























EPISTLE DEDICATORY.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Breathes there the man with soul so dead,

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

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

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

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

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

P. R. DRUMMOND.

FLLENGOWEN, ALMOXD-VALLEY,
Perthshire, August 1879.















PERTHSHIRE IN BYGONE DAYS.

INTRODUCTION.

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

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

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

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

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

She pluck’d, she eat,
Earth felt the wound, and Nature from her seat,
Sighing through all her works, gave signs of woe,
That all was lost,
—apply to the wrong scene of the terrible drama, The only
way of getting over the difficulty is by pronouncing ¢ Gossip-
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ing, prying, and speculating” innocent in themselves, and,
taking Eve’s latitude, to be indulged in with impunity, only
with this special observance—beware of the serpent.

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

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

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

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

The downright clown, and perfectly well-bred,—

The supple statesman, and the patriot stern.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

CHAPTER II.

JOHN, SECOND MARQUIS OF BREADALBANE—
continued.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We met ’twas in a crowd,

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

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

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

And once again we 1met,

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

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

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

To feel wretched and lonely.

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

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

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

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

CHAPTER III.

JOHN, SECOND MARQUIS OF BREADALBANE—
continued.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Th