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FRIDAY, DECEMBER 20, 1907. 

MEETING AT BANFF. 

A meeting of the Banffshire Field Club was held in 
the Reading Room of the Town and County Club, 
Banff, this evening—Mr Wm. Chapman presiding 

over a fair attendance. 
Mr Robert Mitchell, Fernlea, was elected a mem-

ber of the Club, and Dr Ledingham, county medical 
officer, and Lieutenant Hands, R.N., were nomi-
nated for election. 

There was read a letter from Mr Francis George, 
town clerk, accepting with thanks the gift of the 
Field Club to the Banff Town Counoil of the anti-
quarian collection of the late Mr Peter Burnett for 
preservation in the Museum. 

The Secretary, Mr John Yeats, M.A., produced a 
letter from Dr Milne, Aberdeen, enclosing a reprint 
of a paper by Mr George Turner entitled "The 
Scottish iron industry from the 15th to the 17th 
century," and also a letter from Mr Turner asking 
assistance in his investigations from those who 
knew of any heaps of slag or other traces of iron 
smelting in this quarter. I t was agreed to invite 
such parties to communicate with the secretary, 
giving the available information. 

FURTHER REMINISCENCES OF THE 
BURGH OF BANFF. 

There was read the following paper prepared by 
Mr Hossack, Sheriff-Clerk of Banffshire, being a con-
tinuation of the interesting series of reminiscences 
which he contributed to the Transactions of the 
Club ten years ago:— 
Since I read a little paper some few years ago before 
the Banffshire Field Club of my reminiscences as a 
then sexagenarian native and continuous inhabitant 
of the burgh, these few years have converted me 
into a septuagenarian, and having therefore reached 
the allotted span, if I am to give any further recol-
lections of my native burgh to my friends, whioh I 
have been repeatedly urged to do, I must needs new 
lose no longer time In so doing, and, without any 
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further apology, I will put on record some few 
farther remembrances of my boyhood. 

Being Seatown born, I, naturally, as a boy, came 
to be more about the harbour and shipping than 
those lads dwelling in the upper part of the town, 
and have, therefore, a good many of my early 
remembrances connected with that part of the 
burgh. When I first remember the harbour, as 
existing in the early forties, it was a more cleanly 
and savoury place in its inner recesses than it now 
is, and this arose from the fact that the sea had a 
direct entrance to the port, both in the new and old 
harbours, the result of which was that a cleansing 
of the place was effected twice in the twenty-
four hours. I t is hardly possible to clearly 
describe the harbour as it then was without 
the aid of a plan, but I may shortly explain 
that, besides the main entrance to the north-
west, a large basin called the "Now Harbour," 
there was a second entrance from the north between 
what is now Macdonald's Jetty and the east pier-
head, which ran out first in a straight line from. 
Guthrie, and then with a bend half way out to the 
east, giving access to the inner or old harbour as it 
now exists. The main entrance had a lovely, white, 
sandy bottom, and there was then always a clean 
beach at Guthrie, or the " f u l l sea," where the 
waves spent themselves if there was any motion 
outside, and along what is now the quayside up to 
the first inside pier. At the time I mention (the 
early forties), by way of improving the harbour, the 
old north-east entrance was shut up by building a 
quay diagonally across the passage from the 
east quay at its bend to the west, joining Mac-
donald's Jetty, which then formed the east 
quay, as it then and now exists. In effecting 
this improvement the north end of the east quay 
was completely removed, while the same operation 
was performed upon the south end of the opposite 
pier, called, I think, the " Red Head," from its 
being partially formed of red sandstone, and, as the 
east pier-head, it then stood at a higher elevation 
than the rest of the quay, with a lamp at its top. 
The character of the harbour waB thereby altogether 
changed, and it has often been questioned whether 
the so-called improvement was for good. I t used 
to be a pretty sight to see the ships—particularly 
the smaller-sized schooners and sloops—entering by 
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the " long channel" as it was called, till they either 
brought up at the full sea at Guthrie, or were, 
when there was not much way upon them, 
" w i n d e d " from the Red Head before referred to, 
into the inner harbour. At the time I speak of, 
there were, about the middle of the long channel, 
on the opposite sides, a Beries of long steps leading , 
down to a small platform, in each case for the 
convenience of pilots and others, and these plat-
forms, in my young days, were favourite places of 
resort for catching flounders, which were then 
plentiful on the sandy bottom of the channel. The 
only other place at the harbour where one of these 
stepways existed was at the upper end of the slip 
basin, on the south side, and there the remains of 
the steps disjointed and displaced are still to be 
seen. I recollect that, during the operations 
referred to, there was a scaffold accident in the 
course of ereoting the diagonal pier, in which two 
of the masons were somewhat severely 
injured. One of them when recuperating 
had been on the Braeheads overlooking the scene of 
the disaster, when a stranger passing remarked 
upon his infirmity, and asked how he had come by 
his injury, to which the injured one replied, 
" D i n na ye ken me? I 'm the man that was killed 
at the harber." The incident was not allowed to 
drop, for the thing came to the knowledge of us boys, 
and the unfortunate fellow was ever afterwards 
known as " the man who was killed at the harber." 
Indeed it was a favourite means of tormentation for 
the boys to snigger on passing him, and at the same 
t ime remark upon how he had been killed and re-
called to life again. How these little incidents do 
fasten themselves upon one's early recollections, 
while matters of graver moment pass into oblivion. 

The harbour of Banff at the time I speak of was a 
busy place, and possessed a very considerable amount 
of Bhipping—there being owned in the port some 30 
or 40 vessels, varying in size from 30 to 200 and 300 
tons and upwards. As there was then no railway 
to compete with the carrying trade, all imports and 
exports were carried by sea. The " Sovereign " and 
"Royal Consort" were the two regular London 
traders—some 120 odd tons each- and, besides 
taking goods, also carried a limited number of 
passengers, and were in every respect well found 
and equipped for the purposes they served. These 
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ships were clipper built and rigged, and, with a 
favourable wind, often made the passage from Banff 
to London and vice versa in a matter of three or 
four days. There was also a regular trader, the 
" Strathbogie," between the port and Leith for the 
conveyance of goods and passengers, and she also had 
a fair share of patronage from the public. When I 
first remember the Banff and London Shipping 
Company, their office was situated upon the Brae-
heads, in that house at the north end of the street, 
having its gable to the roadway, and the late 
Provost Wood was then manager. The vicinity of 
the office was the rendezvous of people connected 
with all shipping interests, and there shipowners 
and shipmasters convened and discussed the news. 
Prominent amongst the crowd, I can now see 
Captain James Macdonald, a little energetic man, 
whose heart and soul was centred in the harbour of 
Banff and all that appertained thereto. By his 
munificence (having no family or near re-
latives), "Macdonald's J e t t y " was almost built 
—hence his name being attached to it. 
Speaking of the Captain, he had a weakness, like 
many sailors, for the marvellous, and drew pretty 
largely upon his imagination. One day, enlarging, 
on his experiences, he described how on one occasion 
he had seen " a shower of ra ts" upon doubling 
Cape Horn ! and also how he had met in the same 
vicinity a small sailiag craft of some 20 odd 
tons burden, laden with needles and pins, 
bound for the West Coast of South America. 
" Yes, sir," he used to say, " the captain 
of her was a great dandy, for he was dressed with a 
shirt having paper frills." Captain Macdonald's 
little weakness was well illustrated in the matter of 
exaggeration in his describing a visit he paid upon 
one occasion to the Mansion House, London, where 
the owner of his vessel (the "Emma") , Sir John 
Pirie, was living in his capacity as Lord Mayor of 
London. Describing the magnificence of the bed-
room which was allotted to his use, he deolared 
there was " a regular flight of steps" (simple bed 
steps no doubt) leading up into the bed, it being of 

such a huge size ! With all his little weaknesses he 
was a harmless, good soul. His picture in oils, with 
his story out from the Banffshire Journal and 
pasted on the back of it, now hangs in the Council 
Chamber in Low Street, an apartment in which he 
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sat upon many occasions as one of the Bailies of the 
burgh. 

Besides the export of corn and other goods from 
the port in my young days, a very extensive business 
was done in the shipping of. cattle for the London 
Market, and it was a treat foi us boys to take a seat 
on the side of the Braeheads over-looking the 
harbour, at the place which is now occupied by 
granaries and coal stores, to watch the shipping of 
the animals from the quay. This was affected by 
means of slings and the vessel's winch, and many a 
rough and tumble scene occurred in the transference 
of the brutes from the dry land to the vessel's hold. 
The holds of the ships were transformed into 
regular byres, trevices and mangers being run up 
fore and aft, and attached to the masts as main-
stays, while under the mangers were sunk in 
the ballast a series of casks of water for the 
use of the animals during the voyage. The 
cattle stood facing one another across the vessel, 
and a sohooner of 80 or 90 or 100 tons would have 
accommodated 40 or 50 head on board—no doubt 
fairly closely packed, still with reasonable room for 
comfort—all according to the tonnage and size of 
the vessel. This cattle traffic entirely ceased on the 
inauguration of the railway about 1859, and was a 
decided loss to the port, for in some years, for 
example in 1844, upwards of 1426 head of cattle 
found their way by sea from Banff to London. I 
have in my possession a statistical acoount showing 
the different vessels, their tonnage, and the number 
of oattle shipped in each for the period from 1844 to 
1849, kept by my father during the height 
of the cattle boom between Banff and London. 
The cattleman was an important functionary on 
board during the voyage, and was something of a 
cross between a sailor and a landsman. Two of those 
worthies I remember in the person of Sandy Castles 
( " T h e Chancellor") and Sandy "Wear ( " T h e 
Pigeon,"), both characters in their way, and 
long gone henoe—but like frozen-out gardeners they 
survived their trade and saw it gradually dis-
appear from the port. A Banff character, who 
must be well within the recollection of most of us, 
for he is only dead some ten or twelve 
years, " Geordy Commedy " ( " Committi.") 
was once induced, in the absence of the seasoned 
officials, to undertake the duties of cattleman in a 
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voyage between Banff and London, but one tr ip 
was sufficient for the "Craw," for he suffered so 
severely from mal de mer that he never repeated 
the experiment. A considerable trade, too, at the 
time I speak of, was done in the import of guano 
by the late Provost Wood from South America 
chiefly, and considerable sized vessels occupied the 
jetties delivering the article, for it was then in high 
favour amongst the farmers as an excellent manure. 
I remember well tha t the crews of those vessels 
were wont to lighten their dirty and monotonous 
work with sea songs, some of them 
not over particular in their details and sentiment, 
but which we loons thoroughly enjoyed. The 
songs in question were not "hummed," but 
sung out in stentorian tones which sailors 
usually indulged in, so that all the world 
could hear. Now in these grandmotherly days 
they would have had the Burgh Fiscal down upon 
them for improper conduct or a breach of the peace, 
but people were not so easily shocked at the t ime 
those things were done. 

In my young days the Braeheads were open and 
exposed from the blacksmith's shop a t the foot of 
the Jappy Brae—(occupied by a Peter Hay when I 
first knew it, while adjacent to it was a wooden 
saw pit, run by a man M'Arthur)—to opposite 
the Brewery, and it was only towards the end of the 
forties that the present range of granaries and coal 
stores were built by the late Provost Adam, who 

was then an extensive shipowner in the burgh. I 
remember the circumstance well, for in the excava-
tion of the foundations the labourers came across 
the complete skeleton of a man who had been buried 
in the space between the quay and the brae-foot. 
Whether the party had met fuul play or been cast 
up by the waves to find burial there was a matter of 
conjecture at the time, but of course it was a 
problem which could not be solved. 

Speaking of the harbour, I must not forget about, 
or omit to mention, the old " Indus t ry , " a "lichter" 
(lighter), which was used for the disposal of the 
sand and refuse finding its way into the inner 

harbour, and the operations connected therewith, 
which, indeed, used to be a great source of amuse-
ment for us boys. The lighter was a strongly 
carvel-built barge, of shallow construction, bluff at 
both bow and stern, and forming a square tank 
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amidships. She used to be moored at whatever 
part of the harbour required cleaning. At low 
water, the crew filled up the tank with the accumu-
lated sand or other material, and afterwards took 
her out to the bay, where the material collected 
was cast overboard. She was attached to the quay-
head with a long rope, and slowly poled or punted 
out to the point where her cargo was to be dis-
charged with the aid of shovels. I remember the 
orew well, composed of old harbour veterans— 
Robbie Lorimer (captain), Geordie Wallace, and 
Sandy M'Leod, who became incapacitated, and was 
succeeded by Sandy Ross. These worthies readily 
lent us boys a shovel to assist in the loading or 
unloading of their unwieldy c ra f t ; but, for the 
sake of a sail out to the bay, the service of assist-
ance was readily rendered. The same crew did 
duty with a big yawl in the transfer of goods 
and passengers between the harbour and the 
paddle-steamer "Isabella Napier," which then 
traded between Inverness and Leith, calling 
at intermediate ports along the coast for goods 
and passengers. I t used to be a great treat 
to get a sail out to the steamer, at many times a 
risky business, too, from the rolling of the steamer 
when the yawl got alongside. I remember that on 
one occasion we were within an ace of an upset 
from the top of the yawl's mast catching 
on the paddle box of the steamer when she rolled, 
but a kind Providence took care of us. At the time 
I speak of, there was a big seafaring population in 
the burgh, and it was the nursery of many a hardy 
seaman, who afterwards found his way south to 
better things than the command of a coasting 
schooner. 

In the dead of winter as many as 15 or 20 vessels, 
after completing one or sometimes two autumn 
trips with herrings to the Baltic, would be laid up 
in the harbour in tiers, the skipper in most cases 
being put on half wages, while under his supervision 
the apprentices looked after the ship and kept fires 
occasionally going in the holds and cabins. At this 
time, too, I speak of, a school of navigation was 
carried on by Captain James Cumming (an ex-
cellent scholar and mathematician, who afterwards 
became teacher of Murray's Free School, Macduff), 
in apartments in the "Priest ' s Close" in Coldhome 
Street, and there, during the time the ships were 
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10 
laid up, many of the seamen and apprentices ac-
quired the elements of navigation, fitting them for 
command long before t h e Board of Trade took u p 
the question of Government qualification. W h e n 
not occupied a t their ships or a t t h e navigation 
school, the sailors used to assemble in considerable 
numbers a t the " N e u k of t h e Barn , " and the re in-
dulge in the game of base-ball against the wal ls 
of the brewery, a form of amusement which has 
long ceased to exist wi th the young people of 
the place. The game was played wi th a smal l 
hand bat, like a tennis racket , and the principle of 
i t seemed to be who would keep t h e bal l u p a n d 
the longest going against t h e wall, wi thout driving 
i t over the roof of t h e building, and in t h i s 
exercise some of them became very expert . T h e y 

used also, about t h e New Year , to have a big bal l 
wi th their wives and sweethearts in t h e S t J o h n ' s 
Mason Lodge, and a t th is func t ion thev a lways 
managed to get Captain Macdonald, though he w a s 
long beyond dancing, to act as the presiding genius, 
and to contribute handsomely t o t h e expenses. T h e 
Captain, being a strict teetotal ler , saw t h a t 
moderation was preserved, a t least so long as he 
remained in the chair. I n regard to t h e Captain 's 
abstention f rom liquor the re used to be a t rad i t ion 
amongst t h e seafaring communi ty t h a t t h e v i r tue 
(if to be a teetotal ler is a vir tue) was enforced o n 
account ot his having, in his early life, m e t a n 
accident by fall ing f r o m a mast , whereby his skul l 
was f ractured and had to be clasped wi th s i lve r ; a n d 
the penal ty of tas t ing strong dr ink a f t e r th i s 
affliction was t h a t he would go crazy. J a c k firmly 
believed this tale. As the Capta in a t all t imes wore 
a scratch-wig, I cannot, f rom personal knowledge, 
speak as to the alleged clasping of his skull , b u t 
th i s I know t h a t his sole beverage was coffee a t a l l 
en ter ta inments which he a t t ended . Being a 
shipowner's son I was occasionally privileged to be 
present a t t h e ball funct ion . In t h e anteroom, 
which adjoined the apa r tmen t where t h e dance 
proceeded, there was usually convened a number of 
old women with baskets of sweeties, made u p in 
quarter-pound packages, wi th which t h e sailors 
t reated their par tners . The same custom of 
sweetie selling was also observed a t the fashionable 
dances in my young days in the County and S a i n t 
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11 

Andrew's Halls, ba t it has long fallen into 
desuetude. 

Speaking of these sweeties reminds me of a good 
story which I have heard my father tell of the 
attraction of sugar to one possessed of a sweet 
tooth even under tragic circumstances, and, as it is 
a nautical tale, I may as well tell it here. One of 
the London traders from Banff in the early part of 
last century happened to be on a voyage from or to 
London when the vessel was overtaken by a terrific 
hurricane, and so bad did it become that the skipper 
and crew, letting the vessel drif t a t her own sweet 
will beforo the gale, retired to the cabin as the 
safest place to wait the chapter of events. While 
they were there sheltering in great anxiety, the 
skipper began to bewail his fa te in leaving a wife 
and family behind him, so assured was he that 
death was staring them in the face, when the cabin 
boy or apprentice, suddenly eyeing a bowl of sugar 
fastened on the brass fiddles which then graced the 
cabin a f t in its round, a t once remarked—" Master, 
I suppose I may as well eat tha t sugar, for there is 
no use in letting it be lost." The boy's remark, and 
the absurdity of it under the circumstances, inspired 
both captain and crew with such fresh courage that 
they at once ventured upon deck, where, attending 
to the proper guidance of the vessel, they managed 
to weather the storm. 

When I was young, a good many of the older men 
who had been either sailors or connected with the 
harbour, kept their little skiffs, and, on their own 
account, fished near the harbour mouth or a little 
distance into the bay. Prominent amongst these 
was " Auld Daichner," a worthy who always wore 
an old-fashioned broad Scotch bonnet, in the 
interior recesses of which he was said to keep his bait 
— ' ' safticks "—or soft-shell crabs, and mussels. W e 
boys used sometimes to make free with his skiff, 
and if the old man by any chance happened to see 
this liberty in progress, he used to make a great out-
cry, and we made for the shore at the nearest point 

allowing the skiff to look after herself. Another of 
these worthies was an old man-of-warsman, George 
Craib, who was the owner of a boat, and by tradition 
his mode of objurgation, shouted from the Braeheads 
when he saw the loons using liberties with his 
craf t , was handed down to us boys. I t was alto-

gether original and alliterative, beginning, " Hell's 
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tel ls ," &c., &c. (stronger), and ending, "Come oot 
o' that boat." I don't personally remember George, 
but I have a perfect recollection of his widow, Sarah 
Craib, and a recollection of what was said to have 
happened on one occasion when George returned for 
furlough after a long spell of service at sea. Sarah 
had in the interval been somewhat lax as regards 
her marriage vows, and this had come to George's 
ears before he reached Banff. When they did meet 
the erring wife was found in floods of tears, the only 
way of showing her repentance for past sins. George 
a t once addressing her s a i d — " W h a t are you 
'bibbling' and crying about? Dry up your tears 
Sarah. If you have knocked a hole in the pot, I 've 
knocked another in the p a n ! " And so the r i f t in 
the lute was closed, and the pair made up their 
quarrel, and, as the old song says, " lived happy and 
died happy afterwards." 

These old veterans, retired from sea, as long aa 
they were able to hobble, made their way generally 
once a day to the Braeheads or Battery Green, 
where they could survey the harbour and its ship-
ping, and obtain a breath of the sea air. I re-
member one of them, then considerably over 80 
years of age, who had long acted in the capacity of 
cook on board the London traders, finding his way, 
with the aid of his stick, to the Braeheads, where, 
meeting one of his old owners, he was accosted with 
the salutation—"A fine day, ' J a k e ' ; glad to see 
you about; how are you keeping?" to which the 
old worthy briskly rejoind—"Oh, man, I 'm fine, I 'm 
fine, there's naething the matter wi' m e " ; but rue-
fully looking at, and surveying his understandings, 
he qualified his answer—"if it wisna for them 
bloody legs." By this he meant tha t rheumatism 
was his only ailment, and tha t it was not a deadly 
complaint. So like a sailor ! 

At the period I speak of there were very few 
professional or regular fishermen connected with 
the Burgh. Not certainly more than half-a-dozen 
families—the Watts, Addisons, Thomsons, Craw-
fords, &c., and these in moat cases combined the 
business of fishermen and pilots. Some of the 
men—old Tom Crawford and Willie Thomson— 
were specially skilled in their calling, and could 
take the harbour mouth with a vessel where an 
ordinary seaman would have shrunk the responsi-
bility of the tiller or wheel. The taking of Banff 
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Harbour wi th a f resh westerly wind blowing was 
no joke, bu t these men knew the exact t ime when 
and place where to bring the vessel about, so as to 
catch the exact channel, and seldom i t was 
they made any mistake in the so doing, invariably 
bringing the vessel up between the two pier-heads 
with her sails shaking in the wind. Speaking of 
fishermen, they now consti tute a large section of 
t h e population of Banff, and they are mainly sprung, 
from six or eight families f rom Portknockie and the 
Wes t , who were induced by t h e Town Council, 
about the year 1848, to sett le a t Scotstown. There 
they were assisted t o build dwelling-houses, and 
were offered other good things to take u p their 
calling a t the port . The original fa thers of the 

colony, needless to say, have gone to the land of, 
shades, the last to join his brethren being Alexander 
Wood, " P o s t , " who died only a few years ago a 
very old man. T h a t these fishermen and their 
families have succeeded in t h e undertaking, 
one has only to look a t the substantial, well-
buil t houses a t Pa in ted Effie and St Catherine 
S t ree t W e s t which they ocoupy, and the 
well-found, beaut i fu l sailing boats and steam 
dr i f ters belonging to them, which now and again 
fill t h e different harbour b a s i n . A t the t ime Scots-
town was built , there were no houses on the sea 
coast—West—beyond the Railway Stat ion—and 
which I can remember as being occupied by a ram-
shackle set of red tiled houses called the Lime Kilns, 
near whioh was " J o h n n y Dearie Wel l , " a fine 
spring of cool water where we slaked our thrist— 

and no coast road existed beyond a mere cart track 
for the collection of shingle and sea ware. This 
track was stopped shor t by a rocky headland which 
s t re tched into the sea a t the Elf Kirk . I t is only 
since the railway was bui l t—the first station 
being a t the east end of t h e Links before i t 
was extended to the harbour—that a direct 
roadway was made for access to the Links 
through t h e piercing of the rocky barrier mentioned. 
The rocks a t the Elf Kirk, as if in anticipation of 
the i r removal being essential (but before the railway 
was though t of), was a favouri te quarrying ground 
for stones, and there old J o h n Grant ( " Scoundrel 
G r a n t " ) plied his pick and pinch for many a long 
day, gradually removing the barrier. J o h n was a 
decent, quiet man, with a tousey, curly grey head 
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and rolling gait, who did not in any way deserve 
the sobriquet attached to his name. He was 
always attired in a dirty, white, loose harn smock-
something like that worn by an English ploughman 
—so his many years' work in the end of the day 

came in specially handy for the Railway Co., and 
saved them a good many pounds. 

In my boyhood, from the corner of Coldhome 
Street westward, no houses existed beyond a small, 
red-tiled bouse, occupied by 'William Harvey, a 
carter, and the washing-houses at Painted Effie, 
while not one single house existed where "Victoria 
Place now stands. Speaking of Painted Effie, I 
may remark that from time immemorial, and 
until recent years, the locality had been the public 
washing and bleaching ground of the burgh. In my 
early days, before feuing took place (some forty 
years ago), there was a pretty green grass park 
intersected with several canals of sparkling pure 
water supplied from the dome-shaped cistern called 
" the fountain," which still stands here though the 
water has gone to some other channel—and there, 
of a fine summer's day, crowds of the town's people 
did their washing and dressing; but now the canals, 
the washing-house, and drying lofts, and everything 
therewith connected, are gone, and the place is given 
up to the requirements of the surrounding fishing 
population. I have heard my mother say that at one 
time the washerwoman in charge of the place (there 
was a dwelling-house attached to it) was named 
Euphemia—her surnane I do not remember—but 
for brevity she was called Effie. She bore the 
character of being careful and attentive in all her 
work of washing, dressing, and ironing, and was 
spoken of by her customers and patrons as 
"pointed Effie" meaning "carefu l and precise 
Effie." This in course of time became corrupted by 
the generations which knew not Joseph as "painted 
Effie." The explanation is in my opinion quite 
feasible—but I give it you for what it is worth. 

The Seatown of Banff has almost doubled itself in 
extent since my early days. Then again, as regards 
Castle Street, there were no houses whatever 
between that occupied by " B a b y " Milne at the 
extreme end of South Castle Street and Saint 
Catherine Street. "Baby 's" domicile was a small, 
one-storied, red-tiled house, which stood just beyond 
the Free Church, and where as schoolboys we used 
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lo call for the old woman, under pretence of getting 
a drink of water. " B a b y " did washing and dress-
ing, and her husband, Johnny, who had been a 
servant and retainer in the old Provost Robinson 
family, used to sun himself a t the door, clad in the 
remnants of his livery—one particular garment I 
remember being a waistcoat of yellow and 
black stripes. They were a good-natured old couple, 
and submitted very patiently to the vagaries of us 
schoolboys. Shortly af ter the time when the part 
of Castle Street I refer to was begun to be feued, 
in 1843 or 1844, Seafield Street and the adjoining 
lanes to the north of it were laid out from 
what were then green fields and pasture ground. 
Curiously enough the workmen employed in cutting 
out the ground for the formation of Seafield Street 
itself half way up the field came across the skeleton 
of a man who had been buried there, and it, too, 
formed the ground of many conjectures as to how 
it came to find a resting place in tha t position, but, 
of course no solution could be formed as to the 
mystery of the body being laid there. At the time 
I speak of there had been a reluctance on the part 
of the two noble families of Fife and Seafield, 
proprietors of the lands hemming in the burgh a t 
the west and south sides, to feu their grounds—but 
the example shown by the Earl of Seafield a t the 
west was soon af ter followed by the present Duke 
of Fife's predecessor a t the south, on the opening up 
of their possessions to feuara in the Sandyhill Road 
direction—hence the various fine residences in t ha t 
par t of the burgh, all of which have been built 
within the past 36 or 36 years. I t was, I remember, 
said tha t a t the close of the Peninsular War , in the 
early par t of last century, many retired officers 
would have feued and taken up their residence in 
Banff as a then charming and gay resort, but their 
applications were refused, and to the manifest loss 
of the burgh they looked out for quarters elsewhere 
—notably in the direction of Elgin—so that the 
making of Elgin was the marring of Banff, in fact 
the expression was a common one tha t while the 
Ear l of Seafield wished to push the burghers into 
the sea a t one side, the Ear l of Fife desired to 

crush them into the already over-crowded and over-
built town on the other. 

Referring to the different economic changes whioh 
have taken place in the town during my life-time, 
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nothing is more patent than that of the weekly 
Friday market. You never see nowadays the crowd 
of farmers and the agricultural element which used 
to convene in Low Street, oppoaite the Town House, 
for business purposes, during the forenoon. All 
that now represents the buying and selling of corn, 
&c., is a mere half-dozen people convened at the top 
of Bridge Street. At the time I speak of butcher 
meat was only to be had one day a week, and that 
was Friday morning during the standing of the early 
market, at what was then known as the New 
Market, at the north end of Low Street. I t waa 
not the beggarly collection of hucksters which it now 
presents, but a real bona fide crowd of buyers and 
sellers constituting a real market. In those 

days the country population ooming to the town 
for the sale of their produce sold direct to the 
townspeople, not to the grocers and other middle-
men, as is now done, so that the early market then 
presented a busy scene. Ladies (accompanied 
by a servant maid) and gentlemen, too, person-
ally attended—the former for the purchase of 
poultry, butter, eggs, and vegetables, and the 
latter for the purchase of meat at the butchers' 
booths or stalls. There Used then to be a row of 
stalls at the north end of the market-place occupied 
by the men of meat. The butcher business in those 
days seems to have been confined much to families, 
for in Banff we had no less than three dealers, if not 
four—brothers—of the name of Collie—each having 
a separate stall—and David Smart. The Collies 
were each accompanied by their wives, who acted as 
clerks at inside desks, Smart, who was a bachelor, 
having his sister as his assistant, and his man, Jock 
Weir—a red, pimply-faced specimen of humanity as 
you oould well look upon—delivered the meat to his 
customers from a long black basket of unbarked 
withes. 'Well do I remember his calling at the 
kitchen door with his goods and looking askance at 
him, for butchers were not held in much esteem in 
those days. The meat bought upon the Friday had 
to last for a week, there being no sales during the 
intermediate period till the following market day, 

all pieces of meat left over on the Friday being con-
signed to the pickling tub for ultimate sale to the 
shipping in the form of bait meat, there being 
always a ready sale at the harbour. There were no 
butchers' shops available as I have said during the 
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week except on marke t day. The first one on this 
line to keep open shop all the week through was 
J o h n Davidson. Jock for many a day occupied a 
small shop about the middle of High Street, and 
ul t imately settled in a quaint l i t t le house, all gables, 
dormer windows, and a curious stone stair of two 
flights, a t one side leading to the second or a t t ic 
storey, s i tuated a t the apex of Castle Lane and 
South Castle Street , where the premises occupied 
by Mr Garden, draper, now stands. There he sold 
bis mea t and was the precursor of the many 
fleshers' shops which now, day in and day out, 
supply the town. Jock Davidson was a man of 
met t le , for I remember sometime about the year 
1846-1847 he took par t in the a t t empted rescue of 
t h e crew of a Nairn schooner the " P e a r l , " which 
had the misfor tune to be driven ashore a t t h e back 
of t h e bar during a winter storm. The rescuers, in 
place of waiting for t h e t ide to recede, which 
would have le f t the schooner high and dry, 
mus t needs man a salmon cobble and make for the 
schooner to remove the crow at once. The usual 
th ing followed—the cobble was sucked round the 
s tern of the s t randed vessel and was upset by a 
wave, with the result t h a t two if not three of the 
would-be rescuers were drowned. W h e n Davidson 
found himself in the water, his dog, which had 
accompanied him in the boat, got upon his back and 
almost proved his death—but Providence was on 
Jock's side, and he managed to get ashore with 
assistance rendered f rom the beach. I recollect 
t h a t Jock's bravery appealed to us boys, and we 
looked upon him as a hero from his action in the 
a t t empted rescue. W h e n I say t h a t no butcher 
mea t was available except upon Friday, I forgot 
to remark t h a t there were two worthies 
who, during the week, provided a limited supply of 
mut ton to the public. These were a man Harper 
f rom Aberchirder, who brought his wares to Banff 
in a spring cart, and " Mut ton Charlie," who brought 
his in a wicker basket hung over his arm from 
Whitehi l ls . There was nothing in the personality 
of Harper to a t t rac t us loons, bu t in the case of 
Charlie there were all the elements of a bu t t for 
our fun . Charlie was a very l i t t le bandylegged 
man with a pock-pitted countenance, and a 
strong inclination to liquor. H e always 
wore a short skirted coat with ample 
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side pockets, and the orthodox, flat-shaped, 
Kilmarnock Scotch bonnet. No sooner had Charlie 
disposed of his mutton—generally a small Highland 
sheep—than he considered it his bounden duty to 
get fou, and many a day we boys found him and his 
basket (he stuck religiously to the basket, drunk or 
sober) collapsed on the Links on his way home. He 
was a good-natured old fellow, and, beyond teasing 
him a bit, he came to no harm at our hands. 

In regard to the Friday weekly market, another 
feature of it has disappeared. There used to be a 
row of old women hucksters having table stalls 
which stood from about the foot of the Strai t 
Pa th to down near the old post-office. They used 
to sell confections, cheap toys, stockings and 
woven work, with some white seam articles 
and small wares. I remember t ha t one of 
these stalls was occupied by a Meggie Marr, 
and I used to patronise her with my market 
pence for " plunky," in the making of which she 
was an adept. Meggie was a little stout body, clad 
in a shoulder shawl and white mutch, with red 
apple checks, always good humoured, and rather in 
contrast with her next neighbour, an angular female 
with a cross-looking, long, sharp-featured face, and a 
temper too, for she resented custom being always 
extended in one direction. These stalls lingered 
precariously till only a Mrs Burns remained, and 
with her demise the market sweetie stalls passed into 
oblivion. Another feature of the market I recollect 
(I used often to accompany my fa ther on his weekly 
beef purchase bout at Davie Smart 's stall), was an 
old weather-beaten man-o'-warsman clad in a pea 
jacket and black shining painted straw hat, with a 
stick under his arm, holding a bundle of chap 
songs in his hand, who used to regale the market 
people with his stirring sea songs sung with the 
usual stentorian voice of a sailor. I remember being 
entranced with his rendering of the " B a y 
of Biscay O." No sweet singer has risen now, alas ! 
to entertain the market people, and take up the 
role of the old sailor. 

Speaking of this charaoter reminds me tha t a 
former generation used to have a Friday singer in 
"Bl ind Rossie," a worthy who used to take up his 
location about the foot of the Collie Road, and there 
favour the market people entering the town with 
his ditties. This happened before my day, but I 
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remember hear ing a well-known old Banff wor thy 
" d o " Rossie's song—I should say his chief song— 
a n d i t h a d a decided th read of b lue in i t—to perfec-
t ion. T h e song I noted down, b u t i t is r a the r 
s t rong fo r publicat ion, though it su i ted the tas te of 
t h e audience who ga the red round t h e singer. I 
may , however , r emark t h a t t he en ter ing s tanza runs 
very much in the s tyle of t h e first verse of Burns ' 
" Holy F a i r , " and I m a y the re fore give i t fo r your 
b e n e f i t : — 

" T w a s on a fine May mornin' 
I gaed out to take the air, 

And there I met a ' demmashell ' 
Was bloomin' fresh and fair; 

Says I , my pretty maiden, 
If ye will prove me true, 

Oh, I will preen your apron 
And pree your bonny mou." 

T h e res t of t h e d i t t y , as I have remarked , is p r e t t y 
stiff, t hough indeed i t is no t much more so t h a n 
some of t h e verses of our na t ional poet . T h e 
gen t l eman in quest ion told m e t h a t Rossie had 
invar iably a good audience, par t icu lar ly of loons, 
anxious to hear h im, and they used to urge h im on 
wi th " s i n g u p Rossie," bu t as t hey were 
impecunious, and few pence found thei r way into 
his ha t , which by t h e way he placed between his 
knees s i t t ing wi th his back to t h e re ta ining wall a t 
t h e Collie Green, Rossie's answer w a s — " N a , na, 
t he r e ' s naebody p u t t i n ' i n " — a n d t h e music 
accordingly was no t for thcoming. 

Referring t o wander ing musicians, I have a vivid 
recollection of a n ancient blind Highlander , who 
was wont to appear on our s t ree t s perhaps twice a 
year abou t t h e season of t h e feeing markets . H e 
was a qua in t old man , holding his head well back, 
w i t h t h e or thodox k i l t and High land bonnet , and a 

coat wi th shor t tails, t a r t a n of course, b u t of w h a t 
clan I a m no t certain, though I th ink i t was Gordon 
f r o m its yellow str ipes. H e sang Gaelic songs, 
shaking his head as if affected wi th palsy, so as to 
give f u l l effect t o his song. H e had also a fiddle 
upon which he doleful ly scraped S t ra thspeys in the 
in te rva l be tween his songs. H e was always accom-
panied by a boy—the boys appeared in relays, and were 
general ly supposed to be his grandsons, and t h a t 
they came f r o m t h e Tomin tou l distr ict of the county . 
A n o t h e r t ravell ing musician, who invariably figured 
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about this t ime at the two half-yearly feeing mar-
kets, was a little energetic, black-a-vised Frenchman, 
always smiling and good humoured, who used to-
play a "hurdy-gurdy," or French fiddle, the instru-
ment resting upon a green baize apron with which 
he was girded. The little Frenchman had, as a rule, 
a fair audience of gaping rustics round about him 
while he vigorously plied the handle or crank of his 
ungodly instrument with his right hand, and deft ly 
manipulated the black notes of his keyboard with 
the l e f t ; but, a las! he drew anything but a con-
cord of sweet sounds from it with all his exertions, 
and I could compare the results to nothing better 
than the "v i le squeaking of a wry necked fife." 
He was reported to be well-to-do, for he was sober 
and careful, and tha t he bad his permanent abode 
in Dundee or thereabouts; but he has in all proba-
bility shuffled off this mortal coil, for it is many 
years since he disappeared from the markets. W i t h 
the march of education and the provisions made 
nowadays by the Parochial Boards for the benefit 
of the poor and helpless, the class of mendicants I 
have referred to and the wandering musicians (save 
the idle loafer on strike) has almost entirely disap-
peared from our streets. 

I may remark that the half-yearly feeing market 
held in Low Street a t Whitsunday and Martinmas 
used to be a great event with us boys, for on such 
occasions we got a ful l holiday from school and 
contributions of cash from pennies up to sixpence 
from our friends to spend on what was called 
" f a i r i n g " ; but, since my early days, " B r a n d o n 
Fa i r " has been shorn of most of its attractions. 
The Low Street used to be filled for its greater 
length with a long array of stalls, where all sorts 
and conditions of goods were exposed for sa le ; 
while an ample crowd of men and women convened, 
who made it the event—as much a general holiday 
as an occasion for service engagements a t the farms 
in the neighbourhood. As there were no trains to 
be caught in those times, the " m a r k e t stood," and 
even at Whitsunday the shades of night would be 
falling before the crowds thought of dispersing 
and wending their respective ways homeward. 
Speaking of the goods exposed for sale, I remember 
In special tha t a dealer in all kinds of wooden and 
" t u r n e r y " goods invariably took up a stance at the 
foot of the Strait Path , where he drove a t rade 
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where there was to be obtained "meal bossies"— 
wooden " caups" which did duty where now 

crockery ware is used—"taty chappers"and rolling 
" pins," both plain and fluted, for making oatcakes. 
There was also conjoined with his traffic of wood 
that of horn—for at the time a wooden caup and horn 
spoon were universally used by the ordinary rustic— 
but times have changed, for oatcakes are now 
principally replaced by wheaten bread, and horn 
spoons and caups by Sheffield goods and crockery. 
I shall, while life remains, continue to have happy 
memories of Brandon Fair and all its boyhood's 
-enjoyments. 

Amongst the notables in the Burgh when I was 
in my teens was a gentleman of culture and 
education, who was well known in commercial, 
and particularly fishcuring circles, all along the 
shores of the Moray Firth, and down as far as 
Peterhead. I refer to the late James Edward 
Kyber, long in the service of the firm of Garden 
Grant & Company, commission agents and her-
ring merchants, as their foreign correspondent. I 
remember well his shuffling gait, snuff coloured 
clothing, and little waterproof shoulder cape, and 
the small white fox terrier bitch, "Tiney," which 
was his constant companion, trotting beside. 
Kyber was the son of a Livonian Lutheran parson, 
and, as a refugee from Russian tyranny, he found 
an asylum in Banff, and there became a most 
respected and esteemed citizen of the Royal Burgh. 
He used to say that the Devil took him here— 
referring to the place being, so to speak, out of the 
world—and, in like manner, that he would one day 
or other take him hence (a prophetic utterance, poor 
old fellow !)—while in his heart of hearts, he 
cordially cursed the Emperor Nicholas as the root 
and origin of the political troubles which led 
to his banishment from the land of his nativity. 
Like all Russians, Kyber had a thorough dislike to 
Jews, root and branch. For a while, when I was a 
boy, he attended the Established Church of Banff, 
and had a sitting in the pew which was occupied by 
my father. I remember well when there was a 
special collection made in aid of the funds for 

conversion of the Jews, he was not slack in ex-
pressing his dissent, for he used to mutter to him-
self, quite audibly for his next neighbours at least to 
hear him—" Damn the Jews, Damn the Jews !" and 
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withheld his contribution, though to all o ther 
schemes of t h e Church he was most generous. 
Though his dut ies lay mostly a t his desk in t h e 
office, he had occasion one day to go to Buckie and 
a t t end to some mat te r of business, bu t as ill-luck 
would have it allowed himself to be carried pas t 
Ti l lynaught Junc t ion wi thout changing carriages, 
and i t was not ti l l he reached Knock Stat ion, where 
tickets are checked, t h a t he was made aware of his 
mistake. H e got out, and while walking the s ta t ion 
p la t form for t h e r e tu rn t rain, he much amused t h e 
official by continuously ta lking to himself of his 
mistake — saying " J a m e s E d w a r d Kyber , you 
are a damned fool. Yes, J a m e s E d w a r d 
Kyber , you are a damned old fool ." A good 

s tory used to be told of h im in connection 
wi th some gardening operations wi th which he used 
t o beguile himself in his idle moments , and find 
relaxat ion f rom his duties. H e had careful ly pre-
pared a bed for p lant ing out on t h e garden on George 
S t ree t t h e n occupied by t h e late Mr Geo. Forbes, 
Sheriff-Clerk, and now by Mr J o h n W . Simpson. 
W h e n i t was all ready to receive t h e spring seeds, 
t h e Sheriff-Clerk, like the enemy who in t h e night 

sowed ta res amongst the husbandman ' s crop, skil-
fu l ly t raced the name " N i c h o l a s " on t h e plot , and 
there in placed some cress or o ther seed, which, wi th 
a l i t t le watering, came quickly up, showing in clear 
outline the name of t h e ha ted Emperor of al l the 
Russians. The old man, when he discovered t h e 
tr ick which had been played upon him, danced in 
sheer rage—using, no doubt, very bad language—on 
t h e bed til l he obliterated all t race of t h e t y r an t ' s 
name. Though he occupied personally a subordinate 
place in Banff , two of his brothers were in prominent 
positions under t h e Russian Government , one being 
a Court physician a t S t Petersburg, and another 
Lu the ran Bishop a t Nicaolieff, who, by the way , 
came to visit his brother in Banff , and whom 
I met a t dinner in my fa ther ' s house. Evi l 
days were in store for t h e old man, for a f t e r 
t h e dea th of his employer, the business dwindled, 
and like a frozen out gardener, he found himself a t 
t h e end of hie t e the r . H e was discovered one un-
happy morning lying in bed in t h e Market Hotel , 
where he finally lodged, wi th his stomach c u t 
across and his entrails all a gush, a fo rm of suicide 
then known to and practised by the Japanese , a n d 
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which he had f rom his reading been acquainted 
with. There was much regret fe l t t ha t the good 
old soul should have come to such an untimely end, 
and the respect and esteem in which he was held 
is well expressed in the handsome tablet which was 
erected to his memory by publio subscription in 
the Banff Cemetery, where he fonnd a 
resting place. A curious coincidence happened 
short ly a f t e r his death, as showing the 
social position occupied by the poor refugee's 
relatives in Russia, and bearing out the t r u t h of his 
s ta tements on t h i s point. Some of my readers may 
remember the old book-stall long kept in Low 
Street a t the nor th corner of the Plainstones by 
Sandy M'Intosh, " t h e Bishop." Well , Sandy 
bought up for an old song—a shilling or two—the 
few books le f t by the deceased Mr Kyber, and they 
found a place in the miscellaneous collection of 
l i terature which he exposed in his book-stall for 
sale. One day, looking over t he books exhibited for 
sale—as was his wont—the late Dr J o h n Barclay, 
Banff, came across a l i t t le German manuscript, 
bound in book form, which he forthwith purchased 
f rom the " Bishop" for t he small sum of twopence. 
The bookie t hus acquired, t he Doctor submitted 
to a German expert for examination, and, l o ! i t 
tu rned out to be an unpublished series of aphorisms 
by Lavater, the great physiognomist, addressed and 
dedicated by him to Kyber 's fa ther , and it was 
prefaced with a holograph reservation by Lavater 
t h a t it should not be published without his consent 
first had and obtained. Tauchnitz, the great 
publisher of Leipsic, offered the doctor the sum of 
£52 10s. for the copyright of the li t t le book, but he 
did not sell it, and I believe it is now in the hands 
of his family. The unearthing of the document was 
t ru ly the counterpart of the cock finding the jewel 
in the dunghill, as narra ted in AEsop's fable ! 

Another peculiar personage who frequented the 
burgh about t he t ime I refer to was a gentleman 
named Russell (generally known as Captain 
Russell), and who, I understand, originally be-
longed to Inverness, or somewhere in tha t district. 
H e was said to have been in the East on service 
either civil or mili tary, and while there suffered 
f rom sunstroke, whioh may have accounted for his 
eccentricities. One of his peculiarities was that he 
always dressed in rough brownish-coloured home-
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spun, wore neither bat nor shoes, and, like a tramp, 
was constantly on the move over the northern and 
north-eastern counties, trotting in his walk, with 
his hands invariably ensconced under his coat tails, 
staying for a week or ten days at the different 
towns where he was known and had friends. He 
must have had private means, as he accepted no 
charity, and had always respectable lodgings 
wherever he took up his temporary abode. 
When in Banff he was universally enter-
tained by the gentry of the place, and never 
almost required to eat a meal at his own expense. 
Notwithstanding these peculiarities and wandering 
tendencies, he was a polished and accomplished 
gentleman, and a welcome guest a t the different 
houses where he was entertained. I remember 
tha t we boys were much taken up with his grey, 
curly, bare head, and rough hardened feet, which as 
I have said, knew neither shoes nor stockings, but 
he had such a demeanour as ensured that we tried 
on no liberties with him. He died a t Inverness 
I believe some 50 odd years ago, and before his 
death earned some notoriety from the fact of his 
having been robbed of a considerable sum of money 
in a house of questionable character, after which he 
never appeared in the burgh. 

I must not forget to mention an incident which 
occurred in the burgh while I was in my teens, and 
which caused no little excitement at the time, and 
in it our old friend Jock Davidson appeared in a new 
light, not as a beach rescue, but as a champion of 
public rights, and unconsciously adopted the role of— 

" A village Hampden, who with dauntless breast 
The little tyrant of his fields withstood." 

The burgh was startled one fine morning with the 
news that Jock with three other men of straw had 
ventured a tilt in the Court of Session with the 
noble Earl of Fife, and it took the shape of an 
action of interdict and declarator a t their instance 
with regard to a public right - of - way 
said to exist between the Sandyhill Road, 
at a point a mile or three-quarters of a mile 
from Banff, through the Duff House grounds 
down to a ford on the river Deveron called the 
" King's ford," at or near the farm of Kirkside, and 
on the north side of the Mausoleum. The action 
started fair and square, but af ter some preliminary 
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skirmishing, Jock and his co-champions in buckram 
were metaphorically landed in a slough where money 
was required to bridge them over before they could 
reach the side of the ford ! Jock's backer or bottle-
holder " f u n k e d " the finding of the sinews of war 
for this purpose — fearing no doubt the risk of 
losing his money—so accordingly he and his co-
pursuers were left floundering and stuck in the mire. 
The result was that the action after a time was aban-
doned, and the would-be champions were cast in the 
expenses of the same. To the credit of the noble 
Earl he generously forgave the pursuers the expenses 
incurred, though he was then, as the law stood, 
quite entitled to have thrown them into a debtors' 
prison until they had extinguished their obligations 
or been otherwise liberated in due course of law. 
Whether the action was well or ill founded is a 
matter for speculation—but it came to an end in the 
way I have mentioned, and doubtless we have heard 
the last of it. Dealing with rights of way, and how, 
in course of time, they may come to be lost, 
reminds me of the fact that at one time 
there was a public right of way existing in the 
burgh from the back of the present Royal Oak 
Hotel in Bridge Street, through what was called the 
Great Yard (forming what is now Ex-Provost 
Lyon's property and the Foundry premises) and 
Low Street. I remember being told that the late 
Peter Leith, tinsmith, with witnesses, regularly 
made a yearly tour through the ground in ques-
tion, finding his exit at the south side of the Ex-
Provost's property into Low Street, and that in 
order to keep up the public right of way. I under-
stand that the gentleman in question did so as 
representing the Incorporated Trades who, on the 
occasion of their annual dinner in the Trades Hall, 
had the viands carried up from the Royal Oak by 
the back way, instead of by Bridge Street, the 
public thoroughfare. I know, also, of public rights 
during my life time having been lost at two watering 
places upon the Gellyburn to the south of the burgh, 
one at the foot of Gaveny Brae, and the other on the 
Aberdeen turnpike road opposite the Manse of 
Macduff the accesses in each case having been 
deliberately closed by palings against the publio. 
On the Sandy hill Road, too, at the point where the 
Colleonard Road leaves it, there was a semicircular 
watering place of considerable size called 
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t h e " Spit tal M i r e " (where a t one t i m e 
a religious establishment of the Knigh t s 
Hospitillars stood), and i t too has ceased to exist for 
a good many years, having been incorporated in to 
the field beside which it stood. These things show 
the necessity of having an official whose du ty i t 
should be to see to the general conservation of 
publio rights, for wha t is every body's business is no 
body's business. 

The advances of mechanical power as applied to 
cycles, flying machines, reapers, &c., is something 
marvellous nowadays, and nobody seems to t h i n k 
much about it, so accustomed are we t o hear t h e 
mat ter discussed, and have experiments made under 
the public eye ; bu t it was a different ma t t e r some 
50 or 60 years ago, for then a man who dabbled in 
such things was looked upon as out of t h e 
common. Well, in Banff in my early boyhood we 
had such a man in the person of George Duffus , a 
squarewright, who had his place of business in 
Carmelite Street , on a stance next t h e Salvation 
A r m y Barracks, and now incorporated in t h e 
Foundry premises. I just remember him as an 
elderly man, with buBhy eyebrows over two dark , 
piercing, keen-looking eyes, and having a decided 
limp, as if one leg were shorter t h a n the other . H e 
was popularly known—for what reason I cannot 
tell—as " Workey Duf fus . " His tas tes 
were decidedly mechanical, for the l imp, 
which stuck to him til l t he end of t h e chapter 
was said to be t h e outcome of an a t t emp t to fly 
from a second storey window with a machine t o 
which wings were at tached, and which he had con-
structed, but , like Icarus of old, he came to t h e 
ground (not the sea) quicker t h a n he anticipated, 
instead of soaring away like a bird on t h e wing as 
he expeoted to do, bu t the part iculars of this escapade 
I am unable to give in detail . " W o r k e y " also 
buil t a velocipede which he used in moving about 
the town and its vicinity, and i t was said t h a t 
while proceeding one day along the Low Shore, 
in the direction of the harbour, the guiding gear of 
the vehicle took a t an t rum a t Guthr ie , and before 
he well knew what he was about, he was down t h e 
sloping beach and into the harbour like an arrow f r o m 
a bow, where, however, he sustained no damage be-
yond a good sousing. I remember well seeing a reaping 
machine which he constructed and exhibited a t one 
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of the first ca t t le shows held in the burgh, and 
th i s mus t be fu l ly fifty odd years ago. Whether i t 
was a success I cannot s a y ; but I have a perfect 
recollection t h a t i t was brilliantly painted in Prus-
sian blue, wi th red tipped shaf t s ! A curious story 
used to be told of an accident which befel the 
worthy carpenter a t the Rack Mill on the Deveron, 
where he had been occupied a t some job. In the 
course of his operations, he had the misfortune to 
cut off the be t te r par t of one of his thumbs with 
an axe. The axe he a t once dropped like a ho t 
potato, and made his way straight to Banff to 
have the wound a t tended to. On applying 
to t h e doctor or druggist, ho was a t once 
me t wi th t h e inquiry, " W h e r e is the ampu-
ta t ed par t of the t h u m b ? " " O h , " said 
Workey , " I l e f t i t amongst the chips a t the 
Rack." ' - W e l l , " said the Doctor, " Go back a t once 
and get i t and bring i t here." This he did and 
re turned with the missing piece of flesh. I t was a t 
once stuck into position and bandaged up—and, 
wonderful to relate, i t healed with the first intention, 
and " W o r k e y " was ul t imately le f t with a t h u m b 
in all respeots suitable for his requirements. These 
stories may seem somewhat of the Baron Munchausen 
order—but as they were floating about when I was 
a boy, and were fu l ly credited by the public a t the 
t ime I give them for wha t they are worth. 
Another thing I mus t not omit to mention, t h a t 
" W o r k e y " had a son—a small boy—who waa as 
much a prodigy in his own way as the fa ther 
was in his, for i t was alleged t h a t the child 
could, a t t h e age of three years, read with 
facil i ty the Bible or any ordinary book he came 
aoross, and though he got no special training o r 
a t tent ion he had a t the age of eight or nine con-
siderable knowledge of Latin, Greek, and the 
sciences. H e was known amongst his neighbours 
as t h e " P r o p h e t , " and there are people still alive in 
Banff who can personally test i fy to the wonderful 
abilities and knowledge of the boy. H e died before 
he had reached his t en th year, so t h a t altogether 
t h e son was worthy of the parent . 

Looking back through the vista of years i t is 
Curious to note how in every s treet of the burgh 

where business is transacted the occupants of the 
various shops and places of t rade have departed 
like shadows, leaving no personal or family t race 
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behind, with two or three exceptions where sons 
h ive succeeded to the business, and this notably 
in Low Street, the principal business thorough-
fare of the town. The smart, up - to - da te 
master tradesman of to-day is as different f rom his 
drowsy, easy going brethren of 60 or 70 years ago 
as chalk from cheese. Of the lat ter class I have 
one or two in my mind's eye who used to cater for 
the public in my boyhood. Take for example as a 
specimen of the old-fashioned tradesman the late Mr 
Peter Leith, tinsmith, of Bridge Street, who died about 
50 years ago, whose business is now amalgamated 
in that of ex-Provost Lyon. Peter had his place 
of business in a red tiled tenement half-way down 
the street, with one window to the shop, com-
posed of a dozen or thereby small lozens—and 
these lozens were pret ty well filled up wi th 
all kinds of his ware made upon the premises 
" n o t in Germany," guaranteed to last, so t h a t t h e 
shop itself was fairly well darkened. A t the 
back shop his worthy foreman, old "William, was the 
presiding genius, assisted by Geordie Still, t h e 
journeyman—both nothing, especially the former , 
behind Peter in their weight of years—while a 
paralytic with his hands tu rned out-
side in, called " F i t t y " MacCann, f requented 
the premises as messenger and orraman. Pe te r 
principally occupied himself in parading, 
stick in hand, the vicinity of Bridge 
St ree t with an occasional t u rn in 
Low Street looking up his neighbours and discuss-
ing the news. H e was a l i t t le man, buried under 
the weight of a large beaver ha t , and always 
dressed in rusty, rough, brown, coarse-textured 
clothes, but, withal, he was a kindly, good-hearted 

soul who could not have harmed a fly. Pe te r was 
very regular and consistent in his habits, domestic 
and otherwise, and, in particular, he took his 
liquor in the good old-fashioned way. 
When discussing his day's allowance he 
used to remark—" Ye see I have my mornin' when 

I rise, and anither af ter breakfast. I have one 
with William at high meridian, anither a t my 
dinner, one at tea time, and twa tumblers o' 
punch before I gang to bed, and 
ye canna ca' tha t drinking." Notwithstanding 
this admittedly copious daily disposal of whisky, 
Peter kept his head, and in his own way at tended 
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t o his business, while no man could say t h a t he saw 
t h e old gent leman t h e worse of drink. Though 
Pe te r was a bachelor, he had in his early years t h e 
misfor tune to fall under the ban of the Church, 
which was t h e n al l -powerful in the mat te r of 
adminis trat ion of censure, followed by the payment 
of a penal ty , commensurate to the social position of 
the offender, against transgressors of the moral law. 
As a sequence to this untoward event, Pe te r was 
duly called before t h a t august body, the kirk-session, 
to give account of himself and his doings on an 
occasion 70 or 80 years ago. A f t e r being lectured, 
and, as Pe te r considered, badgered more than the 
circumstance justified, by t h e elders assembled, 
some of whom were his personal fr iends (and who 
kep t up t h e rebuke in t h e spirit of sheer fun) he lost 
all patience, and, facing his tormentors, he pert inent ly 
observed—"I t ' s nae the sin o't, na, nae the sin o ' t ; bu t 
i ts the shame o't , t h e shame o ' t ! " and then clinched 
his remonstrance by adding in te r roga t ive ly—"Ye 
widna hae Pe te r Lei th made o' kippered salmon 
mair than i ther f o l k ! " An old bat tered, brown 
leather-covered volume in the possession of the 
Banff kirk-session to th is day bears evidence to poor 
Pe te r ' s fleshly failing, and what was its value (for 
t h e benefit of t h e poor of the parish) in pounds, 
shillings, and pence ! The book in question I have, 
when kirk t reasurer , f requent ly glanced a t and 
mused over, since it indeed records the weaknesses 
of t h e communi ty of the burgh, gentle and simple, 
for many years fu l ly a century backward, and con-
s t i tu tes a sad commentary as to how the general 
public in t h e pas t generations looked upon the sins 
of the flesh. I recollect on being particularly 
s t ruck by t h e fac t t h a t amongst the miscellaneous 
th rong of del inquents t h e name of a "c ler ical rip" 
appeared twice for successive contraventions of the 
moral law, he being described as t h e "Rev d - A. B. , 
chaplain to His Majesty 's fo rces" ! One would 
th ink t h a t even then , though i t is over 130 years 
ago, he should have been disqualified f rom fur -
ther ministrat ions in the pulpit . W h e t h e r he 
was unfrocked for the second offence does 
no t appear, bu t evidently his first delinquency 
bad been overlooked by his bre thren and the 
then Session. The custom of inflicting fines for 
breach of the mora l law ceased and determined in 
t h e parish of Banff about 1834 or 1835, since which 
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time the session has contented itself with " l e c t u r e s " 
alone. While referring to this Bubject, I may men-
tion a good story told of how the kirk-session of 
the parish of Forglen dealt with a defaulter who 
came before them ou circumstances similar to t ha t 
which I have narrated, and, briefly stated, i t stood 
thus : The presiding parson, a f te r lecturing the 
culprit on the enormity of the sin which he had com-
mitted, remarked (incidentally of course) t ha t there 
was a penalty attached to it, to which the parish 
dominie, who was session-clerk, quickly rejoined— 
" I believe it 's a pound." Then came the comments 
of the assembled elders present. 1st elder, Pe ter 
Steinson, e jacula ted—"A pound and awa' wi' ye." 
2nd elder, Auld Ribrae, re joined—"Less 'ill dee 
guide." 3rd elder added—'"We werna seekin' to 
see you, siller nor neen " ; while the discussion, com-
ment, and colloquy was closed by the 4th elder, an 
ancient man, raking his fingers dramatically through 
his thin grey hairs, quietly remarking, without com-
mitting himself to anyth ing—" God help us ! we 
are a' great sinners." Whe the r the pound of flesh 
in the shape of a sovereign was exacted I don't 
know, but doubtless the guilty one paid the piper 
in one shape or another. The session, with its 

powers and penalties, may therefore be now said to 
be a thing of the past, and evil-doers in this 

particular branch of iniquity may snap their fingers 
a t the session, elders, and entire establishment so 
far as they form any deterrent . 

Who has not, in the Nor th of Scotland—in Banff 
in particular—who has reached middle age, or 
rather a stage beyond it—for I forget my own 
burden of years—heard of and seen John Ord, 
equestrian and actor? I, for one, have pleasant 
memories of many happy evenings spent as a 
schoolboy occupying a place in the middle of t he 
circle at the ring upon the Green Banks a t Banff, 
when his circus came the usual northern round 
each summer and autumn, for, be it observed, the 
performance was given in the open air, and all 
were privileged to see it without money and with-
out price, his revenue being derived from the pro-
ceeds of a lottery for meal and watches, to which 
the audience and sightseers generally contributed 
by the purchase of tickets, and the drawing for 
which finished off each en te r ta inment ; but how 
the poor man made it pay has always been to me a 
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matter of wonderment. There was also a ramshackle 
"Grand Stand" for protection on the windy side 
of the circus, to which admission was given for 
the modest sum of sixpence by those who had 
the money to spend for their comfort, but so far as 
I recollect they were few and far between. The 
details of the personnel of the old equestrian, of the 
members of his company, and of his stud, are fresh 
before me, and it shows how tenaciously the joys of 
the entertainment as a boy must have stuck to my 
memory. A. clever little animal called " Cromarty ' 
(which tradition said he purchased at that place), 
and his son-in-law, an Irishman named Delaney, 
were special favourites with his audience, and 
particularly with us loons. One part of the daily 
performance was very muoh enjoyed by the 
assembled sightseers, and it was this: At a 
particular stage of the proceedings each evening (he 
generally remained for three days) three or four 
bakers' "baps" well smeared with treacle 
were hung in the midst of the ring 
upon a string from two uprights at an elevation 
of four or five feet from the ground, some of them 
revolving on the string through a hole in the centre 
of the "bap ." Candidates from the crowd of sur-
rounding spectators used then to be invited to come 
forward and tackle the " baps " with their teeth, 
the only condition being that the hands of each con-
testant should be tied behind his back. The re-
wards and prizes for the two parties who should 
first succeed in devouring their dainty morsels, were 
tickets of admission to a theatrical performance 
which was given by the troupe each evening on the 
conclusion of the outside performance. There used 
to be no lack of candidates for the job, and 
they generally hailed from the Gallowhill district, 
a place where, in those days, baps and treacle 
were a luxury not always to be had for the asking. 
What fun the crowds used to derive from the 
frantic efforts of the loons to be first successfully 
through the bap and treacle business—and the sub-
sequent efforts of the Clown (a Merryman as we 
were wont to call him), with a tub of water and a 
sponge used upon the faces and heads of the treacle 
" clorted" and besmeared candidates, were greeted 
with shouts of delighted laughter. Poor old Ord 
was physically pretty far through when he last 
appeared on the Greenbanks at Banff. I think it was 
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about the middle or end of the "fift ies" of last cen-

tury. He must at that time have been a man of 70 
or upward, but still he rode. His balance and vigour 
were "sair awa' wi' it ," though he had lots of pluck. 
I remember that in carrying out his part in either 
the representation of Rob Roy or Dick Turpin's 
Ride to York—two favourite pieces—he faltered, 
losing his balance, and fell over the horse's hind-
quarters, alighting all the same upon his feet, 
though he subsequently fell, measuring his length 
on the sawdust. I t was very pathetic to see the 
old man refusing the attentions of the different 
members of the company who hurriedly ran to his 
assistance; but he insisted upon carrying out his 
part, which he did successfully. This was his last 
appearance in Banff, and I remember that he was 
very heartily cheered by the crowd in token of their 
appreciation of his pluck. He died some little time 
after this, but he rode and acted up almost 
to the last. "When he was in Banff his 
theatrical performances were always held, 
and were well attended too, in the old 
Saint Andrew's Hall, Old Market Place, an apart-
ment which has been disused for many a day, and 
there about the middle and end of the " for t ies ," 
having raised the wind and taken the law into my 
own hands, I made my first acquaintance with the 
votaries of Thespes. The play, I remember well, 
was Rob Roy. Though some 60 years have come 
and gone since that night, the salient points of the 
play, especially the red-hot poker scene between 
the doughty Bailie Nicol Jarvie and the choleric 
Major Galbraith, and persons of the other players, 
remain photographed upon the tablets of my 
memory. I further recollect being told by my 
mother that Ord was a native of the parish of 
Boyndie, Banffshire, and that when a herd 
loon upon a farm in the Boyne district, 
having by some evil chance broken the leg 
of a stirk, he levanted to avoid the anger of an in-
censed employer, joined a passing caravan troupe, 
and so drifted into the line of life which he subse-
quentlv followed for the rest of his days. 

Banff has not of late years sent a great many 
military or naval officers to the front, though in 
the end of the eighteenth and beginning of the 
nineteenth centuries a goodly number, through the 
influence of the territorial nobility (when admission 
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was not competitive), got entry to both those 
services and subsequently came to be heard of. 
Shortly after the centenary of the glorious victory 
of Trafalgar (21st October 1905) an article which I 
read with profound pleasure appeared in the Banff-
shire Journal giving an interesting and graphic 
detail of the life of our townsman, the gallant 
Captain George Duff, R.N., who died in defence 
of his King and country on the quarterdeck 
of his command, the " Mars," at that famous sea 
fight. There is something particularly pathetic and 
touching in those last letters of the brave sailor, 
quoted in the narrative referred to, to his wife, 
breathing intense love and affection throughout, in 
the anticipation of an early and happy reunion with 
his family then resident in the burgh, a realisation 
which was, a las! never to be accomplished. The 
mention of Sophia Dirom's name in the sad story 
which was told brings re-echoes to me of an old-
time distich with which Banff was very familiar 
about the last decade of the 18th century, since it 
refers to two at least of the burgh belles of that 
period. These lines were communicated to me by 
the late Colonel James Reid, 78th Highlanders, 
Colleonard (to whom I have already referred 
in my previous notes), a gentleman whose memory 
was a veritable storehouse of all Banff traditions, 
and it may not be uninteresting to those who are 
Banff born to hear them. The lines are supposed 
to be the soliloquy of a love-lorn maiden, like 
Jephtha 's daughter in her distress, "bewailing her 
virginity," and are as follows :— 

Gin I'd as mony braw new goons 
As Provost Dirom's "Suffy" has, 
Gin I could walk the streets as clean 
As Mrs Gordon's " Goody" does, 
I widna lain sae lang my lane 
As Hatton's gleyed Nelly has. 

Of course I need hardly point out that Provost 
Dirom's " S u f f y " became the wife of Captain 
George Duff, their marriage having taken place 
about 1791 or 1792, while the Provost himself, be-
sides holding municipal honours, was Sheriff-Substi-
tute of the county. Curiously enough, too, the lady 
" Hatton's Nelly," whose fate on the lists of matri-
mony was held up by way of comparison in the 
distich, was an aunt of Captain Duff's, and therefore a 
sister of the then Sheriff Clerk, James Duff, his 
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father. The other fair one referred to in the lines 
as " Mrs Gordon's Goody," died in Banff unmarried 
some seventy years ago. For fully half a century 
she was a prominent figure in the burgh, no rout, 

ball, or dinner party being complete without the 
presence of Miss Goodrich Gordon (or Miss Goody, 
as she was familiarly called), invariably attired in 
the tartan of her clan, of either silk or velvet 
material. Miss Goody came to Banff along with 
her mother, who, tradition says, had been in the 
household of Charlotte, Queen of George III . 
The mother enjoyed a pension from Govern-
ment, and on her death it was continued 
through the influence of the then Duke of Gordon 
to Miss Goody. The anoestry and antecedents of 
both ladies were kept a profound secret, and beyond 
the fact that both were welcome guests at Gordon 
Castle, and were recognised as relatives of that 
noble family, no particulars relating to them ever 
became public. Miss Goody, though she died an old 
maid, could, in all t ruth in her experience through 
life, have said— 

" 'Tis better to have loved and lost, 
Than never to have loved at all." 

Goody, tradition says, was engaged to be married to 
a gallant Major, and although everything was 
arranged for the marriage, the old story came in of 
" t h e course of true love never running smooth." 
Some little time previous to this happy event 
taking place, Goody with the Major had the 
honour of invitations to a ball at Gordon Castle, 
to which they drove together from Banff. On the 
return journey their conversation naturally turned 
on the subject of their approaching happiness, and 
in an evil moment a discussion ensued as to what 
should be the name of their first born son. Goody 
insisted that he should be called after her noble 
kinsman, the Duke of Gordon, but the Major would 
have none of it—the boy must bear his own name ! 
To such a height did the controversy reach that the 
Major, in high dudgeon, quitted the carriage half-
way between Fochabers and Banff, leaving the fair 
Goody to accomplish the journey alone. The pair 
never made it up, and so it came about that Goody 
died an old maid. Miss Gordon was of a pretty 
wit, and could give a smart rejoinder, 
caustic or otherwise, when occasion arose. 
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Some little time before her death there happened 
to be a census taken in Banff. When the enu-
merator called to receive Miss Goody's schedule, he 
remarked that she had omitted to fill up the 
column giving her age, when she rejoined, " Aye, 
aye, just fill it up yoursel'; pit in a hunner ; we 
canna be far wrang." Having occasion lately to 
make some inquiries regarding the two ladies, I 
found that they had both been buried in the old 
Churchyard of Inverboyndie, and there sleep within 
earshot of the eternal lullaby of the stormy North 
Sea. The mystery which enshrouded their births 
and antecedents has never been satisfactorily 
cleared up, and never in all human probability will 
be, and though I could hazard an opinion on the 
point, one prefers that these things should remain 
as they are—a closed book. 

I have often wondered what part of Castle Street 
Captain Duff lived in, since in his last letters 
written to his wife before the battle of Trafalgar 
took place, he refers to his return to his house on 
that street. Was it North or South Castle Street ? 
I t should be borne in mind that at the date when he 
wrote there were no houses between the site of the 
present Free Church and St Catherine Street, 
where North Castle Street begins, such as he was 
likely to have occupied. My own idea is that the 
house referred to was either the one at the corner 
facing both Boyndie Street and South Castle 
Street, then a goodly mansion, or that now 
occupied by Mr Henry Watson, plumber, but I am 
open to correction on the point. The houses on 
the opposite side of South Castle Street were 
the property of the Messrs Chalmers (of Cluny), 
general merchants, for a good part of the 18th and 
up to the middle of the 19th century and were 
occupied by them as offices, shopa, and dwelling-
houses. Perhaps some of my readers may be able 
to solve the difficulty. 

Speaking of territorial influence in the old days 
being brought to bear in securing commissions in 
the army and navy for the sons of professional men 
and of gentlemen farmers throughout the county, 
brings to my mind a good story in connection with 
the home coming on furlough upon one occasion of 
the officer son of a gentleman who farmed largely 
not a hundred miles to the west of the burgh. A 
big spread was made to do honour to the occasion, 
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and there was a considerable gathering of 
family friends. On the removal of the cloth, 
a f te r dinner was served, the great business 
of the afternoon began in the brewing of a big 
bowl of punch by the proud fa ther a t his end of the 
table and beside whom sat his son. Af te r i t was 
duly mixed a glass of the brew was handed to the 
son for his approval, with the enquiry how he 
liked it. " O h , " he said, " f a t h e r , it is somewhat 
strong, and would bear more hot water ," preparing, 
a t the same time, to carry out his suggestion, to 
which his worthy father a t once r e j o i n e d — " N a ! 
na ! J a m i e ! haud yer b a n ' ; smore it wi' sugar, 
m a n ! smore i t wi' s u g a r ! " The old gentle-
man did not believe in the dilution of the 
good spirits if its strength could be disguised 
with the addition of the sugar. In those days 
people seem to have had cast-metal stomachs, 
and were not upset by those saccharine brews. 
In the present day it is ra ther the opposite way 
about as regards sugar—most men electing to take 
a glass of whisky with cold water or soda, but this 
was not the case in the old days. This brings to 
my recollection another punch story, which I may 
give you before closing this paper, for I fear i t has 
already become too lengthy. Some Morayshire 
farmers and cattledealers while at tending a market 
at Keith, before setting their faces westward on 
their way home, went into one of the hotels or 
public-houses with the view of getting a tumbler of 
punch, and while waiting for the materials to be 
brought forward they heard the landlady caution-
ing her maid, who was breaking lump sugar for the 
guests—" Brak sma', lassie; brak s m a ' ; they 
Morayshire breets tak' three lumps though they 
were as big as the Knock Hill ." As tastes now 
stand, the caution would be quite unnecessary. 

I had intended to refer to the great changes 
which have taken place amongst middle class and 
professional people in the matter of social functions 
since I entered manhood fifty years ago, bu t this 
paper, as I have already said, has exceeded reason-
able length, and I must bring it to a close, though 
I may perhaps give some fur ther reminiscences 
later on. 

Mr Hossack received the hearty thanks of the 
meeting for his admirable paper. 
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