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in Aberdeen, has promised us a paper during 
t he coming winter . 

Five new members have joined, an accession 
which will go fa r to keep u p our membership to its 
former s t rength . 

The President thereaf te r gave as his retiring 
address the following paper, enti t led, 

SOME REMINISCENCES OF A SEXAGENARIAN. 

During t he course of a l ife verging upon the 
allotted span of three score years and ten, especially 
where one has lived continuously in the same locality 
as I have practically done, i t is curious to note t he 
gradual and continual changes which, t ime running 
its course, has brought about in our midst. In t he 
physical the evolution has been mostly sharp and 
well defined, while in the economic it would indeed 
sometimes be difficult to say when and where t he 
change began, and when and where i t ended, bu t 
all the same, in either case, the fact remains only 
too apparent to each of us " t h a t the old order 
passeth away giving place to the new." 

Looking backwards, one of t he first outstanding 
subjects which bulks largely in the recesses of a 
man's memory in the remembrance of hia schools, 
his schoolmasters, and his early associates when 
t ime was young with him, and he is surely a man 
devoid of sentiment and na tura l feelings if such 
recollections do not, as age creeps onward and the 
shadows begin to lengthen, appeal to him. Great 
changes have taken place in the mat te r of education 
since I made my first essay to unders tand " t h e 
na ture and power of let ters and the jus t method of 
spelling words." Dames ' schools are long insti tu-
tions of the past in B a n f f ; bu t in m y childhood 
they were the first fountainhead of learning for t he 
children of all classes. In the Seatown, where I 
was brought up, there were a t any ra te three such 
schools—two in Clunie Street—one t augh t by a Ban
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Jessie Guthrie, who combined the sale of plunky, 
small wares, and white puddings with her educa-
tional duties; another up near the top of the street, 
taught by a person whose name I do not now 
remember; and a third in Fife Street by a Mrs 
Hilton, who occupied a house adjacent to Her 
Majesty's then Custom House, at that time pre-
sided over by Collector Nicol. I was a pupil at the 
latter establishment in the early forties. The old 
woman had a series of low forms and stools round 
the room for her pupils, and we were taught, not 
in classes, but individually, and, when not so 
engaged, were supplied with thimbles and sand 
wherewith to amuse ourselves, varied with " spells" 
(wooden shavings), with which we were supposed 
to make steps of stairs and such like—in short, 
the old woman's system was the forerunner of the 
modern kindergarten school. The half-way house 
between these dames' schools—for girls principally 
—and the high-class boarding and educational 
establishments kept by the late Miss Williamson 
and the Misses Milne was a school in High Street, 
and afterwards in Back Path, kept by a Miss 
Isabella Riddoch—" Bell Riddoch" as we used 
irreverently to call her. Miss Biddoch, a tall, 
gaunt-looking person, who might have well sat for 
George Cruikshank's portrait of Mrs Pipchin in 
Dombey & Son, was a great disciplinarian, and was 
supposed to have had special aptitude for the 
instruction of her pupils in the mastering of that 
terror of all school children the Shorter Catechism. 
She not only kept up the use of the dunce's cap, an 
article composed of pasteboard in extinguisher 
shape, but she was a perfeot mistress of inveotive, 
an offending pupil being frequently addressed as a 
" Soras buckie," whatever order of conchology that 
may be supposed to represent in the human family. 
This brings to mv reoollection a story of the old 
dame which was told me by a mutual acquaintance 
many years ago. The lady in question had occasion 
to call at the school one day, and was being 
ushered into the presence of the dame by her maid 
of all work, Jessie, when she heard the irate school-
mistress addressing the pupil in hand to this effect: 
" Ye eternul vratch (wretch), did I not tell you that 
it was prophet, priest, and king." Miss Bell 
Riddoch, notwithstanding her other qualifications, 
lacked sympathy, and, moreover, did not possess 
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much of the milk of human kindness. One of her 
pupils still surviving, a professional gentleman not 
a hundred miles from Banff, remembers having as a 
child been absent from school for a day or two 
upon occasion when out of sorts. On recovering 
and getting out of doors, the first person he met at 
the foot of the Back Path was his austere preceptress, 
who stopped him. Instead of expressing sympathy 
with him on his illness, and asking whether he. was 
better, she simply tilted his face up between her 
forefinger and thumb, and looking carefully at him 
vioiously grunted out—" Ay ! ay ! Ye were aye a 
ganging, fite (white) faced sharger," and, dropping 
his chin, without fur ther remark hirpled on her 
way. The old lady had the character of being an 
excellent teacher so far as her knowledge went, 
and she had many friends amongst the old pupils 
who had passed through her hands, one of 
them, a gentleman who afterwards rose to a high 
position in the Indian Medical Service, generously 
giving her an annual allowance when the time came 
in her declining years that she was past teaching. 
If old stories may be relied upon, rumour has i t 
that the gentleman in question made his first 
acquaintance with pharmaceutics by sampling some 
pills belonging to Jessie, which he came across in a 
garret to which he had been relegated by the old 
lady for some childish misdemeanour. 

Banff for many a day, a t least from the early 
thirties till midway on the last decade of the 
century, was celebrated as a centre for the board 
and education of young ladies. Miss Williamson, 
daughter of Dr Williamson, a medical practitioner 
in Banff, was the first to form a really extensive 
establishment of this kind, and I first remember her 
—indeed was a pupil under her after leaving Mrs 
Hilton—as occupying the house in Old Castle Gate 
now belonging to Dr Fergusson. There her school 
swelled to such proportions—pupils coming from 
all parts of Scotland, and not a few from England 
to be educated—that she removed to the more ex-
tensive premises in Boyndie Street, built as a 
residence by Provost Robinson, now occupied, at 
least what is left of it, by the Banff Town and 
County Club and other tenants. At this time there 
would have been attached to i t a teaching staff of 
some seven or eight masters and governesses—Eng-
lish, German, and French—and some fifty or sixty 
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resident boarders. "When the establishment turned 
out for its daily constitutional, accompanied by a 
rearguard of governesses, it presented quite the ap-
pearance of a regiment of Amazons on the march. The 
extensive boarding and educational establishments 
successfully inaugurated about the early fifties by 
Mrs Ramsay and Miss Smith—now Mrs Allan, Aber-
deen, and the Misses Martin, and all carried on 
until recently, brought many pupils to Banff from 
all parts of the country, so between them these 
schools formed an outstanding feature—if I may 
use the expression—in the industries of the Burgh. 
With the changes domestic and economic brought 
about by the whirligig of time—and arising no doubt 
in a great measure through the working and opera-
tion of the new Education Act—these boarding schools 
unfortunately for Banff have completely disappeared, 
and we are now left with only one establishment (not 
boarding however), outside the School Board system, 
for the education of our girls. That these boarding 
schools had a refining influence amongst the people 
of Banff is without a doubt, for the musical talent 
employed was of a very high class, and to this day 
has left its impress—strangers frequently remarking 
that there is a refinement in Banff musical circles 
that does not generally exist in provincial towns. 

While there have thus been sweeping changes as 
regard the Ladies' Schools, what shall we say about 
the Grammar School or Banff Academy? The 
handsome structure which did duty when I became 
a pupil there in the year 1814, has hardly an 
original feature of it left beyond the general 
facade in front—the interior and rear portion having 
been changed and added to to such an extent as to 
have practically formed a new structure. At the 
time I mention the building beside the Museum 
consisted of one commodious public hall, called the 
Madras Schoolroom, where the pupils daily 
assembled for the calling of the roll and prayers, 
and of the English classical and mathematical 
rooms, each with their adjoining anterooms, while 
the south wing was occupied as a dwelling-house 
and infants' schoolroom under the charge of Mr and 
Mrs Bairnsfather—most appropriate name for their 
vocation ! The whole teaching staff consisted of 
the rector who took up the classical part of the work, 
the writing and mathematical teacher combined, 
and the English teacher. I remember well being 
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handed up to the Madras room by my father one 
fine morning, and being introduced to the rector, a 
whitè-haired old gentleman named Macdowall. By 
the way he was a man of scholarly tastes, since he 
had compiled an abridged edition of Caesar's Com-
mentaries, a book which found favour a t the 
Academy even after he had left the school. A 
lengthy narrow platform ran along a good part of 
one side of the room, having steps leading up to 
raised desks at each end. The rector stood on the 
centre of the platform, while these desks were 
occupied by the other two teachers. After prayers 
by the rector, the roll was called, and, this finished, 
a court-martial was held upon two dilinquents for 
some previous day's misdemeanours, and, thereafter, 
at the sight of the rector, punishment was 
administered with a long narrow strap (no tails) 
upon the hands of the culprit by the mathematical 
teacher, Marr, a tall strapping fellow (I don't mean 
a pun) amid a chorus of lamentations. Then fol-
lowed an extraordinary funct ion: the boys, who 
occupied the benches which rose tier upon tier to 
the back of the room, stood up, and bench by bench 
simultaneously held up their hands, turning them 
backwards and forwards, whilst the English teacher, 
Mr John Milne, a little dumpy man, who always 
affected black velvet coats, scrutinized their cleanli-
ness. Those young gentlemen who appeared to 
have been limited in their morning supply of soap 
and water were summarily ordered out to the pump 
in the hack court, and accompanied by one of the 
older lads, there underwent a thorough scrubbing 
and cleansing. The whole of that morning's pro-
ceedings are photographed upon my memory, and I 
can now hear Milne addressing one of the unclean, 
Boldy Ingram, a "Galilean or resident of the 
Gallowhill, " Ingram, you fellow, go out and wash 
your face." A change of the mathematical teacher 
took place shortly after my introduction to the 
school, Marr being succeeded by a Mr John Pettie, 
generally known by the boys as " T u t t e m . " Of 
all those teachers who were there when I first went 
to the Academy, I have the clearest remembrance 
of poor old Pettie, for he was as a rule sympathetic 
and kind hearted, and a favourite amongst the 
loons. He got the name of " T u t t e m " from a 
habit which he had of sharply ejaculating " two 
t imes" as " t u t t e m " when teaching the multiplica-
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tion table to the smaller boys. His figure and 
manner was one which a pupil would not readily 
forget. He was a tall spare man, with mutton-
chop whiskers, slightly in-kneed, wore spectacles, 
and always dressed in a long surtout. When he 
stalked up to the school of a morning from his 
lodgings, which were then in the now old dilapi-
dated and uninhabited Turrets in High Street, he 
swung his long arms pendulum-wise by his 
Bides, and, puffing out his cheeks, as he went 
along blew audibly like a man overcome with heat. 
A favourite expression on addressing a pupil was 
the word " f u t o r " — s o and so you " f u t o r . In 
school during the writing hour—sitting in his desk 
—he used to be given to periodical fits of abstrac-
tion, as if his thoughts were elsewhere than with 
his scholars, and on which occasions advantage was 
duly taken by the boys to do otherwise than attend 
to the work in hand. On emerging from these 
wool-gatherings, and realizing the condition of mat-
ters, he would suddenly jump up, seize his tag, and, 
not knowing who were the real delinquents, run-a-
muck, belabouring the nether parts of his pupils up 
one bench and down another—those who escaped 
the punishment, seeing he could not possibly cover 
the whole ground, quietly sniggered a t the misfor-
tunes of their near neighbours who had suffered, 
whether guilty or not guilty. 

Fifty-five or fifty-six odd years have passed since 
then, but the man of figures and pot-hooks still re-
tains a warm corner in my recollection, as I doubt 
not he does with those of his surviving pupils— 
alas ! not many in number now, so far as my 
memory goes—Yes, tha t is true. Of the seven 
bright-faced lads who formed the second division 
of the Rector's Senior Latin and Greek Class 
(George Weir , who afterwards became Professor or 
Humani ty a t Queen's College, Toronto, Canada, 
was then rector) when I lef t the Banff Academy in 
the summer of 1853—forty-seven years ago—how 
many now remain? Alas ! only two—one now resi-
dent near Chorley, Lancashire, whose acquaintance 
I only renewed four years since, af ter having lost 
sight of him for upwards of forty years, and myself. 
Of the other five, two sleep quietly in Scottish 
ground, and are buried a t Dundee and Forgue; 
other two were laid to rest in the distant colonies 
of Ceylon and Austral ia ; while the remaining fifth 
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found a grave one hapless winter night in the 
stormy waters of the Baltic Sea:— 

Friend after friend departs— 
Who hath not lost a friend ? 

There is no union here of hearts 
That finds not here an end. 

This sketch of the personelle of the then Academy 
would be incomplete were I to omit notice of t he 
ancient caretaker, Mrs Duncan, a decent old bodie, 
arrayed in a white " b o r d e d " mutch, a small 
shoulder shawl, and a harn apron, reeking a t all 
t imes with the odour of soft soap and suds, and 
seldom seen without her duster cloths and scrubbing 
pail. We had no janitor in those days, and she did 
all the caretaking and cleaning of the premises. 
She was known amongst the boys as " t h e wifie," 
and I must say tha t she was t reated by all and 
sundry with chivalrous consideration, no a t t empt 
being made by any of the boys to poke fun a t her 
expense, though the temptat ion to do so was of ten 
strong. 

A villainous arrangement—villainous to teachers 
and taught—at one time prevailed while I was a 
pupil a t the Banff Academy, and t ha t was morning 
school during par t of the summer months from 7 to 
8 o'clock a.m., and used to be specially hated by the 
boys. Instead of getting an entire holiday upon 
the Saturdays as now prevails, we were liberated 
for a half day on Wednesday, and the same upon 
Saturday, the lat ter half-day being principally 
devoted to a revision of Bible exercises and 
instructions on the Shorter Catechism — t h a t 
manual prepared, as the preface says, " b y the 
Church of Scotland for the enlightenment of 
children and those of lesser intellect." I t was a 
special grievance to those of us brought up in the 
tenets of the establishment to see our Episcopal 
neighbours liberated f rom durance vile when the 
Catechism hour came on, while we were loft struggling 
with the doctrines of adoption, " Effectual calling,' 
and other dogmas, and earnestly did we long tha t 
our lines had fallen within the pale and principles of 
tha t church, and t ha t we had been members of the 
" Gentle persuasion." 

The summer holiday, or as we called it the 
" Hairs t play," was preceded by an annual examina-
tion of the school by the Provost and Town Council 
and a deputation of members of the Presbytery of 
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Fordyce, and this took place much later in the 
season than is now the case, so that the application 
of the term "Ha i r s t p l ay" was not inaptly 
applied. "We used to get an occasional holiday 
when anything special occurred, and this on appli-
cation to the Provost of the burgh, on whom the 
boys would clamouring call in a body. There was 
no wrangling or divided School Boards in those days 
to deal with in such matters ! One red letter day 
which we boys looked forward to every spring was a 
holiday set apart for the " harrying of the craws' 
nests ' in the Duff House grounds. When the eggs 
were supposed to be duly laid, and the crows' nests 
matured and in fit order for a foray, a polite message 
used to be transmitted to the rector by the Earl of 
Fife (the fourth Earl James) by his lordship's 
head keeper that he would have pleasure in 
affording the boys a day's crow nesting. You 
may be sure the invitation thus extended 
was duly countersigned by the rector and 
accepted by the school en masse. For the next few 
hours the unfortunate crows had a bad time of it. 
"When I look back to these proceedings I often 
wonder how some of the more daring climbers did 
not break their necks or otherwise come to grief, 
but I suppose there is a special providence for loons 
under such circumstances. 

In those days, apart from the crow crusade, the 
boys had, with the due sanction of the good old 
Earl, practically the run of the entire Duff House 
policies, since they were open and patent to all and 
sundry from dawn to dark, and many were the 
nesting parties who scoured the woods in search of 
eggs and anything "unco." "When eggs or birds 
were discovered which were not sufficiently iden-
tified, or when any relic or curiosity turned up, a 
deputation of the boys with their find would 
frequently wait for enlightenment upon a resident 
naturalist and antiquarian, who had not then beyond 
a local fame. That naturalist, however, was 
Thomas Edward, F.L.S., then a working journey-
man shoemaker in Abercromby Sherriff's back shop 
in the High Street, almost within stonethrow of 
the school, but soon to be known to the literary 
and scientific world as one of the greatest scientists 
of the day. We never called in vain, for was he 
not versed in "beasties and creeping things," and 
like Captain Grose 
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" He had a fouth o" auld nick-nackets, 

Busty a im caps, and jinglin' jackets. 
Wad haud the Lothians three in tackets 

A towmont guid; 
And parritcb-pats, and auld saut-backets, 

Before the Flood." 
and his extensive knowledge was invariably good-
naturedly put a t our disposal, ei ther a t t he back 
shop or in his house in the "Wright's Close, and we 
departed wiser than we went. 

Speaking of shoemakers br ings to m y recollec-
t ion tha t t he re was an ancient mas te r of t ha t 
craf t who did a l i t t le cobbling in my early school-
days in t he low storey of t h a t old house in H i g h 
Street , which was recent ly demolished a t the 
sight of the Dean of Guild, and is now an un-
sightly heap of stones and rubbish, and who used 
to be somewhat tormented by the loons. H e 
was a l i t t le wizened old man, with short , grizzly 
hair like his own bristles, and known t o us as 
" P r i n c y Al l an , " and, though he was then, in 
low water, he had a t one t ime stood h igh in the 
order of Saint Crispen, and was convener of 
the associated t rades in. t h e burgh , a n honour 
much coveted in its day. T h e " P r ince " was a 
great politician, like all workers in shoe lea ther , 
and, in his time, had t he reputa t ion of be ing fond 
of speech - m a k i n g ; b u t h e occasionally, I am 
told, made terr ible shipwreck with t he Queen 's 
English. H e used to speak of t h e fleet hav ing 
entered the " Dardendal las ," and of t h e boys 
" sc rambl ing l ike mounta in-banks ." One story I 
remember being told of his speech-making. M r 
F o x Maule, on t he occasion of a political canvass, 
was being enter tained by t he electors a t a d inner 
held in the Trades H a l l in Low Street , where 
the " P r ince " was an enter ta iner and guest . I n 
t he course of the funct ion, h e suddenly got u p , 
and in his best style, addressing t he Chairman, 
s a i d : — " M i s t e r Chairman, if you will allow me 
a toast, I ' l l bequeath you a song ." T h e toast 
was accorded M r Al lan , when he a t once inti-
mated tha t the toast he had then t o propose was 
" t o the Secretar ' for Fore ign Cap i t a l , " or 
" Capi to l , " as he enunciated it . H e lef t his 
audience mystified, and i t was never qu i te under -
stood who was t he exact subject of t h e toast— 
though the general impression prevailed tha t he 
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meant it to apply to the " Foreign Secretary." 
Whether the song promised was "bequea thed" 

I don't remember. On the same occasion, when 
the toast of the evening was proposed and being 
done (honour to, the " P r i n c e " shouted out as 
an addendum, to " drink to Mrs Fox Maule and 
the bairns." A near guest hinted that there 
were no bairns ; but his rejoinder, not to lose his 
point, was that if there were not, " then there 
ought to be." 

Amongst the other unfortunates who received the 
undesired attention of the loons was an itinerant 
organ-grinder, who was known to us as the 
" R o m a n Dole." The old man, was bushy 
whiskered, dark, and thick-set, with sharp, 
twinkling eyes—his olive skin showing that he 
had been reared under sunnier skies than Scot-
land. He was usually clad in a short coat, the 
colour of whiohl might have been rusty black or 
brown, worn and patched at the shoulder, where 
it was frayed with the strap of the organ, and 
he had as headgear a low wide-awake hat. The 
organ itself was an old-fashioned ponderous in-
strument, in shape like a small chest of drawers, 
supported upon a short stick, and when ground 
it emitted a curious asthmatic wheezing sound. 
The musio itself might have represented any-
thing in the shape of a tune, so worn out were 
the works of the instrument. No sooner was 
the old chap found at work than he was sur-
rounded by a host of loons, who would worry 
and tease "him until he laid down his organ and 
charged them. Meanwhile one of the more alert 
and daring of the rascals would scurry up to the 
organ and begin grinding it, to be charged 
af resh ; and the old man, being quite unable to 
keep up the battle, and get at his more active 
enemies, would finally dance with rage. This, 
of course, was the consummation desired. I don't 
know where the polioe were in those days; for 
I cannot imagine that such a thing would now 
be tolerated, i 'he " R o m a n D o l e " had many a 
bad half-hour amongst the Banff loons. He was 
said to have died in or near Turriff, for he con-
fined his wanderings to this neighbourhood and 
must bo buried there or thereabouts. I can 
fervently say—May he rest in peace! 

I have visions, too, in those schooldays, when 
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passing between the Seatown and the High 
Street, of a Miss Porteous, commonly known as 
the " Son of Perdi t ion," whom we used, occa-
sionally, to come across. She had an infirmity in 
the shape of a long leg and a short, known to us 
as a " game leg," and supposed to have been 
contracted in an abortive at tempt to fly. The 
loons used to provoke her merely by a facial 
contortion—in plain language, but understood by 
the boys, " made faces " at her—whereupon she 
would launch into perfect torrents of abuse and 
strong language, much to our satisfaction and 
delight. 

I n my twelfth year I was packed off to school, 
where I remained for three years, and to some 
extent lost touch with the Banff Academy and 
the scholars of my earlier days, and there was 
quite a change of teachers and taught when I 
again returned to it for a year or two in the early 
fifties. There was no skating pond a t Banff 
when I first went to school where we could enjoy 
ice sports, beyond the brackish back water at the 
Gause, between Banff and Macduff, and which 
was difficult to freeze sufficiently s t rong; but we 
were compensated with an admirable sheet of 
water farther afield. I refer to the Loch of the 
Auds, then covering 4 to 5 acres, on the old 
Portsoy road, 2 1/2 or 3 miles from Banff. Lying 
a t a considerable elevation, and sheltered on 
two sides by plantations, it was readily frozen, 
and afforded us a splendid field for sport. Except 
at one spot on the south side, where there was a 
deepish pool, the whole area was no t over two 
or three feet deep, and was therefore perfectly 
6afe. The loch—a thing of the past—has been 
drained for thir ty or forty years now, and corn 
fields occupy the spot on which we schoolboys 
spent many a happy day. W e did not in my 
boyhood sail our ships there, bu t on the Gause. 
I have heard my father say that in his t ime it 
was a great resort in summer of the Banff loons 
for this purpose. I remember his telling me tha t 
the loch was infested with horse-leeches, and 
that the loons, when returning home af ter their 
day's sport, used t o get the leeches t o fasten on 
their legs, and see who would carry them farthest 
homewards before they dropped off, and tha t e 
had managed sometimes to bring them on as 
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far as the old Churchyard of Boyndie. Speaking 
of these skating days, I remember that the White-
hills fisher lads, whom we met at the Loch of 
the Auds on. these skating expeditions, had a 
novel way of sliding. They did not in many 
instances use skates like us, but were each pro-
vided with a long pole, having a spike attached 
to the lower end of it, and with it they propelled 
themselves along the ice at a considerable speed, 
straddling over the pole; but the " p i k i n g " or 
" poling " did not find favour in our eyes, skates 
alone being used by us. 

There used to be a couplet in circulation in 
my early days in the neighbourhood of 
Banff (it was not even allowed to be 
whispered in the Burgh itself!) and the adjoin-
ing towns, which, while it was at one time in 
part positively accurate, has now lost its whole 
point and piquancy; and it was to this effect:— 

Banff i t is a borough town, 
A Kirk without a steeple, 
A load of dirt at every door, 
And d——d uncivil people. 

The first par t of the couplet was absolutely 
correct until about the year 1848, when the pre-
sent church steeple was erected; but, as a loyal 
eon of the burgh, I unequivocally deny the latter 
and more objectionable part of the satire, for a 
cleaner town does not exist in the North-East of 
Scotland, the natural lie and situation of the 
town lending itself to perfect drainage. From 
the time of its erection in 1778, up to the date 
I mention, there was no steeple to the Church, 
simply a square, inelegant-looking tower, rising 
only a few feet above the apex of the roof, and 
itself terminating in a plain four-sided cap, with 
a big stone ball at the central top part of it, 
where the four angles met and sides converged. 
The history of the tower and its stunted character 
I have heard was this: — The local principal 
builder and architect, Mr Andrew Wilson, who 
was entrusted by the heritors of the parish with 
the erection of the kirk, went to Dundee to 
examine and take his measurements from a church 
there which had been selected as the model upon 
which the kirk of Banff was to be erected. By 
some stupid mischance, in taking his measure-
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ments of the steeple (the Dundee people must 
have been too kind to him, I suspect!) he applied 
his tape line inside the tower, and no t outside, 
as he ought to have d o n e ; and the mistake no t 
haying been observed in time—indeed, un t i l a f ter 
the building of the kirk had been so far pro-
ceeded with—it was found to be ut ter ly insuffi-
cient and out of proport ion to carry t he weight 
of a tower as was originally intended, and it 
had to remain the stunted and ugly abortion i t 
was, until the congregation and town uni ted in 
removing the stigma by raising the money by a 
bazaar—one of the first, if not the very first, 
held in the County Hall , Banff—and erecting 
the present handsome steeple. A n oil por t ra i t 
of the architect, which was in t he possession of 
my family for many years, was presented by the 
Misses Hossack to the Kirk-Session some few 
years ago, and now hangs in the Church Hal l . 

Wilson, who was a bit of a character, was 
known amongst his friends as " Y a u c h n i e Dron,"' 
or " A u l d Yauchnie." One good and charac-
teristic story I have heard of him. T h e old 
fellow had been laid u p and confined t o the 
house with some illness, and, on recovering a 
bit and being allowed out, bent his steps to the 
Braeheads to enjoy the sunshine and sea breeze. 
I t so happened that in the course of his walk he 
came across a neighbour with whom he had had 
a feud and been at loggerheads. This person, 
wishful to make up the peace, and deeming the 
then meeting opportune, sympathetically en-
quired, "We l l , Mr Wilson, are ye oot taking 
the air ? " But Yauchnie, unbending, dour, and 
disdaining the olive branch thus held out, 
answered, sourly, " N o , Sir—nae sae he igh ; I'se 
haud laicher doon," and so passed by. Yauchnie ' s 
son was Dr Robert Wilson, of Glenerny 
Cottage, Forres, a gentleman who in his day 
was one of the most extensive travellers in the 
East, and to his Alma Mater , King ' s College, 
Aberdeen, he left an extensive collection of 
curiosities which he had gathered in the course 
of his journeys, besides a very considerable sum 
of money. 

The internal structure of the kirk has been 
completely changed since I first remember it— 
indeed, i t is only since the present incumbent, 
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Dr Bruce, took office that the lofts or galleries 
and pulpit were lowered, the south side windows 
altered, and the original seating of the low 
church cleared out. Before that the pulpit stood 
up a wonderful erection, with a great sounding 
board above it, some 15 or 20 feet high, while 
round it in semi-circular form, and clinging to 
the complex erection, were grouped the pre-
centor's desk, the exact centre of which that 
functionary occupied at a raised central seat, and 
a lower but less circular seat for other members 
of the choir completed the edifice. There was 
access to the pulpit at both sides, east and west, 
by winding stairs, with one common entry at the 
foot. Altogether it was an imposing structure, 
and it was said to require a preacher with a 
" strong head " to be able to address his audience 
from its giddy height. The central floor of the 
church, with the exception of a passage leading 
straight from the vestry door on the north side 
of the building to the pulpit, was filled up with 
square, high box seats, called " pumphils," where 
the occupants sat facing one another on four 
sides, a table between them in the middle. The 
seats in question, with their stiff upright backs, 
must have been the very embodiment of discom-
fort ; but then, you see, comfort and elegance 
were not much considered when the kirk of Banff 
was built. When I first remember the church, 
the pulpit stairs on the side opposite to that by 
which the minister ascended were usually occu-
pied by a considerable number of deaf hearers, 
drawn nearer the better to listen to the words 
of the preacher, while the central passage to 
which I have already alluded was filled up with a 
number of old women in red and blue cloaks and 
" o'er crown " mutches. They sat upon moveable 
stools, ranged along the passage, and each of 
them, as a rule, in entering or leaving the church 
carried a Bible or Psalm-book, and a bunch of 
southernwood, wrapped up in a white folded hand-
kerchief in her hand. These old bodies, I may 
remark, were mostly, if not wholly, recipients of 
charity from the poor funds, administered by the 
Kirk-Session previous to the passing of the Poor 
Law Aot in 1845. A quaint and touching cere-
mony was enacted by these old women each Sun-
day morning. When the minister walked out 
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from the vestry to ascend the stairs to the pulpi t , 
preceded by the kirk officer, Johnny Kynoch, 
who opened the pulpi t door for him, they all 
rose to their feet and respectfully dropped him. 
a curtsey as he passed through their midst. 
This, I doubt not, they did con amore, for 
the Rev. Dr Bremner was beloved by the poor 
of his congregation, his own private charities t o 
the needy being at all times dispensed with no 
niggard hand. 

The services at the t ime I mention were much 
more lengthy than nowadays. Always a t the 
forenoon diet of worship there was an exposition 
or lecture upon a portion of Bible history, and 
following that a sermon, so tha t the whole service 
lasted the two full hours. The evening diet may 
have been a little shorter, but certainly not much. 
Then the sacramental fast services were held every 
six months. How we youngsters used to dread 
the tedium of these half-yearly funct ions! for it 
meant sermons for nearly four days running, and 
t o these services morning and night the junior 
members of every orthodox family were duly 
dragged forth unwilling listeners. Wel l do I 
recollect clearing out of the way when the hour 
came round for the Saturday and Monday diets 
of worship (they were only half days), and paving 
for my temerity and want of reverence after-
wards. When the kirk of Banff was erected, a 
good number of seats, apart from these appor-
tioned to the heritors, were sold and acquired by 
private parties. How few of the representative's 
of these original pew proprietors remain. I know 
of only two families remaining members of the 
church who occupied the seats which their for-
bears acquired at or about the time when the 
church was built. 

Speaking of proprietory pews, I recollect well 
of an old lady of gentle blood, who, when I was 
a boy, sat in what we knew as old Cluny's (Mr 
Chalmers') seat, and I can see her now in a big 
poke bonnet and filled Paisley shawl slowly 
waddling up the middle passage of the kirk, 
peering right and lef t at the occupants of the 
pews, and using a green silk umbrella with an 
ivory bird's beak handle by way of support. This 
same old lady had a most thorough contempt for 
things conventional, and, for the most part , 
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ignoring English, expressed herself —and very 
forcibly on occasion—in the purest doric. I n the 
kirk of Banff at the time I mention part of the 
north gallery was every Sunday occupied by the 
boys, some 60 or 70 in number, attending Pirie's 
Free School in the Seatown, being duly marched 
to the service under the charge of their teacher, 
Mr Alexander Smith—the session-clerk, by the 
way, one of the mildest and most estimable of 
men. On the " scaling of the kirk " these boys 
used to be kept well in hand by Mr Smith, and 
they were not allowed to leave their seats till 
the congregation was supposed to be well cleared 
out of the edifice ; but, when the word to go was 
given, they generally tumbled down stairs in a 
torrent in their anxiety to be outside. Well, as 
ill luck would have it, the old lady I have men-
tioned being about one of the last to get out 
from the lower part of the church, was sometimes 
caught in the rush of the loons, and considerably 
jostled in her exit. One day that this had 
happened, in her wrath she pulled up at the 
kirk door until Mr Smith made his appearance, 
when, taking him by the lapel of the coat, she 
angrily accosted him—" Ye wild blaguard, and 
yer caird banditti, comin' rinnin' like a set o' 
new shod horse, dinging folk o'er. Ugh ." 
Whether this impassioned appeal to the "wi ld 
b laguard" (save the mark!) was effectual on 
future Sundays in securing immunity from farther 
jostling and collision with the loons, I don't 
know, but I am sure it would have been Mr 
Smith's desire to protect the old lady from 
annoyance. 

There was no " kist of whistles" allowed in 
the Kirk of Scotland when I was a boy, instru-
mental music having been only introduced about 
twenty or twenty-five years ago, after a good 
deal of opposition by the older and more con-
servative members of the communion. _ The pre-
sent fine organ in the Church of Banff is of com-
paratively recent date, having been preceded for 
some years by a harmonium, and both were in-
troduced during Dr Bruce's incumbency. I ques-
tion whether the old lady I have alluded to would 
have approved of extraneous aid in the service 
of praise; and this brings to my recollection a 
good story of her in connection with the matter 
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of music. She had been invited on one occasion 
to be present at a musical soiree held in t he house 
which I now occupy, during the tenancy of the 
late Mr John J . Robinson, and a t which a brilliant 
French pianist executed some intricate and noisy 
fantasia. Af t e r the finish of the piece, and while 
the performer was being complimented all round, 
our friend, turning to her next neighbour, 
whispered, " Ca' ye tha t music ? Y e might jist 
as well set a chiel to lay on ' t wi' a flauchter 
spade." Could simile be more ap t or be t te r 
expressed than in tha t homely Scotch tongue ? I 
wish I could only remember half the good stories 
I have heard connected with this same person, 
for they are well worthy of record. A t the risk 
of wearying your patience I must repeat one 
excellent anecdote showing the lati tudinarian and 
at the same time thoroughly Scotch character 
of the old lady in question. A widow sister, who 
stayed with her, familiarly called " Aun ty , " in 
the course of nature sickened and died. As 
matter of necessity the undertaker, in the person 
of a local wright, made his appearance on the 
scene to take measurements and otherwise arrange 
for the last offices. These being completed he 
prepared t o go, but before departing was called 

to her room by the old lady, and addressed thus 
— Noo, George, when ye come doon wi' Aunty ' s 
kist be sure and bring a hammer an' nails in yer 
pouch, for the hen-hoose door's broken, an ' 
needs h ing ing" ; and, she added pert inently, 
" for ye see the teen's as necessar' as the t i the r . " 
This is no traveller's tale, but absolutely true, 
for the undertaker, who was at the time a tenant 
of my father 's, told him the story immediately 
after it occurred. Another side of the old lady's 
character was shown in her speech to a local 
brewer who had supplied her with a cask of beer 
which did not quite come up to her expectations. 
Meeting the gentleman some li t t le t ime after, 
she addressed him thus— " God guide me, 
Will iam! fat kin' a' sma' ale was tha t ye sent 
me ? Y e might jist as weel ha 'e p i t ten a peck 
o' maut in at the Brig o' Banff and taen it oot 
at the water mou ' . " But I must have donewith 
these stories and prooeed with the rest of my 
paper. 

A curious custom which I remember in the 
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matter of the precentor's duties on the occasion 
of the half-yearly sacramental fast has long since 
disappeared in Banff parish, though, I under-
stand, it still survives in some out-of-the-way 
Highland churches. I refer to the singing of the 
hymn, or rather paraphrase, generally the one 
beginning with the words, " 'Twas on that night 
when doomed to know, The eager rage of every 
foe," which preceded the actual administration 
of the sacrament, when the worshippers were all 
seated or being seated at the communion table. 
Instead of going straight through the singing of 
the hymn, verse by verse, as is done in common, 
the precentor read out every two lines before 
singing them along with the congregation. This 
practice ceased shortly after the Disruption, and 
some time after Dr Bremner's induction to the 
Church of Banff. 

Considerable and very proper alterations, 
even within my time, have taken place in 
Banff in the matter of funeral reform. Such a 
thing as a thearse for the conveyance of the re-
mains to the churchyard was never thought of 
unless the place of sepulohre was at a distance, 
the coffin being invariably carried by hand with 
the old-fashioned long spokes: now it is the ex-
ception where the body is conveyed other than 
by hearse. If the person to be buried had occu-
pied any social position, the whole funeral party 
were taken into the house in relays and enter-
tained with cake and wine or spirits ; and though 
the hour of funeral might have been fixed for, 
say, one o'clock, it would have been nearer three 
o'clock before the funeral party left the house. 
I can remember quite well of being present at 
the funeral of my maternal uncle, Dr Garden 
Milne, R.N., in 1842, and seeing huge japanned 
trays laden with glasses of port and sherry being 
handed by waiters to the funeral company before 
leaving for the old churchyard. To the late Rev. Dr 
Bremner was the credit due for having brougnt 
this practice of mistimed and mistaken hospitality 
t o a close. In the matter of mournings, too, 
people were more extravagant than they are 
nowadays. The then mournings, elaborate and 
nonsensical mummery, and which, by the way, 
were worn a longer time than now prevails, were 
not confined to the immediate relatives, but it 
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was expected t ha t cousins in the first and even 
second degree should show their respect for t he 
deoeased by " w e a r i n g b l a c k " as i t was called. 

A t the t ime I mention, and u p til l about 1860, 
the old churchyard of Banff , the only burial-
place within the parish, was then a dismal looking 
abode of the departed—treeless, pathless, nett le-
grown, and surrounded with high prison-looking 
walls, hiding God's acre, with its quaint moss-
grown tombstones and monuments marking t he 
quiet resting-places of bye-gone burgesses, and 
the hoary remains of t he aisle of the old Church 
f rom the public eye. The removal of the objec-
tionable wall, and substi tution of the present 
handsome iron railing, together with the p lan t ing 
of tree3 and shrubs and formation of walks, has 
greatly improved the appearance of the auld 
kirkyard, where so many tender memories and 
hallowed associations centre, and one can now 
look upon it with a different feeling than d id 
our forbears when it was hidden f rom wi thout 
and neglected within. I am proud t o th ink t ha t 
i t was my own fa ther who took u p the burden of 
collecting the funds raised for this much needed 
reformation and improvement , and h e had t he 
satisfaction of seeing the work completed before 
his own t ime came t o be laid a t rest wi thin t h e 
ehadow of t he old Church of Sa in t Mary . 

"God's acre! Yes, that blessed name imparts 
Comfort to those who in the grave have sown 

The seeds that they had garnered in their hearts, 
Their bread of life, alas 1 no more their own." 

By a singular coincidence, while t he church of 
Banff was " steepleless," i t was also minus a 
bell. F r o m t h e t ime the kirk was buil t up t o 
t h e year 1849 n o sweet sound of Sabbath bells 
issued f rom its s tunted tower to call t he worship-
pers t o prayer, the town 's peal being then re-
lied upon for announcing t he hour of se rv ice ; 
but , on the completion of t h e steeple, M r Gran t 
Duff of Eden, the fa ther of our late respected 
borough member, Sir M. E . Gran t Duff, pre-
sented the congregation, of which h e was a 
member, with t h e present bell, which has done 
du ty in seasons of joy and sorrow ever since. 
There is no marking or inscription upon it be-
yond its weight, some 14 cwt., and th i s weight , 
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i t is to be regretted, is the cause why it cannot 
be safely swung in the steeple when sounding a, 
peal, the clapper being alone swung. 

In my early days superstition prevailed more 
or less amongst the general community, for it 
dies 'hard, and, though it was scotched, it was 
not quite dead, the lower classes still clinging 
to certain remnants. I remember well an old 
man in the Seatown—'William Cruickshank, or 
" Cushank," as it was pronounced, a labourer, 
who was supposed to be uncanny, to have the 
" evil eye," and who was looked on with awe, 
and avoided if possible by all and sundry, though 
notwithstanding he was a decent honest man in 
all the relations of life. William wore hose and 
knee breeches and a kind of dress or short-tailed 
coat, with plain brass buttons and a round cloth 
cap with ear flaps. H e was known by the name 
of "Unlucky fit," and by the loons was held in 
holy horror. If we boys happened to meet him 
on our way to school, the one who caught first 
sight of him would at once say to 
his neighbour, "Aff o' me, on o' you 
—a fervent prayer that the effects of the 
evil eye might be averted or transferred, allowing 
the transferee to encompass his own deliverance, 
and the deliverance was supposed to be accom-
plished by the following antidote. The boy 
would watch carefully till the old man passed 
on beyond him, and, marking where his foot-
steps had been, would go to the exact spot, spit 
upon it, and, rubbing the spittle with the sole 
of his right boot, would say, " Aff o' m e " ; and, 
presto! the evil influence was supposed to be 
neutralised and removed. 

I t was only a matter of three or four years 
ago, when the late Mr John Rhind, R.S.A., 
sculptor, Edinburgh, was paying his annual visit 
to his native town of Banff, that, meeting me and 
reverting to old days, he brought up his recollec-
tions of poor old " Unlucky fit." H e mentioned 
that he had a perfect remembrance of accompany-
ing his father, then a builder in Banff, with a 
squad of his men early one summer morning on 
their way to the country to do some job. When 
passing along St Catherine Street West, on their 
way, who should they spy in the distance ap-
proaching them but the man of the evil eye. 
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His father a t once shouted, " C l e a r the dyke, 
lads," and over the dyke into the Provost ' s Pa rk 
master and men all tumbled helter skelter, and 
made for the Boyndie Road, so as to avoid all 
evil influence on the par t of the poor old man. 
One class of the community held him in special 
detestation, and that was the fishermen, for they, 
beyond all other classes, were given t o supersti-
tion—indeed, they are so in a marked degree yet . 
There are fishermen of the port still frequenting 
the Battery Green and " Neuk of the B a r n " 
near bye, who in their earlier days have known 
their forbears rather lose a day's fishing than go 
to sea af ter encountering " Unlucky fit" on their 
way to their boats of a morning. 

That gross superstition still lingers in our midst 
is beyond question. I t is only three years since 
that I was assured by one of the hotel-keepers 
in Tomintoul, a person whose word was beyond 
suspicion, and who from long residence knew the 
district and community well, tha t that same year 
to her certain knowledge parties had come all 
the way from Ross-shire on one side, and Per th-
shire on the other, to consult a seer or " w i s e 
man," the representative of a family in the upper 
par t of Banffshire who, by tradition, have had the 
faculty of averting the evil eye, and of admini-
stering the healing art through the medium of 
magic and invocation; and she fur ther assured 
me that, some few years previously, and before 
the spread of education, people came f rom far 
and near in considerable numbers to consult the 
oracle, and receive relief either for themselves 
personally or their bestial belongings. 

I t is a curious thing to note how history re-
peats itself in the daily rounds of life. I n the 
beginning of the century (I am one of those who 
adhere to the decimal being completed before 
the new century begins), a wave of patriotism 
passed over the country, and local militia, was 
enrolled at every place of any importance through-
out the land ; and Banff, of course, was not be-
hind its neighbours in this respect. As matters 
settled down after the general peaoe of 1815, 
these companies of Volunteers gradually dis-
appeared, and were practically forgotten unt i l 
1859-1860, when a recrudescence of the martial 
and patriotic spirit again appeared, and the pre-
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sently existing Volunteer movement was in-
augura ted . F o r t h e past for ty years the move-
m e n t has thr iven and waxed stronger and 
stronger , un t i l now it has become a powerful 
factor in our midst . Of the officers who were 
originally appoin ted t o the contingents of Rifles 
and Ar t i l le ry here in 1860 most, if not all, have 
jo ined t h e m a j o r i t y ; bu t I am old enough t o 
remember two of the surviving officers of the 
early cen tury Volunteers, viz., the la te Mr 
A n d r e w Morrison, who conducted business as a 
cloth merchant and ha t te r in the premises in 
Low Street now occupied by M r Alexander , 
chemist, and M r A n d r e w Longmore, of Links-
field and Re t t i e , these gent lemen having bo th 
been L ieu tenan t s in t h e local company of Volun-
teers. These two worthy Lieu tenants were 
no th ing if they were no t each the very embodi-
m e n t and soul of 'hospitality. I th ink I see M r 
Morrison, a port ly , white haired old gentleman, 
who always appeared in dress clothes (it was a t 
one t ime " de r i g e u r " for the be t te r class of 
t radesmen), walking u p and down in f ront of his 
shop, very of ten in company with his nex t neigh-
bour , M r George Cruickshank, banker, who, by 
a curious coincidence, too, also wore dress clothes. 
M r Morrison, who was a bachelor, had the credit 
when he enter ta ined, which was not seldom, of 
giving his f r iends the best dinner which the town 

could furnish. I t was said of him tha t when the 
cloth was removed, and t h e " m a t e r i a l s " were 
placed u p o n the table, he invariably remarked, 
" W e l l , gent lemen, I d inna ken w"hat ye hae 
go t t en t o eat, b u t I ken this—the l iquors 
g u e e d , " which I do n o t doubt it was. . ve ry 
similar were the hospitable instincts of his fellow-
officer, M r Longmore. Of him it was said t ha t 
when a new house servant appeared on the 
scene a t Re t t i e the old gentleman called her 
before him and solemnly int imated, "Now, 
lassie, there ' s jus t one thing I must tell you— 
aye obey your mistress and see and keep plenty 
of boi l ing water on the fire." The quali ty and 
volume of Re t t i e punch had more than a local 
celebrity, and the necessity for the instructions 
t o keep u p a supply of boiling water is therefore 
sufficiently obvious. Speaking of the early 
Volun teers brings to my remembrance a descrip-
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t ion I heard given of an address made by one 
of the commanding officers of the day, a judicial 
luminary, now long departed, to his men on 
parade at the Battery Green. The company had 
dressed up, and he was inspecting their line, when 
he spoke thus wise :—"Saunders Moir, haud in 
tha t big kyte o' yours. Steady there, Jamie 
Wright—abody richt and yer wrang. Keep back 
these muckle feet o' yours, Geordie Reid—like 
scythe-stanes. Bide or I win oot o' the road. 
Fire ! " This brusque and pointed harangue ad-
dressed to his brave troops no doubt suited its 
purpose, but I fear i t would find scant favour in 
the eyes of the modem volunteer. 

A great change has taken place in t he style of 
the shops and places of business in Banff since 
I was a boy. I n the Low Street, when I first 
remember it, there was not along i ts length one 
single shop with a plate glass window. Al l were 
just the old-fashioned diminutive windows filled 
with, small panes, or as they were called lozens, 
and quite unfitted for the display of goods. A t 
night these windows were covered u p with 
ponderous shutters, some of them shelved, others 
of them entire, with two big wooden handles, as 
if the shopkeepers feared the operations of house-
breakers over-night, and at eight o'clock, when 
shutting t ime came, the street would resound 
with the clatter of their put t ing u p and adjust-
ment. The sign-boards too were gaudy and more 
resplendent with colour than those of the present 
day. A style that was often affected was a dark 
blue ground verging on purple, overlaid with a 
sprinkling of shining mica, and gaudy gilt letter-
ing. No block lettering such as is now seen above 
the shop doors existed a t that time. A curious 
custom too prevailed with many of the t radesmen 
who had followed their callings in 'the south 
previous to setting u p in business here. 

I have a perfect remembrance of some of the 
sign-boards bearing the legend tha t the trades-
man was f rom Edinburgh, or London, or else-
where, and in this respect t he intimation was 
often the cause of some bitterness between rival 
dealers. Fo r example, on High Street I have 
heard of two licensed grocers who had places of 
business near to one another—on opposite sides 
of the street I believe. One had upon his sign-
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board that he sold " the best Leith spirits," 
Leith at that time being the great centre of the 
wine and spirit trade; but no sooner was the 
announcement made to the publio than his rival 
added to his sign-board a hand and finger point-
ing in the direction of the opposite shop, with 
the intimation, " No Leith trash kept at this 
establishment." In Bridge Street, too, a couple 
of rival shoemakers dealt thus with one another. 
One had so and so, " Shoemaker from London," 
while on the opposite side of the street his neigh-
bour caused an addition to be made after his 
calling of shoemaker, "but not from London." 
The hanging or swinging sign-board, which one 
occasionally sees even yet in out of the way places 
in Scotland, though it is more frequently an 
evidence about English villages, had almost dis-
appeared from Banff when I began to notice 
things. There was just one that I can remember 
swinging at the end of the house in Carmelite 
Street now occupied by Mr Ralph Newton, and 
having a representation painted upon it of the 
Royal Oak and King Charles in the midst of the 
branches. At present I don't know of more than 
one swinging sign-board in Banffshire, and that 
is a solitary one at a gable in Keith. 

A quaint custom used also to prevail amongst 
shopkeepers of nailing bad and spurious coins to 
the counter, just as a gamekeeper nails vermin or 
carrion birds to the back of a kennel door. I 

recollect of seeing a perfect row of such base 
money, silver and copper, embellishing the 
counter of a shop in the Seatown kept by a Mrs 
David Wemyss, a very old woman, who dealt in 
hosiery and worsted goods, and amongst other 
commodities ahap books in colours, for which I 
used to patronise her with my pennies. The 
counter, I need hardly say, was good Scotch fir, 

not the mahogany board of the present day. 
Speaking of Mrs Wemyss brings to my remem-
brance a story told me by my good friend, the 
late Mr Robert Leask, bookseller, of his youthful 
dealings with Mrs Wemyss's spouse, David, when 
he was in the flesh. Next door save one to the 
Wemyss's premises was the shop of a Thomas 
Angus, now occupied by Mr William Marsden, 
spirit merchant. He was alive in my day, and 
I see even now in my mind's eye the window 
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filled with toys, and prominently amongst other 
treasures black wooden horses covered with red 
spots. David Wemyss and Thomas Angus, 
though thus close neighbours, did not love one 
another—very much the other way—and, more-
over, both were very sour-tempered and cantan-
kerous, while by some wise dispensation of Pro-
vidence there was no family in either establish-
ment. The boys, when nightfall came round, 
by arrangement, simultaneously opened the two 
shop doors and announced in good set terms at 

the Wemyss door: " Mr Wemyss, your loon and 
Tam Angus's are fech t in ' ; and at the Angus 
door, " Mr Angus, your loon and Davie Wemyss's 
are fechtin' ." Tableaux following—both worthies 
came out in a towering passion, storming and 
swearing in vain search of their tormentors, and 
usually finished off by roundly abusing one 
another as the best outlet for their outraged 
feelings. Mr Leask used to tell this story, his 
eyes twinkling with suppressed humour at the 
recollection of his early misdeeds. 

The use of the old sedan chair for the convey-
ance of the fair sex to dinners and evening enter-
tainments had not ceased in my early days in 
Banff, nor given place to the modern cab which 
now accommodates a family party. When I first 
remember, it was quite common; and various 
private families had their own sedan chairs which 
they made use of, just employing porters for the 
carrying. The last public sedan chair used in 
Banff—and it wa3 carried into the early fifties— 
was one belonging to James Chapman {Old 
Chaps),and he was usually assisted by his son 
John in carrying his fare. To what base uses do 
things sometimes come. The last of a chair 
which belonged t o my uncle, Dr Garden Milne, 
to whom I have already referred, I recollect see-
ing relegated to the corner of a yard for the 
accommodation of hens and hatching of chickens ! 
Old James Chapman's sedan chair, I believe, has 
found a resting place in Chalmers' Hospital, 
where i t is made available for the occasional use 
of patients, and if i t holds together for a few 
years longer, it will come to be a valuable 
curiosity to the generations of next century. 

Many changes have taken place in the public 
service here within my recollection, some of these 
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changes n o t a t all t o the advantage of the town. 
A t the Coastguard S ta t ion the re was for many 
a day two commissioned officers of t h e Royal 
Navy—a Capta in and Lieutenant—besides a war-
rant- officer and half-a-dozen men, including the i r 
own c a r p e n t e r ; while, a t H e r Majes ty ' s Custom 
House , the re was always a collector and con-
trol ler , besides a chief clerk, and one if no t two 
out-door officers or t ide waiters, their district 
t h e n extending f rom Speymouth on t h e one hand 
t o Pe t e rhead on the other . There is now no 
commissioned officers a t the Coastguard—the very 
number of m e n under t h e war ran t officer, who 
is in sole command, being reduced ; while, in the 
case of the Custom House, i t has simply ceased 
t o exist in our midst , any Custom House business 
for t h e n o w l imited district being carried out a t 
Macduff u n d e r t h e charge of a clerk. 

B u t while there has been th i s sweeping change 
in these two branches of the public service by 
the i r par t i a l obl i tera t ion and reduction, there 
has been a n enormous extension and increase of 
officials and staff in another and impor tant de-
p a r t m e n t of t h e State . I mean the Post-Office. 
T h e Post-Office in Banff in my early days was 
assuredly—as t h e Yankees say—a very one-horse 
affair . M r Alexander Smith, M.A. , a gentleman, 
by the way, of grea t erudi t ion and scholarly 
taste3, wi th t h e assistance of one clerk, did t h e 
whole rou t ine of the office, one letter-carrier, 
wi th two deliveries, being equal t o the daily dis-
t r ibut ion of mail . The business was carried on 
in a l i t t le room no t much bigger than Bob 
Cra tchet ' s t a n k in Exchange Alley. I remember 
i t well, for there I used to go as a small boy for 
t h e purchase of postage stamps. There was an 
abnormal ly high counter running across the l i t t le 
apa r tmen t , leaving s tanding room which would 
no t have accommodated more than three or four 
customers a t a t ime, and yet tha t t iny space was 
in i ts day sufficient fo r the despatch and trans-
act ion of the ent i re post-office work at the time— 
a grea t contras t certainly t o the busy staff who 
now r u n the postal and telegraphic work of the 
town and district . , 

"We are now become so accustomed t o public 
holidays, having in Banff three such yearly—a 
spring, a summer, and an autumn one—that i t is 
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difficult for the present generation to realise t ha t 
prior to the year 1849 no such privilege as a 
public holiday prevailed in Banff, or, so far as 
I know, elsewhere in the . Nor th of Scotland. 
That year saw the first- publio holiday in Banff, 
and I remember it well, for my father and mother 
took advantage of it to pay me a visit while I 
was away at school. But though this was so, 
there was in Banff, during my early years, one 
special red-letter day given u p by all classes of 
the community to rejoicing and jollity—viz., the 
6th of October, the Earl of Fife 's birthday. I 
mean James, the fourth Earl, of happy memory 
to the schoolboys of the day. The festivities 
usually began by the arrival of the different 
coaohes running to and from the burgh in Low 
Street, gaily decorated with flowers, made up 
in a great measure of dahlias, hollyhocks, asters, 
and other autumnal flowers. The Aberdeen and 
Elgin coaches, in particular, vied with each other 
which would be most artistic in the mat te r of 
decoration and ornament. Some of the efforts 
were very successful and effective. One in parti-
cular, I remember, was an iron-work foundation, 
rising from the four corners of the upper work 
of the coach, and terminating in a crown at the 
centre—the whole one mass of bright colours and 
greenery. After discharging their passengers, 
who, by the way, on such occasions were bothered 
with more earwigs than were exaotly pleasant, 
the coaches were driven down to Duff House for 
inspection by the Earl, who appeared on the 
balcony, and the efforts of the drivers and guards 
were duly recognised by the presentation of 
handsome douceurs from the good-hearted noble-
man. The procession of coaches to Duff House 
had an extensive accompaniment of the loons, 
for we schoolboys always got a holiday upon the 
6th of October. The good Earl did not overlook 
the claims of the schoolboys at these times. No 
sooner had the coaohes cleared off f rom before 
the house than he called the boys to the f ront , 
and, telling them to look out, showered amongst 
them handfulls of silver, great and small, and 
thereafter tough was the scramble for possession 
of the scattered coin. The old man hugely en-
joyed the fun, and I can see him yet as in days 
gone bye wrapped in a flowered blue silk dress-
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ing-gown reaching his feet, and having on a 
velvet skull-cap, laughing heartily over the 
squirming mass of humanity rolling and clutch-
ing at the cash. 

One part of the day's proceedings—a function 
which afforded intense satisfaction to the pro-
letariat, and at the same time was a cource of 
abomination to the teetotallers and unco guid— 
was a free drink or open tap afforded by his 
lordship to the drouthily disposed to quench their 
thirst between the hours of one and two o'clock 
afternoon, or so long as the supply held out. 
This consisted of large casks of porter set up 
under the care of his lordship's servants at diffe-
rent points in the burgh—notably the Battery 
Green, North Castle Street, the Gallowhill, the 
Greystone, the Back Path, Low Street, Low 
Shore, and the Green Banks or Old Market Place. 
I have even now visions of the clamouring, thirsty 
crowd hovering about the casks of nectar, with 
mugs, jugs, and vessels of all shapes and sizes, 
eagerly waiting their turn at the tap. I need 
hardly say that the liquor dispensed was not al-
ways Used with moderation and discretion; how-
ever, you may take it that the gift was appre-
ciated to the full by those for whom it was in-
tended. Four o'clock afternoon within the Hotel 
found a goodly number of the professional men, 
farmers in the neighbourhood, and master trades-
men of the burgh assembled to eat an excellent 
dinner and drink long life to the noble Earl. 
There also his lordship s kindly thought came in, 
for he invariably sent to the Hotel a quantity 
of game and an ample supply of port and sherry 
from his own cellar for the use of the company. 
The day's proceedings were wound up with a 
mighty bonfire on the top of the Hill of Doune, 
a ball in the County Hall, to which he also sent 
an unstinted supply of wines, including cham-
pagne, not so common then as it is nowadays, 
while another ball for the benefit of his servants 
and work people at the barn-yards, within the 
demesne, crowned the day's festivities. 

I t is a significant fact that from time imme-
morial there has never been much social or other 
intercourse between the residents of Banff and 
Macduff. The people of the two towns were 
undoubtedly imbued with feelings of mutual 
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jealousy, and, like Jews and Samaritans, had 
little or nothing to do with one another. I n my 
boyhood no special ill-feeling appeared on the 
surface as between grown-up people, beyond that 
of indifference and no love being lost between 
them. The boys of the day, however, were not 
so politic as their seniors, but vented their mutual 
inclination to jealousy and antagonism by in-
dulging in occasional stone fights. The after-
noon of Lord Fife's birthday, or when Ord's 
Circus appeared on the Green Banks, were occa-
sions specially devoted to this dangerous amuse-
ment. Bands of boys from both towns would 
meet in collision either upon the road between 
the two towns, much to the annoyance of neutral 
pedestrians, or on the Hill of Doune, and there 
industriously pelt one another with stones unt i l 
either party had t o give way and beat a re t reat 
upon their respective citadels. The effect of the 
artillery used was not as a rule deadly; but I 
remember one unfortunate Banff loon, named 
Home, getting an eye effectually destroyed by 
a missle on one of these occasions. The foolish 
practice to which I have alluded has, I am glad 
to say, ceased for a good few years past, and the 
ancient feud between, the boys of the two towns 
seems now to have been forgotten and the hatchet 
to be buried for good. 

Referring to the Duff House grounds reminds 
me that in my youth there was an extensive 
deer park well stocked with fallow deer kept u p 
by his lordship inside the demesne; and from it 
many a haunch of venison in the season found its 
way to the larders of the burghers. The deer 
park formed what is now known as " D e e r Pa rk 
Farm," hence the name. I recollect that in a 
fenced-off par t of the field, with a pend formed 
by an arch under the roadway at the par t skirt-
ing the south side of the park, a huge red High-
land stag was kept apart from the other deer, 
and we used as boys to look at him from the top 
of the arch when passing in our nesting forays. 
He was said to have been caught when passing 
(swimming) between two islands on the West 
Coast by some fishermen, and was by them pre-
sented to the Earl. This reminds me of a tradi-
tion we treed to hear as children of a great Styrian 
boar which at one time was kept as a curiosity 
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b y t h e E a r l i n or a b o u t t h e grounds . T h e boar , 
howeve r , succeeded in b r eak ing ou t of his con-
finement, a n d f o r a t i m e r a n g e d t h e c o u n t r y f a r 
a n d nea r , m u c h t o t h e t e r ro r of t h e ne ighbour-
hood , peop le , especially womank ind , b e i n g 
a l a rmed to move abou t a f t e r n igh t f a l l . I re-
m e m b e r b e i n g to ld of t h e c i rcumstance b y t h e 
l a t e Colone l J a m e s Re id of Col leonard , a n d how 
h e m e n t i o n e d t h a t t h e b o a r scare was used a t 
t h e t i m e a s a g r o u n d w o r k t o p o k e f u n a t some 
p e o p l e h a v i n g bibulous , or, I should p e r h a p s say, 
conviv ia l inc l ina t ions . T h e fo l lowing sat ir ical 
l i ne s—par t of t h e flotsam a n d j e t s am of t h e pe r iod 
— w e r e p e r p e t r a t e d a t the expense of a local mag-
n a t e , a n d w e r e r e p e a t e d t o me b y t h e Colonel, 
a n d t h e y were t o th i s e f f e c t : — 

'Twas midnight drear in Banff s good town, 
And eik a t Gellymill, 

When the Chamberlain, quite full of wine, 
From Banff, where he had been to dine, 

Went toiling up the h i l l ; 
And when he reached tha t weird spot. 
Where quarrymen now quarry not, 
He saw, or thought he saw, the Boar, 
And heard, or thought he heard, him roar. 

T h e g e n t l e m a n cal led t h e " C h a m b e r l a i n " h a d 
ev iden t ly been one g iven t o convivia l i ty a n d 
m i d n i g h t excurs ions ; henoe his u n c e r t a i n t y re-
g a r d i n g t h e vision of t h e boar . 

V i s i t o r s t o o u r old b u r g h a re genera l ly s t ruck 
w i t h t h e cus tom which preva i l s of r i n g i n g a p e a l 
o n t h e t o w n ' s bel l a t n i n e p . m . T h e custom of 
r i n g i n g has b e e n one of immemor ia l usage, a n d 
i s b y m a n y supposed t o have been a con t inua t ion 
of t h e anc ien t cu r f ew bell . T h e law of cur few 
(pract ical ly " c o v e r i n g t h e fire") was in t roduced 
b y W i l l i a m t h e Conquero r , a n d , of course, m a d e 
app l i cab le t o E n g l a n d a l o n e ; b u t t r ad i t ion says 
t h a t i t was gradua l ly , t h o u g h voluntar i ly , 
a d o p t e d b y t h e Sco tch fo r t he i r own benef i t a n d 
p r o t e c t i o n a t a t ime w h e n t h e houses were most ly 
b u i l t of wood a n d wa t t l e . W h i l e in th is case 
h e r e . . 

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
we h a d also in Banff when I was y o u n g a revei l le 
p e r f o r m e d b y t uck of d r u m th roughou t t h e pr in-
cipal s t ree t s of t h e b u r g h a t 5.30 every morn ing , 
i n o rder t o a w a k e n t h e burgher s t o the i r dai ly 
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round of d u t y ; b u t t h e func t i on has fa l len i n t o 
desue tude fo r t h e p a s t t h i r t y years . I d o n o t 
remember i t , b u t I have h e a r d m y f a t h e r say 
t h a t a t one t i m e t h e reveil le was executed n o t 
by tuck of d rum, bu t by t h e skirl of t h e bagp ipes . 
Old J o h n Smi th , the t o w n ' s d r u m m e r of m y 
early days, was t h e last t o b e a t t h e revei l le in 
Banff ; and I t h ink i t is a p i t y t h a t t h e au thor i t i e s 
have sanctioned the cessation of a t ime-honoured 
cus tom. 

Newspapers were newspapers when I was a 
boy, and it was n o t t h e pr ivi lege of every man. 
t o read his daily, or, I should r a t h e r say, weekly 
journa l . Beyond one and a t m o s t two copies of 
t h e L o n d o n T imes " and t h e L o n d o n " S h i p p i n g 
and Mercant i le Gaze t t e , " t he re were n o o the r 
L o n d o n dailies received in Banff If I mis take 
not , the -Times" came to N i s b e t & C o m p a n y 
and Grapel & Company, and t h e " S h i p p i n g 
Gazet te t o my own fa the r . I n t h e s e days t h e r e 

was no te legraph or t e lephonic communica t ion 
with the outside world as n o w ; a n d in seasons 
of s torm and disaster those connec ted w i th t h e 
seafar ing life or in teres ted in shipping, had t o 
p u t the i r t rus t in P rov idence and w a i t p a t i e n t l y 
as best t hey could for t i d ings b y pos t of t h e 
course of events. M a n y a t ime d o I r e m e m b e r 
seeing anxious enquirers coming t o m y f a t h e r 
f rom the town and dis t r ic t t o l ea rn w h e t h e r t h e 

"Gazette" contained any not ice re la t ive t o those 
in whom they were interested. I have a d i s t inc t 

remembrance of be ing t h e bearer of g lad t id ings 
gleaned f rom t h a t paper in some of those seasons 
of disaster and weary wai t ing. M y fa the r , good 
m a n ! used t o p u t in a p in a t t h e pa r t i cu l a r spot 
in the Sh ipp ing G a z e t t e " w h e r e t h e intel l i -
gence appeared , and the anxious one h a d on ly 
t o direct his a t ten t ion t o t h a t p a r t fo r t h e in-
fo rmat ion for which he so earnes t ly yea rned . 
Blessings and thanks were showered on such 
occasions u p o n t h e sender, and o f t en some th ing 
more substant ia l f ound its way i n to t h e s tomach 
or pocket of t h e messenger 

Our own " Banffshi re J o u r n a l , " hav ing n o w a 
circulat ion, character , and influence more t h a n 
provincial , edi ted as i t is by t h a t ve t e r an of 
journal ism, D r Ramsay , of whom our b u r g h a n d 
coun ty are specially and jus t ly p roud , was a poo r 
affair when I first r emember i t , some years be fo re 
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i t came under the Doctor's direction. I t was 
then a very small struggling sheet maintaining a 
precarious existence; but from the day its 
destinies were shaped by his master hand it has 
flourished as a messenger for good and spread its 
wings over many lands—for where Banff loons 
are, there the J o u r n a l " surely finds i t way. 
The typographical work now issued from the 
press of the "Banffshire J o u r n a l " is second to 
none in the kingdom, and in saying this I am 
maintaining only what is true. A good story 
which I have heard of the " J o u r n a l ' s " early 
days, when it was a considerable struggle to keep 
it afloat, I may venture to repeat. An early 
editor, sitting in his den, between fifty and sixty 
years ago, one publishing morning, was said to 
have been visited by one of the proprietors, 
naturally anxious to know how the paper pro-
gressed, and whether the venture^ was likely to 
be a success. Af ter the compliments of the 
morning had passed, the editor rang his bell, 
and, on the dev i l " appearing, casually en-
quired, " B o y , any papers sold y e t ? " " Y e s , " 
was the reply ; " two, Sir ." Shortly after, the 
sale of at least another paper was known by the 
two worthies to have been negotiated, since there 
was the opening of the front door, followed with 
the rattling of coppers, whereupon the editor 
remarked to his visitor, with some gusto, " That 
will do, Charles ; that makes an old gill. Suppose 
we adjourn." And doubtless they did adjourn 
to drink success to the venture and quench their 
morning thirst. 

One of the minor vices—if I may so call it— 
of the century has now almost disappeared from 
our midst. I mean the general use of snuff; for 
it was consumed in considerable quantities when 
I first remember. Gentlemen and working men 
alike used it indiscriminately ; and I h a v e known 
not a few old ladies even who kept a pinch in 
their little hand-bags, and surreptitiously applied 
it to their nostrils. The handsome silver snuff-
boxes which we now mostly see adorning the 
curiosity corner in the drawing-room were part 
and parcel of every other gentleman's personal 
requirements; while, with the labouring man, 
the old-fashioned horn " sneech in" mull, or a 
flattish, cylindrical white iron snuff-box, opening 
on the upper end, was much in evidence, much 
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more so, I should say, than the pipe and tobacco. 
A good many of the lower class used a small 
snuff spoon, generally made of bone or ivory 
with a hole in the bowl, when taking their pinch 
instead of using the thumb and forefinger. The 
presentation or exchange of snuff-boxes between 
friends and acquaintances when they met was a 
social courtesy which was always observed. I 
remember my father telling me how one gentie 
man in Banff, the partner of an extensive com-
mercial business, but an essentially greedy, 
avaricious man, used, when presented with his 
friend's box, to grasp together a big pinch by 
making a series of grips till he had a c c u m u l a t e 
a gigantic hard cube or ball, and then he coolly, 
after tickling his nose, set it down on the corner 
of his desk or mantelshelf for future use ! Snuff-
taking, even with a careful snuffer, was at best 
a dirty business; but when it came to the case 
of a man with slovenly habits faugh! And 
curiously enough in this respect, i t is said that 
members of the clerical body were generally the 
greatest offenders. This reminds me of a snuff 
story connected with one of these—a Doctor of 
Divinity, by the way—in the upper par t of Banff-
shire, of whom I knew something. The reverend 
gentleman in question, being a heavy snuffer of 
the latter and more objectionable order, had 
occasion one day to visit an aged moribund 
parishioner, to whom he proceeded to administer 
religious consolation. While leaning over the 
sufferer, the reverend doctor observed tha t he 
appeared restless and uncomfortable, and natur-
ally he enquired of him, • Do you understand me, 
my f r i e n d ? " "O aye," said the old man, " I 
understan' ye well eneuch; bu t , " moving his 
head uneasily from side to side, as if in u t te r 
disgust, " for ony sake. Sir, dicht yer niz, for its 
jist odious." I t is evident that the impending 
shower of " sneeshin d r a p s " were too much for 
the old man, and undid any good he was other-
wise receiving from his spiritual instructor. 

Banff has always possessed the character of 
being a law-abiding place. The nearest approaoh 
to a riot or serious breach of the peace in the 
place within the knowledge of the oldest inhabi-
tant was the emeute following the ill-feeling 
engendered some fifteen or sixteen years ago 
when the water of Saint Comb's Well was 
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threatened by the directors and shareholders of 
the Company to be cut off from the use of the 
public. Though the burgh is now well guarded 
since its amalgamation with the county for police 
purposes, I remember the force at the disposal 
of the Provost and Magistrates when it was under 
their care as a queer nondescript company—that 
would be some 57 or 58 years ago.. The head 
of the then force was Alexander MacPetrie, who 
oombined the function of a sheriff officer with 
his other duties as superintendent or chief of 
police. The officers under him were three in 
number. One, a middle-aged, stumpy, thick-set 
Highlander, commonly known as " Causey John, 
was, as his name betokens, employed principally 
as a paviour rather than a policeman, though he 
was elevated to the latter distinction on the 
occasion of a Brandon Fair market or the like. 
The other two were an old pensioner, named 
"William Fowler, who had fought at Waterloo, 
and an ancient worthy, who was known to lie 
loons as " Obadiah." By the wa" we loons had 
the temerity to annoy the latter gentleman when 
the chance occurred. These two combined the 
joint offices of scavengers and policemen, devot-
ing the fore part of the day to their scavenging 
operations, and the afternoons and evenings to 
the guardianship of the citizens. They had no 
uniform, the only apparent badge of office 
beyond their own personality being that 
they were each armed with a big oak or 
hazel stick, evidently weapons of offence or de-
fence, which they carried when they suspended 
the work at their respective dust barrows and 
took to the streets. From this description you 
may assume that the "Posse Comitatus" of the 
ancient burgh were a motley nondescript crew, 
though I believe they did their work well enough 
all the same—much in contrast with the smart, 
well-set-up officers who now represent the majesty 
of the law within our boundaries. 

Speaking of these officers of the law brings to 
my remembrance the fact of being as a small boy 
a spectator from the Braeheads of the removal 
of two evil-doers, sentenced by the Circuit Court 
of Justiciary at Aberdeen to banishment. They 
were led down from the jail, which had then been 
just built, by George Street and the Shirra's 
Brae, under the charge of the police, duly 
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shackled, to the harbour for shipment by one 
of the London smacks, en route for Botany Bay. 
I can see them now walking down attached to the 
officers amidst the sympathetic remarks of the 
onlookers who lined the Braeheads watching the 
process of embarkation. 

In 1853, when I first made acquaintance with 
my profession, there was quite a troop of sheriff 
officers in the burgh, all civil writs at tha t t ime 
being executed by these functionaries of the law, 
for, besides, the volume of legal business in the 
Courts very much exceeded what is now trans-
acted, and there was more or less work for all 
of them. If " O b a d i a h " and company were a 
curious looking lot on the criminal side of the 
burgh court, so also were their brethren of the 
civil department in the Sheriff Court. Three 
worthies who then flourished, as I remember 
them, were—One, a big, burly, round-shouldered 
man—not a beauty by any means—named 
William Symon, commonly known as " B u l l " 
Symon, from his corporation and the bovine 
formation of his short neck. Next came James 
Johnston, a wizened, crab-faced individual, the 
exact counterpart of Jeremiah Flintwinch, down 
to his very watch and appendages sunk in the 
recesses of a trouser pocket. James's nose was 
adorned with a setting of something like 
barnacles, and he was known in the lawyers' 
offices as " S p i t t y " Johnston, from an evil habit 
of expectorating which he had evidently con-
tracted in his youth. H e was fortunately pretty-
well dried up by the t ime I came to make his 
acquaintance, though still sufficiently objection-
able if one was long in his company. James 
used to be employed as clerk at roups, and in 
this way used to assist the late Mr George 
Reburn, a well-known auctioneer in Banff and 
district; and in connection with this employment 
he obtained the sobriquet of the "Trocke r , " 
James being prepared a t any t ime to effect an 
exchange from a 'hand-saw to a sentry-box. The 
last of the company was James M'Innes, a very 
little shrivelled old man, built much on the same 
lines as James Johnston, except tha t he had not 
acquired " Spitty's " unpleasant habits. M'Innes, 
like his other " bum bai l i f f" brethren, held 
the honour of a nickname, being popularly known 
as "Pee ix , " the breathing of which name made 
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him very wroth. At the time I first came to 
know the old man, he held the position of bar 
officer at the old Court House, and was very 
proud of his office. When Sheriff Curne (the 
then and last Sheriff-Principal of Banffshire as 
an independent jurisdiction) Bet out from the 
Plainstones for his half-yearly Circuit Courts 
throughout the county, along with the late Mr 
George Robinson Forbes, one of my predecessors 
in office, " Peeix " always accompanied them on 
their tour, fitting on the box seat of the carriage 
beside the driver arrayed in a M'Innes tartan 
cloak, a garment which completely enveloped the 
old man, and he doubtless needed it, as t ie 
Circuit then as now went the length of Tomin-
toul. James held on to his bar officership as 
long as he was able to crawl up to the Court 
House, and in the end of the day was quite past 
his work, though the Sheriff and his officials, for 
auld lang syne tolerated him. I t is said of him 
that towards the end of hie time he one day fell 
asleep during the sitting of the Court, and, 
waking up suddenly, shouted, "Shilence in the 
Court I say! " when Sheriff Pringle, who was 
then the presiding judge, mildly interjected— 
" James! you are making more noise yourself than 
the whole Court together." " P e e i x " had not 
the honour of being horse-whipped as sometimes 
happens with legal functionaries; but he was 
compelled on one occasion, under threat of in-
stant annihilation, to eat and swallow the small 
debt summons which he had served upon a fisher-
man, and to the end of his life it proved an 
undigestable morsel, for he could not abide to 
hear of it. Though as a rule a sober body, James 
was alleged to have been fond of a dram, when 
time and opportunity suited. On one occasion, 
when he had partaken rather freely, he landed 
at the Sheriff-Clerk's office, where he came to 
anchor. After sitting there a while he began to 
soliloquise, and this was the burden of it— Aye, 
aye: some fouk ca' ye ' Peeix,' some ca ye 
' Paper Watchie,' and others ca' ye ' Diffec-cul-
t i e s ' ; but," coming down a clap on his thigh, 
" Sink me, M'Innes, ye'r an honest crater yet! 
James's summary of his own character was quite 
true, for he was held in respect by both bench 
and bar. 

About the date to which I have referred, there 
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was a time-honoured custom observed in all the 
Courts then held throughout Banffshire, and 
which still lingers in the Tomintoul district of 
the county, and that is the habit of " f e n c i n g " 
the Court before any judicial business is trans-
acted. The formula was gone through by the 
bar officer, who concluded the ceremony with the 
fervent invocation of " God save the Queen." 
I n the closing chapter of poor old " P e e i x ' s " 
life, his incisors and molars, like the rest of his 
person, became a total wreck, and he had much 
difficulty in his enunciation, as witness his de-
mand for " S c h i l e n c e " in the Court already 
alluded t o ; but when he came to the stage of 
invoking that God would " s h a v e " the Queen, 
it was generally too much for the audience and 
litigants to stand, and a broad t i t ter invariably 
came from the crowd, unaccustomed to James 's 
mode of address, while a smile quietly rippled 
over the countenances of bench and bar. 

One reminiscence leads to another, and this 
reference to the myrmidons of the law brings to 
my remembrance a ludicrous incident which oc-
curred in the burgh towards the end of the 
fifties, or thereabouts, where two judicial re-
presentatives came to sudden and unexpected 
grief. A person of the not uncommon name of 
Smith, who carried on a combined grocery and 
fishcuring business in the vicinity of the Old 
Market Place, had the misfortune—or, as some-
times happens, the ability and possibly slimness 
—to become bankrupt. His creditors, however, 
had certain doubts as to the honesty of his 
alleged misfortune, and accordingly invoked the 
assistance of the law to protect their rights by 
the judicial seizure, examination, and inventory-
ing of the man's possessions. In order to effect 
this purpose a licensed valuator, who combined 
the powers of a messenger-at-arms, acoompanied 
by a representative of the Court, duly appeared 
upon the premises to secure the unhappy Smith's 
goods and chat te ls ; but when they set out upon 
this mission they little reckoned with whom they 
had to deal. Mr Smith was the husband of one 
wife ; but that one wife was equal to a dozen 
ordinary women combined—a termagant of the 
first order to boot—and went by the name of 
" Waterloo." When the two functionaries ap-
peared upon the scene, the virago at once faced 
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them, demanding their business and intentions, 
both of which were communicated in a strident 
and assertive tone by the representative of the 
Court. Whereupon, without further parley, be-
yond the remark " that she would inventory 
them," Mistress " W a t e r l o o " seized a huge 
wooden spoon or spurtle, such as is used by 
grocer in retailing treacle to their cutomers, in 
one hand, at the same time filling it to the brim, 
and, grasping a quantity of flour with the other 
hand from a sack standing near by, she forthwith 
fell upon the two helpless officials tooth and nail, 
plentifully bedaubing them with the treacle, sup-
plemented with handfulls of flour from the sack. 
So sudden and energetic was the onset that the two 
worthies turned tail and fled, temporarily beating a 
hasty and undignified retreat from the premises, 
followed by the curses and maledictions of the en-
raged woman, though they subsequently managed 
to effect their purpose. There was great laughing 
in the profession over the misfortunes of the two 
officials, particularly in the case of the repre-
sentative of the Court, as he had gone to the 
scene of his defeat full of his own importance, 
and bravely arrayed in a suit of self-assumed uni 
form—a blue surtout coat bedizened with brass 
buttons bearing the Imperial Crown and Royal 
Arms. The blue uniform coat, I may add, after 
that day's experience of the wearer never saw 
the light again on this side of the Deveron—at 
least not in Banff ! This joke at the expense of 
the two heroes of the golden syrup and 
" seconds" was not allowed to sleep for many 
a day ; and I fear I won't be blessed by the sur-
vivor of the episode, should the present paper 
come under his observation, for thus resurrecting 
this discomfiture of his earlier years; but the 
story, as pointing a moral and adorning a tale, 
is worth risking, and I therefore give you the 
benefit of it. 

I fear, gentlemen, that I am now exceeding 
the limits of an ordinary paper, and wearying 
you with those recollections of mine; and al-
though there are still a good many matters which 
I should like to dwell upon, I must for the 
present bring these reminiscences to a conclusion, 
and, in doing so, I have to thank you for the 
patient and indulgent hearing which you have 
given me. 
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The President received the hearty thanks of 
the meeting on the motion of Mr James Forbes, 
Procurator-Fiscal. He was sure, he said, he voiced 
the sentiments of the meeting when he expressed 
the pleasure that they had all had in listening 
to Mr Hossack's able and most interesting 
paper, a paper full of genuine local humour, and 
not lacking in shades of pathos. A few of them 
there were Uitlanders, not bad sort of fellows in a 
way, but Mr Hossack was a Banff man born and 
bred, a genuine son of the old burgh, and his 
memories lingered lovingly on the streets, houses, 
and people of the old burgh. Some of them of 
course had heard and knew a few of the incidents 
that he had so graphically related, but they could 
say of Mr Hossack that he spoke of what he had 
seen and heard, and testified of what he had known. 
Banff now was a very different Banff from 
the days of Mr Hossack's boyhood. They 
perhaps would like to think that it was a 
better and an improved burgh, but the lights that 
Mr Hossack had thrown on the old canvas would 
lead them at once to recognise and acknowledge 
that the habits and customs of the then burghers 
were homely, kind, and unpretentious, and that 
there was a fine old leisurely way of doing things. 
(Cheers.) He himself was a progressive, but he 
sometimes doubted whether the levelling up was all 
for good; he sometimes thought they were occasion-
ally levelling down; at all events, it was exceedingly 
interesting to have recalled to them so pithily and 
so humourously the scenes and recollections of other 
days. He proposed a most hearty vote of thanks to 
Mr Hossack for his exceedingly able, interesting, 
and refreshing paper. (Cheers.) Ex-Provost Smith 
also acknowledged the treat he had been afforded in 
the calling back to his memory of scenes and associa-
tions of early days. The President, in a word, 
returned thanks. The writing of the paper had 
given him great pleasure, and, as there were a good 
few things he had not touched upon, he might 
possibly extend it. (Cheers.) 

NEW OFFICE-BEARERS. 

On the motion of the President, Dr Cramond, 
Cullen, was unanimously elected President for the 
forthcoming year; and on the motion of Mr Greig, 
Sandlaw, Rev. Dr Milne, Aberdeen; Bishop 
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