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DR JAMES JAMIESON, F.R.C.S.E,,

Chairman of Council, Border Counties Association.
AN APPRECIATION.

eI MONGST Borderers who have done
notable work in spheres beyond the
Tweed, few, if any, are more entitled
™ to honourable mention in the pages
of this magazine than Dr James Jamieson.
Born in the pleasant little village of Bowden,
that nestles so coyly on the south of the Eil-
dons, he received his early education in the
parish school there, until he reached his thir-
teenth year, afterwards continuing his train-
ing in an advanced school in Galashiels.
That the doctor has never lost touch with
the school of his earlier days is shown by his
generous institution of a prize, which is com-
peted for by the pupils annually .
Thomas Aird also was born in Bowden, and
on the occasion of his centenary in July, 1902,
the Border Counties’ Association visited the vil-
lage to unveil a memorial tablet which they had
placed on the house where he first saw the light.
Next to the pleasure which the large crowd of
vigitors had in listening to the magnificent ora-
tion delivered by Sir James Crichton Browne.
was their admiration of the heautiful decoration
of the village.
Flags waved from every house, and met your
eye at every turn of the road; while banner-

ettes streame.l from gaily festooned pole: placed
at intervals in the open spaces. Few knew that
all this gay bunting was obtained through Dr
Jamieson, and that it had been forwarded from
Edinburgh a few days before by him to do hon-
our to the occasion.

But we must hark back to the time when the
subject of our sketch was only fifteen years old,
and had just arrived in Edinburgh to become
an apprentice in the dispensary of Dr Alexan-
der, who was a well-known practitioner in the
city. Although so young, our friend even then
began to show the qualities of industry,
method, and perseverance, for which he is now
so distinguished. Dr Alexander was not blind
to this power of application, and ere long he
suggested to the lad that he should attend
classes in the College of Surgeons with a view
to taking a medical degree.

This meant very hard work, dispensing all
day, and studying during the evening; but
with a brave resolution young Jamieson worked
sway, and ere long he was fairly launched upon
a medical student’s career.

It may he mentioned here that this dispens-
ary training has been invaluable to Dr Jamie-
son all through his professional life ; inasmuch,



2 THE BORDER MAGAZINE.

that the thorough knowledge of the properties
of drugs and pharmacy which he possesses is
far beyond the attainments, or even the re-
quirements, of most practitioners.

While attending the ‘Infirmary, Jamieson
must have shown himself the possessor of facul-
ties of no ordinary kind, for he soon had the

good fortune to catch the eye of the late Pro--

fessor Spence, who always watched his career
with interest.

" When barely twenty-three years old, Jamieson
rounded off a splendig record of work and
study by taking the double qualification of
L.RC.PE. and LR.CSE., aud immediately
thereafter he began his professional career by
becoming assistant to his old friend Dr Alex-
ander. .

With that saving sense of humour which is
one of the characteristics of Dr Jamieson, he
tells an amusing experience he had at this time.
In the course of his duty he was asked by his
senior to attend a lady who was ailing; but
when this lady saw the boyish appearance of her
would-he medical attendant, she said :—*“Run
awa’ hame, my laddie, and tell your maister
that I dinna want laddies to attend to me!”
This bappened forty years ago, and it may
be interesting to know that Dr Jamieson is still
that worthy lady’s medical attendant.

All through life he has been fond of travel
both by sea and land. It is difficult to say
whether this was the cause, or is the effect of a
sojourn of four years which he made in Chili,
South ‘America. .

This began in 1866, when, in order to widen
his horizon—just like young doctors who now-
adays go as surgeons on a P. and O. steamer—
he obtained the appointment of surgeon to a
large mining district in Chénaral,

But the heart of our friend was in Scotland,
and in 1870 he returned to Edinburgh, where
he was happily married to Miss Boyd, the
daughter of the late Dr Boyd, of Slamannan.

Dr Jamieson first met this young lady in
1863, when he accompanied Professor Spence
to assist at an operation performed ou a pat-
ient of her father’s, and her maguetism proved
sufficiently strong to draw the young doctor
from the fascinations of the new world, across
the wide Atlantic Sea, to settle as a general
practitioner in the grey metropolis of the north.

Dr Jamieson has always been a student, re-
joicing in soience for its own sake, not merely
for the reputation which it brings. It is quite
characteristic, therefore, to find that, notwith-
standing & large and increasing practice, he
found time to attend such classes as enabled
him to take the Fellowship of the Royal College

or Surgeons in 1880, and a University degree
of M.D. three years later.

As, happily, this sketch is only an apprecia-
tion, not a biography, it is not necessary to
enter upon all the details of a busy life; suf-
ficient if we record some points which may en-
able the reader to see the doctor in person, and
a8 identified with Border interests.

Dr Chalmers was in the habit of asking with
reference to anyone whose name was brought
before him :—*Is he a man of wecht?’ Not-
ably, Dr Jamieson is a man of “wecht” in more
senses than one, but in addition to a splendid
physique, he has mental gifts and an emotional
temperament, which mark him out as a man
of broad toleration and wide sympathy.

The present writer is not a member of the
brotherhood, and therefore does not know the
fascination or the mystery of the craft that has
so many eminent craftsmen, but he has been
told that Dr Jamieson was a loyal Freemason,
although, since he was raised to a mystic height
represented by 32° he has become a less active
brother ; which, in the eves of a novice, seems
a very natural result of reaching the Fahren-
heit freezing-point !

Literature also has great charms for him,
especially Border literature, of which he pos-
sesses & splendid collection. He also has num-
erous scrap-books filled with all sorts of cut-
tings pertaining to his favourite district and
elsewhere. Like many of his profession, he is
a great reader, and fond of reading aloud, which
he does well.

The Readiug Club to the Blind which was es-
tablished in Edinburgh a few years ago, has in
Dr Jamieson one of its staunchest supporters,
and it is quite refreshing to witness the keen
interest depicted on the faces of the members
when he is reading some favourite book or
ballad to them.

Our friend would be no typical Scotsman if
the Kirk and what it represents did not hold a
high place in his thoughts and occupy some of
his time. So we find hiin a loyal member of
the Session of St Giles’ Church, the broad-
minded minister of which—Dr J. Cameron Lees
—-heing one of his most esteemed friends.

Dr Jamieson has been long a member of the
Edinburgh Borderers’ Union, and also of the
Border Counties Association, of which he is one
of the few remaining original members. From
being an active member of the last-named Asso-
ciation, he was chosen, and found to be an
equally active colleague to the chairman of the
Council, Mr Mack, of Covevheuch, Berwick-
shire. On this esteemed gentleman’s death he
became sole chairman. It is quite a pleasure to
sit at the Cauncil table with Dr Jamieson and
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see the way in which he can place his finger on
every detall pertaining to matters in which the
three Counties are concerned. Here it is that
you see his promptitude and first-class business
methods in full operation.

There is not a school in county town or quiet
village, or pastoral glen, but it is familiarly
known to our chahman, and we have often
thought that it would cheer the hearts of the
teachers—who do such splendid work in the
outposts of the educational field—if they saw
how anxiously their interests in the prizes and
bursaries open to their schools were anticipated
and considered by the Council under the guid-
auce of their chairman,

" It may not be out of place to say here, that
we sometimes fear that the work of this excel-
lent Association is not so well-known as it
should be. If it were 80, we believe that Bor-
-derers at home and abroad would be only too
anxious to identify themselves with it by be-
<coming members. It is quite characteristic of
Dr Jamieson to find that he has already en-
rolled both of his sons as life members. Let
us hope many will follow his example.

When the annual examination of the candi-
dates for school bursaries takes place at St Bos-
wells or elsewhere, Dr Jamieson makes it a
point to be present, and we can vouch for it,
that his genial presence and sympathetic words
-of encouragement give a mighty impulse to all
the young Borderers forward to do their best
for the honour of their school.

Dr Jamieson does this and many similar dut-
ies as matters of course, and I fear, when he
finds them publicly recorded, he will probably
give the recorder “a bad quarter of an hour.”
But surely it is well that the veil should he
lifted now and then, so that Borderers “here-
about and far awa’ >’ may see how the afi*irs
in which they have an interest are managed by
those to whom they are committed.

In this loyalty of Southland men and women
to the interests emanating from their homeland,
we seem to feel the pulse of home-hunger that
throbs in the hreast of mankind all over the
world.

The exigencies of modern life find Scotsmen
outspanned everywhere. But in the heart of
each there still remains that deep-rooted attach-
ment to their native land, with its burns, and
lochs, and glens, and mountains, that is only to
be met with in strong natures.

Even from the most successful of such wan-
derers there ofttimes comes the plaintive cry:

“ I gigh for Scotia’s shores
As T gaze across the sea,
But I canna get a glimpse
Of my ain countrie.”

But it is not from expatriated ones alone that
the craving for home and the old associations
comes with such emotional urgency. The lad
who left his "quiet village or drowsy
county town, and has pushed his way through
obstacles and trials until he has become a pros-
perous merchant or a skilled professional man,
often hears ahove the city’s noise the sound of
the river as it rushed over the cauld near the
mill ; and sees, beyond the cold grey streets,
the old familiar faces of schoolmates, and the
sentinel forms of the mountains that guard the
home of his boyhood.

Then it is that he recalls the words of Burns,
and applies them to his own corner of the land
with all the yearning of a patriot : —

“ That I, for puir auld Scotland’s sake,
Some usefu’ plan or book might make,
Or sing a sang at least!”
And thus it is that the men of whom Dr Jamie-
son is a type, find time amid the whirl of life
to help the voung people who dwell amid the
homesteads of their beloved Borderland.

One of Dr Jamieson’s distinctive traits is his
fondness for travelling, whether by sea or land.
His two sons are now launched upon the world
as doctor and dentist respectively, and thus it
comes that the doctor and his esteemed wife,
when “all the world is out of town,” can steal
away alone to eail ‘'mid western lochs or rest
in southern glens, where. with a favourite
author, in the shadow of some historic tower,
they seek fresh inspiration for their life’s work.

That they may succeed in their quest is the
fervent wish of all who know how important
that work is! DuncaN FRrasgr.

The Bonnie Borderland.

O=R for a sicht o’ the bonnie blue-bells,
An’ the heather purplin’ the hills,
At the thocht o’ them an’ my native land,
My e’e wi’ the saut tears fills.
Oh the bonnie blue-bells, the bonnie blue-bells,
On the Border hills far away; .
Where the burnies come brawlin’ doun the glens,
‘Where the birken shadows play.
But waes me! I’ve luikit my last I fear
On the bonnie Border-land,
Neae mair the laverock’s sang I’ll hear,
Nae mair on the Eildons stand.
But far away frae my hame an’ kin
I maun lay me doun to dee,
Wi’ ne’er a kindly Scot beside
To close my wearie o’e,
I thocht to lie for my lang, lang sleep
Where my ain folk peacefu’ rest,
Wi’ Tweed to croon me a lullabie,
An’ the rowan abune my breast.
But it’s no to be—the palm will wave,
An’ the scented orange tree,
By iny lanely grave, sae far frae hame
In Scotland ayont the sea. Fpix MELROSE.
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An Old Religious House.

‘“ Coldyngame than foundyed he,
And rychely gert it dowyt be,
Of Saynt Ebba a sweet Hallow,
Saint Cuthbert thair thai honoure now.”

wonderful land-mark whose crags
and crevices are the most conspic-
uous feature on the eastern coast of
this island, there stands a cold grey remnant
in solid masonry of the-Priory of Coldingham,
founded by King Edgar in 1098. It possibly
occupies the site of that church which was
erected by Bishop Egred, through the muni-

mon lineage, but, before considering further the
erection of religious houses—one or more—it
will be necessary to refer briefly to the intro-
duction of Christianity to these eastern shores.

The monk Corman from Iona was the first

. missionary of the Cross to visit Northumbria,.

but his mission failed through lack of zeal.
Soon afterwards, Aidan the pious, aided by
Oswald, in seven days converted 15,000 people,
and a See and Monastery was established at
Lindisfarne in 634 a.0. The bishopric, so far as:
it is defined north of the Tweed, extended
“from the place where the Whitadder (flumen:
Edrm) rises on the north to the place where it
falls into the Tweed ; the whole land which lies

COLDINGIIAM PRIORY, 1836,

ficence of Ceolwulph, King of Northumberland
(729-37), who laid aside his kingly dignity to
enter the monastic cell, and who built, and
probably endowed, the sacred houses of Jed-
burghf, Melrose, and Tvningham. But the foun-
dation-stone of the ecclesiastical history of Cold-
ingham was laid at an earlier date though, by
reason of conflicting traditions, it is difficult to
set the fragments in their proper places. It
may, at once. be safelv affirmed that, before
the close of the seventh century, a religious
house was raised on Coldburgh Head. The
Priorvy (now the Parish Church), St Helen's
Chapel on Kirk Hill, and Ebba’s Nunnery to
the north of St Abh’s have, undoubtedly, a com-

between the Whitadder, and another river which
is called Leader (Leder) on the west : the whole-
land which lies east of the river called Leder,
to that place where it falls into the Tweed on
the south, and the land which pertains unto the:
monastery of St Baldred (S. Balther) which is
called Tiningham, from Lammermoor (Lamber-
more) to Estmouth (Eskmouth).”  These:
limits, in a general sense, correspond to the
district of Coldinghamshire, and account for
the Priory of Coldingham being subject to the
Convent of Durham, to which place towards the-
close of the eleventh century the monastery of
Lindisfarne was transferred.

One story, no doubt legendary, makes Ebba
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a nun of Lindisfarne, when St Finan was Bishop
(652-61.) Eaden, King of Scots, wished to take
her to wife by force, when she fled to Colding-
ham Hill, where, by the swelling of the waters
below, she was miraculously preserved for three
days.

Another story, not less romantic, relates that
Penda, the pagan king of Mercia, who was sub-
sequently slain by Oswy, had proffered his hand
in marriage to the saintly Ebba, who, dreading
his manner of wooing, left -her fatherland to
beg asyvlum in East Auglia, when a storm bore
her gallant barque upon a hospitable shore un-
der the shelter of a rock, 306 feet high. Here
a heath-thatched sanctuery was reared, and

quaint little church by the angry main. It
seems only a variation of the same narrative
which states that Ebba was cast to land at
Coldingham Shore, where she and her attendant
nuns were hailed to sanctuary by the monas-
tery previously founded at Coldingham.

It is more than probable that, on the death of
its first Abbess, the Convent was dispersed, and
it is said that by reason of the worldliness of
its inmates it was consuined hy the vengeance
of heaven in the early part of the eighth cen-
tury. It seems, however, to have been partly
restored, for, in the end of the ninth century,
it was robbed and ruined by the Danes. Aidgils,
a priest who left St Abb’s for Jarrow, informed

COLDINGHAM PRIORY, 1858,

goon thereafter within the consecrated walls
both monks and nuns resided. Among its sac-
. red relics it enshrined a piece of the true Creio,
and one of the nails which fastened the Saviour
to the accursed tree. As was most meet, Ebba
was the first Abbess, and lulled to patience and
to penance by the moaning of the sea monk
and nun dwelt secure, inculcating the doctrines
of Aidan, who had been Bishop of Lindisfarne
(635-52). Cuthbert, too, the patron saint of
Northumbria, hallowed by his benign influence
the dlsclplme of the Convent. As he passed
from Old Melrose to Lindisfarne, where he was
installed Bishop in 684 i.n., he blessed the

Bede that the nuns mutilated their faces to
scare the lust of men, but sacrifice availed no-
thing in that harvest of revenge. Three or
four rudely-sculptured stones have been discov-
ered in the ruins of the Priory at Coldingham,
and one of them represents the self-disfigure-
ment of Ebba (it is necessary here to assume a
second Ebba). Over the gateway which leads
to Northfield House there has heen set up what
appears to be a figure of Fbba, whose face, muti-
lated by the weather and a flaw in the work-
manship, still recalls the chastity of the early
saint and of the inmates of that Convent, whose
“fears within and wars without’’ have but scant
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authentic record. The foundations of what are
popularly known as the nunnery are those of a
much later building, and may be those of a
chapel erected by the Priory, though they may
really mark the very dust as holy ground. Dr
Rankine, in “The Church of Scotland,” assumes
that the Priory of Coldingham was built on the
site of Ebba’s nunnery, but there is no “sifting
of authorities.” St Helen’s Chapel, one mile
to the east of Ehba’s Convent, is now supposed
to have been a Chapel or Cell subordinate to the
Priory.

As has been already said, Coldingham Priory
was founded by King Edgar, and without fol-
lowing in detail the account of Fordun as to St
Cuthbert appearing in vision and directing that
the consecrated banner should Dbe borne on
spear-point before the advancing army, the de-
dication of the altar, and the grant of lands to
the Benedictine Monks at Durham are well

within the realn of historic truth. The charter

of conveyance is the earliest record which has
come down to us, proved by the actual contem
porary document, of the possession of land in
Scotland by a subject. David I. (1124-53) con-
firmed several charters conveyving lands and
privileges to the Priory. Patrick (1182-1232),
son of the Ear] of Dunbar, gave the village and
lands “to God. St Mary, St Cuthbert, St Ebba,
and the Durham monks serving God at Cold-
ingham.” Malcolm IV. (1153-65) liberally en-
dowed the monastery, and in the end of the
twelfth century, a charter of Edward of Restail-
rig granted to the monks of Coldingham two
tofts of land in Eyvemouth. Raiue, in his monu-
mental work, and also in his invaluable con-
tributions to the “Surtees Society’s Publica-
tion” gives numerous instances of substantial
endowments—princely gifts to the service of
religion.

The Priory, whose ruined cloisters and acces-
sories oven yet mark the site of a great religious
house, has indeed heen a magnificent building.
Originally erected in the form of a Cross, the
transition from Romanesque to First-pointed
style of architecture, similar to that of Holy-
rood Abbey, founded by David I. in 1128, may
be traced in what still remains of the choir
walls, whose area measured 90 feet by 25 feet.
The nave did not run in exact line with the
choir (its axis lay a few feet to the south), but
its measurements were similar, while the tran-
sept measured 41 feet by 34 feet. However,
for a detailed account of the building the reader
is referred to the scholarly work of Messrs
McGibhon & Ross—“Ecclesiastical Architecture
of Scotland,” Vol. 1. p. 437.

The Priovy, during the long term of Border
raid and foray, was frequently the prey and

plunder of anarchy. and rude spoliation. In
1214, King John of England laid waste the
whole country from Berwick to Edinburgh, and
on his return he put the Priory to the Hames.
It was again burnt in 1430.  In Novewmber,
1544, the English seized the monastery, fortify-
ing the church and tower against the Regeut
Arran. In 1545, it was again burnt by Hert-
ford, and in 1560 it fell with the monasteries.
In 1648, after the first attack had been gal-
lantly repulsed by the Royalists, who hore the
brunt of two days’ cannonade, Cromwell com-
pleted the ruin by blowing it up with gun-
powder. Thus, the fair church of Ebba and
Edgar was “reduced from the perfection of
symmetry and beauty to broken and blackened
walls.”” Sacrilege was mean even to the de-
facement of monuments of valour, but it was
not by any means the Scottish Reformation
which laid in ashes the gilts of patriotism and
piety. It was during the so-called age of chiv-
alry that a visor was spread over the face of
vandalism, and this last had no reverence for
the days of old. All that was left of the holy
house was a tower (probabhly at one time the
central tower) which stood at the north-west
angle of the transept, along with the north
and cast walls of the choir. More than one
hundred vears ago, the tower, supposed to have
been ninety feet high, also fell, and the stones
thereof hecame the plunder of masoury.

Immediately after the Restoration (1660) the
north and east walls were utilized to form the
present Parish Church. The south wall was
rebuilt—now pierced by lancet windows, while
the west wall was rehuilt uniformly. The work
was carried out by Home of Coldingham, and
while the other heritors refused to share the
cost, thev allowed him to erect a large seat,
with a splendid canopy, near the pulpit. Pro-
jecting galleries were fixed at hoth ends of the
church, one ahove the other, and the lower gal-
leries were continued round the north wall.
Square pews were erected in the area. The
schoolmaster’s seat was conspicuous, but it was
latterly removed in order to have an open
space for sacramental occasions. Boarding
covered the sculpture-work, which, too, was fre-
quently broken to admit a plank, while the
fine carving was all obliterated by repeated
coats of whitewash. Internally, as well as ex-
ternally, heaps of debris lowered the walls, and
in the gravevard mounds twelve feet in height
gave a sepulchre to many generations of the
dend.

In the begiuning of last century. some exam-
ination was had of the remains of a verv an-
cient building, with whinstone walls three feet
in thickness, about thirty-five paces from the
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south wall of the church, spoken of as Edgar’s
Walls, and probably the site of a royal resid-
ence. This palace, which is supposed to have
been huilt at the time of the foundation of the
Priory. had three doorways on a lower plane,
the facings and steps of which were freestone.
One augle of the building had on it also a cor-
bel and groining-rib of freestone, the latter
springing from the half-colutan freestone in the
aisles of the south transept. When the earth
and rubbish had been removed, a broad passage
was laid bare, which, with a wall on the north
side, extended the whole length of the build-
ing. The principal entrance faced the south.
At each side of the three doorways are semi-
circular shafts, measuring 22 inch.  Similar
shafts of smooth chisel-work occur at equal dis-
tances along the wall, while the sewerage exit
is well preserved at the west end. At the east
end what was then supposed to be the oven was
discovered, and this has led some to suggest
that the building is the remains of the Priory
Refectory. The whole works seems to have
covered an area of 50 feet long by 18 feet wide,
and at the western extremity, known as King’s
Stables. some stones lay scattered about,

Through the liberality of the heritors the
church was renovated in 1855. The galleries
were removed : the floor lowered six feet ; the
south and west walls rebuilt in semi-Norman
stvle ; the corner towers carried up ; and a ceil-
ing of polished stained wood provided. The
seats were fixed across the area, those in front
of the pulpit being set lenglhwise. Thus re-
constructed, the church is 95 feet by 35 feet.
When these improvements were being carried
out, evidences appeared of a restoration in the
end of the twelfth or the beginning of the thir-
teenth century, while it is said that up to the
middle of the eighteenth century the ruins of
the chapel or Saxon convent were seen. It
stretched a few feet further to the south than
Edgar’s building, and was not of quite the same
form, for the east end consisted of a circular
projection or apse, probably a chancel—its two
feet low wall heing plastered on both sides. The
stone seems to have been got at St Helen’s
quarry, Greenheugh, in the parish of Cockburns-
path,

Tt was in a liberal spirit that all the heritors
discharged a legal duty, and their personal
interest in the work, as well as their readiness
to adopt those plans which served most the har-
mony of the ancient buildings, deserve grati-
tude even now, for considerable expense was
entailed beyond what would, in ordinary cir-
cumstances, have been required. A grant of
£625 from Government, i.e., from the Crown
through the Commissioners of Woods and For-

ests, along with £843 from the heritors, made
possible a restoration worthy of the historic
associations which cluster round the Priory, and
the preservation of an example of graceful archi-
tectural design unsurpassed in the ecclesias-
tical buildings of the realm. The entrance is
now nearly in the centre of the south wall, hav-
ing a large porch laid with black and white
flag-stones. A spiral stair-case leads to the
Kirk Session-house over the porch.

To the west of the village of Coldingham, in
the Dean on the border of Bogangreen, is an
excellent spring of water, called St Andrew’s
Well, which supplied the Priory by means of
thick leaden conduits. The limits of sanctuary
were marked by various crosses, e.g., Cairn-
cross, Whitecross, Crossgait or Market-Cross,
Friarscross, Crosslaw, Applincross. The last-
named—the Appealing Cross, near Burnhall
Bridge—is on the way to Northfield. Here, in
1645, the terror of the plague led the kindly
folks of Coldingham to carry provisions and
other gifts of charity to he laid on an altar be-
yond contagion. The tenant of Northfield, one
hundred years ago, opened a large mound
where the plague was said to have been buried,
when human bones, “meal-arks,” and pieces of
deecaved cloth told the story of interment out-
side the camp. Half-a-mile south of the Priory
is Gallowside, where, on several occasions,
human ske'etons have been unearthed, indicat-
ing the limit of civil or ecclesiastical law.

There have heen numerous relics discovered
—some preserved, others dispersed—within
and around the Priory, which add to the in
terest of the visitor to this old religious house,
and it must always be borne in mind that, alk
down these centuries, there has heen constant
service of Christian worship—with only a prob-
able break of twelve years—at this hallowed
shrine, and to those whose hearts may be moved
to dedicate their wealth to the beauty of holi-
ness there remains the adornment or recon-
struction of the south wall of one of the hidden

gems of Scottish ecclesiastical architecture.
A T. G

Nithsdale, Fare-thee-well!

FARF-THEE-WELL, beloved valley—

With thy eoftiy-flowing sireams;
When I slumber, T may ree thee—

Sca thee smiling. in my dreams.
Fa; away hcyoud the mountains,

Lying towa.ds the sunny west,
Where the river murmurs softly,

And the breeze i hushed to rest.
Whero the roe will seek the shadow

Of the ancient woodland tree; —
Where the heath shall bloom in autumn,

Bloom again—but not for me.

A. B. G.
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Letters and Recollections of Sir
Walter Scott.

)HE reading public seems never to tire
g p

.ﬁ /5 of the subject of Sir Walter Scott,
/A  and readers of the BorpEr MaGAzINE

f/t' N9  at least know that additions are be-
ing continually made to the literature that has
formed round the charmed name. Messrs
Smith, Elder, & Co., of London, have just pub-
lished a handsome volume bearing the above
title. Tt is bv Mrs Hughes of Uffington, the
friend of Sir Walter, and the grandmother of
the author of “Tom Brown’s Schooldays,” a
book which has touched the hearts of millions
the wide world o’er.. The letters and recollec-
tions have bhecn edited by Horace G. Hutchin-
son, who thus refers to the work : —

Quite accidentally my notice was directed to these

letters of Sir Walter’s of which Lockhart does not
seem to have suspected the existence, although
probably he was aware that at one time a consider-
able correspondence was maintained hetween Mrs
Hughes and his father-in-law. That this was so he
implies clearly (Vide “Life of Scott” page 524.)
Any quotation I make from this source comes from
the edition published by Black in 1881: —‘“Among
Scott’s visitors of the next month, first in Edin-
bhurgh. and afterwards on Tweedside, were the late
amiable and venerable Dr Hughes, one of the
Canons-residentiary of St Paul’s, and his warm-
hearted lady. The Ilatter had been numbered
among his frierds from an early period of life, and
a more zealously-affectionate friend he never pos-
sessed. On her way to Scotland she had halted at
Keswick to visit Mr Southey, whom also she had
long known well, and corresponded with fre-
quently.”

One of the results of this visit was the re-uniting
of the bonds of friendship between these already
distinguished men. which had been interrupted for
some years by one of those miserable and petty mis-
understandings that not even the friendships of the
greatest souls always escape. Scott’s conciliatory
letter is quite charming, in his own manner.
. In Lockhart’s recognition Mrs Hughes of
Uffington appears only.as one among very many
others; and I cannot but think that Lockhart, had
he known of the extent of the correspondence and
its exceedingly interesting character, would not
have left it as he did, wholly untouched.

The volume now before us should find a
Place in every Border librarv, for its contents
are so valuable that it is quite entitled to rank
as a supplement to Lockhart’s great life of

Sir Walter. As we read its delightful pages

we seem to come into the immediate presence
of Scott and his contemporaries, while Mrs
Hughes’ descriptions of acenery and incidents
are fresh and unhackneyed. The volume, which
is published at 10/6 net, is enhanced by Sir
Edwin Landseer’s portrait of Scott. portraits
of Dr Hughes and the authoress, and a beauti-
fully reproduced facsimile letter of Sir Walter’s

to Mrs Hughes, which in itself adds greatly to
the value of the work.

Our space will only permit of a few quota-
tions. Reférring to Scott's visit to the author-
ess, her surviving grandson, W. H. Hughes, of
Milton, Massachusetts, tells the following
story : -—

“Scott was staying in London at the time, some-
where in the West-End. One evening he admired
some fish at her table, which she had, as was usual
with her, bought at a famous stall in Billingsgate
market and carried home herself. The next morn-
ing she included in her purchase some of this par-
ticular fish, and asked the stallkeeper if he could
deliver it at the West-End. Taking a very decided
‘No’ for an answer, she observed regretfully, ‘Sir
Walter will be much disappointed.” ‘Sir Walter,
mum! You don’t mean Sir Walter Scott?’ ‘Yes,
indeed. I do.” ‘“Why, mum, I’d send it to him free
of charge if he was in Hedinboro’!”’

In his letter to Mrs Hughes, Scott is very
careful what he savs of his contemporaries when
he could not use the language of praise, but he
lets himself go a little in the following refer-
ence to Byron : —

“I owe you a thousand thanks for the transcript
respecting poor Byron’s conversation—he was much
of a Crammer, i.e., sometimes told his bettle-holder
a sort of romance for which he seriously claimed
credit. T alwayg suspected the duel to be escapades
of this kind, if Capt. Medwin rightly understood
what he said, and if Lord Byron was not speaking
of boxing matches at school. We must have heard
if he had fought twice, or been second in many
affairs of honour. They do not occur amongst men
of note as to escape notice, and the world had long
been anxious to learn all they could of Byron. I
know he was like to have fought at Malat, but it
went off, as these things often do.”

The following four anecdotes culled from the
pages of this most interesting volume will give
our readers some idea of the rich store to be
found in the 338 pages of letterpress: —

BIBLICAL HIGHER CRITICISM,

Sir Walter had a client to defend, a clergrmau of
the Church of Scotland, who was prosecuted for us-
ing improper language in his sermons; here are
two specimens. Preaching on the Revelations. he
said—"“And there was a throne on a sea of glass,
which shows, my brethren, that it had a very slip-
pery foundation.” Speaking of Pontius Pilate, he
8aid—"T have always looked upon P. P. as a much
injured character; I have ever considered him as a
greater benefactor to the Christian religion than
any other of the nine Apostles.”” This man for
tunately died hefore the trial came on.

MARRYING IN HASTE.

An old farmer whose wife had been dead only a
month applied to his minister to proclaim his
banns in the church next day. The clergyman re-
monstrated. “Your banns, John—it is no possible,
man. Your wife has na been dead a month—she is
na cauld in her grave.” ‘“Aweel, sir, never ye heed
that—do ye put up the bauns, and she’ll aye be
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cooling the while.”” This story 8ir Walter’s mother
related to Lord Hopetoun, who had three wives
with small space befween, and recollected it as
she came to the end, and saw the offended look
of her auditor.

THE HIGHLAND REBEL’R PRAYER.

An old Highlander who had been out in the °45
was persuaded to accompany a friend to a licensed
chapel; when the minister began to pray for King
‘George, the Highlander fidgeted and snorted; when
a prayer was put up for the Queen, his disapprobha-
tion was more strongly marked; but when the min-
ister went on, “May it please Almighty God to bless
and preserve His Royal Highness William, Duke of
‘Cumberland,” his patience could go no further.
He rushed out of the door, exclaiming “May it
please Almighty God to bless and preserve the
Deevil.”

The wisdom of considering the case of your hearer
before you tell a story that may unintentionally
offend is shown by an incident in the life of Scott’s
mother which he thus told to Mrs Hughes: —

THE ETTRICK SHEPHERD'S STORY.

Hogg is a very simple-minded, pleasant person,
much less rough in exterior than I expected, and
has an open, good-humoured face which must pre-
possess everyone in his favour; he and Sir Walter
talked and laughed over the character of a Laird
whom they remembered living near Philiphaugh.,
and was known by the name of the daft Laird. He
was riding through the Ettrick with his man hehind
him on a pony. All of a sudden he called out,
“Jock, I saw an Otter in yon Pool.” Tn spite of the
heavy fall of rain, Jock guided his pony to the spot.
but after splashing and p'unging ahout some time,
while the Laird sat quietly on his horse, he said.
“I fear, Laird, we’ll has nae sport the day: T
canna find a trace o’ the creature.” The Laird re-
plied, “Troth, Jock. I'm thinking is na that likely,
for it’s two and thirty years gin I saw him stravag-
in’ in yon Pool.”

Love’s Tribute :
A Sonnet-Sequence.

{ A é}” HIS volume of dainty verse has just

g/ been issued by the well-known pub-
(B8 lisher, T. N. Foulis, Edinburgh and

London. Attractive by reason of its
exterior appearance, where white Japanese vel-
lum and gold delight the eve, the volume
proves doubly attractive when its contents are
perused by readers whose hearts are susceptible
to pure and loftv thoughts, and whose ears are
attuned to the rhythmic beat of poesy. The
author’s name appears on the title page as
James Whitehead, but it is an open secret that
this is but the pen name of a Border physician,
Dr Dixon of Hawick, who in this his first book
proves himself a poet of no mean order. The
volume contains sixty-five sonnets, including
the Dedication and the Epilogue, and all being
Tinked together by one theme, the brevity and

A Y
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incompleteness in the sonnet form of verse is
gut over. The sonnet is at once the highest
and most difficult medium for poetic expression,
and few poets attempt it with anything like suc-
cess. Dr Dixon, however, has succeeded in a
remarkable degree. The intense human inter-
est which runs through the book at once rivets
the attention of the reader, and carries him to
the erd, where he feels inclined to begin over
again. Lack of space prevents us dealing fur-
ther with the beauties of this latest addition
to the literary work of Border men. The vol-
ume, which is beautifully printed on strong
paper, is published at 3/6 net, and we trust
it will find its way into many Border homes,
where the sweetening influence of its message
is sure to be felt. The three following sonnets
will give our readers a fair idea of the contents
of “Love’s Tribute’” : —

LOVE’S RETICENCE.

And yet our love is not the world’s concern:
What right have they to prate and criticise ?
How can they hope thy graces to discern,
Who only own unsympathetic eyes?
It may be they will think thou art not fair.
And thy great goodness merely commonplace,
When, all the while, it is my pen’s despair
In living lines these very things to trace.
To me thou art a being bright as day,
Fairer than Truth if such a thing could be;
Pure as the Maid who shames the stars away,
And to her bosom draws the restless sea.
Let no one seek these merits to disprove,
Who has not seen thee through the eyes of love.

LOVE’R KINGDOM,

When on thy hair I see the sunbeams play,
And thy great eyes gaze wholly into mine;
When in the silence, at the close of day,
Thy lips, unfaltering, whisper “I am thine”;
And when to me, thy bhuttress and thy shield,
Clad in a robe of faith thy soul appears,
I know that unto both has heen revealed
The sweetest secret heard by human ears.
Forgetful of the tumult and the strife,
Upraised are we into 2 realm above,
Where, far from all the futile fret of life,
We only own the empery of Love;
And through the dells of this enchanted land,
Wander at will, together hand in hand.

LOVE'S RETURN.

As one who, having wandered from his way,
And spent his strength the road to re-discover,
Grows sad and silent at the long delay,
But carols when the weary quest is over;
Or like to one who, in the deep of night,
Dreams that he has for ever fallen blind,
But whose pale aspect sparkles with delight
When dawn dispels this phantom of the mind:
8o when to me my absent love came back;
Bidding farewell to that cold, northern shore,
Where Heaven’s blue dome too oft is painted black,
And all too oft the winds of ocean roar,

My heart, from its despondency set free,

Grew glad straightway, and danced iwith ecstasy.
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EDITORIAL NOTLS.

In issuing the first number of our tenth volame we desire to return our sincere thanks to those subscribers
and contributors who have so loyally supported our efforts to render the Borbkr MaG:AzINE worthy of the best
traditions of the Borderland. The November number was almost sold out, and the number of appreciative
notes we have had regarding our last issue proves that our selection and arrangemeut of the conteots meet with
the approval of our readers. As we have a large amount of good matter on hand we hope to make our tenth
volume as interesting if not more so than its predecessors. All we require is an extended circulation and that

lies, to a large extent, with our readers who can recommend the BoRDER MAGAZINE to their friends.
CoxTriBUTORs will kindly bear with us if we have to delay publication of their articles by reason of our

abundant supply, but they are none the less appreciated on that account

The Border Keep.

Once more the
glad-sad season re-
turns when the old
dominie sends forth
from his retreat the

" ever-old, ever-uew
greeting, “A Guid
New Year to ane
an’ a’,”) to his
many friends, who,
though they may
not meet him face
to face or give him
a warm hand-clasp.
vet do not forget
him in his retire-
ment. It is a glad
season indeed, and
it is well that the yvoung folks should rejoice ex-
ceedingly, but those upon whom the sorrows of
age have fallen cannot refrain from thinking
with a mellowed sadness of the past, and re-
calling the faces and forms of the friends of
other days. Far from the noise and worry of

PRODIGIOTS !

evervday life it is my privilege to watch the
currents of modern thought, and I rejoice to
see the decided revival of true Scottish patriot-
ism, which is not retarded, but rather quickened
and strengthened by what might be termed
local patriotism. The old money-box motto of
our childhood, “Take care of the pence, the
pounds will take care of themselves,”” is alsé
applicable to national life. Any fool can sit
at the fireside and scribble letters to the news-
papers about Imperial politics, but it takes &
man of some grit to work for the good of his
immediate neighbourhood.
““ Would’st thou go forth to bless,
Be sure of thine own ground,
Fix well thy centre first,
Then draw your circles round.”
* * =

For the Dbenelit of new readers it may be
as well to restate what is the purpose of this
portion of the BornEr MaGazINE, which the edi-
tor kindly places at my disposal. Our Border
newspapers are continually producing bits of
literature referring to the Borderland which/are

4
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well worth preserving, but we all know that the
fate of a newspaper is generally to be thrown
aside and forgotten, except by those careful and
methodical people who at once cut out what
they desire to preserve and paste it in a book.
As this is so seldom done, the BorDER MAGAZINE
forms a fitting medium whereby valuable or
interesting paragraphs may be preserved, and
for this purpose the “ Keep” came into exist-
ence. I have been so often indebted to the
widely—circulated “Southern Reporter,” and my
old friend, its Edinburgh correspondent, that
I cannot do better than begin the New Year
by the following paragraphs from recent issues
of the aforementioned paper:—

Alexander Campbe!l Fraser, Professor (Emeritus)
of Logic and Metaphysics in Edinburgh University,
has, like the !ate Professor Veitch, a passionate
liking for the Borders, and for thirty-five summer
vacations, he tells us in his recently published auto-
biography, “Biographia Philosophica,” he has lived
among the rounded green hillg of the Borders. It
was Welsh of Mosfennan who in 1849 took him
across the hills that separate the Yarrow from the
Tweed, “and first felt the pensive charm of the Bor-
der vale in which a few years later he found a
summer home—the most restful region I have found
in the journey of life. Its grey shadows are asso-
ciated with Berkeley and Locke, with both of whom
I lived in thought; but the silent vale between
Selkirk and Moffat is connected still more with the
friends whose visits added so much to the natural
charm, and with neighbours in manse and farm-
house—that manse among the mountains, the centre
of the social system in the happy valley.” He
speaks kindly of Dr Russell, Thomas M‘Crindle,
and 8ir David and Lady Brewster, with whom he
was at Tibbie Shiel’s in 1862. Sir David had been
there forty years previously, a visit which Tibbie
pgrfectly remembered. He tecalls other visitors—
Sir Alexander Grant, Lord Napier and Ettrick, Pro-
fessor Blackie, Alexander Rustel of the “Scotsman,”

'Sellaf, Jowett, Mrs Ferrier, and Veitch. His last
parting with Veitch was at the Goidon Arms, where
they were staying in 1894, just a fortnight before
Veitch died. He quotes the lines—

I see—but not by sight alone,
Loved Yarrow, have I won thee;
A ray of fancy still survives—
Her sunshine plays upon thee.

* 2 »

There is a Branksome Hall in Canada, at 102
Bloor Street, Toronto. Miss Scott is one of the
managers, and she seems to have imported the name
for this school for girls from Hawick. I am re-
minded of this by a call from an acquaintance, Mr
James Ogilvie, bookseller, Ottawa. His father, who
had an accountant’s business near Sir Walter
Scott’s Edinburgh house, 89 Castle Street,
left for Canada a generation ago, when my friend
was nine years of age. All his life Mr Ogilvie has
remembered his father’s enthusiasm as an angler
on Tweedside, and one fine Saturday lately he put
in a big day in re-visiting the scene of his father’s
angling exploits at 8t Boswells. He called on Mr
Tom Fox at Dryburgh, who remembered his father
coming there ag a young man of 24; he was one of

the keenest anglers that Tom had ever seen. Tom,
who was born 4th April, 1824, went back 70 years
quite easily in his recollections of his angling friend.
Thie was Mr Ogilvie’s first view of the Tweed,
which he greatly enjoyed, and as he did Dryburgh,
Melrose, and Abbotsford in one day, he hag not
much vacant time. .
* * »

A London friend sends me a Metropolitan
wine merchant’s advertisement containing the
following amusing and seasonable story, which
may come in handy for some of my readers who
attend the suppers in honour of the “Immortal
Menory’’ on the 25th of this month:—

Among all the incidents recorded of Robert Burne
there is none more typical of the man as he was
when in harmony with mankind and himself than
the chance meeting in a Broder town with three
complete strangers, yet, although well authen-
ticated, it is but little knowan, and, for the lgeneﬁj:
of those unacquainted with the story, we think it
well to tell it here. Burns, during one of his short
journeys into the northern English counties, at-
tended a cattle market in a Cumberland town.
Separated from his companions in the bustling
crowd and wishing to rejoin them, for he was sel-
dom in the mood to be alone, he entered a tavern
as the most likely place to find his friends. He
sought from room to room, merely opening the door
of each and entering nmone when satisfied that his
missing companions were not within. At last he
came to a parlour in which were gathered three
jolly Cumberland men, one of whom catching sight
st Burns as he withdrew, ehouted, ““Come in,
Johnny Peep.” Burns, tired of his fruitlees search,
and quick to note kindred spirits in the small com-
pany, obeyed the summons and joined them, seated
himself at the table, and, in a short time was the
life and soul of the party. Burns wae a brilliant
conversationalist, few subjects coming amiss to his
fertile brain and ready tongue, and had a Boswell
been of the company in such gatherings as this, the
sayings of Robert Burns would have been almost as
widely known as his poems. In the course of their
merriment, one of the jolly Cumberland men pro-
posed that each should write a stanza of poetry
and put it with half-a-crown below the candlestick,
with this stipulation, that he who proved himself to
be the hest poet should have his stake returned,
while the remaining half-crowns were to be expend-
ed in whisky for the benefit of the company. What
the others wrote has been lost in oblivion. The
Ayrshire plonghman quickly grasped the situation,
called to mind his invitation, selected his pastoral
simile, and produced, with a twinkle in his merry
eyes, the following verse:--

Here am I, Johnny Peep:
I saw three sheep,

And these three sheep saw me;
Hulf-a-crown a-piece :
Will pay for their fleece,

And so Johnny Peep gets free.

On his stanza being read. a roar of laughter fol-
lowed, and, while he was unanimously voted to have
won the wager, one of the Englishmen exclaimed,
“Who are you®’ An explanation followed, and we
are naively told by the chronicler that the happy
party “did not eeparate the day they met.”
DoMINIE SAMPSON.
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Home, Sweet Home.

In Two Chapters.
By MRrs J. PRINGLE THORBURN.

. CHAPTER 1.

roomy and large with old-fashioned
gables, and small but numerous win-
dows studding at frequent intervals
the dingy grey, ivv-clad walls, of what was now
known as Grangely farmhouse. The farm hold-
ing itself, a building of later vears, standing as
it did in rather close proximity to the dwell-
ing, did not certainly add to the amenity of the
place : vet, nevertheless, acted as a friendly foil
and shelter from the keen north winds that
often swooped so relentlessly down from the
surrounding hills,

It was a wild hill district—limb of the Scot-
tish Borders ; very lovely in summer, but often
in winter undoubtedly approaching to the
fiercely grand. Not a human dwelling within
a mile or two, save a shepherd’s lonely shieling,
with turf-clad roof, and walls and doors which
it was hard to fancv could ever have heen
upreared after anvy mathematical dispensation
whatsoever. It was a dull November after-
noon, with a chill blanched look upon the face
of earth and sky. It did not positively snow,
but the skilled in weather-signs averred that
the scent of snow was in the air.

“Saidie,”” said her father, opening as he spoke
the sitting-room door, “I want vou to take the
pony trap and run down to the post for me.
Bess is in capital trim, and she will take and
bring vou within the three hours. Miss Wilton
could go with vou.’

“Oh, father !’ remonstrated the mother, look-
ing quickly up from her mending hasket,
“there is a storm in the air this after-
noon, and if overtaken they ave not fit to hattle
with jt. Could not vou spare one of the men
to ride down?”’

“Impossible,” said the big, burly farmer,
“not a man amongst them can be spared
to-day. Straw is wanted, and thev're
busy threshing ;: and Syme and Mackay must
gather the sheep into the Meadow Park But
no fear of the storm to-day: not till they get
back, at anv rate. We may be drifted up by
to-morrow though.”’ :

And as it <uited Mr Gordon to believe that
the predicted storm would not develop on this
special afternoon, he readily convinced himself
that it assuredly would not.

“All right, father,”” said Saidie. “Don’t be
nervous, mother dear. Old Bess and I know

every foot of the way. And, Fanny, you have
been wishing to see a storm amongst the hills.
So, if we’re caught vou won't be sorry, will
you?”’

" “Oh, no,”” laughe! the young visitor from city
walls. “It will be quite romantic. Snow to
the right of us—snow to the left of us!”

Mrs Gordon shuddered.

“Nonsense, mother,”” cried her daughter, go-
ing close to her, and laying a caressing hand on
the still dark hair. “It will only be three hours
till we’re back, you know. And the snow has
not even bemm to fall yet, if it comgs at all.”

And z'ulv the two ran oﬁ to wrap up for the
anticipated drive.

Saidie Gordon was accustomed to handle the
ribbons, and, moreover, she and the old grey
pony were very staunch, familiar, old friends.
They had a good long stretch of moorland path
to traverse ere the public road could bhe per-
manently gained, and, after that, three miles
ere they could reach the village, where stood
the district post office, the church, the school,
and a little hamlet of houses. Scarcely, how-
ever, had they left the hill track and gained the
main road ere some [ngitive snow-flakes began
to tremble in the air,

“Delightful I” cried Fanny Wilton, “I do be-
lieve I amn going to he gratified after all. 1
bave long had an ambition to see a storm
amongst the hills.”

Her conmipanion laughed, then glanced a little
anxiously upwards ard around.

“Yes, Fanny, but I would rather that we had
been thus far on our way home again instead of
just half-way there. But I don’t think it will
be much for an hour or two yet. And there is
no fear if the wind does not rise.”

Aud Saidie as she spoke lightly touched
old Bess, but Bess had decidedly a little
will of her own, and when conscious of doing
her best was apt to resent such interference ; so
with a little angry shake of her mane kept just
as lazily trotting along as if basking in the heat
of a July day.

“Bess is in one of her moods,” said
Saidie, with a laugh, “so we will have to
take it eusy whether we will or no.”” And as
1t was—long before they reached their destina-
tion the snow was falling heavily. Not in the
former puny way, but as if a great white cur-
tain had suddenly descended from the hills and
wrapped the fields, the hedges, and the gate-
ways in one bewildering sheet of white. Butas
the road was straight before them now there
would be no difficulty in reaching the little vil-
lage-—just one turn to he taken with which
Saidie was too familiar to miss. Once there
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and letters and parcels secured Saidie Gordon
would not tarry.

In vain the old postmaster urged the delay
of an hour or two, as he quite thought from
the size of the flakes that it might just prove a
temporary fall. But Saidie would not wait.

“Mother will be anxious, Mr Graham. We
must hurry back, thank you!”

But the hurrying back was no easy
task. It was now for the next mile or
8o entirely uphill, and with the wind
now rapidly rising and the snow drifting
in their faces the two merry girlish voices by
and bye began to get ominously silent. But
as vet neither of them wished to be the first
to say that they feared the way home was going
to be a long one. Theh as thev gradually got
higher and higher the now fast drifting wind
began to grow fiercer, and yet more fierce, com-
pelling ‘hem every second or two to stand in-
gloriously still and tighten their wraps more
closely round them.

“Fanny!” cried Saidie, taking advantage of
a temporary lull, and with a poor ghost of fun
quivering in her voice, “How do you like it?
Isn’t it romantic?”

The answer was a little hysterical laugh, fol-
lowed by something not unlike a sob,

“Poor Fanny,” said her companion, giving
her hand a little kindly squeeze, “vou must not
be afraid, for you know we are always getting
& little nearer, and a little nearer home.”

Fanny Wilton groaned. *“Oh, Saidie, is
there no house where we could shelter for
while, for I cannot bear it any longer?”’

“No, dear, I fear not, for we must be far past
Oakley now, and there is nowhere else. I could
nol even see it as we passed. But tell me,
Fanny, have you seen anything of the big red
pillar, as I seem to have missed it somehow?
And we take it for our lJandmark in a storm like
this.” And Saidie Gordon abruptly tightened
rein, glancing anxiously around, but she was
utterly hemmed in by the wall of blinding
snow, and could not see a foot before her.

“Oh, Saidie!” cried the other, reproachfully,
“vou surely have not lost your way?”’

“No, not lost mv way, Fannv; just a little
bewildered with the snow. If it would only
stop for a minute or two we could take our bear-
ings.”

“But it will not stop, Saidie, so what have we
todo?”’

“If vou will hold the reins I will tell you
presently,” she answered, springing out and
beginning to cautiously grope her way to the
side of the road, so as to discover whether or
not the fences had terminated. For after
that it was the open, unguarded moors, with

the highroad running between. But the coun-
try-reared girl knew what her friend did not—
that there were some old unfilled in drains on
both sides of the moor, and a false step on old
Bess's part would at once precipitate them into
some ugly chasm. It is true that under such
circumstances a horse’s instinct will keep it on
the beaten and familiar path, but a horse is
sitnply a horse after all, and it cannot calculate
for the magnitude of wheels that follow after.

“Oh, Saidie, do not leave me!’’ cried Fanny,
now seized with sudden terror as she saw her
friend disappear amongst the snow. "I cannot
bear to be alone.”

“Just close at hand,”’ proclaimed Saidie,
cheerily. “T'll be with you in a minute.”” But
there was not a hit of cheeriness in the com-
forter’s heart, for after groping about and cal-
culating her Jatitude as well as she might, she
knew that they had left the fences behind and"
zained the open moor. And she also knew that
thev had a good half-mile to go vet ere they
could reach a certain turn of the road, from
which diverged their own hill-path, and which
in its turn carried them up, up into the very
heart of that wild hill country. Poor Saidie!
What was to be done  Very thoughtfully she
made her way back to her impatient friend.
And very thoufrhtfull\ she stood beside old Bess,
mechanically patting. as she spoke, the patient
animal.

“Fanny, I am going to lead Bess down to
the level till we are past the drains. And
then >

“Yes, do,” interrupted Fanny, “it will be so
much safer. And it is so kind of yvou proposing
it, dear. I shall feel so much more comfort-
able.”’

Very gravely the young lady took the old
pony by the héad and began the tiresome de-
scent, boots and stockings in a very few seconds
bemo‘ filled with snow, but still she plodded on.
At length, to her relief, the descent was van-
quished, and even the summit of a tiny hill sur-
mounted. Now, believing that the worst was
over, she halted and prepared to step into the
low-set trap, when something—she scarce knew
what—sharply arrested her. A strange rum-
bling sound, alike and vet unlike, the far-off
march of distant thunder. Then a second later,
and she sprang into the seat beside her friend,
for with a suddenness that seemed to shake the
very ground beneath them the storm broke. In
all its furv it came swoouping down from the
mist-clad hills, driving the snow-clouds before
it, with a hurricane of eddying whiteness, reel-
ing and dancing and whirling round and round
in a cycle of blinding, hewildering uncertainty.
For a little while nothing to be heard or felt
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but turmoil and chaos, chaos and turmoil, till
with a parting flap of its wingless wings the
tornado flew with a rattle and a whirl, a whirl
and a rattle, over the territied heads, away,
away to seek some other bourne in which to
gpend all recklessly one of the fiercest out-
comes of Nature's restless passion.

With a crv of thankfulness, Saidie Gordon
recognised that the present trouble had passed
them by, but that another might be hovering
near; so, heedlexs of her companion’s half-
fuinting terror, she urged the pony to its great-
est speeid. scarce daring even to draw breath
until she knew that thev were partially safe
once more down in the sheltered hollow. Then
with voice all trembling, she turned to Fanny :

“Excuse me, dear, hbut we must hurry on be-
fore the darkness gathers. I have thought of a
_shelter in the hay stack at the foot of the hill-
path. I noticed a hole in it as we came along,
and we will use our hands to make it bigger.
So, Fanny, help me, will vou, to trv and make it
out? 1t is at my right hand.”

But presently old Bess stopped and tried to
make a turn.

“Oh!”’ exclaimed Saidie, quickly, “this must
be our ‘turn.”  Bess knows it.  And, of course,
the atack is opposite.””  And quietly and thank-
fully she led old Bess over to the shelter of the
hav-stack, for this fieht with Nature in one of
her most frenzied moods was certainly proving
ton mmeh even for the hill-hred maiden.

“Now,” proposed Fannv, “I will just sit still.,
Saidie, while you prepare the place for me to
crawl into, for there is no need of us hoth get-
ting our feet wet.”

“I shall make it as comfortable as I can for
vou,” was the quiet answer, beginning, as she
spoke, to pull at the hay with all her might.
When at length she thought it might do, she
ant a materproof rug from the trap, shook off
the snow, and, tumm«r up the dry woollen side
of it, spread it carefully down for her friend to
crawl into, which she did, calling at the same
time for Saidie to he sure and oring the
cushions also.

Then Saidie turned to unharness her mute
old friend. much to Miss Wilton's annoyance.
who saw no sense in such a procedure. for a
herse was just a horse of course, and Nature
had provided that the animals of the lower
speciee shonld have a natural protection in their
own thick coating. No what was the use ot
coing against Nature and pampering the creat-
ure in any such way?

“Bess is old, poor thing.”’ was the gently re-
proachful answer, “and she has heen so faith-
ful to us all. Now that she is free she will get
to nibble a bit of hay.”

"
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“Just rubbish !’ grumbled Fanny, “and I do
wish you would be quick, Saidie, for two will
be so much warmer than one.”

Stiff and benumbed, Saidie Gordon at length
crept in beside her friend, but, as she acted as
door to the hole, she was still more or less ex-
posed to the teasing, drifting snow. And
Fanuy would give her no rest. She was be-
ginning to feel so verv hungry. Surely Saidie
had got some provisions down at the village,
and thev must be in the box of the phaeton.
Had Saidie anything in it that she could eat!?

“Yes,”” was the sleepy answer, “bread and
tea, and sugar, and things.”

“Now, Saidie, you must not go to sleep. It
is not wood for you. 8o rouse yourself, dear,
and wo lnmq me some bread and some sugar,
for I’m ravenous.’

Slowly and reluctantly the. tired girl strug-
gled to her feet, pushing her way painfully out
as she did so. On her return with two parcels,
Fauny hungrily grasped the loaf of bread, but
what was supposed tc be sugar turned out to
be rice.

“Oh, how annoyving,” was the ery. “The
sugar would have made the bare loaf more pala-
table. But, of courre. I should not like to
trouble vou to go back again, dear.”

“Oh, no,” assented Saidie, sleepily, “but what-
ever will poor mother be thinking "’

“Oh! that is the least of it,” snapped Fanny.
“We are the real practical sufferers. If you
will but eat a bit of hread, Saidie, it will keep
vou from falling asleep.”” But Saidie could
not eat. The darkness was now rapidly fall-
ing, and although the snow was not descending
quite so heavily, it was, if possible, drifting yet
nmore wildly, foreshadowing every prospect of
a weird, rebellious night.

(To be concluded next month. )

An Old Borderer.

\T Mr James Moffat, who died at Edin-
burgh on 13th November, 1904, the
Borders have lost another loyal son.
Born at Upper Nisbet farm seventy-

two vears ago, he at first served as a forester
on the Marguis of Lothian’s Roxburgh estates,

but like many another Scot he was early
tempted, by the prospect of advancement, to
set his face towards the south. At the age of
twenty he was appointed head forester on Lord

Lothian’s Blickling estate in Norfolk, and after

spending a few vears there was transferred to

the Newbattle estates. Here he spent over
twenty vears, and would have been content to
end his days, his loyalty to the Lothian family
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being stronger than his ambition. The declin-
ing fortunes of the family, however, ultimately
forced a separation, with” re«vrets which neither
party attempted to conceal. On the occasion
of his leaving Newbattle his friends entertained
him to a public dinner, and presented him with
a substantial testimonial. During the last
twenty-two vears of his life he was superintend-
ent, first of Dalry, and latterly of North Mer-
chiston, Cemeteries, Edinburgh.

Mr Moffat was in many respects a remarkable
man of strongly individual character, and of
pronounced antiquarian and scientific tastes.

He had formed a good collection of antiquities,

geological objects, and natural curiosities,

JAMES MOFFAT.
Photo by

which it was his delight to show to his numer-
ous visitors and friends. He had the good for-
tune only a few months ago to be the discoverer
of a prehwtonc cist and urn, the latter of which
is now in the Antiquarian Museum, Edinburgh.
The find was of considerable interest and im-
portance, and atiracted great attention at the
time in the Press.

A keen Borderer, Mr Moffat was enthusiastic
in all that affected the history of the South, and
could at times bhe eloquent in its favour.
Though his early exile from thie Borders proved

J. Inglis, Edinburgh.

to be practically permanent, his love for them
only increased with years, and his last remain-
ing strength he used in making a pilgrimage to
the district shadowed by the Eildons. The
pleasure derived from this was, however, largely
mixed with more painful emotions, as few in-
deed of his contemporaries remained.

He was an expert in the forestry of varied
districts, and was held in the highest esteem,
personally and professionally, by all with whom
he came in contact,

AR

An Uncrowned King.

N the approaching four hundredth an-
niversary of the birth of John Knox,
the book market is being flooded

® with volumes which deal with the
stirring events in the life-story of Scotland’s
areat Reformer. It is not our intention to
notice at present any of the larger volumes
which have been written on this most important
subject, hut to draw the attention of our read-
ers to a twenty-four page illustrated pamphlet
published at the small price of three-halfpence
hiv the well-known firm of J. & R. Parlane,
Paisley. The publication gives in eight chap-
ters a most useful and readable resume of the
outstanding events in the life-story of Johu
Kuox. It has been written by Agnes March-
lu.gk author of “Covenanters of Annandale,”’
&c.) and whose heart, to use her own words to
us, "“is in the Borderland.”  Knox was fre-
quently in the Borders, and Froude, the his-
torian, says:—*I know nothing finer in Scot-
tish history than the way in which the Com-
mons of the Lowlands toek their places by the
side of Knox.” We have only space for the fol-
lowing short quotation:—

Henry VIII. of England in “laying waste the
Borders of Scotland” had cleared off the monaster-
ies in the south; and now, at the rising of the
people, the monasteries in Scotland shared the
same fate. However, it was on buildings the people
revenged themselves. They even let some of the
priors and abbots carry off their hoarded wealth.
They did not burn the monks as the Archbhishop of
8t Andrews had burned the frail old priest. We
may regret the loss of those fine buildings, but as
Sir Walter Scott says (and who loved old hiildings
better than he d]d P “Though many fine buildings
were destroyed in Scotland in the first fury of the
Reformation, it is better that the countrv should
have lost these ornaments, than that they should
have heen preserved with the corrupt doctrines
which had heen taught in them.”

ITope and fear alternate chase
Our course through life’s uncertain race.
—Rckeby.



16 THE BORDER MAGAZINE.

In the Upland Wilderness

9 ILES of moor, miles of peat, neither
S tree nor bush to be seen, and the
dark crags standing up round the
loch—that is all you see on this dry
sumper day, and vou call it uninteresting. You
thought it a perfect day when you left the Inn
this morning : vou looked on St Mary’s, and it
siiled back at you in the sup. The Loch o’
the Lowes was deeper blue than the sky, and
the heather of Chapelhope blazed with pinks
and purples.  You thought yourself a lucky
fellow to get such a day for Loch Skene, un-
visited except in dreams the Wizard had in-
spired. But you made the grand mistake ; you
chose for vour visit a “perfect day.” He who
wouid see and know the real Loch Skene must
go there in the spirit of Sir Walter’s palmer,—

“ And my black palmer’s choice had been
Some ruder and more savage scene,
Like that which frowns round dark Loch Skene.”

When the great head of the White Coomb is
buried in the clouds, and the Coomb Crags and
Locheraighead form an amphitheatre for the
sport of the mist; when the foam is on the
water, and the tumbling rills are streaks of
white ; when the wild duck’s form as it sweeps
across the loch is unreal and spectral, and the
whaup is only known by a shriek across the
moor : then yvou may see and know the real
Loch Skene.

Coming up from Winterhope, you squelch
vour soggv wayv through watery mosses, or
brush with water-lozged nether apparel through
“drockit’ sprets, till vou feel like a new kind
of amphibian, and really look like some woe-
hegone monstre of the bogs. But if you are a
lover of the moorland, vou know where to find
beauty even in such depressing circumstances.
The mist is a constant companion, as it drives
along beside vou, sweeps away up & ridge to the
right. or settles calmly down all round you.
There is a fascination in the drifting mist of the
uplands : it hides from yvour view, perchance,
some splendid mountain form, then at the
proper moment it lifts, and shows you the true
fashion of the hill sculpture: it throws up in
true proportion the ragged features of the
craigs, or picks out for vou the hold sweeping
outlines of the hill-shoulders. Tt is a first-rate
artist, and knows all ahout the tricks of soli-
darity and aerial perspective, roftening down
a ridee here, filling in a hollow there, or simply
nestling in its bosom, and revealing the plan
of God’s own maodelling.

By and by it rises higher, till it merely caps
the heights, which lie in dark shadow beneath.

But yvonder, above the highest rocks, a patch
of brightness appears, like the birth of light on
the mountain crest. It creeps down the hil
basin, touching the torrents into silver, lighting
the grey screens into gold, kissing the sullen
waves of the tarn till they laugh as they dance
on the gravel ; gliding over the moor and turn-
ing the black peat into a deep rich brown
splashed with red and purple; and then—it
is gone.

The mist comes down once more ; great wisps
of it are sweeping along the ridges. The loch
waters are black, except where a foamy curl of
white relieves the gloom. There is a weird sil-
ence, broken at times by a sough from the tor-
rents on the steeps, horne on the wind that
sighs through the bent. The stillness that fol-
lows every sound creeps round your heart with
an eerie increase of impressiveness, till the
great crater-like corrie seems to bury you alive.
You are the Last Man, and vou have come to

vour last resting-place. When you are blotted °

cut, humanity will have left the world to the
mists and the whaups. There will be no mind
in things but the Eternal, planning anew, per-
liaps, some successor to the human race, some-
thing else in His Own Imnage. Or perhaps the
snoweap will settle down again upon the up-
lands, squeezing out, by its mighty weight,
those grinding glaciers that are the chisels of
God.

But you know there are others beyond the
mist. Out in the valleys and plains of the earth,
there are still lives being lived, there are still
ideals, there are still love and duty, there are
vet good and evil. These others, with you, are
confronted on all hands by Nature’s handi-
work, but no two men are affected alike. The
sunset appeals to all, but how differently to
exch! One sees it when you point it out to.
him, says it is “very nice,” or even “exceedingly
fine,” but that is all. Another exclaims at
sight of it, raves ahout it for thirty seconds or

so, and will even stretch a point and go all the-

way with you in your admiration of it, if you
like ; but it is no more to him after that. This
kind of person is a thorn in the flesh of the
true lover of nature. The nature-lover is
moved in a manner unspeakable; he simply

absorbs the sunset, lives in it; it is part of

himself for the time being, shares his soul sec-
vets with him. All his life, ideals, aspirations,
ambitions, cares, crosses, are brought to a foeus
in the light of that sunset.

It is not metaphor to speak of this man’s
soul vibrating in sympathy with the appeal
from Nature. In light and sound, certain wave
motions are accentuated by contact with cer-
tain others. A resonator will lie dumb, or onlv
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grudgingly responsive, in the presence of tone
after tone, as it awaits that which vibrates in
synchronism with it, ere it gives out its charac-
teristic note. The compounent parts of light
await their complements, and flash forth in full
radiant whiteness when these are combined with
them. So in the sphere of mental activity, cer-
tein psychological processes lie in suspension
till the proper reacting medium is supplied.
There is.an appeal from Nature to the soul of
every man. Some answer to it, others are pre-
oceupied, while others have the faculty of re-
sponse undeveloped. In all, there is the em-
“bryo.

There are various interpretations of the call.
Some say it is sentiment; some do not know
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““ Ah, you are so great, and I am so small;
I tremble to think of you, world, and all.
And yet, when I said my prayers to-day,
A whisper inside me seemed to say
‘You are more than the earth, though you are
such a dot,
You can love and think, and the earth can
not.””’

There is no beauty in the earth, except to the
soul that sees and feels. The beauty of the
mountains is in the soul of the beholder.

“Any man who has once seriously fallen in
love with a wild sport has laid up for himself an
abiding madness.” So said a recent writer;
and if for a “wild sport” vou substitute the
Lroader term “wild Nature,” you still speak the
sawe truth. The violin improves in tone the

LOCH SKEKE.

what it is; some call it God. It is the re-
action of the man upon his environment, and is
from within his soul. And as in the musical
instrument the quality, timbre or character of
its tone is determined by the number and in-
tensity of the overtones ox harmonics, so in
the human soul, the number and intensity of
the responses made, that go to make up his
whole reaction on his environment, determine
the eharacter of the man.

‘Without the soul, without the God that is in
the man, the earth is only a heterogeneous col-
lection of rocks in various stages of denudation.

A little child once said,-—

more you play upon it, till it speaks as with
human emotions ; so your soul reacts the more
readily as you contmually allow Nature to play
upon it, and there remains with you the abnglno
madness of the nature-lover. Some play upon.
the instrument of their soul till it becomes raw,
and quivers; these we call maudlin sentimen-
talists, morbid or hysteric. We do not want
them here in the uplands; they should go out
with hotel parties, under the charge of guides.
In the land of the mist we want men, for only
true men-souls can face the plunge into the
awful presence of unveiled, unadorned Nature.
Like the men before that awfu] one, She Who
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must Be Obeyed, you stand in the presence of
the Ages. Round you lie the moraines of cen-
turies ago. At the foot of the White Coomb
there is an ancient lake-bed, where the receding
glacier left a natural breakwater, long since
broken through hy the Midlaw Burn. The
present loch has lost an old companion, but will
follow at some far-distant date, when the heaps
of moraine throngh which her outlet rushes,
shall have been swept down the valley, or when
the torrents from the Lochcraighead shall have
filled up the hasin with their deposits. The
Grey Mare’s Tail is working back from the
Giant’s Grave, with the grim design of heaving
the waters of the loch straight down the preci-
pice. But who shall see the work completed ?

One man may visit these wild scenes year
after year, and see no change except in the
course of a burn through the gravel, or the
bursting of a spring in the hillside, yet steadily
and surely the work is going on, and may go
on after the last survivor of the human race
shall have given up the ghost. These moors

resounded with the psalms of the Covenanters:

the adjacent vallevs were the haunt of the deer
that Darnley came out to hunt; the Romans
built their roads across these very bogs; but
that was only vesterday to the ages that have
passed since God hegan to carve the face of the
earth. And the mist comes down like a cur-
tain, shutting vou in face to face with the
facts of the Eternal. You have passed the
Veil and stand in the Presence. Your “abiding
madness’” has taken vou there, and the breath
of the Presence will follow vou through the
world ; vour blood is tainted ; and though you
may bury vourself in vour life-work, toiling ir
the city through the gas-light of the winter,
there will be sounding in your heart the call
that sooner or later must be obeved. And
when the snell breeze comes up from the Fortt:,
or across fromn the hills, you will burst your
prison honds and gladly go forth into the
Wilderness.
HARRY FRASER.

SERMONS IN BRAID Scots.—As we go to
press, we have received the second issue of
this interesting series, entitled “Yule Tide,”
by Rev. D. Gibb Mitchell. The author has
succeeded in giving a faithful interpretation
of the Gospel narrative of the birth of Christ
in the Doric. Mr W. .J. Hay, John Knox’s
House, Edinburgh, is the publisher, and the
pretty brochure should form an acceptable
«ift at this scason, hoth as regards contents
and get up, and at sixpence it is not expensive.

MAGAZINE.

A Burngate and Some' Recollections
of it.

‘ 5,“} ) O every Borderer brought up among
V@< the hills there must surely exist some
(é L)\ little burngate which has been fami-

liar to him from boyhood. To wan-
der along it on a sunumer day, or, better still,
in autumn, recalls some of the sweetest mein-
ories of that time. If in after life the Borderer
is only permitted occasional visits to his native
home, such walks must he among his most
pleasant recreations.  Everv little pool will
call to mind some incident, perhaps of a time

THE BURNGATE.

Photo by James Elliot

when the burn was “doon a flude,”’ with the
thick, brown mossy water roaring over the
rocky bed. How out of that pool there we
drew many a fine vellow “eldring” with the
bait! To the writer these fishing expeditions
wiil ever remain fresh in his memory. How
we used to set off iu the moruning with a “piece”
in our pocket, and return home at nightfall
drenched with the rain, and sometimes with
the burn too (for such excursions were not with-
out their mishaps), vet always more than ready
for a meal. e

Or may he we shall rememler a time when
the clear water was dancing down the dell with
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musio ; the air heavy and sultry laden with the
scent of wild thyme and heather, and the sum-
mer sun pouring down nto the tiny glen till
the rocks were quite hot to the touch. The
big boulder under which we were wont to
“guddle’’ the trout will still be there. Some-
times the quarry would turn out to be an eel
or a toad, and we may even have heard of its
being a rat. But what mattered it! = We had
always the incident to boast of,

Then there is the washing pool, where once a
year the farmers built A dam for the annual
bath of the sheep. And what fun it was to
assist in driving the flock between the palings
and see them take a leap into the water and
emerge on the other side wet and bedraggled
to scatter themselves bleating and aimless up
the hilleide. Before the sheep had made the
water “drumly,” or again after it had cleared,
we would often spend a happy afternoon “dook-
ing’’ there, making valiant attempts to learn
to swim with the assistance of a log of wood
under our chin. What a proud day when first
we mastered the art so far as to do the length
of the pool without help of any kind. %Ve
could dispense with towels in those days. Half-
an-hour racing or jumping in the sun in Nat-
ure’s garb, and what need of a towel

Now we can spend many a happy hour or
two letting the memory ramble among such
recollections, while others enjoy the scenes in
reality. The burn still dances on, singing as
plainly as a burn can sing—

‘“ Men may come and men may go,
But I go on forever.”
A W.S

.

“StoriRs  FrROM BarLrApranp.”’—There is
probably no reader of the BorbEr MAcazINE
who is not intimately acquainted with Lord
Soulis of direful memory, Kinmont Willie, and
other heroes of the old Scottish ballads. Child-
ren, however, may not be versed in ballad lore,
and it is for them that Miss Maye H. Black has
written these stories—Thomas the Rhymer,
Armstrong of Gilnockie, and the Chief of Keel-
dar, with many others, have their deeds and ad-
ventures set forth in simple, graphic language.
There are just enough verses from the ballads
themselves to give point and interest to the
story tolling, and if children will turn from
these tales to Border minstrelsy Miss Maye H.
Black will have done good work. The same
iden seems to have suggested itself to Miss
Elizabeth Grierson, of Whitchesters, Hawick,
and we believe that she has made some pro-
gress with the writing of a book to simplify
the bellads for children.

-

Dawn.

‘“ There are more things in Heaven and Earth
than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”

b HY! yes, sir, I'll tell you the .
SR whole story with pleasure, In
< 4] the first place you must under-
’ P®d  stand that we were awakened
by a heavy rifle fire, and stood to arms—that
would be ahout 3.30 s.xm. Half-an-hour later
on the order was given to “saddle up” and take
our horses under cover in a klgof. We’d not
been there long ere we were sent up to rein-
force the infantry who were having a hot time
of it at the top of the donga; ay, that they
were! I can tell you ’twas with great diffi-
culty Clements got his convoy away. Poor
Legge was killed, and nearly all the Staff were
wounded more or less severely. The fact is,
we fought a hard and losing game from 3.30
A.x. until sunset—we did, sir; ay, and without
grub! The confusion was something awful
when the mules stampeded. Some of our fel-
lows were told to “head them off’” and so stop
thera. They galloped at great speed to over-
take them, which they soon did, and then ’twas
simply pandemonium! Some teams got stuck
in the mire, while others became entangled by
running up against each other. Many mules
and oxen were killed while struggling with their
loads, and, ever an anon, our men on their
horses were heing hit by the enemy’s bulleta.

The big gun was got away just in the nick
of tiine by volunteers who were called upon to
extricate and bring it off. It was told after-
warls by one of the gunners that but for the
pluck of the Yeomanry if would have been lost.
Some of our fellows had to tie their horses to
trees, and go up the kopjes and hold them until
the convoy got clear away. The waggons, I
believe, did not get to Reitfontein until next
morning, and the rearguard were fighting until
the darkness fell, and 8o covered them.

Ere that, however, I had “dropped out”
wounded, and Kerr of “ours’’ was also hit, al-
most simultaneously. I saw him “reel” in his
saddle, then drop like a ‘stone. Next moment
came my turn, but of how I fell I know nought.
When I came to myself some hours later on I
was lying stiff and chill on the open veldt—the
full moon was sailing high in the heavens, mak-
ing it almost as light as day with her weird,
white light. The chill night wind whistled by
mournfully, as if chanting a requiem for those
8o lately slain.

No one who has not spent a night alone upon
the African veldt can quite comprehend its awe-
some and oppressive solitude. I can tell you
my spirits sank into my boots. On trying to
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rige I found that I was weak from loss of blood
a8 well as numbed with cold, so for some min-
utes I lay resting upon my elbows scaning the
moonlit scene mournfully, then I was startled
by the sound of a human groan from somewhere
behind. I struggled to my feet and gazed
wildly around. Ay, there at no great distance
lay a form—be he “friend” or “foe,’” thought I,
companionship is welcome. Imagine then my
joy on finding that it was Kerr of “ours’’—my
own particular chum—and not a stranger, nor
yet one of these Boers! He was lying prone on
his back, making a pillow for his head of his
unwounded arm. Poor soul! and he looked
ghastly in the weird moonlight, but his eyes
were open, and he was perfectly conscious, as I
saw from his start and apprehensive gaze as I
drew nigh, which quickly changed to a warm
smile at my glad cry:

“Charlie, dear old chap, is it really you?”
as I dropped on my knees by his side. It was
some moments ere he was able to speak, then he
said : “Thank God !—ah, Jim, I thought that I
was to die here-—alone—with no comrade nigh
to carry my last message to her.”

“There, there, dear old chap, don't talk that
way for heaven’s sake,” quoth I. “Please God,
you'll pull through this all right yet!”” Now,
though I spoke thus cheerfully to him, a ter-
rible dread was chilling my own heart, for the
unearthly stamp of death seemed already
stamped upon his handsome face.

“No, Jim, do not deceive yourself ; I am done
for,” he answered steadily. “Were it not for
her, I'’—here there was a solemn pause, “I
would be content to go.” He gazed upwards
for some seconds with a strangely beautiful
light in his blue eyes.

Ye see, sir, poor Charlie had left a bonny
voung wife on the banks o’ the Tweed when he
came out to the war, and what had made their
parting the more bitter was the fact that she
wax soon to be a mother. There never breathed
a more unselfish soul than Charlie Kerr, so now,
a8 he lay there adying on the African veldt, his
thought was all of her—never a word of his own
sufferings. “Poor, little Molly!” he said
“Please God, her time of trial will be over and
she will have our child to comfort her when
she knows that I am awa.”’

1 stood up and looked around to see if there
was any hollow where we might be a little
sheltered from the hiting wind. “Is it my
horse, Jim?”’ enquired Charlie. “Poor Don-
ald! I think he must be dead and out of pain
at last, for I've not heard him pawing the

round for some time. Like Whyte Melville,
%believe we shall meet them again-—our faith-
ful dumb friends, Jim.”
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I soon saw poor Donald, stiff in death, but
not yet cold. With some difficulty I carried
Charlie over to rest %against his faithful steed,
and, having unstrapped his rug, I sat down be-
side him, and made the best of things I could.
For a time we talked of the dear Border land,
from whence we came, aund of our folk dwelling
there “on the banks o’ Tweed,”” but Charlie
was very weak and soon snoozed off ; so there
I sat resting against the dead horse, and watch-
ing over its dying master while the night wore
on. Then I too must have fallen asleep, for I
awoke with a start—Charlie lay so still that 1
feared he was dead, but as I bent over him his
lips parted and I heard him murmur softly,
“Thy will be done, oh, our Father!”

The first signs of the dawn were showing in
the east, and a mist-cloud was slowly floating
from off the veldt. and out from it, to my in-
tense surprise, came a figure, ay, that of a
woman clad in some luminous raiment which
floated lightly around her, and as she drew nigh
I noted the lovely golden hair waving back
from her radiant face, also that she carried an
infant clasped to her bosom. She never
paused, but came swiftly on until she stood at
Charlie’s feet, when he, as if aroused to life by
some magnetic influence, opened wide his eyes,
and, springing up with outstretched arms,
cried : “Molly, Molly, my wife!”> then he fell
back into my arms a lifeless corpse. And I saw
two bright forms, hand in hand, float away up
from the mists of Earth to the glorious Dawn.

The midday sun was high in the heavens
when a party of Scouts found us. They laid
Charlie Kerr's mortal remains in a lonesome
grave on the open veldt, and then carried me to
the nearest hospital.

Needless to say, our fellows thought that I
must have had a sun-stroke when I recounted
what I witnessed at the time Charlie died.
Some weeks later on we learned from the obit-
uary column of “The Border Telegraph” that
Charlie's young wife had died at the self-same
hour I saw them meet on the African veldt.

J.H. 8.

Tug illustration, “ The Manse Garden,” on
p. 232 of the last number of the BorpER Maga-
zINE i8 from a photograph by Mr T. Thomson,
gardener to Miss Haldane, at The Grange, Gala-
shiels. We regret having in error attributed it to
another gentleman to whom we were indebted
for some other pictures in that same issue.—
Ed. “BM.” *

Mellow nu; have hardest
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MR JAMES B. BROWN’S GRAVE.

(J. B. SELKIRK.)

¢ Until that valley lost to sight
Shall rise unto the perfect dny,
And Henven's renewed and conquering light

Shall chase the clouds of death away.” 2 s
T




In Memortam.

JAMES B. BROWN, Esquire.

‘¢J. B. SELKIRK.”
Author of * Ethics and Aesthetics of Modern Poetry,” * Bible Truths with Shakesperian Parallels,” *‘ Poems,” etc.

‘“ Farewell, kind heart! thy battle’s o’er,

Thy spirit gone to

Him who gave;

’Mongst honours paid thee many more,
We lay a song upon thy grave.”

PO truer singer ever tuned his harp by
Mé Border streams than he whose
lamented death occurred at Selkirk
D last Christmas Day. An artist to
the finger-tips, his seusitive nature shunned
publicity, and while oft he sang because he
must, his desire was for quiet and contempla-
tion.

Possessing a mind richly stored with the
thoughts of the great masters of English litera-
ture—a cultured artist, and an observant
traveller, he met the leading thinkers of his
time on their own level, and won their respect
and appreciation.

His love for music was hoth a passion and a
solace, and many an hour he passed with no
companion but his favourite piano, to which he
revealed his hopes and fears in skilful impro-
virations,

His interest in ecclesiastical matters was al-
ways strong, and it remained keen to the last,
as i8 shown by his having left a most interest-

(. B. 8.

ing MSS. pamphlet in which he pleads earnestly
for Creed revision.

As an artist with the pencil, he found unfail-
ing delight in depicting some favourite nook
of his beloved Borderland—on Ettrick or Yar-
row for preference. = The writer recalls with
melancholy interest that the last time he walked
with his friend, was to view the glorious strath
of the above-mentioned rivers as seen from the
slope of the road near the westmost gate of the
Haining,

The appreciation of him which appeared in
the February and March numbers of the Borpgr
Magazine for 1899 contained our estimate of

-the high place which he held as a poet and

essayist. It also contained much authentic in-
formation regarding him, which probably
would never otherwise have been known to the
world. In view of this, it is sufficient to say
at present that although cultured and cosmo-
politan, his patriotism ever rang true. His
“Songs of Yarrow and the Border” touch the
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loftier peaks of poetic feeling and descriptive
power, none the less so that many of them are
in the Scots vernacular. The “Miscellaneous
Poems” are always attractive and characteris-
tic, covering a canvas that stretches from Italy
to the hills around Loch Skene.

His prosé writings give him a.high place as
a thinker, and are distinguished for their
scholarship and style.

He has left many unpublished pieces, notably
a completed novel of considerable power, which
we hopée may be published yet.

Amongst other acquirements he was a lin-
guist, and it had a touch of pathos in it to be
told by him lately that in his retirement he
was finding solace by reading Dante in the
original for the tenth time!

As a citizen, his civic ideals were high. As
an educationist, his views were anchored to the
Bible. As a writer, ‘his deep religious spirit
vitalized all he ever wrote. But who can speak
of his unrecorded conversation! We are fami-
liar with the “Table-Talk’> of many famous
men, but amongst them all only the “Thoughts
for Heart and Life” of the late Professor John
Ker, D.D., approach in any degree to those of
our translated friend for versatility and philo-
sophic discernment.

A man of independent mind, and keenly sen-
sitive, he had a tender heart, and the tangible
proof which he had five years ago, that his ser-
vices to literature were neither undervalued nor
forgotten moved him deeply.

It is futile to conjecture what he might have
done for literature had he been given better
health: Let us rather be fhankful for what we
have got from his gifted pen, and be_assured
that in after years, not only in the Borders, but
much further aﬁeld his name will be honoured
and his work be more and more appreciated.

Farewell, noble soul! farewell, sweet singer!
We shall miss thee when the western breeze
blows down Ettrick with Spring’s reviving
breath, and when the heather you so dearly
loved flushes the Yarrow hills once more!
Enough, if thy spirit still abides with us, and
thy fervour continues to inspire the hearts of
future generations to emulate thy sympathy,
thy patriotism, and thy faith!

With a keen sense of its inadequacy we leave
this wreath upon his grave:-—

Who shall sing of Yarrow now,

Ettrick rare, or Forest hoary;

Set the Border blood aglow

Chanting deeds renowned in story?

Sad winds swell the mourner’s lay—
‘“ Hush'd our minstrel’s harp for aye!"*

Down the valley famed in song,
Leafless woods stand dark and cheorlees,
Sighing steal the streams along
Through the land of fancy peerless:
Whispering all who heed their lay—

‘ Hush’d our minstrel’s harp for aye!”’

Dryhope flares the bale-fire high,

Oakwood catches up its meaning;

Newark, Blackhouse,—all reply

To the signal heaven-ward gleaming—
*“ Tell the tidings night and day,

Hush’d our minstrel’s harp for aye!”

From the hills by dark Loch Skene,
Voices deep and strange are calling;
Vale and scaur and wild birds scream,
Catch the tone so weirdly falling
Dirge-like over stream and brae—

. ‘“ Hush’d our minstrel’s harp for aye!”

Not alone did nature bind
This brave soul so high and tender;
Mysteries of life oft twined
Faith, with scenes of visioned splendour—-
Farewell hopes that long held sway—

*“ Hush’d our minstrel’s harp for aye!”

Shall we mourn as if were dead
Thoughts that set the world a-singing?
Nay! when ages long are sped
Men shall hear their glad tones ringing
Trumpet-like from out the sky—

‘“ Heaven-born singers never die!”

DuNcAN FRASER.

[ By the courtesy of William Fowler, Esq., of
Selkirk, we are able to reproduce a photo of Mr
Brown’s grave as it appeared on the 29th of Decem-
ber—a day after the funeral.]

“J. B. Selkirk ”—A Personal
Impression.

B. SELKIRK,” as Mr James B.
Brown chose to call himself, needs
no introduction to the readers of
this journal.  Yet his death on

Christmas Day brings him before his many ad-

mirers once more in a pathetically pronounced

wanner. It was a large company that, three
days later, followed his remains to Selkirk

Churchyard He was laid to rest inside the

ryined walls of the old Parish Church—now a
veritable Friedhof, as the Germans say, or

Court of Peace.  There lie the Murrays of

Philiphaugh, from the thirteenth century on-

wards, and there too—indeed in the very next

grave to that of “ J. B. 8.”—lie the father and
nother of that brilliant and versatile Scot,

Andrew Lang, whose parents died in 1869,

within two days of each other, and were inter-

red together at the same hour.
It is not our present intention to discuss, ex-
cept incidentally, the literary work of Mr
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Brown. Rather is this to be a personal impres-
asion of the man, as one of his friends found
him. Yet our indebtedness to him as a writer
may be expressed in a manner by merely nam-
ing his books. These are: In prose—“Bible
Truths and Shakespearian Parallels,” and
“Ethics and [sthetics of Modern Poetry,”—
the latter containing thoughtful and charming
essays, some of which had previously appeared
in “Blackwood” and “Cornhill.”’ In poetry—
“Yarrow and Other Poems” (Longman’s 1869),
and “Poems’ (Blackwood, 1896). Possibly
this list is not complete. But what is it merely
to mention these books? To those who know
them not ‘they are empty titles; but to those
who know them the simple record of the names
bursts into blossom in the mind that has loved
them, and once more the enchanted Borderland
lies before us under the glamour of a pen in-
stinct with the spirit of romance and chivalry.
No doubt “J. B. Selkirk” is the Border laureate !
When a man like Mr Andrew Lang frankly ad-
mits that “Death in Yarrow’’ caused him to
ghed tears, “which, in the words of Fred Bay-
ham, were ‘manly, sir, manly’”’; when Prof.
Veitch wrote, “We have no poem with which
to compare ‘The Reiver’s Ride’ since the pen
dropped from the hand of Walter Scott’ ; when
the “Athensum’’ asserts that “After the Di
Majores of Yarrow Poets—Scott, Wordsworth,
Hogg—we are inclined to think ‘J. B. Selkirk’
bears the palm among these contributory
‘makars’ ; when the “National Observer,” in
its forceful days, considered “Death in Yarrow”
and-“Retreat in Yarrow” as “spotless,”’ we may
rest assured that as a singer of Yarrow and
Ettrick, and the ballad-haunted land of the Bor-
der, “J. B. S.” occupies an unchallengeable
position.

And what a wonderful countryside it all is!
Take this as at once an example of his beauti-
ful prose and as an eloquent statement of his
enthusiasm for and love of the Border and its
rich heritage of poetry. “The ballads of no
country came near them. This was no exag-
gerated estimate of a perfervid Scot, but the
valuation of the civilised world, wherever lit-
erary culture had found a footmg
These poems occupied a unique place in. litera-
ture. Almost nothing known of the origin of
the finest of them, and absolutely nothing of
the authors. There never was such a case of
genius climbing into heaven and drawing the
ladder so completely after them. . . No
mortal man knew the whence and the whither
of that divine breath which passed over the
Borderland, awoke the silent Memnon of her
muse, and passed away into silence again. All
that was known was that when it did pass away

it left every hill and valley in that delectable
country clothed and enriched with the consecra-
tion of the poet’s dream; it left every river,
lake, and mountain tarn flushed with the light
that never was on sea or land.” But we err
grievously if we consider the poet merely what
18 termed “a local singer”’—even if that locality
be hroad Borderland itself. He is a poet of a
wider view. To him poetry was a passion. He
gave it, as he sings in “Poesy,” “love for love.”
Compared with the poet’s power to bless, he
held that princes’ and politicians’ names are
such as “we hardly know that we possess.”” Did
not Mr Gladstone say something of the same
sort in the presence of Tennyson when they
voyaged together in the “Pembroke Castle’’ in
18831 It was the spirit of poetry that he car-
ried everywhere with him. He spent all his
life practically in Selkirk, and the countryside
is teeming with rich material for verse, yet he
would have been a poet anywhere, and he would
assuredly have thrown over any material basis
of earth and sky, the light of fancy and imag-
ination. He is much more than the laureate of
the Border-—though that in itself is a title of
no mean distinction. This enquiry may, how-
ever, be left to others. It cannot be further
pursued now, for my object is rather to re-
create for my readers out of happy and tender
memories the man as I found him.

Picture to yourself, then, 'a man, not over
tall, but very erect, with shrewd yet kindly
eyes, and fine hair like spun silver. The fore-
head is both broad and high. In short, he ap-
peared to me to be not at all unlike what
Thackeray in miniature might be, as far as per-
sonal appearance was concerned. He is sitting
in a little room high up in terraced Selkirk.
Looking from the window Foulshiels hill
spreads a great shoulder westward, and the sky
Lends over all. The little room is full of books
(many of them first editions) mostly poetry. Now
and again the occupant of the easy chair rises
and pokes and turns a birch log on the fire,
with a poet’s love of the attendant pungent
scent, the little wheezy noises, and the small in-
tricate activities of the sparks—all precisely
as Lowell describes it in “The Vision of Laun-
fal” The mantel hoard is covered with photo-
graphs, and above it there is a fine painting in
water-colour of his favourite St Mary’s Loch,
by Tom Scott, R.S.A. Elsewhere the walls dis-
play the poet’s own water-colour sketches, for
he wields his brush as well as his pen, in the
restricted sense of the words. He has, indeed,
exhibited at the R.S.A. Show in Edinburgh,
having the honour, too, of a place on the line.
Presently he may rise at your begging and sit
down at the always open piano and fill you with
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an old-world charm by touching delicately and
precisely the notes that give out the all but
forgotten sweetness of Haydn and Mozart. You
cannot help noting how beautifully shaped
are the hands—for those of an old man—that
float over the keyboard. They are very white
and long-fingered. This is as “J. B. 8.” ap-
peared to -the present writer. He rises fre-
quently to reach a book, and asks you, “Do you
know this—and this?’ If you do not, he cries
out, “0, you must hear it!”” He sits down, and
while he reads in very distinct tones his quick
eye glances up as a fine line emerges to see
whether your face shows that you relish or miss
its beauty. .

To hear him talk at his best one required to
have leisure for a long after-dinner conversa-
tion. Ob such occasions as you sat opposite
him, blowing, it may be, wreaths of tobacco
smoke in his direction—from which, however,
none came towards you, for he did not smoke—
he would talk fluently about his favourite sub-
jects for hours together. Perhaps he felt too

eenly to be the kind of polished speaker whose
conversation is made up of rounded periods.
There was an abruptpess, a multitude of little
asides, a heat that sometimes showered epithets
of no complimentary sort upon those who mis-
read great questions, or misjudged great
poetry, as he understood those things. But it
was always effective talking withal, finding its
way generally, whatever the subject started
might be, back to poetry. His knowledge of
Shakespeare was wide and accurate, and his
veneration for Wordsworth was profound.
Hardly less admiration had he for Tennyson,
holding, as he did, the firm belief that even yet
Tennyson was not rated as highly as next cen-
tury would be certain to find him. He was
wont to refer with pride to the reference to
himself in Tennyson’s “Life,’” wherein is re-
corded a letter sent to him by the late Laureate
from Freshwater in 1864. The letter is of
more than passing interest, because it gives
Tennyson an opportunity of stating what he
meant by his little poem, “The Flower”—a
poem usuallv misread. But the letter also
shows that Tennyson had, as he himself says,
more than dipt into “J. B. Selkirk’s’’ essays.
Here it is: —

Drar 81e,—Accept my best thanks for your vol-
ume of Essays, one of which I had read before, in
the “Cornhill,” I think. The world, and especially
the schools of our younger poets, would be none
the worse for lending you an attentive ear. I may
remark that you have fallen into a not uncommon
error with respect to my little poem, “The Flower,”’
aa if “I” in the poem meant A. T. aud the flower
my own verses. And so you have narrowed into
personality an universal apologue and parable. I

onoe had a letter from a stranger asking whether
Christianity were not intended by it. You see by
this that I have more than dipt into your book.—
Pray believe me, yours in all sincerity,

: A. TeNNYSON.

Browning he considered a long way behind
Tennyson as a poet, but every year his admira-
tion grew more for the perplexing author of
“Sordello’” and “The Ring and the Book.” “I
can never forgive him for his bad style and the
liberties he takes with the English language,
great man that he is!” he would say, bringing
down his hand on his knee with impetuous
force. Walt Whitman was “anathema’’ to him,
but any chance reference to Keats invariably
brought forth the words: “O, he was a mir-
ucle!’””  His vivacity on such occasions was
wonderful, considering that he was sorely sub-
ject to insomnia, although he had learned to
rest quietly without exciting himself when sleep
forsook him—or fighting, as he said, to secure
the boon. George Herbert was a very especial
favourite with him. He fairly revelled in the
quaint conceits of “The Pulley”’ and other of
Herbert’s beautiful verse-mosaics.

While mentioning religious verse, it may be
said that he was a high authority on hymns.
On an important book by an expert having a
few lines only devoted to it in the “Scotsman,”’
J. B. S. wrote to the editor protesting. The
next post brought the book with it, and the
invitation to say what he liked about it. He
had his say, and it appeared as a leading ar-
ticle. It may be added that he received a
beautiful letter from Cardinal Newman in ac-
knowledgment of his vindication of the com-
pleteness of “Lead, Kindly Light,”’ as against
Bishop Bickersteth’s supplementary verse. He
was 8 deeply religious man. The next life was
80 mixed with this in his view that the tranasi-
tion he has passed through can bring only a
partial change. “I am so sure of another life.”
he would say, “that I cannot now, in my old
age, enjoy to the full any writer who denies
its existence. Emerson was one of my literary
gods long ago, but I have had to give him up,
his thoughts of the next world are so nebulous
and contradictory.” Although a member of
the Established Church up till his death, he
rarely attended its services, but, sitting -at his
fireside, he might be found on Sundays readi
the Morning or Evening Service of the English
Church, which he descrihed—while a gentle ex-
pression dwelt for a moment in his eyes—as
“very comforting,”’ “thongh,” he added—with
a return of a more worldly twinkle to his eyes
—"TI can spare the sermon well.” Many of his
friends, however, were clergymen. Of A K.H.B,,
for example, he said, “He sent me all his books
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one by one, and I have no reason to find fault
with his criticism of my own work,’’—referring
to what the popular St Andrews minister wrote
of “Desth in Yarrow,” which was described
thus: “For homely pathos and exquisite sug-
gestiveness of many things, nothing finer was
ever written. I don’t think it is surpassed by
anything of its kind in the language.’’

One pronounced feature of the man was his
generosity, and his interest in young writers.
He took from a portfolio one day a long printed
poem of nineteen double stanzas, and on my
asking him what it was, he replied, “O, it’s a
thing I haven’t seen for many a long day ; some-
thing I wrote in savage mood long, long ago.
A young man, known to me, came to me one
day with tears in his eyes and a “Scotsman” in
his hand, pointing out a slaughter-house review
of his first book of verse. I threw this off in
great heat, and sent it to Russell, who replied,
*No, I can’t print this: you’re too hard on me,
but here are a hundred printed copies for you.”
After reading it he crumpled the paper into a
ball and flung it straight at the fire.
movement on my part ﬁm_v field was “point” at
cricket long ago!) and I caught it, and so saved
it from destruction. It is certainly a tremen-
doas counter-blast, although, in irony, it is
headed “The Retort Courteous.”” But this was
his strange work.

In his poem, “For the Defence,” “J. B. S.”
promised only to write prose in his old age.
But such a thing could not be. Nevertheless it
is true that much of his time latterly was spent
in writing a novel. As to his latest verse it is
distinctly religious, and in it, if one misses
some of the old inspiration there is, on the other
hand, a distinct return to a simple view of
Christianity scarcely to be expected from the
man who wrote “The Modern Sphinx.”” The
line with which his last poem OS‘Vita Umbra-
tilis’’) ends— “And Thou, my God, and Thou!”
seems quite intentionally given as an offset to
a well-known quatrain from Omar. He had
long regarded death with more than waiting—
even something like longing—and the words
that occur in “Plaited Thorns” he might well
take to himself : —

1 suffer Death,—where all earth’s suffering ends,
But now I fear not, for I know Heaven’s way,
Behind black sorrow’s night God’s angel stands,
Waiting the dawn of an eternal day.

Since these dark doors but open into light,
Come closer, Death, and smite.”

It was from the very verge of the grave, so to
speak—only a fortnight before his death—that
he wrote to me these heautiful buoyant words,
and with them I must conclude this very im-
perfect impression of a strong, vet sweet and
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lovable personality :—“The frost is hard out
here, 5o I stick by the fireside and dream of

‘“ Love the wise and wonderful,
Thinking of the best of it,
Leave the seamy side of life,

Clinging to tie rest of it,”

except the bit I send to you and yours.”
“B

J. B.'S.

His gentle soul has gone the destined way

That each must tread in silence and alone :

Twice blesséd he, now that his days are gone,

To leave behind such record of his stay ;

Fair Yarrow’s streamn where oft he loved to stray
By dowie houm, or on the uplaud lone,

Shall add another number to ita tone,

A requiem for the minstrel passed away.
(ireat-hearted dead ! We mourn the vacant room,
And fain would call the mortal back with t:ars—
From the majestic mystery of the tomo—
Forgetful that th’ immortal part still breathes

In sweetest music to the circling years,

As quietly round his brow the laurel wreathes.

W. CUTHBERTSON.

The Border Almanac, 1905.

HE true Border farmer would think
the advent of the New Year had been
postponed if he did not see the an-
nual issue of Rutherfurd’s Border

Almanac. This valuable publication in its
quaint old-world cover is once more issued by
Messrs J. & J. H. Rutherfurd, Kelso, and many
folks besides the farmers will derive pleasure
from perusing its well-stored pages. The re-
prints from old newspapers, and the obituary
notices of eminent Borderers who have passed
away, are sufficient to make the book popular,
apart altogether from the vast amount of valu-
able information which is crowded into its
pages. It is a surprising threepence worth, and
we trust that the publirhers will be long en-
couraged to continue the issue of this old fami-
liar friend.

All live by seeming.

The beggar begs with it, and the gay courtier
Gains land and title, rank and rule, by seem-

ing:
The clergy scorn it not, and the bold soldier
Will eke with it his service.—All admit it,
All practise it ; and he who is content
With showing what he is, shall have small credit
In church, or camp, or state—So wags the

world.

Motto (“Ivanhoe.”)
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A Modern Border Town—Walkerburn.

WREN Sir Walter Scott wrote his
only romance of contemporary
life he could hardly have forseen
the remarkable topographical
changes a few years would bring about. Sir
Walter never described a more sombre picture
than that first chapter of “St Ronan’s Well.”
The decaying village of St Ronan’s was on a
site “singularly picturesque in a narrow vale,
through which a river of considerable magni-
tude pours its streams,’’ but “the greater part
of its cottages had long been deserted, and the
fallen roofs, blackened gables, and ruined walls
showed desolation’s triumph over poverty.”
And so the author goes on painting a veritable
Ichabod, and we do not wonder at Words-
worth’s lines in the frontispiece—
‘““ A merry place ’tis said in days of yore,

But something ails it now—the place is
cursed.”

‘position.
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The old castle of the Purves family, on Pur-
ves hill immediately above Walkerburn, is loc-
ally supposed to be the castle of “Mowbray,
the laird of St Ronan’s,”’ in the novel. The
description of the termces, a peculiar series of
formations on the hill, lends colour to the sup-
These terraces, with the exception
of ope which is merged in the public road,
are as perfect as they were in Scott’s day.
They are seven in number, and their origin is
still a matter of conjecture with antiquarians
and archweologists. Scott is probably nearest
the mark when he says, “the ground had been
carefully levelled into terraces, which ascend
to the summit of the hill. In peaceful periods
these terraces bad been occupied by the gar-
dens of the castle, and in times of siege they
added to its security, for each commanded the’
one immediately below it, so that they could
be separately and successfu]]y defended.”

The castle itself on the summit, where, in the

~ olden days, “the proud porter reared himself,”

WALKERBURN.

Innerleithen, which claims to be the St
Ronan’s of the novel, seems to have thrown off
the curse, while further down the valley the

subject of this article—non-existent in Scott’s

days—is one of the most prosperous villages in
the Borderland. Within a few miles of Ashie-
stiel, Sir Walter was intimate with the locality.
Tradition says it was here he met on the high-
way between Innerleithen and Galashiels a
travel-sore youth named Kemp, and in the kind-
ness of his heart invited him to a “lift”
in his carriage. The great romancer little
dreamt he was entertaining the genius who was
afterwards to design the famous monument to
his memory—the Scott Monument “in Edin-
burgh.

is now level with the sod, and but for the hill
which bears their name the once proud family
of Purves is forgotten on the lands they once
owned.

At the base of Purves hill stood the first mill
in the locality, at a place named the Ha-gate-
foot, the site of which is marked by an old
tree at the side of the present mill-lade. It is
probable, though no etymologist has given his
finding on the matter, that the name Walker-
burn owes its origin to this “ Wauk” mill
There, at a later date, the farmers had their
wool carded and made into rowans, which the
gnidwife and her daughters span during the
long winter nights. On the opposite side of the
river is the classic Plora, on the eastern slope of
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which, immediately above the farm of Bold,
was the old weaving village of that name. Sixty
years ago the pedestrian from Innerleithen to
Galashiels could trudge from Pirn to Old Cab-
erston without passing a habitation. History
repeats itself, the decaying villages of the eigh-
teenth century are gone, and now the old in-
dustries, carding, spinning, and weaving are all
resurrected, and the manner in which they are
performed would make the old operative “stand
agley.”

Early in the fifties Mr Robert Frier, of Gala-
shiels, secured a feu on the Pirn estate, and
erected the first Tweedholm Mill, which he fitted
up with carding and spinning machinery, and
made yarn for the Galashiels tweed trade, then
in the first flush of prosperity. A few years
afterwards, in 1854, another Galashiels gentle-
man, Mr Henry Ballantyne, attracted by the
splendid water supply from the Tweed, laid the
foundations of the larger mill, Tweedvale, and
this may be said to have been the foundation
of Walkerburn. Mr Henry Ballantyne was a
self-made man. In early life he had been a
weaver, and commenced business in.a small
way in Galashiels. Endowed with natural
gifts of “grit and go,” and foreseeing the great
possibilities of the tweed industry, he laid his
foundations wide and deep. The present large
and well-appointed Tweedvale Mill, and its off-
shoots, Waverley, Innerleithen; and March
Street, Peebles, are monuments to the intrepid
pioneer of industry in this district. It is pe-
culiarly appropriate that a month or two ago,
on the occasion of the jubilee of the mills, the
present proprietor, Mr John Ballantyne, of
Stoneyhill, should have erected to his father’s
memory “The Ballantyne Memorial Institute,”
a building which he has handsomely endowed
and presented to the village.

Walkerburn is a “lang toon,” built on either
side of the turnpike road, on the north bank of
the Tweed, where the valley is at its narrow-
est, any extension is necessarily to the east or
the west. The steep Caberston hills on the
north present too much of an alpine aspect to
the builder, while Tweed on the south, with
its treacherous haughs, which in time of flood
it utilises as a channel, sternly forbids any en-
croachment on its ancient rights. The inhabi-
tants are, of course, nearly all emploved in the
two factories. The first houses in the village were
built for the accommodation of the workers by
the proprietors. This was in 1856. The
majority of them, however, resided in Inner-
leithen and “walked the road.”” By 1860
several blocks had heen erected, and the new
community established. As both the manufac-
turers were from Galashiels, they naturally
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brought with them experienced operatives frem
that town. With the Galalean’s strong attach-
ment to the banks o’ Gala Water, it must have
been in those pre-railway days a severe change
from the busy town to the comparative du%l-
ness of Upper Tweeddale. But these first vil-
lagers were sturdy folk, and thought nothing
of taking “shank’s naig’’ on a Saturday after-
noon to the town of “Soor Plooms,” a distance
of fully ten miles. This pardonable home-sick-
ness gave rise to a rhyme which, in the mouth
of an Innerleithen person, acted as a red rag to
a bull.

‘“ Walkerburn’s a dirty place,
They live on brose an’ talla,

An’ a’ their conversation is:
Whan ir ’e gaun to Gala?”

The advent of the railway in 1866, and many
other advantages, brought a more cosmopolitan
population however, and the old rhyme may
now be uttered with impunity, for its sting has
long since gone. :

In 1857, Mr David Ballantyne, the eldest son
of Mr Henry Ballantyne, built Sunnybrae
house on the steep slope of Caberston Hills.
Two years later his father built Tweedvale
House, now occupied by his voungest son, Mr
Henry Ballantyne, of Waverley Mills, Inner-
leithen.

In the early sixties Tweedholm Mills were
purchased by the late Mr James Dalziel, and
were considerably enlarged and extended by
him. A few years later, on a summer Sunday
evening in 1865, disaster overtook Tweedholm.
Fire broke out, and the almost new building
of five storeys was raized to the ground. A
large number of workers were thrown out of
employment, but out of its ashes rose the pres-
ent well-appointed factory, with all modern ap-
pliances for the manufacture of Scotch tweeds.

This, although the most disastrous, is by no
means the only fire in the short history of the
village ; so frequent were such occurrences that
every villager was said to be a trained fire-
man. Happily, of recent vears they have not
had the practice gained hy experience as of
yore.

" In 1866 the Galashiels and Peebles railway
was opened, and some years later a station was
built at Walkerburn. The railway traverses
the valley on the south side of the river, and in
the seventies the fine girder bridge replaced the
ferry boat. For some years after the school
was built, there were religious services regularly
conducted by an ordained minister of the
Church of Scotland, but in 1875 the Estab-
lished Church was built, and in 1883 this part
of the district was erected into a “quod sacra’’
parish. The church has been considerably en-
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larged since, and a handsome manse built for
the incumbent, the Rev. James Goldie, who,
besides, being a preacher of no mean order and
a literateur, has endeared himself to his par-
ishioners, of whatever denomination, by the
warm interest he continually evinces towards
“gentle and simple.” The village also has a
Congregational Church with a considerable
membership,

In 1871 the Good Templar movement made a
decided impression on the village, which re-
sulted in the formation of the “Lily of the
Tweed ” Lodge. Some years later, in 1877,
the present commodious Templar Hall was
opened. There is only one licensed house, and
that a grocer’s, in the parish, and the temper-
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what is probably unique in village co-operative
societies, they have their own dairy farm, which
they work to advantage.

Walkerburn, as we have already indicated,
is in the centre of a highly romantic region.
A few miles down the Tweed is Ashiestiel,
Scott’s first Border home, where he spent the
happiest years of his life, and where much of
his best work was done. “The Lay of the Last
Minstrel,”” “The Lady of the Lake,” and “Mar-
mion’’ were all written here. Here the first
chapters of “Waverley” were written, laid aside,
and forgotten, until, in the confusion of the
“flittin’ ” to Abbotsford, they were resurrected,
and the foundation of Scott’s fame was securely
laid with the completion of the tale.

BALLANTYNE MEMORIAL INSTITUTE, WALKERBURN.
Block kindly lent by the Proprietor of the ‘‘Peeblesshire Advertiser.”

ance sentimnent is exceedingly strong; indeed,
when some years ago an attempt was made to
“dump” down a public-house on the “Gothen-
burg” system, public feeling was strongly
against it, and the scheme came to naught. As
might be expected, the inhabitants are thrifty
and prosperous. We have heard it questioned
whether there is another working class com-
munity in Scotland so “bien” and well-to-do.
Co-operation as early in the history of the place
as 1862 secured a hold. The first “store’’ was
started in a dwelling-house belonging to one of
the factories, and five years later the
present premises were built. These have been
from time to time extended. Not only do they
carry on the business of general dealers, but

Over the hills from Walkerburn, on Williams-
hope ridge, the pathetic parting between Scott
and Mungo Park took place. As Park turned
to go his horse stumbled on the rocky ground.
“An ill omen,” said the Shirra, shaking his
head. “Freits follow those who look to them,”
answered Park, and, “striking his spurs into his
horse he rode off, and Scott never saw him
again.”

To the immediate south is the glen where
Hogg’s fairest creation, Kilmeny, lay in her
enchanted sleep.

“ And when she wakened ehe lay her lane,

All happed wi’ flowers in the greenwood wene.”
There, too, is the far-famed Cheese Well, a
green spot on the breast of dark Minchmoor.
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One can still find the votive offerings to the
fairies dropped in its pellucid waters, which are
icy cold even on a warm July day. Over yon
ridge rode Montrose on his way to Traquair
from disastrous Philiphaugh, barely rest-
ing till he had gained the friendly west coun-
try. We are within easy walking distance,
too, of Elibank, the ancient seat of the Mur-
rays.

““ Wha hasna heard o’ bauld Judan Murray,
The lord o’ Elibank castle sae high,
An’ who hasna heard o’ the notable foray,
‘When Willie o’ Harden was catched wi’ the kye.”

Here was celebrated, according to tradition,
“the strangest marriage in history,” when
young Scott of Harden, being caught in a raid,
was offered his pardon if he married a daugh-
ter of Elibank’s, the “muckle mouth’d Meg’’ of
Border story. The alternative was the gal-
lows. “There is your coffin or there is your
bride.”” Prudence decided for the young laird,
and Sir Gideon Murray’s unlovely daughter
and the chief of the Scott clan were wedded,
“and muckle guid bluid frae that union has
flowed.”

Elibank still gives its name to a lord, and
in Juniper House, opposite the village, the
Master of Elibank, the Member for Midlothian,
and the prospective candidate for the United
Counties, has his home. On the other side of
the river is Holylee ; behind, the Caberston Hills
stretch away towards Winlestrawlaw, Old
Caberston is now a ruin ; in older days it gave
the Earldom of Traquair a minor title, Baron
Caberston, but “the wa’s are noo a’ dingit doon
and changes hae befa’en.”

For those who care for none of these things,
this modern village offers many holiday advan-
tages; living is cheap, and in the well-kept,
well-built houses in the village “good accommo-
dation can be had,” as the factors say, “with
every modern convenience.” In the Tweed
splendid fishing can be got; fishing advice is
given gratis, for every other man you meet is
an expert, and can describe every pool from
the “Nitwood” down to

“‘ Laidlawstiel’s brown sun-burnt hills,
For Holylee a rampart fitting,
That softly nestles ‘tween the rills,
Which leapt from crags where I was sittin’.”

In the village itself a fine bowling green was
1aid out some years ago, where, on a summer’s
evening, the click of the competing bowls and
the shouts of the players mingle with the soft
ripple of the Tweed. One of the originators of
the Bowling Club and its heartiest supporter
since the green was made and the enclosure

laid out is Mr John Ballantyne, of Stoneyhill.
Mr Ballantyne sets the splendid example of as-
sociating with his workpeople in their pleasures,
and by his example encouraging them to use-
fully employ their leisure.

The latest benefaction of Mr Ballantyne has
been the erection of the Institute we have al-
ready referred to. In small communities such
places are absolutely necessary, and, as will be
seen from the accompanying photograph, the
Ballantyne Memorial is a model of its kind.
It comprises reading-room, library, billiard-
room, ladies’-room, and public-rooms.

The population is over 1500, and the town
is fast becoming of no little importance in a
small county such as Peebles. Always strongly
Radical—till 1886 a Tory was a rarity—it
warmly appreciated a visit from the Grand Old
Man in 1891. To-day political feeling is not
quite 8o unanimous, but with that we have no-
thing to do. It is certainly our most modern
Border village, and some day its history will be
written,

J A A

Roserr Burns : His Admirers, His Inspiration,
His Genius, His Mission. By J. Kelso
Kelly.

As we go to press this interesting little
brochure comes to hand. Its issue on the eve
of the 25th is opportune, and we hope many
“immortal memory” orators may find inspira-
tion from its pages. Mr Kelly aspires to pre-
sent us with a picture of Burns in an entirely
new light, and that he has succeeded may be
fairly conceded. We quote a paragraph from
the chapter on “inspiration” as a sample of
Mr Kelly’s style, and hope that our readers
may be induced to invest in the sixpenceworth :

Insisting upon the doctrine of a common Creator,
he boldly proclaimed that in God’s eight the life
of the humblest ditcher was as precious as that
of the man who sat in high places, who wore purple
and fine linen, and who affected to despise the
“‘ poor, o’erlaboured weight,”

‘“ 8o abject, mean, and vile,
Who begs a brother of the earth
To give him leave to toil.”
His mind revolted from the preposterous idea that
to the rich only belonged the privilege of inde-
pendent thought, and that it was the Divine in-
tention that some men must be the slaves of other
men. As in an agony of rebellion against such a
pernicious dogma, was it wonder that he exclaimed:
“If I'm deeigned yon lordling’s slave—
By Nature’s law designed—
Why was an independent wish
E’er planted in my mind?
If not, why am I subject to
His cruelty, or scorn?
Or why has man the will and pow’r
To make his fellow mourn ?*”
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EDITORIAL NOTLS.
Those readers who keep the monthly issues of the BorDER MAGAzINE (all should do so0) are reminded that

now is the time to hand in their back pumbers to the bookbinder.

Elegant covers for binding the yearly

volumes can be had from the publishers, post free 1/8, while those who desire to purchase bound volumes to send

to friends, or for their own use, can have them post free for 6/-.
rchance in a distant land —-when he receives a bound volume of the BoRDER MAGAZINE, and we

Borderer—pe

It is not difficult to imagine the delight of a

trust that not a few of our friends and supporters will adopt this method of extending the influence and

circulation of their own Magazine.

The Border Keep.

IN & recent issue I pointed out how Border
librarians might add greatly to the value of the
institutions under their charge by forming pic-
ture galleries of prominent men and women who
had been connected with their districts, and
pointed to the splendid example set by Mr J.
Lindsay Hilson, Jedburgh, whose collection of
local portraits is of great value to all true
Jethart folk. Without wishing to unduly
praise a friend, I cannot refrain from pointing
to another way in which this model librarian
is endeavouring to help his fellow-Borderers.
Mr Hilson, it seems, is greatly interested in the
lonely watchers in the lighthouses and railway
signal cabins closely connected with the Border-
land, for I find him writing in one of the local
newspapers, just before the advent of Christ-
mas, urging the claims of the scheme which is
better explained in his own words. It is a
healthy sign of the times to see such move-
ments, and it warms the heart of an old man to
notice that selfishness is not an overpowering
characteristic of Border folk.

Mr Hilson writes: —

Of the lighthouses it has been sung with all the
fervour of the poetic mind—

Scarce has the sun in rosy jewelled night
Sunk, when thy double gems with sweet sur-

prise
Spring from the dusky waters, and the eyes
Of mariners bless thee all the weary night.

For the last two or three years you have been kind
enough to allow your columns to be used for an
appeal for magazine and other classes of literature
to help the faithful watchers, while waiting their
share of duty, to pass the hours of solitude which
necessarily are a part of their existence. Past
requests have been responded to with great hearti-
ness, resulting in much pleasure being afforded the
recipients. As is well known, the workers in our
railway signal cabins, especially those in quiet
spots, have been sharers of the benefits. Last
year, in addition to those forwarded to the light-
houses on the coast line in our neighbourhood,
some two hundred parcels were gent to these cabins.
. . Already goodly donations have been re-
reived from Minto House, Nishet Station, and Lan-
ton Tower. Last year we had many kind friends
in the town and district, while publishers like
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Messrs Chambers, Harmsworth, Newnes, and John
Leng & Co. sent large contributions carriage paid.
Omission must not be made of the fact that through
the kindness of Mr Deuchers, of the N.B.R., and
Mr Davis, of the N.E.R., the parcels for the signal
cabins were allowed to go free over the respective
eystems. Donations may be left at the Public
Library, Jedburgh, but I shall be only too pleased
to send for them to any address given. In closing,
I would again e that a use can be found for all
interesting reag:%le matter, although it be not of
this year’s date. . % »

Doubtless many of my readers who have
kindly thoughts of the old dominie in his re-
tirement mentally resolve to send him some
scraps of Border lore or history, but the oppor-
tunity is allowed to pass, and so not a little
that would be of general interest is lost or for-
gotten. I take the will for the deed, when such
is the case, and hope my friends will “tak’ a
thocht and mend,”” but it makes me all the
more grateful when I find far-away folk remem-
bering me. Here is a cutting from the “Esk-
dale and Liddesdale Advertiser,”’ sent to me
all the way from Essex:—

“Alexander Elder, better known through a wide
district as “S8andy Elder,”” died at Croes Keys
Hotel recently. He was in his 85th year, having
been born in 1820. With his death an interesting
link with the old coaching days is broken. He
started as a postboy at the Tower Hotel, Hawick,
and subsequently drove the coach between Carlisle
and Hawick. Some forty years ago, before the ad-
vent of the “iron horse,” he was a prominent fig-
ure. He wag then in his prime, and could drive a
four-in-hand with the best. He was wonderfully
active and alert up to a short time ago, and
looked more like fifty than eighty. At the re-open-
ing of Mosspaul Iun, four years ago, Mr Elder
drove a coach and four from Canonbie to Mosspaul,
a place with which he was closely associated in its
palmy days. When the Cross Keys became vacant
over forty years ago, Mr Elder was installed, and
a more respected or genial landlord could not be
found in the whole Border district. Everything
connected with the hotel was kept tidy and clean,
and the entertainment for man and beast was of
the best. Cyclists, too, found a warm welcome at
the hands of Mr Elder. The Cross Keys is a fine
summer resort for gentlemen, and many make a
sojourn theré for fishing and shooting. It has
many historic surroundings. and it stands near to
the centre of some of the finest scenery in Scotland;
in fact, it has been said by travellers from London
to Edinburgh that the five or six miles between
Canonbie and Langholm was the most picturesque
part of the journey. Mr Elder is survived by a
grown-up family.

* » »

Those who can still remember their intense
pleasure as they listened to a father or elder
brother reading aloud from Sir Walter Scott’s
“Tales of a Grandfather,” his graphic descrip-
tion of the making of Scottish history in the
times of Wallace and Bruce (the favourite por-
tion of boy readers), will be interested in the

following cutting. Not only does the little
scrap recall our early impressions of our coun-
try’s story, but it brings to remembrance the
thrilling adventures of Gordon-Cumming, the
Scottish Nimrod, whose lion-hunting exper-
iences were a popular subject half a century
ago : —

At Inverness on Sunday, 8th January, 1905, the
death took place of Mrs Elizabeth Newton Gordon-
Cumming at the age of 73. This lady was a daugh-
ter of Major Ludovik Stewart of Pittyvaigh, Duff-
town, of the 24th Regiment. The Cumming family
is of great antiquity, claiming descent from the
celebrated Comyns, of whom the best-remembered
are “The Black Comyn,” Regent of Scotland, and
claimant to the Throne, and his eon, “Red Comyn,”
joint-guardian of the kingdom, who met his death
in such tragic fashion at Dumfries. A brother or
the late Mr Henry Gordon-Cumming was the cele-
brated African lion hunter, Rounaleyn Gordon-Cum-
ming, who spent five years in the interior of Africa,
and wrote a remarkable account of his adventures.

. * * =

Some interesting notes will be found in the
two following paragraphs taken from that un-
failing source—the Edinburgh correspondent of
the “Southern Reporter’’ :—

Miss Anna M. Stoddart, of Yarrow Cottage, Kelso,
who is writing the life of Mrs Bishop (Isabella L.
Bird), is a daughter of that famous angler and poet,
Thomas Tod Stoddart, and is sometimes confused
with Miss Jane T. S8toddart, ‘“Lorna,”’ assistant edi-
tor of the “British Weekly.”” I have twice at least
had eome conversation with Mrs Bishop, who could
be very charming, either in private or public talk,
as she lectured, especially on medical missions, and
on her travels, with great fluency. It was remark-
able that she began her travelling career with a
prejudice against medical missions; ended 3 be-
ing their champion, and left not a little her
fortune towards their endowment. Her books she
has left to her publisher, John Murray. I have
her first travel book. which is anonymous, and is
entitled “The Englishwoman in America.”

* * *

The Rev. W. G. Allan, formerly of Melrose Con-
gregational Church, who lately retired from his
last church in England, after a three months’ holi-
day at St Mary’s Loch, has settled in the Morning-
side district of Edinburgh, with his family. He
has preached once or twice both in Edinburgh and
Perth —Mr Andrew Lang says he would like to
write a novel on the second Mrs John Knox, who
married Ker of Faldonside. The U.F. Church pro-
pose to celebrate the quarter centenary of Knox this
ycar,.b_ut, ag it has been pointed out, no historical
authurity agrees as to the exact date of his birth.
Peter Young, who knew Knox, sets his birth down
in 1518 or 1514; Archbishop Spottiswoode and David
B}lchanm in 1515. That is eight or ten years of
difference as compared with the old date of 1505.
—Mr Will. H. Ogilvie, elder son of the late Mr
Goorge Ogilvie, of Holefield, Kelso, who delighted
us with his virile verse, hag taken flight to the
United States. He has been appointed to take
charge of the department of Agricultural Litera-
ture in the State College, Iowa.

DoMINIE SaMPSON.
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Home, Sweet Home.
BY Mrs J. PrINGLE THORBURN.
(Concluded. )

CHAPTER 1II.

) HY, George! isit you? Iam so
O glad to see you!” exclaimed
’ Mrs Gordon, grasping as she
= spoke the hand of a handsome,
stalwart young fellow, who, with a gust of wind
and snow, had just been ushered into the front
hall of Grangely farmhouse. “But such a night
for you to come over! You must surely have
guessed, my lad, that we were in trouble?”’

“Indeed, I did,” said George Hamilton,
stamping his feet and shaking himself free
from his snowy surroundings, before entering
the cosy sitting-room. “When down in the
west field I saw Miss Gordon and her friend
taking their way for the village, and as I could
not make out that they were seen to return I
thought I would just come over and see. And
from what I hear since coming I fear they must
be caught.”

“Indeed, yes—we cannot but fear,” said the
lady, sorrowfully. “And we all know the mean-
ing of a storm amongst these pitiless hills.”’

“Yes,” said George Hamilton, warming his
hands as he spoke over the cheery blaze. I
was once caught, and shall never forget it.
But Saidie, poor little Saidie !’

“Yes,” sighed the mother, “but she is coun-
try-bred, and will bear it better than her friend,
who has never been accustomed to life’s rough-
nesses, poor child. But drink this tea, George,
and it will warm you.”” Still on his feet, he
raised the cup to his lips, drained its contents,
and set it down.

“Dear old friend,” he said, suddenly turning
to her, “you have promised to let me speak to
Saidie sometime. You will not refuse me to-
night ¥’

“Say anything you like, George, if you will
only bring her safely home.”” And Mrs Gor-
don’s face paled a little, and her lips trembled,
for she knew what no one else did, not even
Saidie herself, that this young neighbour of
theirs—-the Laird of Linton--loved the brown
eyed maiden of Grangely farm, at least—as
himself. A

“Well, then,” he continued, turning to the
master of the house, who had just come in. “Is
all in readiness, sir, for we must not tarry?”’

“Very nearly, very nearly ; but no hurry, for
they will never have left the village yet.
Graham would see to it if they hadn’t the sense
themselves. But the storm must have gath-

ered even hefore they reached it. Surprising,
most surprising! Didn’t upon my word, Lin-
ton, expect it till to-morrow.” And the old
farmer, who was much older than his wife, and
asthmatic, began to restlessly fidget about, one
minute going to the window to look out, and
the next to the door, always declaring on his
return that there was no storm to speak of—
thut he had often seen it very much worse, but
that only the girls might be frightened, and it
would do no harm to look them up.

But his wife and visitor could easily read
between the lines. They knew that the seem-
ing brusqueness was just the outcome of a
nervous resolve not to believe what he did not
wish to believe. Now, rapidly and quietly,
with Mr Hamilton’s help, and the old steward,
full forty years in the family, looking on and
volunteering advice, Mrs Gordon went ener-
getically to work in the preparation of hot
coffee, the packing of cordials, and the gather-
ing together of little might-be comforts,

“Now, mistress,” admonishingly put in old
Syme, “be shpir that ye dinna forget the
whusky.”

“No, no, Robert,”” indulgently smiled the
lady. “The whisky is in, and the screw and a
glass as well.”

Then, all in readiness, young Hamilton took
pussession.of the large dinner-bell from the hall
table, and gave the signal te move.

“I’ll tell ye what, Laird Hamilton,” spoke up
the old steward, “it’ll be naething but a wild
goose chase. We’re goin’ juist to please ’e, an’
to satisfy the mistress, but, believe me, we’ll
never get ayont the first yett this night, for it
will drift up juist as fast as we cast it.”

“We will try anybow, Syme; and if it be
bad for us what will it be for these poor ladies
drifted up, I doubt not, in some lone corner ¥’

The man said no more, for it was currently
reported that this young Mr Hamilton, the
Laird of Linton, entertained for Miss Gordon
something more than a mere passing interest.
So each man, protected with overcoat, snow
stockings, and storm cap, lifted his spade and
prepared to do hattle with the mighty Snow
King. Instinctively they recognised that Mr
Hamilton had taken upon himself the part of
captain. It was a night to he remembered—a
night of furious wind and reckless drift, a night
’mid even these wild hills to stand out in flam-
ing letters In the years to come. Well pro-
tected though their lanterns seemed to be, at
every little interval they were—with the excep-
tion of Mr Hamilton’s—whirled and shaken so
that their lights went out. The cart was tan-
demed, each horse being held by the head, and
the contents, with waterproof cover over all,
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strapped firmly down. Full well they knew
- and felt that the tempest kept slowly gathering
its forces for yet another hurricane display.

The first gate was drifted up nearly as hard
a8 they relieved it, but nothing daunted youn,
Hamilton, who had foreseen the exigency, ha
also provided for it, and, drawing from his
pockets the necessary tools, proceeded to un-
hinge. Then with some more trouble they
managed to get through, but other two gates
were still to be relieved.

“Now,’’ cried Mr Hamilton, “as this is likely
to be a tough job if any among you want to go
back now is the time hefore we go further!”

But as no one stirred or showed sign of wish-
ing to accept the challenge, the party slowly
and with difficulty began again to struggle for-
ward. Two woods, or “plantations’ as they
were locally called, had to be passed before they
ocould possibly reach the highroad. But for the
snow upon the ground the night would have
been intensely dark. As it was, it was with
difficulty they could make their way at all.
Beaten back one foot for almost every two it
was little wonder that it was slow and most
disheartening work. One or two suggestions
were thrown out—that it was madness to go on,
that it would be much wiser to wait till day-
light, that the “casting” of the other two gates
would be next to impossible owing to their
greater exposure. But Mr Hamilton now heard
the grumblers as if he heard them not. So on
they plodded, fighting with the elements as
best they could, until at length after some
weary hours the last gate was reached and satis-
factorily relieved. = And then they halted to
consider what must next be done. After an-
xious discussion they decided to 'separate for
different ways, and their leader dealt out for
them provisions in case of any plight. He him-
self, with the cart and one or two others, took
the hill-driving road, which, ultimately, after a
circuitous turn, met the highroad. And the
others took the familiar cut across the moor
used as a bridle-path, and occasionally by the
more venturesome even as a driving one. In
every lull of the storm George Hamilton vigor-
ously rang the large bell and waited anxiously
for some responsive token—what, he scarcely
dared to think. Then, in a loud, far-reaching
voice, he shouted “Halloo.” The only answer
was the dull, far-away echo of his own clear
voice, sounding from hill to hollow, and almost
startling them into the belief that it was the
muffied wail of some dying creature. It awed
them strangely this reverberation, which per-
haps owed its birth as much to the groan of the
tempest as to the ground’s weird echo. Again
and again, at every little interval, the strong
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voice rang out, and, as piteous answer, the
melancholy wail came back to them.

“That’s fair gruesome, Maister Hamilton,”
cried the old steward, in his ear.

“It can’t be helped, Syme. We must reach
them by hook or by crook.”

Again the large bell was energetically
sounded, but its answer also was brought back
to them in a distant duplicate. And how the
storm did rage and rattle. With blinding fury
the wreaths kept sweeping and flying like semi-
fiends all round them. Above, and around, and
below the confusing whirl kept dancing in wild
gvrations as if bent on sucking them in to the
gigantic centre, and almost baffling their re-
sisting instinct to keep from sharing, even
in a measure, that wild, unkempt disorder, the
almost magnetic dragging in, to the restless,
clamorous, irrepressible whirl-blast.

“This is gettin’ fair serious, Laird Hamilton,”
shouted the old man, hoarsely. “An’ supposing
the young leddies have never left the village at
a’ ?” .

“And supposing they have, Robert Syme?”’
said the young man, trying to look the old man
in the face.

“Then they may have got the length o’ Oak-
ley, Laird. An’ they’re a’ safe if they’re
there.”

“All safe if they're there, Syme,’’ echoed his
companion. ‘“But are they there?”

“Ay, that’s the poser, sir,”’ muttered Syme.
“Are they there?”

And then again the little company braced
therselves for a renewal of the struggle with
those vexing elements. Just if that drifting
snow would only stop, and that roaring, bellow-
ing wind be still how very thankful they would
be.

“Hush !’ cried George Hamilton, suddenly.
“Stop that cart!” The noise was stopped so
far as the cart went, but still that belligerent
wind refused, even for a second, to cease its
turbulence and be still.

“Did any of you,”’ he demanded, “hear a cry
from the old plantation just now?”

Yes—they heard some kind of sound, but
thought it was either a sheep or some wild
bird sheltering among the trees,

“No,” he said, “it was surely a human voice.”’

Again they listened, but as it was not re-
peated went slowly on. Then a shriek which
made them all stand simultaneously still rang
out through all the bluster of the storm—“Too-
hoot, too-hoot, too-h-oo-h I”

“Juist hear at her!” cried old Syme. “It’s
only the houlit, Laird ; but she fair gave us a

Tiff.” S
8 At the same moment Mr Hamilton had recog-
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nised the eerie hoot of the owl, and with a feel-
ing of relief again ordered the march.

“I think, sir,”’ said Syme, presently, “that
we canna be far frae the foot o’ the road, from
the vera fact that we heard the houlit sae dis-
tinct, for, of coorse, she’s bound to be in the
nether plantin’.”’ .

“I was just thinking the same, Syme—but,
hush I” And another halt was called.

This time it certainly was not the shriek of
the owl, but a woman’s voice, soft and plaintive,
struggling to make itself heard in song above
the reach and the roar of the tempest. And
the first line or two of “Home, Sweet Home,’’
rose on the air like a cry of wailing entreaty,
then with a quaver and a kind of sobbing gasp
died utterly away.

But a strong voice caught at the failing words
—caught at them eagerly, greedily, and, with
a ringing intonation, finished the verse. And
soon the tramp of feet close at hand, the flash
of lanterns, and eager, rapid talk proclaimed
to the two snow-imprisoned girls that their hour
of release had come—that the help so sorely
wearied for was theirs at last.

Fanny Wilton was the first to struggle out of
her snowy surroundings, roughly, at any cost,
brushing unceremoniously past her friend. But
Saidie, who, at Fanny’s instigation, had been
struggling to drown the creeping drowsiness
by song, sharply enough through all her gather-
ing langour recognised the voice that had just
finished the lines she had been trving so hard
to remember, and instead of following Miss Wil-
_ ton’s lead instinctively shrank back into the
furthest corner of the hitherto most welcome
shelter.

“Where is Miss Gordon #” cried Mr Hamilton,
imperiously arresting Miss Wilton, who was
struggling for the cart as fast as her stiffened
limbs would let her.

“Oh, just following!
not stop me.”’

He neither stopped nor helped her, but, stoop-
ing low, crept in to where Saidie, with her
hands covering her face, sat trembling all over.

“Saidie, my poor, little Saidie,” he said,
gently yet forcibly removing her hands from
her face, and chafing them as he did so ; “drink
this, poor child, and you will soon be all right
again’’—holding, as he spoke, a cordial to her
lips.

“Give it to Fanny ; she needs it more.””

“She does nothing of the kind,” was the al-
most savage contradiction; “but I have some
for her, too.”

Then after a little pause he raised his lantern
to her face, and saw that a little colour was
creeping back to the whitened cheeks.

I am half dead, so do
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“Saidie,’”’ he burst out, “I have a message to
you from your mother. At least, I mean, she
has given me leave to say anything to you to-
night if I only take you safely home. So—so—
so, it will choke me if I do not say it now.
Saidie, you must promise to he my wife?’”’

“I do not want you to be choked, Mr Hamil-
ton ; only it would not be fair to mother, you
know, to answer you just yet, as we are still a
good few miles from home.”

George Hamilton slightly smiled, and began
to carefully assist his companion out and to re-
gain her footing, for she was so stiff and
cramped that she failed for a little while to
steady berself. But he was very tender and
very patient. When they managed at length
to reach the cart they found Fanny Wilton mak-
ing desperate but futile efforts to perform the
climbing process. The men stood sheepishly
by, recommending her just to put a foot on the
wheel and make a spring, whilst old Syme auth-
oritatively suggested that she should just put
her hand on his “shooder’’ and she would soon
manage it. But the city girl—even if not be-
numbed with cold and in the broad light of a
stormless day—would still have been incapable
of performing such a feat. But George Hamil-
ton with ready tact read the difticulty, and
with € “This is no time for ceremony, ladies,”
had them both in the twinkle of an eye safely
bestowed, wet wraps hastily pulled off and dry
ones just as hastily put on, and waterproof
cover strapped satisfactorily down. Then the
signal was given, the pre-arranged shot dis-
charged, so that the other searchers might un-
derstand that the wanderers were found. Then
after a little arranging, at Saidie’s instigation,
for the comfort of the old pony, up, up again
they went; this time the wind hurling them
on, not retarding. And, by and bye, after
hurries, and scrambles, and stoppages, and
much talk, which the ladies under cover were
thankful to have nothing to do with, they came
in sight of the brightly-lighted home-house, for
the thankfulness of all being well had been car-
ried jovfully by the smaller search-party quite
an hour before. And as the cheery lights hove
in sight from within and without young Hamil-
ton somehow, tired though he was, energetically
raised the fireside song, “Home, Sweet Home,”
which was echoed by those around and caught
up by the little gathering, who, with a welcom-
ing shout, care out to meet the searchers and
the sought. .

And although literally the fatted calf was not
killed that night, something not unsimilar
came to pass, for hospitality—never awanting
at Grangely farm—shone out on this occasion
with more than ordinary outshine. And some-
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Low, as the evening wore on, a postponed an-
swer to an important question, on mother’s
account, was answered in a way that the house-
hold calendar of Grangely farmhouse did by no
means chronicle as unsatisfactory.

. THE END.

Clovenfords and Caddonfoot—a
Retrospect.

‘¥ HE annals of a quiet rural parish do
Y24/ nvot afford muoh exciting material
A % for the historian and moralist, yet it
would appear that this district is
alive and in touch with' the movements of the
outside world. The shifting nature of the popu-
lation in an agricultural district is one of the

of nature. Now, however, a complete revolu-
tion has heen effected. The hills and the val-
leys and on every hillside where the plough
could turn a furrow all has been brought under
cultivation. Who were the men that effected
this revolution? Who broke the sleep of cen-
turies, and stirred to life and energy the
lethargy of easy-going routine! To one-man
belongs the credit of inaugurating the new or-
der of things—who had the sagacity to see, and
the courage and perseverance to initiate the
mighty change which was to transform the
agriculture not only of the district but of the
South of Scotland. It was due primarily and
pre-cminently to the late Walter Elliot of New-
hall. In him was combined a clear head, a
strong will, remarkable energy, and unwearying
application and perseverance. He seemed to

CADDONFOOT CHURCH AND MANSE.

great hindrances, and in this connection it is
permissible to refer to a few of the more prom-
inent men and women whose lives gave char-
acter and tone to the society of the district
some fifty or sixty years ago. Impressions
taken so long ago may at this distance of time
be faded and broken in outline, but the profile
and leading features are too deeply engraven to
be easily effaced. Fifty years ago the district
of Caddonfoot was almost exclusively pastoral
—the arable land being only a small proportion
to what has since been reclaimed from a state

arrive at ready conclusions by a sort of pre-
science, which required of ordinary men a
slower and lahoured process of reasoning. With
such a man the purpose, the plan, and the exe-
cution followed each other in natural sequence.
To plough, to drain, to lime, to fence, and to
sow was accomplished with immense labour.
In these early davs of agricultural improve-
ment, when the heavy work had to be done,
there were no railways to carry lime to “the
nearest station.”” It had all to be carted from
the Lothians, and “going to the lime” or “go-
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ing to the coals’ was an ordinary occurrence.
In these days of decrying the nineteen years’
.lease systerm, this sounds strange, in view of
what that system has done for agriculture, not
only in Caddon Watéer, but over all Scotland.
“Start with a good covenant and be kindly to
your land” was Mr Elliot’s axiom; and there
18 no doubt that the long lease system and to
the intelligence and energy of the lessees is due
the high-class farming which marked the dis-
trict. Example is contagious. What Walter
Elliot did at Newhall and other farms, such as
Torwoodlee, was initiated elsewhere, and in less
than twenty years there was a complete trans-
formation in habits and circumstances.
Amongst the contemporaries of Mr Elliot were,
in the adjoining farm of Laidlawsteil, the late
Mr Thomas Gibson ; and, succeeding him, Mr
George Dunn, both men of wisdom, prudence,
and high moral standing. At Caddonlee the
late Mr Clapperton, to whom could be appro-
priately applied the title of “a fine 6ld gentle-

CADDONFOOT BRIDGE.

man,” in remarking on the new order of things,
said he had “begun to carry out the covenant
of works.”” At Whytbank, the late William
Young, along with two brothers, carried on the
same class of work. At Meigle, the James San-
dersons (father and son) were men of mark in
the district. After leaving Meigle the younger
Mr Sanderson was for some years land-agent to
the Marquis of Exeter, and was killed in the
dreadful railway accident at Abbotshill in Jan-
uary, 1876. Crossing the Tweed to Ashiestiel,
which Sir Walter Scott made his home for a
time, the late Sir James Russell (as true a
gentleman as he was valiant as a soldier) settled
down after his return home from India, and set
about making Ashiestiel a sort of paradme——
breaking in fields, enclosing them with strips of
sheltermg plantations, and turning a bleak,
barren landscape into well-cultivated fields.
What Sir James Russell did for Ashiestiel the
late Mr Alexander Pringle did for Yair. The
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same story may be told of Fairnalee, with its
haunted houses and its “Flowers of the Forest,’’
where the late Robert Haldane and his son,
who succeeded him, carried out such extensive
improvements.

Having now made the circle, we turn to the
centre, and remark shortly” on the men who
occupied the smithy, the joiner’s shop, and the
meal mill. In a strictly pastoral and agricul-
tural districts these were all the handicraft in-
dustries needed. Caddon Mill was for two gen-
erations in the oecupation of father and son—
Alexander and John Smart. It was here that
for many years a small circulating library was
kept and managed, a centre of light and reason
for the surrounding district. To good solid
sense, thrift, and integrity was added in the
case of both father and son a rich vein of pawky
humour, some flashes of which still lighten up
social intercourse. One anecdote to illustrate
this : —Old Mr Smart was standing at the cross
roads at Clovenfords when a rather “fast”
young gent came along and asked, “Can you
tell me the way? Why is there not a finger-
post up here?”’” “Will a speaking post net
do?”’ naively replied Mr Smart, and gave the
desired guidance.

The blacksmith, the joiner, and shoemaker,
as already remarked, formed the only represen-
tatives of the artisan class at Caddonfoot. A
worthier pair than the blacksmith—Gavin Don-
aldson, and his wife, Peggy Bell—never adorn-
ed a country village. All the sterner traits of
Christian manhood were to be met with in the
husband, and all the gentler graces in the wife.
They came to Clovenfords in their early wedded

_ days, and spent a long life together, examples

for everything that helps to strengthen and
elevate the moral tone of society ; and they died
at a ripe old age. James Damlev, the joiner,

- spent a long life of honest and successful in-

dustry. A number of other names crowd the
memory deserving of special mention. George
Elder, the hun'dlv, happy-faced, jolly wool-
broker, who shed sunshine wherever he went,
cannot be forgotten; and the names of James
Lambert and John Mitchell were household
words. The shepherds and ploughmen of that
period were noble specimens of Scotland’s

peasantry. Thev were a Sabbath-keeping, God-
fearing, and Bible-reading people, and fit men
to form the backbone of & country, whether in
cot or hall. Tt would have been interesting to
have told how they lived, but already the space
allotted is more than taken up; and the wish
and hope remains that the Rev. Mr Small may
long be a factor in preserving the intelligence
and virtue that marked the people of Caddon-
foot in a byegone generation. J.G.
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Robert Burns.

By Two EMINENT BORDERERS.

Gl ,‘{’;‘T/ are so accustomed to speak of
RA e 9 the world’s lyric poet as the
KWLWS  “Ayrshire Bard,”’ that we are apt

to forget that a considerable
part of his life was spent in the Borderland, and
that the scenery of the winding Nith inspired
not a few of his finest compositions. And do
not his ashes rest in the quiet St Michael’s
Kirkyard of Dumfries, the green turf of which
is trod occasionally by visitors from earth’s re-
motest bounds. Books about Burns are almost
without number, but we have no desire to enter
upon this far-reaching topic. We would bring
before our readers Messrs Hodder & Stough-
ton’s “Burns,” by Sir George Douglas, Bart.,
and W. S. Crockett. The book forms the
ninth of the “Bookman’ reprints, for which
the reading public are so much indebted to the
enterprise of the above-mentioned firm. Beau-
tifully printed on the finest art paper, and con-
taining nearly fifty illustrations—many of
them rare—this thin cloth-bound volume forms
a most admirable summary of Burns litera-
ture. The price, one shilling, places it within
the reach of all, and we can think of no better
souvenir of our National Bard.

Sir George Douglas, by his keen literary in-
sight and highly poetic temperament, is well
qualified to give in small compass a just esti-
mate of the Poet and his writings, while Mr
Crockett, with his wide topographical know-
ledge and historical information, can be relied
upon te give us the facts in a most readable
form.

In referring to the intense naturalness of
Burns, Sir George Douglas says : —

But, admitting the fulness and directness of
Burns’s self-revelation, it is obvious that the value
and interest of such revelation must depend largely
on the nature of the self which is revealed. Now,
all contemporary evidence—from the testimony of
the boy Walter Soott to that of such a woman of
the world and of fashion as Her Grace of Rich-
mond, born of the House of Maxwell-unites to
prove the power and charm of Burns’s personality.
It combined with an animated geniality, irresist-
ible to all who came within its range, an irrepres-
sive force due to the elemental fire which slum-
bered or smouldered within. In other words, his
geniug was no thing of moods and seasons, or of
time and place; it remained an integral and ex-
pressive part of him, whether he wrote or sang, or
merely spoke. acted, demeaned himself, in presence
of the world. . . . For ourselves the important
fact is, that the impression produced upon the
poet’s contemporaries by his presence is communi-
cated in a quite extraordinary degree to the read-
ers of his writings. And this is what I mean by
saying that, of aﬁ great poets, he is the one who
comes nearest to us.

Mr Crockett, who dealx with the “Homes
and Haunts >’ of the Bard, thus begins his
portion of the book : —

Burns, in one sense at least, may be termed the
twin brother of Scott. Mention one of them, and
you think somehow of the other. By Scotsmen all
the world over no two names are more held in
honour. In the domain of Scottish literature they
wield supreme sovereignty. Both are claimed as
being in a very rare manner the creators of their
country. More people, it is affirmed, are drawn
to Scotland for the sake of Scott and Burns than
for all her other Immortals. And there seems no
reason for questioning the statement.

Biographical notes, and notes on the por-
traits of Burns at the end of the book, add very
considerably to its value,

Queen Mary’s Imprisonment at
Carlisle.

JHEN after the battle of Langside,
in 1568, Mary Queen of Scots re-
solved to take refuge in Carlisle,
i she acted on one of those im-
pulses which so often proved her undoing. In
vain Lord Herries pleaded with her to remain
at least forty days in the security of the wilds
of Galloway until arrangements could be made
for her to go to France or Dumbarton. Mary
believed that many of the English Border chiefs
were favourable to her cause, and Bothwell’s
lands and strong castles were not far from Car-
lisle. The city would have been an excellent
rallying point for her friends had she been as-
sured of Elizabeth’s protection; but, unfor-
tunately for herself, Mary left out of count the
fact that her presence on the Borders—then in
a most inflammmable state—was a menace to the
peace of both England and Scotland. @ Had
Elizabeth wished she dared not have left at
large in that district the next heir to the
throne and the hope of the Catholic party. How-

-ever, without waiting for any pledge of secur-

ity, or even for answers to the letters she sent
to Carlisle and London, Mary sailed to Work-
ington in a fishing boat, sand was from thence
escorted to the Border city by some of the
gentry of the country. She was lodged in the
Edwardian palace within the Castle walls, and,
though not outwardly treated as a prisoner, was
guarded most carefully. Montmorin, the envoy
of Charles IX. of France, describes the room she
occupied as “gloomy, being lighted only by one
casement, latticed with iron bars. You go to
it through tliree other rooms, which are guarded
and occupied by hackbutters. In the last of
these, which forms the ante-chamber to the
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Queen’s apartment, resides Lord Scrope, the
governor of the Border districts. The Queen
has only three of her women with her. Her
servants and domestics sleep out of the Castle.
The doors are not opened until ten o’clock in
the morning.

Even these precautions did not seem suffi-
cient to Lord Scrope. The Queen’s window
faced outwards, towards Scotland, and the gov-
ernor was afraid she might communicate with
her friends by its means, so he had an unused
postern gate just under the window opened out,
and soldiers placed there on guard, ostensibly
for Mary’s greater protection, really to allow a
closer watch to be kept. One wonders whether
any of her attendants managed to bribe or de-
ceive the men! So much of the Castle has been
pulled down that the palace has disappeared,

The Queen’s flight had been so hurried that
she had no change of clothes with her. Eliza-
beth sent her “two torn shirts, two pieces of
black velvet, and two pairs of shoes.” Mary’s
untruthfulness being as notorious as Elizabeth’s
stinginess, it is possible the parcel was not quite
80 poor as represented, but Mary wrote to her
uncle, the Cardinal of Lorraine, begging for
money to buy food and clothes. “The Queen
of England,”” she wrote, “has sent me a little
linen, and supplies me with one dish. The rest
I have borrowed, but I can get no more.” She
worried Sir Francis Knollys into writing to
the Earl of Murray for her clothes, and he sent
three coffers full, but she still wanted more;
and. to Knollys’ discomfiture, kept sending mes-
sengers to Scotland, whose charges he had to

pay.

TNE QUEEN'S WALK, CARLISLE CABTLE.

-

but the postern gate—shown in the photograph
-—can still be traced. .

Elizabeth despatched Lord Scrope and Sir
Francis Knollys to guard and watch the cap-
tive who had fluttered so heedlessly into her
toils, and they had a lively time of it! Mary’s
troubles had not then broken her high spirits
completely, and, when she could not fascinate,
she teased. On one occasion she and her re-
tinue went out to hunt the hare, and galloped
so fast that Knollys was afraid she meditated
going to join some of her friends by arrange-
ment, so he wrote, “We mean hereafter, if any
Scottish riding pastimes be required that way,
so much to fear the endangering of her person
by some sudden invasion of her enemies that
she must hold us excused in that hehalf.”

About twenty of her adherents had accom-
panied her to England, and Mary Seton joined
her there, much to the Queen’s delight, as she
was “the finest busker of & lady’s hair that is
to be seen in any country.” The letters of
Scrope and Knollys to Elizabeth make curious
reading. After their first conference with Mary
they wrote:—“We fownd hyr in hyr answers
to have an eloquent tonge and a discreet hedd ;
and it seemethe by hyr doyngs that she hath
stowte courage and liberalle harte adjoyned
therunto.”” So that evidently Mary had im-
pressed them by her dignity and cleverness, but
other letters show that clothes, hair-dressing,
and amusements were able to divert her
thoughts from affairs of state. Of course she
expected speedy deliverance through the inter-
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vention of the foreign courts to which she had
written, and she was young in years, though so
terribly eld in experience. :
. Poor Mary! Those summer days at Carlisle,
when she watched her retinue play football in
the meadows between the Castle and the river,
were the last of even nominal liberty she was to
enjoy. She was allowed to go to the Cathedral
protected by a hundred hackbutters), though
Scrope refused Rer request for a priest to say
Mass. A walk along the slope of the Castle
walls was much used by her, and she is said to
have planted the trees shown in the picture,
which are now cut down.

No attempt was made to keep the neighbour-
ing gentry from visiting her, and it was re-
corded that “she has sugared speech in store,
and spares not to deal it.”’ Perhaps the tra-
dition handed down of her charm had some-
thing to do with ranging the city on the Stuart
side during the troubles of the next century.

It was with great unwillingness that she con-
gsented to be removed from Carlisle—in fact,
Knollys wrote : —“Surely if I should declare the
diffeulties that we have passed hefore we could
get her to remove, instead of a letter I should
write a story, and that somewhat tragical.”
Not “somewhat’’ tragical would he have called
it could he have foreseen the nineteen years’
captivity and the awful death which lay in
front of the young Queen as she passed away
from the. city where she had hoped to find re-
fuge from her enemies.-

M. Eva. HuwLse.

Geordie: A Border Sketch.

“guld dune man,”” but he still went
ahout his humble labours week in
= week out, smoking his little black
cutty pipe with thick twist tobacco, always
cheery, always with a blithe word for any one
he met. In his own words, he was “still able
to potter aboot wi’ the help o’ the nibbie.” He
had lived all his life in his native vale, bound in
by his native hills, and had well-nigh seen the
“winter sun twice forty times return.”” His
visits into the outside world had been limited
to a few excursions to the near towns of the
Borderland, and that seldlom. The occasions
of these visits had generally been a hiring fair
or a Common-Riding, or, in later days, a cattle
show,
Feordie was a man of hohbies, chief among
which were botany and the gathering of relics
of antiquity. His love of nature was pro-

found. There was not the smallest plant that
grew out on the mountain side but what he
knew, and would discourse on at length. The
diary which he had kept for over fifty years was
his constant care, the first and most important
entry in which was the reading of the ther-
mometer for the day. All the storms which
had ravished the valley for half a century were
carefully and accuratelv described, and one
of his greatest pleasures was in recounting these
to willing and interested listeners. He was in-
timately acquainted with the history and tra-
ditions of the little dale with its stirring past,
and could show you the sites of the old towers
and peels with which it was at one time studded
—-the strongholds of his forebears, the old raid-
ers and reivers. He could point out curiously
shaped and carved stones in the walls of the
farmhouses which had been built from the ruins
of the old towers, and on these he had’ his
theories. )

Every Sunday, wet or dry, found Geordie in
hLis place in the little parish kirk, but he did
uot vaunt his religion to the eyes of the little
smrrounding community, and on that account
he was not numbered among the unco guid.
In politics he was very reticent, and refused to
be drawn into debate, but would answer with a
knowing and cautious smile.

It was in trout fishing that Geordie excelled.
On the clear streams and burns that came
tumbling and winding down from the hills there
was no more enthusiastic or more skilful plier
of the rod than he. And when a spate came he
might be seen standing nearly the whole day
over the knees in the black, mossy water intent
ou his one sport. .Small wonder that in old age
he was “sair hothered wi’ the pains,” as he
termed rheumatism. He had his favourite pool,
which somehow he had come to look on as his
peculiar own, and on which he resented the in-
trusion of others unless introduced by himself.
It was a deep, sluggish pool, scooped in the
rock, where the river-bed narrowed in, over-
hung on one side with a bank of hazel bushes,
and on the other a field, hounded by a stone
dyke, ran right down to within a few yards of
the waterside. After the spate Geordie might
have been seen scanning this pool to see how
many “fine ones’’ had come up, and he would
set himself the task of heguiling each and all
of them with his flies or bait. On the summer
evenings he would sit there at the back of the
dyvke often far into the night, enticing them
to hile, and often he would be accompanied by
some favoured vouth, for he took a special de-
light in teaching the young idea. One string-
ent rule in such circumstances was silence. For
refreshment a little of the “barley brae” would
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be provided, “juist to keep the caul’ oot.” But
Geordie was very cautious in his dealings with
“the hottle.” He was the recognised authority
on hook-dressing, and his book of flies was a
delight to the eyes of a fisher.

But Geordie has been gathered to his fathers
these many years, and now lies in the little
kirkyard near by his favourite pool, where the
trouts still disport themselves no longer lured
by his cunning bait.

‘ There he sleeps, whose heart was twined
With wild stream and wandering burn.”

The storms now sweep up and down the valley
unnoted by his pen. His diary has ended, but
at least one admirer is left behind.

A W.S

Edinburgh Borderers’ Union Thirtieth
Annual Report.

“.1- LTHOUGH rather belated, we cannot
7 Y% Allow the New Year to progress fur-

ther without referring to the annual

~ report of the large and influential
Border Union, which does so much for the wel-
fare and happiness of Borderers who reside in
the capital. As usual, Colonel Stuart Douglas
Elliot, the indefatigable secretary, has produced
a most readable report of the season 1903-4,
but space prevents us quoting at any great
length. The real causes for the existence of
such societies were well summed up by Rev. J.
A. Findlay (formerly of Sprouston), in his fine
speech at the annual festival of the Edinburgh
Borderers’ Union in December, 1903, and we
believe our readers will he pleased to peruse
the closing sentences of Mr Findlay’s address.
After dealing with such subjects as rural de-
population, &c.:—-

Mr Findlay said that it appeared to him that
the reason for the succesg of their Union was three-
fold. The firet wasg the nature of the Borderers
themselves. He might say that Borderers had the
faculty of sticking together; they had always dis-
played cohesion and solidarity; they required to
do 8o in face of their English foes. When the
beacon flame went up they gathered together to
fight shoulder to shoulder, like brothers, united
with the closest of ties, and to defend their hearths
and their homes. They had shown the tradition
of the past; they had stuck together, and they had
made their Union a success. The second reason
was the excellence of its objects. He could imagine
a young man coming to the city, friendless, per-
haps, and homeless, but in coming amongst them
of that Association he felt amongst friends, the
feeling of strangeness disappeared, and the feeling
of heart sickness also disappeared. He thus be-
came strengthened by the kindly welcome he got
in the city to withetand the temptations that were
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around him. He contended that it wag eonfething
to belong to the delightful Borderland. There was
no country in the land more fitted to awake pat-
riotiem within the heart than the old country of
Scotland, and there were few places or districts in
Scotland more calculated to evoke that feeling
than the Borderland. It was the battlefield of two
nations; it was the land of song and story. It
had created a literature that was all its own; its
singers were sweet and clear, and its ballads went
straight to the heart. It was the land of romance,
and there hung over it a perennial charm. And
then what of its landscapes, its long sweeps of
fertile lands, its stately homes in sheltering trees,
its fair abbeys, and its strong castles? From Ber-
wick to Selkirk. and from the Cheviots to Soutra,
where could they find the like? And then they
had its rivers, and its chiefest river of all, the

“ River of all rivers dearest to the Scottish heart,

to ours,

River without shade of rival, rolling crystals,
nursing flowers,

Marching onward through the valley with the
bearing of a king,

From the hundred hillg surrounding all thy vas-
sals summoning.”

That river—the Tweed and its tributaries. Its
scenes were theire; they were their heritage and
their possession. There it was their happy fate to
he born; there kind friends tended them; there
they were reared, and there, in the quiet church-
vard, lay their heloved dead. “If I forget thee, O
Jerusalem, let my right hand forget its cunning;
if I do not remember thee, let my tongue cleave
to my mouth, if I prefer not Jerusalem above my
chiefest joy.”” These were the words of the Hebrew
exile long ago regarding the home of his people,
and they were the words of every true Bordere

who was there that night. N

Song of a Border Burngate.

I rass helow the willows, )
And the graceful birches bend
To hail my tiny billows,
And greet me as a friend. :
I sing thro’ the gay, green valleys,
Lit up by the suuny sky: 4 e
The echoes among the mountains =~ ~
And the moss-grown rocke reply.

The bricht stars and the wild flowers
In me are mirrored all;
On me the golden moonbeans
With trembling radiant fall.
And little children, daily,
TLove to come and visit me;
For like them T prattle gaily,
And am pure, and bright, and free,

They wonder where I come from,
And they wonder where I go;
But little can I answer,
For little do I know,
But singing, singing ever,
Upon my wandering way,
A little merry river
Among the hills I stray.

Printed and Published by A. Walker & Son, Galashiels.
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THE LATE REV. THOMAS MARTIN, M.A, LAUDER.




THE LATE REV. THOMAS MARTIN, M.A,,
LAUDER.

N an exceedingly well-written sketch of
outstanding events which occurred
during the year 1904, thoughtful re-
ference is made to the loss which the

Church of Scotland has sustained in the death
of the Rev. Thomas Martin, M.A.,, who, for
nearly twenty-eight years, was parish minister
of Lauder. He is there spoken of as “a born
administrator, a man of great ability and sag-
acity.” The words are fit and true, while the
judgment formed by one who knew him inti-
mately in the conduct of ecclesiastical affairs is
fully borne out in the experience of all who
came in contact with him, either personally or
on the broader platform of public life.

Mr Martin was a student of Glasgow Uni-
versity, where he graduated in 1868. After a
distinguished course in the theological classes,
he attended the University of Tubingen, Wurt-
temberg. He was licensed by the Presbytery
of Hamilton in 1871, and after acting as assist-
ant to the Rev. Dr Paul, St Cuthbert’s, Edin-
burgh, for a short time, he was presented to the
parish of New Rothesay, where he was ordained,
14th May, 1872. In February, 1874, he was
translated to St Paul's Parish (South Church),
Dundee, and on 21st December, 1876, he was
inducted to the church and parish of Lauder.

He entered into rest at the Manse there, 20th
September, 1904,

Lauder has always been singularly fortunate
in the roll of its ministry. Early in last cen-
tury, Mr Cosens was justly popular as a
preacher, and universally respected as a man.
He was followed by Dr William Smith—Ilatterly
minister of North Leith—-whose zealous labours
in the interests of the Endowment Scheme of
the Church of Scotland have constant memorial
in many of our large industrial centres, where
church organisation and service were quite in-
adequate to meet the requirements of a rapidly-
increasing population. In 1858, Dr Donald
Macleod, now equally well-known as one of His
Majesty’s Chaplains in Scotland, the editor of
“Good Words,” and minister of one of the most
influential congregations in Glasgow, was or-
dained to the parish of Lauder. For twelve
years (1862-742l Mr Middleton discharged with
rare fidelity the duties of the holy ministry,
and wag deservedly beloved by the whole com-
munity, while Mr Watson, & man of distin-

ished ability both as scholar and preacher,
immediately preceded Mr Martin. )

It was no easy task to follow such a line, and
it is not too much to say that the best traditions
of the parish have been most worthily upheld.
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By his scholarly, earnest, manly exposition of
Divine truth, Mr Martin won the warm appre-
ciation of his people, and when the semi-jubilee
of his ministry at Lauder was celebrated on

27th December, 1901, occasion was taken to_

present him with a congratulatory address—

many of the most important Committeeg of the
Church of Scotland.

In many respects, Mr Martin was a model
parish minister. He was a clear and ready
speaker in the Courts of the’ Church, while his
tipe experience was, at all times, lent to the

A ~

ESTABLISHED CHURCH, LAUDRR.

along with other gifts—in which was set forth
a well-chosen record of his active interest in the
prosperity both of town and parish, his un-
grudging service in educational and parochial
affairs, the prominence and value of his work in

reform and strengthening of management and
method. He had a certain force of character
and address which inspired all his parishioners
with an intelligent and appreciative interest in

- the Schemes of the Church. His spiritual care
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and oversight of the young, as shewn iu his
personal conduct of his own Sunday School and
large Bible Class, as well as in his devoted lab-
ours as member of School Board, gave him a
kind of magnetic influence in many lives. To
the aged, the infirm, the poor, the sad, he was a
friend indeed,—a kind-hearted patron, bearing
with him the instant gift of practical sympathy.
His happy organisation of women’s work in
<burch and parish was abundantly successful.
For several years there has existed in Lauder
a vigorous Literary Society, which has in it no-
thing narrow or sectarian, and is indeed in uni-
son with those friendly relationships which ob-
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results of his careful research will appear in an
early publication of the “Transactions” of the
Berwickshire Naturalists’ Club, to whose “Pro-
ceedings’’ he was an occasional contributor, and
of which he was President for the year 1903.
It is cause of some satisfaction that these notes
of antiquarian and archaic lore will thus find
permanent preservation. In a recent work on
Lauder, prepared by a gentleman eminently
qualified to write upon the subject, and printed
for private circulation only, some very interest-
ing items, mainly from Kirk-Session Records,
have been supplied by Mr Martin. The bonds
of literary constraint cannot forbid the most af-

ESTABLISHRD CHURCH MAKSE, LAUDER.

tain among the different congregations in the
town. In this Association, Mr Martin was
deeply interested. It was an evident pleasure
to him to share and further its aims and busi-
ness. He frequently addressed the meetings.
He was always ready to discuss difficulties, to
offer guidance as to lines of study, and to aid
and welcome the advancement of any of the
memabers. In several other Societies—Library,
Horticulture, &c.—he was a tower of strength.

Mr Martin had taken considerable pains to
trace the origin and history of the burgess-
system of the Royal Burgh of Lauder, and the

fectionate acknowledgment of unstinted helpful-
uess in the execution of a similar work, which
rendered a personal friendship—already strong
——intense.

Latterly in rather feeble health, Mr Martin
has passed away at a comparatively early age.
His memory will be lovingly cherished by all
who knew him “at home,” and by not a few
whose visit to Lauder and Lauderdale may have
been rendered more delightfully informative
through their having met the minister of the
parish, who always received gladly those who
came by the way of the Manse! AT G
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Hexham Abbey.

'Y HE town of Hexham lying in a nook of
9% 7@ the Tyne valley at the junction of the

: North and South Tynes has much
8 Jd histogic and ecclesiastical interest
attached to it. In close proximity to the
Roman Wall, and not far from the Scottish
Border, the town frequently figures in the re-
cords of the stirring times when raiding each
other’s lands was a common pastime in the
lives of the Scots and English on either side of
the Cheviot hills,

This entry in the “Calendar of Documents”
gives a very fair idea of the rule of life at
that time—*“1256, April 24. William of Er-
lington of Scotland beat William, son of Ralf
of Lipewode in Extildesham (Hexham), so that
he died within a month. illiam forthwith
fled, and is outlawed. He has no chattels, be-
ing in Scotland. The vill of Hexham for not
taking him. The attachment is denied, as the
Bailliffs of Hexham do not allow the Coroners
or the Sheriff to enter that liherty.”” A rather
singular case occurred in 1310. One Thomas
Elliot of Repewyk, near Hexham, had been sen-
tenced by the Justices to be hanged for felony.
The sentence was carried into execution, and
the body was claimed and taken to the Church
of St John of Leye, because his name was on
the roll of the brethren of St John of Jerusalem
in England. As the burial was about to take
place it was found that he was alive. It is very
doubtful if even this narrow escape would deter
him from further misdeeds in the future.

It has often been said that the monks were
adepts in selecting a site for their ecclesias-
tical buildings, and in Hexham the truth ap-
plies with considerable force. The old Abbey
occupies a well-chosen spot. The first church
was built by Wilfrid, Bishop of York, in 674,
and was dedicated to St Andrew. It was said
to have been the fifth church in Britain to have
been built of stone, the others being Whithorn
in Galloway, York, Lincoln, and Ripon. Not
long after its completion internal disturbances
took place among the religious rules of Nor-
thumbria, and Wilfrid fell into disgrace. He
died in 709.

The present building has some very fine
workmanship in connection with it. After the
burning of the Church of Wilfrid by the Danes
some 200 years subsequent to its erection, it
was rebuilt in the early English style, and was
of considerahle importance in the middle ages,
as Hexham and its shire were the chief manor
of the Archbishop of York. But as has been
geen its close proximity to the Border rendered
it peculiarly liable to disaster. When David
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pitched his camp at Corbridge in 1138 con-
siderable damage was done to it. Further de-
struction followed in 1296, when the nave of
the Church was burned to the ground, and we
learn that from York Archbishop Newark wrote
to the Cardinal Bishop of Alba “deploring his.
inability to pay the moneys that <were due, be-
cause Hexhamshire had been wasted in 1296.
His best manor with half of his temporalities
was gone—°in cineres est redactum.’ *’

The building consists of a transept 156 feet
long, 42} feet wide, and 64} feet high, and a
choir, which now forms the Parish Church.
The entrance is by a passage in the end of the
south transept, in the east side of which is a
small aisle, in which there stands an old pulpit,
believed to have been the one in use prior to
the Reformation. On the opposite side is a
massive stone staircase leading up to the tri-
form and clerestory galleries and the tower.
In the choir stands the Fridstool, or seat of
peace, which gave protection to any malefactor
who could reach it-—Hexham Abbey having in
Wilfrid’s day the privilege of sanctuary. is
place of refuge extended for a distance of one
mile in each direction, the houndary spots be-
ing marked by a cross. There is also pre-
served in the choir, hanging from a bracket on
one of the pillars, the helmet of Sir John Fen-
wick, slain at Marston Moor in 1644.

But it may almost be said that within the
last few years the work which has attracted
attention to the Ahbey is that which has been
performed by the parish clerk, Mr Robson. Of
an antiquarian cast of mind, he has burrowed
in the depths and brought much interesting
matter to light. The principal find may be
said to be the large Roman slab, 9 feet long by
3 feet wide, which he dug out of the Slype in
1881, and which is thus described—“It repre-
sents a Roman horseman in full armour riding
over a prostrate Briton, and it is considered
one of the finest monuments of the period yet
discovered in this part of the country. The .
columns on each side and their capitals have
unfortunately been chipped off by the Saxon
masons to fit it into its place. It is what is
called a sepulchral slab or tombstone, and bears
the following inscription: —Dis. Manibos.
Flavinvs eq. Alal. Petr. Signifertive. Candidi.
Au. XXV. Stip, VII. H.S.'—thus translated : —
‘To the gods the shades, Flavinus, a soldier of
the cavalry regiment of Petriana, standard-
bearer of the troop of Candidus, being 25 years
of age, and having served seven years in the
army, is here laid’ It will be noticed that
the horse is small in proportion to the rider,
also that the soldier has no stirrups. He has
a torque round his neck, andla,helmet with
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& plume of feathers on his head. By his side
hangs a sword. In his right hand is a stand-
ard, and on his left a shield. The prostrate
Briton is naked. His hair is matted, and in his
right hand is a short sword. The carving as a
whole is well designed, and very effective.”

The same enthusiast has for some years been
laying bare most interesting work in the crypt.
Roman masonry with fine carving and inscrip-
tions has been covered over with Saxon cement.
Working with a pen-knife, Mr Robson has
brought to light many valuable examples of
Roman handicraft which were lying there
wholly unknown, and from information already
extunt some of the apparently doubtful con-
structions can be made clear enough.

The whole district abounds in associations
with the Roman period of occupation, and
neuks here and there are fruitful of rich rewards

to the antiquarian.
J. Linpsay HiLson.

The Tramps of the Borderland.
ROBERT BURNS.

HE earliest “tramps’’ in the Border-
land of which we have historical
knowledge were the Celts, who wan-
dered over hill and dale, calling the

rivers, hills, and glens of the Borderland by
beautiful poetical nares, which they retain o
this day. Thence fled Merlin, the last priest
of nature, and it is said that in that lonely hill
country out of which spring the rivers Clyde,
Tweed, and Annan, the apostle of the new
faith, Kentigern, sought him, and.pressed on
him the claims of the Cross. Later on Wallace
and his followers tramped wearily over the
oors and mosses. Down throuch history we
find other rebels hiding in the glens, and escap-
ing by the help of kindly mists. From east t~
west, from Scots Dyke to Jedburgh, every inch
of hill and dale has been tramped over by torn
and ragged, hungry and hunted iebels.  But
their faith never failed them, and the hope that
upheld them in their darkest davs was no fool-
ish dream,

In more peaceful titnes came the poet Burns
We talk of the “Burns Country,” but perhaps
we are a little too conventional ir this. Burns
wag a born tramp. He wandered at hLis own
sweet will all over the Borderland in pursuit
of business or pleasure. and there are few par-
ishes that have not some tradition linking his
name with their histories. His songs were not
ingpired by Court beauties, but by just such
vellow-haired lassies, and dark, saucy “dearies’’
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we may meet any day if we tramp by Thornhill
or cross over to Yarrow, or go on to Ayr by the .
“Land of the Raiders.” Sometimes he was on
his rough pony, but quite as often he was on
foot. It is by tramping over the lonely coun-
try that one comes face to face with nature.
Lines must have come to him in all out-of-the-
way places, lines that were fragments tossed
away, poems that were never finished. A
blackbird’s or a lark’s song ; the setting of the
sun behind the Border hills; the wind passing
over the bending harley; the whaups crying
over the purple moss; the autunn tinted
woods ; and the leaping trout in Border burns
~—all spoke to him and inspired the tramp. It
was the influence of these things that made him
in touch with every tramp he met, and in the
days of Burns tramping was much in fashion.
The sheep were all driven north or south by a
race of tramps called “drovers,” and the poor
man who did not own a horse had no way of
reaching the larger towns than just by “shank’s
nagey.” The by-paths of the Borderland
were then in use, and men took near-cuts over
the hill country when going from one glen to
another. Thus in his tramp over the Border-
land Burns must often have fallen in with
queer old characters, whose quaint phrases and
speech he remembered and reproduced in his
poems.

Many famous “tramps” have wandered over
the Borderland since the days of Burns, and of
these I may treat in future articles. :

AGNES MARCHBANK.

A great Border man whose biography by his
wife is one of the best books of thig year is Man-
dell Creighton, sometime Bishop of London, who
was vicar of Embleton, Northumberland, for ten
years. I regret greatly that when once ing
through Embleton I did not stop to examine the
fortified and picturesque vicarage, where Creighton
died. We saw the house where Mr W. T, Stead
wag born, and the church where his father acted as
Congregational minister. Creighton was a great
historian and a Churchman of the best type, m
sympathy with men of all creeds and denomina-~
tions. I heard him once a few months before he
died, and his manner was calm, gentlemanly, and
impressive. There was far more in his address
when you came to think of it than lay on the sur-
face, and there wae not a superfluious word. In
1834 he projected a Border History; would that he
had lived to do it, as it would have been masterly.
He was born at Carlisle, July 5th, 1843, and died in
Loundon in 1901. His father and mother were mar-
ried at Gretna Green; his grandfather, James
Creighton, who came from the Scottish Lowlands,
was a joiner. Now one would like to know what
district of the Bcottish Borders reared James Creigh-
ton. To the Rev. J. P. Gladstone he once wrote:—
“I am glad to think that we are fellow-Borderers.
I walked through Haltwhistle in the pouring rain,
being washed down from/the Roman Wall.”
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Sir Gideon Murray of Elibank.

MONG the famous Borderers of some
three hundred years ago “Auld
Gideon’’ of Elibank takes a promin-
: ent place. His early years gave

prowiise of a life of raids and reiving—but the

energies that might otherwise have been dir-
ccted to & marauding career were diverted to
the service of the state. The narrower, but
more exciting, life of a “Border Reiver’’ was
closed to him when he accepted the Royal com-
mission. Yet we can imagine him, even before
he drank to the full the cup of royal favour,
looking back with wistful eyes to his younger
days when law and order were no check to his
turbulent spirit. Wealth and high position
came to him, but in the end he experienced the
proverbial fickleness of princes. © We wonder
whether he in his heart preferred the Privy

Council and the Court of Session to the tower

which still stands, gaunt and defiant, on the

bare hillside above the Tweed—and the office of

Commissioner of the Middle Shires to the roy-

ing commission which the companions of hLis

youth assumed to themselves. We wonder, but
we cannot tell.

Gideon Murray was the third son of Andrew
Murray, who, in 1514, succeeded his father,
John Murray—killed at Flodden—in the Peeb-
lesshire estates of Haltoun or Blackbarony.
Like many another younger son of the time,
Gideon was educated for the Church-—and was
“chantour”” of Aberdeen. We have no record
of the manner in which he fulfilled the duties of
his office, but in any case he did not restrict
himself to the use of spiritual weapons in his
dealings with his fellow-men, as is proved by a
case which came before the Privy Council in
1590. On the 26th April of that year a certain
;eorge Greenlaw, of Bordland, in the Sherifi-
dom of Peebles, complained that “Maister
Jedeon Murray, chantour of Aberdeen, minister,
and Johnne Fawsyde, minister of Edilstoun.
with accomplices’’ had taken him “perforce and
brocht him to the Tolbuith of Edinburgh,” the
provost and bailies of which refused to receive
him, hecause he neither dwelt in Edinburgh,
nor was he apprehended there, or for any re-
cent crime. But Gideon and his accomplices
declared that Greenlaw had been taken for
theft, and thereafter the complainer was put in
ward, where he had “since lain to his heavy
damage.” Greenlaw asked to be liberated on
bail. As the accusers did not appear the re-
quest was granted, and the provost-and bailies
ordained to release him on his finding caution.

Evidently Gideon was not then in active dis-
charge of his duties in Aberdeen, for only a
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month later, he, with his brother John of Black-
barony, Patrick Murray of Faulohill, and a
number of other Murrays, was put under cau-
tion not to harm Robert Scott of Haining, and
James Scott, “callit Mekle Jame Eister.”” In
October of the same year he is still described
as “chantour of Aberdeen,”’ in a process in
which he became suretv for Jas. Scott of
Newark “that the vassals, tenants, and servants
of William Earl of Angus shall be harmless of
the said James.” '

Whatever his ecclesiastical position and dut-
ies may have been they were abruptly ended by
a quarrel with a certain person, Aitchison by
name, in which Gideon killed his man. 7Thence-
forward he is engaged in other than clerical pur-
suits. In 1592, along with Walter Scott of
Goldielands, he received a commission “to de-
molish the houses and fortalices of Harden and
Dryhoip, pertaining to Walter Scott, who had
been art and part of the late treasonable fact
perpetrat against his highness awne person at
Falkland.” The fact referred to was the at-
tempt of Bothwell, with a force of about one
hundred men, to seize the person of the king,
un attempt which might have succeeded but for
the gathering of the country folk in defence of
his majesty. “Auld Wat’’ of Harden was not
likely to forget Gideon’s share in the harrying
of his hearth and home. With others of the
Scotts, however, Gideon seems to have been on
friendly terms, as we find him—described as of
Glenpoyte—hecoming surety for the good be-
haviour of William Scott of Hartwoodmyrea
and Walter Scott of Stirkshaws. A few years
later. he became possessor of the estate from
which he later took his title.” On 16th March,
1595, the king confirmed a charter by which
John Liddale of Halkerstoun granted to “Jedeon
Murray of Glenpovte the lands of Elebank, or
Eleburne, in the forest and lordship of Ettrick,
with the salmon and other fishings in the river
Tweed between Scrogbank and Escraigburne-
fut. The lands were to be held in feuferme of
the king—the proprietor to provide two horse-
men for service in time of war. The condi-
tion named was evidently enforced, for in 1601
Thomas Ker of Sunderlandball found surety for
Mr Gideon Murray of Elibank to buy from Sir
Michael Balfour of Burley two stands of horse-
men’s armour, “in case it be found that he
onght to do so.”

Gideon’s connection with the Scotts is illus-
trated by two incidents of the year 1602. Tn
one he was, with his brother John, held re-
gponsible for the removing “forth of Scott of
Hundillshop and all others from the lands of
Feithane, belonging to Sir Win, Stewart of Tra-
quair.” In the other he/found surety'for Rob-
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ert Scott of Thirlestane “to relieve within
twenty days the warden of the middle march of
a bill filed on the said Robert at the instance
of the laird of Neutoun, Englishman.” These
were days of cautions and sureties, when Border
chieftains came under mutual obligations for
their good conduct. In 1604 Gideon and his
son Patrick, as well as a number of other Mur-
rays, of Philiphaugh, Eddleston, and Darnhall,
were laid under caution not to hurt the Stew-
arts of Traquair, Tvnnis, and Schellinglaw.
There seems to have been bad blood between
the two clans, for only a month before Sir Wm.
Stewart of Traquair was bound down not to
burt the Murrays.

But the end of Gideon’s marauding days was
near at hand. When James VI. became King
of England he set himself the task of repress-
ing the borderers of the two kingdoms. He
appointed a Commission, consisting of five
members from each side of the Border—each
set to execute their orders through a chief of
police with a flving squadron of horsemen under
hin.. In 1605 Gideon Murray, who was
knighted in this same year, was appointed one
of the Commissioners on the Scottish side—to
hold courts of justiciary for the punishment of
offenders—and on 14th March took the oath
“de fideli administratione.”” The Commission-
crs did their work ruthlessly and well—whole-
sale hangings and banishing of Border thieves
resulting. The laird of Elibank had now set
his foot on the ladder which was to raise him
to honour and affluence. His landed estates in-
creazed in number and in extent. In 1606 the
Iands of Langshaw, in Elwand water, and Whyt-
bank, in Selkirkshire, were transferred to Sir
Gideon and his wife, Margaret Pentland, by a
transaction with the Pringles of Woodhouse,

In his efforts to bring the Scottish Church
into harmony with the Episcopal system, the
King found a willing instrument in Sir Gideon,
whom he appointed, in 1608, to repair to the
Preshytery of Jedburgh, with a view to enfore-
ing it to elect “a constant moderator.” The
Presbyterv proved dilatory or stubborn, but on
August 4th Sir Gideon reported to the Privy
Council that he “had dealt with the ministers to
receive Mr John Abercrombie as their modera-
tor, and that they had obeyed.”

.He was now basking in the sunshine of the °

Royal favour.. On August 28th, 1610, he gave
*hiis solemn oath of allegiance and the oath of a
Privy Councillor’’—and in September became
Comptroller in room of the deceased Sir James
Hay. A pension of £1200 Scots was conferred
on him. In the following year the King
showed him a signal mark of favour in the gift
of articles of plate which the cities of Glasgow
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and Carlisle had presented to His Majesty. In
1612 he was M.P, for Selkirkshire, and in De-
cewber of that year he was appointed Treas-
urer-Depute of Scotland. His promotion had
been rapid, and was partly due, no doubt, to his

- relationship to the court favourite, Lord Roches-

ter, of whose Scottish estates he was commis-
sioner. But his success meant disappointment
to others. In a letter of October 28th, 1613,
Sir Thomas Hamilton, writing to Rochester,
states that “there are discontents at Sir Gid-
eon’s Murray’s promotion.” The clouds of
Gideon’s last days are already casting their
shadows before. But in the meantime the sun-
shine of prosperity was in full blaze. On 2nd
November, 1613, Sir Gideon was admitted a
Lord of Session, with the courtesy title of Lord
Elibank—the other Lords dispensing with trial
of his qualifications, because “of the certain
knowledge they had of them.” In 1614, in
pursuance of his duties as Treasurer-Depute,
he made an enemy, who some seven years later
foully revenged himself. In a letter, dated
Octobher 8th, Sir Gideon writes to Somerset,
“Sir James Stewart paid 20,000 marks for the
Whitsunday term of his tax of Orkney,” and
will soon owe as much for the Martinmas term.
Has delayed till further directions pressing hin
for the account of the preceding year, “when
the rebels committed so many spoils.”” Pre-
sumably the further directions were given from
London. We shall see later how Stewart took
« personal revenge on one whose official rela-
tions with him were influenced by orders from
the centre of administration.

In 1614 Sir Gideon was again involved in
ecclesiastical affairs-—as member of a special
commission for the trial of one John Ogilvie, a
Jesuit. In the course of the examination of the
accused torture was applied. The Commission-
ers were offended at Ogilvie's refusal to disclose
the names of those with whom he had consorted,
and gave directions that “he should be kept
without sleep for several nights.”” But the tor-
ture was of no avail. Ogilvie was ultimately
removed to Glasgow, where he was tried and
condemned by a special commission there, on 2
charge of treason. In 1615 the crown, sword,
and sceptre were entrusted to the care of Sir
Gideon, who in the next vear was appointed
a member of the commission of justiciary in
the north. His pension was doubled, and ex-
tended to the life-time of his two sons, as was a
privilege of importing thirty tuns of wine free
of duty.

As Treasurer-Depute he had charge of the
preparations for the Royal visit to Scotland in
the spring ‘of 1617—raising the necessary
money and making contracts with the various
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tradesnien.  There was a contract with an
Aberdeen plumber “for covering and theiking
with lead His Majesty’s new worke and plat-
formne within the Castle of Edinburgh.” Holy-
rood chapel had to be painted and gilded. This
work was entrusted to a London tradesman, as
was also the carving of the same chapel. The
Privy Council directed Sir Gideon “to caus the
robe royall” to be sent in all haste to London
to His Majesty. During the King’s visit Sir
Gideon was in close attendance—proving him-
self the willing tool of his Royal master. Dur-
ing his stay in Scotland James was busy driv-
ing the wedge of Episcopacy into the Scottish
Church. After his departure the work went
merrily on—Sir Gideon Murray doing his share.
He was an assessor to the Commissioners of the
General Assembly, which, in 1618, sat at Perth,
and was induced by threats and bribes to sanc-
tion the famous “five articles.”” He was also a
niember of the Court of High Commission,
which acted as the royal instrument of coercion
in ecclesiastical matters. We could wish that
Sir Gideon, who was reared in the atmosphere
of Border freedom, had not been quite so pliant
in the hands of a king who was doing his ut-
most to deny to his people religious liberty.
Did he believe that in these matters the king
did not, or could not, err—or was it self-interest
and not principle which actuated him? How-
ever that may be, he had, in a two-fold sense,
his reward.

From two complaints to the Privy Council
in 1618 and 1620 we get a glimpse into Sir
Gideon’s private affairs. In the former year
he complains that three men had come by nigh?
to pursuer’s orchard at Ballencrieff, broke down
the dykes, and “not onlie staw and away took
ane grite nomber of the best fruite of all
kyndis,” but also “broke, cut, and destroyed a
number of the trees.” On 1st February, 1620,
“Sir Gideon Murray, undoubtit takisman and
haveing sufficient richt of the equall half of the
teyndis, both personage and vicarage of three-
quarteris of the haill parochin of Stow,” com.
plained that John Pringle, some time of Nether
Scheillis, now in Whytbank, had not yet paid
the sum of £40 “for the tak silver dewtie of the
teyndis of the landis of Nether Scheillis.” Or-
ders were given for the apprehension of Pringle,
and the inventory of his goods for the King’s
use.

The limits of space forbid any further account
of the personal and official transactions in
which Sir Gideon was involved. Almost to the
end he enjoyed the favour and confidence of the
King. During his last visit to Court he re-
ceived a signal token of the Royal regard. The
story may best be told in the language of tha
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uarrator, Sir John Scott of Scotstravet. “There
being none in the hed<chamber but the King,
the said Sir Gideon, and myself, Sir Gideon by
chance letting his chevron fall to the ground,
the King, although being both stiff and old,
gave him his glove, saying, ‘My predecessor
Queen Elizabeth thought she did a favour to
any man who was speaking with her when she
let her glove fall, that he might take it up and
give it to her again; but, sir, you may say a
King lifted up your glove.” ”

While Sir Gideon was absent from Scotland
at Court, “an information,” as Spotswood
states, “was laid against hiin for abusing his
office to the King’s prejudice.” The informer
was the Sir James Stewart before mentioned,
who had probably been nursing his injuries dur-
ing the seven years which had elapsed sinco
1614. Spotswood informs us that Stewart had
“the assistance of some of better credit than
himself.”” The “discontents” which Sir Gid-
eon had unintentionally hatched in 1613 had
come home to roost. The matter was remitted
“to the trial of certain councillors at home.”
Sir Gideon took the accusation so much to heart
that, to quote Spotswood again, he “did con-
tract such a deep melancholy as neither counsel
nor comfort could reclaim him. So after he
came to Edinburgh he departed this life on
28th June, 1621.>> Calderwood states that
“sundry reports went of his death, and amongst
the rest that he poisoned himnself.” The gen-
eral opinion was that the charge was a false
one, resulting from the spleen and jealousy f
disappointed place-hunters—-and that the en-
quiry would have cleared Sir Gideon’s character
from the suspicion of mmal-administration. Pos-
sibly the King regretted the fact that he had
allowed the charge to hreed suspicion in his
mind regarding a loyal and faithful servant.
Sir Gideon was buried in Holyrood chapel, a fit
resting-place for the mortal remains of one
whose whole official career was dominated by
the desire to further the interests of his sover-
eign.

It will be noticed that Sir Gideon died on
June 28th, 1621.  There were not wanting
those who showed undue haste in their desire
to fill the dead man’s shoes. On the very day
of Sir Gideon’s death Thomas Hamilton of Rob-
ertoun wrote to Sir Robert Kerr (the first Earl
of Ancrum) asking him “to assist my desyre
with my Lord Marquis of Hamiltoune anent Sir
Gideon Murray his place in Session nowe vaick-
ing be his deceas.”” On the 13th July, John
Viscount of Lauderdale also wrote to Kerr crav-
ing his help in securing the vacancy, to which
Sir Alexander Gihson of Durie was ultimately
appointed. J.G. M.
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“ The Leddy’s Pool ”—A Fisher’s
~ Tale.

T was a calm evening in late summer.
scarcely a ripple dieturbed the slug-
gish pool. The rustling of a rabbit
might be heard among the dead leaves

at the foot of the hazel bushes on the opposite
bank of the river, and at intervals the splash
of an “eldring,” intent on his supper, at the
other end of the pool broke the stillness. We
had already sat some hours keenly fishing, but
with small success, in spite of repeated changes
of our casts, and the long twilight had now
deepencd into night. But it was the reverse
from chilly. What Geordie termed a “muth
nicht.”’ .

Geordie was the first to give in. “Ay, ay,
man,” he said at length, laying down his wand,
“aw think we micht as weel be ganging, they’re
unco sweir to tak’ the nicht.”

But I was also sweir to give it up, and had
another cast and still another, hoping against
bope that the next would be successful, as is
always the way when the trouts are not rising
well. At last I followed his example, and we
began to pack up our wands, )

“It seems a pity to go inside on such a
night,”” I remarked.

“It’s a’ that, man; it’s real nice ont here.
Mony sic a nicht hev aw lain oot when we used
to he wuning the bent on the fells, an’ it was
cosy eneuch, rowed up in the plaid an’ lying
amang the new wun bent, but that was when
aw was a young yin. It wadna do for mei
now, the pains wadna let mei forget it for a
week or twae.”’ ’

We were now ready to start on our way
home, but I proposed having one more pipe,
and Geordie agreed, so we squatted at the foot
of the dyke. The hoot of an owl came from
the firs out on the hill, and was presently an-
swered by another further down the watergate.

“Man, thae hoolets soun’ maist eerie on a
nicht like this, divna they.”

“They do that,”’ I assented, and after a
pause, “I've often wondered, Geordie, how this
pool came by the name of the “Leddy’s Pule.”

“Oh, weel, that’s no a lang tale, but raither
uncanny. Hev ye never heard it? Aw’ll juist
tell yo the story as aw hed it frae my faither,
an’ if aw’m no mista’en he hed it frae his
faither afore him. It seems that at the time
there was a young laird, a kin’ o’ a waistrel,
an’ he hed brocht hame for leddy a young lass
frae owerby in the West, verra sair again her
folke’ wull. She hed run away frae hame wi’
him in the end. He was an unco reckless lad,
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mair especially when on horseback, and com-
ing hame ae day efter a fair he was racing wi’ a
wheen o’ his crouies for a wager when he gal-
lopit his horse richt oot ower a brig at a
sharp turn in the road, baith horse an’ man
being killed wi’ the fa’ into the rocky burn-
gate. That nicht in the gloaming he was car-
ried hame a corpse. This put the puir bit
wife fair oot o’ her mind, she was sae distrakit,
and in the nicht-time she slippit oot o’ the
hoose withoot onyhody seeing, and cairrying
the bit bairn, that hedna lang been born, she
ran doon to the pule here, alang that verra fit-
path that ye can sei comin’ doon through amang
the hazels likely, and threw herself and the
bairn into the pule. The water was in spate,
and the next morning they fand her, a lang way
doon, wi’ the bairn still claspit in her airms.”

“A waesome story indeed.”

“Ay, and aw mind weel, when a boy, aw was
rale feared to come near the place o’ a nicht,
what wi’ hearing the auld folk speak o’ her
ghost that haunted the pule. Mair than yin o’
them threepit to hevin’ seen’t.”

The long hoo-hoo-0o came again from the fir
planting, echoing through the glen, and we
rose to go homeward.

AW S

The Trystin’ Tree aboon Traquair.

WiILL ye gang wi’ me, lassie,

Will ye gang wi’ me—

To the trystin’ tree, lassie,

To the trystin’ tree? i

When the breeze sighs through the grove,
And softly shines the star o’ love—
And a’ helow, and a’ above,

Is blest like you and me!

Oh, say ye’ll gang wi’ me, lassie,
Say ye’ll gang wi’ me—

To the trystin’ tree, lassie,

To the trystin’ tree!

We've nae nightingales, lassie,

Like the Southron men;

But the burnie sings, lassie,

Through the hagel glen.

Hush! the gentle zephyrs steal
Round about, and wish us weel;

Like whisperin’ lovers, fond and leal,
Below the trystin’ tree.

Oh, say, &c.

We’ve nae glow-worms bright, lassie,
In the birkin shaw;

But the moon’s soft light, lassie—
Shines on us, an’ a’.

Unseen angels, ag they pass,

Winna bend the dewy grass,

Nor look wi’ scorn, my bonny lass,
.On my true love for thee,

Oh, say, &ec.
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KEDITORIAL NOTEKS.
We have frequently mentioned the aspreciation with which the BORDER MAGAZINE is received bK literary

people, and the following note from the Fditor of the oldest Daily NewsPaper out of London is a furt|
¢

er proof

of the fact:— *“ Of all the publications I receive this is the most welcome, and b{. far the best value for

the moderate amount charged. Of course, it is specially valuable to me as a son of t
the strong attachment for the beautiful Borderland a true Galalean ought to have.

e Borders and retaining
But, berond the fact that

the subjects dealt with in the BorDER MAGAZINE are altogether to my liking, the historic charm and literary

grace of the work are entirely delightful.

I heartily wish the BorkpErR MaGAZINE continued and increascd

success. It ought to be in the hands of every Borderer, more particulary of those who, like myself, live at a

distance.”

The .Border Keep.

There was a widespread feeling of regret
when it became known that on the evening of
Friday, 3rd February, the beautiful mansion
of The Glen had been the scene of a most dis-
astrous fire. Although the exterior walls re-
main intact, the interior of the main building
was completely destroyed. Those who knew
what art treasures were in the various rooms
of the mansion were relieved to learn that the
most of them had been saved.  Sir Charles
Tennant, Bart., was justly proud of The Glen
—one of the finest specimens of Scottish Bar-
onial architecture in existence—and the sym-
pathies of all true Borderers will go out to him
and his family in this disaster which has be-
fallen them,

Anciently the estate of The Glen belonged to a
proprietress, “Sarra of the Glen,” who in 1296 sub-
scribed her allegiance to Edward I. Subsequently
there were two properties. Wester Glen in 1488 be-
longed to Thomas Middlemass of Greviston, and
passed from his family by marriage in 1664 to the
Murrays. Easter Glen, after belonging successively
to the Btewarts of Traquair, the Crawfords, and.the
Cranstouns, came finally in 1787 into the hands of

James Veitch, who united the two properties. From
Veitch the estate went in 1748 to David Plender-
leith, whose son, John Plenderleith, in 1786 sold it
to Alexander Allan, an Edinburgh banker, for
£10,500. It was theh merely a sheep farm of some
8500 acres with a plain dwelling-house of two
storeys, suitable for such a farm. So the property
remained till about 1815, when William Allan, the
son, began his improvements on the estate. To the
old house he also added two wings, retaining the
original building, but the radical defeéts of the old
houee could not be remedied. It has heen stated
that William Allan, who at this time was Lord
Provost of Edinburgh, expended upwards of £30,000
on his alterations and improvements on the estate
and mansion. In 1852 the estate was brought to
sale and purchased for £33,140 by 8ir Charles Ten-
nant. Three years later he employed the late
David Bruce, R.A., to design the stately edifice
which has been partially destroyed. Altogether Sir
Charles had expended on the mansion-house some-
thing like £50,000.

* % =*

This is the age of anniversaries and centen-
aries, and my old friend, the Edinburgh corres-
pondent of the “Southern Reporter,” does well
to draw attention in that paper to the name of
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one whose great work in Africa has never been
fully appreciated. My friend thus writes:—

A hundred years ago Mungo Park eailed from
Portemouth in the transport ‘‘Crescent,” 30th Jan-
uary, 1805, along with his brother-in-law, Alexander
Anderson, surgeon, and George Scott, draughtsman,
from Selkirk, all of whom were destined never to
return. They arrived at Goree on 28th March,
where they were joined by Lieutenant Martyn,
R.A., and thirty eoldiers from the garrison, with
four carpenters and two sailors. Park’s marching
erders on his last expedition was to pureue the
Niger river to the utmost distance to which it
could be ‘traced, and the sum of £5000 was placed
at his disposal by the Colonial Office, which had in
view the extension of British commerce and the
enlargement of our geographical knowledge. Both
have been accomplished, although these pioneers
all fell victims to clime, hardships, and the treach-
ery of the natives. S8cott died before the Niger was
reached. Anderson, who was nursed by Park with
the tenderest care for three months, died on 28th
October. Park was as resolute as Livingstone, who
perished in the marshes of Bangweolo, in seeking
for the Nile sources. There was no turning back.
A letter to Lord Camden of 17th November said he
wag to set sail from the east, with the fixed deter-
mination to discover the termination of the
Niger or perish in the attempt. If he did
not succeed in ‘the object of his journey he
could at least die on the Niger. Lieutenant
Martyn and three soldiers, the iemnant of
his party, embarked on the flat-bottomed vecsel
made by Park from two canoes, in which they
started from Sansanding. Park sailed past Tim-
buctoo as far as Boussa, where in a fight with the
natives he eeems to have been drowned, and the
whole party perished except one slave. The late
Miss Anderson, Dovecot, Selkirk. a niece of Park’s
wife, had the Niger-stained Psalm book of the ex-
plorer and Watt’s hymne, found in the boat at
Boussa. A native chief had kept it as a charm.
These relics were brought home by Richard Lauder,
who continued Park’a explorations. Misg Anderson
had also many letters, his watch, and portrait; an-
other Selkirk man had his bamboo walking-stick,
with “Mr Park” engraved on the silver top.

* % ¥

The following from the same Border news-
paper reports an interesting item of news, and
at the same time conveys much historical in-
formation about a Border family :-—

On Thursday afternoon, 5th January, 1905, at St
Mary’s Church, Bryanston Square, London, the
marriage was solemnised between Captain the Hoa.
Alfred Maitland, Cameron Highlanders, son of the
Ear! of Lauderdalé, and Miss Edith Scobell, daugh-
ter of Mr 8. G. T, Bcobell, of the Down House,
Red Marley, Worcestershire. The Mait-
lands have been seated at Thirlestane, in Lauder-
dale, for the lomg period of six centuries. Not
many of the great old houses of Scotland can rival
their brilliant array of statesmen, lawyers, soldiers,
and men of letters. They, derive from one de Matu-
lent, who came to England in 1066 with William
the Conqueror. His grandeon, Thomas de Matu-
lent, flourished in Scotland when William the Lion
was king. 8ir Richard de Mautland. his grandson,
acquired Thirlestane, still the family residence.
He was one of the most powerful barons in the

reign of Alexander IIL., and a liberal bemefactor
of Dryburgh Abbey. The ballad of Auld Maitland
(temp. David I1.) commemeorates 8ir Richard’s gal-
lant defence in his old age of Thirlestane Castle
against the English invadera in the beginning of
the long war of Independence. Two of his sons
were killed at the battle of Durham in 1346. Wil-
liam Maitland. the head of the family of James
IV.s time, died with that monarch at Flodden,
and was the father, by his wife (a daughter of the
Lord Seton), of one of the most notable members of
hig line, Sir Richard Maitland of Lethington, 12th
feudal Lord of Thirlestane, the collector of the
early poetry of Scotland, and also a poet and
author. He died in 1588, his wife, to whom he had
been married for sixty years, dying on his funeral
day. His eldest son was William Maitland, the
celebrated Secretary Lethington to Queen Mary’s
reign. This Scottish Machiavelli was the master
mind of his day. Of great and subtle intellect, and
an accomplished scholar, he was implicated in all
the plots, intrigues, and political moveruents of the
troubled times in which he lived. Generally, but
not always, he supported the Queen. He is credited
with the origin of the plot to remove Darnley, and
his death in Edinburgh Castle in 1573—some sup-
pose by his own hand—saved him from execution.
His younger brother, Sir Jobn Maitland, Chancel-
lor, &c., of Scotland, was created Lord Maitland of
Thirlestane in 1590 at the coronation of James VI.’s
Queen Anne of Denmark, and became the father
of the 1st Earl of Lauderdale (cr. 1624), Lord-Presi-
dent of the Council, whose son wag the Duke of
Lauderdale, K.G., the Prosecutor of the Covenan-
ters, of whose principles he was at first a zealous
supporter. He fell into obscurity and disgrace be-
fore his death without male issue in 1584, when the
Farldom of I.auderdale passed to his brother. The
present Earl descends from the fourth son of the
sixth Earl, and succeeded his kinsman, Charles,
twelfth Earl of Lauderdale, who was killed by
lightning while out shooting on the 12th of August,
1884

Mrs Alfred Maitland comes of the old Devonshire
family of Scobell (now of Kingwell Hall, Bath),
which descends from Thomas de Scobbahull, Sher-
iff of Devon, 1281-1293, many of whose representa-
tives have in different centuries received the hon-
our of knighthood.

. * * #

In these days when there are signs of revival
in the Border tweed trade, the following extract
from Mr Robert Hall's “History of Galashiels”
may be of interest : —

The spinning mules were introduced into Gala-
shiels in 1814 by W. & D. Thomson. Most of the
earlier jennies had only forty-eight spindles, and
when they were increased to seventy-two the work
got rather heavy. When they were driven by water
power they were increased to 144 spindles, the draw-
ing of the yarn and the winding up being per-
formed by hand. In consequence of the mules hav-
ing 500 gpindles, they were able to produce yarn at
a cheaper rate. Owing to the extra number of
spindles, the rate paid to the spinner was lowered
in a proportionate degree. It is told of this indi-
vidual, when informed of the new arrangement,
that he wanted to know ‘“how many more spindles
would require to be added before he would be re-
quested to do his work for nothing?”

DoxINIE SaMPSON.
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-Some Eskdale Poets.

T would have been surprising indeed if
Eskdale, a charming section of the
Borderland, could boast neither poet
nor poetry. It is in every sense a

fit nursery for “a poetic child.” The profusion
of beauty and stirring associations are in them-
selves sufficient to inspire the divine flow of elo-
quence and song.

Not a few poets, however, have sprung from
the historic dale. Pages of the Borber Maga-
ZINE from time to time have horne evidence of
their worth and work. Some were of no mean
order. Here we mention the names of a few,
and also indicate the value of some of their pro-
ductions.

MAGAZINE.

Southern Highlands, as is evidenced in his
“Eskdale Braes,” the first verse of which runs

- thus—

““ By the banks of the crystal streamed Esk,
Where the Wauchope her yellow wave joins,

. Where the lambkins on sunny braes bask,

And wild woodbine the shepherd’s bower twines.”

While at Oxford Mickle published several
pieces of high merit, including “Cumnor Hall,”
which rapidly ran into three editions. The
poem, which deals with the tragic love-story of
the Earl of Leicester and Amy Robsart, is said
to have given the idea of “Kenilworth” to Sir
Walter Scott.

The appearance of his translation of
“Lusiad,” the great Portuguese poem, secured

LANGHOLM MANSE.

WiLriax Jvrivs MICKLE,

who takes a foremost place amongst the poets
of the “grand old Borderland,’”” was born at
Langholm in 1734, and was the son of the Rev.
Alexander Mickle, minister of the parish from
1717 to 1746. The poet, gentle and affection-
ate, removed with his parents to Edinburgh,
where he attended the High School. Launched
upon to him the troubled sea of life he had
many ups and downs, but never forgot the
bosky glens and murmuring streams of his

his fame, and ensured his name being handed
down to posterity.

For tenderness and pathos his “Nae luck
aboot the hoose’” quite surpasses any of his
poems. Some one has said that it is “the fair-
est flower in his poetical chaplet.”” Burns, who
had a high regard for the song, writing in 1790
declared it to be “worthy of the first poet.”

Tiomas TeLFORD,

the son of an Eskdale shepherd, was born in
the pastoral parish of Westerkirk. From the
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humble clay bigging he travelled all the way to
the illustrious Westminster Abbey, where his
dust now lies by the side of that of Robert
Stephenson. :

“Laughirg Tam,” though full brained and
handed with big schemes, and when attracting
the attention of the world by his wonderful un-
dertakings, found time to write poetry of con-
siderable beauty and wealth. Henry Scott
Riddle, when proposing the “Border Bards” at
the inauguration of Hogg’s monument, said that
“Telford, the celebrated engineer, wrote ele-
gant poems anent the Vale of Esk, as well as
some epistles to Burns.” He saw no reason
why Telford should not rank “among the rest
of the men of song.”” “Here are the opening
lines of one of his poems which appeared in the
‘l‘gts)ztical Museum,’’ published in Hawick in

muse to some purpose. He became editor of
the “Dumfries and Galloway Standard,” and in

1833 issued his verses in book form under the

title, “The Vale of the Esk and Other Poems.”
The volume, humorous and pathetic, was re-
garded as of considerable merit. Perhaps the
most striking poem in the collection was that
on the lines of Knox’s “Mortality,” which bore
the heading, “What is Life?’

HeNrY ScorT RIDDELL,

the son of an “in-bye herd,”” was born at Sor-
bie, parish of Ewes, the Yarrow of Dumfries-
shire, in 1798. When he was but a “rinnin’
laddie,” the family “flitted’’ to Eskdalemuir,
where he met with the Ettrick Shepherd.

After years of herding, Riddell left the “crook
and plaid,” and pursued the calling of the

EWESDALE FROM WRAE.

Thy pleasant banks, O’ Esk, and verdant groves,

The seat of innocence and purest love,

Demand my lay ; ye nine descend,

And o'er your long-loved scenes, my feeble steps
attend.

Teach me in purest notes my voice to raise

Loud as were sung in famed Arcadia’s praise.

WiLLiAM Park,

though not so famous as Mickle or Telford, is
worthy of a niche among Eskdale’s “rhyming
billies.” He was born at Effgill in 1778, and
entered work-a-day life at an early age, exper-
iencing “hard lines” and “short commons” not
a little. Amidst arduous and incessant toil he
cultivated mind and heart, and courted the

church.  Passing successfully through Edin-
burgh University, he was licensed as a pro-
bationer, and ultimately became famous as the
poet preacher of Teviothead, where he acted as
parish minister till 1841. “His Songs of the
Rule,” so heartily welcomed, were issued before
he left college.

In 1844 he published his last prose work,
“The Christian Politician ; or, The Right Way
of Thinking.” In 1847 a volume of “Poems,
Songs, and Miscellaneous Pieces’’ appeared.
His masterpiece, “Scotland Yet,” known and
sung wherever Scotsmen gather, first appeared
in McLeod’s “Original and National Melodies.”
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His “Dowie Dens of Yarrow” and “Hame o’ oor
ain folks” are exquisite ballads, and attracted
no little attention.  His harp ceased strum-
ming in 1870.

Wiriax Krox,

though not a native of the picturesque vale,
spent most of his busiest and happiest years
within its bounds. From 1812 to 1817 he held
the Wrae farm, almost “within gunshot” of the
spot where Riddell first saw the light. The
farm failed somewhat, and Knox gave himself
up to literature and poetry. When in Eskdale
he composed the greater part of “The Lonely
Hearth and Other Poems.” He also wrote
“The Influence of Love and other Passions,”
which was after the style of Campbell's
“Father’s Cottage.”’

Though Knox died at an early age he pub-
lished three books of poems. Sir Walter Scott
was attracted by some of these, and in one of
his diaries mentions the poet’s talents and poe-
tical merits. His “Mortality,” which appeared
in his “Songs of Israel,”” was Lincoln's favour-
ite. He never tired of repeating it. The Em.
peror Alexander II. of Russia is said to have
had the same poem printed in gold letters, set
in a gold frame, and hung on his palace wall
in St Petershurg.

Minor PoEerts.

Of minor poets Eskdale has produced her
share. Some of those living. to-day are not the
least. Of poets whose harps are now silent we
readily recall the names of William Beattie and
James McVittie (“Eskdale.””) Though coming
short of the heights of a Mickle or a Riddell.
they sang in a manner elevating and enlivening
to not a few. Social and temperance gath-
erings were brightened and bettered by their
poems Of some of Beattie’s productions and
theiv recital the writer has vivid recollections.
“Eskdale’s” poems of another character when
issned in hook form were favourably reviewed
by the press, and received much praise.

G. M. R.

In the end of January last, a wide circle of
Borderers were saddened by the tragic death of
Captain G. Fraser Macnee, who was a promin-
ent office-bearer in the Edinburgh Borderers’
Union, and took a very active part in Volunteer
matters. We shall publish a short sketch of
the deceased Borderer in our next issue.

The Late Mr James Smail.

Q2 AST month we had to refer to the pass-
vy ing away of one of the poets of the
Borderland, whose sweetly flowing
verse and deep insight into nature is
known far and beyond the limits of his native
land. Now it is our sad duty to record the
death of one who has done much to keep alive
the old spirit of the Borders, and whose pen
has written songs which will live. To the last
he was a warm friend of the BornER MAGAZINE,
and contributed occasionally to its pages. In
the issue of our magazine for December, 1897,
there appeared a portrait of Mr Smail and an
article giving interesting particulars of Mr
Smail’s literary proclivities.  From amongst
the many newspaper notices of this prominent
Borderer’s death, we quote the following : —
The death of Mr James Smail at Edinburgh
on 22nd January will cause deep regret among
a wide circle of friends. Of great reputation in
his profession, he was also well known in other
sphere of life, in which keen observation and
untiring energy find full scope. Brought up
amidst the natural beauty of the Borders, and
inhaling from his earliest youth the very atmos-
phere of song and legend and warlike deed
which surrounded every knowe and stream and
ruined peel of his native countryside, and in-
vested them with a living interest, it is no
wonder that there was borne in Mr Smail’s
mind an intense desire for knowledge about the
wild birde and animals and the flowers and trees
which made up his earlier world, and a love of
poetry and romance which were the outcome of
the history of his people. These peculiarities
followed him into his business, but while they
invested his leisure with many hobbies, they
never interfered with the proper duties of his
life. Although born and brought up in Jed-
burgh, and belonging to a family respected
through many generations in that ancient Bor-
der town, Mr Smail’s first lessons in banking
were got in the office of the National Bank in
Kelso, where he latterly acted as accountant,
being afterwards chosen to open a branch for
his bank in Earlston.  His superiors at the
time thought that the progress shown by the
young agent was too slow, and augured badly
for the ultimate success of the venture, and they
accordingly closed the office at Earlston, and
took their agent back to Kelso. Mr Smail was
certain that a proper chance had not been given
him, and he accordingly offered his services to
the Commercial Bank, and these being ac-
cepted, he went back to Earlston, and made an
attempt to establish a business for that insti-
tution there. His success was so undoubted,
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and his ability in gathering a business together
80 evident, that he was in a few years sent by
his directers to open a branch at Galashiels.
In this town also he made his mark, and acted
as secretary of the Galashiels and Selkirk Agri-
cultural Society. When a vacancy occurred in
the Comnmercial Bank agency at Kirkcaldy, he
was chosen for that important post, from which
in 1884 he was brought, after a successful
career in the prosperous Fife town, to be secre-
tary of the bank in Edinburgh. Here, as else-
where, Mr Smail showed himself an able banker,
and though the methods of his new position dif-
fered widely from those which had gained him
his reputation in the country, his acute mind
and keen business faculty enabled him very
soon to cope with and overcome the difficulties
of his new duties. When he retired seven years
ago to enjoy a well-earned leisure, he took with
him the well wishes of the staff and the clients
of the bank.

But among all the responsibilities and the
cares of office, Mr Smail never forgot that while
he was a banker he was also a Borderer. Born,
brought up, and educated at Jedburgh, he never
got away from the associations that entwine
themselves round the heart of every true son of
the Border country. These associations are
present iggvarious ways in different individuals.
In Mr Smdil’s case they showed themselves in
the direction of literature. During the lifetime
of “Once a Week,” he was a regular contribu-
tor under its editor, the late Mr Shirley Brooks.
“Chambers’s Journal,” too, had frequent papers
from his pen. There was perhaps no greater
authority on angling, as practised in the South
of Scotland, than Mr Smail. He was intimately
acquainted with every stream in the Border
country—with the Tweed, and all her tributar-
ies, from source to sea. Not a water in the
Lammermuirs, or the Cheviots, but knew Mr,
Smail.
best they could to keep out of the way of his
deadly lures and baits. With such a wide and
varied experience in angling, Mr Smail con-
tributed several valuable papers on this subject
—notably one on “Creeper and Stone-fly Fish-
ing”’ in Younger’s “River Angling,” and an-
other on “The Tweed’’ in “The Sportsman’s
Guide.”

It is, however, as a ballad-writer that Mr
Smail is best known to the general reader.
Somehow or other every Borderer, with any
literary basis at all, takes to the ballad as nat-
urally as does the duck to the water. So truly
and so cleverly has Mr Smaii caught the es-
sence, the spirit, of the old music, that his
poems have frequently been taken as the pro-
ductions of the old minstrels themselves.

The trout knew him, too, and did the °
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His death, fulness of years and honours not-
withstanding, will cause a regretful blank to
his widow and family, and to that wide circle
of acquaintances who recognised in him a
gentleman of the old Scottish type, who com-
bined with business keenness a strong sense of
humour and a very genuine kindliness.

The Secret of the Stones.

(A Curling Story.)
By Taeopore THEARLE.

HE blood of past generations of curlers
flowed in his veins, and as Donald
Mackenzie stepped from the stuffy
compartiment on to the platform, and

breathed the crisp cold air, and saw the ani-
mated scene on the surface of the lake that
spread its broad sheet of ice just beneath him,
his low spirits caught fire, and flamed into
exuberance.

It was to be his last honspiel before, as an
exile, he faced the lonely West. He had a
great name to live up to, for all the inheritance
he possessed was the trophies of the rink, won
by his forebears. That already large collection
had been increased by his own prowess with
the stones, though it was his uncle that had
made the name of Mackenzie a by-word on the
ice. This reflection, however, brought mixed
feelings to the nephew, for he felt that his
uncle had treated him meanly in the end.
Surely he of all his relations might have ex-
pected a good legacy, he was the only one who
had been filled with enthusiasm for his uncle’s
pastime, and he had been cut off with a pair of
old curling stones. True, they were his uncle’s
favourite ones, and had won many a match, and
were even of some intrinsic value, being
mounted in solid silver.

“Much use they will be to me out on the
prairie with not a soul to speak to, let alone
the chance of a hand in the roarin’ game,” was
his sad soliloquy, as tying & rope around them
he prepared to drag them down the slippery
path to the lake side.

Crowds already thronged the ice, and were
clustered in black knots round where the sixty-
nine rinks had been marked off. Lochmaben
had done its best to welcome the ten thousand
visitors, who, from the remotest corners of Eng-
land and Scotland, had come to witness the in-
ternational bonspiel, by providing as keen a
surface as the most fastidious player could de-
sire, :

Trains were still arriying and' pouring forth
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their black moving masses. Amongst the
crowds a checkered knickerbocker suit was
more conspicuous than its owner, whose spindie
legs would have been the better of padding.
He was an Englishman from the far south, and
such appearance as he had was mostly due to
his tailor.

He had a reason for trying to make the most
of his looks. His fiancee, who was spending a
few days with some Scotch friends, was to meet
him on the lake. .

“Hey, you fellow,”’ he shouted to Mackenzie,
as he saw that tall personage bending down and
fastening a rope to his stones. “Just take mine
along with those you have got, and I'll give you
a sixpence.” .

The imperative tones of the bumptious little
man forced a blunt, cruel truth on Mackenzie.
Ruined by the bhad harvest, such little money
as he had realised had been more than swal-
lowed up by debts. He had none left to spend
on himself.

The peremptoriness of the sudden order
nettled him. Drawing himself to his full
height, and flushed with pride, he faced round
on the speaker. As their glances met both
gazed in absolute amazement at each other. In
Mackenzie’s eyes there was a gleam of scorn,
and the little man quailed before it. He shrank
back with a shudder of fear, and searched an-
xiously for a means of escape.

“Hullo! what good fortune has brought you
across my path again?’’ exclaimed Mackenzie in
surprise. ‘I had given up hoping for such luck,
bnt I vow that before we part I shall wipe out
the old score, even though I hang for it.”’

His tone more than his words suggested the
fierce nature of the threat implied. It was
enough for the other. In an instant he had
wheeled round and vanished into the crowd, his
face white, and the stones trembling in his
hands.

“How very, very unfortunate that that fellow
should turn up,” he gasped to himself, when
furtively glancing back he felt that he had
escaped for the present from his grip. “He
means mischief, and he is the sort to stick at
nothing. How dreadful if he should meet Maud
Webster on the ice, and tell her what he knows.
He would do it in a moment if he saw me talk-
ing to her. Really, I wish I could get out of
this place. Only three days before our mar-
riage too, but if she was to learn it would be
all up with me. There she is.”” His eye at
this moment caught sight of a tall, graceful,
girlish figure on skates coming swinging to-
wards him on the elegant curves of an outsile
edge stroke. The sight brought a warm flugh
of pleasure to his face. Then he Igoked back
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and his cheeks blanched, for there, elbowing his
way vigorously through the crowd behind, was
Mackenzie in pursuit.

“Here is a pretty fix,”” he inwardly ejacu-
lateu. “If I recognise her, why that fellow will
be up on us in a minute. If I cut her —well, it
1t the least of two evils.”” His heart was be\:-
ing wildly with surpressed excitement.

She was now within hailing distance, and a
smile of welcome spread over her face.

“I thought I was never going to find you,
Richard,” she said.

Instinctively he looked at her, but, aware of
the presence behind, he gave her only a cold,
vacant stare, and passed on, losing himself
quickly in the throngs.

The girl stood looking after him in dazed sur-
prise. She had a companion with her, who was
more astonished than herself.

“A funny kind of lover that,”’ remarked the
latter sarcastically, while she took a twirl on
her skates. Maud Welster still remained
rooted to the spot in puzzled wonder, her cheeks
flaming with indignation. She had just been
telling her friend how the love had been all on
his side, how he had persisted and persecuted
her until she gave her consent, and how she
would willingly even vet get out of the engage-
ment if only she could, and now he had dared
to cut her straight.  What could her friend
think of her? She almost wished the ice would
break below her feet.

Meanwhile Mackenzie was forcing his way
along. A big man is more conspicuous. than a
small one in a crowd, and he was suffering from
that fact, for though his fingers were twitching
for their work and his heart boiling with anger,
vet he had lost track of his prey.

It was in this mood that he stumbled right
through a group , and brushed rather clumsily
past a lady. Next instant he would have
emerged from the crowd and sighted the fugi-
tive, but he felt a small gloved hand on his
arm, and a girlish voice exclaim in surprise,

“Donald !

The tone sent a thrill through him. He be-
came couscious for the moment of the shabby
nature of his clothes, then he forgot everything
else except the presence of the fair speaker.

“Maud, can it really be you?”’ he asked in
surprise, still holding her fingers in his, fearing
to let them go lest it might prove a dream.

“Yes, Donald. But, of course,” she added &
little stifly, at the same time withdrawing her
hand, “you have forgotten me now. Our last
meeting was—was—only—the romance of a
summer holiday.”” Then fearing that she had
betrayed too much feeling, she continued with
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an effort at gaiety, “Are you married yet? I
am to be in three days.” )

“You?’ he:stammered, putting his hand to
his head as if from sudden pain.

“Does that astonish you?” she replied, not
unpleased, though a little mystified, that he
should take the matter so seriously.

“It explains your silence,’”” he rejoined.

“What silence?”’ she usked with breathless
interest, a strange fear beginning to numb her
heart.

“Why, vou never answered one of my letters.
After you went back to Iingland I wrote you
ceveral, and, receiving no reply, took the hint
that you did not wish to correspond with me.”’

“T never received a single letter from you,”
responded the girl in consternation. “Had I
dcrne so things might have been different.”

“There has been foul-play somewhere then,”
growled the Scotchman in bitter resentment,
clerching his fists as if he would strike the cun-
ning intriguer who had come between them.
“Souie thief has stolen my letters.”

“Or hribed my maid to keep them from me,”
suggested the girl, as tears kegan to well up
into her blue eyes.

They had met in Inverness-shire the summer
before. The Websters had gone there for the
searon, and taken a house close to Mackenzie’s
farm, aud the two young people had been
thrown much together, for the spot was an iso-
lated one. When they parted it was with the
understanding that their friendship was to be
lasting, and the mute counfession of a tender
passion. Mackenzie was restrained from speak-
ing openly of his love until he should be cer-
tain of his ability to keep a wife, and his hopes
depended on what his dying uncle should leave
him. At the beginning of his lease he had been
called as a reservist to join the colours, and the
management of his farm in his absence had
plunged him into debt. His uncle, however,
was rich, and had given him to understand that
he would leave him well settled. But when his
will was read Mackenzie was disappointed to
find that all his money had been left to others,
and he had conie in only for a few personal be-
longings, of which the curling stones were the
most valuable.

Suddenly the girl, unconscious of the by-
standers, reached out her hand and laid it
pleadingly on his shoulder.

“0 how I have missed you. Can you help me
now, Donald? Or is it too late?” she implored
in a low, earnest voice. “I do not like the man
that my father is forcing me to wed, and there
iz only three days until our marriage.”

Mackenzie’s face grew grave. If only it were
in his power what would he not do for the girl.

“It is a terrible irony of fate, Maud, that we
have met to-day, and that I am so helpless. All
my stock even is mortgaged, and I leave my
farm in May to go as an emigrant to the North
West to take up a free lot there. It would have
been years before I could have a home dainty
enough for such a bride as you.. I dare not ask
you to wait.”

The girl shook her head sadly.

“Father is in difficulties also, and the man
that I am to wed is very rich, so that I am be-
ing forced to marry at once.”’

Just then a shot rang out. It was the signal
for the players to get to their places.

“I must go to my rink, Maud, it is number
twenty. I will try and think hard if I can see
any way of helping you or myself for that
matter, for your happiness is mine. Come to
me before the end of the game. Be sure.”

So saying he turned away and left her alone.
Her companion had vanished, and she found
herself standing apart, for all the crowd were
hurrying to the rinks.

It was then that Richard Terrence again
goticed her, and this time ventured to approach

er.

“I have been longing to see you, Maud,” he
began, as he held out his hand.

“That is a falsehood, Richard,” she replied
coldly ; “we met before.”

He pretended to take no notice of her remark,
but added, “Come, Maud, I have got a carriage
for you here, and the man is to give you a
drive. It will be better than standing all day
on the ice. He had already bribed the driver
not to bring her back until the bonspiel was
over.

“Very well,” she consented, “we need not go
far.” She too was wanting a little leisure to
think.

The Englishman smiled as he handed her in
to the brougham, and when it rattled away he
turned back to the ice with a relieved mind.

Another shot now sounded the start.

“Hurry up !”’ shouted one of Terrence’s com-
rades, “our rink is number twenty, and the
game is begun. We have Inverness men
against us.”’

When Terrence reached the spot he started ‘

with dismay. There was the tall Highlander
whom he had seen at the station standing
amongst his opponents.

“So I am to have the chance of giving you a
licking at this first,” was Mackenzie’ ominous-
greeting, “before I finish you off with something
more substantial.”’ :

The little man flinched, and would have found
refuge in flight if that were possible.

The other players were far too excited in the
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game to notice either the words or looks of the
two men. It was a fierce tussle, and Scotsmen
and Englishmen strained every nerve to win the
victory. Indeed, if one shut one’s eyes, and
listened only to the sounds, it would be easy
to imagine one of the historic fights that cen-
turies before had waged round the walls of
Bruce’s castle. The bu-r-r-r of the stones on
the hundred rinks re-echoed like the roar of
artillery, while every few minutes there was a
burst of hurrahs hailing some winning stroke.

“Guard this port, Mackenzie, man,” came the
shout of the Scotch skip.

At the name the Englishman started. Though
he had met the big Highlander on one fatal
occasion before, yet he had not known his name.

Just at that moment he received another
shock to see Maud Webster walking along the
road towards the lake. Had the coachman not
fulfilled his orders, which were at all hazards to
keep the young lady from returning before the
game was finished. There she was sitting
down, and deliberately fastening on her skates.
In a few minutes she would be over and speak-
ing to him. What was he to do? Then a cun-
ning smile plaved over his features as an idea
suggested itself.

Mackenzie had just played, and was standing
aside looking at Maud. The Englishman ap-
proached him, and, motioning him a little fur-
ther aside, whispered,

“I have just discovered your name. You are
Mackenzie of Auchindalloch, are you not ¥’

“Yes, but what is that to you,” was the im-
patient rejoinder.

“It is of more import to yourself. I am
Richard Terrence; I think you have seen that
name before.”

It was Mackenzie’s turn now to start.

“What !”’ he gasped ; “then you are the man
who holds the mortgage over my farm.”’

The other nodded, and then said with a smile,

“I hear you have an aged mother. Look
kere, now, if you say a word about what hap-
pened in South Africa I'll turn you out neck
and crop at once without waiting until May.
I have the power.”

“] owe a duty to my country,” replied the
Highlander.

“Everyone cannot afford-to be so patriotic.
Remember it was I who was arranging with
the Canadian Government for your farm in the
North West. I did not know then that it was
for a man who had once cursed me. Now, if
you persist I can head you off there.”

The conversation was interrupted by Ter-
rence being called to play. He was too excited
to aim or think, and let the stone tumble from

his hand and wobble down the ice amidst a
chorus of execrations from his partners.

“What a poor shot, Richard.”” It was Maud
who spoke, and there was almost a sneer in her
tones. Terrence did nat reply.

He must keep Mackenzie from guessing that
he knew the girl, yet he would like to have
asked why she had returned so soon. The
reason of this was that the horse had slipped on
the icy road, and the girl walked back.

Maud, insulted by his silence, took a turn off
on her skates, and the Englishman was just
hoping that the crisis was past, when he felt a
rough tug on his shoulder, and heard Macken-
zie’s voice hoarse with excitement demand,

“Do you know that girl?>’

Terrence grew deadly pale, and a lie slipped
off his lips.

“No, I have never seen her before. She must
be an impertinent huzzy to speak like that with-
out an introduction.” )

He forgot for the moment that the motion
of skates on ice is noiseless, and Maud, attracted
hby gfackenzie’s action, had glided up softly be-

ind.

“A huzzy, indeed !” she exclaimed, in anger.

“If that is what you think me, Richard, it is -

time that vou were taking back your engage-
ment ring.”

“You are surely not engaged, Maud, to this
creature ¥’ said Mackenzie, in astonishment.

“Yes, this is the man I told you of who forced. ‘

me to a promise of marriage.”

“The fellow is a traitor, and more deserving
of a bullet than a bride. I only met him once
before, but that was enough.”

“Be careful,” interrupted Terrence, savagely.
But Mackenzie was reckless now; he did not
hesitate at the thought that he was in this
person’s power.

“We met,” he continued, “on a kopje in
South Africa. Our men were making a brave
stand, though outnumbered, when this fellow
suddenly raised the white flag. He wore the
unform of a lieutenant in a volunteer regiment,
and had somehow got mixed up with us in the
melee. Of course, most of the chaps ceased fir-
ing at once, thinking that he was doing it under
orders, and next moment we had to surrender.

Not content with that, and in order to gain his

freedom, he actually told the Boers where our
stores were hid. I would have knocked his

brains out on the spot if I had not been held
back, for I was the only prisoner near him at .
the time, but I told him that if we should ever

meet again I would consider that a debt of

honour.”’
“Well, you may talk as you like, but you are
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both in my power,” Terrence said with a malic-
ious grin.

Again both were called to play, and as the
time limit was almost up it was tle last round.

Mackenzie let off his suppressed feeling in
one of the best shots he ever played. His stone
stopped on the very tee. A ringing cheer and
the flourishing of brooms greeted this success.

“Knock him out,” was the cry when Terrence
lifted his stone. His lips were trembling with
passion, and he put all the fierce energy of rage
and despair into his effort. His stone flew like
a cannon-ball down the rink, scarcely seeming
“to touch the surface. It was a dead shot, and
already was hailed with a burst of applause
With a terrific crash it struck the other fair
in the centre, then a strange thing happened.
It split Mackenzie’s stone clean in two, and the
halves were thrown right off the rink.

The shout died on the lips, and a startling
silence ensued ; all eves were fastened on the
fragments, there they lay on the ice gleaming
with a yellow brilliancy. Mauckenzie had al-
ways thought his uncle’s stones were made of
solid iron, such as the Canadians use. They
weighed about fifty pounds each, and were cer-
tainly small for their heaviness.  Now the
secret was revealed. They had only a covering
‘of irom, the inside was of solid trold There
would be forty pounds’ weight of go]d in each
stone, thus between the two making over three
thousand pounds worth of money.

In a moment Mackenzie realised the value of
his uncle’s legacy. But why had he not been
told of it. Then he rerrembered an old faded
paper, which he had received along with them,
and which he saw was a long hlstorv of their
achievements, but he had never taken the
trouble to read it through. Perhaps it was
mentioned there.

When the amazement was over, and his
friends had congratulated him on his strange
fortune, he found that he and Maud were left
standing alone. Terrence had vanished.

“Maud, dearest,” he said, “this is a stroke of
luck in the nick of time. I can rescue you now
out of that fellow’s grip, if you will accept the
hand I offer.”’

For answer she took it in hers. And arm in
arm, carrying the precious stones with them,
they walked off the ice.

When Mackenzie got home he looked up the
despised paper, and there he read, scribbled be-
tween two of the lines in his uncle’s shaky writ-
ing, the words, “The stones are made of solid
gold.”

The waters that are stillest are also the deep-
—Fair Maid of Perth.”
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The Black Bogle of Eskdale.

*“ A land of pasture green, and lake, and flood;
Of moor and hill, and stream, and solemn wood.”

- Tw’ AY the Lord hae mercy on us a’,
) 'A ® minister, for oh, I hae seen the
b <, Deil his ‘ain sel’ this vera day.”
"8  cried Duncan Kerr as he rushed
into my stud\

“Ol, never, Duncan, never!” responded I,
uttelly taken aback by this astounding piece
of information. Duncan I knew to be a quiet
man, not given to romancing.

“Ay, sir, sure as death. Tam Cowan an’
Saudy Brown saw him to. Ay, in the Kelpie’ 8
Pool, in ablow the auld brig in Corbie’s Glen.”

“Hoots, hoots, Duncan ; you must have been
du,zuumg or else had ‘n wee drappy in your
e‘e LRl

“Na, ha, minister. I’ll no jist say that I
henna been fu’ ance or twice in ma life, but
a'body kens that I hae heen a douce, dacent
man ever sin’ Jean M'A. married me.”

“Well, Duncan, that is true, so now let me
hear this strange story of your encounter with
the Evil One.”

“Ay, minister, but haud you in mind that it’s
nae story, but jist the solid truth I'm tellin’
ve.” T nodded my head, and Duncan pro-
ceeded. ~“Weel, ye see, sxr, "Tam Cowan, Sandy,
an’ masel’, we were awa’ oor, the hllls, Glen-
patrick wey, wi’ the Moorhead lambs. The
market was vera slow, an’ we were gey an’ late
or we got them ta'en aff oor haunds ; ay, an’ as
it was like to be a dark nicht, an’ no vera
chancy to cross the bogs at Burnfoot, we e’en
jist put oor plaids aboot oor heids an’ sleeped
among the heather on Wanlass hillside. We
were up an’ on oor road hame ere the sun rose.
Aweel, as we cam doon the hillside, among the
nut-bushes, says Tam: ‘Losh, what bonnie red-
rowans are hingin’ yonder by the burn! Come
on an’ pu’ some.” Hoots, says I, dinna fash,
an’ Sandy sided wi’ me, sayin’: ‘Na, na, lad,
push on, for I'm fair hungered.” Aweel, Tam
was set on the rowans, for, ye see, sir, he’s no
a married mnan like Sandy an’ me, an’ we ken
brawly hoo, as he’s coortin’ bonnie Nancy Jar-
dine at Lapfell, so doon he went near by to the
rowan-tree, then he stopped sudden-like, an’
syne we heard an awesome skirlin’. Oh, min-
ister it was horrible! Sandy an’ me ran doon
the brae-—an’ there, dashin’ aboot in the Kel-
pie’s Pool, we saw the maist awfu’ apparition.
Ay, a muckle erater wi’ a black face an’ glal in’
een, an’ lang horns like a Hieland bull an’ for
haunds it had cloven loofs, wi’ whilk it
splashed the water a’ intil white foam like sape-



60 . THE BORDER MAGAZINE.

suds. Ay, an’ it gnashied its teeth an’ skirled
at us maist dreadfu’. Oh, minister, I'm in an
awsome fear when I mind on it, an’ I'm no
ashamed to say that I jist flung my guid ash-
crook frae me an’ ran doon the glen as hard as
ma legs wad carry me; ay, an’ Sandy an’ Tam
cam close at ma heels, an’ no ane o’ us daurst
look ahint until we were safe by St Mary's
Well, three guid miles on this side Corbie’s
Glen.”’

At this point the study door was opened and
Sandy and Tam entered. The new-comers were
evidently somewhat disappointed to see that

Duncan had arrived before them ; however,.

they corroborated his strange story. Tam, who
had been nearest the pool, said he saw “a
muckle ring in the neb o’ the infernal crater,
an’ gold tassels a’ glintin’ wi’ beads hingin’
frae its ears,” and he was not prepared to swear
“that it hadna hands jist like a body, but vera
black.” .-

Now, reader, I had for sixteen years been
minister of Kittybrecon, and during all that
time I had known these three men, and I had
invariably found them to be honest in word
and deed, what then was I to make of this
strange story?

Needless to say, the story grew as it flew
from mouth to mouth in our quiet countryside.
Soon “the monster’’ had quite outgrown the
Kelpie’s Pool, and was described &8 having
belched forth flames and smoke, which latter
smelt so strong of brimstone that “it was a

- wonder the three herds had no been smoored
wi’ it like bees.”’

Now it so chanced that at this time I re-
ceived a kind invitation to spend a day or two
with a brother clergyman at his manse on Loch-
breconside to meet an old school chum, who
was home, on short leave, from India.

Lochbreconside Manse was only sixteen miles
from mine as the crow flies, but as I was not “a
winged biped’” I had to drive nigh four and
twenty miles ere I reached my friend’s hospit-
able home.

It was early in September, and I thought
that I had never seen Lochbrecon to greater
advantage than as I drove along its shore that
day. The sky was clear, and scarcely a breath
of ‘air stirred the autumn-tinted woods which
clothed the hillside, and were mirrored on its
calm waters.

The manse party were enjoying tea in the
open-air when I arrived, and presently my at-
tention was drawn to the heauty of an old
rowan-tree at the end of the terrace. This re-
minded me of the adventure my folk had had
in Corbie’s Glen, so I related the story. It was
listened to with interest and evident amuse-

.ment. When I came to the end my hostess

signed for silence, and said to me: “Dear Mr
Slowcome, I wish you to see the dear little
daughter of our friend from India, also her
native nurse,” then, turning to one of her yo
daughters, she gave her some directions, a
there soon appeared upon the scene a black
woman, in native dress, carrying a baby. I
do not pretend to be a judge of infants, but
this child struck me as being in no way out of
the common run, while the nurse was—well,
she was singularly unlovely. "She spoke Eng-
lish very well, and when desired set to work
to describe with many gestures how three “hor-
rid rude men’’ had come and peeped at her, as
she—a sun-worshipper—had, as in duty bound,
been bathing in a pool in a lonely glen at sun-
rise. Poor Bébé had left her rogee under the
rowan-tree. No wonder she splashed the water
and “skirled”’ at Duncan & Co. .

Tam had been right as to her nose-ring and
other barbaric ornaments, for my hostess as-
sured me that she wore them all when she wor-
shipped her “sun-god” at dawn of day.

I must confess that had I come upon her
unawareg, a8 my worthy parishioners had done,
I would have been inclined to think that she
was—well, if not “The deil his ain sel’, perha
the ‘Water Kelpie,” in whose pool she was ‘dook-
in, l! »

JH. S

Walkerburn Historical Notes.

The Editor of the BorpErR Maaazing, Glasgow.

AN esteemed correspondent thus writes: —
“I wish to point out some inaccuracies in the
article—‘A Modern Border Town—Walker-
burn’—which appeared in last month’s issue of
the BorpErR Macazing. Mr Henry Ballantyne
secured his feu at Walkerburn from Captain
Thomas Horsburgh of Horsburgh in 1846.
Your article says, ‘Early in the fifties Mr Rob-
ert Frier, of Galashiels, secured a feu on the
Pirn estate, and erected the first Tweedholm
Mill’ As a matter of fact, Mr Ballantyne built
Tweedvale Mills several years before Mr Frier
built Tweedholm Mills.  Before building his
mill Mr Frier rented from Mr Ballantyne some
of the machinery in Tweedvale Mills. I would
also point out that Mr Henry Ballantyme's
father, Mr David Ballantyne, was tenant of
Caerlee Mill, Innerleithen, in the twenties of
last century, and his son was associated with
him in that business for a year or two.”’—
I am, Dear Sir, Your obedient servant, .

H. NORMAN BALLANTYNER.

Printed and Published by A. Walker & Son, Galashiels.
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CAPTAIN G. FRASER MACNEE.




IN MEMORIAM—-GEORGE FRASER MACNEE.

By W. E.

® Thie most friendly, bright, and beautiful human
soul, who walked with me for a season in th's world,
and remains to me very memorahle while I con-
tinue in it. . . . He was good and generous and
true. . . . True above all one may call him .
integrity had ripened with him into chivalrous gen-
erosity; there was no guile or bas*ness anywhere
found in him. Transparent as crystal; he could
not hide anything sinister, if such there had been
to hide. A more perfectly transparent eoul I have
never known.”’—Carlyle’s “Life of Sterling.”

have learned that on the 25th day

: of January, at Corstorphine, there
died, under tragic circumstances, in the prime
of his manhood, George Fraser MacNee. He
had gone out rabbit shooting. The trigger of
his gun seems to have caught in & twig. The
gun went off, and the discharge entered his
stomach, causing death in about fifteen min-
utes. Such is the pitiful and tragic event
which has deprived his intimates of a dearly
loved friend and the Border country of one of
the best of her sons.

Mr MacNee was a native of Hawick, and be-
gan life as a teacher. He went to Edinburgh
in the early eighties, and had for some time the
intention of becoming a doctor, but his taste
for medical studies gradually declined, and

WILSON.

eventually he gave up the idea of pursuing
them. His official post was that of Secretary
to the Church of Scotland Committee on Edu-
cation; and there was no more familiar figure
than his at the Normal Training College in
Chambers Street, Edinburgh.

Mr MacNee’s interests were divided among
three things—his official work, the Border
country, and Volunteering. I believe his offi-
cial work was well and conscientiously done, for
he seemed to have the Education Acts at his
finger ends, so to speak. His enthusiasm for
Volunteering began with his student exper-
iences in the Army Medical Corps. Later on
he was a member of the 4th V.B. Royal Scots.
By his energyv and enthusiasm he raised a com-
pany from the men attending the Training Col-
lege, and at his death he was their Captain.

I can remember George as far back as 1881,
when he, a sturdy, knicker-bockered little chap,
was working away as a pupil teacher at Buc-
cleuch School, Hawick, under the late Mr An-
thony Dodds. Even in these youthful days he
wore the conquering smile on his face which
opened for him a way to the hearts of all with
whom he came in contact. He was one of these
rare people of whom it can truly be said that it
did one good to have been in his company. Per-
sonally, one of the most genial of men, he
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scemed to iufect those with whom he came in
contact with some portion of his own abound-
ing spirits. Life could not be dull nor spirits
low if he were of the company. Of a supremely
happy disposition himself, he never felt happier
than in endeavouring to make those about him
the sharers of his happiness. He was also the
most generous of men ; indeed, his generosity
was sometimes almost embarrassing in its lav-
ishness.

I have remarked on his interest in his native
district. He was a great lover of the Borders
on the southern as well as on the northern side
of the Cheviots, and it would be difficult to
name’any spot from Tweed's Well to Royal Ber-
wick, from Carlisle to “Canny Newcassel,” with

stupendous barrier which lie between Choller-
ford and Bardon Mill. He gathered together a
large number of lantern slides of the wall, and
occasionally delivered, in his genial racy way,
a very interesting and informing lecture on a
subject he had made peculiarly his own.

He was something of a bibliophile, and had a
large and very fine collection of Border books.
I remember his love of the Borders once led
him to write—or perhaps I should say—to be-
gin to write a paper on Border poetry. The first
sentence was to be “Patriotism produces song.”’
Unfortunately this sentence was so aphoristic
that the essayvist was baflled as to what he
should say next, and the paper never got be-
vond its first sentence. The progress of

HIGH RTREKT, HAWIUK.

which he was not acquainted. Although he
cycled a little, he was much fonder of walking,
and used to take long rambles on foot among
the Border hills. He ouce walked from Haw-
ick to Newcastle, a distance of sixty miles, in a
day.  He left the former place about five
o’clock in the morning and reached his destina-
tion at ten at night. It was a foolhardy feat.
He remarked to me afterwards that he could
scarcely drag one foot after the other towards
the close of his journev. Had he not been of
a remarkably strong constitution he would
have suffered severely for his exertions,

" He tramped all over Northumberland, and
his knowledge of that splendid county stood
him in good “stead when he took his Volunteer
(‘omp‘m; out for its route marches. He had
explored every inch of the Roman Wall between
the Solway and the Tvne, and one of the hap-
piest days I ever spent with him was that on
which we traced the remains of Hadrian’s

George's paper was long a matter of mild chaff
amoungst his friends.

Mr MacNee was a prominent member of the
Edinburgh Borderers’ Union, and took a most
active part in carrying out the various schemes
of that large and flourishing Association. To
see him presiding at the “Hawick Night,” and
to come under the spell of his enthusiasm on
such occasions was an experience never to be
forgotten.

He had a great and abiding affection for his
native town, and was never tired of singing its
praises. I have heard him tell that one of the
most eminent Scottish education authorities
with whom he officially came in contact, and
who kuew George’s enthusiasm, would remark
to him, “Well, Mr MacNee, what about Hawick
now?”’ a question which, of course, at once set
him off expatiating on the old subject. He was
an enthusiastic supporter of the Common Rid-
ing, and seldom was the festival celebrated
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without his cheery and exhilarating presence.

George’s oratory on these occasions was
characteristically perfervid. Here, for instance,
is a “colour-bussing’’ speech which I take from
a local newspaper.

He thought Hawick people who resided at a dis-
tance loved the town and the Common-Riding even
better than those at home. He always considered
the toast of “Abeent Teriee’”’ one of the most im-
portant at the festival. Wherever they were that
evening they were thinking of this event. They
would like to speak to the Vertish Hill, and shake
hands with the Oak Tree. They were wondering if
the waters of the Teviot were as clear as ever, and
if the trout in the Cobble had as good a resting-
place as in their young days. They were familiar
with the saying—*“There’s no place like home;”” but
Hawick wag euch a grand old home. Hp al‘wa_;yo
thought Providence had been very kind in giving
them this Common-Riding. He wou'd notice two
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dren’s display in Wilton Lodge Public Park—the
bonniest park in the world. He hoped this sugges-
tion would be acted on. Most of the Common-
Ridings in 8Scotland were filled with children’s
doings. He thought the district around Hawick
was the happiest spot on earth, and the richest in
history and in ballad poetry. They had the cen-
tenary of the Border balladg last year; and the
leading Scotch newspaper would have them believe
that most of them were made by Sir Walter Scott ;
but a little book was published in Hawick contain-
ing some of the best Border ballads printed for the
first time, when Sir Walter Scott was only 12 years
of age. Then Wilson’s ‘“History of Hawick” was
well worthy of being prescribed as a school book.
It contained as good philosophy as that of Adam
Smith or Richard Cobden. He congratulated Haw-
ick on having such a good Cornet, and one of the
name of Scott.

It is all very characteristic—all very genial.
Indeed, it was this abounding boyish enthus-

HORNS HOLFE. BRIDGF.

things—the way they came to have it, and the noble
manner in which their forefathers for hundreds of
years had maintained this grand old festival. A
venerable lady told him the Common-Riding was
not nearly so good ag in her young days. At one
time it was like to die out; but the Common-Riding
would never die. If the people living in the town
let it die, some of them would come back and set it
agoing again. What made them so enthusiastic
wag tio,t they were born within gight of England,
but just on the right side of the Border. But for
the Northumberland town of Hexham they would
never have had this trophy. One little thing he
would like to say. He wanted to see the bairns
gotting an active share in the festival. They
should not have them merely as onlookers at the
games and races. The Cornet and his lads could
go out on Thureday morning and come bhack at
breakfast timd, and let the mill people see them;
and in the afternoon they could have a great chil-

iasm for his “scenes of infancy” that endeared
him to his friends, that often infected them
with his spirits, and that makes it difficult to
not a few of us to realise even yet that he is

ne.

His funeral took place on Saturday, 28th
January. He was buried with military hon-
ours, and seldom has Hawick witnessed such an
outhurst of respect for the memory of the dead
and of sympathy for his sorrowing friends. He
lies buried in the Wellogate Cemetery, on the
southern heights overlooking the gray old town
which he loved. To few men is given the privi-
lege of leaving behind them so radiant and
sunny a memory of all those things that are
pure and lovely and of good report.



Northumberland Folk-Lore.

Y® IME and again in the columns of the
BorbErR MacazINE we have ex-
pressed our high appreciation of the
efforts of those who devote their
leisure time to antiquarian research and the
preservation of folk-lore. Valuable as such in-
dividual efforts are, they are greatly enhanced
when they become united under the auspices of
a society, as they are in “The Folk-lore Soc-
iety for collecting and printing relics of popu-
lar antiquities, etc., established in the year
1878.”” For this society, Mr David Nutt, 57
Long Acre, London, has recently published
“County Folk-lore, Vol. IV.,”” which consists
of “Examples of printed folk-lore concerning
Northumberland collected by Mr C. Balfour
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BinarieLp. Borewell.—The chief well for the
pilgrimage of our dalesfolk in this district, espec-
ially in the last generation, geems to have been the
Borewell, on Erringburn, near Bingfield. . . .

. On the SBunday following the 4th day of July—that

is, about Midsummer Day, according to the Old
Style—great crowds of people used to assemble here
from all the surronnding hamlets and villages.
.. One epecial object of female pilgrims was,
I am informed, to pray at the well or express a
silent wish as they stood over it for the cure of
barrenness. . . If the pilgrim’s faith were
sufficient, her wish at the Borewell would be cer-
tain to be fulfilled within the twelve months.—
Arch. Ael., viii. 69.

BIrTLEY. There the villagers of a generation ago
frequented the well in the early hours of the New
Year, like their neighbours at Wark; but they
held that the fortunate first visitant of the well on
New Year’s morning who should fill his flask or
bottle with the water, would find that it retained
its freshness and purity throughout the whole year,

CA'KNOWFE.,

and edited by Northcote W. Thomas.”” The
volume, which is published at 10s 6d, contains
much that is peculiar to Northumbria, though
Borderers on the northern side of the Tweed
will find not a few popular rhymes, customs,
etc., with which they have been familiar since
their earliest days. In the limited space at
our disposal it is impossible to even hint at
the varied contents of this interesting volume,
g0 we content ourselves by quoting a few para-
graphs on

Arnnwick. I have to-day been to see the Pin Well
in the Park here. It is neatly bricked round. The
correct thing—and there are many who do it yet—
is to walk thrice round, jump across, throw in a
pin, and “wish.” It is eure to come true, accord-
ing to tradition.

Contributed by Miss L—, Belford, July, 1898.
See also DeENHAM, ii, 151.

“and also brought good luck to the house in which it

remained.—Arch. Ael., viii. 67.

GiLsLaNDp. Within my own recollection the year-
ly pilgrimage to Gilsland wells on the Sunday after
old Midsummer Day, called the Head Sunday, and
the Sunday after it, was a very remarkable survival
?\f 1the 't;_nc;;nt “cultus” of primitive times.—Arch.
Ael., viii. 72,

Hartrex. In the early days of the 11th century

. a monk was requested by a young man to
call and see hig mother, who had lost her eyesight
and who had been told in a dream that her sight
would be restored, were her eyes washed in the
water that the holy relic of St. Cuthbert [part of
his shroud] had been dipped in. The monk found
the old woman had every faith in the possibility
of the cure, so called for water from the spring
close by; hut to his surprise the holy relic could
not be made wet by immersion in the water. .
He drank of the water himself, and all weariness
and weakness left him, The eyes of the old woman
were washed, and she instantly regained her sight.
If the visitor cares to look into the well
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itself he will see innumerable crooked pins, which
have been cast in by the faithful of the present day.
Proc. Soo. Ant., v. 29.

Cf. Hopason, Part II., vol. iii. p. 64.

Hzrparaore. On the top of ‘“‘Hedgehope,” the
round-headed hill that is neighbour to Cheviot,
there is a hollow in an incised stone, known as the
“Bluidy Trough,” on account of the colour given
to the water by the orange-red moss or lichen cover-
ing the stone. It is lucky to make a wish here, and
drop in a crooked pin—a great number can be geen
clearly, lying at the bottom of the hollow, in the
water.—~Contributed by Mr T—, Belford, Northum-
berland, estate agent.

JesMoNp. The Holy Well and shrine at this
place were anciently in high estimation, and resort-
ed to by pilgrims, who came from all parts of the
kingdom to worship there. The well was enclosed
by William Coulson, Esq., who purchased possession
here in 1669 as a bathing place, which was no soon-
er done than the water left it. This was considered
a just revenge for profaning the sacred well; but
the water soon returned, and the miracle was ended.

RicHarDSON, Historical, vol. i. p. 125.

LoNewITTON. A little to the east of them [Long-
witton Hal] Gardens], in a wood, are three wells,
which rise beneath a thick stratum of sandstone
rock, which Wallace calls “Thurston Wells,” . .
but the people of the neighbourhood, “Our Lady’s
Wells” and “The Holy Wells.” They are all chaly-
beate, contain sulphur and alumine, and were for-
merly in high reputation through the neighbour:
hood for their ‘“very virtuous” qualities. That
farthest to the east is called the ‘‘Eyewell,” on
account of its beneficia] effects in cases of inflam.
mation of the eyes and flux of the lachrymal hum-
our. It has a very antient inscription, in four
lines, in the rock immediately above it; but many
of the letters have been purposely defaced, and to
me seemed illegible. Great concourses of people
from all parts also used to assemble here in the
memory of old people on ‘“Midsummer Sunday and
the SBunday following”’ and amuse themselves with
leaping, eating gingerbread brought for sale to the
spot, and drinking the waters of the wells. A tre-
mendous dragon too, that could make itself invis-
ible, formerly guarded these fountains, till the
famous knight, Guy, Earl of Warwick, wandering
in quest of chivalrous employment, came this way
and waged battle with the monster. With words
that ocould not be disobeyed, the winged serpent
was commanded from hig den and to keep his nat-
ural and visible form; but as often as the knight
wounded him, and hig strength from loes of blood
began to fail, he glided back, dipped his tail into
the well, and returned healed and with new vigour
to the combat, till the earl, perceiving the cause
of his long resistance, leapt between him and the
well and stabbed him to the heart.—Hobnason, Part
1., vol. iii. pp. 308, 309, notes,

His limbs were cast in manly mould,
For hardy sports or contest bold; . . .
His ready speech flow’d fair and free,
In phrase of gentlest courtesy.

“Lady of the Lake.””

65

Robin Hastie : A .Border Town Piper.

IR WALTER SCOTT, in the introduc-
] tion to his “ Minstrelsy of the Scot-
tish Border,”” has an interesting re-
: 3 ference to the pipers of the Border
towns. “By means of these men,”’ he sa
“ much traditional poetry was preserved which
must etherwise have perished.” “It is certain,”
the illustrious writer adds, “that, till a very
late period, the pipers, of whom there was one
attached to each, Border town of note, and
whose office was often hereditary, were the
great depositaries of oral, and particularly of
poetical, tradition.”” The salary of these
pipers was usually by no means large, and,
consequently, when not required for any civie
duties, they found it necessary to add to their
scant official income by itinerating through the
neighbouring villages and homesteads in the
spring time, and especially during and after
harvest.  “The music and the tale repaid
their lodging, and they were usually gratified
with a donation of seed corn.”” Others of the
profession, who held no such official position,
would journey from town to town, and as they
were always sure of a hearty welcome, would
thus have their funds replenished on their
way. These travelling minstrels, besides

. greatly adding to the gaiety of the country

districts through which they passed, were also
the bearers of news, and, supplying in a meas-
ure the want of newspapers, were thus doubly
welcome. May it not have been in this fea-
ture that the well-known expression “Piper‘s
news ’’ originated !

Though the bagpipe is now recognised as
the characteristic instrument of the High-
lander, the Borderer formerly emulated with
him in performing upon it; and indeed, “the
Border pipers were supposed by their country-
men to excel in musical skill and graceful exe-
cution those of the Highland, and they com-
manded a higher degree of respect than wan-
dering minstrels.”” That the Border pipers
were widely renowned in those days is evident
from the well-known song, “ Maggie Lauder.”
To the itinerant piper, who proclaims himself
to be of bagpipe fame, Maggie says:—* The
lasses a’, baith far and near, have heard o’
Rob the Ranter;’’ and she asks him, “Live
you upo’ the Border?’ Mr Tennant makes
the two characters of this ballad figure prom-
inently in his “ Anster Fair,”’ where he gives
to the Ranter the name Robert Scott, and
proclaims him to be a “ Border laird of good
degree.”” It is not generally known that
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Hounam, in Kalewater, is claimed as the place
to which Rob the Ranter belonged.

Thus far the itinerant piper. Robin Hastie
of Jedburgh, if not so widely known in his own
day as was Rob the Ranter, has had his repu-
tation established on a more lasting basis,
having been “immortalised ’’ by Sir Walter
Scott. As town piper of Jedburgh, he was of
a different order, or more correctly, of a dif-
ferent degree. He had duties to perform in
connection with the town which would not per-
mit of his wandering for any length of time
in other parts of the county. Many years be-
fore Robin came into this ancient office the
Town Council of Jedburgh had decreed that
the swasher (i.e., drummer) and piper were to
go round the town every morning at four
o’clock, and every evening at seven; and if
these musical officials failed to do their duty
they were to be put in the stocks and to forfeit
twenty shillings from their wages. The
swasher who was for some time contemporary
in office to Robin Hastie was named Walter
Boyd, and it is seen from the Council records
in 17566 that the salary the latter received at
that time amounted in all to £1, 6s. 8d.*
Apparently the musical profession was not a
lucrative calling in those days. Possibly, in
addition to emoluments, Robin the piper’s sal-
ary was not much—if anything—more than
- the swasher’s ;* so that “to pay the piper’’ in.
those days would be an easy matter indeed.

Robin Hastie was the last of the family of
Hasties who, generation after generation, are
reputed to have held the office of town piper
of Jedburgh from about the vear 1500. It is
said, indeed, that one of the family, by name
John Hastie, plaved upon the pipes at the
fatal field of Flodden in 1513 : and it is even
alleged that the identical instrument which he
manipulated on that dire day was in existence
until a recent date! Robin’s predecessor in
office was his uncle, John Hastie. Mr Thomas
Scott (the uncle of Sir Walter Scott), who lived
at Monklaw, near Jedburgh, to an advanced
aze, stated that John Hastie flourished about
1720. Mr Baptie, in his “Musical Scotland,”
hazards the conjectures that John was born
about 1680 and died about 1730; and that
Robin, his nephew, who filled that position in
1731, was born about 1705.

John Hastie was esteemed an excellent per-
former, and was the first to introduce the

® 8ince I wrote the above, an esteemed corres-
pondent has notified me that Jeffrey (1st editiom,
p. 166) “gives the salary of the drummer at £3, and
adds, at foot of page, that the piper probably
received the same.”

majority of those bagpipe airs which were
familiar in Teviotdale a century ago. His
death was lamented in a quaint elegy of some
eighteen verses, which were issued in print.
It was afterwards reprinted in the * Poetical
Museum *’ (1784)—the production of Caw, the
first printer in Hawick. In a note to the
poem the editor confesses that he cannot deter-
mine exactly “the time of the -celebrated
piper’s death, but as his elegy has been out of
print for at least these fifty years past, we
may suppose that he did not live within this
century.”” This is, however, not in harmony
with the statement made by Mr Thomas Scott.
The poem, which is not readily obtainable,
might very appropriately be given here.

ELEGY ON JOHN HASTY.

O death! thou wreck of young and auld,

How slie, and O how dreadfu’ bald!

Thou came unlooked for, nor anes tald
What was the crime;

But Hasty at the mouth turned cald
Just at his prime.

We mourn the loss o’ mensfu’ John;

Yet greet in vain since he is gone;

A blyther lad ne’er buir a drone,
Nor touched a liil;

Nor pipe inspir'd wi’ sweeter tone,
Or better skill.

Not Orpheus auld, with lyric sound,
Wha in a ring gard stanes dance round,
Was ever half so much renown’d
For jig and solo—
Now he lies dum aneath the ground
An’ we maun follow.

At brydels, whan his face we saw,
Lads, lasses, bridegroom, bride and a’
8miling, cry’d, Johnie come awa’,
A welcome guest;
The inchanting chanter out he’d draw—
His pleas’d us best.

The spring that ilk ane lik’d he kend;

Auld wives at sixty years wad stend;

New pith hig pipes their limbs did lend,
Bewitching reed! .

’Lag that his winsome sell sou’d bend
Sae soon his head.

When bagpipes newfangled lugs had tir’d,
They’d sneer; then he, like ane inspir’d,
We’s fiddle their faggin’ spirits fir’d,

Or e’er they wist;
Gi’ every taste what they desir’d,

He never mist.

Then with new keenness wad they caper,
He sliely smudg’d to see them vapour;
And, if some glakit girl shou’d snapper,
e’'d gi’ a wink.
Fie lads, quoth he, had aff, ne’er stap her,
Bhe wants a drink,
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If a young swankie wi’ hig joe,

In some dark nook play’d bogle-bo

John ehook his head, and said, why no;
Can flesh and blood

Stand pipe and dance and never show
Their metal good.

Not country squire, nor lord, nor laird,

But for John Hasty had regard;

With minstrels mean he ne’er wad herd;
Nor fash hig head;

Now he’s receiv’d his last reward—
Poor man he’s dead.

He hated a’ your sneaking gates,
To play for beer, for pease, or ates;
Hig saul aspir’d to higher fates,
O mensfu’ John!
Our tears come rapping down in spates,
Since thou are gone.

Whan other pipers steal’d away,

He gently down his join wad lay;

Nor hardly wad tak’ hire for play,
Sic was hig mense!

We rair aloud the ruefu’ day
That took him hence.

John, whan he play’d, ne’er threw his face,
Like a’ the girning piper race;
But eet it aff we sic a grace,
That pleas’d us a’;
Now dull and drierie is our case
Since John’s awa’.

Ilk tune, mair serious or mair gay,

To humour he had sic a way;

He’d look precise, and smile and play,
As suited best;

But Death has laid him in the clay—
Well may he rest.

A fiddle spring he’d let us hear,

I think they ca’d it ‘“Nidge-nod-near,”

He’d gi’ a punk, and look sae queer,
Without a joke,

You'd swore he gpoke words plain and clear,
At ilka stroke.

It did ane good to hear his tale,

O’er a punch bowl or pint o’ ale;

Nae company e’er green’d to skaill,
If John wae by;

Alas! that sic a man wag frail,
And born to die.

But we his mem’ry dear shall mind,
‘While billows rair, or blaws the wind;
To tak’ him hence Death was no kind-—
O diemal feed!
‘We’ll never sic anither find,
Since Johnie’s dead.

Mingtrels of merit, ilk ane come,

Sough mournfu’ notes o’er Johnie’s tomb ;

Through fields of art applaud him home—
I hope he’s weel;

Hig worth, nae doubt, has sav’d him from
The meikle de’il.

. EPITAPH.

Here lies dear John, whase pipe and drone,
And fiddle aft has made us glad;

Whase cheerfu’ face our feasts did grace—
A sweet and merry lad.

The successor to John Hastie was hig nephew,
Robin or Robert Hastie, who, according
to the calculation of Sir Walter Scott’s uncle,
held the office from about the yvear 1731. In
Robin’s later days the magistrates found that
there was no practical need for a burgh piper,
and consequently when he died no successor
was appointed.  With fewer ofticial claims
upon his services, and these not so exacting as
in the days of his predecessors, Robin latterly
had ample leisure to make excursions into the
country districts, where his stirring music
made the rafters ring at many a joyous har-
vest-home. :

One can readily picture what a rollicking
duet it would be between Robin Hastie, the
piper, and Wat Boyd, the swasher, as they
marched through the quiet streets of Jed-
burght in the early morning, intent on their
duty of awakening the citizens by the skirling
of the pipes, emphasised by the monotonous
beat of the swash or drum. A scene similar
to this is brought to one's mind by the de-
scription given by Miss Crombie, a native of
Jedburgh, who went to London, married a Dr
Hall, and in a premature widowhood had to
support herself and her family by the pen.
Mrs Hall, who died in 1846, was the authoress
of the " Autobiography of a Scottish Bor-
derer,”” which deals fully with the stirring
scenes which took place in Jedburgh when the
Rev. Thomas Boston, in 1757, originated the
Relief Church there, in consequence of Lord
Lothian’s refusal to graut him the living of
the parish. She thus introduces Robin Hastie,
the piper, and Wat Boyd, the swasher, into
her narrative:—

“The bells rang a merry peal, and parties
paraded the streets preceded by the town
piper, with favours in their hats. ‘Walk in,
gemtlemen .’ quoth Kitty Rutherford :
‘ Cum in, Watty Boyd: cum in, Rob
Hastie, to the kitchen: ye're fighting the
Lord’s battles, and there’s nane sic shall gang
by my door this blessed day.’”’

Scenes such as this were often witnessed in
those times. Mr Robert Shortreed, of Jed-
burgh, the intimate friend of Sir Walter Scott,
and esteemed Sheriff-Substitute of Roxburgh-
ghire—born 1762, died 1829—delighted to de-

* The same custom prevailed in other towns in
Scotland.
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scribe these quaint and picturesque sights, and
said that, before the suppression of the office
of piper in Jedburgh, it was customary for the
matrons and their children, especially in the
spring, summer, and autumn evenings, to fol-
low the piper and drummer when on parade—
forming a spectacle delightful to behold. .

It is easy to sum up all that is known of
Robin Hastie. He was one of “these town
pipers, an institution of great antiquity u
the Borders, [who] were g:rtainly t?xe ly;i.stp::-
mains of the minstrel race.”” These pipers
‘generally received a salary and livery from
the town in which they held office ; but, as we
have seen, in the case of the Jedburgh piper
the pay must have been little more than nom-
inal. Robin, then an old man, is thus de-
scribed by one who in his boyhood saw him in
a neighbouring town. * He wore a coat with
red neck and sleeves, gun-knee’d breeches,
large brass shoe buckles nearly the size of your
head, and a three-cocked hat. Thus, with the
pipes he cut an alarming figure on his sallies
out to the country villages. On first sight of
him the children screamed with affright, then
would sigh themselves down into the quietude
of secret suspicion, until catching up some idea
of the ludicrous, they would almost go wrong-
headed with laughter. I can yet almost feel
the terrors of his first entrance, and imagine
the horrific grunts of his dromes, when he
began to inflate his bag with wind, which
seemed like a stuck pig snorting for breath.”
This description agrees with Sir Walter
Scott’s statement to the effect that in his
latter years Robin was a “wretched per-
former.”” It is but right to add, however,
that the infirmities of old age were responsible
for his fading talent. It is stated by a con-
temporary that when in the prime of life,
Robin was reckoned an excelleut expositor of
the art of bagpipe playing.

. It wus on one of the last of his excursions
from Jedburgh that Robin was seen by John
Younger of St Boswells. . John’s mother, as
was the habit in those days, was out harvest-
ing, earning at the rate of one shilling per
day ; she deemed this an opportunity too good
to be missed of laying by a few shillings.
When she returned home the second evening,
however, she found that there was only BiX-
pence remaining from her first day’s wages,
and when she made inquiry as to where the
other half had gone, her husband made an
open confession : —* Indeed, Jean, I was this
morning sae dowie my lane, an’ sae glad when
piper Hastie drappit in wi’ his drones, an’ his

“all night!

auld haveral stories, which were mair amusin’
than even the din o’ his pipes, that I enticed
him to sit a’ day, and couldna offer him less
than saxpence. I have aye been fond o’ the
pipes sin’ that rascal, Jamie Allan, the grand
Northumberland piper, used to come about
Oxenham when 1 was ’prentice there.”” Mrs
Younger, however, did not appreciate his love
for the drones at her expense, and when she
discovered that Hastie was due to make an-
other call on the following day, provided that
she were not in, she made a point of remain-
ing at home rather than work for a hard-
earned shilling—half of which would have been
spent on “haveral stories " and bagpipe
music.

It was at that time that John Younger, then
about seven or eight years of age, saw the old
piper. Hastie had intended to stay overnight
at the Place-house of Mr Scott, of bagpipe sym-
pathy, but his host’s boys began to play
pranks upon the aged minstrel, and, knowing
his abhorrence of rats, led him to believe that
the place was infested with the objectts of his
antipathy. The old piper imagined that he
heard them in every nook and cranny, that
they were actually nibbling about his ankles;
and, last of all, what appeared to him to be a
large muscovite rat—in reality it was a white
cat—dashed out through a broken window-
pane in the kitchen. At last, unable to en-
dure this state of matters longer, Robin bolted
out through Mr Scott’s kitchen door, and
marched to Mr Younger’s house. To  be
personally tormented by these denizens would
have been bad enough, he thought, but then

there was his instrument to look after. The

wind-bag of his pipes was made of leather, and
newly mellowed with the best goose grease;
and it must assuredly have been gnawed to
tatters by the rodents if he had remained there
He arrived at Younger’s house
about ten o'clock at night, whither he was
quickly followed by Mr Scott’s lads, who, after
Robin had given an hour’s entertainment in
music and anecdote, in vain entreated him to
return. Our piper was hospitably entertained
by the Youngers, and when he turned into bed,
he rolled up his pipes, bag and all, in the clean
bedclothes above him, lest there should be rats
in this house also. The result of this precau-
tion was that the clean bedclothes were so
stained by the grease en the bag that Mrs
Younger afterwards found it impossible to re-
move the marks, try whatever method she
might.

The house in which tradition asserts that
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Robin Hastie dwelt is No. 1 Duck Row, on the
west side of the old Canongate Bridge. It is
still known as the “Piper’s House,’”” and its
claim to have been the home of Robin is sub-
stantiated thus far that on the top of one of
the gables there is the stone figure of a piper,
who is represented seated and playing the
pipes. It does not appear from the title deeds
that this house, which is one of the oldest in
the town, ever actually belonged to any of the
town pipers, but in all probability they rented
the place. Sir Walter Scott, it is stated on
good authority, once set off down the Canon-
gate to interview the veteran piper, but failed
to find him in. “Robin Hastie, town piper of
Jedburgh,”” says that distinguished author
(writing in 1802), “died nine or ten years
ago; his family was supposed to have held
the office for about three centuries. Qld age
had rendered Robin a wretched performer ;
but he knew several songs and tunes, which
have probably died along with him.”” From
the data given by Sir Walter, we may thus
compute that Robin Hastie died in 1792 or
1793 ; and from the fact that John Younger,
who was born in 1785, had such a vivid re-
collection of the old burgh piper, we may
safely place his death in the latter of these
vears, or even in 1794. Unlike that of his
uncle, Robin’s death does not form the subject
of an elegy ; even the place where he is buried
is unknown. By his death a link with the
past was snapped, and although the “swasher’’
is still represented in Jedburgh by the public
drummer, Robert Hastie was the last of the
race of pipers in that Border town.
G. WaTsON.

The eequestered Dumfriesshire village of Mon-
iaive, which has just been brought into touch w@th
the outside world by the completion of the Cairn
Valley Railway, has, doubtless, entered on a new
era as a holiday centre. About three miles distant
are the braes of Maxwellbon, which have been
rendered famous the whole world over through
their association with bonnie Annie Laurie. Craig-
darroch, another historic mansion in the neigh-
bourhood, was the home of the Bacchanalian laird,
who won the laurels of the day in the contest so
graphically described in Burns’s poem, “The
Whistle.”” But for the average inhabitant of the
village all these associations are obscured by the
fact that James Renwick, one of the champions of
the Covenant, was a native of the valley. This
was never better demonstrated than in 1888, when,
during the observances associated with the hi-cen-
tenary of the Revolution, the Rev. Patrick Play-
fair passed some strictures on the sterner Hill-
men. During the outburst of popular feeling whici
followed, the minister doubtless often regretted the
indiseretion. : .
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“New Edition of the Poems of
«J. B. S.”

HERE is a sad interest in the fact
that the volume of poems which
was expected to bring some mater-
), ial benefit to the departed poet will

soon be placed before the public. The new
edition of “Poems by J. B. Selkirk, with por-
trait of the author, and additional poems,’ is
the result of the loving labours of Mr William-
Cuthbertson, himself no mean poet, and other
friends. The project was sanctioned by the
author shortly before his death, and it is to
be hoped that Borderers far and near will soon
exhaust the issue. The volume is being
printed by Messrs R. & R. Clark, a sufficient
guarantee that the letterpress will be in keep-
ing with the beauty of the poems. The price
has been fixed at 38 6d, which is certainly very
moderate when the value of the contents is
considered.

-

Autumn.

From out my chamber window
1 see a picture fair,

The glorious tints of Autumn
Are gshowing everywhere.

They do not speak of sadness,
These colours, red and gold,

I read the hidden message
Which these bright tints unfold.

In tones so soft and tender
They touch the fount of tears,
Just whispering in the twilight
Of life’s declining years.

Here, written on the landscape,
For all to read and see,

I find this precious message
Conveyed to you and me:

What though life’s summer passes,
Autumn may yet unfold

Its own bright scenes of beauty,
Its tints of brown and gold.

M. L. B.

The above. lines were written by a Kelso lady

now residing in Dunedin. The poem, which appear-

od originally in “The New Zealand Illustrated
Magazine,” ig here reproduced with her kind per-
mission.—Ed., B.M.
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The Border Keep.

Fresh matter referring to Sir Walter Scott
is still coming to hand—in fact, the pigeon-
holes of the Keep are so well filled with such
cuttings that I require little else. For the
sake of variety, however, I will devote part of
this issue to references to Burns, whose inti-
mate connection with the Borderland is be-
ing more and more recognised. All the cut-
tings, with the exception of the first para-
graph, are from the “Glasgow Evening News.”’

The funeral took place on 8rd March at Melrose
(writes a correspondent of the “Glasgow Heiald”’)
of Mre Margaret Riddell of Camieston, Roxburgh-
shire, who died a few days ago in her 86th year.
deceased was the youngest daughter of Captain John
Wilkie, H.E.I.C.8., and married in 1837 Major-
General William Riddell, C.B., who died in 1875,
their only surviving son being the present laird of
Camieston. The Riddell family is of Norman
origin, the name of its progenitor appearing on the
roll of Battle Abbey. A notable member of the
Scottish house of Riddell was Robert Riddell, I.L.D.,
of Glenriddell, the friend and patron of Burns.
A zealous antiquary, “the trusty Glenriddell, so
skilled in old coins,” spent most of his time in

literary seclusion at Friars Carse, within a mile -

of Burns’ farm of Ellisland. They became close
friends, and were in the habit of exchanging rhym-
ing notes, while Riddell composed airs to several

of the poet’s songs, notably ‘“The Banks of Nith”
and “The Blue-eyed Lassie.” Some of Burns’ own
verses, moreover, were written at Friare Caree.
He also became friendly with Walter Riddell (a
brother of Robert) and his wife, inditing love songs
to the latter after his custom, but unhappily he
quarrelled with this lady, which had ultimately
the effect of alienating iy;is old friend, who died
shortly afterwards without a reconciliation taking
place. The poet, however, at once penned a sonnet
of genuine 1egret, and there is no doubt that he was
deeply attached to his ‘““worthy Glenriddell, so
cautious and sage.” He was soon again on terms
of friendship with Walter Riddell and his wife, the
latter of whom was, after the poet’s death, one of
his most strenuous defenders. It may be added
that the Laird of Camieston is descended from the
Royal House of Scotland through the Hamiltons,
Lords of Cadzow.

* * *

Referring to the foregoing, my old friend,
Mr George Tait, Edinburgh, writes: —

The mention of the Glen-Riddell family leads me
to say that it is a branch of the Riddells of Riddell
in the parish of Lilliesleaf in Roxburghshire, men-
tioned in ‘“The Lay of the Last Minstrel” ag

“ Ancient Riddell’s fair domain,
Where Aill from mountains freed
Down from the lakes did raving come.”
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The English Riddells sprang from ‘“Mousuer
Ridel, who was a companion of William the Con-
queror.”

The Scottish Riddells came north with David I.
and gave their name to what wae previously Wester

Lilliesleaf about 1158. The Glen Riddells sprang.

from Sir Walter, 2nd Baronet of that Ilk.

The Camieston Riddells descended from Walter,
the 4th Baronet. General Riddell, husband of the
deceased lady, did good service in the Indian Mut-
iny, and was a brother of the late Walter Riddell
Carre of Cavers Carre (some two miles from Cam-
ieston), who became heir to his uncle, the late
Admiral Carre, R.N., and who is the author of
‘“Border Memories,” published in 1876.

* * *

Among the many curios that were rescued at the
recent conflagration at The Glen there is one that
has a special interest for Burns enthusiasts. This
is a horn long ueed by Peter Kennet, an old-time
town crier of the Ayrshire village of Ochiltree.
When Brune was a lad at Alloway, John Tennant,
the great-grandfather of Sir Charies Tennant, re-
sided at the neighbouring hamlet of Corton. On
one occasion a bullock belonging to the honest
farmer wandered into the churchyard and event-
ually found its way into the church. Here its
horns became entangled in a seat. When the poor
brute wag in this awkward predicament, a woman
of nervous temperament, who happened to enter
the place of worship, wae saluted with a fearful
roar, and forthwith fled in terror to the nearest
cottage with the announcement that the devil haa
taken refuge in the sanctuary. Alarming ag thie
intelligence was, it drew attention to the uncom-
fortable position of the bullock; but so firmly fixed
had the animal become that one of its horng had
to be removed before it could be extricated. Before
entering into the possession of the Ochiltree official
the horn was used as a bolting tube for giving
medicine to cattle. Readerg of the poet will readily
associate the incident in which the relic figured
with the appearance of “Auld Nick” in Alloway
Kirk on the night of Tam o’ Shanter’s famous ride

* * #*

Burns relics are not to be met with every day,
but an interesting article that was said to have
been a gift from the poet himself is that of an
artistically-carved snuff-box belonging to a St. An-
drews coal merchant, in which family the treasure
hae been for eeveral generations. The snuff-box
was presented by Burns to the present poesessor’s
great-grandfather, who worked on a farm near
Mauchline when the National Bard was at that
place. The pair came much in contact, and when
the former left the district he received the gift,
which is now a valued heirloom. When the snuff-
box was handed to the present owner, he received
along with it a letter signed by his father and a
schoolmaster testifying to its history. The box is
cut out of bone, and i8 circular in shape. On the
top of the lid is a medallion of Burns with the
“poetic genius” throwing her mantle over him,
while round the border of the lid is the following:
—"“The poetic genius of my country found me at the
plough, and threw her inspiring mantle over me.”
On one side of the box ig an elaborate design, in
which a plough and a harp are introduced; thistles
forming part of the other decorations. Whoever
wag the maker of tRe little gift, there is said to

be no doubt as to its having been in Burns’ pos-
eession,
* »* *

In these days of Burng celebiations it ig interest-
ing to note that a relative of the poet resides in
Motherwell, in the person of Mr Gilbert Burns-
Begg, who 18 descended from the youngest sister of
the Immortal Bard. Mr Burns-Begg, who is by
profession a colliery manager, poeseeses some inter-
esting and valuable relics of his illustrious ances-
tor, notably a much-prized portrait. Motherwell,
by the way, would appear to be quite a popular
centre for relatives of literary men. The Rev. Dr
Ogilvy, who died during last year, was, for in-
stance, the maternal uncle of Mr J. M. Barrie.
Again, another prominent Motherwell townsman is
a brother of the ill-fated David Gray, the poet-
friend of Robert Buchanan.

. * * *

Apropes a discussion regarding Greenock Burns
Club and various ways of honouring the Immortal
Memory, it may be further noted that the minute-
book of the Mother Club of the World contains
records of one or two heated controversies over the
habits of the National Bard. Thus, as far back
as 1802 one member raised a storm by declaring
that “Burns had copied Fergusson’s intemperate
habits as well as his poems.” This brought for-
ward the authoritative testimony of Mr Wright, the
chairman, that “he had known Robert Burns inti-
mately for three years previous to hig joining the
Excise, and having been associated with him in
hig profession, he could, from his personal know-
ledge deny most emphatically that Robert Burns
wasg a man of intemperate or dissolute habits,”
while five years later a Mr Wilson exploded the
slander in even more forcible terms. He stated,
say the minutes, ‘“that he knew Burns from the
first day he landed in Dumfries till he wag carried
to his last resting-place, and on no occasion had he
ever known of him being the worse for inbibing of
intoxicating liquors, and he considered him very
much above the average for sobriety in the service
to which he latterly belonged.”

* * *

Much hag been written about the old-time gan-
grel, and the demise of the last of the race has been
chronicled with regret on more than one occasion.
But individuale who possess strong claims to be
regarded as membere of the ancient order are still
to be met. The other day (writes a correspondent)
I had a talk with a quaint personage, who pere-
grinates the Border counties. Attired in knee
breeches and hose, he might have pessed for a con-
temporary of the National Bard. And the pastoral
character was further supported by a collie dog,
which is the constant companion of his traveis.
The early days of ‘“Yorkie,” as this curious indi-
vidual] is called throughout a wide district, are en-
veloped in a mystery which is somewhat suggestive
of romance. By the peasantry he is supposed to
be connected with an aristocratic family in the
North of England. And it is often remarked that
the fact that ‘“Yorkie” ig an angler who can give
points to all the expert fishers who frequent the
Tweed and its tributaries, leads support to the
theory. Apart from his many eccentricities, “York-
ie’s”’ intimate acquaintance with the farm-houses
in the South country renders him a worthy suc-
cessor of “Hawick Watty,” the well-known char-
acter, who died rather more than a year ago.

Doumrxie Sawpsox.
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The Borderiand in Winter.

But winter’s deadly hues shall fade
On moorland bauld and mountain shaw
And soon the rainbow’s lovely shade
Sleep on the breast of Bowerhope Law.

J O sang the Shepherd Minstrel of Et-
trick as he gazed upon the snow-clad
hills of Yarrow, and his longing for

- brighter and sunnier days appeals to
every native of our Northern Isles. Most of us
regard the hues of winter as “deadly.”” In our
variable and uncertain climate we naturally
and involuntarily shrink from the season of
short, sunless days and long, dark nights, of
cold and tempest, of muddy roads and swollen
streams, and of discomfort generally. The
dweller in the country doubtless feels this most,
but, in spite of the many resources of modern
civilisation which have made him to some ex-
tent independent of the weather, the city man
expcriences the same feeling, though to a less
extent. He longs to be free from the murky
darkness of the city fog and to breathe the
pure air of the open country. In his hours of
leisure the city Borderer turns his thoughts to
the moorlands and streains of his native Bor-
derland, and longs for the arrival of the day
when he shall once ore be able to set his foot
on the heather. When the storms of winter are
past and the promise of spring is in the air, a
joyful feeling of anticipation fills the heart.
though seldom is that anticipation fully real-
ised. The hite of the spring wind is often keen.
Chilling frosts nip the opening bud, and snow-
flakes fall upon the early blossoms. Still, week
Ly week the days lengthen and the sun glows
with ever increasing power. In spite of all dis-
appointments the feeling of longing for spring
is common to all, and by no one has it been
more feelingly or truthfully expressed than by
Robert Louis Stevenson, as in his compulsory
exile in far-off Samoa he wrote : —
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Sprinf)g siha.ll come, come again, calling up the moor-

owl,

Spring shall bring the sun and rain, bring the bees
- and flowers,

Red shall the heather bloom over hill and valley,

Soft flow the streams through the even-flowing hours.

Every true Borderer is a lover of nature,
though many who spend the whole course of
their lives in their native valleys probably
scarcely realise the fact. The sparkling streams
of Tweed, Teviot, or Ettrick, the blue outline
of the Cheviots or the uplands of Yarrow, have
been familiar obhjects since the days of child-
hood, and the possibility of leaving these well-
loved scenes is seldom taken into account. They
are accepted by the Borderer as part of his
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natural environment, and he feels that he could
never recognise any other place in the world
as “home.” But to those who are temporarily
or permanently exiled, whether in a distant part
of our world-wide empire, or, nearer home, in
one of the great cities of our own land, there
comes at times an almost irresistible longing
for a glimpse of the Border hills. The exile
dreams of his native vale, and almost invariably
his dreams are associated with the bright
seasons of the year, with sunshine and verdure
and the songs of birds. He may, for instance,
recall some never-to-be-forgotten day in early
spring by the banks of Tweed or Teviot, when
bright fleecy clouds were scudding across the
biue sky, when the river, not yet fallen to its
summer level, was sparkling in the sunshine,
when the braes were bright with the blossoms
of primrose and cowslip, and the lark was sing-
ing in the fresh clear air. He may remember
some particularly brilliant day in the glory of
midsummer, say, by “lone St Mary’s silent
lake’’ or umid the leafy grandeur of “Dry-
burgh’s bower.”” He may muse on the myster-
ious and fascinating glory of an autumn sun-
set on the braes of Yarrow, but rarely do his
thoughts turn to the aspect of the Borderland
in the dark days of winter. And why is this?
Simply because the features of winter, which
bulk most largely in the mind’s eye, are those
hefore alluded to, of darkness and discomfort.
In the face of these, the beauties of the season
—aud they are by no means few—are almost or
altogether overlooked. ILet us then endeavour
briefly to depict some outstanding features of

inter in the Borderland, and to show tha‘
even amid the sleep of nature, so evident at
that season, the diligent student may find
ample material for study and a vast field for
contemplation. In country ‘districts winters
are remembered by their outstanding features.
They are either generally mild, decidedly sev-
ere, or—and these are the least interesting of
all—changeable and uncertain, with no decided
type enduring for any length of time. In any
case, however, whether mildness or severity be
the pronounced characteristic of the season, it
has features peculiar to itself, the beauty of
which the more genial seasons of the year can-
not in some respects surpass. In a severe
winter the Border valleys are noted for their
fow temperature. Indeed, it is stated that
the minimum temperature for Great Britain
was recorded in the southern part of Berwick-
shire during the memorable frost of January
1881. A winter such as that (1880-81) is fruit-
ful in experiences to he remembered for a life-
time. The snow lay deep not only on the hills
but over the whole district. The frost was in-
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tense, the thermometer on several nights falling
to 10, 16, 18, and even 20 degrees below zero,
and every pond, burn, and river was ice-bound.
In the early spring came a flood which, on
Tweed at least, was heavier than any previously
recorded, and enormous damage was done at
many places on the banks of that river.

The Borderer is naturally a keen observer
of the characteristics of the weather, and a
shrewd reader of those signs in the appearance
of the sky which foretell an impending change.
In a Border village, when cronies meet, such
remarks frequently pass, as “I dinna like the
look o’ the sky i’ the wast—I doot we’ll hae
anither fa’ afore mornin’,” or “It’s gaun to be
hard, the new mune’s lying owre sair on her
back.”” Such prognostications, although they
may be arrived at by quite a different process
of reasoning, are often as reliable as those is-
sued under the authority of the Meteorological
Office.

.
STITCHRLL LINN IN WINTER.

In winter, provided there is an absence of fog,
sunrise and sunset are frequently very beauti-
ful. It almost seems as if in.compensation
for the shortness of the day that its opening and
close should be marked by such displays of
dazzling brilliancy in the heavens. What is
more invigorating, more calculated to raise that
feeling of hope and expectation which comes
when the “turn of the year” is past, and the
days have once more commenced to lengthen,
than to be abroad at sunrise on a fine fresh
morning after the break-up of a storm, when
the west wind blows keenly from the hills and
there is not a trace of mist in the air? With
the earliest streak of dawn there begins in the
eastern sky a series of ever-changing pictures,
increasing in brilliancy as the light grows
stronger, and only dying away when the sun
kas risen above the horizon. A winter sunset
with the marvellous afterglow, which in certain

conditions of the atmosphere is sometimes wit-
nessed, is equally brilliant, but no brush ever
laid to canvas and no words ever penned can
give more than a faint idea of the glorious
reality. When the last streak of daylight has
faded what a wonderful spectacle is presented
by the brilliant procession of heavenly bodies
that nightly stud the winter sky! Winter is
the harvest time of the astronomer, and even
those whose knowledge of that fascinating study .
is of the most elementary nature can scarcely
fail to experience a feeling of awe as they real-
ise the pettiness of human affairs when con-
trasted with the immensities of the visible uni-
verse and the vastness of the unfathomable
regions of space. On comparatively rare oc-
casions there are displays of that wonderful
Arctic spectacle, the Aurora Borealis, and
though in Scotland it is a mere reflection of
what may be witnessed in the regions of eternal
ice, still it is surpassingly beautiful and myster-
ious. One especially brilliant display which
attracted much attention at the time occurred
during the memorable winter of 1370-71 when
the German Army was besieging the City of
Paris, and even at that advanced period of the
nineteenth century simple rural folks, who re-
gard any phenomenal appearance with great
awe, were perfectly convinced that there was
some mysterious connection between the two
evonts.

There are many other natural phases con-
nected with a “hard” winter, such as the con-
version of the country into a veritable fairyland
when hoar frost is prevalent, or the awe-inspir-
ing spectacle presented when, after a lengthen-
ed period of frost, the ice breaks on one of the
Border rivers. We would fain linger over many
memories of such events in byegone winters,
but enough has already been said to prove that
the season of winter, dreaded by many, has,
apart from the social joys associated with
Christmas and the New Year, ample compensa-
tion for its cold and gloom in the features of
beauty and brilliancy in the ever-changing face
of nature, which those whose lot is cast amid
peaceful country scenes have so many oppor-
tunities of observing. Byron sings of the Isles
of Greece and their “eternal summer,’”’ but,
glowing though the picture may seem to the
imagination, the Borderland could not under
such conditions have produced its hardy sons
and healthy daughters. The sturdy inhabit-
ants of the Border valleys, though at times thev
may grumble, ave on the whole contented with
the divinely appointed succession of seed time
and harvest, summer and winter, and though
fife’s chunges take many of them to sunnmier
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lands their hearts ever turn with fond longing
to the rippling burns, the misty moorlands, and
the purple hills of théir native land. In the
words of Andrew Scott, the peasant poet of
Bowden : —

Sic changes suit man's fickle nature best,
Chill wintry scenes, however bleak and drear,
With glowing summer make a sweet contrast ;
To beautify the landscape of the year,
Winter gi'es summer double charms to cheer.

W. M.

'Tlle Bonnie Borderland.

By JamEs Conrie, late 79th Highlanders.
(Extempore) 28th December, 1883.

Border song composed for, and sung at, The Glas-
gow Borderers’ Gathering, 28th December, 1888.

Away wi’ Tennysonian themes
An’ 8wineburn’s mystic lays’

They canna touch the Scottish hearts,
Or joyous feelings raise,

Like Leyden, Hogg, and other bards:
While Scott wi’ magic wand

Hag stamp’d for ever classic ground-
Oor bonnie Borderland.

Chorus.

There’s nae a spot on a’ the earth,
Hooever great or grand,
Can match for worth oor place o' birth—
The bonnie Borderland. .
Where’er we roam, or near or far,
Oor hearte still beat the same;
The Borderers aye, in peace or war,
8till bear an honour’d name.
In commerce, literature an’ arts,
They aye the foremost stand;
True and intrepid spirits o’
The bonnie Borderland.

Chorus.
There’s nae a spot, etc.

The hardy sons o’ hill and dale .
Are met wi’ ane accord,

And proudly we ilk ither hail
Aroond the festive board.

And may the friendship that unites
Ik loving heart and hand

Aye prove we’re worthy natives o’
The bonnie Borderland.

Chorus.
There’s nae a spot, etc.

Though laws and lawyers are evils, vet they
are necessary evils in thix prohationary state
of society, till man shall learn to render unto
his fellows that which is their due, according to
the light of hix own conseience, and through
noe other compulsion. . . . The greater their
merit, who walk erect in a path which so many:
find slipperv.—“Redgauntlet.”

A Scott Centenary.

278 T should hardly pass unheeded. A
DX ié‘ notable New Year’s gift, as it may

be styled, for English literature in
general and Scottish in particular,
is worthy of being recalled before the year has
made further advance. A hundred years have
touched the gift but gently, nor for hundreds
of vears to ¢ome, perhaps, is it likely to lack
cherishing and the kindliest recollections.
How many works—even great works—are for-
gotten long before their cenmtury has closed.
Not, however, has fate so dealt with the pres-
ent instance. For be it at once said that the
centenary is a Scott one, markiug nothing that
is merely personal to the man himself, but
bidding us look back across its great time-
space to the first of those vigorous and un-
matched verse-romances which won him re-
nown and the admiration of thousands prior
to the publication of * Waverley ’’ and its
successors. There is, of course; the objection
that Scott centenaries will be common to the
next seven-and-twenty years at any rate—
thick as leaves in Vallombrosa. Which is
true enough; but the occasion warrants a
meed of memory surely. For in one way it is
unique—the hundredth anniversary of Scott’s
appearance as an author with a public. As a
matter of fact, the only real literary centen-
aries connected with Scott will be those of
* Waverley,”’ nine years hence, which cannot
be overlooked, and perhaps the * avowal of
authorship,’”” as far forward as 1927. Then
there is the death-centenary, a sure rival to
that of 1871 itself. . But how few, alas, of
those who had part in the one shall be left to
share in the other!
Early in January, 1805, Scott published the
* Lay of the Last Minstrel.”” Before that, he
had printed one or two pleasant ballad pieces,
compiled the * Minstrelsy,”” and resurrected
“Sir Tristrem,”” a very respectable record,
considering the amount of energy and time
devoted to each, particularly the “Minstrelsy.”
As readers are aware, the “ Lay ” was begun
at the suggestion of Scott’s * beautiful chief-
tainess,”” the Countess of Dalkeith,—Hogg’s
friend and patron also. An English lady, the
daughter of Viscount Sydney, she had come to
the land of her husband anxious to make her-
self acquainted with its traditions and cus-
toms. A Langholm gentleman, according to
Scott, had communicated to her ladyship the
story of “ Gilpin Horner,”” and, delighted with
the legend, the Countess, during one of her
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vigits to “sweet Bowhill,’” requested that
Scott might cast it into ballad form. He as-
sented, and was soon at work. Instead, how-
ever, of a mere contribution to the new “Min-
strelsy’’ volume, as was intended, the piece
had run to several cantos, and was besides well
able to stand on its own independent merits.
A first draft of Canto I. was written at Mus-
selburgh, in 1802, whilst Scott was confined in
his lodgings for three days from the effects of
a volunteering accident. The main portions
of the poem were composed partly at Lass-
wade, where Wordsworth, visiting Scott for
the first time, in September, 1803, heard him
read and recite the first four cantos, and was
greatly charmed with the “novelty of the
manners, the clear picturesqiie descriptions,
and the easy glowing energyv of much of the
verse;” and partly at Ashestiel, whither Scott
had removed at the following Whitsunday.
By Christmas, 1804, it had passed through
the press, and was given to the public early in
the new year. The “Lay’’ was the first-
fruits of the “ Minstrelsy.””  Practically all
the Scott romances, indeed, both in prose and
verse, are derivable, more or less, from that
rich, inexhaustible store-house which, as a
. critic at the time declared, “ contained the ele-
ments of a hundred historical romances ’’—
Scott’s own, and those of his imitators. For
vears Scott had been living in a paradise of
romance, gathering his treasures from that
most fascinating and feftile of fields,—the
Scottish Border. Thus with heart and soul in
the business, the “ Lay > came as a veritable
inspiration. It was comparatively easy for
Scott to dash off its strong and stirring
stanzas, though the poem remained unpub-
lished for a time. Let us recall how the final
volumes of “ Waverley ’’ were wrung from the
evenings of three summer weeks, and a canto
per week of the “ Lay > will not seem so sur-
prising. Who but one of Scott’s marvellous
capabilities—living the dual life both of past
and present, as familiar with the environment
of forgotten generations as with his own,
could have accomplished intellectual feats so
overwhelmingly stupendous? It must be re-
membered also that Scott’s poetical chances
were then at their best. English poetry had
come to a kind of transition stage. For na
new voice and pen, with fresh measures and
methods, there was the amplest room. Hence
Scott drifted into his opportunity. He took
the tide at the flood, and it led him on to for-
tune. With themes so refreshingly novel, and
a style of the most romantic attractiveness,

one little wonders that he so quickly attained
popularity and place as the first poet of the
day, until Byron’s loftier genius blazed upon
the scene. It was the success of the “ Lay
which decided Scott for the literary life. So
“ wondrously kind ** were the critics. So ex-
uberant was the general public. But weight-
iest honour of all for the adventurous Minstrel,
amongst those who hastened to smile upon
him “ were numbered the great names of Wil-
liam Pitt and Charles Fox.”” So at four-and-
thirty, and exactly a hundred years since,
Walter Scott found the world at his feet. The
first edition of the “ Lay ’’ was a magnificent
quarto of 750 copies, and of succeeding edi-
tions, 60,000 copies were sold in.the author’s
life-time. “In the history of British poetry
nothing had equalled the demand for the “Lay
of the Last Minstrel.”” ‘The copyright was
sold for £600, and of the whole profits, Scott
netted a trifle less than £770.

The locale of the “Lay’’ is chiefly the
counties of Selkirk and Roxburgh. At New-
ark, in Yarrowdale, the Minstrel (the model
was probably Burne the Violer) is made to re-
cite his tale, but the principal scenes are at
Branksome, on the Teviot, and Melrose Ab-
bey. The finest parts of the poem deal with
Deloraine’s night-ride, the finding of the Book
in the dead Wizard’s hand, the gathering of
the Border clans, and, of course, the fights.
Scott’s best descriptive pieces are most often
his fights. Generally speaking, there is no
single plot in the poem, but a constant succes-
sion, if one may so style them. Curiously
also, the verv suggestion which lent origin to
the romance, falls into the background entirely,
and becomes, as Scott himself felt, more of
an “excrescence’’ than anything else. It was
the wild Border life with its passions, and in-
trigues, and jealousies, with its loves, and
heroisms, that Scott found himself depicting,
and that passes panorama-like through the
whole piece. The poorest part is the goblin
guperstition, that “ungraceful intruder,” as
Jeffrex called him. While in many respects
the “Lay”’ is inferior to “Marmion” and
some of the subsequent poems, it contains,
nevertheless, grand and noble and inspiring
passages, to which one may turn again and
again with nndiminished delight and never a
sense of staleness.  Not since the days of
Burns had the public listened to strains more
simple and melodious, and even yet does it
brook but few rivals. .
W. S. CroCKETT.
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Gardening—A Border Pastime.

WGy I is a marked feature of the Border
life of the present day that the men
through whose veins pulses the
%)  Dblood of the reivers, have converted
the inherited energy into most peaceful pur-
suits.  Where will you find better anglers
than the men who traverse the banks of our
Border streams? and are not our farmers noted
for their success as agriculturists? Many of
our gardeners are occupying prominent posi-
tions in various parts of the world, from Kew
to Honolulu, and the trimly kept flower and
kitchen gardens of our working men are evi-
dence of a wide taste for earth’s first employ-
ment.

ward Owen Greening, F.R.H.S., of the Agri-
cultural and Horticultural Association, Ltd.,
92 Long Acte, London, W.C. The book,
which is published at the marvellously cheap
price of twopence, through booksellers, or post
free from the above address, 4}d, contains
about 150 beautiful illustrations, one of which
we reproduce through the kindness of the edi-
tor. The letterpress, extending to 200 pages,
is composed of forty fine literary articles,
which can be read with interest even by those
who are not specially interested in garden-
ing. As a sample of the contents of this most
delightful book, we quote the following from
the editor’s article, “ The Garden of Inspira-
tion *’ : —

If we go beyond the religious teachers of men to
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The Lord God planted a garden
In the first white days of the world;

And set there an angeP warden,
In a garment of light enfurled.

And I dream that these garden closes,
With their shade and their sun-flecked sod,

And their lilies and bowers of roses,
Were laid by the hand of God.

The kiss of the sun for pardon,
The song of the birds for mirth—

One is nearer God’s heart in a garden
Than anywhere else on earth.

We found the foregoing verses in one of the
best gardening books we have ever seen—
“¢One and All’ Gardening,”’ edited by Ed-

their leaders in philosophy. art and literature al-
most every great name which occurs to us is assoc-
jated with garden lore. We know that it was
Shakespeare who gave the best of all definitions
of gardening, “an art which does improve Nature;
pay, is itself Nature.” In the present number of
“One and All Gardening’’ a lady writer, Miss Lena
Oswald, traces the inspiration of Germany’s two
greatest writers—Goethe and Bchiller—to the gar-
den. An American authoress, Miss Ethel M. Col-
son, has recently declared that, “Nearly all great
people, in all ages, have loved and admired and
cultivated gardens. Wordsworth was a great gar-
dener, loving to visit both simple garden-nooks and
elaborate ‘show places,” and had himself a beauti-
ful garden at Rydal Mount, where he lived from
1817 to 1850. Shelley’s garden at Lynmouth, North
Devon, was a place of enchantment. Tennyson
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was wondrous ‘loving and knowing’ about gardens
and their alluring flower occupants, regarding wild
flowers with a peculiar and especial devotion. All
the little characteristic ‘tricks and mgnners’ of
countless floral specimens were known to him. Not
even ths seldom recognised ‘faint blush’ of the
laburnum blossom escaped his adoring attention;
he could name and place hundreds of plants and
varieties, common ‘love titles,” unusual or distin-
guishing features, botanical descriptions and all.
He remembered and loved the gardens of the few
people whom he admitted to his ‘inner friendship,’
and visited, ag he did their faces, and a house with-
out a garden would have seemed to him as imposs-
ible of civilised residence as a barn.

“That neither of the Brownings could have helped
loving flowers and gardens no true admirer or stu-
dent of their work ocould fail to recognise and
divine without question, but let any uninclined to
accept so wide and general a statement read the
delicately lovely and poetic ‘Garden Fancies’ and
be convinced.

‘““Keats and Chatterton, “‘Tom Moore’ and Thomas
Hood, Bamuel Johnson, ‘Rare Ben Jonson,” Pepys
and Boswell, how all alike did they love flowers.

“Oliver Goldsmith was distingunished by so great
a passion for flowers that he was at once the adora-
tion and the despair of the gardeners at the famous
country houses he visited. ‘Goldsmith shall pull
hig flowers’ threatens Beauclere, promising all sorts
of penalties for Lord Charlemont—another enthus-
iastic flower-lover—unless the latter returng at once
and forthwith to England.

“Milton, Herrick, Herbert, Donne, Chaucer,
Izank Walton, Turner, 8ir Philip Sydney, Lady
Mary Montagu, Horace Walpole, 8ir Thomas More,
Lord Shaftesbury, Joubert, John Lyly, Sir Henry
Capell, 8ir Walter Raleigh, Lady Orford, S8ir Wal-
ter Scott, and a host of other old-time men and
women of note and genius were all renowned for
the garden-making or garden-loving in which each
and all rejoiced.” ’

This summary of names of men and women so
diverse in their modes of thought, yet all filled with
love of gardens, suggeste how true are the words
that “a touch of Nature makes the whole world
akin.”

Gardening brings to all in every station not mere-
ly the purest pleasure, but the power to do their
work and bear their burdens. It is an inspiration
to all from monarchs on their thrones to the poor-
est in the land. Queen Alexandra, the beautiful
and eweet lady whom we all love, is a noted garden-
lover. S8he ig passionately fond of gardening. Be-
fore the accession to a throne brought over-engroms-
ing engagements, she devoted much of her trme to
the practical side of horticulture. At Sandringham
she took an interest in all parts of the beautiful
gardens from the beds of modest pansies and lilies
of the valley to the stately occupants of the magnifi-
cent green Since she became Queen she has
been unable to do anything like the amount of per-
sona] gardening, but she still has three favourite
flower-beds at Windsor reserved for -her own special
superintendence. One bed is kept exclusively for
growing carnations, and here may be found a selec-
tion of the newest blooms. But the Queen has a
special favour for the old-fashioned cloves, which
are grown in a larger space. ‘“The Queen keeps
a bouquet,” says Woman’s Weekly, ‘‘on her
writing-table, and another on her work-table, and
one of the chief pleasures of her grandchildren is to
make up these bouquets for ‘Grannie.””
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It bikes in the howe where the braes and the trees

Haud aff the dour dauds o’ the snell winter breeze,

Juist a score o’ wee cots, neither bonnie nor braw,

By, the road to the toun cuttit neatly in twa;

Yet tl;(elre’s no’ in braid Scotland a pcale o’ mair
pride,

Than the clachan o’ hame where my auld freends
abide.

There’s an auld-farrand kirk, and a canty wee
*  echule, ’

A burnie that wons in a drumlie wee pule,

A wud and a common, a ferm on the brae,

A smiddy, a mill, and what mair wad ye hae?

A oastle, belyve? Weel, wi’ pride we regaird
Baith the minister’s manse, and the ha’ o’ the laird.

Hoo weel a’ itg corners were kent in the days,
The laddies ran wild owre the gowany braes!

Hoo little we thocht as we skirted them then

Sue dear they wad grow when we cam’ to be men?
Hoo the hert gi’es a loup, and the tear fills the o’e,
As we mind o’ auld times wi’ their innocent glee!

The Muir, where the lassies played hoosies, I mind,
And hoo they were bathered gin we werena kind;
The Whins where the laddies, fair daft in their joy,
Had “‘sojers,” and ‘‘sailors,” and a’ kind o’ ploy;
The Moes where we a’, when the Winter set in,
Wad snawba’ ilk ither, and slide like the win’.

And the buddies themsels, a’ sae runkled and auld,
Sae kindly and couthie, tho’ booin’ twa-fauld,
Had aye a kind word for whaever gaed by,

And ne’er missed a crack be it wat day or dry;

A bite or a sup to the gangrel was sure,

And weel was the placie aye kent by the puir.

Auld Jannie, wha baid at the fit o' the raw,

Wi her guid-natured face, and her mutch like the
snaw -

Hoo weel div I mind, wi’ my hert in a lowe,

Her ‘‘bonnie wee lam’,”” and her hand on my pow!

Ay, fair like to greet, in a dridder o’ pain,

To think that I'll never gee Jannie again.

The minister’s tie that was maist aye ajee,

His cane, and his specs, and his mittens, I esee;
The dominie’s “tile,” ay, and ablins his tawse,
That I'll no sune forget, for a very guid cause;
The freends o’ my youth, sic a grip as they hae,

O’ my hert and my life when I rest on the brae!

Big Duncan the smith, wi’ his face black and lang,

The lsparks fleein’ roond, and the studdy’s lood
clang: —

The rosy-faced miller aye sotterin’ wi’ fun,

His lauch like the shot o’ an auld-fashion’d gun:—

The fairmer, the laird, and the swack ploomen
chiels—

When the curtain gangs up what a scene it reveals!

They’re naething but shadows o’ memory noo,
And the clachan’s a bit o’ the heavenly blue
That ever owre laddiehood ettles a spell

That hert canna fathom, that tongue canna tell;
That bides wi’ us aye till we fusionless dwine,
And mingle oor days wi’ the days o’ langsyne.

Aran Ramrp.
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Sandy Bain’s Rheumatism.

“A fine day, sir.”

Mrs Bain’s comely old face
which had lighted up with pleas-
ght of the minister, assuméd all at
once the expression of one who has taken a de-
termination. She stepped out into the little
garden patch in front of the pretty cottage, and,
drawing the door carefully to, stood as if id
doubt how to speak what she had in her mind.

“Ye’ll be gaun in to see Sandy, Mr Nichol I’

“That is certainly what I am here for, Mrs
Bain,” the young minister answered with a
smile. “How is he keeping?”’

“Tied to his chair wi’ the pains, Mr Nichol,
as he’s likely to be &’ his days; but as weel
in health an’ as strong in body as a man o’ his
age can hope to be.”’

Sandy Bain had met with a sad mischance
some three months earlier. Leaving the train
at St Boswells Station one moonlight night, he
was foolhardy enough to take the short cut to
his home, which led him through Newtown
Glen. A bright moon served him well so far,
and Sandv forged ahead safely, until one of
those swift and simple accidents which most
people hive experienced at one time or another
hefel him. His foot, albeit as steady at seventy
as it had been at seventeen, slipped on a loose
stepping-stone as he was picking his way across
the burn, and the old man fell souse in.

Newtown burn, insignificant enough as a
stream at most times, was in flood, and carried
a volume of water more than sufficient to thor-
oughly drench and chill Sandy before he could
gather himself up and stagger to the side. A
half-hour’s walk in his soaking condition, with
a keen bite of frost in the autumn night air,
did its work speedily. Sandy was laid on his
back with a feverish chill, and for ten days
wrestled with his first experience of illness.
His splendid vitality pulled him rapidly round
the corner, and at the end of a month he was,
as his wife had said, both well and strong. But
unhappily “the pains’” had taken possession ot
his knee joints, and were likely there to re-
main.

Sandy had led a life of uninterrupted out-of-
door activity. This fact, coupled with his per-
fect vigour of mind and body, supplied reason
enough for his entire immunity from the some-
what morbid habit of introspection. He had
been carefully brought up, and read his Bible
every morning and night, but without troubling
himself for a minute over any doctrine or
knotty point whatsoever. His healthy mind ac-

cepted the precepts of the Holy Book as the
daily bread provided for the support of his
spiritual life, in the same simple manner as his
healthy stomach accepted the food presented to
it as the daily bread provided for the support
of his body.

Now, things were different. For the first
time in seventy years Sandy’s body was forced
to inactivity, and his still active mind for lack
of other occupation at once turned its eye in-
ward. Sandy now reviewed his past life, and
came to the honest conclusion that he had lived
a cleanly, God-fearing life, and that Providence
—he never used a more awe-inspiring title than
this—in depriving him of the use of his hither-
to very useful legs had treated a really worthy
man hardly.

Sandy, therefore, to his old wife's unutter-
able dismay, had a quarrel with “Providence.”’

The minister had been obliged to leave home
during the third week of Sandy’s illness, and
had just returned. It was with a view to pre-
paring him for her husband’s present state of
mind that Mrs Bain had stepped out among her
pinks and dusty-millers to meet him that morn-
ing, closing the door behind her.

“T am sorrv Sandy has been seized with rheu-
matism, Mrs Bain. At his age it is more than
likely to become chronic. Tt is the knees is'nt it?”

“Tt’s the knees, sir,—the warst place of a’
for Sandy to have the pains. He’s been that
active on his feet up to now. But it’s no his
helplessriess that pits me aboot, Mr Nichol, now
that his health’s restored. He has a wife that’s
strong an’ willin’ to help him—and we may be
thankfu’ that if ootside help should be needed
we can pey for't.”

The trouble was not out yet, hut Mr Nichol
was a patient listener. Perhaps this endeared
him more to his flock than all his other excel-
lent qualities. ~ He flicked the heavy gravel-
stones at his feet with the end of his walking-
stick and waited. ‘

“I’m far from easy aboot Sandy, Mr Nichol.”

“You may have a little difficulty at first, Mrs
Bain. You will need all the patience you can
muster.  Rheumatism more than any other
trouble is said to make one extremely irrit-
able.”

“Irritable! Oh, Sandy’s never irritable wi’
me, sir. A man easier dune wi' was never
born. I've heen his wife for five-an’-forty
vears, Mr Nichol, an’ never a’ the time have I
heard a crabbit word off his lips. It’s no that
—it’s his state o’ mind that’s botherin’ me.
He seems to me to be losin’ his haud o’ every-
thing—he’s far frae grace at this meenit.”

Poor Mrs Bain furtively wiped away a tear.




THE BORDER

Mr Nichol lifted his soft felt hat as if to cool
his head, shifted his stick from one hand to
another, and looked dreamily down the road.

“It would be an awfu’ job if Sandy at
seeventy let himsel’ slip off the rock that he’s
clung to a’ his life. T thocht I would like to
give ye a hint, Mr Nichol, afore ye saw him.
He’s been wearyin’ sair for yer, lmme-comm
He'll be that glad to see ye, sir.’

“Thank you, Mrs Bain. Don't worry about
Sandy in that way, but I'm glad you have
spoken out. I shall know what not to say.”
Mr Nichol smniled, as if to himself. “I’ll answer
for Sandy, Mrs Bain. Now I’ll see him, if you
please.”

“How's a’ wi’ ye, Mr Nichol? I'm pleased
to see ve back again. I've missed ye sair, sir.”

Mr Nichol grasped the eagerly outstretched
hand warmly.

“I’m vexed I canna rise to my feet to bid ye
welconie in a wise-like fashion, but I'm tied to
this chair, Mr Nichol—tied to this chair, sir.
It takes me five meenits by the clock to creep
frae here to the bed there, wi’ the help o’ the
wife an’ a pair of strong sticks.”

“Yes, Mrs Bain has told me about rheumat-
igin getting into the knees. I am sorry to hear
it. It is likely to be tedious, I am afraid. 1
was sorry, too, at being obliged to hurry away
from home when you were ill.”’

“Never a word aboot that—mever a word
aboot that, Mr Nichol. Ye was on the Kirk’s
business. Yer members maun make up their
minds to miss ve an’ haud their tongues when
tnat’s the case.”

“But Mrs Bain scarcely prepared me to see
vou looking so marvellously well.”

Mr Nichol was indeed filled with surprise.
Sandy’s tall, stalwart figure sat upright, and
firmly poised as of old. The fine head, with
its wealth of silverv. hair, raised itself as brav-
ely as ever ahove the broad, square shoulders :
while the eves, dark and deep, and bright®as

a boy’s, had heen left as unditnmed by illness .

as they bad hitherte been by age.

“I never was better in my life. But,” the
old man moved somewhat restlessly, “the fact
is, Mr Nichol, I've owre muckle time to think
aboot mysel’. I sit an’ think, and think and
wonder how I’ll ever stand it-if I’ve to be tied
by the legs like this a’ my days—it micht be
for fifteen lang years. My am faither was
elghty-nme when he dee d, an’ men live lang
enough wi’ the pains.’

“It is a great change to a man who has been
s0 active as you—and & great trial, Sandy. But
don’t get into the way of dwelling on it if you
can help it.”

“Oh, but it’s no easy. Mr Nichol : it’s no easy,
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an’ if ye was sittin’ here like me ye wad ken
that, sir. I'm whiles in terror that I may be
tempted to kick against the pricks.” Sandy’s
voice had a note of unusual awe in its cheery
ring. “I'm whiles tempted, sir, to think that
Providence is dealin’ wi’ me harder than I de-
serve. I strive to keep sic thochts oot o’ my
mind—I've no 1 doot the deevil plts them there °
—onywey, they will come, an’ oot I canna
drive them.””

- Mr Nichol, sitting opposite, nodded as if he
understood, and Sandy went on.

“I sit here an’ rack my brains tryin’ to find
oot what I've done. in my lifetime that Pro-
vidence is angered at. I’m no conscious o’
havin’ ever cheated or ill-used man or beast,
an’ I’ve lived cleanly an’ been a man o’ God,
accordin’ to my licht, an’ I read the Word faith-
fully for sixty years as my mother learned me
—an’ yet here I am.”

Again the minister nodded understandingly.
He was listening quietly, and as Sandy felt,
sympathetically.

“I couldna say, Mr Nichol, how I’ve been
wearvin’ to see ve an’ tell ve a’ this. That
preachin’ hody frae Yettcleuch—ye ken the
man I mean—-he comes in twice or three times
a week an’ sits where ye're sittin’, and preaches
at me to his heart’s content. But never a word
do I say to him, honest man. If I did he wad
never stop to listen, he’s that fond o’ hearin’
hissel speak. It’s a fine thing to speak o’
what’s botherin’ ye to somebody that'll ]isten
to what ye have to say. The very openin’ o
my mind t’ye the day has dune me guid, sir.’

Sandy turned his clear eyes gratefully on the
minister, who had risen as if to go.

“Would vou like me to say a few words of
prayer, Sandy ¥’

“Wad I no! I would have asked if ye hadna
offered. I've wearied for vin o' ver prayers for
weeks back.”

Mr Nichol praved shortly, pithily, and earn-
estly, aud left without further words—but not
before the pair of Tight hands had again met
in a close, comprehending clasp.

Mrs Bain, who had prudently retired to the
kitchen after showing in Mr Nichol, now re-
appeared with her knitting, and seated her-
self on the other side of the parlour window.
A long silence ensued. Mrs Bain knew when
to speak and when to be silent—a rare gift.
Sandy, whose chair stood to the right of the
window, and commanded a view of the high
road and of the river beyond, sat quiet and
thoughtful, occasionally running his fingers
through his thick, white hair.

“He’s a fine lad, yon,’” he said at length with
a sigh, hringing his eves round to his wife.
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“Mr. Nichol 9. .." . S .

“Who else should it be? I wasna thinkin’ of
oor freend frae Yettcleuch, Nannie,”’ the blue
eyes twinkled brightly. “We're well off at
Burnhead here to have a man like that for a
minister.”’

“Ye never spoke a truer word, Sandy. But
‘he was in an awfu’ hurry the day surely. I
couldna even catch him to say good-bye. I'm
that surprised he didna offer up a prayer.”

“He never mentioned hurry, an’ I never
thocht o’ sic a thing. Mr Nichol’s a man o’
muckle sympathy an’ few words. He managed
to say a’ I wanted to hear. What made ye
suppose he didna offer up a prayer?’

“Ye didna knock for me to come ben, ye ken,
Sandy. What else was I to think?”’

“Ye're richt, Nannie, ye're richt. Weel, my
woman, there’s no been muckle since you an’
me gaed thegither that we havena gaen hand
an’ hand in, an’ ye’ll no be hurt that I passed
ye by the day? Mr Nichol an’ me were in the
closet the day, Nannie, wi’ the door shut.”

Sandy again pushed a hand through his hair.

“As if T wad think o’ bein’ hurt, Sandy. 1
only wondered. I thocht it queer if Mr Nichol
went away without— did he pit up a fine
prayer, Sandy 1”

“Did ye ever hear him do less than that?
But dinna ask me to tell ye what he said,
Nannie. I never was guid at discussin’ the
like o’ that. I’ll tell ye what he didna do 1t
ye like—he didna sit doon an’ denounce me as
a meeserable sinner that’s gettin’ fully less
than the punishment he deserves. He leaves
that sort o' wark to Yettcleuch an’ his like.”

“Ye’re awfu’ hard on Yettcleuch, Sandy, my
man. He pits the truth plainly, but no plainer
than—"

“No plainer than I gie’d it to him, Nannie.
When he sat ower there harpin’ aboot meeser-
able sinner, I said to him, ‘Tammas, if I may
ask ve frankly, what do ve ca’ yersel'?"”

“Just a meeserable sinner like you, Mr
Bain,”’ he says. '

“Then,”” I said, “Tammas, it disua become
the pot to ca’ the kettle black. Send me a
saint—send me an Apostle Paul to tell me I'm
a meeserable sinner.”” Sandy’s eyes gleamed
mischievously. Poor Mrs Bain looked as she
undoubtedly felt, considerably shocked.

“But Mr Nichol's no a man o’ Yettcleuch's
kidney. An’, eh, my woman, what a prayer
he sent up this day, it’s ringin’ in my heid
yet, an’ it’s made an otherways man o’ me than
I've been for some time back. Things seem
a’ clear an’ bright now, an’ just as they should be.”

Mrs Bain had recourse to the corner of her
white linen apron.
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“Weel, weel, there’s no need to greet. Ye've
shed tears an’ to spare this whiley on my
accoont. Pho! I may he a lamiter, but I'm
no blind. Ye never was yin that could keep
yer face, Nannie. I saw fine what was in yer
mind. But pit yer mind at rest. my woman.
I'll no try to fecht Providence again. Ye may
rest ussured o’ that.” :

“‘I'm that glad ye’ve gotten a grip o’ the
rock again, Sandy.”’

“Weel, weel, maybe I hadna slippit so far
as ye think. But I see clearer. It cam’ to me
in the middle o’ Mr Nichol’s prayer that Pro-
vidence wad never demean himsel to torment
me for the fair sake o’ tormentin’, as I've seen
an ill-conditioned callant torture & “bummie” —
first pu’in’ off its legs an’ then its wings, an’
then laughin’ fit to split when it rolled help-
less here an’ there. Na!na! Only the deevil
could ever make a hody think that Providence
conld act like that.” ith another movement
of his fingers through his hair, Sandy went on,

“As I look at things now it seems to me to
be uncowmon like the case o’ mysel’ an’ auld
Donald. Donald’s been a steady, hard-work-
in’ horse for fifteen years past, as ony man
could have owned, but of late he’s beginnin’ to
kenmed ower weel. I've mair than yince
been obleeged to haud the whip ower his back,
an’ lay’t on fairly heavy too, for it’s me an’
no Donald that maun say whether it’s to be
straicht on or round by Redpath.”

“But, Sandy, my man, ye dinna mean to say
that ye wad even yersel’ to a dumb beast$”

“What for no? I’ve learned mony a lesson
frne dumb beas’, Nannie—mony a yin, my
woman. An’ I’ll no deny that as I see mysel’
now, I’ve been juist uncommon like Donald.
My life has been lived cleanly an’ uprichtly,
an’ there can be no harm in kennin’ that—
but maybe I’ve been juist a trifle prood o’ the
fact of late years, an’ begun to kenned ower
weel, and Providence has been haudin’ the
whip ower me juist as I held it ower the auld
horse the last day I was drivin’ him. It’s for
Providence to tefl me the road I maun take,
juist as it’s my place to dictate to Donald.
I’ve been backin’ an’ reistin’ under the whip
a wee bit, juist as Donald did at first, but I'll
settle doon like him, an’ fa’ into a fine steady
pace in the end, I hope. Now, my woman, if
ve'll hand me my sticks I'll take a turn to
the bed an’ back. I faithfully promised Mr
Nichol that I wad do a’ in my power to keep
the joints soople. Ye'll maybe see me rinnin’
my lane again, Nannie, by the time simmer’s
here after a’.”’

MARrGARET FLETCHER.

Printed and Published by A. Walker & Son, Galashiels.
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WILLIAM AIR FOSTER.

SELATRUFE son of the Scottish Borderland
was Wiliam Air Foster. In the
coterie of bright, kindly, and intel-

® lectual Scottish literary men, whose
poems were selected for publication in “Whistle-
Binkie,”’ a little work which has well fulfilled
the purposes of its producers in providing
healthy amusement and entertainment at Scot-
tish firesides, his name appears as the author
of about a dozen of the pieces within its covers.

A goodly proportion of these have thesport
of angling for their theme, and they display so
unmistakeably the partiality of their author
for this form of sport, and such an intimate
acquaintancé with all its phases, that the angler

on reading them is strongly desirous to know .

something more of one who shows himself so
good a fellow of the gentle craft. Should the
said angler be at the same time a Borderer, he
will find to his pleasure that his instinct has
led him well, and on closer acquaintance with
the memoirs of William Air Foster he will prec-
bably conclude, as all who knew him in life do
testify, that he was a man well worth knowing.

He was born at Coldstream in 1801. The
family bad long been connected with Cold-
stream, his father and also his grandfather being
wellkknown and highly respected in the dis-

trict, and during Mr Foster’s youth an uncle
was “mine host” of the Black Bull Inn. The
grandfather had established a shoemaking busi-
ness, which became a very prosperous concern,
numbering Royalty among ite customers. The
father and then the son succeeded him in the
conduct of it. The last, the subject of this
sketch, removed his business to Glasgow in
1842, where, through his ability and energy,
it became the highest-class business of the kind
in that city, and it still maintains its high repu-
tation there in the hands of his son.

The family, when in Coldstream, occupied an
old house in the “Deukdubs.” The house was
purchased by Mr Foster’s grandfather about
the middle of the 18th century, and it is under-
stood to be still in existence. During their
tenure of it the old house often sheltered James
Hogg, the Ettrick Shepherd, with whom Mr
Foster became acquainted when quite a youth ;
and many a time Hogg went there as a guest.
to enjoy salmon-fishing, otter-hunting, and cther
sports, at all of which young Foster was very
skilful. There was scarcely any branch of
manly sport in vogue at that time in which he
was not an adept, and in archery it is said that
he had no equal in his day in the districh. As
is well known, Hogg himself was very fond of
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archery in his later days, and practised the
sport so assiduously that he won the Prize Bow
at St Ronan’s games in 1832. Mr Foster was
immensely gratified at seeing the success of the
man whom he almost worshipped, and for the
first time he essayed to express his feelings in
rhyme, writing the piece beginning,
‘“Our minstrel shepherd’s won the
prize
Frae a’ the gallant bowmen,

And mony a ane his fame envies
Amang the Forest yeomen.”

This little pcem he sent to Hogg,
and it gave the Shepherd the keen-
est delight, making another link in
the chain of friendship between
them, which, despite the disparity
in their ages, lasted and continued
to grow stronger until the Shep-
herd’s death. The St Ronan’s Prize
Bow was a trophy keenly contested
for by Border archers at that time,
and Mr Foster won it himself in
1830. It is a handsome yew branch
about six feet long and beautifully
polished. It wus made by the late
Mr Peter Muir of Edinburgh. The
centre-grip is covered with crimson
velvet and leather, and above and
below it are bands of silver, the
lower one of which bears a silver
plate with the inscription, “Prize
Bow, given by the St Ronan’s Bor-
der Club. Won by W. A, Foster,
29th Oct., 1830.” The trophy is
at present in possession of his son.
Mr Foster, when quite & youth,
had been fascinated by Hogg's liter-
ary productions, and the apparently
miraculous genius shown by one
who had received so slight an edu-
cation, and had been surrounded by
such romantic circumstances in his
youth. His ardent desire to be in-
troduced to the poet was gratified
by Mr Scott, of Benger Burn.
He has left in manuscript a most
interesting account of their first
meeting and of the impressions it
made upon him. To quote from
this MS., he says:—“It was in
singing his own sweet lyrics that
Mr Hogg was most attractive, and
here a pardonable egotism was most
conspicuous—an egotism he neither wished to
palliate nor deny, a decided partiality for his
own compositions. Those he sang with great
sweetness or energy, as the theme demanded.
In conversation, with an irregulated exuberance

8I. RONAN'S PKIZE BOW (WON RBY W. A. FOSTER, 1830).

of fancy, anything, however odd, that struck
his mind, was swre to radiate from it in an ec-
centric manner, either bathed in the prismatic
colours of the rainbow, or coloured with a super-
stition too dark for the darkest age to endure.

" This fault was perceivable when his songs were

contrasted with his anecdotes at the table.
While the one glowed with fervent and lively
imagery, the other depended much on rome
grotesque gesture or prssion finding vent in
strong Saxon dialect, instead of the easy flow
or concentrated wit that points the moral or
adorns the tale.”’

From these remarks it would seem that Mr
Foster had the not uncommon experience of find-
ing that the man whom he worshipped at a dis-
tance lost, on a nearer view, much of the glory
with which his admirer’s own fancy had sur-
rounded him; but a still closer acquaintance
with the poet scon repldaced the vanished halo
of his imagination with a more real and more
satisfying atmosphere of veneration and love.

Of his own bearing towards Hogg he says : —
“Though admitted to intercourse the most famil-
iar, and almost petted by the poet for his skill
and dexterity in some of the Border sports, the
writer could never free his mind from a certain
reverential feeling that he stood in the pre-
gence or listened to the words of the writer
of the “Queen’s Wake” and the author of some
of the sweetest and most touching lyrics that
arace the language of our native country.”
In another pluce, referring to a further visit to
Yarrow, when, in the company of the Shepherd,
he baited his hook at the foot of the Douglas
Burn, he says:-—“Thouch familinr by hillside
and stream, still the reverential feeling clung
to my mind that the individual with whom I
wag associated was one of those gifted by nature
to speak a langunge that beund man to hernge
of a higher intelligence.”

Mr Foster's visits to Yarrow were, of course,
soon follewed by Hogg’s visiting Celdstream,
which he did all the more gladly after some
of Mr Foster’s stories of sport with the lordly
salmon in that vicinity. Among the manu-
seripts to which reference has been made,
Hogg’s first visit to Cnldstream is fully describ-
ed in well-composed rhyme, which in many
parts attains a high poetic level. The skilful
manner in which the Shepherd manipulated his
rod in this, his first day among the salmon is
lnuded admiringly by his friend ; and well did
he deserve the praise, for his “basket’ for the
day consisted of nine salmon, one of which was
a magnificent clean run fish of 30 pounds. In
describing the running and landing of this sal-
mon, Mr Foster is fairly in his element, and,
commencing in the stately style after the model
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of “Marmion,” he keeps it up for some time, but
eventually the angler in him impatiently thrusts
the poet aside, and, sacrificing rhyt lan-
and poetic fancy, at one fell swoop he
;l::cends to this bald statement of rhymed
t—

‘“He hooked him at the Kirk-end Shot,
And ran him for an hour,
And landed him without a boat
Below the Lady’s Bower,”

at which one can scarcely repress a good-hum-
oured smile. The close of the run is thus de-
acribed—
‘“The glitter of his burnished side
Was flashing through the silver tide,
And now his fins are seen,
When Sandy Foster, gaff in hand
Struck out and hauled him to the land,
And threw him on the green.”

It would, of course, be strange if there were
not left behind some characteristic traces of
Hogg’s intimate connection with the family and
his frequent visits to, and correspondence with
them, and it is a great pleasure to be able to
give to readers of the BorDER MAGAZINE the
first sight in print of this original poem by the
Ettrick Shepherd. It was addressed by Hogg
to Mr Foster’s sister Mary.

‘“To My Dear Mary FosTeR.

Oh! Mary, thou’rt so mild and sweet,
My very being clings about thee:
This heart would rather cease to beat
Than beat, a lonely thing, without thee.
I see thee in the evening beam
A radiant, glorious apparition;
I see thee in the midnight dream
By the dim light of heavenly vision.

When midnight draws her curtain deep,
And lays the breeze among the bushes,
And Yarr~w in her winding sweep
By rack . nd ruin, raves and rushes;
Tho’ sunk in deep and quiet sleep
My fancy wings its flight so airy
To where sweet guardian spirits keep
Their watch around the couch of Mary.

The exile may forget his home,
‘Where blooming youth to manhood grew;
The bee forget the honeycomb,
Nor with the Spring his toil renew;
The sun may lose his light and heat,
The, planets in their rounds miscarry,
But my fond heart shall cease to beat
When I forget my bonnie Mary!”

It was like the kindly but canny Shepherd to
add the following postscript to the above
Verses—

“Dear Mary,—Remember I am not making love
to you in any of those little poems, but only
writing what I think a true lover should think of
gn if he had any semse.—Yours ever, JaumEs

06a.”
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At one of the sport meetings of the St Ron-
an’s Border Club, Mr Foster had the pleasure of
seeing Sir Walter Scott surrounded by the band
of celebrities who were always present at this
famous meeting. In a manusoript entitled
“The Border Games,”’ he gives a long and min-
ute poetical description of the scene and the
personal appearance of the great man. Sir
Walter was accompanied by the faithful Maida,
and close to his person were to be noticed Lord
Traquair, Lockhart, Hogg, Wilson, Weir, and
Glassford Bell, the last two being that day the
leaders of the famous “Six-foot Club,” who made
it their duty to attend on Sir Walter as a sort
of guard of honour on such public appearances.
Near the close of the proceedings Tom Purdie
arrives with the old white pony, and Sir Walter,
taking a graceful leave of the company, mounts
and slowly rides away amid the cheers of the
crowd. Young Foster, anxious to have another
look at the great man, quietly cuts across the
haugh and turns round to face the interesting
group. He says:—
‘“ Across the haugh a path I took
To gain a sure and nearer look.
The hound came first. I spoke him kind,
The other group not far behind.
My cap I lifted from my brow,
And, in return, a graceful bow
Sir Walter gave me as he passed.
I took one look—it was the last—
A look my memory ne’er forgot,

. Of our Great Wisard Walter Scott.
Long shall we wait, and wait in vain,
To gaze on such a group again.”

The description he gives of the personal ap-
pearance of Scott is as minute and accurate as
a pen-portrait well could be, and, as it seems to
have been written a considerable time after the
event, shows Mr Foster to have been possessed
in no common degree of a keen perception and
a most retentive memory, and to have taken
the fullest advantage of what proved to be the
only opportunity he ever had of seeing Scott.
It may be possible in some future number to
give BorRDER MAGAZINE readers the bemefit of
thie description from the pen of so intelligent
an eye-witness.

Beyond the pieces in “Whistle-Binkie,”’ very
few of Mr Foster’s writings have been printed,
and those apperently only when he was special-
ly requested to contribute to some publication.

hitelaw’s “Book of Scottish Song”’ has four
songs of his. One entitled a “Fishing Song”
was doubtless written to be sung at some of
the “Salmon Kettles,’”’ which were frequent on
Tweedside in his day. It is a parody on “Ye
Mariners of England.” One would like to
quote the whole of it, but space forbids. The
last three stanzas run.: —
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‘“ Where old John Foster fished so well,

To Birgham Dub we’ll go,’

And try with the fly,
While the gentle breezes blow.

The fame of Carham’s angling stream
Will only higher rise,

While Scott can wield a salmon rod,
Or Carse can dress such flies.

Tweed’s been their glory, they her pride,
Then let her waters flow

To the fame of their name
While the gentle breezes blow.”

“The Trysting Tree” is a sweet little lyric,
which well displays the author’s commana of
the “Soft Lowland tongue” and his ability to
turn it to poetic account:—

““The merle likes the slae-buss weel,

Where grows the berry blue;

The muirfool likes the heather-bell
When draiket wi’ the dew;

An’ weel I lo’e the bonny lad
That couppit hearts wi’ me,

When seated on yon summer nicht
Beneath the trystin’ tree.”

In the “Ayrshire Wreath,’”” a book printed
for private circulation among Ayrshire subscrib-
ers in the “fifties,” there is a poem of Mr Fos-
ter’s, entitled “Come Hame, Come Hame.”” 1t
was addressed by him to his wife and two little
girls who had, been away spending a long holi-
day among the scenes of his youth. It gives
the reader a glimpse of a home life that mus:
have been a particularly happy one, as the, re-
lations between husband, wife, and bairns are
evidently of the fondest.

In another little work of a similar character,
“The Provincial Souvenir,” published in 1846,
there is a story told in rhyme, entitled “The
Vicar’s Blessing.” It is of an English vicar
who came to fish the T'weed at Coldstream and,
having fished all day and filled his basket to
overflowing, found himself footsore and hungry
and far from his inn. He meets, however, with
the greatest hospitality at the hands of a poor
widow, and on leaving desires to pay for the
good cheer. The old lady, however, will have
none of it, and so he gives her his blessing,

“which includes the fervently expressed hope
that she would live a thousand years.

“ A thoosand years!”’ th’ astonished woman cries.
“ A thousand years!”’ His Reverence replies.
“ But stop, kind sir. Amang sic wishes gude’’—
“ Nay! you deserve it all—my gratitude [ad
“Na, sir, ye're wrang,”’ persisted the good wife,
«“ Yo’re settin’ limits to a body’s life;
Tho’ generous gifts deserve esteem and praise,
I dinna like to hear ye stent ma days.”

Mr Foster had a capital gift of story-telling,
and he has left a large number of anecdotes
of Coldstream worthies who lived about 100

1 .

years ago. He used to read these humorous
stories for the entertainment of his friends at
social parties, and, owing to his sympathetic
rendering and his perfect command of the Bor-
der tongue, his appearance in this role was
always hugely enjoyed. These stories are so
crisply told, and so fresh and full of genuine
lumour, that time has not robbed them of an
:cta of their entertaining character. In another
column will be found one of these, entitled “Rin-
gan Stevenson’s Bees,”” and there may be op-
portunities, in later numbers of the BorDER
MagaziNg, of printing others.

Of Mr Foster’s later years in Glasgow it may
only be said that the exigencies of a busy life
did not leave him much time to devote to either
literary work or the sport he loved so well, but
he was still, as always, the well-loved friend of
all whose tastes lay in a similar direction to his
own. He took an active intercst in the Border
colony in Glasgow, which wae then represented
by the Merse and Teviotdale Society; and his
hand was always ready to help in an unobtrus-
ive way those who were less fortunate than
himself. He died in 1862, and his 10ss
was keenly felt by all who had the pleasure and
the privilege of his friendship in life, but he left
behind him fragrant memories of a manly spirit,
a cultured mind, and a kindly heart.

J.B.M.

Another “ Flower of Yarrow.”

Dzar Sie,—The following little song may be of
interest to the readers of the BorbpEr Maaeazine.
I take it from an old book in my possession,
namely, the first volume of ‘The Scot’s Maga-
zine,”” published in Edinburgh in 1739. It is
headed—

Edinb., March 16th.

Mary Scor’s Tae FLowEr or Yarmow.
(Adapted to the present age.)

“In ancient times as songs rehearse, :
One charming nymph employ’d each verse;
She reign’d alone without a marrow,
Mary Scot, the flower of Yarrow.

Our fathers, with such beauty fir’d,

This matchless fair in crowds admir’d,
Tho’ matchless then, yet here’s her marrow,
Here’s another flower of Yarrow.

Her beauty, unadorn’d by art,

With virtue join’d, attracts each heart;
Her negligence itself can warm us;

She scarcely knows her power to charm us.
For ever cease, Italian noise;

Let ev’ry string and ev’ry voice

Sing, Mary Scot without a marrow,
Mary Scot, the flower of Yarrow.”

It has its charm, and one wonders who is whof—

Yours faithfully,
Jaues MaBoN, Galashiels,
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State Papers relating to Kinmont
Willie and the. Bold Buccleuch.
HE story of the capture of Kinmont

Willie by the English on a day of
truce, in 1596, and his subsequent

rescue from Carlisle Castle by the -

“bauld Buccleuch,”’ must be too well known to
all Borderers to need repetition, but it is per-
haps scarcely realised how greatly the incident
strained the relations between the English and
Scotch Courts. State papers are not gener-
ally very entertaining, but the negotiations be-
tween the two nations for nearly two years on
Buccleuch’s escapade make amusing reading.

In the first instance, the English Deputy
Warden, Salkeld of Corby, was undoubtedly in

I'tom Photo by

8s
grimly decided that “they should keep who

can!”’

So the romantic exploit of rescuing Kinmont
Willie from his confinement was conceived and
executed. At one blow Border honour was
vindicated, a notorious thief set at large once
moré, and a breach of peace made between two
cutwardly friendly nations!

Elizabeth and her Council were furious that
the important Border stronghold of Carlisle
Castle should have been forced, and the Am-
bassador, Bowes, had a lively time, as letters
were constantly sent urging him to demand
satisfaction. At first, in May, he wrote that
satisfaction was to be rendered for “Buc-
cleuch’s outrageous fact,”” but in June sent
word that the “fact’’ was much commended by

M. E. Hulse, Calisle.

OLD CARLISLE CASTLE.

the wrong in breaking the truce, and Lord
Scrope, the Warden, was not justified in re-
taining the prisoner. Buccleuch at first tried
legal means for his rescue. He appealed to
the English Ambassador in Scotland, Robert
Bowes, who advised his Court to yield. James
VI. also urged Elizabeth to order Kinmont’s
release, but she refused, and a letter was sent
to. Scotland, which is summarised thus in the
State papers:—“On the King of Scots injus-
tice in urging the delivery of Kinmont, an
open spoiler of both realms.” At last Buc-
cleuch, seeing that the English were deter-
mined to uphold

¢ The old rule,—the simp’'e plan,
That they should take who have the power.”

the great people, and the King alone was will-
ing to give redress. N

On June 4th James wrote to Elizabeth, and
in his letter “begs that she will consider that
her information proceeds from her own officer,
a partial and direct party in the matter, and
hopes she will appoint Commissioners to con-
sider the subject.”” Four days later, Bowes
wrote to Burghley that the King’s desire was
to content Her Majesty, and that Buccleuch
was ready to offer submission. But Elizabeth
would not be easily contented; and, after
several abortive attempts to come to a settle-
ment, she wrote to James that he was “a rare
example of a seduced King, remunerating
great kindness with hardest measures; and
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were it in the nonage of a Prince it might
have borne colour, but in a fatherage it seem-
eth strange and without example. However
little regard soever he held for her, yet she
would grieve much to see him neglect himself,
as the English, whose regards she doubts not
but he holds in some esteem, will measure his
love by his deeds, not by his words on paper.
Shall her Castle be assailed by a night largin,
and shall not her confederate send the offender
to his due? When he has weighed the matter
with a better judgment, her answer shall be
more honourable. For other doubtful and liti-
gious Border matters she will appoint Com-
missioners if needful, but not in a matter of
such villainous usage as this!”’

It will be noticed that Her Majesty quite
waves aside the insinuation that the first
wrong was committed by her officers, and that
she had only heard their report! Evidently
she did not think that a breach of faith with a
Border robber could for one moment be
weighed in the scale against an assault on her
Castle.

James was much perplexed by the whole
business.  His nobles sided with Buccleuch,
yet Elizabeth threatened to stop his pension
unless the offender was sent to her. He wrote
a strong letter to a Mr Foulis, who was acting
as his intermediary in London, expressing
great indignation at the Queen treating him
a8 her pensioner. He thought that was a
greater breach of the League than his not giv-
ing up Buccleuch, and recapitulated various
ways in which he had shown attachment to
England. About the same time, Elizabeth’s
Privy Council wrote to Bowes, hoping the King
would revise the act of his Council, and “not
show partiality to a person so notoriously re-
ported to be factious, seditious, and a favourer
of the King’s rebels.”” Bowes replied that the
feeling in Scotland in favour of Buccleuch con-
tinued to be very strong, and that James had
been advised to give up Her Majesty’s grat-
uity.

At the end of July Elizabeth wrote to com-
. mand Bowes to remonstrate with James about
his letter to Foulis, also in respect of his re-
fusal to deliver the offender, and his demand
of his pension as a right for lands, and his
assertion of Her Majesty’s obligation to him
because of his refusal of fair overtures made
to him by foreign powers.

‘Buccleuch enjoyed his importance as hero of
the hour, but went a step too far when he
golicited Lord Home, as his deputy, to make
a raid on the East March of England. In
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August he was sent to ward at St Andrews by
the King, whereat Elizabeth was partly satis-
fied, but wrote to James she would not have
what she ought unless he was delivered to her.

The Borderers made suit to James for the
release of their champion, so, on November
12th, he was enlarged. Meanwhile, a state of
chaos reigned on the Borders, yet Elizabeth
would not appoint Commissioners. Through
the spring of 1597 she continued to demand
Buccleuch and Lord Cessford, who had latterly
been very troublesome to the English side.
On April 27th, she wrote threatening to re-
dress the Border grievances by force, and the
Scots, despairing of the Commission they
wanted, began to yield. On May 3rd word
was sent to England that Buccleuch and his
accomplices were to be “filed.””  However,
Buccleuch failed to deliver his pledges in July,
so was committed to Edinburgh Castle for a
few weeks. After he was released, he became
more tractable,—made an agreement with
Lord Scrope, and entered England as a secur-
ity on October 6th. James soon demanded he
should be set at liberty on a promise to redress
his former errors, and objected to him leaving
the Borders.

At the beginning of 1598, nearly two years
after the event, Elizabeth was still demanding
gatisfaction for the insult, and at last Buc-
cleuch was sent to her. The Queen angrily
asked him, “how he dared to undertake an en-
terprise so desperate and presumptuous?’
“What is there that a man dares not do?”’ was
Buccleuch’s answer.

Elizabeth dearly loved courage and boldness,
so the long drawn out incident ended more
amicably than had seemed possible.

M. Eva Huwss.

On the Banks o’ Lyne, Peeblesshire.

Wr'LL gather a garland of sweetest flowers,
A garland, dear child, for thee, .

And roam o’er the hills to the woodland bowers,
With the wild and wand’ring bee.

The primrose is gone from her cosy nook,
By the crystal spring she fell;

But among the ferns, beside the brook,
There are flowers that I love well.

The queen of the meadow and king-cup gay,
The wild geranium see;

And the mavis sings, where the woodbine clings,
To the boughs of the willow-tree.

We’ll gather the rose in the forest that blows,
O’er the violet’s shady bed;

And the bluebell still on the breesy hill
Is waving her graceful head. AL BG
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The Tramps of the Borderland.
JAMES HOGG.

ogg, better known as “The
Ettrick Shepherd,” began his tramp-
ing days very early. At the age of
eight he was taken from school and
sent to cow-herding, receiving as wages half-
yearly a ewe lamb and a pair of shoes. From
that he rose to herding of sheep, and for twelve
years wandered here and there over the huls
of “The Forest,”” bent either on business or
pleasure. Poetry awoke in him. But he had
received little school learning, and his composi-
tion had to be written in the short intervals

that came to him while he tramped over moor -

and moss ; or climbed steep brae-sides, herding
the unruly sheep. He had gathered together
five shillings, which he spent on a violin. So
the study of music and poetry went on together,
the fiddle studies being his employment on such
evenings as he had time to devote to it. The
musio he studied was that of the folk-songs of
the Borderland, and his poetry was in-the style
of the old ballads of moss-troopers and lads of
the Forest, such as his mother loved to sing.
He could not take his fiddle to the hill. But he
carried with him, as he tramped day after day
in the solitudes of the Borderland, a few sheets
of paper stitched together and a small phial of
ink. He was no expert writer. When a chance
came to him: he stripped off coat and waistcoat
and wrote down a verse with great labour, the
writing being a large and uncouth imitation of
the printed letters he saw in books. Some-
times there might only be a line written. For
sheep move on, regardless of poetical shepherds.

“For ae third o’ the twenty-four hours™ he is
made to say “tak’ ae day wi’ another through-
out the year, I'm in the open air, wi’ Heaven’s
wind and rain perhaps, or its hail and sleet—
and they are blest by the hand that sends them
—blashing against me on the hill.”’

Though the Shepherd’s life was mostly spent
by Ettrick and Yarrow, there was a time when
he herded on the slopes of Queensberry. And
ag all sheep sent to market had to be slowly
driven along the roads to the towns, the Et-
trick Shepherd had many a long weary tramp.
For ten years he was in the service of Mr Laid-
law of Blackhouse. The farmer’s son was the
William Laidlaw who was afterwards amanuen-
sis and factor to Sir Walter Scott, and the auth-
or of the sweet song—“Lucy’s Flittin’.”” Me
was ten years younger than Hogg, but between
the two a lifelong friendship began.

While Hogg herded his sheep, played his fid-
dle, and studied at the composition of ballads,
he one day heard of Burns, who had not long

" uine tramp
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been dead. The man who told him all about
the Ayrshire Poet was a half-daft tramp, who
recited to Hog%the whole of “Tam O’ Shanter.”
The man said Burns was the sweetest poet who
ever lived, and that no one could ever fill his
place. Then there came to the Ettrick Shep-
herd a new impulse, a new light. Why should
not he rise up as a second Burns He spoke
his thoughts and got little sympathy. Outsid-
ers saw only the “Ettrick Shepherd,” a man
who waa now almost the age of Burns, who could
hardly sign his name, and whose compositions
were uncouth ballads. But the man, whose
soul was stirred within him, never drew back
from his purpose. If he did not attain to the
highest he certainly did wonderful work when
one thinks of his education and his opportun-
ities. It was work he could not have done had
he not tramped these Border hills till he was
thirty years of age, serving as a shepherd, and
seeing nature in all its moods—as Veitch 'says:
—“He wae familiar with every book of the
Heavens and the earth, and he had the soul
to note, to feel, and to treasure.”’

There is the touch of an artist in Kilmeny,
and a “Scottish lilt,”’ in the music of the ballad.
But beyond these things there is also the clear
knowledge of the scenery, which only a gen-
possesses. We feel that it is a pic-
ture faithful in every detail. So trueis it, that
the spell of the supernatural comes on us, and
we can almost believe in the Fairyland that
grim old moss-troopers believed in, and feared
more than they did the lances of the “Auld
Enemy.” Burns wrote of men and life. But
the Ettrick Shepherd’s poems are word pictures
of the scenery round the mystic Yarrow. Hogg
saw the moorland and the mountain, the shad-
owy mist, and the swift-flowing Border burna.
He sang of them as no one else has ever done,
and to all Borderers these poems will ever be
dear. Perhaps the most popular of his songe
is “Whén the Kye Comes Hame.”” The laird
of Craigieburn once said to Hogg that the words
ought to have been “When the Kye Come
Hame,”’ but Hogg said it was written as the
Borderers said it, and truth was before gram-
mar. Lately there died an old shepherd, famil-
iarly known to the people of Tweedsmuir as
“John o’ the Logan.’’ His name was John
Renwick, and as a boy he knew the Ettrick
Shepherd, and carried Hogg’s gun on what was
the poet’s last tramp to Cramalt. Old John
Renwick used to relate that once at a shepherd’s
gathering at Menzion the song was sung—
“When the Kye Comes Hame.” Hogg was sit-
ting by himself in an adjoining room, and John
Renwick, with a boy’s impulse, peeped in to see
how Hogg liked the singing of what was known
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to be Hogg’s favourite song. He saw the poet
in tears.

Artist a8 he was, he was ever simple and sin-
cere, and easily moved by all of nature’s mooda.

It was not the song itself, but the memories it

called up, that touched him.

“ Oft had he viewed as morning rose
The bosom of the lonely Lowes,
Ploughed far by many a downie keel,
Of wild-duck and of vagrant teal.
Oft thrilled his heart at close of even,
To see the dappled vales of heaven,
With many a mountain, moor, and tree,
Asleep upon St Mary.”

AGNES MARCHBANK.
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ing laws on the other side of the Borders, Cold-
stream was more convenient for those in the
eastern counties, being situated on the north
sifii of the Tweed about fifteen miles from Ber-
wick.

The view from the bridge at Coldstream, as
one crosses from England, must have formed a
fitting scene on moonlight nights for many a
handsome couple at the finish of their some-
times long ride or drive—if they could spare
from each other a glance at the silvery Tweed
bending gracefully round and reflecting in its
clear water the quiet little Border town. But
the object of their journey being so near com-

BORDER MARRIAGE HOUSE, { OLDSTREAM.

From Photo by

A Tweedside Gretna Greem

“She’s o’er the Border, and awa’
Wi’ Jock o’ Hazeldean.”’—Scott.

(B ® HE romance of those “irregular” clan-
/3 destine marriages of the good old
days—or, as some will have it, the
: bad old days—is chiefly associated
with the Dumfriesshire village of Gretna Green ;
but at the Border town of Ccldstream there
still stands another of the genuine old Temples
of Hymen in which many, ardent in love and
blessed with prospective fathers-in-law as ar-
dent in wrath, sought to be united for life.
While Gretna Green offered facilities for lov-
ing couples in the western part of England who
wished to avail themselves of the accommodat-

Nichol Elliott.

pletion, they would probably wait till the
longed-for ceremony was over, ere they walked
upon the bridge to enjoy the scene together.

The bridge itself is a credit to its architect
(Smeaton, of Eddystone Lighthouse fame), and
at the Coldstream end still stands in good con-
dition the old marriage-house. It is a long,
low, white-washed dwelling, with a quaint olg-
fashioned air about it. At the back there are
convenient means of exit, which were doubtless
used when a newly-wedded pair wished to evade
pursuers. The original building was merely
the small cottage with one door and two win-
dows nearest the bridge, without the more re-
cent additions.

The officiating “priest’” was one William
Dickson, & pawky, Scotsman known to have
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sung twelve songs and united half-a-dozen coup-
les in one night. His musical efforts must have
brightened up many a midnight wedding, while
a8 a ‘“raconfeur” he was indeed prolific, as
might be supposed.

e ceremony was no mere travesty of the
marriage rites. After some fitting preliminary
remarks, Dickson would go through the follow-
ing before a sufficient number of witnesses, and
speaking in the broadest Border dialect:.—

To the bridegroom: “What's your name,
siry”’

This question being satisfactorily answered,
it would be put to the bride: “And yours, my
good lady?”’

The lady having replied, both parties would
repeat after Dickson:—

“I . ... take thee . . . . to bemy wedded
wife (or huil::nu(?, to have and to hold from
this day fo , for better for worse, for
richer for poorer, in sickness and in health, to
love and cherish till death do us part.”

The bride, of course, included the important
if sometimes unheeded clause “to obey.”

After this had been gore through, Dickson
would close with these extremely poetical lines,
probably of his own concoction:—

““Then I pronounce you man and wife

All the days of your life.”

The registers would then be duly signed, the

iage certificates written out, and the fee
of half-a-guinea handed over to the “priest.”

There is a story to the effect that the newly-
wedded pair were wont to join hands over a
curious large stone in the “Craw Green’’ (a field
lying behind the marriage-house), but this does
not seem to have been considered an essential
part of the ceremony. It is mutter for regret
that the registers kept by Dickeon have dis-
appeared, and no trace of them can be found.

There were, of course, rivals of Mr Dickson
in his unique calling. There was old Patie
Mudie, locally known as “Auld Peter,” a worthy
whose ancient rig-out of clothes intimated that

“his emoluments were not large ; there was also
a tailor, a more stylish gentleman than Mr
Mudie ; but these were but feeble lights com-
pared with the officiating spirit at Coldstream
Bridge End. It is adding just another honour

to the Brethren of the Last, to say that Dick-

son worked at shoemaking, when his more pub-
lic duties permitted.

Now that the law demands that one of the
parties to a marriage must reside in Scotland
for twenty-one days before the ceremony, if it
is to be valid, the Bridge End House at Cold-
stream, like the Gretna Green of the west coun-
try, has its romance but in the past. Cold-
stream will be associated by many with the
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famous regiment of Guards which, indeed, takes
its name from the town, for it was there that
Monk raised his troop in 1660; but also at
Coldstream, in the way we have described, were
married no less than two Lord Chancellors of
England—Lord Brougham and Lord Eldon.
The latter gentleman’s marriage was preceded
by a secret departure and a long drive with his
lady from Newcastle—probably ome of many
more similar escapades. It is told that on the
occasion of Lord Brougham’s marriage, after
the ceremony had been hurriedly performed, the
newly-wedded pair made their way out at the
back of the house, and met their carriage at a
certain byroad. When the irate father-in-law
reached the marriagehouse the wily Dickson
directed him to drive straight on, thus enabling
the happy couple to return to England !

There is'a rumour to the effect that the old
marriage-house is to be destroyed, in order to
make room for a building of another descrip-
tion. It is, however, to be hoped that the pro-
prietor will recognise the claims of romance
and antiquity, and allow the old house to re-
main intact. Though Tweedside is indeed rich
in relics of a historic past, it can ill afford to
lose this interesting dwelling in which so many
faithful lovers, of high and low degree, were
united in the bonds of wedlock.

TraoMAs ELLIOTT.

The Exile’s Lament.

O, ux hills, the hills, the bonny Border hills,
I’ll never, never see them mair;

Nor the bonny gowaned braes, nor brackens wild,
That grip my heart sae sair.

Oh, dear, dark Ruberslaw—sae stern whiles,
Ye’ll glower nae mair on me;

An’ I’ll see nae mair yon bonny burn,
That ripples through the lea.

O, the hills, the hills, my bonny Border hills,

Shall I never, never look on ye again?

The very sheep looked wiser sheep than
The sheep of other where;

But of course they couldna’ but do that
When—they breathed the Border air.

And trees—oh, did you ever see sic trees,
As grew doon in the glen?

Why, they looked like giant Samsons,
Beside trees that looked like men.

O, the hills, the hills, my bonny Border hills,

Shall I never, never look on ye again?

An’ yon heather moors—did ye ever see
Sic moorg before or since?

With their purple robes—e’en grand enough
To garb a Royal Prince!

But oh, to feel one’s feet aince mair,
Treading those hills of old—

An’ oh, to grip an auld freend’s hand
Afore our ain grows cold—

0, the hills, the hills, my bonny Border hills,

Shall I never, never look on ye again?

J. PringLe THORBURN.
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EDITORIAL NOTEKS.

‘We have recently had so many valuable contributions sent to us that the limited space at our disposal has
gu vented us from publishing them as early as we should have liked. Our contributors, we have no doubt, will
r

with us in this matter.
BorpER Muuzml, and we trust that our
our hands by

It is very gratifying to receive frequent
reuien will be *¢ Leel to the
increasing our circulation among their friends. As this mue is & double number with musical

roofs of the extending influence of the
rder ” in this matter, and strengthen

supplement it is sperially adapted for sending to friends at hame and awa’.

The Border Keep.

Fourteen years ago the first Sir Walter Scott
Club was formed, Glasgow having the honour
of instituting a movement which has gone on
increasing in strength ever since. The annual
dinner of the Glasgow Club was held recently,
when a large and distinguished company was
presided over by Dr William Jacks. The Rev.
Dr John Hunter, the popular preacher who re-
cently returned to his Glasgow Church after a
year or two in London, proposed “The Immortal
Memory,”’ and said : —

The habit of commemorating our great
men had and would have rich intellectual and
moral results. The world in its onward march
could not carry too much of its past along with it,
but it was a loss of inspiration not to keep alive
even with pains certain great memories. Carlyle
was mainly right in making the extent and intel-
ligence of that remembrance the measure of the
higher progress of a people, and they were a right
noble people who thought more of their poets and
painters, their philosophers and prophets, than of
their fighting men and successful tradesmen, and
cared more for the extemsion of the empire of
truth and beauty than of any material gains and
victories. The cult, if such it might be called,
for Sir Walter Scott in our own country was of
inestimable value, for he had added to his im-

mense literary benefit that of a noble personal-
ity, which had done much to counteract the popu-
lar notion that genius in poetry and art must be
either allied to madness or loose living. Charac-
ter even more than genius was Scott’s mark. The
soundness of the Waverley novels had much to
do with the soundness of their author in all those
qualities which made not for fame but for charac-
ter and influence. Scott’s character set him for-
ever in the temple of their admiration. He was a
noble representative of that class of man of whom
Emerson once said that they made the world
wholesome. He had never sought to have any
dominion over men’s faith, but he had been a won-
derful helper of their joy. His name stands for
the duty of delight as the name of John Knox
stood for the duty of obedience. He had done
much to transform their stern Covenanting tem-
per into something much more genial, so that
they were no longer afraid to smile on Sunday
just as they used to do occasionally long ago in
the middle of the week. Like all the great inter-
preters of the pathos and tragedy of human life,
he was a great lover of his kind. So long as man-
hood, truth and justice, kindliness and sympathy,
honour, modesty, and good cheer were esteemed,
men would draw health as well as pleasure from
the writings of Sir Walter Scott.
» * *
After all is said and done, however, the real

first. Scott Club was the St Roman’s Border Club,
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which was started shortly after the publication
of “St Ronan’s Well.” Ose were great days
in Innerleithen when Scott, Hogg, Professor.

Wilson, Henry Glassford Bell, and other not--

ables assembled at the St Ronan’s Border
Games, archery competitions, etc., but this sub-
ject may be referred to in the Wm, Air Foster
papers, which the editor informs me are to
appear in the B.M. That Scott still retains his
popularity there is every reason to be assured.

A weekly miscellany enjoying a very large cir-
culation among the middle classes has been taking
the votes of its readers in order to determine the
favourite novelists of the past and the present.
The result is certainly suggestive. Apparently
those decadent moderns who think Scott ‘“dull,”
and the superfine folk who ‘“can’t stand Dickens,
you know,” find no place in the ranks of popular
readers. In this particular plebiscite Scott stands
at the top, with 1,396 votes. Next comes Dickens,
with 1,182 votes. After him we have George Eliot
and Thackery, with 238 and 237 votes respectively.

Under the auspices of the Scottish Patriotic
Association, Mr William Wallace, LL.D., editor
of the ‘“ Glasgow Herald,” lectured recently in the
Christian Institute, Glasgow, on ‘““Two Neglected
Aspects of Scott.”” Sherif Boyd, a prominent
Glasgow Borderer, presided. The neglected as-
pects of Scott on which Dr Wallace dwelt were the
patriotic and the ethico-religious. The former he
illustrated chiefly by the unfavourable criticism
passed on ‘ Marmion >’ by Jeffrey. Scott’s nation-
alism he compared in point of intensity to Burns’.
In the second portion of his lecture Dr Wallace
defended Scott from the attacks of Sir Leslie Step-
hen, Taine, and, above all, Carlyle. He main-
tained that Scott’s religion was the ‘‘ religion in
common life”” emphasised in a famous sermon by
the late Principal Caird, ahd that it saturated his
fiction, which was examined at length. Dr Wal-
lace closed by eulogising Scott as the greatest
moral sanitarian in literature.

* * *

A breezg freshness entered the Keep, and the
heart of the old Dominie was made young again
each time a new poem appeared over the famil-
iar signature “Will H. Ogilvie.”” A very wide
circle of Borderers who were delighted with Mr
Ogilvie’s strikingly original verses will be pleas-
to learn that he was, some time ago, appointed
to take charge of the department of Agricul-
tural Literature in the State College, Iowa. Mr
Ogilvie is the elder son of the late Mr George
Ogilvie, of Holefield, Kelso. From what I
know of this promising Border poet, I feel sure
he will not forget the Borderland and will often
delight us with his virile verse.

* »* *
The roots of many of our Border Family

Trees strike very deep indeed, and some of our
modern Royalties might well envy such pedi-

grees. This is well exemplified in the follow-
ing cutting from the “Hawick News’’ :—

The late Lieutenant-Colonel Thomas Alexander
Riddell-Carre of Cavers Carre, whose death oc-
curred recently, was a descendant through the
Hamiltons of Cairnhill, of King Malcolm Can-
more. The deceased laird had a common ancestor
with both the Duke of Roxburghe and the Marquis
of Lothian in John Kerr of the Forest of Selkirk,
who flourished in the fourteenth century. His
descendant, Sir Robert Ker, was cupbearer to
James IV., and Sir Robert’s son, Sir Andrew Ker
of Cessford, fought at Flodden, and became War-
den of the Middle Marches. He was much in-
volved in the feuds of his time, and defeated
Scott of Buccleuch in a skirmish, but was him-
self killed. His son, Sir Walter, was a leading
opponent of Mary Queen of Scots, and fought
against her troops at Langside. Sir Andrew Kerr
of Fernihurst distinguished himself by breaking
into Kelso Abbey on the night after Flodden, and,
turning the superior out of doors, set up his own
brother in room of the worthy abbot. Sir An-
drew’s grandson, Sir Thomas Ker, was a steadfast
adherent of Queen Mary, and was believed to be
deeply implicated in the murder of Darnley. He
was father of that notorious favourite of James
VI., Robert Carre, created Earl of Somerset. The
eventual heiress of the Carres of Cavers married
into the old house of Riddell of Riddell, and was -
great-grandmother of the deceased laird. The lat-
ter’s father, Walter Riddell-Carre, was well-known
for his popular lectures on the Border district,
and was, moreover, author of a delightful volume
of ‘“Border Memories.”

* * *

Nearly two hundred years ago farming on the
Borders was in rather a backward state, as we
find described.in Dr Pennecuik’s “Description
of Tweedale.” In the following quotation from
that old work the worthy Doctor describes one
or two things which had not quite disappeared
in the early days of some of our readers. Deal-
ing with the Peeblesshire farmers he says : —

They are an industrious careful people, yet
somewhat wilful, stubborn, and tenacious of old
customs. There are amongst them that will not
suffer the wrack to be taken out of their land,
because (say they), it keeps the corn warm, nor
sow their bear seed, be the season wet or dry, till
the first week of May be over, which they call
‘“runchie ” week, or week of weeds; nor plant
trees or hedges, for wronging the undergrowth,
and sheltering the birds of the air to destroy their
corn ; neither will they trench and ditch a piece of
useless boggie ground, for fear of the loss of five
or six foot of grass, for a far greater increase;
which humour, with a custom they have of over-
laying the ground, which they term full plenish-
ing, makes their cattle lean, little, and give a
mean price in a market. In this shire (he says in
another place), is certainly as well paid rent as
any in the kingdom, the mails for the most part
being received in money.

DosiNiB SAupsoN.
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The Late Mr John Telfer.

T is once more our melancholy duty
to refer to the passing away of a pro-
minent Edinburgh Borderer, and in
doing so we cannot refrain from sym-

pathising with our brethren in the Capital who
bhave thus been deprived of the counsel and
asgistance of two such men as Captain George
Fraser McNee, a portrait and character sketch
of whom appeared in our last month’s issue,
and Mr John Telfer, J.P., who held a very warm
place in many Border hearts. We met and
talked with both at the annual gathering held
in Edinburgh in December last, and their por-
traits will remain graven deep on the tablets
of our memory. No one could help liking John
Telfer who looked into his clear eye or watched
the ever present smile playing round his thin
mobile lips. He had a fresh, beautiful comr
plexion, which belied his years and helped to
make him so attractive to the young. In our
first volume, part seven (Aug., 1896), there is &
life-like portrait of Mr Telfer and a character
sketch from the pen of Mr Stuart Douglas El-
liot, S.8.C., but, a8 many of our readers may
not. be in possession of that issue, we quote one
or two present references to our departed friend.
Such men are the v salt of the earth, and
we feel tempted to give full vent to our own
feelings, but we prefer to give space to others.
The Edinburgh correspondent of the “Southern
Reporter” thus writes: —

THE LATE MR JOEN TELFER.

My heart is sore as I write the above line, be-
cause no Border man, at least in my opinion, has
exerted a more wholesome influence in public and
private life in the city, and all in such an un-
obtrusive way, than the deceased. He was a
strenuous and unwearied worker. He was suc-
cessful in a business to which he had not been
trained—that of wholesale stationer—becoming
manager with Messrs A. Whyte & Son, and a
partner in the firm. That did not by any means
exhaust his energies. He was in at the founding
of the Edinburgh Band of Hope Union, took a
hearty interest in temperance work and mission
and evangelistic work among the young; and in
that busy bee-hive, the Barclay Free Church, un-
der Dr Wilson, he was one of the most active men
of the lot. He was at the founding of the Border
Counties Association, and it was under his initia-
tive that the Borderers’ Union took shape in 1874.
His was the guiding spirit of the Union from the
first; for some years he was president, and at
the time of his death he was president of Council.
He was interested in the work of the Union till
the last, and his latest letter had to do with the
memorial to Mr Macnee at Hawick. The help he
afforded to young men was widely known, and he
saw through those who shirked work and were not
as upright and downright as himself. He was a
guiding spirit, and if unbending was usually un-
bending in the right. When shall we see the like
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of his brave, sagacious, patriotic spirit again?
Carlyle said of Scott that no sounder piece of
manhood was put together in the 18th century,
and we may say the same of Mr Telfer in the 19th
mry, 8o far as the Borders are concerned, at

From the “Border Telegraph” we select the

portions of a good summary of Mr Telfer's
career:—

By the death of Mr John Telfer, chairman and
managing director of Messrs A. Whyte & Son,
wholesale stationers, Edinburgh, a prominent fig-
ure among Edinburgh Borderers has been remov-
ed. Mr Telfer, who had been in rather feeble
health during the past winter, revived after a
short residence at Melrose, but early in March,
during & gale, he was blown down, and from the
injuries then received and the shock to the system
he sustained, he succumbed, his death occurring
at his residence, 2 Carlton Terrace, on Monday,
27th March. .

Both Mr Telfer’s father and grandfather were
land stewards at Easter Nisbet, near Jedburgh,
where he was born seventy-one years ago. Father
and son were both men of strong character and
individuality. Thomas Telfer, after forty years’
service as a land steward, spent the last twenty
years of his life as district missionary in connec-
tion with Barclay Free Church, Edinburgh. Mr
John Telfer was educated at Eckford Parish
School, and at thirteen was apprenticed to a
grocer and wine merchant in Jedburgh. He be-
came manager of the business with the chance of
partnership, but a change of views on the drink
question led to his throwing up the situation. He
went to Edinburgh in 1860, and received an ap-
pointment in the firm of Andrew Whyte & Son,
in an entirely new line. He soon showed great
grasp of detail, and gift for organising, and soon
became manager. When the business was turned
into a limited liability company he became chair-
man and managing director. Mr Telfer never al-
lowed the cares of business to absorb all his ener-
gies, and for nearly fifty years he lent his coun-
tenance to and had a hand in helping forward
schemes for the moral, social, and religious im-
provement of his fellow-men. He had a hand in
Fountainbridge mission- work, in the temperance
and Band of Hope movement, evangelistic work
amongst the young, establishment of libraries, and
Church work in all its branches. He was a man
of strong will, unbending at times, but of sound
principle and sterling integrity. Though scarcely
a fluent speaker, his strong common sense gave
strength to every cause in or out of committee, in
public or private, which he espoused. To many
young men his helping hand, friendly counsel, and
discriminating recommendations have been of the
utmost value, and many who occupy good positions
to-day owe these positions to Mr Telfer’s helpful
services. In Parliamentary and municipal elec-
tions Mr Telfer was a tireless worker. His poli-
tical creed was Liberal, but he was free from dog-
matism, and much of his social and temperance
work was undertaken and carried through in con-
junction with men of all parties. He was fre-
quently invited to enter the Town Councils of
Edinburgh and Portobello (where he formerly
regided) before the amalgamation of the latter
with the capital, but always declined.
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It is, however, as a Borderer that Mr Telfer
will be best remembered. He always cherished
fond memories of his native district, and in 1865
was one of the first to join with the late Mr
Thomas Usher and other gentlemen in founding
the Edinburgh Border Counties Association. This
organisation, however, excellent though it was, did
not reach the class Mr Telfer desired to get hold
of—the working Borderers, and the young men
and women coming from the Borders to Edinburgh
~—s80 in 1874 he took the initiative in founding the
Edinburgh Borderers’ Union, which has risen
from small beginnings to a large and flourishing
organisation of over 1000 members. In 1893, Mr
Telfer was unanimously and enthusiastically elect-
ed President of the Union, a position he held for
several years. During his tenure of office he in-
stituted a juvenile prize scheme to encourage
young Borderers to read and study Border litera-
ture, and otherwise to foster an interest in Bor-
der history and tradition. Latterly Mr Telfer was
Chairman of Council of the Union, and it is safe
to say that much of the Union’s success is due to
his personal efforts and influence. Mr Telfer lived
a strenuous life in and out of business, and was
ceaseless in suggesting fresh schemes or backing
up those in progress. He was a Justice of Peace
and Chairman of East Edinburgh Radical Associa-
tion. He leaves a widow and son and .daughter.
Mrs Telfer also belonged to the Borders, having
been her husband’s school companion at Eckford.
The son, Mr Thomas Telfer, is engaged in- his
father’s business. The funeral took place at Por-
tobello Cemetery on Thursday, 80th March, when
there was a large company of prominent Edin-
burgh and Border gentlemen.

From Mr Telfer’s intimate friend and fellow-
worker in all his various schemes we have re-
ceived the following memorial verses:—

JOHN TELFER, J.P.,
Died 27th March, 1905, aged 71.

Farewell, dear brother, comrade, friend,
Now laid to quiet rest! .

For thee love, joy, and sorrow blend,
Urgent to be exprest.

Yoke-fellow more than forty years
In “Sabbath Fellowship,”

Our sympathies—too strong for tears—
Held us in loyal grip.

Twins in creating ‘“ Bands of Hope,”
" Fellows in helping others,
Where drink’s sad victime brought us scope,
We wrought and fought as brothers.

Aye leal to our dear Borderland,
. Ours was the ““ Borderers’ Union”’;

Midst city life the Border strand
Drew forth our souls’ communion.

Thy quiet courage, simple faith,
Manly sincerity

‘Were pure, blythe, upright, “ true till death ”’—
Which came so suddenly.

For thee shall bloom love’s deathless flowers—
*Tis joy that thou art blest—

Grief builds within these hearts of ours
Thy monument and crest. 6 T

A Glimpse of Middlebie
(In the Country of the Carlyles).!

)OR a number of years an Edinburgh
) Middlebian and the writer purposed
scampering through the above fam-
&) ous parish. Schemes went aft aglee,
and it was

not till the last Edinburgh holiday
that our purpose was realised. However, it
was worth waiting the year for the glorious day
that fell to our lot.

Nothing worthy of record occurred in the
outward journey save a brisk passage of arms
and tongues between two worthy Amazons.
Number one produced a “pocket pistol,” and
with evident, satisfaction took a strong and a
long pull. This acted like the proverbial red
rag on number two, who administered a rebuke
worthy of a J. B. h. There was no fur-
ther production of the sinfu’ wee bottle.

Beyond Lockerby we soon touched Middlebie,
one of the most interesting parishes in the
frontier county, comprising the ancient par-

. ishes of Middlebie, Pauversax, and Carruthers,

joined in 1609.

We dropped from our train at Kirtlebridge,
for generations known as the Galls, a name
derived from a battle fought by the Galloweg-
ians and the English.  The scene that lay
around us as we made a bee line for Birrens
Roman Station was most impressive. Burn-
swark and the infinite azure that lay beyond
combined to form a striking picture.

The camp or station we found on a bluff in
a hollow, skirted on two sides by running
streams. It is said to be one of the best pre-
served in Britain, and to have been formed in
the time of Agricola. Recent excavations fur-
nished splendid relics. Distinct remains of its
fossae aggeres and praetorium were also found.
Another camp adjoining was destroyed by the
proprietor in 1820. Roads running from the
camp in several directions are distinctly trace-
able,

Tradition tells how that the adjoining Bir-
rens farm was given to the widow of a Carlyle,
who was unjustly hanged for cattle stealing.
The case was 8o cruel and lawless that the com-
pensation was deemed necessary. The family
possessed the farm till their title was disputed,
;.:d they were ousted by the Duke of Queens-

ry.
As the sunlight fell on cottage roofs we made
for Middlebie village, and that along the high-
way frequently traversed by the world-famed
sage. Our companions’ reminiscence of the
parish, its worthies, and Carlyle in particular,
were highly interesting.

The village, though now of small propertions,
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was of some consequence. From a period some
time after the Reformation it wae the seat of
Presbytery till 1743. According to an eminent
authority its name signifies the middle dwelling
or station, taken from the Roman camp, already
noticed, which is midway between Netherbie in
Cumberland and Overbie in. Eskdale Muir, each
about ten miles distant.

We found a few houses, a church, a school,
and a smithy. The latter is owned by a sturdy
specimen of the craft, who could have been the
prototype of Longfellows renowned poem, and
who belongs to the Irving clan, whose chief seat
is in the parish.

When wandering through the graveyard,
which lies around the Auld Kirk, we found
stones raised to the memory of Bells on all
hands. The inscriptions on these were invar-
iably surmounted by groups of hand or other
bells.

From Photo by G. M. R.
MIDDLURBIE SMITOY.

Middlebie has always been famous for “Bells,”
whose headquarters was Blacket House. The
name was as common as that of Jardine or
Johnstone in other Anndale districts. The clan
was wont to muster so strongly that the Bells
of Middlebie became proverbial over a very
wide area. They are intimately associated
with the tragic story of Fair Hellen of Kirk-
connel Lee. Many men of note have sprung
from the ilke, among them being Dr Benjamine
Bell, the most eminent surgeon of his day.

It is told how that a beadle of the parish,
when on a visit to “the English side,”’ made the
acquaintance of a professional brother of an
English cathedral. The sexton boasted loudly
of his fine peal of fifteen bells, but the Middle-
bian, feeling that his parish was at stake, si-
lenced him at omnce with the reply, “Fifteen
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bells, have ’e? That's naething. There’s
therty seeven Bells in the kirk aw come frae.”

Although overhauled and added to recentiy
the ancient church wears an old world aspect.
It occupies a prominent bluff overlooking the
Mein, and is snugly sheltered by trees. One of
its bells.is said to hang in a Cumberland church
belfray alongside of Dornock bell. Both were
lifted in a Border raid under the Duke of Hamil-
ton in 1648, and have since remained the pro-
perty of Bowness Church.

After a chat -with the village smith we wended
our way to Scotsbrig. The lanes were quiet
and the fields full of stooks. Through those
lanes and scenes the famous Ecclefechanite
must have often trod. His favourite walk, and
that which he frequently traversed with his
mother, was quite deserted. The farm which
“gent its barrels of meal and butter’ to the
prophet we easily found.

It was to Scotsbrig that the Carlyles turned
when they quitted Mainhill. Tom. described it
as “a far better farm,’”’ where he had resolved
to stay till his German romance was done.
After a week of idleness he tells how that here
“he resumed his stint of ten pages daily, stead-
ily as the town clock, no interruption dreaded
or occurred.”

The good farmer and his wife received us
graciously, and treated us handsomely. The
house we found. bright and well ordered. Not-
withstanding that it was the height of Imrvest
all was in delightful form. We were given our
own time in Carlyle’s roome—rooms to which
he oft resorted when “quite smashed up,” and
where he “sank into stagnation and magnetic
sleep.”

It was at Scotsbrig that Carlyle “did as he
liked and was ministered to by the kindest
hands.’’ Here he studied, wrote, read novels,
smoked, and spent the hours with “dear old
mother,”” and here he had “all his kindred
around him for the last time.”” We deemed it
no small privilege to be permitted to visit and
linger in the bedroom and study of the renown-
ed author, and the kindness shown us will not
be easily forgotten.

Carlyle’s youngest brother, Jamie o’ Scots-
brig, is still remembered. Like their father,
he was “a pithy speakin’ body wi’ an unco po’or
o’ langwidge’”’ In many quarters he seems
more admired than his famous brother. His
sayings and doings are talked of and joked
over where Carlyle’s books are unknown or held
in a kind of contempt. “Jamie we kent, bub
Tam,” said one, “ we saw naething in him, an’
see less in ’is books to mak’ a sang aboot.”’
Said another: “There wasna Jamie’s match for
breeding pigs in a’ the country side.”
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Many storiée are still afloat through Middle-
bie regarding Jamie, his doings, and his sayings.
These are decidedly Carlylean, and show that
he was possessed of the originality and graphic
speech peculiar to his clan.

The following story, picked up in our wander-
ings, was new. His brother, who had abandon-
ed the mason trade for that of a merchant,
wished Jamie’s opinion regarding a korse which
he had purchased. After pestering him for a
time he got it. “Weel,” said Jamie, “it's a
mighty peety ’e ha'e left the masonin’, for the
thing wad made a graun’ tressel for ’er scaf-
fold.”

Turning away from Scotsbrig we faced Eccle-
fechan wards, coming in touch with the village
school children, and covering the ground by way
of Potter Know, walked in the gloaming by
Carlyle and his mother. Descending Cleuch
- Brae, we halted and took a snapshot of Carlyle
Well, erected by the renowned Jamie, and then

From Photo by G. M. R.
CARLYLR'S WELL.

continued to foot it bravely. The view as we
approached the “Entap fuhl” of “Sartor Re-
sartus’’ was sweeping, and Woodcock Air and
Repentance Tower stood out against the sky-
line pancrama. The village is somewhat alter-
ed since Carlyle knew il in his early days, lying
in a hollow, surrounded by wooded slopes, with
its little “Kuhbach’” gushing kindly by on its
way to join the Mein,

5nce within the village we visited the arched
house wherein the Chelsea sage was born, the
school in which he “learnt these earliest tools
of complicacy which a man of letters gets to
handle—his class-books.’”” Then we turned
into the churchyard where he, the village's
greatest son, was laid to rest in 1881.

The quaint churchyard of Pauversax, or
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sauchs situated by the road side two
miles from Ecclefechan, was next vis-
ited. The old church has disappear-
ed, but ancient trees and tombstones

still keep guard over the spot where it stood.
Many of Carlyle’s ancestors rest here. The old
flat stone marking the spot bears an inscription
which mentions John Carlyle, whe was born
in 1687 and died in 1727, and who is supposed
to be the person hung at Birrens, whose widow,
according to Froude, lived in Middlebie in ex-
treme poverty. .

On our return to Ecclefechan we saw and
heard some little of the doings of the head of
the Irving clan, whose seat—Bonshaw Tower—
is on the classic Kirtlee This Border clan, we
may add, can trace its history back to 373, and
at one time owned the lands from the Esk to
the Nith. They were wont to maintain 900
fighting men for the king. By an extraordin-
ary will in 1889 Bonshaw was left to g stranger,
but after some years litigation the present. chief,
Colonel Irving, won it back, but with a £24,500
mortgage as a burden.  Yet the chieftain is
proud of his fight and his victory. He hopes
to bring out an exhaustive history of the not-
able clan in the near future. .

Re-entering Ecclefechan by the Glasgow and
Carlisle highway, the village looked neat and
tidy, but was exceptionally quiet. But & cen-
tury ago it must have been a place of some
importance and comsiderable - bustle. What
with a large weaving industry, the numerous
fairs, the coming sad going of coaches, with
their cheery horns, the place must have been
lively enough.

Having given heed to the wants of the inner
man and said good-bye to friends who were
more than kind, we mounted the Haggs Brae,
where tinkers squatted by way of facing the
eighty odd miles lying between us and Auld
Reekie, and having negotiated Beattock Hill
and rounded the iron elbow at Castairs we were
soon once more treading the pavements of
“mine own romantic town.”

G. M. R.

“Mr Pennycook’s Boy and Other Homely
Characters,” by the author of “Wee Macgree-
gor,” will appeal to a wide circle of readers, for
the talented author shows himself to be a true
artist by his manner of blending humour and
pathoe. Borderers resident in Glasgow know
how true to life most of the sketches are. The
price is 1s, and the publishers are The Scots
Picterial Publishing Co., Ltd.
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The Tragedy of Glenconnal.

(A BorpEer INcinENT oF eHE “ KiLuiNe Tiuss.”)

of T was twilight in Glenconnal.  The

3 clouds hung heavy on the hills, the
wind had died away, ‘and the valley
was silent save for the mournful cry
of the whaup and the murmur of a mountain
. stream. Across the moorland a young man
was hurrying towards the lonely farmhouse at
the head of the glen. He was a tall, stalwart
youth, clad in the homespun garb of the coun-
try folk, there was a pallor on his cheeks, and
an anxious look in his eyes, which betrayed a
troubled frame of mind. From time to time
as he strode along he cast a hasty glance be-
hind, as though fearing pursuit, and gradually
changing his rapid step into a run, he did not
slacken speed till he stood on the threshold of
the farm.

He paused a moment to regain breath, then
knocked hastily at the door. There was no re-
sponse ; a dead stillness prevailed within. He
tried the latch, but the door was locked. He
knocked again, loudly and impatiently, and at
this a window above him opened and a young
woman peered cautiously forth.

“Oh! it’s you,” she said.

He looked up quickly. “Jeanie,” he cried,
“come doon an’ let me in.”’

“What d’ye want ?’’ she asked, surveying him
with no favouring look; “ye ken fine, Jock
Carmichael, that there’s nae welcome for ye
here.”

“Open the door,” he responded. “I wouldna
look your gate, lass, if ye werna in trouble an’
in danger.”

A startled look came over her, and she closed
the window hastily. A few moments later the
door was unbarred and she stood before him.

She was a slender girl of some eighteen years,
blue-eyed and fair-haired, a fragile flower to
bloom in this wild glen.

He entered and closed the door hastily behind
him. “Jeanie,’”’ he said, hoarsely, “there’s a
party o’ dragoons comin’ up the glen ; ye maun
get Davie oot o’ this at once.”

She turned pale to the lips. “Wha telt them
he was here?’ she faltered.

“That’s mair than I ken. I got the news
in the inn ower by at Milton. The sodgers
rade in frae Kilmarnock with orders to search
Glenconnal ; they had gotten word somehow
that Davie was here. They were restin’ their
horses when I cam’ awa’, an’ were to start at
sunset, sae there’s nae time to lose.”

“Oh, Jock!” she cried, despair in her voice,
“he’s wounded ; he canna steer, he's lyin’ up-
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stairs the noo, puir lad, unconscious and help-
less. Oh, what’ll I dae! what’ll I dae!’’

He stood silent for a moment, with furrowed
brows, thinking. They had been lovers, he and
this blue-eyed maid, before the cruel strife be-
gan 'twixt king and kirk, but he was poor, and
a richer man came along—a laird, no less. Ah,
well! It was an old story now, and he had
tried to forget, but in the room above him at
this moment his rival lay sore stricken, while
death drew near across these lonely moors.

He looked down at the trembling girl, and a
great pity was in his heart.

“Oh, Jock!”’ can ye no speak?” she cried ;
“tell me what to dae. My puir Davie, my puir
Davie I”’

“Whaur's yer faither ¥’ he asked, abruptly.
“Is there naebody here that can help?”

“My faither! I havena seen him this three
weeks ; no since Bothwell Brig.” She sank
sobbing into a chair. He averted his eyes, the

-sight of her grief cut him to the heart. What

help could he give? What consolation could
he offer to her in her distress? Were he cap-
able of the task of carrying the injured man,
where could he take him to? There was no
hiding-place, no shelter for miles around, no-
thing but barren moor and great bleak hills,
as far as the eye could see ; and precious time
was slipping past, every mowent of which
brought nearer those merciless troopers, who
would drag their victim forth to a miserable
death.

“They that take the sword, shall perish by
the sword,’’ so runs the text. Three days be-
fore, on a wild, deserted road, David Shaw, the
fanatical Covenanter, had lain in ambush be-
hind a dyke and had shot at and killed a captain
of dragoons, as he rode by at the head of his
troop. Amid a hail of vengeful bullets he fled,
and for the time being had eluded capture, but
now his doom drew nigh. And anger was in
the heart of John Carmichael, as he thought of
this; of the crime he would not judge—they
lived in strange times when mef\’s conscience
was their only law—but why had the assassin
fled here of all places? If he really loved the
lass, why had he brought danger upon her by
sheltering under her father’s roof!? “He is
unworthy of her,” thought John, “and yet she
loves him, and is running a terrible risk to
shield him from his foes.”

The sight of the weeping girl moved him
strangely. “Wheesht, lassie, dinna greet,”’ he
muttered, and laid a gentle hand upon her
shoulder, “there’s hope yet.” From without
came a distant sound of galloping hoofs, faint
but unmistakable. She heard it, and clung to
him in terror.
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“Jock ! Jock ! dinna let them tak’ him,” she

Loved her once! God help him, he loved her
still ; his heart was as true to her now as on
cried, appealingly. “Oh, Jock! you loved me
ouce—save him for my sake.”
their betrothal day, never was she dearer to
him than at this moment, as she hung on his
arm beseeching his aid for the man who had
come between him and her love.

For an instant he faltered, then all that was
noble and generous in him rose to the surface ;
his mind was made up, cost what it might, she
would not plead in vain, for the sake of the
old love and the memory of by-gone days he
would stand between David Shaw and death.
He spoke clearly and confidently. “Do as I tell
ye, Jeanie, an’ I'll save him yet. Listen! gang
upstairs an’ bide there quietly beside Davie;
keep awa’ frae the window, an’ dinna come
doon, nae matter what ye hear. Ye under-
stand 1’

Nearer came the sound of the approaching
horsemen, the ringing of steel and the thud of
hoofs. He grasped her hand and raised it to
his lips. “Good-bye, lass,”’ he murmured.
“God bless ye;” then he turned hastily away.

She stood bewildered and uncertain. “Jock I’’
she cried, softly, but the door closed behind
him, and he was gone. As she stood hesitatin
the dragoons came clattering into the yard, ang
obedient to his last instructions® she crept
quietly upstairs.

John Carmichael stepped out into the dusk.
The troopers had surrounded the farm, and the
main body had dismounted and were now ap-
proaching the house.

“Seize that fellow I’ cried a voice. Rough
hands obeyed the command, and unresisting
John was brought into their midst. They
crowded round him, fierce, forbidding-looking
ruffians, the terror of Scotland, the merciless
dragoons of Lag.

“Your name 1” demanded a scarlet-coated cap-
tain. .

The young man faced his captors unflinch-
, ingly. “David Shaw,” he replied.

The officer laughed. “We're in luck’s way,
lads ; bring him along, and we’ll finish the job
at once.”’

. In a small upper room of the dwelling, the
irl knelt by the bedside of the injured man.
e light was fading, and she crouched in the
semi-darkness, listening intently to the sounds
from the soldiers in the yard below, and dread-
ing at any instant to hear their heavy tread
upon the stair. The moments passed, but no
intruder broke in upon her, and the voices with-

out became distant and faint. She glanced at
the unconscious occupant of the couch, who lay
with drawn white face and clenched teeth. -
“Puir Davie, he’s gey far gane,” she muttered.

There was more of pity than affection in the
look she cast upon him, for though the stern
Covenanter had won her respect, he had not
taken the place in her heart which Carmichael
once held, She loved David Shaw, it is true, in
a kind of a way. Her father had favoured his
suit, and she had given in to his wishes. She
was young, poor girl, and it seemed a grand
thing to be a laird’s wife. So off with the old
love, on with the new. Poor Jock had got the
go-by.

It was of this she was thinking now, as she
sat in the silent room. It was very still out-
side. She wondered what they were doing, and
if Jock was in danger. How brave he was, and
how faithful, how true to her in adversity ; and
she had treated him shamefully, she knew that,
and reddened at the memory of it. Her
thoughts went back to the old days, when he
canlie up Glenconnal courting her. How long
ago it seemed, yet it was only a year—but she
must not think of this—these days were past
and gone, and Jock Carmichael was hers no
longer.

She turned to arrange the pillows of the in-
jured man, who since her entry to the room
had lain unconscious and still. Her hand
touched his brow. She started back with a
ory of horror—he was icy cold—dead. She
gazed in awe-stricken silence. No tears, no
outburst of grief did she give way to, but a
feeling of utter loneliness and desolation crept
over her. She must tell Jock. He had told
her to stay here, but there could be no harm
in her appearing now. A sudden flash lit up
the room, and the crash of a volley of musketry
came from without. And then she knew—ah,
ves—she knew too well what deed of self-sacri-
fice had been done, and, rushing from the house,
she fled distracted into the gloom. :

A drizzling rain was falling, and a startl
peesweep circled overhead, giving vent to its
melancholy wail. “Too late! Too late!” it
seemed to cry. The soldiers had mounted and
were riding down the glen. On the verge of
the moorland, a few yards from the farm, she
found bim. The rain fell on his upturned face,
a8 he lay where they had left him on the
heather.  She sunk beside him sobbing, and
threw herself upon his bleeding breast. “Oh,
Jock! I loved ye, I loved ye,” she moaned. °

Silence once more descended on the glen.
The peesweep ceased its clamour and returned
to its nest. And still she hung o’er him, press-
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ing kisses on unresponsive lips, and whispering
endearments into ears that could not hear. A
soft wind crept up the valley and stirred in the
brackens beside her. The clouds sank lower
on the hills; the mist came creeping in; and
the night rolled down like a curtain on the
tragedy of Glenconnal,
WiLLiax Gow.

A Border Scrap Book.

OUBTLESS a large number of our
readers have treasured up interest-
ing cuttings regarding the literature

5 and lore of the Borderland, and

have said “ when we have time we will paste

them in a book so that they may not be lost,’’
but how few have been able to attain this
desired end. The accumulation soon becomes
so formidable that there is little chance of the
collector overtaking the rather tiresome work
of pasting and placing so much printed matter.

At last the whole is consigned to the waste-

paper basket, and thus much valuable matter

is lost. When a scrap is cut from a news-
paper it should be at once placed in the scrap
book, and this is now possible by using the

“Ideal Scrap Book,”” which has just been

brought before our notice. The makers are

the well-known firm of Duncan Campbell &

Son, 96 St Vincent Street, Glasgow, and the

prices range from 4/6 to 6/6. By an exceed-

ingly simple device it is possible to affix in-
stantly a scrap, picture, invoice, or other docu-
ment, and yet allow both sides of the matter
to be read, while any of the insertions can be
removed when desired, thus saving the weari-
some task of copying, as in the case of an or-
dinary scrap book. The following are a few
points of excellence in the “Ideal Scrap
Book ”’ : — .

The paste pot is done away with altogether. The
book has great capacity, holding three times as
much as an ordinary book. It is made on the
single leaf plan, so that extra leaves can be added
to meet the needs of the user. An index allows
for classification of articles. Either side of a
clipping may be referred to. It is economical, for
on one page may be filed a four, a three, a two,
and several single column articles, a dozen in-
voices, or more notes or receipts.

, =2

Our recommendation of the above is prompted
by the hope that not a few of our readers will
be encouraged to preserve much of the float-
ing Border literature to be found in the news-
papers, &c., and occasionally to send to us for
publication any specially good cutting they
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may secure. Would it not be a wise plan for
every Public Library in the Borderland to
have a Border Scrap Book, into which the
librarian might affix cuttings, &c., collected
by himself and the readers.

Scottish Patriotism.

HE readers of the BorpER MAGAZINE
will doubtless have discovered that
we are in favour of conserving and
preserving all the rights of Scotland

which were secured to her by the Treaty of
Union.  Our Borderland was the battle-ground
of Scotland’s rights for centuries, and many
things which are the special glory of the true
Scot were secured by our indomitable fore-
fathers. The Seottish Patriotic Association
was not formed a day too soon, and all who
are loyal to the Homeland will rejoice at the
measure of success which, has resulted from
the efforts of this Society.  The day is not far
distant when the histories which have so long
been in use in our schools will be so altered
that the pupil will know when * British >’ his-
tory began, and that Scotland did mnot en-
tirely disappear from the world’s record when
the Union with England was consummated.
Our contemporary, “The Scottish Patriot,”
which has recently been much improved in
appearance, has a wide circulation, and its in-
fluence is bound to work for that real Im-
perialism which preserves national sentiment.
It has been proved a thousand times that
the Scot can be intensely patriotic—clannish
if you like to call it—and yet be a true Em-
pire builder. The men who are in the front
rank in the British Empire at present prove
this. Mr John Wilson, editor and proprie-
tor of the above illustrated monthly, in a
recent issue thus refers to the Borper Maca-
ziNg : —* This is a magazine we would like to
see in every home. It is just as sound and
patriotic as ‘The Scottish Patriot,” and, of
course, that is saying a good deal. The illus-
trations are always good, and we heartily com-
mend it to our readers.”

An increasing number of distinguished Scots
are joining the Scottish Patriotic Association,
and the nominal annual fee of ome shilling
opens the door to every lover of his country.
Any of our readers (ladies or gentlemen) may
secure membership by forwarding the neces-
sary amount to the Editor of the Borozr
Magazing, who will be pleased to propose
them.
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Robert M. Giraham.

y‘{@ HILST looking over some old per-
BAREY iodicals lately my eye fell upon
s gy : a “Border Magazine,” which re-
wr® B called to me “memories dear.”
It brought to my mind a recollection of the
happiest days that are gone and scenes I shall
ever revere and cherish. While perusing it, I
fancied I beheld the old Border spirit standing
forth in its mighty stature like a bold “Teri”
saying “let. them do who can dare,” and in my
imagination 1 saw the Scotts, Armstrongs,
Kerrs, Elliots, Olivers, &c., standing forth in
battle array ready to do or die for their coun-

From Phot> by Hope & Smellie

ROBERT M. GRAHAM, R
try’s cause. Thinking about the Borderland, I
shall never forget my happy tour through Tev-
iotdale where, like Burns, I stood and looked
and admired “crystal streams on silver Jed.”
In my peregrinations I visited romantic scenes
which will linger in my memory while time
lasts. Though not a Borderer myself, I have
met many from that enchanted and historic land
who were ever ready, willing and able, as their
forefathers in days of yore, to clasp the hand
of friendship and true brotherhood. Amongst
these is Robert M. Graham, the subject of my
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sketch, who hails from the sporting capital of
the Borders—Hawick—where he was born m
1880. While a mere boy he met with an acci-
dent which prevented him following out an
athletic career. But although practically pre-
vented from exercising or pursuing the original

. bent of his mind in the field of sport, he in spirit

is still active, and his heart warms and beats
true to the games and plays of Auld Lang Syne.
Seven years’ ago'Mr Graham migrated from his
native heath to “Fair Edina,” and it is pro-
bable that in his adopted city he will dwell for
the remainder of his days. As already indicat-
ed, he is an ideal sportsman and a boon com-
panion of many of the most famous athletes of
the present day. A brother of his in Edinburgh
is well known in the sprinting world, and will
yet gain his laurels. Mr Graham is a fine fel-
low. You can hear him talk and dilate elo-
quently upon many of the aspiring spirits of
the Border. He never fails to place Hawick
and Hawick men well in the front, but at the
same time his localism does not exclude other
interests. His motto .is “Excelsior,” and he
takes no upward step without considering weli
the merits of opponents. Rugby is his favour-
ite game, and he is still a member of one of the
class Rugby clubs of the present day. Al
though unable to participate in the game, he
yet exercises an influence. Rugby he considers
the purest form of sport in existence, and he
deprecates gambling in any way. Apart from
the field of sport, the subject o iny sketch loves
the social hearth and good fellowship. Con-
sistently he has been a life abstainer, is at pre-
sent a member of the Ancient Order of the Sens
of Temperance (Gorgie Division), Edinburgh,
and is a tailor to trade. Of a warm and kind
heart, with a genial disposition and gentle ways,
Mr Graham is fond of music, and loves to hear
the melodious strains of the auld Scotch sangs
and Border lilts.. Enthusiastic and patriotic,
his heart ever warms and wells forth, and his
hand is ever ready to give to all hailing from
the Borderland. He greets you with that grand
old feeling which makes you for ever welcome,
and shows you that the “Bond of Border Broth-
erhood’’ is not an empty name.
AN EpiNBURGH LAWYER.

Come hame to us, your ain dearest friends :
it’s better sheltering under an auld hedge than
under a new-planted wood.—“Heart of Mid-
{othian.”’

A fair face looks yet fairer under the light
of the moon, and a sweet voice sounds sweeter
among the whispering sounds of a summer
night.—“The Pirate.”
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Auld Wat o’ Harden.

Tre fodder is a’ but dune,
The Cowfield empty an’ a’;

But a raid by the licht o’ the mune
Will fettle oor larder braw.

Sae we'll ower by the Skelthill Pen *
As sune as the sun gangs doon,
An’ we’ll rest neither horses nor men
Till we’ve harried some English toon.

And we’ll hing thegether like burrs, _

As lang as oor heads we hain,
For his Leddy has tabled his spurs,
And Harden maun ride again. A

Richt ower frae the Frostylee
To Kersop in Siccan Stour,
We garr’d the Southrons flee
Wi’ mony a clash and clure;
We spared na the Bewcastle fry,
Left maist o’ them davert or dead,
And we brought Jamie Telfer’s Kic
A’ back to the fair Dodhead.

When Warden Lord Scroop was plensed .

To break the truce and the law,
And Kinmont Willie was seized
And carried to Carlisle Ha’;
Then upraise the Bauld Buccleuch,
And warned the water wide,
And we hurried ower haugh and heuch
Wi’ the pick o’ the country side.

We rade a’ nicht i’ the dark,
And swam the Eden in flude,
And lang or the dawnin’s spark
At Carlisle Custle we stude;
We battered a yett, and in,
And carried the prisoner free,
The Warden awoke wi’ oor din,
And we flaunted him slichtylee.

When knaves come prowling for meat
And wale the best o’ oor fare,
We dinna sit doon and greet
Lamenting in dull despair.
But we up at the fade o’ day,
And oor vengeance is soond and sair;
And for a’ that was ta’en away
We bring back double or mair.

Young Percy cam’ ower ae night
To harrie oor nowte and sheep,-
But his head got a heartsom’ clyte
That dinnled bait dour and deep;
That dinnled sae deep and dour,
Though half o’ his men were slain,
He rade ower the Border like stour,
And never cam back again.

And sometimes the English creep
Ower a quiet and peacefu’ glen,
And, lifting cattle and sheep,
Gang hamewards afore we ken;
But often we tnckle the loons,
And the gear we garr them quit;
And some battered and broken croons
Are the feck o’ the gains they get.

The Bewcastle reivers sweer
They carena for Harden’s lord,
But they seldom ever come near
The slash o’ his trusty sword.
And they keep, when they can, oot by
Frae the onset o’ him and his men,
Sae its rare that kylies or kye
Are harried frae Harden Glen.

QOot ower by the Nine Stane pass
We followed some English loons,
But maist o’ them fell in the grass

Wi’ broken or crackit croons;
We gathered their stolen gear,
And lifted their ain forby,
And a’ Harden Glen for a year
Was swairmin’ wi’ nowte and kye.

Though Queen Mary hersel demurs,
Lang idle we canna remain;

And we’ll wallop oor foes like curs,
And heedna the stress and strain;

And we’ll miss na a chance that occurs,
For the larder mmaun never be bare;

When his Leddy has tabled his spurs
Wat o’ Harden maun ride for mair.

Sae as lang as I'm lippened wi’
The freedom o’ Harden Glen,
Qor naigs aye saddled shall be
And ready for me and my men;
And the English may come or bide,
We haud them in high disdain,
For we ken that whatever betide
 The munelicht will come again. B

And whiles in the gloaming gray,
Or the mirk afore the dawn,
Auld Wat and his 1eivers gay
Come stealthily ower the lawn; .
And, galloping doon the glen,
Aye soothwards they disappear;
They are riding their raids again
For their ain or their neighbour’s gear.

And this silent cavalcade
That’s noucht but a reiver’s wraith,
Rides noiselessly ower the glade
Without either skirl or skaith;
For the raiding days are dune
And peacefu’ the enemee,
But they’'ve left us the licht o’ the mune
And a daithless memoree. ’

And we’ll hing thegether like burrs,

As lang as oor heads we hain,
. . For his Leddy has tabled his spurs,

Note A.—Auld Wat o’ Harden’s wife did not tell And Harden maun ride agnin.
him when the larder was nearly deplcted, but when TEERAYS
a further supply was needed she placed a pair of
spurs in one of the dishes at dinuer, and the hint
was quite sufficient to send Wat off on aunother
foray.

Note B.—The motto of the Harden family is
“We’ll have munelicht again.” :

Printed and Published by A. Walker & Son, Galashiels.
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SIR RICHARD WALDIE GRIFFITH, BART.

By AN Ex-VoLuNTEER.

¥ HERE is probably no one better quali-

@ fied to form the subject of a charac-
ter sketch in the BorDER MaGAZINE
than Sir Richard Waldie Griffith,
because no matter whether he is regarded as
the politician willing to take his share in
guiding the destinies of the British Empire,
the county gentleman keenly interested in

local affairs, the good all-round sportsman, or

the Colonel of the Border Rifles, no omne is
better known or more popular in the whole
Border district. Although it is with Kelso
that he is primarily associated, his exertions
and the good he has done have not been con-
fined to that district entirely, and many an
institution in various parts of the Border coun-
try has been indebted to his generosity. For
generations the Waldie family (originally spelt
Waltho) have been connected with Kelso, and
are first mentioned in the Register of Kelso,
November, 1600, on the occasion of John
Waltho’s marriage with Bessie Learmont.
During Sir Walter Scott’s sojourn in Kelso he
made the acquaintance of Robert Waldie, one
of the Hendersyde family, and through him
Scott had the run of the fine library at Hen-
dersyde House, a circumstance which had prob-

ably not a little to do with giving an early
beut to his genius. The grandfather of the
present proprietor, Richard John Griffith, did

- much good work in the public service, and

was noted for his studies in geology, his geo-
logical map of Ireland being described as oue
of the most remarkable productions which had
ever been effected by a single geologist. He
was created a baronet in 1858, and on lis
death the name Waldie was assumed as a pre-
fix by his son. The present baronet, the sub-
ject of our sketch, was born in 1851, and after
being educated at Radley College and Jesus
College, Cambridge, served in the 2nd Dragoon
Guards from 1872 to 1879, of which regiment
he became a Captain.

As above mentioned, Sir Richard takes his
share of public work, and has done good ser-
vice us a member of the Roxburghshire County
Council. Keenly interested in agriculture, he
has done much to foster that industry, and
one of his latest ideas is a proposal to establish
a creamery in the South of Scotland in order
to stimulate and improve the making of
butter. He is also an active member of the
Border Union Agricultural Society, attending
its meetings faithfully and debating the var-
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ious projects brought forward in the interests
of the Society and of agriculture. As chair-
man of the River Tweed Commissioners, he
has contributed much valuable aid to further
the objeots of this body, but that position, and
the fact that he is ‘a -keen salmon angler, do
not preclude him from desiring to see the
Tweed Acts remodelled and placed on a mere
popular footing. He is a generous patron of
all kinds of sport, and the trophies he has pre-
sented to various clubs and sporting institu-
tions are both numerous and handsome. Like
the true Scottish gentleman, he is a keen
* curler, and is a well-known figure on Border
curling ponds when the “ roarin’ game ’’ holds
sway, while his long, honourable, and success-
ful career on the race-course, and as a breeder
of race horses, is known to all who follow the
“sport of kings.”” It is more than ten years
ago since Sir Richard began to race, and since
then he has nearly always held a forward place
in the list of winning owners, one of his best
vears being 1899, when he was credited with
twenty-seven races worth almost £15,000. He
was one of the first to recognise.the advan-
tage of the style of riding introduced by the
American jockey Sloan, where the rider sits
forward on the shoulders of the horse. His
stables at Hendersvde, with their beautiful
occupants, are a sight to see, and from his
select lot of mares to breed from, who knows
but there may be réared a horse who will bring
to his owner the blue ribbon of the turf?

In his youngér days Sir Richard was a keen
devotee of rowing, and after leaving Radley,
where he first learned to handle an oar, he dis-
tinguished himself at Cambridge by rowing
stroke of the Jesus College eight and by win-
ning his College sculls, but he was unluckily
beaten for the Cambridge Uuiversity sculls
and the Diamond sculls at Henley.

In politics he is a strong Unionist, and as
chairman of the Roxburghshire Unionist Asso-
ciation he helped in no small degree to pro-
mote the interests of the cause in the county
and to return Lord Dalkeith as its Member,
and when a candidate had to be found to fill
the gap caused by the present Member’s re-
solve to retire from Parliamentary duties, the
Selection Committee did not require to go far
afield in their search, and with great unan-
imity and cordiality adopted him as the
Unionist candidate. Already he has addressed
many meetings, and wherever he goes he com-
mands respect and a hearing, not so much by
the brilliancy of his oratory or his power of
debate as Ly his honesty of purpose, absence
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of self-interest, and knowledge of local affairs.
Even his political. opponents cannot but ad-
mit that if he is elected to Parliamnent there
is no one who will fulfil his duties weore faith-
fully and conscientiously, if ‘quietly, than he
will. - . .

Well-known though Sir Richard is and good
work though he has done in the various posi-
tions we have described, it is perhaps as Col-
onel of the Border Rifle Volunteers that he
comes most popularly before the public, and it
is safe to say that there is mo branch of his
public services which he finds more congenial
than the duties attached to this office. Like
the many splendid officers of the: Border Rifles
who have gone before hin, he is evidently
much impressed with the value-of this branch
of the service. He was appointed to-succeed
Colonel Elliot of Teviot Lodge in 1891, and
has since then thrown himself with energy and
enthusiasm into the work of the battalion. He
is held in the highest regard and esteem by
all ranks, and in return he is very jealous of
the prestige of the Border Rifles, an aunxiety
which was specially noticeable when the Vol-
unteers were asked to take part in the recent
South African war. He never fails to attend
personally at the camps, and at parades he pre-
sents a fine appearance on his beautiful
charger. In recent times when drill has
changed so much and camp life is not so easy
ag it was once, he is always most considerate
to his men—often at the expense of the cooks.
The long range at Melrose was provided by Sir
Richard at very considerable personal expense
to meet the want of marksmen who got into
the first hundred for the Queen’s Prize, and
who felt their inefficiency at the longer dis-
tances.

With Sir Richard’s command a new era
opened in Volunteering. Battalions were
formed into brigades and brigades into army
corps. The Border Rifles became part of the
Scottish Border Brigade, and on the forma-
tion of the Scottish Army Corps, when, for the
first time, Volunteer regiments were called
upon to go into camp for training along with
regiments of the line, tlie Border Rifles were
one of the few Scottish Volunteer regiments
selected for that distinguished hounour. Dur-
ing his command the regiment has been thrice
called upon to furnish men for duty in London
on State occasions, viz., the Diamond Jubilee
of the late Queen Victoria in 1897, Her late
Majesty’s funeral in 1901, and the Coronation
of King Edward. The conspicuous way, how-
ever, in which the Border Rifles, in common
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.with other regiments, came forward on the
occasion of the recent South African war and
placed their services at the disposal of their
country in her hour of need, must ever remain
the most memorable event during Sir Rich-
ard’s command, and right proud he was of the
spirit which so many of his men displayed, and
the manner in which the Service Companies
conducted thomselves when called to do battle
for their Queen and country. He set his regi-
ment a fine example by offering himself for
active service, and his presence at parades when
men were asked to valunteer for the front,
together with his personal influence, did much
to infuse the patriotic spirit with such satis-
factory results. What he has done for the
Border Rifles can never be properly estimated,
and the officer who succeeds him will find it no
easy matter to follow in his footsteps. All
along he has been a thoroughly practical and
up-to-date officer, and in some ways, e.g., the
great interest he took in the Minto Cup and
similar competitions, proved that he was®al-
most in advance of his day. We hope the
time is far off when Volunteers will be again
wanted for active service, but should it come
the Border Rifles, with Sir Richard in com-
mand, would be a force to reckon with.

Sir Richard has a striking personality,
which stamps him at once the gentleman even
to a stranger, and—like our gracious King—
he possesses all the attributes we most admire
in & right good sportsman. Even in his poli-
tical campaign we prophesy that both sup-
porters and opponents will find him
“gtraight.””  Our earnest wish is that this
popular county gentleman may be long spared
in health and vigour to carry on his useful
career. . :

The Portrait Supplement block of Sir
Richard was kindly lent by Edinburgh
Border Counties’ Association.

An Old Parochial Schoolmaster.

HE last thirty or forty years have
effected 8o many changes in methods
of education that it must be diffi-
cult for the younger genmeration to

realise that our smart and well-dressed school-
masters have gradually evolved from (the
homely and often eccentric dominies of the pre-
School Board days. But those who, like the
writer, were born during the middle decades of
last century will continue to cherish warm re-
collections of the old parochial schoolmasters,
while rejoicing in every advancement. Even
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as I pen these words, the vision rises before
me of the large low-ceilinged apartment in
which Jimmy Duncan taught the juvenile pop-
ulation of an upland parish in Dumfriesshire.
Like many members of his profession,
“Jimmy,’’ as the teacher was familiarly called,
had been originally intended for the Church,
but habits of dissipation acquired at college
had completely overturned the projects of his
poor but pious parents, and when yet a com-
paratively young man he was forced to aban-
don all his cherished ambitions and to become
schoolmaster in the outlying village of Gleds-
burn. In Dr Rogerson, the large-hearted min-
ister of the parish, “ Jimmy *’ found a friend,
who regarded all his excesses with the utmost
charity, while he always urged him to,follow
the paths of sobriety and temperance. Only
once did a parishioner venture to remonstrate
with the worthy doctor for adopting such a
lenient attitude towards the “sprees’’ of the
maister. This was Geordie Tamson, the black-
smith, whose fertile brain had suddenly arrived
at the conclusion that “Jimmy’s”’ “ongoings’
were sufficient to corrupt all the youth of the
parish, and who was naturally anxious to try
what an effect this wonderful discovery would
have on the mind of his spiritual adviser. “I
am surprised, George,’’ retorted Dr Rogerson,
after he had sustained the full force of the
smith’s rhetoric, “that a man of your sense
and discrimination should entertain such a
theory for a moment. Do you not think it
more likely that the faults of our poor friend
will prove beneficial to the bairns, by demon-
strating that talents and learning go for no-
thing, when their possessor is the slave of one
evil habit.”” If not convinced by this reason-

- ing, Geordie was so far silenced that, in fut-

ure rehearsals of the incident, he contented
himself with observing that it was “wonnerfu’
what ‘eddication’ made a man,”’ for naebody
was better at “jouking frae a ticht corner’
than the minister.  Gledsburn School was
beautifully situated on the banks of a wimpling
burn, which emptied its waters into the Sol-
way Firth. The surrounding country, which
supported no industry save agriculture, was
sparsely populated, so that “Jimmy’s’’ pupils
seldom numbered more than thirty or forty.
Adjoining the schoolhouse was the commodious
white-washed cottage, in which “Mattie,”’ the
master’s sister, reigned supreme, and behind it
was an extensive garden, in which such old-
fashioned flowers as the monkshood, colum-
bine, and Michaelmas daisy displayed their
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charms, in happy ignorance of the many gaudy
annuals that were ultimately to oust them
from popular favour. As the stress of circum-
stances compelled the average Gledsburn boy
to leave school at the age of eleven or twelve,
the master was seldom called upon to teach
more than the rudiments of reading, writing,
and arithmetic. It is, therefore, not surpris-
ing that with few children under his care, and
no H.M. Inspector of Schools to give the neces-
sary fillip to exertion, he should not have taken
a very serious view of his duties. During my
school-days the only senior pupil was a lad of
sixteen, who, being the son of the principal
farmer in the parish, was not required at
home, and was, consequently, sent to school in
order.that he might be kept out of mischief.
The easy familiarity with which John could
address the dominie was the envy of every
pupil. When the Gled was in spate no other
boy could leave the room, take “Jimmy’s’’ fish-
ing-rod from its corner in the wash-house, and
then proceed to enjoy half-an-hour’s sport.
But it was often remarked that, when the
water was in “guid fettle’”” John never ab-
sented himself for many minutes. “Are they
gruppin’, Jock "’ “Jimmy’’ would ask as soon
as the favourite presented his face at the door.
And when the reply was couched in the affirma-
tive he invariably brought the lesson to an
abrupt close and sallied forth with his pupils
at his heels to engage in the mysteries of the
gentle art. But of the easy ways which
marked the scholastic establishment at Gleds-
burn innumerable instances might be given.
“Jimmy’’ was gifted with a mechanical ingen-
uity, which was popularly believed to surpass
that of any watchmaker for miles around, and
clocks and barometers out of repair were
brought to him from all the surrounding par-
ishes. These instruments called for an amount
of attention, which often encroached upon
school hours, and during such moments of ab-
sorption the pupils were left to wander at will
through the pages of McCulloch’s “Series of
Lessons.”” When about to engage in this
work, it was customary for “Jimmy’’ to ask a
boy to commence reading at a particular sen-
tence. =~ With that quick perception which
oharacterises the youthful mind, the urchin
was seldom long in discovering that his per-
formance was quite unattended to, and when
he had stumbled through just as much of the
lesson as he pleased, he handed the book to
his neighbour, who took up the thread of the
narrative, and in due course relegated the duty
to another pupil. So long as this perform-

ance was accompanied with a fair amount of
noise and confusion, “Jimmy’’ was quite oh-

livious as to whether jaw-breakers were cor-

rectly pronounced or skipped. But the many
defects in “Jimmy’s’’ methods of teaching may
lead some to think that little or nothing was
learned at Gledsburn. This would be a gross
injustice to the teacher’s memory. Few boys
of to-day can imagine the thrill of pride which
one of “Jimmy’s’® pupils felt when asked to
aseist him in some delicate operations on a
watch. No one but a boy who had given some
signal proof of genius could ever expect to be
so highly favoured, and the work not onmly
stimulated his reasoning powers, but taught
him to use his hands with dexterity. True it
is that the Scottish versions of the psalms and
the answers of the “Shorter Catechism’’ were
often muttered in as automatic a fashion as if
they had issued from the modern gramophone ;
but in later life the beauty of the former was
appreciated, and the concise sentences of the
latter were clothed with new meaning. His fav-
ourite novels were “Guy Mannering,’’ “Old
Mortality,”” and “Ivanhoe,’’ but he was also
intimately acquainted with the poets, and long
before the twenty-fifth of January became so
intimately associated with the worship of Rob-
ert Burns, the boys of Gledsburn had done
homage to the National Bard, by imprinting
on their memories many of the poems which
had specially appealed to “Jimmy.’> Perhaps
it was the consciousness that the man, who is
spoken of as a failure in one century, is often
honoured in the next, that, forged this link of
sympathy with the Ayrshire poet. It was a
matter of satisfaction to all who loved
“Jimmy’s’’ kindly ways, and who sympathised
with his weaknesses, that he died just when
the old order of things was giving place to the
new, and when his position as schoolmaster
was consequently no longer a sinecure. Dur-
ing the interval that has since elapsed many
of his pupils have joined the majority. The

favourite, Jock, distinguished himself in the

legal profession, and lived long enough to be
regarded as Gledsburn’s most successful son.
Several others of the dominie’s clever lads at-
tained distinction in different walks of life, and
it is doubtful if one of the few Gledsburn boys
who are still to the fore would care to admit
that he has been at all handicapped in the race
of life by a younger generation, whose educa-
tion has been the special concern of School
Boards and large staffs of certificated teachers.
JoEN BALDERSTONE.
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Sonnets Written in' the Land of Scott.
CARCELY was the ink dry on our pen

after writing a notice of the book of’

Border poetry mentioned in another
column than we had.placed before
us another neat little volume of poems having
for its main theme the Land of Scott. As jn
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“taining to the poetry and romance of the Scot-

tish Border.

One may be pardoned for wondering when the
stream will come to an end. The fountain of
poetic feeling and suggestion of our dear Border-
land seems to be inexhaustible. All that is taken
from it never seems to lessen the supply, but

rather the opposite, or to vary the metaphor the

RHYMER'S GLEN.

the other volume referred to, the author of this
book is a clergyman, the Rev. R. Armstrong
(formerly vicar of Newlands, Keswick). The
little volume being issued from the same office
as our magazine debars us to some extent from
special commendation, so we prefer to quote
the words of one of our most prominent Bor-
derers, who is an authority on all matters per-

more the lamp of truth is shaken the brighter it
shines.

We heartily welcome this contribution from the
pen of the Rev. Mr Armstrong. We are not aware
of ever having seen his name before on the title
page of a book, but we should not be surprised if
the reading public, following the example of the
immortal Oliver Twist, should ask for more, as
the quality of these Sonnets is of an unusually
high order.

.
e
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Mr Arinntrong’s Sonnets relate for the most part
to the Melrose and Yarrow districts, and in these

places with their interesting associatiens he finds

abundant material for his muse. He sings of Ab-
botsford and the Vale of Elwyn, of ballad-haunted
Yarrow and the classic Tweed, of Melrose Abbey
‘and Dryburgh and many another place renowned
in Border song and story. He has done his work
well, and we feel sure that all lovers of Border
tradition and legend will peruse his book alike
with pleasure and profit.

The book is finely illustrated, Dryburgh Abbey,
St Mary’s Loch, Newark and Melrose Abbey being
specially worthy of mention. The general get up
of the book is everything that could be desired, and
reflects great credit on printer and publisher.

.
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Stories of Coldstream Worthies of a
Hundred Years ago.

(From the MSS. of W. A. FosTEr.)
[ALL RicETs RESERVED.]

RINGAN STEVENSON’S BEES.

T was the practice in the neighbourhood
of Coldstream for the owners of bees
to remove the skeps in the autumn
to the moors for the purpose of allow-

ing the swarms to feed on the heather.
Ringan Stevenson, the fisher at Tweed Mill,

ELWYN.

THE VALE OF THE ELWYN.

Sweet vale, with velvet swards of glowing green,
And flowery cliffs that please the gazing eye,

Thy woods all splendid in their purple dye,
Shine brightly in enchanted Fairy Dean;

Here the blue osiers o’er the Elwyn lean,

The aspens tremble while the breezes sigh,

Wood sorrels fold their leaves when night is nigh,
And pimpernels peep out with starry sheen.
Down from the hills thy glittering streamlets flow
And sing the tune the fairies loved awhile—
Though Avenel’s ghostly lady walked thy plain,
Thy spirit now not presage is of woe,

But ‘ ministering angel,” that with smile
Creates new life for wearied hand and brain.

L]

had four skeps that hé wished taken to the Chev-
iots, and for this purpose borrowed Tam Ten-
nent’s cuddy. Ephraim was the name of this
patriarchal bearer of burdens. With due pre-
paration the skeps were braced upon the cranks,
and Ringan proceeded on his journey to the
hill country. He met with no adventure till
near the confines of Yetholm, “and then,” said
Ringan, “the brute cockit his lugs and syne
blew a blast that made a’ the hills ring again.
Then cam’ a blatter like far-off thunner or a
chairge o’ cavalry, an’, lookin’ up, I saw a mait-
ter o’ twenty or thirty cuddies comin’ scoorin’
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owre the hills. I retreated afore the chairge,
dreedin’ there wad be danger, an’ Jeft Ephraim
to the greetin’ an’.salutation o’ his freends.' -
An’ sure eneuch there was sic. a layin’ back o’
lugs an’ kickin’ tip o’ heels that ye wad thocht’
a’ the leddy cuddies o’ Yetholm wanted
Ephraim to dance a jig. But little kenned they
the burden that he bore! What wi’ the plung-
in’ an’ the gallopin’, the corks cam’ oot that:
keepit in the bees, an’ off they swarmed by the
thoosands. At ilka stang the cuddies ran an’
squealed, but the bees stack to them like York-
shire riders ; an’ what wi’ the heat o’ the weath-
er an’ the extraordinar’ motion, the ‘fountains’
o the skeps were broken up, an’ the honey
streamed upon the grund, never more to be
gathered up. - The noise an’ confusion increas-
ed ; the cranks an’ skeps were smashed to piec-
es; an’ as far as bees an’ honey went I was a
‘clean fish’.” ’

“But, did you render no assistance, Ringan?’’
smid I. - < .

“Assistance !” said Ringan, with a warmth
equal to the subject, “Div ye think’ sir, that
ony man o’ common-sense wad have been justi-
fied in rinnin’ the risk o’ bein’ stanged to daith’
when fower skeps o’ bees were fairly under the
pooer an’ management o’ a wheen cuddies?”

“The Return of the Master.”

B EARING the above attractive title
» there has recently appeared a most
pleasing volume of poems.” The

2 guthor is the Rev. T. S. Cairncross
of Langholm, who, in addition to being a popu-
lar minister, has proved himself to be a poet
whom the Borderland will gladly welcome to
the ranks of her modern minstrels. In many
of his poems Mr Cairncross has caught the
spirit of the old ballads, and in several instances
he successfully uses the ancient words and
rhythms which are so pleasing to modern ears.
The “Master” referred to in the title is Sir
Walter Scott, and our poet with tender touch
portrays the sad home-coming.

The first portion of this delightful volume of
verse is devoted entirely to Border subjects,
while in the second pext the poems traverse a
wide range of thought and feeling. Space pre-
vents us quoting as largely as we could desire,
80 we must content ourselves with the folow-
ing: —

They bore him down by dell and woody dene, -

Where restless Tasso melancholy sang,

He saw the azure sea’s delightsome sheen,
Gardens of roses, oramge groves that hang

107

Saffron and gold. He saw them not; there rang
Clear in his heart Tweed with its tender cry,

Yarrow and Ettrick calling : clash nor clang
Could hide from him the land where he would,

lie,
(o] h? to rest at Abbotsford, and there at home to
ie ! ‘

. . . . . .

The great procession wends and . winds apace;
A nation’s pride is to the Abbey borne;
And immemorial Bemersyde his face
Shall see no more: nor trumpets of the morn
Shall break his rest: nor yet Aurora’s horn
Winding o’er hill and valley: now instead
The steeds of death go by : wan water, gold of corn
Are nought to him in this dark dusty bed,
The last ford crossed at sundown: his corn har-
vested.
» » »

BY THE WATERGATE.

Where the moorland curlew’s calling,
And the reedy grass is green,
And the dying day is falling
.Like a lost and beauteous green,
I can see their rpgged faces .
As they pass and shine and fade—
Lonely men in desert places
That -their day immortal made.

By the Watergate they’re speeding,
‘““We’ll hae moonlight yet again;” -

And the peaceful sheep are feeding,
Where the raiding, reiving men,

With their swords and with their lances
Shot like arrows down the stream,

Noiseless as to-night their dances -
Morris-moonlight with its gleam.

Gather, for the beacon’s flying,
Men of Ettrick, Teviotdale!
Where the women-folks are crying,
And the children make their wail.
Men of Eskdale, Ewes, and Liddle,
Ye must ford the Lammas flood,
For this helpless English riddle
Shall be solved but by your blagpd.
Where the Border hills lie dreaming
In this pleasant countryland,
Like elusive moonlight gleaming -
Old time reaches out a hand;
And a fancy grasping lonely
In the restless silence late
Grasps and loses: clasping only
Shadows of the Watergate.

The volume, which is published by Mr Robert
Scott, Langholm, is well printed and neatly
bound, and will make & welcome addition to
many a Border library.

Frox Jedburgh we have received the annual
reports of the well-known Ramblers’ Club and
the Jedburgh Public Library, both documents
proving that progress is still a marked feature
of Jethart, and that Mr J. Lindsay Hilson, who
plays a prominent part in both Club and Lib-
rary, has lost none of his energy and enthus-
iasm. :
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~ Extracts from Old Documents.
HE Dormont Beok of the City of Car-

lisle is one of its greatest treasures. g

It consists chiefly of bye-laws.
full title is:—

“This called the Regestar, Governor, or Dor-
mont Book of thinhabitances within the citie
of g}a’rlell, renewed in the year of our Lord God
1561.”

Rule 54.—"Ttm that noe unchartered Scott
shall dwell within this citie or the liberties here-
of upon payne and forfetor of all his guds and
punyshmtnt of his bodie at the mayr pleasure.
And he or she that reseates or keepes them ghall
forfet for euere offence VIs VIIId.”

Rule 54.—“Itm that noe Scottsman nor wom-
an shall walk within this citie after the watch
bell be rounge at thare perill onless thei have
a freman his son or servant with them upon
payn of imprisonment at the discretion of the
mayr and counsale.”

No apprentices were to be taken by Carlisle
tradesmen who were born north of Blackford
or the Irthing, i.e., about four miles north of
the city. .

Mary QueeN oF Scors AT CarLSLE.—Sir
Francis Knollys wrote to Queen Elizabeth : —
“She cannot be kept so rigorously as prysoner
with your hyghnes honour (in myn opynyon)
but that with devyces of towels or toyes at hyr
chamber wyndow or elsewhere in the nyght, a
bodye of hyr agylyty and spyryte may escape
soone beying so near the border.”

It well exprgsses the quandary of Elizabeth
and her ministers,—determined to keep Mary a
prisoner, whilst pretending to treat her as a
visitor. Of course, Murray also wished her to
be kept safely.

DeBaTABLE LAND.—Lord Dacre, Lord Warden
wrote to Cardinal Wolsey strongly recommend-
ing that Canonby, having been claimed by Scot-
land, should be wasted and destroyed. “As for
the rest of the debatable ground that was un-
brynte and destroyed when I was there, I
have caused miche of it to be brynte and de-
stroyed ; and shall not faill, God willing, soo too
procede from tyme to tyme, until it be clerly
waiste, without one house or holde standing
within it.”—Cotton. MS.

Grauss.—James I. (of England) banished the
Grames of the Border, from whom the Grahams
of Netherby are descended. They were a num-
erous and turbulent clan. The King stated the
transportation to be by their own desire, and
an gssessment was made on Cumberland to cover
the cost. Some went to the Netherlands, but
most to Ireland.

M. E. H.

The
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A Night Adventure in Jedburgh.

MEHASR GEORGE THOMPSON, who was
S\ in his day a distinguished anti-slav-
s ery advocate, when visiting Hawick

' ¥ many years ago, told the following
story to some friends whom he met at dinner.
The mention. of the tawn of Jedburgh to him
prompted the inquiry if Mr William Robson,
for some years a waiter in the Spread Eagle
Hotel, was then living. The answer was that
honest Willie had been dead for several years.
Mr Thompson gave a memorial sigh of some sig-
nificance—and a smile too. Never, said he,
would he forget the scene which he once wit-
nessed associated with the departed worthy.
It contained the quintersence of queerness, and
might have formed a chapter of Gil Blas. First
of all, to those whose memory is unfamiliar with
Willie’s bodily figure, we may mention that
he was a waiter whose presence carried com-
fort to the tired traveller's heart. He was
about the middle height, stout and paunchy in
person, of a rubicund and blythe countenance,
with broad bald head, in the front of which
twinkled two knowing eyes that glanced with
sly yet gracious intrusion into any human mill-
stone. The solid substance of the man was no
hindrance to nimbleness of action; for he was
all soul and readiness, bounding but and ben,
a living type of “What’s your wull, sir?”’ till
the timbers of the hotel creaked beneath him.
Willie possessed an odd corner in his nature, in
which dramatic frolic lay half hid. In his youth
on one occasion he had acted a theatrical part
in a play, performed in a barn, and this faculty
contributed a varied liveliness of expression,
throughout his life onwards, to the motions of
his body. ‘“But that’s not all,” as Shakespeare
says in his daughter, Mrs Hall’s epitaph. Willie
was & man of good principles—an old Seceder in
religious profession. Peace to the memory of
the kind old man!

Mr Thompson and Frederick Douglass—the
latter known in the annals of the anti-slavery
struggle as the most eloquent orator of the
negro race—had been lecturing in Newcastle-on-
Tyne ; and learning that a question of unusual
interest in the clerical relations of the anti-
slavery cause was to come on for discussion
before the Free Church Assembly in Edinburgh
in the following week, they became anxious to
reach the Scottish metropolis to hear the de-
bate. It was before the railway days, and the
speediest method was to travel by post-chaise
right through the country by the Carter Fell
and Jedburgh. It was on a Sunday night late,
when their jaded steeds groped their way into
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the slumbering burgh town. The rattling
wheels coming t¢ a stand, allowed the echoes
they had woke up. to fall to rest, and the vehicle
found :tself standing in front of what turned out
to be the Spread Eagle. The unwonted intrus-

ion made itself felt to the travellers, as they sat

in the darkness and stillness' 6f midnight, per-
plexed what to do next. Never, said Mr Thomp-
son, had he in all his wanderings, been so im-
pressed with such a death-like silence. It was
the silence of the Catacombs. No wink of dy-

ing ember twinkled in window; no butcher’s’

dog gave hoarse challenge to the belated travel-
lers. The very life of the place seemed as if
it has gone out. The post-boy, knowing the
room where the waiter slept, said he would trv

and arouse that personage ; 80 he scuffled along

the house side till he found the window. In a
little the wished-for man undid the lock of the
front door, bobbing into the dark with a candle
that seemed sleepier than himself. The reader
can picture the figure of Willie Robertson stand-
ing at the chaise window in .improvised gar-
ments—his peaked red nightcap surmounting
the face already described ; his hasty combina-
tion of white and dark clothes; his naked
shanks and shuffling slippers. The “tout en-
semble” formed a picture which Cruickshank
alone could have rendered into form. Flashing
the ‘candle up against the nearest of the travel-
lers, he, with a feint of roughness, exclaimed :
“What the devil makes ye brik the holy Sab-
Lath-day by travelling in this fashion?’ Mr
Thompson met the incongruous salutation by
saying that they were travelling under circam-
stances somewhat forced upon them, and were
painfully conscious of the intrasion they wera
guilty of, but they would throw themselves on
his kindness for him to put them up in the inn.
Willie comprehended the case, and led the way,
signalling the visitors to follow ; and up those
nmightnight stairs the strange procession
filed. Coming to a halt in the first apartment
which they reached, Willie drew up dramatic-
ally to scrutinise the disturbers of his well-
enrned repose. His eye measured off Mr
Thompson, and then passed on to his com-
panion, whose persen up to this had not come
within range of the flickering candle. The fig-
ure which now disclosed itself seemed to strike
Willie as with fifty mortal murders of surprise
and wonder; and he started back with a look
and gesture as if the enemy of mankind was
Lefore him. There stood the stalwart black
man. His very blackness and the mystery of
the midnight circumstances seemed to justify
Willie’s terrified exclamation, that “this was the
very deevil himself I’ Willie’s sudden bound
and wheel round, with his scanty garments dis-
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playing hig plump calves and otherwise well-de-
veloped proportions, formed a tableau comica!
in ‘the last’ degree. -At-length the scene, so
grotesque, ended by Willic being true to his
hospitable character, and providing the tired

“travellers with needful refreshments.

" In after years, when the two anti-slavery
champions recounted their travels to audiences
in many a town and village of the Far West,
the scene just described was brought up, and
laughter, “holding both her sides,” and merri-
ment, witnessed the recital of the adventure, in
which Frederick Douglass was taken for the
devil in the far-off Scottish town of Jedburgh.

Dear Lochleven.
A Boerper Fisuer’s ExresiEnces.

Tre budding Spring has come again,

Wi’ genial sun, and win’, and rain,

And there’s the knights o’ ancient fame
Hurryin’ across,

Wi’ rods and creels, to catch the train
To auld Kinross.

Man, did ye ever see Lochleven?—

Nae sweeter sicht was ever given

To Christian clad, or naked heathen,
Than just her face,

Where heaven and earth, and earth and heaven,
Meet and embrace.

When breezes fan Benarty’s pow

And dimpling waters dance below,

It’s grand to see the angler throw
The swishing line,

And hear the reel at stern or bow
Run birrin’ fine.

I mind ae day o’ middlin’ sport—

Plenty o’ fish, but rising short—

Within a boat-length o’ the “ Scart,”
An ancient gutcher

Raise in a passion, wi’ a snort,
And nailed the butcher.

He lap, he ran, he lay, he sulkit,

Danced like a Dervish in a pulpit,

Clean heels ower heid he turned the wulkit—
Says I, you’re mine;

Snap! and the auld Bohemian bulkit
Wi’ hauf my line.

0! fisher folk are to be pitied—

They cast and cast sae lang unheeded,

And when their patience is requited
Wi’ something cheerin’,

The trophy’s lost, the cheater cheated,
The boatman swearin’.

To tell your wife’s an awfu’ task:

She’ll look and listen, ask and ask;

Or waur, wi’ sympathetic mask,
Bid ye proceed:

While quietly she looks your flask,
And nods her heid.

Tho’ often. baffled, still we’re willin’;

_ Man’s bnt the product o’ the callan,

And baith require a lot o’ schullin’—

It’s needleps grievin’;
. Put doon your five-an-twenty shillin’
To_dear Lochleven.
Prrze Tavroe.
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EDITORIAL NOTES.

OXE of our greatest encouragements is the knowledﬁe that many copies of the BoRDER MAGAZINE are
sent abroad, and that these links with langsyne and the

who are far removed from the onee familiar scenes. A warm supporter of our m

has for a long time sent a co
¢like a drini in the decert}”y

ear old Borderland are much appreciated by those
ine writes to say that he

each month to a Borderer in a far distant part of the world, to whom it comes
We feel sure no one will object to our urging our readers to largely increase

the export of this_special kind of drink. Borderers in all parts of the world desire draughts from the
perennial stream of Border lore, and it lies with our readers to satisfy them. :

The Border Keep. .

The links which bind us to the days of Sir
Walter Scott are still numerous, and I am
continually being reminded of this by the ap-
pearance of interesting paragraphs in the news-
papers. For the sake of preserving such im-
portant items I feel certain that I will not
weary the readers of the B.M. by transferring
the cuttings to this column. Referring to the
marriage of Miss N. Elsie Maxwell Scott, sec-
ond daughter of the Hon. Mr Maxwell Scott of
Abbotsford, to Mr Edward Cassidy, which took
place at Huntlyburn on 26th April, the “By-
stander’’ says : — )

“The news that there is to be a wedding next
week at Huntlyburn, on the Abbotsford estate,
with Scott’s own great-great-great granddaughter
as bride, takes one back to a memorable occasion
just eighty-four years ago, when Scott rode over
the same homestead for the wedding of his old
friend and tenant, Fergusson, who had come to
live nmear him after his soldiering days in the
Peninsular. ‘The noble Captain Fergusson was
married on Monday last,” he writes, on April 23,
1821. ‘I was present at the bridal, and I assure
you the like has not been seen since the days of
Lesmahago. Like his prototype, the Captain ad-
vanced in a jaunty, military step, with a kind of

leer on his face that seemed to quiz.the whole af-
fair. You should write to your brother sports-
man and soldier, and wish the veteran joy of his
entrance into the land of Benedicks. Odd enough
that I should christen a grandchild and attend a
wedding of a contemporary within two days of
each other. I have sent John of Syke, with Tom,
and all the rabblement which they can collect, to
play the pipes, shout, and fire guns below the
Captain’s windows this morning; and I am just
going over to hover about on my pony, and witness
their reception. The happy pair returned to
Huntlyburn on Saturday; but, yesterday being
Sunday, we permitted them to enjoy their pillows
in quiet. This morning they must not expect to
get off so well.””’

. & »

Soms parts of the Borderland are being rob-
bed of much of their beauty by the wholesale
cutting down of plantations, and I can sym-
pathise with the wanderer who returns to: his
native vale after such a transformation has
taken place. “The Man About Town’’ in the
“Southern Reporter’’ thus refers to the import-
ant subject of afforestation : —

The study of forestry, which last winter at-
tracted many in Selkirk to the lectures of Dr
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Borthwick on the subject, is a very fascinating
one, as 4 friend confessed to me the other day. As
he said, before this course, which he attended, he
was scarce able to distinguish between a goose-
berry bush and an oak tree, and I can quite under-
stand how now, with his new knowledge, the coun-
try with its woeded walks and drives is more
beautiful to him than ever. Forestry, however,
is likely to bulk more largely in the future, not on
account of the pleasure its study affords the dillet-
ante, but rather on account of the utilitarian pur-
pose to which it can be put. The afforestation of
wild and waste land has sometimes been advocated
as a business with which the State might very well
occupy itself. Its utility and its prudence must
easily be seen; and it does not take much thought
to see that such work would be a far better way
of solving the question of the unemployed than
the present system of workhouses and indiscrimin-
ate charity. Wherefore we commend the afforesta-
tion of waste land in the words of the old laird
of Dumbiedykes :—* Jock, when ye ha’e naething
else to dae ye may aye be sticking in a tree; it’ll
be growin, Jock, when ye are sleeping.” It may
be recalled that some forty or fifty years ago,
when the late Sir John Murray laid out the now
beautifully wooded slopes of the Philiphaugh hills
facing Selkirk, a time of great trade depression
was to an extent nullified by the weavers and
others turning their hands for thé nonce to for-
::r_v. ) This lends points to the moral and adorns
e tale.

. & »

The same paper, in giving a report of an
interesting church function, says:—

It is a mere truism to say that Scottish people
are not very demonstrative in their affection. That
national ‘‘ dourness,” which outsiders cannot un-
derstand, and in their perplexity set down as a
sort of churlishness,'stands guard over the affec-
tions of the Scottish people. It most probably is
the case that Scots are not so ready as other people
to show their love, simply because they regard it
as something sacred, which is not to be bandied
about in the loose conversational badinage of every
day life; and something out of the ordinary course
must fall out before this cautious reserve is broken
through, and the feeling of love or respect for the
individual concerned bursts forth in an excess of
spontanecus enthusiasm. And something out of
the ordinary course caused Selkirk recently to cast
its reserve and reticence to the winds, and to un-
ite to show the honour and esteem which long
service and lovable qualities of heart and head
always evoke. The occasion was the ministerial
semi-jubilee of Rev. Mr Sharpe, Heatherlie Parish
Church, anad it may be said at the outset that the
occasion was celebrated by his congregation and
numerous friends in a manner that must make the
chief figure in.the celebrations feel proud, not
alone of the honour done him, but of the love that
prompted it, and of the thorough appreciation of
the services he has rendered for the past quarter
of a century.

. s »

. . x .
The Rev. Mr Sharpe, in his speech, said : —
His lines had indeed fallen in pleasant places,
and he estimated very highly the privilege and

pleasure he possessed in having so kind, se indul-
gent, and so sympathetic a congregation, and in
having his home in the beautiful Borderland, every
inch of which was classic ground. Selkirk had
always been a place of great ecclesiastical import-
ance. At one time an Abbey was situated in it,
but it was afterwards transferred to Kelso. Since
the Reformation there had been a long line of dis-
tinguished ministers in it, of whom the most dis-
tinguished was, probably, Welch, son-in-law of
Knox, who had charge not only of Selkirk, but
also of a large district around it. Even then,
however, Lindean and Gala required a minister of
its own. In these old days at the meetings of
Presbytery the church bell was always rung to
summon the people to the preliminary exercise
which preceded the business; and it was recorded
in the minutes that, on one occasion, the service
was omitted, as the Selkirk people were riding
their marches, and could not attend.
s s »

In April last the death took place in London, in
his ninety-first year, of a member of the well-
known Midlothian family, Loch of Drylaw, Mr
William Adam Loch, who traced his descent
through the Erskines of Cardross from both King
Edward I. of England and Robert Bruce. The
late Mr Loch was called to the Bar in 1840, and
was some time Crown Agent for Scotland. He was
associated with the passing of many Scotch private
Acts of Parliament, and at one time took a prom-
inent part in the cause of Free Trade. As a boy
he had stayed with his father at Abbotsford, and
Sir Walter himself showed him many of his Bor-
der treasures. Both James Loch and his brother
John were great friends of the novelist, in whose
‘““Journal ”’ there are many pleasant references
to them. The deceased gentleman was an elder
brother of that distinguished statesman, the late
Lord Loch of Drylaw, and uncle of the present
Peer, whose engagement to Lady Margaret Comp-
ton, only daughter of the Marquis of Northamp-
ton, has just been announced. Curiously enough,
Lady Margaret herself descends from Sir Walter
Scott’s very close friend, Mrs Maclean Clephane of
Torloisk, Isle of Mull.

* ® -

I often wonder if there will ever be published
a good biography of “Russell of - the ‘Scots-
mar’.”’  Someone is losing a glorious chance of
linking his name with the famous editor. Those
who can remember him or his vigorous articles
will appreciate the following scrap:—

A good story may be recalled of that prince of
paragraphists, the late Mr James Payn. On one
occasion he happened to complain to a brother
editor, Mr Alexander Russell, about “ the stiffness
of social life in ‘Edinburgh,” and, suddenly recol-
lecting Bimself, sought to make the ‘ amende hon-
orable ”” by saying, “ You have so little of it that I
really forget that you are a Scotsman.” * 8ir,”
replied Russell,, ‘I want no compliment paid to
me at the expense of my country.” * Pardon me,”
said Payn, “but I think you ought to accept it
with pleasure, as the very first thing that has ever
been done at the expense of your country.”

‘ DouMiNme SAMPSON.



Earlston-on-Leader.
Br G. S. Arrkex, F.S.A. Scor.

ONG before the village of Earlston
had any location on the River
Leader, the Black Hill, which lies
to the south, was crowned with a

native fort, and, like the north-east Eildon,

had a series of circular excavations for receiv-
ing the pit huts of the time. At that far-
distant period to which no date can be as-
signed, the country must have been covered
by a dense forest, the growth of undisturbed
ages, where roamed the red and fallow deer,
the wild boar, and smaller animals of the
chase, with an occasional wolf, the last of
whose descendants did not disappear from

Scotland till during the eighteenth century.
Later in the stone age, as the country was

cleared of part of its woods, the inhabitants
left their monk on the lower levels, for from
time to time flint knives, arrowheads, and
sorapers have been found on Craigsford Mains,
Clackmae, and Earlston ; felstone axes, arrow-
heads, and scrapers from Mosshouses and
Halidon Mill; hammer stones from Sorrow-
lessfield, Cowdenknowes, Bemersyde, and
Kittyfield, with many other forms of flint
implements ‘from different parts of the dis-
trict, while not many years ago a cist with
arrowheads was discovered in Dryburgh Or-
chard. We are not sure whether the flow and
ebb in the Roman occupation of the debate-
able lands between the Hadrian and Antonine
walls affected the vale of the Leader; but we
know the invaders must often have marched
past the site of the future village of Newstead
on their way north to Cramond.

In time came the monks, who founded Mel-
rose Abbey. One of its Granges or centres
of farming operations lay between Melrose and
Earlston. This, we incidentally learn from a
record that has come down to us of a dispute

%
(

fo

in the thirteenth century, between the monks °

of Melrose and the Earl of Dunbar, concern-
ing pasture lands on the east side of the
Leader, from which he had ejected them ; but
the effectual ecclesiastical method of interdict
compelled him to submit, and as an acknow-
ledgment of monastic authority, he made a
gift to them of “the whole arable land called
Sorouelesfeld on the west side of the Leader,
towards the Grange of the foresaid monks, as
fully as William Soroueles held it.”’ If the
estate of Drygrange, which is contiguous to
Sorouelesfeld . bears its ancient name, we
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need have no hesitation in locating the monas-
tic granary there. )

The lay brothers, together with their herds-
men, shepherds, and millers, must have proved
a busy and useful community. The mills
would be worked by water-power, and there-
fore situated on the Leader. Whether they
or their sites survive in any of the neighbour-
ing mills would be difficult to determine.

There is a mill at Redpath, called Lady’s
Mill, but the name, it is said, was given it in
regard to Lady Kyle’s ownership, and does
not necessarily arise out of the fact that Mel-
rose Abbey was dedicated to the Virgin Mary.
There is another mill at the Earlston end of
the old bridge which strides the Leader,
known as Rhymer’s; it has the date of 1680,
and the letters “J. H.”’ upon it, but this
rather indicates Home of Cowdenknowes as
the owner than the monks of Melrose. Most
likely it was at Leader Foot.

Earlston had its contact with Border his-
tory in the familiar ruin on Leader banks
known as Learmonth’s or Rhymer’s Tower,
which was happily purchased for preservation
in 1886 by the Edinburgh Border Counties’
Association, thus showing a very different
spirit to that of the builder who long ago
used part-of its stones with which to erect
the adjoining cottages. The tower remained
in the possession of the Learmonth family till
the end of the thirteenth century, when, as we
learn from a charter in the Advocates’ Lib-
rary, it, and the land attached, amounting to
nearly ten acres, was presented to the Convent
of the Trinity at Soltra, by the Rhymer’s son,
“Thomas of Ercildoune, son and heir of
Thomas the Rhymer of Ercildoune,”’ in 1294-
95. A descendant of True Thomas was bur-
ied in Dryburgh Churchyard; her monument
bearing this inscription, “ In memory of Agnes
Learmonth, who died November, MDCCCXX,
aged — years.”” Further west is Cowden-
knowes tower, with the date 1555 on one of
its gables, but the tower part must be much
earlier than this, as King James IV. in a
charter to Mungo Home, refers to the mains
of Ersilton called Coldaned Knoth’s with for-
talice and manor thereon, and this is prob-
ably that fortalice.

Close to the tower is the mansion of Cow-
denknowes, built by John Home ; his initials
“J. H.” and his wife’s “M. K.,”’ with the
date “1524 >’ are cut on the door-lintel. His
wife whs Margaret, daughter of Andrew Ker
of Cesford.

. According to a charter published by the
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Historical Manuscripts Commission, Cowden®
knowes originally belonged to the Earl of
Angus, who sold to “ Alexander Home, appar-
ent heir to Lord Home, the mains of the lands
of Ersilton (Earlston), with mill, cottages, and
ten acres of land belonging to the mill of
Ersilton, extending to a pound’s worth of
land ; also five husbandlands* of the town of
Ersilton at the east end next the said mains.
Dated at Douglas, 14th Aug., 1484.””

In the same year there was issued a “ pre-
cept by said Earl to infeft Alex. Home, grand-
son and apparent heir to Alex., Lord Home, in
twenty pounds’ worth of the land of Ersilton,
namely, the mains of Ersilton with pertinents,
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granting Alex. Home, Great Chamberlain of
Scotland, the mains of Ersilton with pertinents
called the Cowdenknowes, and the other lands
as above described to be held by the Earl and
his heirs in fee and heritage for a reddendo
of one penny, payable on the land of Cowden-
knowes if asked.’””. Dated at Edinburgh, 28th
Jan., 1488-89.

A later instrument of resignation narrates
that Archibald Earl of Angus did in presence
of James IV. resign the whole lands of Earl-
ston, tenants and tenandries in the Earldom
of March and Shire of Berwick in favour of
John Home of Whitrig. Done at Douglas,
21 Oct., 1489.

-

COWDENKXNOWES HOUSE, 1858.

the ‘lang akers’ for £2, Carelside for £1, the
‘ Thowlescrouk > for £1, the ‘hal orchard,’

which is called the manor of the same, the -

mains with the Coldenknowes for £6, the five
husbandlands next to and on the east side of
the manor for £5, Philipston, Fawlo, and Wil-
Jestroder meadow for other £5, all in the lord-
ship of Earlston and Sherifidom of Berwick.
Dated at Edinburgh, 11th Oct., 1484.”

This Alexander Home was ambassador to
England on one oocasion, and died in 1488.
The following charter may have reference to
his successor : —“ Charter by Earl of Angus

*A liub.ndland u equal to fwonty-l’ix acres.

Two writs which were issued in the next
century, interestingly show the relationship
between the Homes and their neighbours.
The first is a licence, dated 28 Nov., 1536, by
John Home of Coldenknowes, granting leave
to certain men of Dryburgh to pull heather on
his moor (of Earlston), and that only for the
Abbot’s lifetime.

The second is an instrument by which the
“ gudeman of St John’s Chapell ** grants that
his pasturing his goods on Earlston moor is
ouly by the tolerance of John Home of Colden-
knowes, and during the latter’s will only.
Dated 23rd May, 1040. - '

In the next century the Coldenknowes fam-
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ily, consisting of Sir John Home, and his son,
Sir James Home of Whitrig, and the latter’s
wife, Lady Ann Home, agreed to live together

so long as they can agree among themselves,’

the household accounts to be carefully kept
and audited by the mistress of the house
every Saturday. The agreement is dated
September, 1612.

Just before this, by an agreement dated i
July, 1612, the lands of Ersilton were granted
by the same Sir John Home of Coldenknowes,
and Sir James Home of Whitrig, his son, to
John Nasmyth, Surgeon to the King, under
reversion of an annual rent of £3000 Scot.
A successor of Sir John Home, who died in
1666, incurred the odium of oppressing the
Covenanters.

Cowdenknowes came into the possession of
Mr Ferrier, Provost of Dundee, in 1731,
through his marriage to the heiress; losing
his money by speculation about 1760 the pro-
perty was sold. His son, Dr Ferrier, who is,
notwithstanding the sale, described as of Cow-
denknowes, married a niece of James Haig of
Bemersyde, the daughter of his eldest sister,
Mrs Home of Ayton. :

It is interesting to note that the demesne
came long after by purchase for the sum of
£48,000 into the possession of Mr Gilfillan, a
Liverpool merchant, to whom George Gilfillan
of Dundee was related.

The earliest recorded lords of Earlston were
the Lindsays. One of them granted to the
monks of Kelso the Church of Ercildoune with
one ploughgate of land, and by them it was
transferred to Coldingham Priory in 1171 in
exchange for Gordon. It is thus evident that
the Church was an earlier erection than Cold-

. ingham Priory, and as the style of the Priory
is Early Pointed, the Earlston Church might
very well have been Norman, like the frag-

ment still forming part of Legerwood. Church.

But if this were so, the old work must have
been effectually destroyed, as there was no
appearance of any architectural detail in the
simple building of 1736, which preceded the
present ornate church. .
The only ancient memorial forming part of
the late church was the well-known stone bear-
ing the inscription, “ Auld Rhymer’s race lyees
in this place,”’ but even this is said to be a
copy which dates no further back than 1782.
Sir Walter Scott put on record the following
facts regarding it :—* The ancient inscription
was defaced by an idle boor in a drunken
frolic.  The present clergyman, with great
propriety, compelled him to replace it at his

THE. BORDER MAGAZINE.

own expense in the same words as formerly.
The new inscriptions are, of eourse, in modern
character, those when defaced are said to have
been' very ancient, the spelling is probably
modernised.”’ But with all respect to Sir
Walter’s opinion, it would have been better
to have retained the defaced old stone for
what it was worth as an antiquarian record,
and renewed the inscription on a fresh piece
of stone. It ought to be mentioned that the
church bell was founded in 1609 by Ian Bar-
gerhuys, who cast several of the Scottish bells
in the seventeenth century; that of Hawick
Church among the rest.

The present village has no buildings of any
considerable antiquity about it, other than an
old house at the east-end called “Sparrow
Castle,’”’ nearly opposite the Church ; and the
various thatched cottages which are so pic-
turesque a feature in Scottish village architec-
ture. It seems a pity they cannot be retained
in cases where isolation would ensure immun-
ity from the spreading of possible fire from,
or to, the adjoining houses. It may be that
Earlston met the same treatment from the
troops of the Marquis of Hertford in 1646, as
Darnick, Dingleton, Gattonside, and Eildon.

The original village was in the form of a
group of cottages clustered round an old castle
which stood at the east-end of the present
town, and as the possession of the Earl of
Dunbar, gave to the hamlet the name of Earl-
stoun.

An alternative origin has been given to the
name by a writer who refers to the signature
at “ Ercheldun ”’ of the foundation charter of
Melrose Abbey by David I. in 1143, and states
that the original name was Ercheldoun or
Ercildoune, which is Cambro-Brittanic for
“ Prospect Hill,”’ and such the Black Hill was.
Be that as it may, the grouping of the re-
tainers’ cottages round the stronghold for se-
ocurity is a well-known source of village origin,
the dispersion of the occupants to other houses
in its vicinity taking place when it was safe
to leave the shelter of the castle.

In the neighbourhood of the strenghold was

. the “ Dovecot Knowe,”’ a sand bank which was

cut away some years ago when the Earlston
railway formed. As the presence of a dove-
cot often accompanies an old castle or man-

_sion-house, it is in this case an evidence of

the former existence of the feudal building.
The Earlston group of towers must have been
in sight of those of Gordon, Whiteslade, Colm-
slie, Sandyknowe, and Bemersyde,  all set in
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their various districts for the defence of the
hamlets which were adjacent to them.

The pleasant sound of the handloom shuttle
and treadle was quite common up to a time
past the middle of last century. An octogen-
arian living in Earlston says, there were about
fifty looms at work in his earlier days engaged
in weaving the pretty cotton fabric known as
“ Earlston Ginghams,”” too durable, alas, for
the swift changes demanded by modern
fashion. The last manufacturer of them—
William Glendinnen—died about six years
ago, and it is understood that this local occu-
pation is now extinct.

The Gingham industry was brought to Earl-
ston by Thomas Whale, the son of Andrew
Whale, parish schoolmaster of the parish.
Andrew had previously a similar appointment
at Stitchell, and originally came from the

neighbourhood of Yetholm. He died in 1572,

at the comparatively early age of fifty-eight.
His wife was of a Northumbrian family—
Jane Reid of Reidsford. She died in 1776,
aged eighty years. They had two sons,
Lancelot, who was Rector of the Grammar
School at Kelso (young Walter Scott was
under his charge for a time), and Thomas, who
founded the Gingham manufacture in Earl-
ston.

Tweed manufacture, common to so many
Border towns, has been carried on for some
years in the “ Mid Mill ”’ at Haughhead, and
is now the staple industry of the village.
Blanket weaving and milling have also found
a place -there.

Before we describe the special features of
historical interest, we ought to mention that
Earlston has one main street, running from
east to west, going on at the east-end in a
single line in the direction of the hamlet of
Gordon, opening out about the middle to the
village green, a busy scene in the old fairing
times. From the green a road goes south and
west to Redpath and Bemersyde. The west-
ern end crosses the Leader by an old bridge,
of date 1733, and from thence past the farm
of Craigsford. Before reaching the bridge it
is intersected by the road from Lauder, which
continues past Kirkstyle and over the new
bridge to Leaderfoot, by Cowdenknowes and
Drygrange ; and a branch goes north-west at
the crossing point to Haughhead,  Carolside,
and Clackmae.

The Parish Church, already mentioned,
stands towards the east-end, on a rising
ground on the north side of the main street;
the graveyard is surrounded by some very

115

fine sycomores, and has a few old tombstones,
the oldest being inscribed to David Burnet,
and dated 1643. Two older stones of an-
other nature, noticed by Robert Chambers on
the occasion of a visit, were by his advice built
into.the Church walls in 1832. They are now
carefully preserved inside the tower of the
new Church. The oldest has the Maltese crose
prolonged of the Knights Templars. Al-
though there is no date on the stone, it may
be presumed to have been carved in memory
of Patrick Earl of March and Dunbar, who
died in 1248 on his journey to the Holy Land.
In preparation for this journey he had sold to
the monks of Melrose his stud of brood mares
at Lauderdale in 1247. The other has a pair
of shears in the middle, accompanied by the
date 1564 and initials “A. R.,”” supposed to
refer to one Robertson, a bldcksmith of the
neighbouring village of Fans. There was an-
other fragment of stone with an inscription
referring to the house of Zair (Yair).
(To be Continued.)

New Border Post Card Series.

has been published—* The Border-
land ’’ series—20 different views
B of various places of interest. They
comprise : —Gala House ; Convalescent Home,
Abbotsview, Galashiels; Public Library, St
John’s U.F, Church, and Drill Hall ; Our Lady
and St Andrew’s Roman Catholic Church;
Leabrae and Buckholm District; Buckholm
Tower, Galashiels; Magdala Terrace. District,
Galashiels; Ashiestiel House; Ashiestiel
Bridge; Tweed Valley, Caddonfoot, Peel, and
Ashiestiel ; Clovenfords and Tweed Vineyards
from Meigle Hill; Clovenfords and Tweed
Vineyards from South ; Fairnalee Tower ; Cad-
donfoot Manse and Church; Caddonfoot
Church; Caddonfoot Bridge; Caddonfoot
School; Yair House and River Tweed ; Fairy-
dean, Galashiels ; St Paul’s Church, Galashiels.
They are in the latest style of colouring and

‘néatly executed. Caddonfoot Manse and Yair

House are very fine numbers, and the Rev. Mr
Small standing at the manse door must make
the former a cherished memento for many
exiled natives of the classic vale. "Mr F. I.
Walker, Galashiels, who is the publisher, is
to be congratulated on his latest addition to
the large and varied list of souvenirs he has
produced. '
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The Tramps of the Borderland. -
MUNGO PARK.

HE Borderland was the birthplace of
two distinguished African travellers,
Mungo Park and Hugh Clapperton.
The first was born in 1771, and the
second in 1788. Hugh Clapperton’s passion
was for the sea, and he set out on his adven-
tures when a lad of seventeen, so that we can
hardly claim him for one of our tramps. With
Mungo Park the tramping instinct was strong,
and it was to his wanderings in pursuit of the
study of botany that his after success was due.
He was born at Foulshiels in Selkirkshire, stud-
ied in Edinburgh, and at the age of twenty-three,
after serving as a surgeon with an East India
man, he read a-paper before the Linngan Soc-
iety in London on eight new species of fishes
he had observed in Sumatra. The study of
natural history and botany are often begun
when a boy puddles in some Border burn, but
few boys have the talents, genius, and steady
perseverance of Mungo Park. Ere long he was
employed by a scientific association intent on
opening up Darkest Africa. He was sent to
trace the course of the Niger, and for a while
disappeared from human knowledge, meeting
with adventures of all kinds, prisons, hunger,
thirst, and yet through all being steady in his
pursuit of knowledge. After two years and
seven months he landed at Falmouth, and be-
came the “lion” of London. After his marriage
with a Selkirk lady he began to practice as a
surgeon in Peebles. But he soon grew restless,
and began to think of again setting out on his
adventures. After he had removed from Peeb-
les to Foulshiels, there spmnsgc{ up a strong inti-
macy between Sir Walter Scott and Mungo
Park. Sir Walter Scott was living with his
family at Ashiestiel, on the banks of the Tweed,
and he had not then the crowded and over-
worked life that eventually killed him. Hogg
said Scott passed the happiest time of his life
at Ashiestiel. There “Marmion” was written,
and there he lived the life of a Border tramp
and held converse with Mungo Park, who was
an enthusiastic lover of poetry, especially the
folk-songs and Border ballads that were sung
in Tweed, Yarrow, and Ettrick glens.

But Mungo Park was growing restless. Ere
long he received an appointment in a new mise-
jon to Africa promoted by Government. It was
on Williamhope-ridge that Sir Walter Scott
bade farewell to Mungo Park. They had come
up from Ashiestiel, and at a ditch Park’s horse
stumbled.

. “I am afraid, Mungo, that is a bad omen,"”
said Scott.

The handsome Mungo smiled. His co
was not daunted. “Freits follow those who
look to them,”” he answered gayly. Then he
put spurs to his horse and rode off without once
looking back. But Scott watched his friend
till he was out of sight.

So Mungo Park parted from his friend, and
left his lonely young wife, to go out as a pioneer
to what was then an unknown land. He never
returned, but perished in the thirty-fifth year
of his age. His patience, his perseverance, his
courage, his great gifts, and his integrity and
simplicity of life made him of our bravest Bor-
derers.

AGNEs MARCHBANE.

Brief Border Biographies.

3 QP E have frequently asked our read-

WM ers to supply us with short
sketches of Borderers, accom-
panied if possible with a photo,
and we once more make the request. Our
experience is that the biographical portions of
our magazine are much appreciated, and we
desire to increase the number of character
sketches by having at least one short article,
not exceeding one page, in each issue. There
are hundreds of prominent Borderers whose
careers ought to be told in our pages, but a
moment’s consideration will show that they
can never be overtaken by one leading article
each month, which has been a feature of the
BorpEr MagazINE from the start. It is not,
however, necessary to confine ourselves to bio-
graphies of prominent men, for there are thous-
ands in whose life stories something of interest
can be found, and when the facts are well ar-
ranged and a portrait of the subject is given,
we feel sure that such short biographical
sketches will meet with the approval of our
readers.

0, say not, my love, with that mortified air,
That your springtime of pleasure is flown,
Nor bid me to maids that are younger repair,

For those raptures that still are thine own.
Though April his temples may wreathe with
the vine,
Its tendrils in infancy curl’d,
"is the ardour of August matures us the wine,
Whose life-blood enlivens the world.
Song.
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Henderland Castle.

HE site of Henderland Castle can still
be seen upon the farms of that name,
situated about a mile up the river
Megget, which falls into St Mary’s

Loch in Selkirkshire. It stands on the steep
side of Henderland Hill, and is surrounded by
mountain peaks, except in front, where the
ground slopes down to the riverside. The walls
are now levelled to the ground, and nothing is
left to mark the place of the once famous strong-
hold except a few grass-covered mounds and
loose stones, which, on careful examination, can,
however, be traced as the foundations of the
Castle.  According to tradition, it was the
scene of the ancient ballad entitled “ The Lament
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cataract that*Cockburnie’s “wife, Marjory, ran’
when her husband was about to be executed. A

large rock, called the “Lady’s Seat,” is still
.-pointed out, where, tradition says, the unfor-

tunate lady sat, hoping to drown, amid the roar
and whirl of the waterfall, the exulting yella
which proclaimed the death of her husband.
The Chapel of the Castle once stood in the
small wood at the other side of the burn, but all
trace of it has dirappeared. The grave of the
“ Border Widow ” and her husband is, however,
still to be seen there. It is covered with a
large, fat tombstone, inscribed with armeorial
bearings, and the following words, though fast
disappeering, may yet be traced : —
. “Here lyes Perys of Cokburne and his wyfe, Mar-
]ory.’D

SITE OF HENDERLAND CASTLE, YARROW.

of the Border Widow,” and helonged to “Perys
of Cockburne,” a famous and powerful free-
booter. It was entirely demolished by James
V. in the course of his celebrated expedition of
1529 to subdue the notorious raiders, Adam
Scott of Tushielaw (commonly called the “ King
of the Border’), and “Johnnie Armstrong” of
Gilnockie. Suddenly and without warning the
King is said to have arrived at Henderland
Castle ; Cockburne was seized while sitting at
dinner, and, without delay, the bold robber was
hanged over his own gate. On one side of the
Castle the Henderland burn rushes down from
the mountains, through a steep, rocky chasm
named the Dowglen, and it was to this roaring

The words of “The Lament of a Border
Widow” are given in Sir Walter Scott’s “ Min-
strelsy of the Scottish Border.”

Axy N. CaMeRON.

W have just received a copy of the beauti-
ful reprint of an important antiquarian article
by Mr Walter Laidlaw, F.S.A. Scot. The ar-
ticle is entitled “Sculptured and Inscribed
Stones in Jedburgh and Vicinity.”’ As this
latest work of Mr Laidlaw’s is a most valuable
one we hope to refer to it at greater length in
our next issue.
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Newcastleton—a Border Village.

HE pleasantly situated Roxburghshire
valley has attained to some fame in
recent years owing to the lapsing of
the leasets and the condition of af-

fairs which has thhs been brought about has
given point to many a Land Reform speech.
All interested in this great question would do
well to procure the pamphlet, extending to
eighty-five pages, bearing the above title The
author is Mr William Hall, M. Inst. C.E., who
has marshalled his facts and arranged the re-
prints of important articles in a manner which
makes them easily referred to. In addition to
the political aspects of the case, the publica-
tion contains much historical information. Re-
ferring to the village and its surroundings, the
author says:— -

Newecastleton is situated in the classic land of
Liddesdale, on the Waverley route of the North
British Railway, about half-way between Carlisle
and Hawick. The railway follows the beautiful
stream of the Liddle, and runs through a great
stretch of Liddesdale. It is a wild moorland coun-
. try of heather and grass, where sheep and game
abound. The district known as Liddesdale is
synonymous with that of the Parish of Castleton.

The area of the parish is 68,152 acres, or 106
square miles. The ceuntry is that of the Arm-
strongs and Elliots of Border history..

Newcastleton is situated on the. banks of the
river Liddle, and stands (Double Square) 322 feet
above the level of the sea. The population is about
820.
There is one long street and three divergent
squares. The village has a Post Office, with money
order, savings bank, and telegraph departments;
a branch of the British Linen Company; two
United Free Churches; an Evangelical Union
Church; and a very commodious Board School,
but unfortunately there is no sufficient play-ground
so as to take the children off the public streets,
where they appear to have most of their games.
The appearance of the village is bare for lack
of foliage. There are no trees except a few in the
squares. If evergreens, ivy or holly with cluster-
ing scarlet berries, covered the gable ends of the
houses it would set off the village to advantage.
In travelling through a country there is always
an indescribable charm in seeing a village planted
on a mountain stream, but houses should not be
built at an elevation of less than twenty feet above
the level of a river, so as to be not only heyond
the reach of floods, but also on sanitary grounds.
From the earliest times the plain upon which
Newcastleton is built, as shewn on old mnaps, is
called “ Copshaha *’ at the north end, in the middle
“ Copshaw,” and at the southern end * Copshaw

Park.” . .
The name Cop-shaw is no doubt derived from its

woods, as the word shaw signifies wild natural
wood.
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Thomas Davidson’s Funeral.

R NICHOL was slowly wending his
way to Thomas Davideon’s fun-
-eral when he was joined by an
old man, a lifelong friend of the

deceased, from a neighbouring parish, who was

on the same mournful mission bent.

“I’m rale glad to see that ye’re on yer feet
again, Mr Nichol. Ye’ve had a nasty turn
they tell me; it’s a terrible thing that in-
fluenzi when it gets a richt grip o’ ye. I
hope ye’re feelin’ better, sir ; folk had it that
ye must be waur again as ye werena preachin’
yersel’ yesterday.’’

Mr Nichol indicated that above all things
it behoved one to be careful of courting a
relapse after influenza, and explained that his
absence from. the pulpit yesterday was ac-
counted for by his fear lest a fresh chill should
prevent him from attending the funeral to-
day. A friend who was staying with him
had kindly volunteered to take his place.

His companion nodded ecomp¥ehendingly.

“An’ a grand, preacher he is they tell me.
He was uncommon soond on that text he was
preachin’ frae. I heard a’ aboot it frae my
neebor, Johnstone, that comes ower to your
kirk *—then with a change of tone from the
general conversational note to that of confid-
ence the old man volunteered the infor-
mation.

“ She’s awfu’ bad the now.”

“Mrs Dobbie?”’

“Whae else?—this is the warst turn she’s
ever had the neebors tell me, an’ that’s no
sayin’ little, Mr Nichol. Since the breath left
the auld man on Monday nicht last she’s
hardly had a sober meenit.”’

“It’s a bad business for the little ones, I
fear,”” said Mr Nichol, compassionately.

“Ye may say that, sir, her puir man had a
hard life wi’ her till death removed him, an’
now her auld faither’s away—an’ glad he was
to gang, ye may take my word for that, better
be lyin’ quietly under the sod than sharin’
the same roof wi’ sic a hizzy.”’

“Has Mrs Dobbie been long addicted to
drink ¥ ,

“ A’ her life ye may say, off an’ on. She’s

_been a sair trial to a respectable connection.

Her faither—auld Tammas, that’s gone, he
said to me nae further back than a fortnicht

_since, says he, ‘John, if I never see ve again

in life ye’ll ken that I was glad to gang’;
thae were his very words, Mr Nichol.”

. There seemed to be nothing suitable to say
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in reply to this statement, and Mr Nichol,
with characteristic reserve, said nothing.

“An’ the expense she’s been at, #ir, ower
this funeral is past a’ belief. The auld man
had a pound or twae laid by to cover the ex-
penses of his funeral, mair than enough, had
things been managed accordin’ to his notions
of what was fitting.”” - .

“‘Try an’ see that a’ thing’s dune deceatly,
and in order, John, but let everything be

plain,” was what he said to me a fortnicht

since, when we were speakin’ of what micht
happen ; but div ye think she could be made
to hear reason? Not she—the coffin must be
the very best that Tamson, the joiner, could
turn out; every penny of that auld man’s
savin’s will go to pay for the coffin alone.
An’ then the hearse. Wouldn’t ye think, Mr
Nichol, that the village hearse would be fine
enough to convey the like of Tammas David-
son to the grave? That’s what " Tammas
would have thocht himsel’, sir. But for Mrs
Dobbie’s faither, na, na, nothing less than the
hearse frae Melrose—that fine new yin that’s
a’ gless roond aboot. An’ she’s ordered a
big cross of white everlastin’s to lay on the
coffin, an’ a wreath for each o’ the fower
bairns—a’ for show, Mr N‘xchol, so that the
chest may look grand through the glass, a’
covered wi’ wreaths like the gentry’s coffins.
Pm fair oot o’ patience wi’ the woman, sir,
when I think where the siller’s to come frae
to pay for a’ this nonsense. The bits o’
bairns will have empty bellies for mony a lang
day after this, or I'm far mistaken. I'm
hopin’ the neebors may have managed to keep
her sober for the ceremony the day, but I
doot it.”’

“Here we are, sir; I’ll gang first, seein’
I'm weel acquaint wi’ the stair—it’s as bad a
vin a8 T ever sat my face to; how the coftin
ie to be got down has been botherin’ me mair
than I care to say.. If it canna be got roond
the turn it must juist be handed ower the
stair railin’ ; there can be nothin’ else for’t.
It’ll no put Tammas aboot the day, . honest
man, however we may manage to get him
doon.”’

“What was ye sayin’, sir! Oh, ay, we had
better- gang straicht up, I think, they lift at
twelve. Tammas nevir lifted his lines frae
his auld parish, so his ain minister will
officiate nae doot, but he’s certain to ask ye
to offer up a prayer, Mr Nichol. Mind yer
feet, sir, that stair’s a perfect man-trap. What
time div ye make it, Mr Nichol? Are ye no
& wee bit slow? But my watch stoppit on the
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road, so I couldua be certain. The coffin’s in
the other end *?

The last sentence was delivered in a hoarse
whisper, as Mr Nichol and his companion
paused on the dirty narrow landing at the
top of the stairs.

“ Would ye care to step ben an’ see the fine
chest, Mr Nichol. We micht hae time, the
hearse is no forrit yet; they tell me Scott of
Melrose is apt to be late—ye may as weel
have a look, sir.”’

While the two stood mutely regarding the
huge black coffin with its travesty of wreaths
and brass mountings, the door of the opposite
apartment was thrown open, and the figure of
Mrs Dobbie appeared, and proceeded to ad-
vance cautiously across the strip of passage
between the two rooms.

Mrs Dobbie’s manner of carrying herself,
and the whiff of strong waters which she gave
out with her every respiration, fully justified
old John’s previous doubt—it was abundantly
evident that the influence of the neighbours
had failed to prevent Mrs Dobbie from having
recourse to her wonted potations before the
solemn occasion was over.

Mrs Dobbie wore a bonnet, possibly on the
principle that what the gentry considered the
correct thing for weddings must be equally
correct for funerals. Clad in her sable gown
and bran’ new head-gear, she might have been
imposing if her step had been a trifle more
steady, just as she might have been still
comely if her eye had been less muddled and
her complexion less mottled.

“Ye’re takin’ a look at grandfaither’s cof-
fin, I see, Mr Nichol; ye’re rale weloome, an’
Pm uncommon pleased to see you, sir. I've
tried to dae everything that lay in my poo’er,
Mr Nichol. Grandfaither can never say that
I sent him to his grave like a pauper; he’ll
be a pleased man this day if he can look doon
an’ see the fine turnoot I’ve gi’en him.”

Mrs Dobbie here shed a copious shower of
spirituous tears on the flower-crowned coffin.

“T tell the bairns, Mr Nichol, they’ll never
have sic another grandfaither. What’s that
ye’re sayin’, John? Ye’re richt, my man, Mr
Nichol should be ben the hoose, wuough the
service is ower. I’m that vexed ye’ve missed
it, but the minister’s in a hurry ; he has an-
other burial at yin o’clock, auld Mary Lums-
den dee’d the same day as grandfaither. The
hearse may be here ony meenit, I doot it’s
gaun to rin the minister late, that would be
an awfu’ peety—come away ben, Mr Nichol,
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grandfaither had aye the greatest respect for
ve, 8ir.”’ .

The other room was furnished with two iron
bedsteads pushed against the further wall, an
enormous chest of drawers, a sofa, and some
five or six chairs of .non-descript style and
dimensions.

A large round table occupied the middle of
the floor; this had been draped with a white
tablecloth, the property of a neighbour, and
in the centre therefore had been devoutly
placed a large family Bible.

A gmaller table in the window seat sup-
ported a dish of shortbread, and another of
mixed biscuits, flanked by a quart bottle
which boldly advertised itself as “Old
Scotch.’” A few glasses of various sorts and
sizes completed these hospitable arrangements.

When into this medley had been packed
fifteen individuals, all told, within a space
barely fourteen feet square, the state of the
atmosphere may be imagined.

Across the window the blind had been
closely drawn, but ever and anon its lower
corner was surreptitiously lifted by Mrs Dob-
bie, who had seated herself, with a great as-
sumption of dignified reserve, close to the
small table before mentioned.

At length the hum of low-voiced conversa-
tion going on round the room was arrested
by a sudden outburst of emotion on the part
of the chief mourner.

“ Wheesht, wheesht, Mrs Dobbie, ye maunna
gie way like that, my woman,” said a kindly
faced woman in subdued tones, patting Mrs
Dobbie on the back with a friendly hand.

“The hearse has juist drawn up,’’ the weep-
ing lady was with difficulty understood to
announce, as she sobbed out fresh instalments
of alcoholic odour.

The company rose as one man, while old
John and three others filed across to the neigh-
bouring apartment to engage in the clearly
foreseen puzzle of manipulating the coffin
down stairs. )

Mrs Dobbie, whose sobs increased as a
mufiled tread was heard to issue from the
opposite door and cross the landing, was un-
derstood to express by sundry signs her need
of further stimulant. So pronounced indeed
became the indications of a protracted swoon
that the kindly neighbour in despair poured
out with hasty hand a generous draught of
the “Old Scotch ’’ standing conveniently at
her elbow.

This, Mrs Dobbie with much apparent re-
luctance, and many evidences of disgust and
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loathing, was induced to drink ;. with a little
further persuasion, indeed, she was even comn-
pelled té drain the tumbler to the dregs.

The effect of the restorative was magical.

In a trice Mrs Dobbie had drawn herself
up, straightened her somewhat rumpled bon-
net strings, and signified her intention of
viewing from the stairhead tne difficult descent
of the coffin.

With the .aid of the kindly neighbour’s
strong arm, and again encased in her former
attitude of dignified reserve, the suffering lady
was safely piloted through the conge