
MR DAVID McMATH

A  wonderful  tribute  to  the  memory  of  a  highly  popular  man  –  the  late  Mr  David  McMath,

gamekeeper, Lead Mines, Carsphairn-was paid on Sunday last, when a cairn, which was erected to

his memory, was unveiled. The circumstances under which Mr McMath met his death in December,

1925, were pathetic in the extreme. During a heavy snowstorm which took place he was returning

from Dalmellington and had taken a short  cut over the hills  in order to reach his  home. Never

physically robust, his constitution had been weakened by an operation some weeks previously, and

the tramp in the snow proved too much for him, and he sank in the snow on the hillside. He had

been advised not to proceed, but there is little doubt that the thought of an aged father awaiting his

return  urged  McMath  to  make  a  supreme effort  which,  unfortunately,  he  was  destined not  to

complete, and he met his death when less than half a mile from his home. When the poor fellow was

found to be missing search parties were organised, and vigorous and assiduous work was carried on

for three days, at the end  of which the lifeless body was found. It was clearly evident that he had

realised where he was, and it must have been sheer exhaustion that compelled him to cease his

efforts.

McMath enjoyed a peculiar popularity, not only in the district, but far beyond it. He was possessed

of a modesty only too rarely found in folks nowadays, he was a conscientious servant, and in short a

man beloved by all – old and young. That being so, when a public meeting was called in Carsphairn

to consider  the question of  erecting a  cairn  at  the spot  where his  body was found,  it  was not

surprising  to  find the meeting one of  the best  attended ever  held  in  the district,  and the sub-

committee  –  Mr  C.  L.  Randall  (convener),  Rev.  W.  R.  Sievewright  (secretary),  Rev.  T.  Barclay

(treasurer),  Mr  Alexander  Borthwick,  Mr  James  Hyslop,  and  Mr.  James  Wallace  –  who  were

appointed  to  see  the  undertaking  carried  through,  found  their  task  a  comparatively  easy  one

because of the willingness of everyone to help. But if  the task was easy,  it  did not prevent the

committee from pulling every ounce to carry the matter to a successful conclusion, and Sunday saw

the culmination of their efforts. The spot where the body was found is on the farm of Garryhorn,

fully two miles from Carsphairn, the residents of which turned out on Sunday almost to a man. As if

in sympathy with the mournful ceremony, Jupiter Pluvious lent his assistance, and rain came on

shortly after most folks had started out-some by motor vehicles, others on bicycles, and others on

foot – for Garryhorn, where the road ceases. Here the hill had to be taken, and a stiff climb of about

twenty minutes undertaken before the memorial was reached. Some eager folks found the task

beyond them, and were compelled to return, but others,  after running the gamut of wet grass,

soaked rushes, hill drains, and hidden water-ways, reached the spot puffing and bedraggled. A few

of the knowing ones took the road by the late Mr McMath’s house and thence in a north-easterly

direction, thus accomplishing the journey in more comfortable conditions and less exertion.

A gentleman who took a prominent part in the carrying out of the project remarked on the contrast

the conditions presented to those which obtained when the body was found almost at dusk. Then an

assiduous drainer emitted an eerie cry, which was quickly echoed from one little group of searchers

to another on the snow-clad hillside, until all converged on the spot to look upon the lifeless body

huddled in the pure white snow – a pathetic sight.

On Sunday,  the last  of  the straggling  band having  reached the spot-there  would be nearly  300

present, including many who had taken part in the search on that gloomy evening of 26 th December



–  proceedings  were  commenced  with  the  singing  of  the  23 rd Psalm,  the  rain  pelting  down  in

discomfiting harmony, but, just when the Rev. Mr. Barclay commenced an earnest and appropriate

prayer,  there was a momentary  cessation of  the downfall  until  prior  to the carrying  out of  the

unveiling ceremony., only to resume again, but a little more respect for human comfort. After the

prayer  the  Rev.  Sievewright  read  an  appropriate  passage  in  chapter  twelve  of  the  Book  of

Ecclesiastes.

Following this Mr. C. J. Randall, Salutation Hotel, as convener of the committee elected to carry out

the  arrangements  for  the  erection  of  the  memorial,  called  on  Major  Cathcart.  Ardendes,

Kirkcudbright, the late Mr McMath’s  employer, to perform the unveiling ceremony.

In letting the Union Jack, which partially covered the memorial fall, Major Cathcart said “In memory

of David McMath who lost his life in a snowstorm. I unveil this cairn. May it stand out throughout all

ages to one who was the friend of us all”.

Following the unveiling Dr McRae medical superintendent of Glengall Hospital, Ayr said as among

those who held David McMath as a friend he had been asked to express the feelings that must be in

the hearts of all of them that day. In David McMath they knew a man sincere, staunch, steadfast and

true. They all knew David McMath never undertook anything which he knew he could not carry out..

he  never  failed  in  anything  he  undertook  to  carry  out.  Although  modest  to  the  degree  of

bashfulness,  once  David’s  reticence  was  broken  down they  found in  him a  very  fine  character

indeed. David was no time server: David was a man who lived at the guidance of his own conscience

and he (Dr McRae) never met any man who was more fit to be trusted than David McMath. He had

wandered many miles over the hills with David – a man whom it was impossible not to repect and

impossible not to love. This cairn had been erected-the elder people who knew him did not require

it- for the younger generations to know that in this district there had lived a man whose last act was

one of devotion to his father. Thinking of his father David had made up his mind to be at the lead

Mines no matter what happened. He had been only six weeks recovered from an operation, but

David was not going to leave his father alone that night and was bound to get there. He knew where

he was but, David’s spirit was far stronger than the body he asked to do the job. David sank because

his legs could not carry him farther. That was an example to them and to the younger generation,

particularly that even the impossible might be tackled by a man when he had a duty to perform.

“David McMath was one of the noblest men who ever trod the hills of Galloway.” Said Dr McRae in

conclusion.

Drummer Fergusson, from the Depot, Royal Scots Fusiliers,  Ayr, then sounded the Last Post and

Reveille, and the singing of the second paraphrase, followed by the pronouncing of the benediction

by the Rev. Mr Barclay, brought the proceedings to a close. A number of wreaths were placed at the

base of the memorial, and the majority of the company made the trek home. Although a few small

groups  here  and  there  lingered  for  a  time  at  the  memorial  discussing  the  hapless  man,  the

circumstances of his death and finding his body, and his many fine qualities.

The cairn is one of those simple erections the simplicity of which harmonises thoroughly with the

rough grandeur of the sorroundings. It is composed of whinstone and granite stones collected in the

vicinity, crowned by a circular stone, on the top of which sits a rugged piece of granite representing

the broken needle. At the north-eastern side, and looking towards the Carsphairn - Dalmellington

road, a granite block has been worked in the erection and bears the following:- “In memory of David



McMath, gamekeeper, The Mines, who perished here in a snowstorm. Found 26 th December 1925

after a three days’ search”.

The company got back to Carsphairn in drier overhead conditions than they came up. As the evening

wore on the clouds, as if in sympathy, descended on the adjacent hills, capping the summits as if

paying their  gloomy tribute, while away westward a setting sun which here and there struggled

through ominous clouds lent, with almost joyful gentleness, its smiling “All’s well”


