit age. It will live as
long as joy and sorrow, love and hate, hope
and hopelessness environ the human soul.

“The East, at thine enchantment, brings

Her keys, and all my soul within me waits,

While heavenly troops of long-forgotten things
Pass through the golden gates.” y

A TG
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Langbolm to Eskdalemuir.
THE EskDALE COACHING TOUR.

The muckle toun where a’ surpasses
A’ ye hae seen in other places!

O one happily gifted with an eye for the
) beautiful can fail to be struck with the

loveliness of the scenery through which

the railway approaches the town, and with

the charm of the unique situation it occupies

at the confluence of Ewesdale and Wauchope-
dale with Eskdale.

Langholm Bridge is perhaps the first point

that should be visited, as two or three minutes’

Block kindly lent by
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and it was here the redoubtable Johnnie Arm-
strong and his gallant company “ran their
horse and brak their spears” before proceeding
up Ewesdale on their fatal journey to meet
James V. in 15629. This ground is known as
the Castle Holm, and is within the policies of
Langholm Lodge—a seat of the Duke of Buc-
cleuch—which are open to visitors when the
family is absent.

Those who have time and vigour should
climb Whita, from the top of which—1162 feet
above sea level—a magnificent prospect may
be enjoyed. The hill being terminal, the eye
wanders uninterruptedly. over the Western
Borders and the Solway Firth until it rests

W. Douglas, Langholm.

LANGHOLM BRIDGE.

walk bring us to the enjoyment of the glorious
combination of hill and dale, wood and water,
within sight of it. In front, the Eskdale road
we are about to traverse disappears in the
woods. Behind, rises the huge bulk of Whita
crowned with the monument to Sir John Mal-
colm. Down stream are seen Boatford Sus-
pension Bridge, the mouth of the Wauchope,
and Langholm Church, backed by Warblaw hill
and woods. Up stream are the mouths of the
Ewes, and Ewesdale, stretching away north-
wards. Langholm Castle—a remnant of which
still remains—stands on the level holm lying
along the left bankof the Esk above Ewesfoot,

with delight on the grand rampart of the
Cumberland Fells. On clear days Snaefell in
the Isle of Man is also distinctly visible.

The Hope Hospital should be noticed, not
only as a striking evidence of man’s humanity
to man, but of the place Eskdale holds in the
hearts of her prosperous sons. The Hospital
has been built and endowed with funds amount-
ing to over £100,000 left for the purpose by
the late Thomas Hope, a native of Langholm.

Although the district’s historical associations
are as rank and stately as the brakens on the
hillsides, only the briefest reference can be
made to them here. The ground now occu-
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pied by the town of Langholm was the scene
of the decisive battle of Arkingholm, fought
in 1455, at which the power of the Black
Douglases—one of the most powerful houses
that ever crossed swords with their sovereign
—was finally shattered by a coalition of the
Border clans. '

The Crown Charter erecting Langholm into
a Burgh of Barony is dated 1643, and in 1672
the first Duke of Buccleuch (Monmouth)
obtained warrant for the holding of three fairs
annually in the town, ever since which the
fame of “The Muckle Toon” has waxed and
widened continually.

We first pass through the Galaside Wood
and obtain charming glimpses of Langholm
Lodge standing on the low ground to the
right. Half a mile beyond the end of the
wood a conical hill is seen ahead.  This is
“Peden’s view,” from the top of which Alex-
ander Peden the Covenanter used to watch for
the approach of the persecuting dragoons, and
where on one occasion, tradition relates, he
was miraculously hidden from them by a sudden
mist. The backward view at this point is
very fine, and should be noticed now as well
as on the return journey.

On rounding the base of the hill we come in
sight of Craigcleuch, the seat of General Sir
John Ewart, K.C.B. “Ewart, bring on the
tartan,” cried Sir Colin Campbell at the relief
of Lucknow, and “the tartan” (93rd High-
landers) sprang forward with Ewart at their
head. After some hours—hours of fierce
hand-to-hand conflict and appalling carnage—
he returned to Sir Colin bareheaded, blackened
with powder smoke, and severely wounded to
report that they were in full possession of the
Secundrabagh, and that two thousand of the
mutineers had fallen. Shortly after this his
left arm was carried off by a cannon shot at
Cawnpore, and there are few officers now living
who have such a record of service and heroism
behind them.

For some distance beyond this point a beau-
tiful view is enjoyed both up-and down the
Dale. The old churchyard of Staple Gordon,
one of the old time “five kirks of Eskdale,” is
seen on the opposite side of the river, and
Burnfoot, the seat of Colonel Malcolm, presently
comes into view amid the woods cn the right.
This is the birthplace of the “Four Knights of
Eskdale,” all sons of a sheep farmer, who all
made their way in the world from the quiet
pastoral life of an Eskdale farmer to serve
their king and country, each of them being
knighted for their services. Sir John Malcoln,
whose monument crowns Whita, was a very
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successful diplomat at the Court of Persia
and elsewhere, and latterly Governor-General
of Bombay. Sir Pultney—the father of the
present revered representative of the family—
was Admiral of the Mediterranean fleet when
the great Napoleon was imprisoned at St
Helena. Sir James and Sir Gilbert also held
Government. appointments. “The History of
the past and present owner of Burnfoot” would
be well worthy of an article in the Borber
Macazine. The hill top on the left is crowned
with one of the ancient British forts or camps
which are nunierous in the district.

About a mile beyond this we come in sight
of Westerhall, the seat of Sir F. Johnstone,
Bart. The house was built in the beginning
of the seventeenth century, and has since been
twice partially burned down. Although the
site would grace a palace, the building now
occupying it is without claim to either elegance
or antiquity.

Presently the coach pulls up at Bentpath;
the only inn between Langholm and Tushie-
law, a distance of thirty miles. This old house
of call, familiarly known as “The Benty,” has
seen the ebb and flow of upper Eskdale for
generations past, and though tempted by a
crowd of memories that beckon for a word,
space forbids and we forbear. Notice the crest
and motto of the Johnstones over the door.
Meetest of mottoes for an inn!

They have fish, flesh, and fowl in their choicest
get un;
“Mountain dew,” “old October,” and cool claret

cup;
All the meats and the drinks—never fear a hiatus,
For the old Benty motto’s “Nunquam non paratus.”

A few hundred yards away on the opposite
bank of the river are Wcsterkirk Church and
churchyard ; the former new and raw, the
latter old, and filled with the hallowed ashes
of byegone generations. The white dome con-
spicuously visible is the mausoleum of the
Westerhall family. Close beside it there is a
humble tombstone bearing the inscription, “In
memory of John Telford, who after living
thirty-three years an unblamable shepherd, died
at Glendinning, November, 1757.” That slab
was carved by Thomas Telford, the famous
civil engineer, whose remains lie in Westminster
Abbey, and the “unblamable shepherd” was his
father. Leaving the heart of the parish behind
us we next come to its head, in the shape of
the parish school. Shades of the past! No
wonder Westerkirk was an educated parish.
The cheap article had not come in your day,
and “schooling” was something to be paid for
and remembered. In place of a code there waa
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presbytery, and the only “free” element was
the capital punishment you so generously threw
in without extra charge! May your spirit
pervade the school board and permeate the
generations of Eskdale!

The adjoining building in the shrubbery is
Westerkirk Library, endowed by the late
Thomas Telford, C.E. It is crammed with all
that is best in English literature, and every
year brings valuable increase to its stores.

Next we come to Bonease, La bonne aise,
unimpaired by agricultural or any other kind
of distress. Then The Knock, straggling be-
tween road and river. Time was when this
home-built village could boast its native poet

Block kindly lent by
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A little beyond this the road swerves round
to the right, and we cross the Black Esk. On
the right is the Handfasting Haugh, which in
olden times was a famous annual trysting place
where men and women used to look out likely
mates and “handfast” them for a year, at the
end of which, on next trysting day, they either
married for better or worse, or parted to seek
more congenial partners, or resolved, per-
chance, nevermore to risk spending such an-
other twelvemonth.

A mile or so further on we pass Castle O’er,
situated among the woods on the right. This
is now the seat of Richard Bell, Esq., but one
of his predecessors in title was Lywarch Hen,

W. Douglas, Langholm.

BENTPATH.

and statesmen, but now the glory is departed
—at least a good deal of it—and the very name
of the “City” might be appropriately changed
from “The Knock” to “The Knocked,” there is
g0 little of it left standing.

At Bailiehill we are close to the King pool,
one of the best casts on the Esk, and, of course,
a favourite resort of anglers. Aithough the
fish landed here have been many and goodly,
there are but few and small—a mere handful
of baggies—in comparison with the exceeding
great multitude of thumpers that have “got
off.” Even the Pictish King drowned here some
little time ago has been “hooked,” turned into
the king of fish of course,

Cymric poet and warrior, who built a place of
strength here in the end of the sixth century,
and gave it the name of Castle Lywar. Its
remains may still be seen, and are usually said
to be Roman—a very natural error, seeing that
the builder undoubtedly laid his plans on
Roman lines.

Presently we come to the end of our out-
ward journey at Eskdalemuir, where the coach
tarries an hour, and where the inner man may
be most fitly fortified with crisp oat cakes and
butter, and mayhap a crumb or two of ripe
old kebbuck, washed down with delicious new
milk such as only these upland pastures can
produce, as well as the modern lunch of roast



118

beef, or good Scotch high tea of ham and eggs.

A visit should be paid to the tomb of Andrew
Hyslop, the martyr, which stands in a field a
few minutes’ walk beyond the church. Hyslop
was a native of Dryfesdale, where he was taken
by Claverhouse and brought over into Eskdale-
muir, then under the jurisdiction of Johnstone
of Westerhall.  Claverhouse and Westerhall
happened to meet at this spot, and the prisoner
was promptly tried and condemned to death.
It has been said, however, to the credit even
of Claverhouse, that he protested against the
execution, saying to Westerhall—“The blood of
this poor fellow be upon you ; I am free of it.”

Of the 228 camps, forts, or rings scattered
over Dumfriesshire, Eskdalemnuir can show
more than a fair share. “Druid circles,”
“Roman remains,” “Girdle stanes,” “Stanin’
stanes.” Call them as you will. Explain them
as you please, we’ll e’en save controversy by
just leaving them “stanin’.”

On the return journey we forsake the “water-
gait” for a little, and take the road over Shaw
Rig. Here we attain the *“summit” of our
tour, at an elevation of about 900 feet above
sea level, and, if the day be clear, enjoy an
extensive and varied prospect such as is rarely
to been seen from an eminence so easily nego-
tiated as a seat on the “Flower of Eskdale.”
At the foot of Shaw Rig stands Bilholm,
formerly tenanted by a son of the celcbrated
Christopher North, and where the genial
philosopher himself was a frequent visitor.

A little further down the dale we cross
Enzieholm Bridge, and journey back to Lang-
holm on the same road by which we left it,
enjoying all the while its varied beauties in
reversed succession.

The Re=Building of Mosspaul.

PERATIONS are now well advanced in the
erection of an hostelry on the site of
the old inn at Mosspaul, midway be-

tween Hawick and Langholm. In days gone-
by, before the locomotive penetrated the dis-
trict, when the stage coach plied between var-
ious centres, Mosspaul was one of the best known
halting places between Carlisle and Edinburgh.
It is said that the name is a very ancient one,
mention being made of it in the charters of
the Earl of Home, in the early part of the
seventeenth century. A chapel existed there
prior to the Reformation, and traces of its
ruins were visible about 1835. A writer on
the subject says:—“The lands surrounding
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Mosspaul in ancient times bore the quaint
name of Penanngo, this name surviving in
Penangus Hope, the present-day name for the
glen in which Mosspaul Burn rises. These
lands of Penangus along with Caldcleugh, were
gifted in the fourteenth century to the monks
of Melrose by William, Earl of Douglas, for
masses to be said, especially for the soul of
William Douglas of Lothian, who was buried
before St Bridget's Altar in Melrose. The
surrounding lands belonging to the monks and
their having a chapel adjoining, gives a clue
to the origin of the name Mosspaul—the moss
of St Paul’s Chapel, abbreviated into Mosspaul.
This theory as to the origin of the name
receives further support from the fact that two
mosses in the district bear names which may
also be traced to an ecclesiastical source—Moss-
patrick and Mosspeeble—the origin of the
former, we conjecture, to be from St Patrick,
and of the latter from William de Peblis, a
well-kncwn prior of Melrose Abbey, slain by
the English in their assault of the Abbey in
1322.” The old inn had been in ruins for
many years, and it was but recently that an
influentially signed memorial was presented to
His Grace the Duke of Buccleuch, praying that
he might allow Mosspaul to be rebuilt. The
Duke granted a feu on favourable terms, and
a company has been formed to carry the scheme
out. Mosspaul Inn stood as now on the roadside,
at the foot of the Wisp, which rises to a height
of 1950 feet, and from whose summit one of
the finest views in the district is to be had—
to the south-west as far as the glittering waters
of the Solway, and northwards embracing the
Eildons, the Lammermoors, and to the
south-east the lofty Cheviot range. When
the Border Union Railway was opened
in 1862, the coach had to give way to the loco-
motive. Naturally, the last coach which left
Hawick attracted great attention, Mr Crozier
cuiding the four-in-hand towards Mosspaul and
Langholm. Subsequently Mr Crozier got the
Tower Hotel, Hawick (also the property of the
Duke), but about twenty years ago he died
and was buried at sea while on a voyage to
Australia for the benefit of his health. For

" some years back Mosspaul has been but a ruin,

and suggestions were frequently made to revive
the old hostelry—the favourite halting place
between Hawick and the “muckle toon o’
Langholm.” Some interesting particulars may
be gleaned from the minute book of “The Wisp
Club,” which was formed in the spring of 1826,
the meetings being held at Mosspaul Inn. The
cld minute book says:—It was resolved by a
majority of gentlemen that took place at Moss-
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paul in the spring of 1826 to form themselves
into a society to be denominated the Wisp Club,
which should in future meet annually on the
Friday after Dumfries Spring Horse Market,
and record the average prices obtained the
preceding season for one and two year old
shorthorn and Galloway cattle, all descriptions
of Cheviot and blackfaced sheep, and their
relative wools produced in Scotland, south of
the Firth of Forth. The following resolutions
were at the same time adopted : —(1) That the
price of the different articles shall be fixed by
majority of votes, and to avoid altercation,
every gentleman must, when called upon, with-
out any preliminary remark, put a value upon
the respective articles as given out by the sec-
retary of the Society. (2) That no person after
1828 will be admitted a member of the club
unless regularly proposed and voted in by
two-thirds of the members of the club present,
and that no person will be considered worthy
of this Society unless he be able to drink one
bottle of aqua. (3) . . Two shillings
will be exacted from each member absent,
which will go to the fund entrusted to the
charge of the treasurer of the club. (4) That
shall from his holy walk and pious
demeanour perform the clerical duties of the
meeting.” The minute book also shows that
in 1833 the Rev. Henry Scott Riddell, author
of “Scotland Yet,” was elected an honorary
member of the club, which continued till about
1857. In ‘“Recollections of a Tour in Scot-
land” (1803), Dorothy Wordsworth menticns
how she and her brother, after parting with
Sir Walter Scott, and driving away from
Hawick in their Irish car, “saw a single stone
house a long way before us, which we con-
jectured to be, as it proved, Mosspaul, the inn
where we were to bait. The scene, with this
single dwelling, was melancholy and wild, but
not dreary. Though there was no tree nor
shrub, the small streamlet glittered, the hills
were populous with sheep ; the gentle bending
of the valley and the corresponding softness
in the forms of the hills delighted the eye.
At Mosspaul we fed our horse. Several travel-
lers were drinking whitky.” At Branxholme
they saw the coach, “the only stage coach that
had passed us in Scotland.  Coleridge had
come home by that conveyance only a few
days before.” Mosspaul itself stands at the
summit of a hilly pass 840 feet above sea level,
about twelve and a half from Hawick
and a mile less from Langholm.  The
re-building of the inn will be hailed with
satisfaction by many. It is within easy reach
of much that is famous in Border song and
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story ; the lover of the heroic old Border rid-
ing ballads, such as Johnnie Armstrong, Kin-
mont Willie, and Jamie Telfer o’ the fair
Dodhead, is here in the very heart of the
country of the mosstroopers. The hosts of
cyclists who frequent this favourite route will
also hail with pleasure the revival of the old
inn. R. D.

Sir Thalter Scott’'s Great=Great=
Brandson,

OCKED up in Ladysmith there was a
young soldier who bears the historic
name of Walter Scott. To be quite

accurate, he is Walter Maxwell-Scott. As a
matter of fact he is really a Maxwell, but as
the great-great-grandson (and the eldest male
descendant) of the Wizard of Waverley, his
career will be watched with affectionate inter-
est by the world which loves romance. As
yet he is too young to have done anything
great: but the fact that he volunteered from
his own regiment (the lst Scottish Rifles or
Cameronians, who are stationed at Lucknow,
and to whom he was gazetted in 1898) in order
to join Sir George White’s forces in Natal,
where he was attached to the luckless Glouces-
ters, shows that he has all the grit which made
his ancestor an immortal soldier of fortune in
the field of letters.

If Sir Walter Scott had not had alimp leg he
would surely have been a soldier, for he had
come of a race whose survival on the warlike
Border down to the eighteenth century in-
dicated the indisputable right to live. All his
three brothers served their country ; the eldest
in the Nuvy, the second and third in the Army.
Walter, however, had to content himself with
an office stool. But even there the irrepress-
ible soldier in him had to come out, for if
there is one characteristic in Scott’s verse it
is the clang of battle.

The melancholy part of Scott’s heroic
struggle was that so far from founding a house
his line failed. His elder son Walter followed
the natural bent of his race by entering the
15th Hussars. But he outlived his father by
only fourteen years. Strangely enough, it was
at the Cape of Good Hope that he died (on
February 8th, 1847), and as he left no issue
the baronetcy that had been created for his
father in 1820 expired, and has never been
revived. Many of us hope that the young
soldier lately leaguered in Ladysmith may yet
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win his spurs and win back the baronetcy of
Abbotsford. Scott’s second son, Charles, died
unmarried at Teheran in 1841, as attache to
our Embassy in Persia, and so the male line of
Sir Walter became extinguished.

The line was carried on by Scott’s grand-
son, Walter, the son of his beloved daughter,
Charlotte, who had married Lockhart. He,
too, entered the Army, but he died unmarried
as a Cornet of Dragoons in 1R53. The tale
was then taken up by his sister, Charlotte,
who had married James Robert Hope. Q.C.,
the grandson of the gallant Earl of Hopetoun,
who succeeded Sir John Moore in command at
Corunna. But though the Q.C. took the
additional name of Scott, there was yet no
hope for a male descendant, for his eldest son,
Walter, died as a child of eighteen months,
Mr Hope-Scott married again (the sister of the
present. Duke of Norfolk) and had a son, but
Abbotsford naturally went to his daughter,
Mary Monica, as the real descendant of Sir
Walter, her great-grandfather, and the mother
of the young lieutenant now at the front.

Six-and-twenty years ago Mary Monica
Hope-Scott married the Hon. Joseph Constable
Maxwell, then a lieutenant in the Rifle Bgignde,
and younger brother of the present.- Lord
Herries. The name Maxwell is a proud one,
but that of Scott. is prouder still, so Mr Max-
well added his bride’s (adopted) surname to
his own. Mrs Maxwell-Scott is happier in the
number of her sons than any of her predeces-
sors. She has four boys—Walter, Joseph,
Michael, and Herbert. Walter, the eldest, was
born on April 10th, 1875. His regiment, the
Ist Cameronians, secmed unlikely to be sent
to South Africa, so he volunteered for the front
and found himself at Ladysmith. Had he been
in the second battalion he would have had his
chance at Spion Kop, where the regiment
suffered heavily. Not that he escaped disaster,
for the 1st Gloucesters, to whom he is attached,
lost many of their number, 351 of them hav-
ing fallen into the Boer trap at Nicholson's
Nek. His second brother, Joseph, is a mid-
shipman on hoard H.M.S. Cambrian. The
other two Maxwell-Scotts are just seventeen
and nine years old respectively; they have
three sisters.

“Watch weel,”” the Scott motto, was never
more appropriate than while the whole world
was watching Ladysmith and its heroic stand
against the investing Boers. And after the
war in South Africa has been decided we shall
still “watch weel” what this Walter Scott is
going to do with life, for the world owes a
debt of gratitude to the house that bore him:
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Sir Walter SCOTT (1771-1832).

Charlotte Sophia Scott;
mar. 1820 John Gibson LOCKHART
(her father’s biographer).

Charlotte Harriet Jane ILockhart;
mar. 1847 James Robert HOPLE, Q.C.
(who took the name of Scott).

Mary Monica Hope-Scott :
mar. 1874 Hon. J. Constable MAXWELL
(who took the name of Scott).

Walter Joseph MAXWELIL-SCOTT,
recently locked in Ladysmith.

I have said the Scotts (like most old Scotch
families) have the blood of soldiers in their
veins. The chief of the clan, the Duke of
Buccleuch, is represented by two sons at the
front, and the nation owes much to Captain
Percy Scott, of the “Terrible,” who invented
the ingenious carriage for the naval guns. Here
is o list of all the Scotts who are or who have
been fighting :—A. Scott, Major, Royal Field
Artillery ; A. L. Scott, Lieutenant, Army Medi-
cal Corps; C. A. R. Scott, 2nd Lieutenant,
Royal Artillery : E. R. Scott, Major, Leicester
Regiment : Lord George Scott, 10th Hussars ;
Lord Herbert Seott, A.D.C. to Lord Roberts;
J. C. Scott, 2d Lieutenant, Argyll and Suther-
lands, wounded Magersfontein: L. B. Scott.
Captain, North Staffordshire; Percy Scott,
Captain, H.M.S. “Terrible”: P. C. J. Scott,
(aptain, Army Service Corps: R. Scott, 2nd
Lieutenant, Royal Scots; T. A. Scott, Captain,
Argyll and Sutherlands - W. A. Scott, Major,
Gordon Highlanders; J. J. Secott-Chisholme,
Colonel, Imperial Light Horse, killed Elands
Laagte, Oct. 21: W. Scott-Moncrieff, Major,
Middlessex Regiment, wounded, Spion Kop,
Jan. 24: M. Scott-Turner, Major, 2nd Bl:ck
Watch, killed, Kimberley, Nov. 28,

J. M. Bulloch, in “ The Sphere.”

A smarT youth in a certain Border town was
recently accepted for the Yeomanry to proceed
to the front. As he wasn't just an expert
rider he hired a mount and commenced prac-
tice in full war-paint in a field adjoining the
town. He was much annoyed whilst at exer-
cise by a crowd of urchins laughing and mak-
ing non—ﬂattcrmg remarks at the figzure he was
Luttmw One day he lost his temper and
bawled out—"What are you staring at! Did
you mever see a war horse before!” “Ay,”
chimed one youngster, “but nane o’ us ever
saw a waur rider.”

)en
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SuppLEMENT TO THE "BORDER MAGAZINE"” No. LIV.

From Photo by Mackintush & Co., Kelso.

THE REV. GEO. GUNN, M.A,, MINISTER OF STICHILL AND HUME.
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HIGHLANDLR by descent, a citizen of
the capital by birth and immediate
ancestry, George Gunn spent the whole

of his adult life in the heart of the Border
district.  This threefold combination contri-
buted its elements towards the making of the
man. To his Celtic inheritance he owed his
perfervid disposition, his abounding energy and
historical imagination. The education, train-
ing and associations of Edinburgh, its High
School and University, cultivated in him that
shrewd, kindly commonsense which enabled
him to adapt himself naturally to all sorts and
conditions of men. And the romantic envir-
onment of his beautiful Border Manse awakened
in him a great love, and a determination to
know its archeeology, its natural history, and
its people. Hence his universally admitted
success a8 the Parish Minister of a rural parish.

George Gunn's father (also George, accord-
ing to the custom of the clan), sub-editor of
“The Edinburgh Evening Courant,” who died
in 1861, bequeathed to this his eldest son,
aged nine, the legacy of a good name, the
fragrance of a whole-souled devotion to his
profession, and the headship of the family of

six young children. Nobly did this young boy
carry on the example and duty of his prema-
turely-taken father. An old head appeared on
the youthful shoulders, and George there and
then dedicated himself to the service of the
young widow and family. This was a real act
of personal consecration which he carried on
to the day of his own early death. Hence his
celibate life.

During the dark and apparently hopeless
years that followed their bereavement, George
never lost sight of his great aim, to become a
minister. In this he was supported and stimu-
lated by his mother, one of those brave, self-
reliant, self-devoted matrons, largely to whose
great heartedness the Scottish nation owes its
place in the world. She and her son in their
darkest hours never lost their trust in God,
nor did they ever cease to hold that real com-
munion of the saints, the belief that the spirit
of the departed father was able still to guide
and guard them, which made them resolve
never to grow weak in the great responsibilities
which he had entrusted to them. Constant
prayer kept them in touch with the unseen
presences : —“When you receive your examina-
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tion paper, and the first look at it floors you,
just put up a silent prayer ; it’s wonderful what
a help you will find in it,” said the elder brother
to a younger in later years. And this habit
of carrying every little difficulty in prayer to
God steadily overcame apparent impossibilities
and opened the way. Lalorare est orare was
the corollary. Twelve hours a day and more
in a solicitor’s office for many years; eight
hours’ teaching per day in addition to Univer-
sity classes ; studying in the hours of midnight
and early dawn, carried him laboriously but
_ uninterruptedly through the Arts and Divinity
Classes. Never at any time was he plucked.
During all this weary time George was never
too busy to neglect the home. There was al-
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but it was now more congenial. He threw his
whole heart into the duties connected with the
many organisations of a large city parish. The

- congregation was one of the most cultured in

Edinburgh, embracing many leading members
of the professions and lords of the Court of
Session. This demanded close study and care-
ful preparation. No less particular, however,
was he in the less conspicuous ministrations of
his office : he considered the young men’s and
young women’s classes as his most important
opportunities of influence, and his success with
the youth of both sexes was most marked.
Eighteen months of happy usefulness swiftly

- passed ; his probationary period came to an

end. He left St Stephen’s, its minister and

BTICHILL KIRK.

ways the Saturday afternoon walk to the sea,
during which the brothers became greatly drawn
to one another, confidences imparted, and ad
vice and sympathy given. So in time he ap-
proached the goal ; George was licensed to preach
by the Presbytery of Edinburgh. The first
sermon was delivered in an out-of-the-way
church in the city, and was listened to by the
members of the family in fear and trembling,
scattered among the congregation. It was a
success, and shortly thereafter the young licen-
tiate was appointed assistant to the Rev.
Norman McLeod, of St Stephen’s, Edinburgh.
The goal was now perceptibly nearer. No
reaction was allowed to interfere with his work-
ing capacity. He went on working very hard ;

people, amid expressions of mutual regret, and
became minister of the united parishes of
Stichill and Hume in the month of June 1878.

George Gunn had now attained his holiest
ambition. The election came as a birthday
gift, when he was twenty-seven years old. His
life-long desire had been to serve the Master in
the larger family of the parish, as he had
served Him in the smaller family of the home.
He resolved to be all things to all men in order
that he might win souls. He determined to
know nothing among his people save Jesus
Christ and Him crucified. Born and educated
in the city, he knew nothing of country life.
The Roxburghshire dialect was unfamiliar ; the
parishioners were strange; their pursuits of
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agriculture and stock-raising unknown. These
things are mentioned to demonstrate how he
adapted himself to his new environment. The
result was that ere the end he became more of
a Borderer than those born in the Borders them-
selves. His first duty was the ministry. He
preached every Sunday in the Parish Church
at Stichill ; and organised alternate services at
Hume along with the Rev. Alexander Cameron,
Free Church minister of Greenlaw. Monthly
evening services at Stichill were likewise carried
on along with the Rev. David Cairns of the
U.P. denomination alternately in each other’s
churches. There was also inaugurated and
successfully carried on during the whole minis-
try of Mr Gunn and Mr Cairns a united Sunday
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exchanging friendship.

Mr Gunn did not consider that his ministerial
work ended with his purely sacred offices. Along
with the schoolmasters of Stichill and Hume he
conducted classes for secondary education with
the result that several of the pupils now occupy
responsible positions at home and abroad in
scientific and technical pursuits. Mr Buck-
master, science lecturer at South Kensington,
when he examined the classes, expressed great
surprise not only at the splendid results
achieved among a purely rural population, but
also that a clergyman was found of such active
enthusiasm as to inaugurate these studies with
the inadequate equipment available.

To the preparation of his pulpit work Mr
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School, in which teachers and taught belonged
to both the churches. These several united
agencies all working together for the good of
the whole people of Stichill and Hume, not only
accomplished great work for the Master, but
afforded an object lesson to the parishioners of
real brotherly love and Christian discipleship.
In his pastoral duties Mr Gunn was assiduous.
visiting the sick almost daily however great
" the distance. This he did because he con-
- sidered that in no other way had he better op-
portunities of coming into touch with the people
a8 man to man, carrying them in the arms of
prayer to the feet of the Father, arguing with
unbelief, affording sympathy in deeds more
than in words, giving counsel, receiving and

Gunn devoted great care. He was eloquently
earnest, and of clear enunciation. In his time in-
strumental music was introduced into the ser-
vices of the Church. To his parishioners and
acquaintances Mr Gunn was a loyal and true
friend. He had the Christlike gift of sympathy
highly developed. It did not end in words
merely, but by identifying himself with the
purpose desired, he gave of his service or means
generously to all requiring either. His also
was a pure and guileless soul, incapable of think-
ing evil of any one, but manifesting a broad and
large-hearted charity towards all with whom he
came in contact. In this way the sermon cf
his daily life and example was more influential
for good than the weekly composition from the
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pulpit on Sunday. His meesage was ever the
New Testament teaching of the love of Jesus
Christ whom he strove humbly to follow.

His kindness of heart, especially to those
who were friendless, was great; and he was
most sensitive regarding the wounding of any-
one’s sensibilities. In illustration of this there
is the following:—Shortly after coming to
Stichill, Mr Gunn criticised justly but severely
a set of anonymous verses in the local paper
descriptive of the beauties of the neighbour-
hood. He did so all unconscious that their
author was an auditor of his trenchant remarks.
Some one in a spirit of mischief enlightened
him, thereby causing the minister poignant
regret. Too honest to take back his words,
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he keenly felt the wounds unintentionally in-
flicted, and the closure thus summarily applied
to any promise of fruition there might have
been in the future. Twenty years elapsed ; Mr
Gunn was preaching in a strange church where
he expected that the unfortunate poet might
be one of the congregation. Into his sermon
he introduced one verse out of a little volume
which the versifier had produced. The message
with the implied amende from the pulpit to
the pew struck its mark; the one man in the
large gathering received the special word in-
tended for him and was moved. After the
service the two men met. “That debt is paid
at last,” said the one; “Thank you,” was all
the other could reply. But the incident drew
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them very closely together.

Passing now from his purely parochial work
one must glance, though briefly, at the outside
activities he exercised throughout the Borders
generally. Under this head he is best known
as having been President of the Berwickshire
Naturalists’ Field Club, and latterly its Hon-
orary Secretary. This brought him into con-
tact with experts in all the natural sciences on
both sides of the Border. He brought his usual
laborious conscientiousness into all the duties
connected with these offices. He took great
delight in arranging all the details of their ex-
cursions. He brought the Club transactions
up to date, and contributed many valuable
papers himself. Among these were The Early
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History of Stichill up to 1627, also The Church
of Hume, An Introduction to the Kirk Session
Records of Bunkle, and various botanical and
geological articles. He has left behind him a
fuller History of Hume Castle, chronologically
arranged, also a translation of the Court Book
of the Baron Bailie of Stichill, beginning at the
year 1659, and many fugitive pieces. For the
daily and weekly press he reviewed publica-
tions, and contributed articles, more especially
upon the Disestablishment agitation, a matter
by which his whole soul was stirred. Though
essentially of a peace-loving and conciliatory
disposition, all his Celtic fervour burned forth
with indignation when anyone sought to lay
hand on the Ark of the Establishment. So also
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when he heard of any injustice suffered by a
poor person, a woman, or a child.

The Botanical Society of Edinburgh, the
Scottish Alpine Club, and the British Pteri-
dological Society all claimed him as a working
member, to each of which he contributed his
quota of research. At Stichill he established
a beautiful Alpine Rockery containing over fif-
teen hundred different Alpine plants; and had
formed a museum of geological and archeo-
logical specimens, chiefly illustrative of the for-
mations and history of the neighbourhood. It
was a treat to watch the shamefaced, yet
pleased way in which some ploughman would
approach the minister on a summer evening
working among his plants. Laboriously diving
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dren, with whom he was always a great friend,
and for whose spiritual and moral developme