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EPISTLE DEDICATORY.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Breathes there the man with soul so dead,

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

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

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

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

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

P. R. DRUMMOND.

FLLENGOWEN, ALMOXD-VALLEY,
Perthshire, August 1879.















PERTHSHIRE IN BYGONE DAYS.

INTRODUCTION.

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

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

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

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

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

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



PERTHSHIRE IN BYGONE DAYS. xiil

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

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

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

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

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

The downright clown, and perfectly well-bred,—

The supple statesman, and the patriot stern.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

CHAPTER II.

JOHN, SECOND MARQUIS OF BREADALBANE—
continued.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We met ’twas in a crowd,

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

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

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

And once again we 1met,

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

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

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

To feel wretched and lonely.

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

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

The Iarl and Countess of Breadalbane survived their
son’s marriage fourteen years, and in 1831, when the Earl
was raised to the Marquisate, the son became Rarl of
Ormelie. This accession of rank fired the family pride,
and on the passing of the Reform Bill they mounted the
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Liberal ensign and announced their intention of * rescuing
the county of Perth from Tory thraldom to which it had
been so long subjected.” The newly fledged constituency,
principally farmers, were not in very prosperous circuni-
stances, and were not only anxious for a change, but were
buoyed up by the belief that a reformed Parliament would
speedily put an end to all their troubles. They rallied
round Lord Ormelie, and carried him into Parliament by
a majority of upwards of five hundred over Sir George
Murray, who had long been the choice of the very limited
constituency. This first broad canvass of the county was
conducted with the most consummate tact by Lord Ormelie
and his friend Mr. Fox Maule. No two men of their time
possessed in fuller development the necessary powers of
spirit, tongue, and face; and backed by the Breadalbane
exchequer they accomplished their purpose. I remember
well the infinitely sarcastic way in which Lord Ormelie
pronounced the two monosyllables, “my friend,” referring
to a remark made by Mr. Campbell of Monzie, at Crieff,
and I also remember the overbearing terms in which
Mr. Maule replied to Liord Ardmillan, then Mr. Crawford,
when in the course of a speech delivered in the city hall of
Perth, he spoke of Mr. Maule as ‘“ my honourable friend.”
Garrick nor Kean was ever equal to it. Mr. Maule said,
with a bow and a simper of lofty irony, ‘I have yet to
learn what virtuous deed of mine has earned for me such a
distinguished position.”

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

CHAPTER III.

JOHN, SECOND MARQUIS OF BREADALBANE—
continued.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A short time after the Queen left Taymouth castle, a
remark was made by a visitor to Lord Breadalbane, which
brought from his own lips a succinet and truthful epitome
of his character as a business man. He was complimented
on the toil he had personally undertaken during the royal
visit, ¢ Oh no !” he replied, “I am well accustomed to
activity. A life of affluence is not necessarily a life of
idleness; my income is large, I save none ofit. Icanride as
far into Argyleshire on my own estate as if I rode from hence
to Edinburgh, and if I were to sleep while all that is being
managed and spent it would not be well done. My establish-
ment 1s large and I have many cares. One of my tenants,
the last of a family who have possessed the same farm for
time immemorial, died lately, the stock was very large, and
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at present men of sufficient means to purchase it would
prefer a less contingent investment, whereas in arable
farms the entry is more gradual and competent tenants
easier found. Besides we are expected to take a share in
the management of both local and national affairs, and
although I have no great leaning to politics, I am bound
to use the influence of my position, as a peer of the realm,
to forward what I consider the best interests of the country.
This I have done, and to more local business, I have be-
stowed as much attention as I either found myself equal to,
or as could in fairness, be expected of me.”

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

CHAPTER IV.

GENERAL LORD LYNEDOCH.

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

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

Five wealthy towns contend for Homer dead,

Through which the living Homer begged his bread.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A prelude to Vittoria.

Shout to the heroes, swell ilk voice,

To them wha made poor Spain rejoice.

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

GENERAL LORD LYNEDOCH—continued.

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

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

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

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

HALLIDAY, London, 25th October, 1843.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Like a languishing lamp that just flashes to die.

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

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

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

Nihil semper floret.

CHAPTER VII.

GENERAL SIR DAVID BAIRD.

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

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

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

Those who knew both Sir David Baird and his mother,
ewmphatically deny the truth of this story, and its predictive
sympathy is little in accordance with the following circum-
stances. Sir David Baird, Colonel Baillie, Lieutenant
Lucas and the other prisoners were first chained together
in couples, but afterwards they were loaded individually
with fetters and every indignity which cruelty could devise,
Baird’s wounds were unhealed, and those in his limbs were
festering to a degree that was fast undermining his consti-
tution and threatening his life. After the unfortunate
companions had been some time in confinement, the Myar
made his appearance one day, bearing with him fetters
weighing nine pounds each, which were destined for the
unhappy prisoners ; resistance was useless and they sub-
mitted to their fate. DBut when the Myar came to Sir
David, one of the officers, Lieutenant Luucas, sprang forward
and urged the cruelty of manacling limbs festering with
wounds, from one of which the ball had been so recentl
extracted, that he doubted not death would be the result of
such treatment To these representations the Myar replied
that the Circar had sent as many fetters as there were
prisoners and that they must all be put on ; «Then” said the
noble officer ““put a double pair on me that Captain Baird
be spared wearing them.” Even the Myar, though used to
scenes of human misery, was moved at this act of self-
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devotion and consented that the matter be referred to the
Kedadar, who would open the book of fate. Fortunately for
Captain Baird the book of fate was propitious, the irons
were dispensed with, and this brave officer, then a mangled
captive in the dungeons of Seringapatam, was spared to
become on a future day its conqueror and temporary
master. Hyder Ali himself died soon after this, and to
Sir David Baird fell the melancholy office of lifting his
son, Tippoo Saib’s dead body from amidst an ocean of blood
at the very door of the dungeon, that had been the scene of
such heartless cruelties.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lady Baird was an exceedingly clever woman, and con-
ducted her business in a very sharp way; charitable or
otherwise, she never lost sight of what she was about; she
gave of her means, but she knew how. One cautious
instance occurred with James Smith the Madderty poet;
James was getting old and frail, and while superintending
the sinking of a narrow well at a neighbonring farm, he
lost his balance and fell to the bottom, doubled up like a
carpenters’ rule. Work was out of the question after this
scratching, so application was made to Lady Baird for
relief. Her answer was, “I am sorry for James, but I
must see him before I can do anything for him.” ¢ Heis
not able to come to Ferntower, my lady.” ¢ Then I shall
go to see him.”  But she was thought long in coming, and
the neighbours bundled the poet into a cart amongst straw
and groans and sent him off to Ferntower, for inspection ;
arriving safely, they carried him into the servants’ hall, and
announced the arrival to Lady Baird. Down she came,
and fixing her eye-glass, she scrutinised him with as con-
fident an air as if she had been Sir Robert Liston.
“ What do you feel wrong, James? you do not seem to have
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