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Editorial - 
    An Appreciation- 

 

On the 14th July 2017 Carsphairn lost one of its most influential and 
popular friends when Joyce Hunter Blair died.   Joyce was a long 
serving member of many village organisations, from the WRI—which 
she steadfastly continued to call “the Rural”  after its makeover, to 
being an early and until recently continuing member of the Heritage 
Group.  Her influence however was not restricted to the village.  The 
wider Glenkens, the Stewartry and Edinburgh, but three, were visited 
by her in support of various voluntary oganisations.  Everywhere there 
was work to be done and common sense to be employed, one would 
find Joyce! 
 

It is hard for me to know just what to say in appreciation of her life  
because Joyce had so many interests, so instead, I will to refer to the 
Joyce I knew best, my friend for 46years who was loyal and          
supportive, a fount of gardening and culinary knowledge, and an    
admirable holder of opinions which were hard to challenge, ……. 
I first met Joyce when I went for interview to work as their summer 
student at Marbrack in 1971. That first day we had travelled from 
Glasgow to see if we might “suit each other” and Joyce provided the 
most wonderful “afternoon tea”-Walnut cake with American frosting 
and green tea—I doubt if either of my Parents had had this before!  I 
was very much in awe after that!  I learnt so much that summer, in the 
kitchen and on the farm and over the years so much more—Joyce's 
love of language saw us at the kitchen table attempting the Observer 
magazine crossword each week, the two enormous Shorter Oxford 
dictionaries to hand. While on wet Sunday afternoons after Church 
trying to see how many psalm tunes we knew—none of us being very 
tuneful! 
And the great gatherings in the Marbrack Kitchen—always chat, tea, 
and more chat.  Frequently about cooking, her South African          
upbringing often an influence…..who could not enjoy Bobote on a 
winter’s day?  Joyce was approached to write the foreword to the new 
edition of the Heritage Cookbook, and its dedication to her memory is 
a fitting reminder of this much loved, remarkable woman, who I’m 
sure has left a huge void in so many people’s lives with her passing. 

Anne Talman Ed.  7

The pig’s cheeks were ready for slicing and frying – and deliciously sweet they 
were.  The shoulders, sides and hind legs were rolled.  It was really hard work to get 
the rolls as tight as possible.  Those were big pigs, with two good inches of fat under 
the skin.  The rolls were tied together with strong string then hung from hooks on the 
kitchen ceiling to finish dripping.  Don’t be fooled by advertisements for dry cured 
bacon into thinking the bacon will be dry.  The idea of any cure is to get rid of mois-
ture in the meat by osmosis.  The less time you hang the meat, either wet or dry 
cured, the more moisture stays in it and the heavier it weighs.  It is sold by weight, 
after all. This would be impossible with modern, lean pigs.  The fat is essential to 
prevent shrinkage – but of course, now we have freezers.

Ed ’s   XTRA!
A while back, if my memory serves me well, I mentioned that the Heritage 
Cookery Book we originally produced in 1993 was to be re vamped and 
brought up to date. Joyce Hunter Blair was approached to write the foreword 
and as she had provided many of the original recipes, it seemed very apt to 
dedicate the  finished book to her memory.

“The Milk Clipping” and “The Pig” were  penned by Joyce Hunter Blair and first 
appeared as part of the annual exhibition “Petticoat Tales”  in 2014   
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The Pig

Pigs, along with poultry, have been the householder’s means of recycling waste into 
nutritious food for the family.
The first spring I spent at Marbrack, saw my introduction to the custom.  On the 12 th 
May 1958 (I remember the date well as my eldest child was born that night!) Frank 
and I went to the market in Castle Douglas and bought two pink, squealing weaners 
which we brought home “in a poke”, tied up in a jute bag.  In they went to the          
pig house where they ate and slept away the summer, fed on a diet of vegetable waste, 
pig meal and spare milk. They had a bed of straw at one end and their toilet at the  
other and were mucked out once a week. (The muck going on the midden, the        
contents of which would be put back on the land the next winter to grow more       
potatoes and cabbages to feed us and the next lot of pigs.    Oh, we knew all about 
recycling in those days!)

With the cold weather in November came the fateful day of the pig – killing.      
Neighbouring shepherds came to help.  I kept well out of the way as the pigs were 
dispatched, scalded and scraped, and hung from the byre rafters well out of the way of 
dogs and cats and in the draught from the open door.
The butchering started with splitting the carcase down the backbone.  The head and 
feet were removed and, after steeping in water over night, simmered for hours with 
salt and black pepper for “potted heid”.  It was a matter of pride how many bowls of 
this delicious brawn could be made.  I never managed as much as did Mrs Jardine, the 
Shepherd’s wife but perhaps I was too squeamish about ears and other insalubrious 
portions.  The meat had to be chopped, not minced.  Oh yes, before it was boiled the 
cheeks (chaps) were removed to be salted with the rest.

Each side was boned out and divided into shoulder, flitch and ham and then cured 
according to your recipe.  Ours was simple, a dry cure of salt, brown sugar and black 
pepper, with saltpetre added for a nice pink colour.  (Saltpetre or Potassium Nitrate, is 
frowned upon nowadays as a carcinogenic.  It hardens the meat if you use too much 
but without it the ham would be an unappetising grey).  The mixture was rubbed   
vigorously into all the lumps of meat which were laid out on a clean sheet on the stone 
floor of the big larder and covered with another sheet.  The salting and rubbing were 
repeated daily for three days then weekly for three weeks.  It wasn’t long before “the 
brime (sic) was rinnin oot” which meant the cure was doing its work.
(Cont on p7)

Thanks to 
Connor and 
Currie for 
use of pic.
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A Carsphairn Mystery 

 

In the 24 years that I have lived here 

Into all local lore I have plunged, 
But there’s one odd thing though, 
That I still want to know; 
Oh, what is a Double Egg Sponge? 

 

I’ve learned why they dye the sheep yellow 

And when all the houses were built, 
And I have to confess 

I think I can guess 

What a Scotsman wears under his kilt. 
 

I know about haggis and shortbread, 
And the village and all of its history. 
I’ve learned about trees 

And the birds and the bees, 
But the Double Egg Sponge is a mystery. 
 

It comes from…wherever it comes from 

And appears every year at the show. 
They gauge it for size, 
Award it a prize. 
But quite what it is I don’t know. 
 

Is it double yolk eggs they are using? 

Or double the width or the height? 

Or maybe its double 

The toil and the trouble     

It takes just to get the thing right. 
 

Round and round in my brain goes the question, 
Round and round like a horse on a lunge, 
So please – all of you  
Enlighten me do. 
Oh what is a Double Egg Sponge? 

 

 By Sue Wiseman 

(Answers in the next issue please!)  OR PERHAPS CHECK OUT p7 and THE            
ADVERT AND  FLYER FOR OUR NEW COOKERY BOOK!!!!! 
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The milk clipping 

 

Back in the heady days when the wool cheque paid the rent with something left 
over, instead of making about enough for one round at the pub, the clippings were 
important both economically and socially. 
The hogs and tups were clipped in early June.  The “milk” or ewe clipping took 
place about a month later because the ewes, suckling lambs, were later in getting the 
“rise” of new wool.  This was undoubtedly the more important clipping, if only  
because it meant that the twice – daily herding could stop and the herds could have a 
lie –in the next day (this occasional ribald comment for us newly-weds). 
 

Marbrack “neighboured” with Furmiston, Carminnows, Carnavel, Knockgray and 
Garryhorn.  This meant that each farm provided at least one man at each day.  Your 
“day” was in strict order.  If you were rained off you were put back to the end 
which, before the advent of freezers, meant a lot of food spoiled. 
I think eighteen men were the most we had.  They clipped by hand in the wide fold, 
part of the buchts, some with the sheep on the ground and some on the clipping 
stool.  A youngster would mark the newly-shorn sheep with its proper colour on the 
appropriate part of its body at the shout of “buist”. This marking would show to 
which hirsel it belonged.  The fleeces were rolled on a tarpaulin, so that they didn’t 
get dirty, and packed into wool bags which hung from a high wooden frame.  It was 
the job of the children to be in the bag to tramp the wool tight.  Hard work for all but 
peaceful – no machines to interrupt the constant flow of conversation. 

Clipping on stools in the buchts in Carsphairn Parish   (Heritage Collection) 

(Cont on p5) 
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Hard work for us in the kitchen, too.  Usually Jessie would persuade one of her                  
sisters or a friend to help.  Ten o’ clocks were carried out to the buchts.  A roll with 
butter and cheese, something sweet like a biscuit and copious amounts of tea.  They 
came in for dinner when it suited them – when one lot of sheep was finished, say.  It 
was an anxious time looking out to see if they were on their way.  No time could be 
wasted.  Dinner was broth, stew and potatoes or sometimes mince. (John the young 
shepherd did not like either and his mother would send up cold meat for him. This 
soon stopped when he married!)  Cold puddings followed.  Favourites were      
Symingtons Fruit Creams, a jelly made with milk which I think you may still be 
able to get.  More tea and more biscuits, time for a smoke then back to work.

Three o’clocks were also carried out to the buchts, this time a soda scone with jam, 
cakes and biscuits.  Usually they worked on till the job was done before stopping 
for a meal.  It could be very late.  Cold meats and salad, bread, scones, fruit loaves, 
every sort of baking we could manage.  At one Hogg clipping I offered herring fried 
in oatmeal as an alternative, herrings being at their very best in June, and stood  
frying the dashed things till they were all gone, mostly down the throat of Billy 
Fergusson.  More tea and cigarettes – was there beer?  I don’t remember it until the 
machine clipping came in but maybe there was.  At Garryhorn they got whisky and 
that at breakfast time after gathering the sheep.

The men all sat round two tables in the kitchen.  One year to make more room I put 
some of them in the dining room, a big mistake.  I was accused of favouring “the 
fairmers” over the “herds” and indeed the conversation suffered.
We had to make sure enough was done ahead so that we were ready, but not too 
much in case it rained.  Rumour had it that Mary Holland at Furmiston didn’t kill 
the hen for the broth till she saw what the weather was like on clipping day..   
We were once caught out at tea time, cutting the lettuces for the salad as the men 
were on their way in but they were finished so didn’t mind waiting a while.
Happy days – New Zealand shearing gangs aren’t quite the same!

Catching a sheep for 
clipping (subjects un-
known)

(Heritage Collection)
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A while back, if my memory serves me well, I mentioned that the Heritage 
Cookery Book we originally produced in 1993 was to be re-vamped and 
brought up to date. Joyce Hunter Blair was approached to write the foreword 
and as she had provided many of the original recipes, it seemed very apt to 
dedicate the  finished book to her memory. 

 

The new edition is now here and for sale at a 

special  introductory price of £5 each.  You will 

find an order form  inside this   newsletter. 

Just in time for a Christmas Gift? 

“The Milk Clipping” and “The Pig” were  penned by Joyce Hunter Blair and first 
appeared as part of the annual exhibition “Petticoat Tales”  in 2014    
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Find us at:   www.facebook.com/Carsphairnheritagecentre?ref=hl  
 

 

The Facebook page is your opportunity to have a say 
……please take part in discussions, make posts when you 
have the chance but most of all, “LIKE” what you enjoy 
and visit the page often. 

GETTING IN TOUCH 

  

 

Exhibition Opening Hours for Season 2017 

The 2017 Exhibition closed at the end of September, sadly 
a day early due to a whole village planned electricity  cut-
off.  This year we tried new opening hours which we 
hoped would give a better visitor experience and make 
stewarding duties easier on a dwindling number of       
volunteers.  We would be most appreciative to receive any 
comments on the changes—email or a note through the 
door even!  Good or bad,!! 

POSTCARDS!!!! 
 

Although we received a number of postcard contenders to  
be piloted this summer with a view to a larger print run for 
the future, it would appear that perhaps due to the cost of 
postage these days, that there is no market for them.   The 
Heritage Centre has sold very few cards of any type this 
season—exactly how many remains to be calculated.  The 
editor has thus taken the decision to postpone any new 
cards this season. Very many thanks to those who contrib-
uted  pictures.  They may be used elsewhere in newsletters 
of the future. 

  
In the Heritage Centre 2015  

Joyce Hunter Blair, Sheila Hey and Anne Talman

(Heritage Collection)

http://www.facebook.com/Carsphairnheritagecentre?ref=hl

