Electric Scotland's Weekly Newsletter for November 14th, 2014
To see what we've added to the Electric Scotland site view our What's New page at:
http://www.electricscotland.com/whatsnew.htm
To see what we've added to the Electric Canadian site view our What's New page at:
http://www.electriccanadian.com/whatsnew.htm
For the latest news from Scotland see our ScotNews feed at:
http://www.electricscotland.com/

Electric Scotland News
Got our first fall of snow today in Chatham so guess our Winter season is now here.
This week saw the final appearance of the First Minister of Scotland, Alex Salmond, at First Ministers Question Time. He will make a
final statement to the Parliament next Tuesday and he then goes back to being a normal MSP. You can get a summary of this final
Question Time along with a video of the event at: http://www.bbc.com/news/uk-scotland-scotland-politics-30011425
----I might remind you that I do post up each day a few news stories from Scotland on the site index page. I usually ignore sport and
murders and such so just look for main stories that reflect Scotland of today. I usually trawl the news sources each evening and
sometime add other stories during the day if I happen to notice something worth adding.
----Former astronaut Commander Chris Hadfield has written a book, “YOU ARE HERE: Around the World in 92 Minutes,” and on Tuesday
he spoke with FOX 4's Mark Alford. Hadfield is a former commander of the International Space Station and was the first Canadian to
walk in space. You can see a wee interview with him at
http://fox4kc.com/2014/11/11/fmr-commander-of-international-space-station-chris-hadfield-discusses-new-book/

Electric Canadian
Bruce MacKinnon
Canadian editorial cartoonist
I added a wee page about this person to our Makers of Canada section. He came to my attention due to reading a press article on the
cartoon he did on the Ottawa shooting which you can see at:
http://www.electriccanadian.com/makers/mackinnon_bruce.htm
Victoria Country Centennial History
By Watson Kirkconnel (1921).
Added this book to the site at: http://www.electriccanadian.com/history/ontario/victoriacountyce00kirkuoft.pdf

The Flag in the Wind
This weeks issue was compiled by Alison Thewliss.

You can read this issue at http://www.scotsindependent.org and there is no Synopsis this week.

Electric Scotland
Enigma Machine
Added puzzle 87.
An alternative to your crossword puzzle and created by a Scots Canadian, Doug Ross.
You can join with others in our community trying to complete these at:
http://www.electricscotland.org/forumdisplay.php/17-Thistle-amp-Whistle
You can get to the puzzles at http://www.electriccanadian.com/lifestyle/enigma/
Highland Rambles
And Long Legends to Shorten the Way by Thomas Dick Lauder (1837).
Added two more articles...
Antiquarian Discussion
Legend of Christy Ross
You can read these articles at: http://www.electricscotland.com/history/tlauder/index.htm
The Life of Andrew Murray of South Africa
By J Du Plessis.
Making progress with this book and now up to Chapter XX. Andrew Murray as a Spiritual Force. Here is how this chapter starts...
TO estimate the spiritual influence which Andrew Murray exercised upon his day and generation is not only a difficult but an
impossible task. The influences which radiate from us, attracting some and repelling others, but always moulding their characters and
shaping their destinies, are so subtle and mysterious as to defy our analysis. This is supremely true of spiritual influences, which
proceed from that Divine Spirit of whom it was spoken: “The Spirit breatheth where it listeth, and thou hearest the voice thereof, but
knowest not whence it cometh and whither it goeth.” There are no human scales in which the character and work of Andrew Murray
can be weighed and estimated.: they are in their nature imponderable. He was not a voice alone, but a force ; he created not merely
an influence, but an atmosphere. In the land of his birth he impressed himself upon all who had intercourse with him, and there were
but few who did not at some time or other either meet him or hear him preach. Upon his colleagues in the ministry his personality
made the deepest possible impression. Young ministers and students of divinity found in his evangelistic labours, in which they were
frequently permitted to share, a training in practical and pastoral theology which no college professor could bestow. In all religious
gatherings he was the acknowledged leader. His advice was sought, his wishes respected, and his opinions deferred to1 by men of all
ages and of every degree of social standing. The secret of his influence lay in his lofty Christian character and in the irresistible power
which revealed itself in all he said and did. For he was, above everything, the man of prayer. He held constant communion with the
Unseen. His spiritual life was fed and nourished from the springs which are invisible and eternal.
The ninth decade of last century was the most prolific in evangelistic toil of Mr. Murray’s whole career. Dining the twelve years from
1879 to 1891, he engaged in no less than seven evangelistic campaigns in all parts of South Africa. ‘Some of these lasted but a few
weeks, but many extended over several successive months. The consistory and congregation of Wellington, recognizing the urgent
need of the Church and the special gifts of their beloved pastor, readily granted him leave of absence for these revival services. The
arrangements for the meetings were the subject of careful thought. Mr. Murray was accustomed to insist strongly on the previous
preparation of the soil. He instructed the minister of the congregation he was about to visit how best to kindle large expectations, and
so to provide an audience that was both psychologically and spiritually ripe for the reception of Divine Truth. Christians were urged to
continuous and believing prayer for an individual and a general blessing. The Church at large was invited to join in fervent supplication
that it might please God to grant a rich harvest of souls. Nor were the prosaic details of travel, the stages of the journey, the number
and the length of the meetings, beneath his notice. He had much of the saneness and tact, combined with a thorough grasp of detail,
which characterized the late Mr. D. L. Moody.
You can read the rest of this chapter and the book at
http://www.electricscotland.com/history/africa/murray/index.htm
Wilkie Collins
A Biography by Kenneth Robinson. A new book we're starting.

ON 18th September, 1788, William Collins, the father of Wilkie Collins, was born in Great Titchfield Street, London. His mother was a
Scot, and his father, who bore the same name of William Collins, an Irishman from Wicklow.
You can read this book as we get it up at http://www.electricscotland.com/history/collins/index.htm
Scottish Independence
Added three more papers to the collection from the Scotland UN Committee...
After the '79 - Book Review
Scotland's Parliament - The Right of Recall by the People
The United Nations World Conference on Human Rights
You can read these at: http://www.electricscotland.com/independence/scotlandun.htm
The Heraldry of the Hamiltons
By G. Harvey Johnston.
I've added this pdf book to our Hamilton page at http://www.electricscotland.com/webclans/htol/hamilto.html
With a Highland Regiment in Mesopotamia 1916-1917
By one of its Officers (pdf).
I added this book to the foot of our Scottish Regiments page at:
http://www.electricscotland.com/history/scotreg/
The Historie and Descent of the House of Rowallane
There are a number of references to this book on the site and I have now found a pdf copy which can be downloaded on this page at:
http://www.electricscotland.com/history/nation/mure.htm
List of Works Relating to Scotland
Compiled by George F. Black (1916). This is really a book for researchers as it's merely a list of works about Scotland and where they
can be found. Mind you, for researchers it's a winner!
George F. Black is also the author of "Surnames of Scotland" so he's well used to doing considerable research. Like if you find a
book mentioned in his research you can then go to the Internet to see if it's available.
You can download this book at http://www.electricscotland.com/books/pdf/listofworks.htm
The Scots Army 1661 - 1688
With memoirs of the Commanders-In-Chief, compiled by Charles Dalton (1909) (pdf).
Added this to the foot of our Scottish Regiments page at http://www.electricscotland.com/history/scotreg/
The History of the Second Dragoons "Royal Scots Greys"
By Edward Almack (1908) (pdf).
Added this book to the foot of our Scottish Regiments page at:
http://www.electricscotland.com/history/scotreg/
The Memoirs Of Bob Walker Of Waipukurau, New Zealand
Added Part 4 to the memoir which now completes this account.
You can read this at http://www.electricscotland.com/history/nz/bob_walker.htm
Clan Leslie Society International
Added the October 2014 journal of the Society which you can read at:
http://www.electricscotland.com/familytree/newsletters/leslieint/
THE STORY
Life in the Hebrides
A story of crofting life taken from an old book about the Hebrides.

The men of the isles are more faithful than the women, and retain their suit of sonsy dark blue home-spun and broad blue-bonnet.
The kilt never seems to have found favour amongst them. Happily the number of black coats and hats is very limited, and you see at
a glance that you are surrounded by a race of hardworking fishers and shepherds.
The marvel is to see such families of well brushed-up lads and lassies—so many, and so well grown—and then to look at the tiny
bothy whose roof is home, not to these only, but probably to other sons and daughters as well, who have gone to earn their bread on
the mainland, or to establish far more prosperous homes in distant lands beyond the seas, but whose hearts are so warm to the old
home, and to those that gather round its hearth, that no new ties will ever fill its place. A steadfast people in truth, to whom the home
of childhood, how homely soever, will be the golden milestone from which to date each stage of life. And nowhere are the little ones
more deeply cared for, and more heartily welcomed. Poor though the hearth may be, that house is reckoned poorest where the quiver
is empty, for the Highlanders say that a home without the voices of children is dreary as a farm without sheep or kye.
The bothies are all much alike; there are generally two rooms: the outer division is the byre for the cattle. It is not cleaned out very
often, and is not altogether a pleasant entrance-hall!
Most houses have a double wall of rough unhewn stone, perhaps five or six feet thick, the interstices being crammed with heather and
turf. On the inner side of this wall rests the roof, which consequently acts as a conduit to convey all the rain that falls, right into the
middle of the double wall, which accordingly is always damp. Hence the necessity of sleeping in box-beds, which form a sort of
wooden lining for the sleeping corner. Such beds are stuffy, and very suggestive of the probable presence of noxious insects, but the
wooden backs, following the angle of the roof, protect the sleepers from some draughts and possible rain-drip, and the bedding looks
warm, and as clean as can be expected.
A well-to-do house probably has a window at the end where the family live. It cannot, however, be very efficient in the way of
admitting light, since it is merely a hole from twelve to eighteen inches square, and only partially glazed, about half the space being
filled up with turf. A misty gleam, however, streams through the opening, by which the smoke ought to escape, but the interior is
chiefly dependent for light on the ever-open doorway. To enable the door thus to do double work, it is generally made in two halves,
the lower half being frequently closed, while the upper half stands open.
If you approach such a dwelling, a kindly voice will assuredly bid you welcome in the Gaelic tongue (for they "have no English"), and
as you stoop to enter the low doorway, you become aware that the peat-reek which saturates the thatch, likewise fills the interior of
the house with a dense blue cloud, stinging and choking to unaccustomed eyes and lungs. Then you perceive that half of the house is
devoted to the cattle—is, in fact, the byre, and a very dirty byre to boot. Here stand the cow and her calf, or maybe a goat or two,
kept for milking.
Possibly a rough pony is grazing near, with his fore-legs hobbled to prevent his straying. The pig, should there be one, likewise takes
care of itself and roams about outside, for that household companion of the Irish Celt is not a welcome inmate here. Indeed this is
gintleman who pays the rint in the Emerald Isle (or rather who did so in bygone days) is by no means a common possession in these
Scottish Isles, where the domestic pig has ever been held in abhorrence well-nigh as deep-seated as among the Hebrews.
A man of the true old type would sooner have starved than have eaten pork or pig's flesh in any form. Now the old prejudice is so far
modified that a certain number of "advanced" Celts tolerate the unclean animal as a marketable article; but they are still in a minority,
as may be judged from the fact that in the statistics of the Isle of Lewis we find that four thousand families only own one hundred and
fifty pigs amongst them all.
Another departure from old tradition is shown by the presence of poultry, the use of which, for food, would have been as repugnant to
an ancient Celt as would have been that of a goose or a hare.
Now, however, the "croose tappit hen" is in high favour, and the gude-wife's poultry share with the cat and her kittens, and the
handsome Collie dogs, the privilege and honours of the inner chamber. The mother-hen and her chickens seek for crumbs of oat-cake
that may have been dropped by the bairns on the earthen floor, while the venerable cock and the other members of bis family roost
on a well-blackened rafter, rejoicing in the warm smoke.
So also apparently does the kindly-looking old crone in the large clean white cap, bound round her head with a rusty black ribbon,
who bends over the peat fire, turning the well-browned oat-cakes on the flat iron girdle which hangs from a heavy chain, suspended
from the open chimney, down which streams a ray of light which perchance glances on the blue bonnet and silvery hair of the old
grandfather, who sits in the corner quietly knitting his stout blue stockings, and perhaps indulging in a pipe at the same time. A tidy
woman, dressed, like all the family, in thick warm homespun, is spinning at her wheel,—the most picturesque of all occupations, and
the most soothing of sounds. Possibly the home also owns a loom, in which she can weave the yarn of her own spinning, and so
indeed clothe her household in the work of her own hands.
Probably the baby is in a rough wooden cradle at her side, the bigger bairns being away at the school; and wonderful it is how the

baby intellect survives the terrible shocks of such rocking as is administered by the maternal foot, working in sympathy with the busy
hand. Near the fire are a heap of peats, drying for future use, and perhaps some tarry wool, and a coil of rope, and fishing-nets,
proving that here farming and fishing are combined professions.
Unfortunately all homes are not so well provided. Here are a few extracts from evidence given in the north of Skye.
"There are, on our township, double the number of tenants that I have seen upon it, and the hill pasture was taken from us. We were
ordered not to keep a single sheep when the pasture was taken. We were told we would have to dispense with our sheep, or give up
our holdings. The sheep were sold at 6*. a head. We were for several years without sheep, after which the proprietor gave us liberty
to keep five or six. The few we now have are spoiling our townships for want of pasture. The want of hill grazing is very much felt. It
prevents us from keeping some sheep. The remit of the prevention is that many of us have no better bed-clothes than old bags,
formerly used in conveying whelks to Glasgow.
"Some of the people in our township have no land or sheep, and are so poor that they are glad of a cast-off oilskin. Sometimes when
a poor man gets a good meal-bag he converts it into underclothing.
"We have spinning-wheels yet A man who lived near me died at the age of one hundred and five, and he never wore anything but
spun clothes made by his wife and daughter. We are now clothed with south country clothing. In this respect things are very different
from what they used to be. There are distaffs to be seen now. Those who have hill pasture with sheep upon it yet have clothing made
with the wool of their own sheep. This cloth costs not more than 18d. a yard. The same kind of stuff costs 4s. 6d. a yard if bought in
the shops.
"The women themselves get the dye stuffs from the rocks. They can get, perhaps, nine or ten different colours of cloth with the dye
stuns they make themselves. They dye with peat soot, lichen, heather tops, and tea, but tea is too dear a commodity to dye much
with. When we come back from the south country, we, perhaps, buy a stone of wool to be worked up.
A "merchant" giving his evidence says: "The people are buying less of some sorts of goods, but more meal. They are more deeply in
debt to me than ever. I know the people are getting poorer, and that there are families in want of clothing and bed-clothes. The
people were in the habit of making their own blankets of their own wool. Many of them have no blankets. Perhaps they will have bags
over than at night"
A few plates and bowls, spoons and wooden porringers, stand on the rude dresser; a rickety table, a few stools and benches (all
probably made of worm-eaten driftwood), complete the furniture, always excepting the kist, or seaman's chest, which contains all the
Sunday garments of the family, and perhaps, too, the carefully-treasured winding-sheets, prepared by the good-wife for herself and
her husband against the day when they will surely be required—a day that is often in their thoughts, not as the end of life, but merely
as an incident in the journey that will take them safely to the only Land that is more to be desired than even their own dear Western
Isles—the only Home that could be dearer than this, in which they have dwelt so lovingly ever since they can remember, and where
most likely their ancestors for many generations have lived and died.
Many of these houses are most picturesque. In old age the thatch acquires a canopy of gold and brown velvety moss, and is perhaps
also adorned with so rich a crop of grass as is positively valuable to the thrifty gude-wife, who, mounting on the roof with her rusty
sickle, carefully cuts it all for her cow, should she be so fortunate as to possess one.
The roof is tied on with a perfect net-work of straw or heather ropes, and weighted by large stones, to resist the frightful gusts of
wind, which would carry off any ordinary cottage roof. A wealthy man, and one who cares about trifles, may perhaps put up an old
herring-barrel to act as a chimney, but, as a general rule, there is none, and the blue smoke finds its way out where it can, or settles
on the brown rafters, encrusting the hanging cobwebs with thick peat-reek, which is a much more romantic decoration than our
common domestic soot! As years wear on, even oft-repeated patching will not keep the decaying roof water-tight, and in the heavy
rains every weak corner is betrayed by a ceaseless drip of diluted soot, establishing black puddles on the earthen floor, or wherever it
may chance to fall. When the roof has become so thoroughly saturated with this rich brown grease that a new thatch becomes
necessary, the old one is broken up, and becomes very valuable as manure fur the little crofts (though some say that soot thus
applied merely stimulates, but eventually deteriorates the land).
Owing to the great difficulty in obtaining timber, the real value of the house lies in its rafters; these are for the most part the gift of the
sea; sometimes the masts of some poor ship, whose crew lie deep beneath the waters; oftener some grand tree torn up by the mighty
tempests that months before raged over the western forests; thence floated by rushing torrents to the deep sea, to become the sport
of the waves, and the home of strange creatures, animate and inanimate—barnacles and limpets and many-coloured weeds, which
the builder has not thought it worth while to scrape off, so that when, after a few months, they have acquired the general rich brown
hue of all within the house, they might very well pass muster as fine old oak carving.
As to the roots and branches, you must not fancy anything so precious is used for firewood; each little chip is turned to some good
account; and the man who secures a good log of driftwood has found a prize indeed. Should he change his home from one village to

another, he claims compensation from his successor for the roof timber, which is probably his most valuable possession. Hence when
a young couple are courting, their wooing and cooing is accompanied by a most serious search for wood, sticks, straw, and moss,
wherewith to build and thatch their future nest.
This lack of timber is one of the great grievances of the lairds, some of whom keep up a ceaseless struggle with nature, striving to
make wood grow where she has determined to have none. [All of which sound rather romantic, in the Robinson Crusoe style. The
romance however fades considerably, when we face the unpoetic details of disputes between crofters and factors concerning the
gathering of shell-fish,— the proclamations of legal penalties to be enacted against any person found carrying away drift-wood from
the shore,—indignant gamekeepers driving off the women who venture to pull heather for thatch or ropes from their own pastures, the
number of days' work claimed by the large farmers for permission to cut rushes from the sand-hills, or sea-ware from the rocks.] It is
vain to suggest that these bare moors are, at least in this present era, the true character of the country, and that they might as well try
to change' an aquiline nose into a Roman one. The struggle still goes on, and good gold is sunk in hopeless plantations and great
stone walls to protect them from the cutting sea blasts. By dint of these, the young trees are so far protected that they do get a fair
start, but alas for the proud day when they attempt to over-top that kindly shelter! Very few days will pass before they are scorched
and burnt up, as if by a furnace; and it seems pretty clear that except in a few sheltered nooks, such as Armadale, Dunvegan, and
Greshernish, trees will not grow.
This is the more remarkable, as there are traces in different parts of the Hebrides of the comparative abundance of timber in olden
days, a fact to which Dean Munro alludes when, writing in a.d. 1594, he speaks of Pabba (now a low grassy island lying off
Broadford), as being "full of wodes, and a main shelter for thieves and cut-throats." With respect to more ancient forests, very
extensive tracts exist where stems, roots, and branches of large trees, are constantly dug up in the peat moss, remains both of
hardwood and of pine, the latter being invaluable as a substitute for candles, from the clear light of its resinous wood; and many a
cosy home-group gathers round the ingle neuk, listening to stories of the old days, while one, learned in legends of the past, tells how
the Norwegians swept these coasts, and burnt all the old forests, leaving traces of their devastations even to this day, in the charred
and blackened timber.
In many instances, fine large trunks have been found under the present sea-level, covered with sea-weed and shells, a striking proof
of the gradual encroachments of the ocean in certain districts. It is said that whole tracts of land, till recently under cultivation, have
disappeared—or are now so covered with sand, as to be utterly worthless—very much in the same way as a great portion of the
"Laich of Moray" was submerged by those fearful inundations at the close of the eleventh century, when, says Boethius, "the lands of
Godowine, near the mouth of the Thames, and likewise the land of Moray on the east coast of Scotland, together with many villages,
castles, towns, and extensive woods both in England and Scotland, were overwhelmed by the sea, and the labours of men laid waste
by the discharge of sand from the sea."
One curious inference drawn from the class of timber which formerly flourished in these islands is, that a very marvellous change in
climate must have taken place in comparatively recent ages. This seems to corroborate certain statistical accounts of the temperature
which have been preserved at Kilwinning, in Ayrshire, where, it is affirmed, that so great was the heat in the month of May, that
farmers had to leave off ploughing at 8 a.m., and could not resume work before 4 p.m. The same account states that the harvest was
finished in August—a very different story from our average nowadays, when a harvest-home in September marks a very satisfactory
autumn; while, in too many instances, a very much later date might be given.
In the Hebrides the cereal crops are always a matter of risk, owing to the extreme probability of prolonged autumnal rains; and it is
only too common to see the crops at the end of the season cut green, and only fit for fodder. In truth, the patience and perseverance
of the poor cotters, who continue year after year to toil in such unprofitable soil, are qualities which may well call forth bur wondering
admiration.
This particular district of Kilmuir, has the happy distinction of having from time immemorial been known as the best corn-producing
portion of the Isle—"The granary of Skye." A hundred years ago Pennant described Uig as "laughing with corn," in contradistinction to
other districts which he described as black and pathless bogs. To what extent this superiority may rise I know not, but, in a general
way, the crofters on these poor lands never look for a return exceeding three times the quantity planted—many only reap one and a
half times what they sow! (whereas on really good soil the farmer may garner twelve times the amount of seed sown).
So poor are the harvests of the land, throughout the Western Isles generally, that they can at best only supplement those of the sea,
and these vary greatly from year to year. So essential to these small crofters is this combination of toils by sea and land, that out of
the 1780 occupants of land in Skye, there are not more than sixty who are not also fishermen. This double profession is not altogether
advantageous, however, as most of the work is crowded into the summer, and one labour interferes with the other. Necessary care
for the land detains the men, so that they start late for the fishery; and then, again, they often have to leave the fishing-ground too
soon, lest their agricultural work should suffer, and so they miss the finest shoals, which perhaps come just after they have left. Thus
great labour is often expended for small profit.
Nevertheless almost every able-bodied man on the Isles counts on making his principal income by the summer herring-fishing, the
profits on which (should there be any) afford his only margin of comfort for the year. For it is a rare season in which the sterile soil

yields a sufficiency of grain for the requirements of the people, who are always obliged to buy meal, and are dependent on the sale of
their fish to enable them to obtain their simple fare of oat-cake and porridge.
Any failure in these supplies at once results in positive distress. There is no cutting down of luxuries,—it is the necessaries of life that
fail, and the whole population is at once plunged into absolute want. Never have the Isles experienced a more grievous succession of
losses than those of 1882, which have resulted in such widespread misery that those dwelling in its midst, almost despair of coping
with it. Indeed it would be difficult to picture a condition of more utter wretchedness than that in which the islanders are now plunged,
utterly worsted in the strife with the adverse forces of nature.
The majority do not say much, being well-trained to suffer in silence, and having an amazing power of endurance in bearing troubles
which they believe to be ordained by God. No Mahommedan submitting to the irresistible will of Allah can show more fortitude than do
these simple Christian folk. "Our people," says one writing on their behalf, "are not over-ready to complain."
Norman MacLeod has recorded how, in a year of terrible destitution in the Highlands, he was present at the first distribution of meal in
a remote district. A party of poor old women approached, their clothes patched and repatched, but very clean. They had come from a
glen far inland to receive a dole of meal. Never before had they sought alms, and sorely did they shrink from approaching the
Committee. At last they deputed one woman to go forward as their representative, and as she advanced they hid their faces in their
tattered plaids. When she drew near she could not find words in which to tell her tale, but she bared her right arm, reduced by
starvation to a mere skeleton, and stretching it towards the Committee, burst into tears, and her bitter sobs told their own tale of
anguish.
That scene might be enacted again this day in a thousand districts in the Highlands and Isles, where nothing approaching to the
present distress has been experienced during the last thirty years. It has been rightly said, that there could be no surer test of dire
need than that these people should so far conquer their proverbial "Highland pride" as even now to reveal the depths of their poverty.
The tale of woe of 1882 practically commenced in the previous year, when a wild storm destroyed many of the boats. Local
subscriptions, however, went far towards covering this loss—and the men went off in high hope to the herring fishery on the East
coast. It proved an absolute failure, and at the close of the season, many crews returned home penniless, having had to borrow
necessary funds from the fish-curers. Later in the season, the ling fishery, to which they looked for the recovery of some of their
losses, proved an absolute blank. Thus the islanders were left entirely dependent on the return of their scanty crops. But here again
they found that they had spent their strength for nought, and all their toil had been in vain.
First the potato crop proved an utter failure. As the summer wore on, the blackening shaws grievously suggested the approach of the
too familiar blight. Even where the best seed had been planted in the best soil, the result was alike disheartening. In place of large
mealy potatoes, the luckless planters gathered a small crop of worthless watery roots, smaller than walnuts. One man tells how he
has only raised five barrels from the very same ground which generally yields thirty barrels. Another planted eight and a half barrels of
seed potatoes and only raised two and a half. Others proved their crops so hopeless, that it was literally not worth the exertion of
turning the ground to seek for the few half-diseased roots that might have been obtained.
Mr. Mackay, Chamberlain for Lewis, stated that in one parish he set two men to dig, in order to raise as many potatoes as possible,
and all they were able to get, after working from ten in the morning till four o'clock in the afternoon, was about a basketful.
The testimony of the clergy writing from the neighbourhood of Stornaway, and from the district of Barvas, was heart-rending. They told
of the sick and suffering, of feeble women and aged men who, in the extremity of illness, possessed only a few small diseased
potatoes. They told of houses in which parents watched tenderly by dying children, but their bitter lamentations were not for the dying,
but for the living children who were well-nigh starving. The teachers in the schools state that a large proportion of children in
attendance, many of whom have travelled long distances from their homes, have actually done so without a morning meal of any sort.
And they themselves have little or nothing to give. The parish ministers say truly that these are people who are not inclined to cry out
for a small matter—nothing short of extreme need would have induced them to apply for aid.
But what can men do in the face of starvation? As long as there was the prospect of a tolerable grain-crop, they kept up a brave heart
—though well, aware how scanty must be the supply, with neither potatoes nor herring to look to. Still, the harvest promised fair, and
ripened so well that by the end of September all was cut, and ready for carrying. But on the night of the 1st October a terrible gale
swept over the land, to the utter destruction of both grain and hay crops. The small stooks still stood ungarnered in the fields, all ready
for stacking, when the tremendous storm burst upon the unsheltered shores, and carried them away as though they had been so many
feathers. Some were carried miles inland, and scattered over the hill-sides; some were scattered along the sea-beach, others carried
far out to sea.
When the fury of the gale subsided, all that remained of this— the last resource of the people—the produce of their year's toil— was
some widely-scattered damaged straw, with all the grain beaten out of it. One man reports that on the morning of the gale he owned
three hundred stooks of barley; of these, he was only able to save thirty. Another, who is generally able to make seven bolls of barleymealy has this year failed to make one pound.

From every corner of the Isles, comes the same tale of distress, only varying a little in degree. Here is the report of a fairly typical
village in the parish of Duirinish, in Skye. It contains thirty-seven houses, with a population of 189 persons. From this village about
sixty men went to the herring fishing on the East coast, but the whole result was only twenty-one barrels, worth about £60, to be
divided among the whole community—a poor reward for the long and arduous toil involved.
The crofters of this township planted 171 bolls of potatoes, but in the autumn they lifted only 215 bolls. In seed time they sowed 156
bolls of oats, but in the harvest they garnered only 136 ! So that on the grain crop all their toil resulted in dead loss.
The townships own twenty-three cows. In the spring of 1883 these were yielding only eleven quarts of milk a day—not a very
abundant supply for 189 porridge-consuming men, women, and children!
Their sole remaining source of revenue was from their hens, which yielded an average of sixty-two eggs per diem.
To add to the wretchedness of their destitution, they had to endure the bitter cold of a prolonged winter, beside a dreary, almost
tireless hearth, for the long summer rains which reduced the hay to a sodden pulp, prevented the newly-cut peats from drying. So
they remained like heavy wet bricks, piled on the peat moss, and there in some districts they still lay, saturated,—when the wild
October gale came and whirled them back into the peat-bogs whence they had been cut with so much labour.
One glimmer of hope remained in the prospect of the winter haddock-fishing, which in some years proves fairly lucrative. Last year,
however, it proved an absolute failure, and for the third time in one year, the poor disheartened fellows returned to their sad homes,
with empty boats, to face long months, during which no alleviation could be hoped for. So in the spring of 1883, many thousands of
persons, in every part of the North-western Islands and Highlands, stood in absolute need of everything,—dependent on the charity of
the more fortunate dwellers on the mainland for actual daily bread, as well as for seed-corn and seed-potatoes for the future.
This is no story of want resulting from improvidence, for the people are careful and frugal, and although very slow in their movements,
and occasionally making matters worse than they need be, by procrastination, or by the listlessness born of vainly fighting against
circumstances, to say nothing of the depression produced by constant under-feeding, it is certainly unjust to call them idle — many are
hard-working. "A patient, industrious, God-fearing people " is the description given of them by those who know them best; and their
life in most prosperous times would seem to us to be one of exceeding hardship—a life in which luxury is an altogether unknown term,
and a bare subsistence is hardly wrung, by ceaseless toil, from the unfertile land and stormy waves.
And Finally...
Some more stories from The Book of Scottish Anecdote...
SHUT UP!
A cockney tourist met a young woman going lowards Glasgow; and, as is not unusual in Scotland, she carried her boots in her hanel,
and was trudging along barefoot. "My girl," said he, "is it customary for all the people in these parts to go barefoot?" "Pairtly they do,"
said the girl, "an' pairtly they mind their ain business."
THE SCOTTISH CHARACTER
The air being very serene, and the climate temperate in Scotland, the natives partake accordingly of both. They have clear
understandings, are sagacious, quick at finding out their interest, and diligent in pursuing it. Abroad in foreign countries, whither
necessity or curiosity often drives them, they are industrious, frugal, and very dexterous in accommodating themselves to the manners
of the people with whom they live. The gentlemen are well bred, and as generally learned as in any other country in Europe. The
women of condition are handsome, fruitful, and modest, and very careful in that which is their great business-viz., managing their
families, and educating their families. The people are generally religious, and very zealous in adhering to that sect which they profess.
They are very temperate in eating and drinking, even in countries where luxury and excess in both is too much practised: zealous
lovers of their country, though very willing to settle abroad when they have any opportunity of doing so: fearless of danger, and patient
to endure it, the hardships and fatigues of war. In a word, they are a people who have always been tenacious of their liberty, and
whom no threatening, nor any prospect of advantage. could make to yield to conquerors, though more rich and powerful than
themselves.
LONG TENANCIES
At Inch·Ewan, in Breadalbane, a family of the name of Macnab occupied the same farm, from father to son, for nearly four centuries,
till within these few years the last occupier resigned. A race of the name of Stewart, in Glenfinglas, in Monteith, has for several
centuries possessed the same farms, and from the character and disposition of the present sole proprietor, it is probable, without
some extraordinary cause, this community will not be disturbed. It would be endless to give instances of the great number of years

during which the same families possessed their farms, in a succession as regular and unbroken as that of the landlords. The family of
Macintyre possessed the farm of Glenoe, in Nether Lorn, from about the year 1300, down till 1810. They were originally foresters of
Stewart, Lord Lorn, and were continued in their possession and employments, after the succession of the Glenorchy and Breadalbane
families to this estate, by a marriage with a co-heiress of the last Lord Lorn of the Stewart family, in the year 1435.
ANCIENT HIGHLAND COOKERY
The Highlanders, in former times, had a concise mode of cooking their venison, or rather of dispensing with cooking it, which appears
greatly to have surprised the French, whom chance made acquainted with it. The Vidame of Chartres, when a hostage in England,
during the reign of Edward VI., was permitted to travel into Scotland, and penetrated as far as to the remote Highlands. After a great
hunting party, at which a most wonderful quantity of game was destroyed, he saw these "Scottish savages,' as he termed them,
devour a part of their venison raw, without any further preparation than compressing it between two batons of wood, so as to force out
the blood, and render it extremely hard. This they reckoned a great delicacy; and when the Vidame partook of it, his compliance with
their taste rendered him extremely popular.
That's it for this week and hope you all enjoy your weekend.
Alastair

