Electric Scotland's Weekly Newsletter for November 21st, 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
I confess to not being as productive this week as I might have due to getting in a new book from my favourite author, L. E. Modesitt,
Jr. http://www.electricscotland.com/books/scifi/moddesit.htm. Figured as I haven't taken a holiday for quite a while I'd take some time
off to read it. That said I have been working on getting some more books ocr'd in for the site.
----Got in this brief report of the SNP conference this week...
For those in the USA and Australia who would have been unable to watch the SNP conference on television today, - I send this brief
report.
The hall in Perth was packed with enthusiastic members, and the atmosphere from start to finish was positive and upbeat. Perth's
lady provost opened the proceedings and the whole event was conducted in a thoroughly efficient and professional manner. No timewasting or boring speeches. Nicola Sturgeon was unanimously made leader, and she responded with wisdom and grace.
Her speech was excellent and delivered with conviction; and she displayed great determination.
The whole party is enthusiastically preparing to win maximum SNP seats in the general election so Westminster will be besieged by a
strong Scottish force of new MPs. A remarkable new policy is the decision to offer the most able of the non-SNP YES campaign
workers, the chance to stand under the SNP banner in the 2015 general election.
The general expectation of pundits and observers is a major defeat for the Labour party in Scotland.
SNP now has around twice as many members as the Liberal-Democrats, making the SNP the third largest political party in Britain.
Among the many young speakers at Perth were former Labour party supporters who joined the SNP after the Referendum.
The most moving part of the conference was Alex Salmond's farewell speech; - but he is not leaving politics; the expectation is that
he will stand for a Westminster seat so he can continue to challenge the Tory and Labour parties directly.
So, despite the negative referendum result, Scotland's cause is flourishing more than ever.
Cheers
David Thomson.
----Nicola Sturgeon sworn in as first minister of Scotland

See http://www.bbc.com/news/uk-scotland-scotland-politics-30127064
----Buffalo Area Battered Again by Snow
Quite a fantastic amount of snow in Buffalo which is just over the border from Ontario. See
http://www.nbcnews.com/news/weather/buffalo-area-battered-again-snow-3-more-feet-expected-places-n252401
----Scottish special edition of Monopoly allows players to snap up historic landmarks
A NEW version of the game lets players buy hotels at Loch Ness and Balmoral Castle and includes famous names such as Alex
Salmond, Andy Murray and JK Rowling. Read more about this edition at:
http://www.scotlandnow.dailyrecord.co.uk/news/scottish-special-edition-monopoly-allows-4654084

Electric Canadian
Added some pictures from Joan Morris where she took a family holiday in Nova Scotia in 2014. See
http://www.electriccanadian.com/history/novascotia/joan_morris.htm
Figured a few of you might be able to help with this survey and here is the info I got in...
I am a research assistant under the supervision of Seonaigh MacPherson Ph.D. at the University of the Fraser Valley working on a
research on the sustainability struggles of the Scottish Gaelic Diaspora in Canada. The study is intended to examine the complex
factors that impact the sustainability of small minority languages and cultures in Canada and how formal, non-formal, and informal
education among other factors contribute to the longevity of the language, culture, and community. As part of this study, we are
conducting a survey and I am writing to request your help with this important project.
To complete the survey online, please go to the URL: http://fluidsurveys.com/surveys/a-tale-of-two-settlements/a-tale-of-twosettlements/
Should you agree to participate, there are 12 questions with multiple-choice answers. Completion of the survey, in part of full,
constitutes consent. You will not be identified in the survey data or results as it is anonymous. Once you have entered and submitted
the survey data, it cannot be removed or altered but you are free to exit the survey and leave it incomplete at any point.
Participation is entirely anonymous and confidential. There is no record of who completed any survey or survey question; not even the
researcher or survey designer will have that information. The survey is hosted on FluidSurveys (now Ottawa-based SurveyMonkey
Ltd.) until November 30, 2014, at which point, all raw data will be transferred to our password secured data storage site at UFV and
cleared in 2020.
Summaries of findings will be posted on the Website (www.islandscotsincanada.ca) after January 2015. The data may appear in an
interpreted format in publications, conferences, the Website, a blog and possible creative non-fiction; however, all survey data is
anonymous.
Thank you in advance for your participation in this important project. If you have any questions about the study, you are welcome to
contact the researcher at Seonaigh.MacPherson@ufv.ca or by phone at 604-353-5644.
Sincerely,
Susan Regoczi
Research Assistant
University of the Fraser Valley
zsuzsanna.regoczi@ufv.ca
Learn more about this University at http://www.ufv.ca/about_ufv/

The Flag in the Wind
This weeks issue was compiled by Fraser Hudghton.
You can read this issue at http://www.scotsindependent.org and there is no Synopsis this week.

Electric Scotland
Enigma Machine
Added puzzle 88.
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 another article...
Fresh Light upon the subject
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.
Now completed this book with the final chapters and the appendices which you can read at
http://www.electricscotland.com/history/africa/murray/index.htm
Wilkie Collins
A Biography by Kenneth Robinson.
Now got the first 3 chapters up that you can read at http://www.electricscotland.com/history/collins/index.htm
Scottish Independence
Added another paper to the collection from the Scotland UN Committee...
The Scottish Constitutional Convention
You can read this at: http://www.electricscotland.com/independence/scotlandun.htm
Autobiography of a Working Man
By One who has whistled at the Plough. A new book we're stating.
PREFACE
With the exception of a very few passages, this Autobiography of a Working Man was originally written to be read after the author's
death, and not before. Personal circumstances which need not be further explained here, have changed this purpose. Public
circumstances have also had an influence to decide the author on present publication.
The conspiracy of trades’ unionists and political lunatics, in 1834, in which the author was solicited to take a part, which he did not
take, but of which he had seen enough, to know that calamities of direst peril impended over the lives of some of the highest
personages in the kingdom, and that the vilest crimes which ever added atrocity to treason, were within the measure of a day, and a
probable incident, of being ripe for action and development,—that conspiracy is related in the latter chapters, which were written when
the author had some apprehension that the time when they were to be read—the time after death—was precariously near at hand. He
is now advised, that the publication of these chapters may be of more use at the present, than at a future time. If they be of use to
warn working men of the perils into which they are led by leaders whom they cannot control, he will gladly confess that good has been
done.
If the earlier chapters, which relate the events of his boyhood, and of his farm-field life, be deemed satisfactory reading, and not
obtrusive of puerilities, or of private affairs which have no public uses, he will feel sufficiently gratified.
If those chapters which contain a narrative of the author's military life in the Scots Greys, fulfil the purpose he designs them to do,
they will inform such readers as care to know what his motives were in doing what he and military associates did in Birmingham

barracks, during the great national crisis of May, 1832, when Reform, in its troubled passage to the statute-book, was arrested, and
thrust out of parliamentary doors.
All the chapters were, at first, written in letters of affectionate instruction for the use of the author's infant son, when he might grow to
manhood; but, since it has been designed to publish them for public perusal, many of the reflections on men, on facts, on opinions, or
on principles, have been omitted. The author doubts if he be qualified to make such reflections instructive to general readers.
Wherefore he prefers, with a few exceptions, to give the incidents of the "Autobiography" in a continuous narrative.
London
9 April, 1848.
In the early chapters of this book there is an extremely detailed account of how people lived and worked at this period in history. Here
is a couple of paragraphs from the first chapter...
Should you ever be in Scotland and see Springfield, you will find a row of shabby looking tiled sheds, such they continued to be when
I was there last, the centre one of which is about twelve feet by fourteen, and not so high in the walls as will allow a man to get in
without stooping. That place without ceiling, or anything beneath the bare tiles of the roof; without a floor save the common clay;
without a cupboard or recess of any kind; with no grate but the iron bars which the tenants carried to it, built up and took away when
they left it; with no partition of any kind save what the beds made; with no window save four small panes on one side,—it was this
house, still a hind’s house at Springfield, for which, to obtain leave to live in, my mother sheared the harvest and carried the stacks.
How eight children and father and mother were huddled in that place is not easily told. The worst of it was, that food was so very
dear, clothes were so very dear, as to us not to be obtainable, and national glory was so very dear—that glory which Europe was mad
about at that time, and for which we, like others, had to pay, that even those bare walls, for which so much of my mother’s labour had
to be paid in rent, were less comfortable than they might have been.
You can read this book at http://www.electricscotland.com/history/articles/working.htm
Kingussie and Upper Speyside
A Descriptive Guide to the District (1905). I added this guide to the chapter about Kingussie at the foot of the page at
http://www.electricscotland.com/history/inverness/chapter25.htm
Beth's Newfangled Family Tree
Got up Section 2 of the December 2014 issue at http://www.electricscotland.com/bnft
THE STORY
The well know phrase "Lang may your lum reek" is all to do with wishing you enough money to afford to heat your home and so this
is an article on just that subject. At the time this talk was given fuel prices were high and so this was an attempt to educate on the
most effective way to heat your home. I thought this might make an interesting read for anyone living of the grid or having a power
cut where you have a fire available but also just to demonstrate the way folk lived in the days before electricity.
Our Fires and Fire-Sides
By John Murdoch
January 30, 1874. On this date Mr. John Murdoch read a paper on
OUR FIRES AND FIRE-SIDES.
The subject which I have chosen is a practical one, and I hope you will consider it seasonable. Even to those in whom the organs of
ideality, wonder, and wit are largely developed, this evening devoted to the grosser matters of our Fires and Fire-sides will not, I hope,
be a great sacrifice.
I have chosen this subject at the present time, thinking that the exhorbitant price of fuel might induce people to give an amount of
attention to the economics of our fires and fire-places which they might decline to do when coals were only at a reasonable price.
No doubt there could be a good deal of poetry and sentiment entwined around the subject. Numbers of beautiful pictures could be
conjured up about our ingle-sides, our blazing logs, and our family circles, with their endearing associations and memories; but in one
brief hour I can hardly dispose of the mass of matter which I have to lay before you; and in justice to myself, and in mercy to you, I
shall not give more time to the subject.
“And,” some one asks, “if we are not to have poetry and sentiment around our hearths, what are we to have?”

You shall have a treatise on our Fires, our Fire-places, and our Fuel.
In the first place, I need hardly mention the fact, that no question presses so heavily upon all classes of the community at this moment
as that of Fuel does; and if I can do ever so little towards the solution of that question, it is my duty to do so.
Hitherto, as a rule, we have applied our fuel as if it had been an object with us to get it out of the way; or to bum as much as possible
and get the least possible heat from it. For example, the practice of placing the fresh coal on the top of the fire is one of the most
flagrant pieces of waste of which we need be guilty. A great deal of the heat of the existing fire is expended in forcing up the chimney
the gas which is distilled from the fresh coal. Large volumes of smoke escape up the chimney, or out through the house, when a
fresh supply of coal is put on. The smoke which we thus waste is the material out of which, with more scientific contrivances,
illuminating gas is manufactured. This smoke escapes, not only to our own direct and immediate loss, but it becomes a nuisance to
the whole community; and what should be heating and lighting our houses, falls in smuts and in flakes of soot upon our persons, and
upon white dresses which are spread or hung out to dry. That this is good fuel, you have abundance of proof in the fact that soot
takes fire so readily when it falls back into the fire-place; and what we want is an apparatus which will burn it before it has gone up
the chimney at all. Another proof is often displayed to you in the fire-place when you take time to watch it You see a jet of brown
smoke escaping from a piece of fresh coal which has begun to split and crumble with the heat. Set a taper to this jet, and it becomes
a bright and beautiful flame. Now, what is true of these jets of smoke is true of nearly the whole smoke together; and one of the
practical questions which have been asked a thousand times is, “How can we best consume our own smoke, and convert it into heat
and light?”
There have been a good many contrivances invented for this purpose, but there have been a good many—no doubt very stupid —
excuses for not departing from the old wasteful way. The principle of all of them may be said to be one. You have a good example in
the paraffin lamp of the present day. Without the brass dome and the glass, one-half the gas of the oil would escape in smoke, and
rest in soot upon your ceilings and walls. But with the dome, the heat of the existing flame is kept in so as to set fire to part of that
smoke; and when the glass is added, much even of what escapes the dome is kindled, and light comes out of darkness. The same
thing is done in those furnaces in which the smoke of the fresh coal is made to pass closely over the red embers; or still better, where
this gas is made to pass up, or down, or across, as the case may be, right through the strong, red fire. This is the secret of the whole
affair—of consuming your own smoke, and taking both heat and light out of darkness.
The thing has been accomplished in thousands of instances, by simply placing the red fire on the top of the fresh coal. Then, as the
gas or smoke escapes from the newly-heated coal, it passes into the overlying fire, is kindled, and becomes fire instead of smoke.
But the waste of fuel in these and in other respects is almost insignificant, as compared with the waste of fire after we have kindled it.
The practice of putting our fire places, three sides in the wall, and only one side towards us, is surely very absurd in a country where
heat is an object. At a rough estimate, we do not get more than one-fourth of the heat which is thus generated. You have, in fact, fire
enough in one stupidly arranged grate or stove to give as much heat to each of three apartments as it at present gives to one, not to
speak of the further heating which might be effected with what escapes by the vent.
Everyone who has seen the American stoves and ranges in use knows the very small amount of fuel which can be made to do the
work of a very large fire in our ordinary ranges. And I have seen a Belgian apparatus which heated five different pans with a fire
which you could put into a gallon measure. In Sweden they have carried their economical invention so far as to make one small fire
cook half-a-dozen different dishes in such rapid succession as to be done simultaneously. They have a case covered with wadding,
so as that it will allow scarcely any of the heat which it receives to escape. There is a cooking pan, or pot, or kettle, which fits exactly
into this case. It is charged, say, with so many pounds of mutton to be boiled. It is placed in an opening in the stove, until it has
begun to boil. The Swede lifts the heated vessel, and places it in the non-conducting wadding. The potatoes, the pie, the pudding, are
in succession brought to the boil in the same manner, and placed in their respective non-conducting cases; and thus you see another
way in which one small fire can be made to do three, four, or five times the cooking which we, in our extravagance, would think of
making It do!
[Watch a wee video of an old wood or coal stove at http://youtu.be/fru6h3vmFMQ. I might add that at my home in Grangemouth back
in the 1950's we had a coal combination oven range and water header. I regret I don't have a picture of it but it had three ovens and
the fire heated a back boiler which heated the water and also provided limited central heating.]
Instead of letting the heat away into dead walls, we should let it into one or two other rooms, and instead of letting so much heat out at
the top of the chimney, make it heat one or two apartments in different storeys. This has actually been done by a clergyman near
Dumfries. 'Then, there is the heating of a whole house by means of hot air pipes, by means of hot water, or by means of steam. The
kitchen fire, with any of these, would render any other fire entirely unnecessary in a large house; and what people would in former
years have scouted as un-British, &c., will, in the year 1875, be adopted as eminently practical and necessary, and we will wonder at
our own slavish conformity to a wasteful custom.
No doubt it is pleasant to see the flame of our fires, and to watch the faces, of which we have heard so much; but these, I fancy, must

give way to the inevitable, as our pleasant sailing craft gave way to the grinding and champing of the steamboat; as the pleasant
stage coach made way for the iron horse and his train of unpoetical vans; and as the old system of signals from hill-top to hill-top has
been banished by the telegraph.
For my own part, I look forward to the time when these hot air and hot water appliances shall have made our houses ten times more
pleasant than they ever were with grates.
Let us have those appliances once in general use, and you will have every new house fitted up with means of delectable cleanliness
which will give to every family at home some of the luxuries whieh cannot at present be enjoyed excepting at the cost of a visit to an
establishment like Cluny Hill.
But I must pass from this mere economy in the use of fuel to the subject of how and where we are to get fuel with which to supply the
more economical fire-places of the no distant future.
For my part, I do not see any good reason why we, away in the North, or why others away to the West, have waited so long to be
taught the use of our peat bogs. I am afraid this waiting was only a matter of silly fashion and prejudice, begotten of a false deference
to the denizens of the coal-producing regions of Great Britain. This is no mere flight of fancy; nor is it a random shaft let fly at another
people. It is a well-grounded conviction of mine that in too many things—I do not say in all—we in the Highlands neglect advantages
which nature has given us, for no better reason than that the example of utilizing them has not been set in the Lowlands. England and
the South of Scotland have their coal beds far down in the bowels of the earth; we have ours spread out on the face of the earth.
Thus, coal has had to be brought up at terrible sacrifices, physical, social, and moral; in so much, that whole populations have been, to
a notorious degree and extent, demoralized, or, as some would say, brutalized—at any rate, degraded—far below the general level of
our working classes. Yet, we have stood by lamenting the absence of the coal beds which cost so much, whilst our own coal beds
might have been turned to account, in the light of day, and in the balmy breath of heaven. The right way of following the example of
England would have been to go to work at the peat which God gave us, as she did at her own coal.
True, we have been cutting peats. But peats are not genteel. They are only fuel for poor, vulgar mountaineers ! We adopted the fireplaces, too, of the coal countries, and thus shut ourselves out from the use of peats. Our peat-burning neighbours and progenitors had
their fires in the middle of the floor, with none of the heat escaping into dead walls, and not much of it even escaping by the “him.”
They had the full benefit of all they burned.
To this night I have a lively impression, and a grateful recollection of a warning I got at a peat fire in a village inn in the southwest of
Ireland nine years ago. I had travelled twenty-five Irish miles on a Bianconi, out-side car, in pelting rain, all the way from Killamey to
Kenmere. Finishing my business at the latter place, I set out on a forty-two miles' journey in the evening of the same day, on another
outside car, drawn by a blind horse, as it proved, and driven by a dozing coachman. About ten o’clock we came to a stage at the
village of Sneem. I need not tell you that we were cold, and stiff, and hungry. I was shown into a tidy little stalllike room, to await the
tea, the toast, the bacon, and the eggs. I did not stay long in my stall. I made a hurried survey, and shortly found the kitchen, bright
and warm, and comfortable, and homely, where I readily received a hearty welcome from the inmates, who sat around the peat fire in
the middle of the floor. I feel as if some of that warmth were still about me, and the picture of that pleasant, homely group still hanging
up among my mind’s furnishings and adornments. In and around that fire you can get poetry and philosophy as well as domestic
economy, if you choose to hover about it. For me, I must leave it, and turn to our own peats and peat bogs.
There are fourteen years, or more, since I endeavoured to impress the public with the value of our peat mosses; and when the
country began in the beginning of last autumn, to feel the pressure of the coal famine, and when there was reason to think that there
would be some weather to dry peats, I wrote to one of our local papers on the subject, urging that steps should be taken immediately
to cut peats, and have them ready for the winter. Since then, numbers of others have taken the subject up.
It is far within the mark to say that in the Highlands we have 1,000,000 acres of peat bog, the depth of three feet. In Ireland there are
over four and a quarter million acres, estimated at an average depth of eleven feet.
Our own million acres will give nearly five billions of solid yards; and if you assume that five yards will yield a ton of dried peat,
compressed peat, or dense peat, as the case may be, we have one billion of tons of excellent fuel in Scotland, and somewhere about
twelve billions in Ireland.
Now, as to the use of peat, that, as we have seen, is no innovation. There may, of course, be room for great improvements in the
mode of preparation, both as regards economy in production, and pleasantness and utility in consumption.
There are many processes in which peat* even as at present prepared in the Highlands, is found more serviceable than coal; as in
smelting and finishing the best descriptions of iron, and in making malt for His Gillatirm. For both of these purposes there has been a
considerable traffic in peats ever since I can remember.
The using of our peat mosses would give to our own people the employment and wages which we now pay to others for the mining of

coals. It would create traffic for the railways which pass over our mosses—as the Highland, the Dingwall and Skye, and the
Sutherland and Caithness. It would lay bare for cultivation vast tracts of country now felt to be needed for the production of straw, hay,
and turnips with which to produce more and cheaper beef and mutton.
In regard to the reclamation of land, I remember when Blair Drummond Moss was being reclaimed, and so great was the value
attached to the land beneath the peat, that men were employed, and machinery was invented, to remove the peat moss into the river
Forth, to be carried down the Firth, and now you will see some of the finest farms and crops in Scotland where, forty years ago, there
was nothing but a brown wilderness, fit habitation for nothing but snipe!
I do not know any towns so well situated as Inverness, Nairn and Forres for turning our peat resources to account I have been on the
look-out for available mosses, and I find the finest fields for such an undertaking on the south side of the Highland line, between Dava
and Grantown, and Kildrummie Moss, near Nairn..
The peats which come into Inverness are brought a distance of from seven to ten miles in small carts, at a cost which you can readily
understand to be enormous. To Forres they could be taken by train from Dava, and thus be less than half the price we pay for them in
Inverness.
I know that many persons found coals cheaper than peats, and that coals are used in the heart of peat-producing countries. That is
only analogous to the other fact that coals from Newcastle and from Lanark are burnt over the coal mines of Brora and Kilkenny. You
can well understand that it would net pay the Durham and Staffordshire farmers to dig for their own use, the coal which lies under
their own homesteads. The concentration of trained force and the division of labour make it better for the farmers to stick to their
agriculture and for the miners to stick to their mining. If the coalmasters had no better roads to their pits than our fanners hare to their
mosses, and if they had no regular traffic, they would find the production of coals just as bad, if not worse, than our ordinary citizens
find the producing of peats.
With trained hands, with proper implements and machinery, with drying sheds, with good roads, tramways, and railways—all made
available for turning our mosses to account—does it not stand to reason that we might have peat fuel at our doors, at least as much
cheaper as it is nearer to us than coal
And what is thus, as I think, so obvious a priori, is established by facts gathered from different parts of the Continent of Europe and
America.
It is reported that on the Grand Trunk Railway, peat is manufactured in large quantities, at a cost of 9s to 10s per ton, where coals
were 40s, and now, in all probability, 45s or perhaps 50s per ton. Peat, there, then, where the manufacture is gone about as it ought
to be with us, is not one-fourth the cost of the coal
Another test. On a train running 177 miles, the coal expenditure was found to be £6. It took £6 3s worth of wood to do the same work
; but with peat it was done for £1 10s. There, they use machinery for pulping the peat moss. It is then lifted by another machine which
travels over the ground, and spreads the pulp over the grass, heather, and rushes. In this rough way it is left to dry, and afterwards
gathered in shapeless masses, and burnt without any further preparation. You will observe, that in this instance, the only improvement
consists in the use of machinery. There is evidently no improvement in the finished article.
In Bavaria, there are considerable manufactories of peat, simply cut and prepared as is done already in this country; and the chief use
to which the article is applied is that of feeding railway engines.
In the Netherlands, peat of the ordinary description, is the staple fuel of the country; and during the season people flock in from
Hanover, and from tie adjacent parts of Germany to work in the mosses, the same as the Irish reapers used to migrate to the English
and Scotch harvest, and as the hop-pickers flock to Kent and Famham.
But in the Netherlands the manufacture of peat has made some progress towards the production of a perfect article of fuel So it has in
Bavaria, in Prussia, in Bohemia, and in France.
There have been two principles attempted to be carried out in this improved manufacture. The one is that of compressing the peat by
machinery. This finished article I wish you to remember under the name of “compressed peat." The other principle is that of so
preparing and placing the material, that it will become dense in obedience to the law by which the particles of matter are drawn to
each other. The finished article in this case is called “dense peat.”
Of the first of these, I shall only wait to say, that machinery is used to tear up the moss, and reduce it as quickly as possible to dust.
This is then placed in a machine, and so driven together by force, that it comes out in solid cakes, ready for use. I have seen them,
and in form they were very much like as if you cut a large sausage in discs of about an inch and a-half in thickness.
Attempts have been made to compress the peat in a wet state, but I do not know that it has been successfully done anywhere.

One of the methods adopted is that of reducing the moss to the finest pulp, then spreading it out of a certain thickness, and allowing it
to dry and solidify of its own accord.
It is a curious thing that this method is simply an improvement upon what was done by our forefathers when the more tenacious bogs
had been exhausted. I have seen them take the more brittle strata of the peat, mix the substance with water, and spread it out on the
sward. In the course of a few days, it had acquired a certain degree of solidity, when they entered with their bare feet, and cut it in
long pieces from side to side of the patch. It was then out across into lengths of an ordinary peat, and afterwards treated in every
respect as is done with peats cut in the usual way.
Now, in the four northern provinces of Holland, in Brandenberg, in Gratzen, in Bohemia, and in the French department of Oise, the
old-fashioned principle is being carried out by machinery. The material is macerated by being put through a machine somewhat like
that used in preparing clay for making bricks.
In some of these places, the macerated mass comes out in two continuous pieces, which are cut, either by hand or by machinery, into
suitable lengths. The peats are then placed on trays, and laid out to dry in racks.
At Aibling, in Bavaria, the material is prepared in pretty much, the same way, under the direction of Dr. Herold of Munich; but instead
of being formed into peats or bricks, it is cut into junks of about four inches in length. These pieces are placed upon enclined trays, on
which they move, gradually passing from one tray to another, until at the end of their journey they drop off in dry balls.
At Gratzen, and at several other places, the pulp is simply spread out on a prepared surface, and levelled to a certain thickness by
means of boards attached to the feet of the workers. In the course of a day or two, or three, according to the state of the weather, the
stratum is cut, lengthwise and across, into something the size and shape of bricks. And such is the attraction of the particles that
every peat is found in the course of drying to contract and solidify so as to leave a large space between the rows, where there was
only a cut to begin with.
When they are sufficiently firm to be handled, they are lifted and placed in racks to dry.
It is to be noticed that in all the instances I have given, the excepting Aibling, the drying is done in the open air. Dr. Herold, however,
has done what I have no doubt we shall do when we take the matter up—he has erected sheds, so as not only to keep off the rain,
but cause a greater draught through the racks.
There is one fact which I shall mention by way of counterbalancing what a very patriotic gentleman in Ross-shire said a short time
ago. Early in the season he went manfully into the peat-cutting; but when the time for carrying them home arrived, he made inquiry,
and found that to get at them you had to wade through two hundred yards of water! This “dished” his peat-cutting enterprise, and he
gave the fact to the world as an evidence of the impossibility of doing anything in the matter. But mark.
In the peat manufacture of M. Colart at Fontaine-sur-Somme, the material is all taken from a marsh under water, from one to two feet
in depth. The peat is actually cut under the water. And a German of the name of Brosowsky has invented a machine to be used for
the purpose. What would our friend in Ross-shire say to these Frenchmen and Germans? What they would say to him, I presume,
would be, to adapt his plans to the requirements of the case, and not to wait till Jupiter dried up the marsh.
Even in the German case, the finished article did not cost more than 6s per ton, including the labour of taking the raw material from
under the water.
The cost at Herzfelde was 6s 6d per ton; at Aibling, 12s 2d, but expected to be reduced by Dr. Herold; in America, on the Grand
Trunk, 9s to 10s; New England, 8s to 10s; New York, 9s to 10s.
I have said nothing about Box’s method, which has been patented, and which has been pretty well ventilated in the press. Besides,
there are some points connected with that method of which some of us are not quite sure yet.
I must not, however, pass over the fact, that we can have light as well as heat from peat. I have seen peat gas made, I have seen it
burnt, and have seen it tested, and know it to be a fact that it can be made; and it is expected that the suburb of Inchecore, near
Dublin, will be lighted with gas made from peat.
Another fact. You will see in this day’s Scotsman that a company is being formed to manufacture fuel from the bogs of Kerry, in the
south-west of Ireland.
And speaking of Ireland, as I should like to so do of Scotland, I must direct attention to the fact that a commission, originated by Mr.
Edward Purdon, ex-Lord Mayor of Dublin, and proprietor of The Irish Farmer's Gazette, has just returned from the Continent with a
large mass of valuable information—not merely in theory or in science—as to what has actually been done in the way of utilizing bogs

to yield fuel. To the report published by this commission I am indebted for some of the most telling facts in this paper and when we in
this country, as well as our friends in Ireland, shall have had the sense to make proper use of our bogs, we shall, if we have the good
taste and honesty which ought to characterise us, ascribe a good deal of the result to the patriotism and enterprise of Alderman
Purdon, and to the information collected and made public by the other members of the commission.
And Finally...
Some more stories from The Book of Scottish Anecdote...
This week I provide a few stories of Hawkie, a famous beggar...
Hawkie's Legacy
"What are you going to leave me when you die, Hawkie," Said a medical gentleman, who was very kind to the beggar when he was
'poorly.' "I have had a lot of trouble with you, you know, and you must leave me something to remember you by." "Weel, Sir," was the
ready reply, "I hae made a settlement. Ye will ken that I'm laird o' twa woods, my stilt and my staff. They're no entailed; I'll leave ye
ane o' them, an' ye can tak your choice."
Hawkie explaining Himself
On another occasion, when Hawkie emerged from his asylum, he took up his usual station in Argyle Street, and opened the
proceedings by saying: "Weel, ye'll hae been thinking I was dead, but I needna tell ye that that's no true, for I'm here a living evidence
to the contrary. I have been down in the Town's Hospital this while taking care o' myse!', for I hae nae notion o' putting on a fir fecket
as lang as I can help it; but I'm nae better otherwise than when I gaed in, and if I may believe my ain e'en, there's as little
improvement on you."
Terms for Tuition
"Hawkie," said a would-be joker to him one day, "what will ye take to learn me the begging? Ye've been sae lang at the trade that you
should be a guide teacher."
"Deed, man," replied Hawkie, "ye say true; ye couldna come to a better hand; and as for the price, I'll just tak ye as the weaver tak
their 'prentices: I'll gie ye half o' your winnings."
Hawkie Reproved
"Hawkie, you're a perfect vagabond - a public pest," said a gentleman to him one day. "Man," coolly replied Hawkie, "tell me
something that I dinna ken!"
Hawkie's Coat
Hawkie made a rule of never purchasing clothes, but was not above accepting any cast off habiliments which
were offered to him. Miss Reid, the worthy matron of the Town's Hospital, was very kind to him in this respect; and Hawkie was
grateful accordingly. One day in a conversation with this lady he said:
"There's only ae foolish thing I ever saw ye do, Miss Reid." "Ay, Hawkie," said Miss Reid; "and what was that?" "Ye ance gied me a
coat without pouches; ye ocht to hae kent that a coat without pouches wasna o' muckle use to a beggar."
That's it for this week and hope you all enjoy your weekend.
Alastair

