


This autumn newsletter marks the end of the 2014 season.  The exhibition

has been well received with many positive comments in the Visitors Book.

The September visitor numbers were the highest since 2007 but the overall

numbers were down on 2013.  One can speculate for ever as to why this

was.  Usually we use the weather as an excuse but the reasons this year may

be unique, one being the Commonwealth Games, held in Glasgow in July

when visitors had a very focussed goal to visit Scotland and the other being

the  referendum  and  the  ill-informed  idea  that  should  Scotland  vote  for

independence far reaching changes such as currency and passports would be

implemented on Friday 19th.

The number of families seeking out their ancestors from the Carsphairn area

has  grown.   Mostly,  they  visited  coming  from the  UK,  Australia,  New

Zealand and the USA. Several were looking for McAdam ancestors and I

fear we had little success finding the definitive link between a branch of the

McAdam  family  arriving  in  South  Carolina  in  1768  and  their  birth  in

Scotland.  However we did have a great deal of success with the Seaton and

Hunter families. It gives us pleasure and satisfaction to help those wishing

to find their families and we are often fortunate in that some bring material

that they are so willing to share about Carsphairn.

This year the sales table  has expanded and we have been able to  sell  a

greater variety of local crafts. Sales have done well and it has been to the

mutual benefit of the producers and the Heritage Group.

Carsphairn School is basing its Christmas calendar on this year’s exhibition

and the children have been into the Centre on several occasions to do a quiz

and research about the ladies featured as well as other aspects of life within

our community. Their work will be incorporated into the calendar.

Anna Campbell
---------------------------------

The Scotch Draper.

Following on from the poem  The Braes O’Glenlee published in our last

newsletter I have discovered  that many young men left the South West of

Scotland  to  seek  prosperity  by  becoming  “packmen”  or  “drapers”,

“travelling drapers” or even “Scotch drapers”.

Many of them left Galloway in the 1830s and 40s for work in the industrial

Midlands,  the  South  West  of  England,  and  throughout  Glamorgan  and

Monmouthshire and, in particular, Merthyr Tydfil. In the following decades
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there were examples of the “Scotch draper” throughout the southern part of

Wales.  In Bristol there is still a pub called “The Scotchman and His Pack”.

These  young men  may  have  been  forced  to  leave  South  West  Scotland

because of a shortage of work in agriculture given that small farms were

being  amalgamated  into  larger  units  as  a  result  of  the  Agricultural

Revolution.   Perhaps  they  saw the  opportunities  for  an  easier  and more

prosperous  life  south  of  the  border  where  expanding  industrialisation

generated greater wealth. Many a packman returned to his Scottish home

when he was middle aged with capital of £5,000 upwards to set up life as a

gentleman farmer.

They travelled round their allotted or chosen areas with a pack containing

samples and measured customers for suits in the selected material  which

was then made up and delivered. Some specialized in the tea trade, others

were known as “chapmen” as they sold cheap books or pamphlets about

tales  of heroism or Bible stories. The wealth generated by the Industrial

Revolution created the demands for household extras available from these

travelling salesmen.

Another local man, George Murray, the son of Thomas Murray the poet,

may well have been a packman.  His poem “The Packman” is included in

his father’s book Frae the Heather. The opening lines are:-

“I’m a puir shepherd laddie, and Murray by name,

To be a Scotch packman to Grimsby I came,

He was not a happy packman.  Rarely did anyone want to buy from him

“I met wi’ refusal a’maist in ilk place,

They shook their heads at me, banged doors in my face”.

Even when he had some success his employer let him down

“Some orders I took that he wadna supply,

And when we neist met they wad ask to ken why”

He regarded himself “a failure at this loopie trade” and finishes with a verse

of advice to those young men who were tempted to leave for a so called

 better life.

“Noo a’ ye young lads wha wad gang to the pack,

Frae ane that’s been there this advice ye may tak’-

Wi’ herding or ploughin’, tho’ poorer yer fa’,

Ye’ll find mair contentment in wild Gallowa’.”

The would be packman had a very successful army career ending his career

as Regimental Sergeant Major George Murray M.C., D.C.M.                      3



   Peat Cutting     Jim McNae

Many years have passed since peat was used as a fuel in the Carsphairn area

but I can remember when most farms used peat for their fires. Maybe not as

the main fuel but certainly as a good “top-up” The hill farms were the last to

cut peat.  The arrival of the “curse of the conifers” near enough ended the

hill farms and peat cutting.

It’s nearly fifty years since I toiled at “the peats” so I’ll now try and show

how peat was prepared for the fire.

Preparing the ground.

A good moss had to be found possibly on a slight incline.  At least a depth

of two feet of peat (once the turf was removed) was needed.

Tools of the Trade

1. Flaghter – this was the big spade used to flay the turf. It had at least a six

foot long shaft  with a three foot handle.   The metal  head, made in a

blacksmiths  smiddy/smithy was twelve inch by twelve inch and heart

shaped.

2. Ritter spade – This was a smaller spade used to cut the turf into squares

prior to the sods being flayed

3. Peat spade - This spade was about four feet with a three foot handle.  The

head was six inch wide with a three inch lug. All spades had to be kept

exceptionally sharp.

Peat barrow or slipe - used to take the cut peat clear of the working area.

Hock- a two or three pronged pick like tool used to pull the flayed turf sod 

off the cutting area.

The job at hand.

Peat cutting usually took place in May.  The process started if possible in

March or April when the tommocks (grass tussocks) round the peat moss

were “muirburned” to keep the ground flat.  The peat moss itself was three

feet wide and could be any length.  The turf was cut into nine inch square

sods by the ritter spade.  The sods were then flayed, the hardest job I ever

tackled, with the flaghter and pulled off with the hock.  You were now ready

to cut  the peat-  this  took place as early in May as possible.   My father

always cut the peat, six inch by two and a half inch and three feet long.  My

mother was in the moss lifting the cut peat onto the barrow.  I wheeled the

barrow load (24 peats) away and couped the load.  By the time I returned a

second barrow had been filled and waiting to be emptied.  Very labour 
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intensive and remember just after the lambing time when, in those days, the

sheep were herded twice a day.  Once all the peats were cut they were laid

flat in rows to dry.  After a couple of weeks the peats were fitted into twos

in an inverted V shape.  Once the second side was dry the peats were then

dyked  for  the  last  stage  before  being  “cairted”  home.  The  sods  were

replaced where the peats had been cut.  

The peats were stored in a peat stack.  The stack was built with the bottom

end,  the  hardest  part  of  the  peat  facing  out.   The stack  itself  was built

“cottage” shaped.  Sprit rushes were cut and used to thatch the stack.  The

sheaves were dibbled in to the stack and tied down with grass ropes, made

with “blaw – grass” and the peats were now rain proof.

Some people say that  the best  heat  off  peats  was in  the cutting but  the

blacker the peat the better they burned and produced a heat as good as coal

although they didn’t  last  as long.  Travelling south from Carsphairn just

after the road into Carnavel farm on the right you can still see where the

peats were cut. Now you get heat with the flick of a switch!

Over the years the Heritage Group has been given a flaghter, some ritter

spades and some peat spades. Several are illustrated in this newsletter.

------------------------------

The first Carsphairn casualty in World War 1

On August 4th this  year the beginning of World War 1 was marked in a

reflective way in Carsphairn. Around twenty people of all ages met at the

church at 10.45pm and, with their lit candles, walked to the War Memorial.

It was a silent procession on a seemingly very dark road although the moon

was  up  highlighting  the  striking  silhouette  of  the  Kells  Range.   At  the

Memorial a few words were spoken followed by a short period of silent

prayer.

We know that at least thirty men from the district went to fight but thirteen

did not come back.  Their names are inscribed on our War Memorial and, in

some cases  are  also  remembered  elsewhere.  All  thirteen  will  be  written

about on the 100th anniversary of their deaths.  In 1914 only one soldier

from Carsphairn was killed….

Captain Augustus Ernest Cathcart was a career soldier having been in the

army since  1898.   He served in  the  South  Africa  war  and was  made a

Captain in January 1903.  His battalion arrived in France in August 1914. 

He was the second son of the Honourable Augustus Murray Cathcart and 
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the younger brother of Major Frederick Adrian Cathcart who owned several

properties in and around Carsphairn, including the Woodhead lead mine.

On the night of September 13th 1914, less than one month after the war

started, as part of the British Expeditionary Force in France he and other

soldiers crossed the river Aisne on pontoons or partially destroyed bridges.

Under the thick cover of a foggy night they advanced up the narrow paths to

the plateau above the village of Troyon. When the mist evaporated the next

morning under a bright sun the troops were mercilessly cross- raked by fire

and many including Captain Cathcart perished. He was 39 and is buried in a

Commonwealth war grave at Paissy Churchyard in Aisne.

-------------------------------
Halfmark Conventicle.

Earlier this summer, on 8th June, Dr David Bartholomew continued his practice of

holding a conventicle in one of the parishes of the Glenkens and this year it was

the turn of Carsphairn.  It was held on a field on Garryhorn farm very close to

where the  Halfmark Burn  and the  Garryhorn  Burn meet.  Across  the  Halfmark

Burn,  a  little  upstream of  where  the  conventicle  was  held  are  the  remains  of

Halfmark, a home that has been unoccupied since between 1851 and 1861.

David told the story of a horrific murder that took place around 1685 during the

dark period of history known, in the South West, as the Killing Times. He used the

narrative from Robert  Simpson’s book Traditions of the Covenanters to set  the

scene.

‘There lived in the parish of Carsphairn, at a place called Halfmark, in the vicinity

of Garryhorn, Lagg’s residence, a person of the name of McRory. This man was a

Covenanter,  and  was  in  reality  what  he  professed  to  be,  a  holy  and  upright

character.  He  was  a  peaceable  and  unobtrusive  man,  and  one  who  took  great

delight in reading the Scriptures and in prayer. It happened one Sabbath morning

that this good man, having driven his cows to the fields to graze, sat down on the

turf, and having taken the sacred volume from the corner of his plaid, began to

peruse its blessed contents as an exercise suitable at all times, but more especially

on the holy Sabbath. Lagg and his men, it would appear, were early abroad on the

same morning, but for a very different purpose; their object was, not to worship

God and to keep his Sabbath,  but  if possible,  to suppress His worship,  and to

desecrate the hours of holy rest. They sallied out to seek their own pleasure on the

Lord’s Day, and with a view to discover any small conventicle of worshippers in

the moors, whom they might either capture or kill, as best suited their caprice. In

their raid they came upon McRory devoutly studying the Word of God. The poor

man had found his salvation in this Word, and now he was poring over it with a

believing and a grateful heart, and enjoying more true satisfaction by far, in the 
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possession of this treasure, than the men of the world can experience in all their

riches and in all their fair and spacious inheritances. “The kingdom of heaven is

like unto a treasure hid in a field; the which when a man hath found he hideth, and

for joy thereof goeth and selleth all that he hath, and buyeth that field.”

This lowly and heavenly-minded man, was, in spirit, holding converse with his

God, when Lagg and his troopers came suddenly upon him. The good man was

taken by surprise, but, by the grace of Him in whom he believed, he was ready for

whatever  event  might  befall.  The  ruthless  persecutor  asked,  in  a  rough  and

imperious tone, what book he was reading? The pious man, looking up in his face,

meekly replied: “It is the Bible.” And who can tell how much He, who knew what

was coming upon His faithful witness, had fortified his faithful heart for his hour

of trial, by means of the consolations of that Gospel on which he was meditating at

the very moment  when his  deadly  foes  presented  themselves  before  him? The

reading of the Bible was a sin not to be forgiven by Lagg, who, like the rest of his

brotherhood employed in the same work of wickedness with himself, regarded it as

a symptom of disloyalty that merited its appropriate punishment. When the honest

man made  the  confession  that  it  was  the  Word of  God he  was  reading,  Lagg

instantly exclaimed, that his cows must forthwith find another herd, as his life, as a

rebel,  was  now  forfeited.  McRory  no  sooner  heard  the  sentence  of  death

pronounced,  than Lagg,  without  ceremony and without  compunction,  shot  him

death on the spot. The summons was indeed hasty, and he was called, at a time and

in a place he did not expect, to seal his testimony with his blood; but he was not

unprepared to enter that rest in heaven, of which the Sabbath he had begun to keep

holy on earth was a figure. His murderers left his bleeding body on the heath, and

went onward, prepared to act a similar tragedy in the case of the next suspected

person with whom they might happen to meet.’

This is all we know about McRory. Lagg declared that his cattle must find another

herd.  Were  there  also  a  wife  and  young  children  left  behind  in  their  simple

dwelling  without  a  husband  and  father?  And  what  was  behind  this  cruel

persecution and such a  summary act  of  execution performed in cold blood? It

would seem that McRory was a peace-loving and honest man seeking to live a

godly Christian life. Robert Grierson of Lagg on the other hand was notorious as

one of the arch persecutors of the Covenanters.

Lagg lived in Dunscore parish, but his family held land in other places also. In

particular, he owned a swathe of land just to the north of here, including Garryhorn

itself. So he hadn’t just taken over the farm of Garryhorn but had a right to it and

saw it as a very suitable base for himself when operating in this area – a place from

which he could look down on the whole Carsphairn valley.  It  must have taken

McRory some courage to continue living so near the wolf’s lair.  And it  would

suggest that, though he was a devout believer who identified Covenanting cause 
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he was a man quietly minding his own business and had never felt a need to take to

the hills for his safety. 

After the murder of the local minister Peter Peirson, who had collaborated with

Lagg,  the  authorities  came  down  heavily  on  the  Covenanters  and  their

sympathisers, especially in the parish of Carsphairn. At one time there were two

garrisons of soldiers in the parish. It is likely that it was at this time that McRory

lost his life, an innocent man in the wrong place at the wrong time, when the arch

persecutor was determined to take revenge for the death of his friend Peirson and

teach these troublesome people a lesson. A tragic end to a good life.

-----------------------------

Some of our peat spades collection
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Annual General Meeting.

This  will  be held in Lagwyne Hall,  on Friday 28th November at

7.30.  It will be followed by our own version of the highly popular

TV programme “Flog It” but we will be entitling it “Don’t Flog It.”

Those coming to the AGM are invited to bring a special object dear

to them and tell those present something about it, perhaps why they

wouldn’t wish to get rid of it.  There may also be time for a light

hearted quiz about Carsphairn.

Members and non-members are all welcome and there will be light

refreshments served.


