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This Season’s Exhibition Launch was held recently in the Centre.  Anna Camp-
bell reports….. 
 

The launch of the 2016 exhibition was a great success with many Carsphairn      
residents and stewards attending. There was a buzz of appreciation for a highly       
interesting, well-illustrated, beautifully mounted exhibition. Not only was there keen 
attention to the stories but coupled with the wine flowing and tongues loosened, 
memories became more vivid and tales were told from the not too distant past, tales 
that will become legends. 
For instance looking at a photograph of Carlins Cairn a memory was evoked of a 
strange happening experienced by several hill walkers on the top of the hill on a 
very hot summer’s day and that story appears in full in an article in this newsletter. 
A tale emerged of two young men who took it upon themselves to enter a fox into 
one of the dog classes at Carsphairn Show. The detail was not remembered but 
memories were clear as to how it was entered in a best dog, bitch class at         Cars-
phairn Show.  
So, at this year’s show I met a man who could give the details as he was one of 
those involved in the prank. Many years ago a fox was seen near the farm of     Hil-
lend, planted around 1970*. A young shepherd saw it go into a hole and so he 
blocked it up. Not long afterwards the shepherd took the stones away and caught the 
fox by the scruff of its neck.  The shepherd was holding a gun and the fox broke its 
teeth by biting the barrel of the gun which bore the teeth marks for evermore. The 
fox was taken to the steading, shut into a shed and was given dead lambs for food. 
Very shortly after it was Carsphairn Show where there was a class for “Collie Dog, 
Collie Bitch, Dog of any variety, Bitch of any Variety” so the shepherd put the fox 
into a lambing bag and took it to the Crofts, the farm near the current showfield in-
tending to enter it in the class. Two lots of string were put around its neck and two 
men pulled it into the field. As soon as the steward saw what the men were pulling 
along he told them to get out but they replied that they were entering the fox as Dog 
of any variety. Children came up to pet the fox but the two pranksters decided not to 
take it any further and removed the fox back to the byre at the Crofts. Some of those 
involved are no longer with us and this is not a story that has been conjured out of 
someone’s vivid imagination but it really did happen a long time ago.  It will even-
tually become a legend! 
Two visitors from Australia joined us at the launch and were impressed by the 
wealth of local history in the area, the community spirit garnered over the years in 
the Heritage Group and wrote in the Visitors book “Great stories from a very     his-
toric area”. 

*turned over to forestry and planted with conifers for example 
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Just because its summer………..
A wee  puzzle  to make sure you have read your newsletter!   All the 

words enclosed in the grid can be found in the text.  Words can read 
forward, backwards, diagonally, up or down, even!  Some may even 
be split providing the words formed still make sense.  ENJOY!

G L E N F S G J

L A K A M H J H

H O R N P E N P

S D T R Q P R O

S A U V Y H X W

R E H C A E T S

A L C E D R I I

G K J L D D U X

There are at least the following 8 words to find, but more may become apparent!  
No prizes just a wee diversion!

Garryhorn Day Shepherd Teacher Glenapp Dux Six      
Lead
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Garden City and are buried in Douglas Bank Cemetery at Pat-
tiesmuir In Fife, ten minutes’ drive from where I live!

He was a shepherd, a mist of a moment. Before he slipped north
east, 
his smile bequeathed me a daughter, north west of the Garryhorn 
track.
 
My sister’s man is her father now, enrolling her at Carsphairn; 
her dux medal raises a blush. Her skirt shies by the dairy. 

The void in my womb, scars on my left ventricle nip at me, 
sin washed at the rusty, old pump. Love spills over.

The above poem was submitted for a Guardian  assignment for 
World Poetry Day, the remit being    
“Share a picture of your hand written poem to celebrate 
World Poetry Day”
 picture of your handwritten poem to celebrate World 
Look for ‘A Family Connection’ by poetrylass.
https://witness.theguardian.com/
assignment/56e97316e4b0072e644fc078

Maggie McKay

* * * ~~~ * * *
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Carsphairn Heritage Centre is per fectly situated for  traveller s  on the A713 
from Ayr to Castle Douglas and is known as the only “comfort stop” between the 
two towns!  (at time of writing!)  In addition, the delights of our newly re-opened 
village shop, will hopefully attract  even more visitors to both establishments! 

Our Centre also lends itself to visits by more unusual travellers.  Last year we had a 
penny farthing being used by a fellow who called in on his sponsored cycle trip 
(newsletter 111)   In the lovely weather in May and early June this year, since our 
last edition, we have been visited by walkers like  Antony who is working his way 
round the uk to raise awareness of young people’s mental health problems and 
homelessness.  To help prove his point he is doing  the whole venture unsupported 
and relying on the good nature of those he meets.  A lovely young man whom we 
wish well I am sure. 

 

On the 3rd of June 
two cyclists at-
tempting a “top to 
bottom” called in 
with their van sup-
port.  Sadly they 
didn't sign our visi-
tor’s book so I am 
unable to say which 
charity they are 
supporting.  

 

The two cyclists en 
route from John 
O’Groats to Land’s 
End. 
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The Willy-Willy on Carlins Cairn 

 

A few years ago I was walking on the Kells range with my son Robert.  It was a very 
hot sunny day, one of the warmest I’ve seen on the high tops of Galloway. 
We stopped for a drink, out of our flasks, near the cairn on Carlins Cairn.  A young 
couple of walkers came up and sat down quite near to us.  Suddenly we heard a noise, 
just like the sound the tyres of a car make when travelling on tarmac.  What I can only 
describe as a small tornado came up the slope from the direction of Corserine.  It 
passed within a few feet of us before entering the cairn.  The stones rattled and the 
tornado disappeared. 
The young couple, who seemed quite excited, asked me what the tornado had been.  I 
told them I didn’t know, unless it was the old carlin* returning to her home in the 
cairn! 
Robert and I were by then ready to continue our tramp and we walked off.  Within a 
few seconds the young couple passed us going hell for leather! 
I’ve walked these hills many times but this was the first and only time I’ve seen a 
tornado.  It was about three feet wide and four feet in height.  Grass and dirt were 
swirling rapidly inside the tornado.  The speed that it was travelling at was about five 
to ten miles an hour.  These small tornados are common in the deserts of the world.  
In Australia they are known as Dust Devils.  The Aboriginal people call them Willy-

Willies and believe they are the spirits of their ancestor. 
I’ll leave you to make up your own mind of what entered the cairn on Carlins Cairn! 

Jim McNae. 
In the Concise Scots Dialect Dictionary the meaning of carlin is an old woman or 

a witch. 
(Photo of Carlin’s Cairn by David Brown, from UK Hills and Mountain Guide, 

and used under his CC license,) 
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John Mackay of Carsphairn and Ballantrae

John, the son of James Mackay, recorded in the 1861 census as 
shepherd lead mining entrepreneur, was born on Mill Row in 1858. 
In 1873 He won the Senior Scripture Class History Prize bestowed 
in schools by the Glenkens Society. These were presented to com-
petition winners in schools in the four parishes. The book has been 
donated to the Carsphairn Heritage Centre archives. 
We know he had four siblings, Elizabeth, Janet, Jane and Mary.  
The latter and the adopted sister, Maggie, are registered as at-
tending Carsphairn School in 1873 and 1874 when medals were 
presented to the dux of the leaving class, in those years to mem-
bers of this Mackay family. It is not known if John attended Wood-
head Lead Mines School which existed until 1873.  In December 
1883 he married Janet McMath, housekeeper at High Grange Farm 
in Maybole, with whom he had five children, Marion, Mary James, 
John and Janet. 
He went on to become a shepherd on tenant farms at Altimeg on 
the Glenapp Estate and at Shennas above Ballantrae where he 
raised his family. I know it took three weeks for him to register a 
December birth in the face of deep snow drifts and that the chil-
dren had a six mile walk to school.

My Lass
My poem ‘My Lass’ evolved out of a workshop based on ventrilo-
quism. I wanted to be the voice of Agnes McCrae, the biological 
mother of my great great aunt, Maggie McCrae Mackay. Maggie, 
born in 1861, was raised as a member of the Mackays at Wood-
head Lead Mines while Agnes worked as a dairymaid on Garryhorn 
Farm nearby. It’s an imagining of how she might feel as she 
watched her child grow at a little distance. From records I surmise 
they did have contact with each other but Agnes had to work. She 
became companion to Mary Somerville of Garryhorn and, later in 
life, was housekeeper to a Professor of Music at Edinburgh Univer-
sity where she died of cancer in the Royal Infirmary in 1901, aged 
59. 
Maggie married an Aberdonian gardener James Emslie, had a son, 
Alexander, born at Carzield Lodge near Dumfries and who died at 
sea in 1939 at the start of the WWII conflict. 
He is commemorated on the Liverpool Naval Memorial. She bore 
three daughters, Mary, a teacher, Lizzie, a gardener and Annie, a 
nursing Matron.  The parents and their girls settled in Rosyth, (A 
naval base called HMS Cochrane, maybe connection. Ed ) the New   
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Garden City and are buried in Douglas Bank Cemetery at Pat-
tiesmuir In Fife, ten minutes’ drive from where I live! 
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The above poem was submitted for a Guardian  assignment for 
World Poetry Day, the remit being  -   
“Share a picture of your hand written poem to celebrate 
World Poetry Day” 
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Find us at:   www.facebook.com/Carsphairnheritagecentre?ref=hl  
Once again there have been some  lovely picture postings on our Facebook page 
since the last edition of the newsletter.   We asked for some contributions showing  
extreme weather conditions and how they have affected the Parish of Carsphairn 
over the years.  Here are some we have received….more though please!!  A.T. 

GETTING IN TOUCH 

 

 

Above 2 pictures, 2 years apart (2009 and 2011) from Ruth Williams showing  the 
effect on her garden’s raised beds when it poured all day. 
Below Photo by Maggie Philips, a torrent takes over the main street affecting the 
whole community. 

Next edition, how about some 
warm, sunny pictures to cheer 
us after these wet ones??! 

 

Send to 

 kilmein@btinternet.com 
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Meadowhead Bridge on the old road near Lamford—A Talman
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