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 Editorial -  

 

This newsletter sees the conclusion of our mini series on holiday huts.  We 

were most fortunate to receive the original item for publication with photo-

graphs from Vicki Spence. 

What started off as a fascinating look back to an age when a holiday in what 

was in reality a garden shed, albeit a smart garden shed, was accepted as 

novel and fun. The subject however “grew legs” and various people came up 
with their own stories!  The original item has thus  developed into interesting 

reminiscences  from other readers inspired by what they have read.   Much 

has been word of mouth but just as valuable to our Heritage resources as the 

written form…….more please! 

 

     * * * 

 

I have had a most interesting couple of visits from a member who, now sadly 

on his own, has been looking through photos he took while  a “youngster” 
roaming the hills around Carsphairn.    

Many sites are no longer accessible except with difficulty and so his pictures 

bring old stories to life.  I intend getting some more of   his  

stories and pictures ready for future articles.   

A while back he submitted a poem in memory of his wife for publication but 

I held it till the right time for inclusion arose.  I hope you will agree it was 

worth a special place in the newsletter. (see p6) 

 

      * * *  

 

The Annual Exhibition is just around the corner !   It seems no time since 

last year’s spooky stories, and now we have a new venture, this year titled   
“These Four Walls, Building Memories of a Community”.   
We open on 15th April and our new opening hours are 10am to 4 pm 

Weekends and Bank Holidays till June 1st.   

For the summer months we are open 1st June to 25 September, Thursday to 

Monday incl. 

Looking forward to seeing you at the Heritage Centre…… 

       A. Talman 
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4 Pictures submitted by K McAlpine

Two versions of the 
Greenwell, site of 
the Hut of our 
original story.  

Winter and Autumn.

The Rhinns of Kells 
in
winter.

The Bow 
from 
Carsphairn
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The Lorg

Enthralled by the beauty of this quiet place
Nestling in the hills comforting hold
Safe against the hill of the same name
The white washed cottage at the end of the road

Nature in all her glory held our love
Many’s the time we spent together
Resting on the brig the burn beneath
Flowed noisily to the Ken from the hills above

All peaceful, all serenity
A silence only broken by nature's sounds
Buzzards mewing in circles on high
With larks incessant songs against the blue of the sky

I returned on my own
Past times together remembered
All alone you were not there
Life and love and loss can be so unfair

And yet, and yet I felt
On my cheek a zephyr's gentle touch
So soft like the brush of a feathered wing
That for a precious moment my soul began to sing.

K.C.McAlpine
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Our continuing story of Carsphairn’s Huts……. 
 

The accompanying picture shows the sad end in the early 2000’s of the last of the 
postwar holiday huts—Alan Ramsay’s hut on Marbrack.  I spent part of the summer 
of 1981 living here and doing odd jobs around the area, it being almost the end of 
the tradition of neighbourings (sheep clipping) a social and labour intensive occa-
sion for all. 
 

But who was Allan Ramsay for whom the hut was known?  I believe I only met him 
and his wife once although we would see them setting off for a day’s fishing on 
many an early weekend morning , picnic  never forgotten! 
The following article was adapted from information in Allan Ramsay’s obituary in 
the Scotsman Newspaper in December 2003. 
 

   * * * * * * 

Allan Ramsay enjoyed a long and  happy 93years predominantly in Ayrshire, and is 
given the job titles—”Livestock agent and poet” 

He was born in 1909 in Brae Lodge Cottage on Auchendrane,  an estate near  
Minishant, south of Ayr.  Originally to be named James, his father, a great Burns 
man added the “Allan” to commemorate the contemporary Edinburgh poet of that 
name who had died in 1758.   
By 12 years old young Allan was reciting and writing his own poetry and became 
well known in local circles by the mid 1900s for the humour and spontaneity of his 
verse.  His particular forte was writing apt and anecdotal verse for weddings and 
other social occasions. 
In 1996 he published a collection of these poems called “Frae a’ the Airts” which 
has the following ‘limerick’ titled ‘The Perfect Husband’ 
 

A man who attends to the chores 

And his own darling wife just adores 

Hates drinking and smoking 

Is never provoking 

And all other women ignores! 
 

His grandmother had Monkwood Mains farm nearby and his expertise with live-
stock was gained there.  Allan went into the family sawmill business when he left 
the local school at 15, becoming well known in Ayrshire when delivering fencing 
products.  At the same time however he was developing an expertise at buying and 
selling livestock in the auction market.  By 1930 he had branched out into an animal 
haulage business as far afield as Glasgow and Stranraer. 
In 1945 he began to consider retirement, by selling the haulage business and moving 
to a cottage near Ochiltree by Ayr.  However, far from fully taking it easy he  
became an agent for a grain firm, and enjoyed buying and selling at Ayr Mart for 
farming friends.  In fact this only came to an end when he finally retired at 87! 
His hut on Marbrack allowed his greatest hobby—fishing in Galloway.  Many week-
ends he and his wife Marion would come down to stay and fish, but always were in 
attendance at Castlehill Church too. 
Allan died in 2003 at 93, his wife having predeceased him in 1987. 
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 The Cremation of Ramsay’s Hut         by Sue Wiseman 

 

When, in 2000, Bill and I who were living at Burnfoot Cottage purchased five and a 
bit acres of adjoining land from Marbrack, we inherited, along with a few other 
things, an old hut in an advanced state of collapse on what was to become our “long 
field” 

Years of decay had caused it to keel over so it was partially lying on its side, doing a 
passable impression of the last moments of the Titanic.  For a couple of years we 
just worked round it, not giving it much attention.  There was foot and mouth, a 
death in the family, and too many other things to concentrate on.  However there 
came a time when we decided it had to go. 
Under the disintegrating structure was an enormous pile of what appeared to be old 
rubbish topped by a sad, old mattress (it was very comfortable once! Ed)  I rescued 
an old kettle which I used as a hanging container for plants but the rest of the stuff 
was past salvaging. 

 

We had discovered that it was known as Ramsay’s hut and had in its heyday been 
used as a base for family fishing expeditions. 
We discussed how best to dispose of it: hire a skip…..hire a transit or trailer …...or 
endless trips to the Council dump? We finally decided on the cheapest and most 
labour saving option involving a can of paraffin and a box of matches. 
 

Eventually a suitable day arrived.  There had been a brisk, drying east wind for  
several days and now all was still with a heavy hoar frost on well cropped grass.  
The ponies were put on another field well away from the action and sallied forth 
with the Esso Blue and Swan Vestas.  We had already removed the corrugated iron 
roof as it was reusable.  All that remained was “light the blue touch paper” so to 
speak. We had hardly finished reciting the “ashes to ashes” speech when the  flames 
leapt 15 or so feet into the air with an almighty whoosh and crackle!  
It was we had to admit a BIG bonfire.  Even the old horse hair stuffed mattress 
caught light and a cloud of smoke was sent skywards probably contributing to   
global warming.  
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SPRING ARRIVES IN THE GLENKENS

This lovely view of CAIRNSMORE OF CARSPHAIRN and BENINNER  was 
taken by Dr David Bartholomew from the top of the  Mulloch of Dalry.

Minutes later, gazing into the glowing inferno we saw to our horror, something we 
had not anticipated.  In the middle of the red hot ashes was a large blue calor gas 
canister.  We had had no idea it was there  nor had we any idea if it contained 
gas….
There is a golden rule when you make a fire—you stay with it until it is safely out.  
We didn't.  We hastened to what we considered a safe distance in the next field, 
should there be a huge explosion  However by evening the fire had died down and 
it appeared that the cylinder was empty.  The next day the ashes were bagged up 
for taking to the dump at a later date.

* * *

(I cant help thinking that Allan Ramsay would have approved of the send off his 
hut was given—its  very own Up Hellyaa!  He might even have penned a 
verse….Still it was sad it was allowed to fall into such disrepair after he gave it 
up.  Ed)
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 The Lorg 

 

Enthralled by the beauty of this quiet place 

Nestling in the hills comforting hold 

Safe against the hill of the same name 

The white washed cottage at the end of the road 

 

Nature in all her glory held our love 

Many’s the time we spent together 
Resting on the brig the burn beneath 

Flowed noisily to the Ken from the hills above 

 

All peaceful, all serenity 

A silence only broken by nature's sounds 

Buzzards mewing in circles on high 

With larks incessant songs against the blue of the sky 

 

I returned on my own 

Past times together remembered 

All alone you were not there 

Life and love and loss can be so unfair 
 

And yet, and yet I felt 
On my cheek a zephyr's gentle touch 

So soft like the brush of a feathered wing 

That for a precious moment my soul began to sing. 
 

K.C.McAlpine 
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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 

  

 

New Exhibition Opening Hours for Season 2017 
 

We open on 15th April and our new opening hours are  

10am to 4 pm Weekends and Bank Holidays till June 1st.   

For the summer months we are open 1st June to 25 September, 

Thursday to Monday incl. 

Looking forward to seeing you at the Heritage Centre…… 

POSTCARDS!!!! 
 

We have received a healthy number of postcard contenders.  A selec-
tion of these will be piloted this summer with a view to a larger print 
run for the future. 
 

This does not mean readers should think we have enough pictures!  
We need a steady supply of articles, however brief or long, with il-
lustrations if possible, to keep the newsletter viable and interesting. 
(Ed) 
A reminder of the email….    editor@carsphairnheritage.org 

Photo front cover—Clematis, Montana, on a Cottage Wall A.T. 
  

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

