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Foreword

and probably to mark that event, a small party
of Scots in the capital of the Auld Enemy founded
the Caledonian Society of London, which has just
celebrated the hundredth year of its existence. Con-
sequently this, the fourth volume of the Chronicles
of the Society, may be considered the Centenary

volume.
Why this company of Scots called themselves the

Caledonian Society of London, and not the Scottish
Society of London or the Society of Scots in London,
perhaps even the founders themselves could not have
explained. It is a remarkable fact that scattered
throughout the world, in every British colony and
dependency and elsewhere, Scotsmen have banded
themselves together in St. Andrew Societies and
Caledonian Societies, and Heather and Thistle Societies,
and Societies of Sons of Scotland. Some, to leave no
doubt in the minds of less exalted neighbours, have even
called themselves St. Andrew Scottish and St. Andrew
and Caledonian Societies. Why this nomenclature it is
difficult to explain unless it be that the word Caledonia,
with its five syllables has a more poetic and satisfying
sound than Scot or Scottish.

In its hundred years history the Society has never
been without names of distinguished Scotsmen on its
roll of members, the law, medicine, commerce, and
industry having contributed men who have left their
impression on the life of the city in which they made
their homes. When the founders of the Society met
there were among them men with names well known
in Scotland, patrons of the Arts and business men.
We know that one of the Rose Inneses was a member,
that Sir Charles Forbes, Bt., was another, and that

v

IN the year that Queen Victoria came to the throne,
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Mr Gordon of Knockespock, the patron of William
Thom, the weaver poet, author of ““ The Blind Boy'’s
Pranks,” and ““ The Mitherless Bairn,” was also on
the roll. It was our Brother Caledonian of Knockespock
who brought Thom to London, where he was honoured
and feted by his brother Scots and by great literary
men, including Dickens; and we can be sure that
Knockespock saw to it that members of the Society
were subscribers to Thom’s “ Rhymes and Recollec-
tions "’ that brought him great honour and wealth.

During the seven years covered by this volume
Death has taken heavy toll of members who gave
many years of outstanding service to the Society and
to Scottish charities in London. Sir John S. Young,
C.V.0., president in 1904-1905; Sir George W. Paton
(1913-1919) ; Mr T. R. Moncrieff (r9rg-igzo); Mr
John Douglas (1920-1921) ; Mr William Jeffrey (1923-
1924), and Mr Robert Davidson, for many years
hon. auditor, the connecting links with a former
generation of great Caledonians, have all passed to
their rest within the past few years ; Mr William Blane,
president in 1927-1928 and Mr A. Bain Irvine (1g30-
1931), representing a younger generation, have also
died since the first of the contents of this book were
prepared. Those men were great Caledonians, and
their lives of service to Scotland in London are an
inspiration to those who are left to uphold and further
the social and benevolent objects on which the Society
was founded.

Looking forward, one can wish for those who pre-
pare the Chronicles of the Society for the second
hundred years nothing better, nothing richer than the
material provided for those responsible for the records

from 1837 to 1938.
W. W,
September, 1938.
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The Chronicles of the
Caledonian Society of London.

CHAPTER L

1930-1931 : MR ANDREW BAIN IRVINE, President.

! A Caithness Native in the Chair : Tributes and Thanks to Past President
John Douglas : Income Tax on Society’s Dividends : Sentiments—
“ The Scot as Lawyer,” by Lord Riddell; ' Evening,"” by Sir
John Reith; * Famous People I have met,” by Mr William
Blackwood ; ** The Scot as Doctor,” by Dr. Douglas Hay Scott ;
“ Highland Pipe Music,” by Mr Seton Gordon ; Annual Festival :
The President on the Society. Obituary—Professor Archibald
Leitch ; Colonel James Young ; Mr Robert George Miller ; Mr
John Blair, #

OR Session 1930-1931 there came to the chair a

Scot from the far north county of Caithness, who,

born in Wick, reached London by way of Berwick,
whither his father migrated during the early years of
his children’s lives.

Having served his apprenticeship to the book-
zelling business, Andrew Bain Irvine spent twelve
months in Manchester on his way to the capital, where
he entered the service of Richmond Seeley, publisher.
Mr Bain Irvine was assistant, and learned the trade of
book making, afterwards becoming town traveller to
this firm. His enterprize attracted the attention of an
American firm which he served for seven years. His

B I
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next move on the road to high places in the publishing
world was a position in the House of Cassell, one of the
most famous publishing firms in the world, of which
he ultimately became managing director.

In Cassell's, Mr Bain Irvine showed the stuff that
was in him by founding the Waverley Book Company,
and making it by his personality and foresight one of
the outstanding landmarks in the publishing world ;
indeed, the Waverley Book Company is known wherever
the English language is used. The business became
part of the Amalgamated Press, Ltd., the great publish-
ing concern of which Mr. Bain Irvine was a director.

Our President was not long in London ere he took
a lively interest in Scottish affairs. Naturally the
London Caithness Association hailed him as their
chief ; he held the highest honours in the Clans Associa-
tion—president and chief—and he was President of
the Burns Club of London.

A man of generous instincts and a free giver, the
leading Scottish charities of London naturally early
attracted his attention, and he became a life-governor
of the Royal Scottish Corporation, and a life-director
of the Royal Caledonian Schools, to the latter of which
he was for many years a great benefactor, particularly
where their literature was concerned.

Mr Bain Irvine was in the Freemason movement
Worshipful Master of the Freedom and Courtesy
Lodge.

In 1922 he was made a Justice of the Peace, and
in 1928 he was elected to be a Fellow of the Scottish
Society of Antiquaries.

The Scots Year Book, which was founded by Mr John
Douglas to knit more closely the world-scattered Scots
folk, was taken over by Mr Bain Irvine, who with great
vigour and enterprize carried on the good work of our
late President and Hon. Historian.

The list of Mr Bain Irvine's activities would not be
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complete without some mention of his local public work.
In 1919 he was elected a member of the Wood Green
District Council, and three years later he was appointed
Chairman. In educational matters in the district he
took an active interest ; he was Chairman of the Pass-
more Edward’s Hospital, and Chairman also of the
Wood Green Labour Exchange.

A TrIBUTE TO MR JouN DoucLas.

At the meeting of the Council on 13th November,
1930, before he demitted office as President, Mr John
Macmillan paid a warm tribute to the work and worth
of Mr John Douglas, who, he said, they all missed from
their meetings, but who, he was glad to say, was making
satisfactory, if slow, progress towards complete re-
covery. Mr Macmillan referred to Mr Douglas’'s many
fine qualities ; and said that if there was one man out-
standing in that Society it was John Douglas, whose
grand character they all admired.

THE OFFICIALS FOR I930-3I
The election of the new officers resulted in Mr A.
Bain Irvine becoming president ; Mr P. N. McFarlane,
vice-president ; Mr John A. Brown, hon. secretary in
succession to Mr McFarlane; Mr T. C. Riddell, hon.
treasurer ; Mr Robert Davidson, hon. auditor: and
Mr William Will, hon. historian,

Our IncoME Tax.

At the meeting of the Council of the Society on
23rd October a discussion had taken place regarding
the claim of the Income Tax authorities to tax on the
dividends or interest from the Society’s investments.
To prepare a report for the Council, a committee was
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appointed consisting of Col. Sir John S. Young, Mr
Thomas M. Stephen, Mr T. C. Riddell, and Mr W. B.
Esson. This committee at the meeting on 13th Novem-
ber reported that it was (1) Inadvisable to form a
trust ; (2) Inadvisable to distribute the invested
capital of the Society; (3) The investments should
remain and Income Tax should be paid on the dividends
or interest thereon. This report was adopted, and the
committee heartily thanked for their services.

Lorp RIDDELL ON THE ScoT AS LAWYER.

At the Little Dinner following the November
Council meeting, Lord Riddell gave a Sentiment, *“ The
Scot as Lawyer,” and in the course of his remarks
said : '

There is a marked difference between the laws of England and
Scotland. The laws regarding marriage, divorce, inheritance, land—
the constitution of the Law Courts, their procedure and their phraseology
are all different. It is surprising how little the two nations know of
each other’s laws. Although 223 years have elapsed since the Act of
Union, in legal matters each is a foreign country to the other. This
mutual ignorance is a striking example of the difficulty of bringing about
international understandings. If two nations with the same King and
the same Parliament, speaking the same language and living next door
to each other, are ignorant of each other’s laws, is it surprising that
nations who have no such bonds of union, who speak different languages,
live miles apart and have inherited feelings of mutual mistrust, if not
hatred, should find it difficult to understand each other ?

When discussing “ The Scot as Lawyer,” one must inevitably
begin with the greatest of all Scottish lawyers, Lord Stair, born 1619,
died 1695. He was trained at Glasgow University, Glasgow, then re-
joicing in a population of only 14,000. He was twice President of the
Court of Session. His celebrated work, ‘' Institutions of the Law of
Scotland,” published 1680, is the landmark in Scottish legal history.
Sir Thomas Craig's book, published in 1654, was the only previous work
of note. The Institutions, dedicated to Charles I1., were a compendium
of Scottish Law, and a consummate piece of workmanship. Stair not
only recorded the law as he found it, but, being a man of genius, filled
in the blanks, mostly by reference to Roman Law. He, however, was
careful to remark that Roman Law had no authority in Scotland, al-
though it was revered when there was no positive law or settled custom.
This masterly work shows that notwithstanding scientific discoveries,
there has been no improvement in brains. Stair's brains were quite
equal to those of his successors, either Scottish or English.
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Like most of his contemporaries, he was deeply immersed in politics
—then a very dangerous game, particularly in Scotland, Owing to the
machinations of his enemies, he had to flee to Holland, where he re-
mained for four years. According to Macaulay, * in force of mind and
extent of knowledge he was superior to all politicians of his age and
nation.” He was both intellectual and shrewd. His enemies called
him ** crafty.” Notwithstanding his former political opinions, he served
under Cromwell as a judge. When criticized, he made the subtle excuse
that lawyers, like butchers and bakers, are necessary for the welfare of
the people, and that therefore, in placing his services at Cromwell’s
disposal, he was really serving his country,

Before leaving Stair I must refer to the romance concerning his
daughter Janet. Rumour has it that she murdered her husband on
their bridal night in the bridal chamber. The reason given is that her
mother, a very masterful lady, had forced the marriage upon her when
affianced to another man with whom she was in love. Janet has been
immortalized by Sir Walter Scott as Lucy Ashton in ** The Bride of
Lammermoor.” Sir Walter brightens up the story by reminding us of
the thirtieth chapter of the Book of Numbers. The tame parson of the
Ashton family justified the breaking of the engagement by quoting the
following wverse. The whole chapter, which deals with the vows of
wives and widows as well as those of daughters, is well worth reading.

“If a woman also vow a vow unto the Lord, and bind herself by
a bond, being in her father’s house in her youth :

" And her father hear her vow, and her bond wherewith she hath
bound her soul, and her father shall hold his peace at her: then all her
vows shall stand, and every bond wherewith she hath bound her soul
shall stand.

" But if her father shall disallow her in the day that he heareth ;
not any of her vows, or her bonds wherewith she hath bound her soul
shall stand : and the Lord shall forgive her because her father hath
disallowed her.”

To do justice to Stair and his family would require a complete
lecture. His son, also a very distinguished individual, was held to be
largely responsible for the Massacre of Glencoe. There is an excellent
Life of Stair by Mackay, published in 1873.

The next great lawyer I must mention is Professor Bell (1770-1843).
His Commentaries on the Law of Scotland (1810) and Principles of the
Law of Scotland (182g) contain a compendium of Scottish Commercial
Law.

In the criminal department, Hume's Commentaries (1707) form a
notable part of Scottish legal literature. In passing I may note that
Sir Walter Scott in * The Antiquary "' makes Monkbarns give an inter-
esting disquisition on imprisonment for debt.: He offers the whimsical
explanation that no man is imprisoned in Scotland for not paying his
debts, but for disobeying the King’s order to pay them. Monkbarns's
statement was cited with approval from the Scottish Bench in the case
of Thom v. Black in 1828, Sir Walter, in his capacity of Clerk of the
Court of Session, was in Court at the time.

During the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, criminal procedure
in Scotland was full of horrors. To quote Omond'’s *“ Lord Advocates
of Scotland " :
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" The Court of Session was at this time the scene of shameless
bribery and corruption. The Justice Court and the Council Chamber
were, on the other hand, the scenes of most horrible cruelties. A mania
for trying witches seized the minds of those in power, The King (James
Sixth of Scotland and First of England) was often present, and His
Majesty’'s Advocate, who frequently appeared for the prosecution, took
care to inflict more exquisite tortures on such occasions, in order to
gratify the royal curiosity. An iron frame was fixed round the legs of
some unhappy woman, and thrust into a furnace. As the iron grew
hotter and hotter and burned into the flesh, the Advocate put questions
to her. Sometimes a rope was tied round the victim’s head and drawn
tight till the eyes started from their sockets. Another torture was
pushing needles under the nails or pulling the nails out with pincers.
All these tortures were sometimes inflicted on the same person. They
were as legal in the sixteenth century as the cross-examination of a
witness is in the nineteenth century.”

In the Life of Lord Stair we read that in 1684 the Earl of Argyle's
servant was tortured to make him betray his master.

" He long persevered in refusing to make any discoveries. On
26th July, he had, after torture, been delivered to General Dalzell, who,
it was reported, ' by a hair shirt and pricking (as the witches are used)
kept bim five nights from sleep till he was turned half distracted. On
the 7th August his thumbs were crushed with pilliwincks and thumb-
kins, a new invention brought by Dalzell and Drummond (who now sat
constantly on the Privy Council) from Muscovy, and being threatened
with the baots, he desired time, promising to declare what he knew." "

As late as the eighteenth century many of the Scottish judges were
fierce creatures, prejudiced, unjust and cruel. For instance ;

Lord Braxfield (1722-1799) was like a formidable blacksmith, with
rough eyebrows, powerful eyes, threatening lips and low, growling voice.
See that delightful book, “ Lord Cockburn’s Memoirs.” Braxfield once
said to a culprit at the Bar, * Ye're a vera clever chiel, man, but ye
wad be nane the waur o’ a hanging.” And to a juror he remarked
" Come awa', Maister Horner, come awa' and help us to hang ane o'
thae damned scoondrels.”

Lord Kames (1696-1782), to whom frequent reference is ma.de in
Boswell’s Life of Johnson (the great Doctor did not think much of him,
frequently censuring him for misrepresentation and unfairness), was
called on to try for murder Matthew Hay, with whom he used to play
chess. When the verdict of " Guilty "’ was returned, he exclaimed,
*“"That’s checkmate to vou, Matthew ! *

According to Cockburn, up to 1808, the Judges of the Court of
Session had wine and biscuits on the Bench :

** The refreshment was generally allowed to stand untouched, and
as if despised, for a short time. . . . But in a little, some water was
poured into the tumbler, and sipped quietly as if merely to sustain
nature. Then a few drops of wine were ventured upon, but only with
the water, till at last patience could endure no longer, and a full bumper
of the pure black element was tossed over ; after which the thing went
on regularly, and there was a comfortable munching and quaffing, to
the great envy of the parched throats in the gallery.”

Prior to 1808 the Court of Session consisted of fifteen judges, all
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of whom sat together. No wonder they seldom agreed, and that all
sorts of manipulations by the President were necessary to secure a
decision | In 1808, the Court was reorganized. It required repair in
more senses than one.

*“ The Inner House was so cased in venerable dirt that it was im-
possible to say whether it had ever been painted : but it was all of a
darkish brown hue. There was a gallery over the Bar and so low that
a barrister in a frenzy was in danger of hitting it. A huge fireplace
stood behind the Lord President’s chair, with one of the stone jambs
cracked, and several of the bars of the large grate broken, That grate
was always at least half full of dust. It probably had never been com-
pletely cleared since the institution of the Court in the sixteenth century ™
(Cockburn),

To-day there are thirteen judges. Eight sit in two Courts of Appeal
—the first and second division, four in each. Five sit separately in the
Outer House as Puisne Judges. In civil cases juries were introduced
into Scotland in 1815. As it was thought that a Scottish judge would
not know how to manage a civil jury, three judges were appointed by
the King to manage jury cases. In 1830 this system was abolished, but
the Scottish Courts still retain English procedure which has been abolished
here. In Scotland the points for the jury are still set out in the plead-
ings, whereas English pleadings to-day are loose and discursive. In
criminal cases, unlike the English system, the verdict goes by a majority
of the jury. Criminal cases are dealt with by all Judges of the Court
of Session, some of whom go on circuit as judges do in England. Being
a land of romance, Scotland for its size has been prolific in producing
striking murder trials. Some of the most celebrated took place in Scot-
land—Burke and Hare, Madeleine Smith, the Ardlamont case, and
Oscar Slater. A couple of romantic murders might be thrown in—
Rizzio and Darnley. In Scotland the Sheriff is a most important person,
exercising as he does the functions of County Court Judge, Recorder of
Quarter Sessions, and Coroner. An appeal lies from the Sheriff to the
Court of Session. In Scotland there are three classes of practising
lawyer—advocates, Writers to the Signet (W.S.), and Solicitors before
the Supreme Court (5.5.C.). Lord Dunedin wittily remarked, " The
chief difference between a W.S. and an 5.5.C. is that the W.5. is more
decorative | "’

Scotsmen have a gift for the law. Lord Chancellor Erskine (1750-
1823), the most famous of all advocates, was a Scot.

" He was the greatest political pleader that our Courts have seen.
He combined in the highest degree courage and eloquence, judgment
and determination, and with these he had also a magical gift of persua-
sion never surpassed in any arena where men set their wits one against
the other. (See ®Oratory: Enghsh and Irish,” by Godfrey Locker-
Lampson [A. L. Humphreys], which contains a number of his speeches.) *

Unlike most orations of former days, his are still first-class reading.

The ' silver-tongued "' Lord Chief Justice Mansfield (r1705-1793),
one of the greatest English judges—the judge who laid the basis of the
laws which govern not only our commercial affairs, but those of America
and the rest of the English-speaking races—was a Scotsman. Notwith-
standing that he was accused by Junius of unfairness, he had a reputa-
tion for impartiality, so much so that Lord George Gordon, who had
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led the mob that burnt Mansfield’s house in Bloomsbury Square, elected
to be tried by him.

The fiery, wversatile, erratic Lord Brougham (1788-1868), who
defended Queen Caroline, and became Lord Chancellor, was a Scot, He
helped to suppress the slave trade, advocated many legal reforms, and
was one of the earliest supporters of popular education.” The extent of
his activities may be judged from the fact that his speeches and writings
run into no less than 133 volumes. He was the inventor of the type of
carriage bearing his name. He died at Cannes, where he had a willa,
over the door of which you can still see the Latin inscription he placed
there, which, being translated, reads :

1 am home from sea at last.
Fortune and hope farewell,
You have played me tricks enough
Find other fools to sell.”

Lord Campbell (1779-1861), author of that most entertaining but
caustic work, " Lives of the Chancellors,” was another Scot. Someone
said that the chief sting of death for a Lord Chancellor was the fact that
his life would be written by Campbell, or words to that effect.

Among modern Scottish judges, Lord President Inglis (1810-1891),
is an outstanding figure, famed for great judicial qualities. When at
the Bar, he defended Madeleine Smith.

Lord Watson (1827-1890), another great Scottish lawyer, was a
distinguished member of the Judicial Committee of the House of Lords.
Needless to say, Lord Haldane (1856-1928) was also a Scot. He will
become historic as the first Labour Lord Chancellor. Lord Finlay
(1842-1929) and Lord Loreburn (1846-1923), who were both Scots, were
notable Lord Chancellors.

1 will not venture to mention the names of any living Scottish legal
luminaries, but there would be no difficulty in doing so. Indeed, the
profession teems with them. The educated Scot is specially fitted for
such avocations. He has all the necessary gifts—a logical, critical
mind, a touch of philosophy, the power of precise, energetic statement,
a good memory, pertinacity, industry, and ambition. No wonder that
the legal roll of fame in both Scotland and England contains the names
of so many Scotsmen,

The President, in a toast, thanked Lord Riddell
for what he called his lordship’s * entrancing speech.”

Mr. P. N. McFarlane, the new vice-president, pro-
posed “‘ The Past Presidents,”” and said that this toast
was like eternity—it had no beginning and no end. He
divided his toast into two parts: ‘ Presidents I have
known " and ** Presidents under whom I have suffered.”
Sir John Young, said Mr McFarlane, was entitled to
full marks, for he was a great Caledonian, always in his
place, always ready to fill a breach. To Mr John
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Douglas he paid a great tribute for his kindness and
consideration, his advice and assistance. Mr T. R.
Moncrieff was not a man who wore his heart on his
sleeve. Mr Moncrieff had been his friend, and a good
friend. Sir George Paton’s couthiness, his kindness,
and his wisdom would stand out strongly in his (the
speaker’s) memory.

Of Presidents under whom he had suffered, Mr
McFarlane had a good deal to say, but he confessed
that his sufferings were slight when compared with the
pleasure he had in serving the Presidents of the Cale-
donian Society. '

Sir John Young, who replied, said that because he
was a member of the Caledonian Society he had got a
great deal out of life that otherwise he would have
missed. :

Mr L. G. Sloan proposed “ The Guests,” and Dr
J. M. Bulloch replied.

Mr Tom Kinniburgh, in splendid voice, charmed the
company with spirited Scots songs.

At the Council and general meetings prior to the
dinner the annual grants of 40 guineas to each of the
Royal Scottish Corporation and the Royal Caledonian
Schools were approved.

THANKS TO PAST PRESIDENT JoHN DOUGLAS.

At the December meeting the Council considered
the printing of the Chronicles of the Society, embracing
the years 1922 to 1930, and in this connection there
was put on the minutes a resolution expressive of the
Society’s sense of its indebtedness to Mr John Douglas,
who had retired from the position of Hon. Historian
on the completion of that volume. Mr Douglas’s
conscientious work in the editing of the ‘“ Chronicles "
was referred to, and it was further agreed to show the
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Society’s gratitude by adding a bar to Mr Douglas’s
Past President’s badge.

“ EVENING,” BY SIR JOHN REITH.

At the Little Dinner, held on 11th December, 1930,
at the Holborn Restaurant, the President had on his
right Sir John Reith, the head of the British Broad-
casting Corporation, who gave the Sentiment, under the
heading * Evening.”

In the course of his remarks, Sir John said :

I observe that the title of the Sentiment is given as “ Evening.”
The fact that this was obviously an error for ** Sentiment of the Even-
ing " did not prevent ome’s thoughts dwelling on the possibilities of
making it the subject of one’s observations, and had I had, in the last
hour, a little more quietude than was possible, or even, in view of the
edifying conversations on my right and left, desirable, I might have
spoken to it. For it is certainly suggestive of profitable contemplation.
The evening, for most people, is, or can be, the only quiet time of the
day, and we need quiet badly. The conditions of one’s work nowadays
are disruptive of concentrated thought. Without vision, we are told,
the people perish. And the same thought has been expressed in another
form—from him who never takes council of the unseen and silent we
cannot expect real visibility or speech. Fortunate is he who, like the
sage of old, can meditate in the fields at evening. It is tragic that so
few people, as it appears, are able profitably and contentedly to occupy
their leisure time. The evening hours might mean so much for their
own good and for the good of those around them ; but all they bring
is boredom, or a search for distraction of one kind or another, more or
less vicious. And if it should be a time for recreation of mental and
spiritual energy, so might it also be a time in far greater degree than it
is for strengthening of family ties, the enrichment of home interests
generally, upon which so much in the life and character of a nation
depend. However, one might go on indefinitely, but T will pass from
this somewhat attractive subject, leaving with you the beautiful lines
of Milton, when he wrote ;

* Now came still Evening on, and Twilight gray
Had in her sober Liverie all things clad ;
Silence accompanied, for Beast and Bird,
They to thir grassie Couch, these to thir Nests
Were slunk, all but the wakeful Nightingale ;
She all night long her amorous descant sung ;
Silence was pleas’'d : now glow'd the Firmament
With living Saphirs : Hesperus that led
The Starrie Host, rode brightest, till the Moon
Rising in clouded Majestie, at length
Apparent Queen unvaild her peerless light,
And o’er the dark her Silver Mantle threw.”
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I still have no title to give this Sentiment, but I hope that one
may emerge. Since arriving here this evening, I have been seeking and
receiving advice as to what I should speak on. Broadcasting has been
suggested in various quarters, but that I rule out firmly and definitely,
I have no doubt, however, that a profitable time might be spent by my
sitting down and inviting as many of you as might care to give your
opinions upon the Broadcasting Service, with the right to me to rise

-and demolish all your arguments and complaints thereafter,

*“ Talk about the condition of the country,” someone suggested.
" But,” I demurred, ' this is intended to be a festive occasion, and the
state of the country is hardly compatible with festivity.” That sounds
pessimistic, and there is a fairly general tendency for people to gain
credit and praise by proclaiming themselves optimists—optimists, on
any matter and under any circumstances. Deliver us from the pessimist,
they say. I say, and I think as cogently, Deliver us from the optimist.
I am not sure that the one is not, on the whole, quite as bad as the
other, Convinced and unshakable pessimism is wrong and very danger-
ous. But is it more dangerous than happy-go-lucky, unreasoning and
unreasonable, optimism ? 'We must equally pray and struggle to be
delivered from this as from the conviction that somehow or another we
shall manage to muddle through. That is a pernicious and silly policy.
If we are to be optimists, and I hope we may be, let it only be on con-
sidered judgment, on measunred security and on determination for the
future. Democracy seems to breed optimism and pessimism in equal
quantities and with equal absurdity.

And what about Democracy ? There is a great deal of talk about
it to-day—pessimistic and optimistic. Well, on the lowest terms,
Democracy ought to pre-suppose an educational Demos. Do you feel
that we have an educated Demos in this country, or, for the matter of
that, in any country ? Education is a difficult term to define, but
when we are referring to it in connection with political issues and in
connection with Democracy, it can be used in no narrow sense but only
in the most comprehensive. And democratic power and privilege
should surely carry with them a recognition of what the power and
privilege ought to imply—on the lowest terms a high sense of responsi-
bility, a regard for the State, as such, for others in the State too, and a
willingness in return to carry some part of the burden.

Democracy is a much abused term. It is used in ignorance as
meaning one thing one moment and another the next. Like Education,
it is invoked without due consideration for its significance or the circum-
stances, as a panacea for varied ills, as an ideal and end in itself, Few
stop even to distinguish between democratic principle and democratic
method. There are many who would be willing in the main to subscribe
to democratic principle, or at any rate to many democratic principles,
and who, either by conviction or by sad experience, and perhaps even
just by bias, have little faith to put in democratic method. It seems
in this country as if democratic principle were pretty generally accepted
by all political parties. But to what conclusion can we come with
respect to the methods by which it is sought to bring the principle into
operation ? I leave it to your own observation and experience, but the
matter is worth consideration. I think you will agree that, as the weak-
ness of an ambassador detracts from the urgency of his embassy, s0
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democratic principle may be prejudiced, even vitiated, by the demo-
cratic methods adopted in the endeavour to bring it into effect.

More and more we hear that Democracy is a failure. Is it Demo-
cracy, or just the method ? No one, I imagine, in these days, with any
intelligence, with any regard for ethical law, would question the right
of equal opportunity for all. Some may question and, in effect, are
questioning, the products of that axiom. There is, at any rate, some
confusion of thought as between the two high and cardinal principles
of Humanity and Justice. They do not mean the same thing. Can a
man say he has been wronged in a particular matter if, in that matter,
he has not actually had any rights, or if his idea of his rights differs in
nature, or in degree, from that of the community ?

And is Education making people more intelligent ? Here is another
conclusion—between Education and Intelligence—very different matters.
There are some who believe that if a man be born without intelligence
he cannot acquire it. Lack of intelligence is one of the awful problems
with which we are confronted. So is the attitude of many towards
their work, towards their neighbour and towards themselves, in the
sense that so little attention is given to the problems of life, to a man’s
place in the world, what he is to get out of it or give to it. Is there any
general determination among the young to excel ? And Character—
is there as much attention paid to that as there might and should be
in the training of the young ? Do we always remember that it is char-
acter upon which a nation must, in the last resort, depend ? Square
pegs in round holes, indeterminates and inefficients—are these not far
too frequent ? Is it not often easier to do a job oneself than to persuade
another man that it is possible to do it, let alone get him to do it. Effi-
ciency is the product of many factors. Soisexcellence. Are we striving
for such, or are we content with mediocrity.

Is mediocrity a by-product of Democracy ? Is it inevitable ? Is
courage gone from us 2 Have we lost the faculty for thinking and speak-
ing and acting in the first person singular ? Is it unfashionable and
undemocratic ? Are we coming to the stage when a man with ability
and intelligence beyond a point is as unpopular and unemployable as a
man with ability and intelligence below a point ?

Are we no longer to be directed in public and private life by prin-
ciple ? Principle moral, political and economic, used to be of determin-
ing importance, and if the world is to be rid of mediocrity, this must
be enthroned once more, and then there must be the courage to carry
it through.

The Scot was not a mediocrity in days gone by. I do not suggest
that he is to-day. But if he drifts with the current now it will be a bad
day for the Empire and the world. Is Scotland turning out the kind
of men that once she did ? Is there the old independence of character,
the strong religious faith, the high principle, the stern determination,
the diligence, and the great achievement? I doubtit. If these move-
ments of which we hear are based upon the conviction that there is
something in Scottish character which must be preserved, and can only
be preserved with circumstances somewhat different from what we have
to-day, then who will deny that they are at least worthy of study ?
The Scot has played a splendid part in the past, on every shore, in every
type of human activity. He is badly needed to-day. Let us hope that
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like Stevenson’s lighthouse, Scottish character may be preserved
" immovable, immortal, eminent.”’

Colonel Sir John Young, in thanking Sir John
Reith for his Sentiment, said the guest of the evening
had that evening broadcast diamonds of thought.

Mr J. B. Rintoul proposed *“ The Guests,” coupling
the toast with the names of Mr John Stewart, president
of the Highland Society of New South Wales, Mr Cecil
Fleming, and Mr Hugh Edwards, M.P.

Mr Stewart was warmly received, and said that
after 43 years’ absence in Australia he had spent an
enjoyable holiday in the old country, and he was now
returning with pleasant memories of the Scots whom
he had met. He did not care much for the “ Wha's
like us’ Scots, of whom they had a few examples.
They in Australia were very well content, as Scots, to
regard ourselves—that was the average Scot—at any
rate as equal to the average Englishman. Mr Stewart,
in presenting the fraternal greetings of the Highland
Society of New South Wales, said they looked upon
their society as the greatest of its kind in the world.
In their society (to which he would carry some report
of the ritual of the Caledonian Society of London, and
perhaps adopt some of it) the Lowlanders predomi-
nated ; and their objects were the protection and
furtherance of the art and literature of their native
Scotland and the study of her history. Their outdoor
activities culminated on the 1st January with their
sports and patriotic concert. The sports ground was
the Mecca of all Scots on New Year’s Day, and all of
them were animated by the desire to uphold the great
traditions of their native land. (Applause.)

Mr Cecil Fleming, at the close of a few appre-
ciative remarks, said that local patriotism sometimes
manifested itself in peculiar ways. He was attending
the foundation-stone laying of a London Borough
Council Baths, and the Mayor, having well and truly
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laid the stone, said : * In the nime of the Father, of the
Son, of the Owly Gowst, and of this Borough Council, I
have great pleasure in laying this stowne.” (Laughter.)

Mr Hugh Edwards had some appreciative remarks
on Scots hospitality and the position of Scots in the
world. He said that since Prime Ministers were created,
Scotland had furnished more of them than the other
countries put together. His country, Wales, had
produced only one—and it didn't look as if he was
coming back for some time.

During the evening five new members were intro-
duced, Messrs J. A. Morrison, J. R. Crawford, Dr C.
Stewart Hunter, Messrs John Crichton, and Foster
Brown.

The musical part of the programme was provided
by Mr. Lloyd Saxton, of St. Paul’s Cathedral Choir,
and Mr J. R. Crawford.

Faymous PeopLE MR W. BLaAckwooD HAS MET.

For many years the first meeting of a New Year
has been celebrated by Past President T. R. Moncrieff
singing *“ Here’s to the Year that’s awa’ " ; and at the
Little Dinner at the Holborn Restaurant on 8th
January, 1931, immediately after the loyal toasts had
been given and responded to with Caledonian honours,
the President called on Mr Moncrieff, who readily
responded, and was heartily congratulated on his fine
rendering of the appropriate song.

The President introduced Mr. William Blackwood
as the editor of ““ Answers,” a director of the Amal-
gamated Press, and a great Scotsman whom everybody
in Fleet Street knew and respected. Mr Blackwood,
who was a colleague of his (the President), had kindly
consented to give them as a Sentiment some reminis-
cences of the great Scots whom he had met in the
course of his work as a journalist.
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Mr Blackwood took for the subject of his Senti-
ment, ‘“ Famous People I have Met.” And for forty-
five minutes he held us completely delighted with his
comments, descriptions, and appreciations of some of
the great figures in our country’s history during the
past thirty years or more.

He said his recollections took him as far back as the time when
Lord Rosebery was a prominent personality in politics and literature.
As a very young reporter Mr Blackwood listened to Rosebery's twin
orations on the genius of Robert Burns—one at Dumfries and the other
in the City Hall, Glasgow—and was so enslaved by the texture and the
delivery of these famous speeches that for ever afterwards he was a
passionate admirer of the wonderful Scottish peer who left such perfect
essays to be added to the literature of Britain. Mr Blackwood met
Lord Rosebery on more than one occasion, the last being at Dalmeny
House a few years before his death.

Stories of Campbell-Bannerman (that homely and honest man who
was wont to meet the Scottish reporters in his stockinged feet stretched
in front of the fire at Belmont Castle, near Alyth, in Forfarshire), of
H. H. Asquith, of John Morley and others of the old political gladiators
who were always given verbatim reports twenty and thirty years ago,
followed each other in swift succession.

One story of John Morley may be repeated. Mr Blackwood had
gone down to Montrose with a team of reporters to take a verbatim
report of the great man, and it so happened that during the speech,
young Blackwood failed to catch a phrase about the South African war.
Not realizing in the excitement of his work that he was speaking so
loud, Blackwood cried out to his next-door reporter, ** What did Old
John say there ? " Morley himself heard the anxious question, smiled,
came right to the front of the platform, and remarked, * Old John said
this "—and he repeated the phrase amidst great langhter and an out-
burst of cheers for his genial treatment of the youthful reporter.

Mr Blackwood can tell a story against himself with as much gusto
as any other—which is surely the hall-mark of the good story-teller,

Of such famous and well-kmown men as Harry Lauder, between
whom and Mr Blackwood there has existed a close friendship since they
were boys ; James MacBey, the great Scottish etcher; Lord Shaw of
Dunfermline, one of the wittiest and most fascinating Scots alive,
according to the speaker ; Lord Northcliffe, under whose wing Mr Black-
wood served for many years; Lord Camrose, the brilliant and lovable
William Berry of a few vyears ago, but now the greatest newspaper
magnate in Britain and a man served with affectionate devotion by
thousands of newspaper men all over the country ; Winston Churchill,
a personal friend since the old electioneering days in Dundee; and
James Ramsay MacDonald, the present Prime Minister, the speaker
gave us many delightful cameos of an intimate and effervescing nature,

With reference to the last-mentioned personality Mr Blackwood
told us of a recent visit which he had paid to Chequers as a guest of the
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Prime Minister, and the picture he drew of Ramsay MacDonald, away
from the cares and worries of politics and state-craft, surrounded by his
splendid boys and girls at the fireside, or wandering alone with his
guest through the magnificent rooms of Chequers and up over the hills
of Buckinghamshire, the while discussing books, from the Bible down
to Walter Scott—well, it was indeed a picture which we could all visualize.

Mr P. N. McFarlane, Vice-President, proposed the
health of Mr Blackwood, and offered the thanks of the
Society for his wonderfully interesting Sentiment. Mr
Blackwood, said the Vice-President, was a man who
from very small beginnings had climbed to the top of
his profession. He was a successful editor, a greatly
beloved man, a loyal friend, who did not care a “ tin-
ker's cuss” for anything or anybody on earth. His
opinions he expressed freely and frankly. One always
knew where William Blackwood was.
~ Mr Blackwood, in his reply, said he was always
delighted to be of assistance to brother Scots, and he
would come again if he were asked.

Past-President John Macmillan in a few delight-
fully chosen words gave ““ Our Guests,” and coupled
the toast with the name of Mr Donald Grant, the well-
known Glasgow bookseller and publisher, and an
influential citizen of the capital of the West of Scotland.

Mr Grant spoke of the fine spirit behind their
wonderful hospitality ; and he paid a beautiful tribute
to the memory of the late Dr Neil Munro, whose sense
of kinship was a sense of kindness. Scotland had sus-
tained a loss that she could not recover from readily.
He spoke also of Barrie, the London Scot, who although
Anglicized, gave lustre to his art.

The Hon. J. W. Downie, High Commissioner for
Rhodesia, also replied.

Among those who contributed to the programme
were Major H. Green, who gave clever recitations, and
Mr Herbert Cameron, whose great bass voice was
heard in several stirring martial Scottish songs.
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TueE ScortisH DocCToR.

A goodly company assembled in the Caledonian
Room, Holborn Restaurant, at the Little Dinner on
12th February, 1931, under the chairmanship of the
President, who, after the loyal toasts, introduced Dr
Douglas Hay Scott, who had as a Sentiment ““ The
Scot as Doctor.” Dr Scott, said the President, was well
qualified to speak to them on the subject, for he was
not only a qualified general practitioner, but he was
assistant editor of The British Medical Journal. Dr
Scott said :

In dealing with the comprehensive subject of " The Scot as Doctor,”
there is a great temptation to let the mind dwell upon many of those
historical pictures which illustrate the story of the Scottish Nation and
which add the tones and the gualities of colour to the prosaic category
of names and dates. In the short time at my disposal, however, I must
leave a lot of the background to you, contenting myself with the rough
sketches of a few figures which make the main composition. Together

- we may thus succeed in the production of some incomplete but service-
able impression of the evolution and establishment of medical science
in that honoured and glorious race to which we proudly belong.

In the mists of a very uncertain past there are glimpses of the
Gaels, with their own customs, their racial ailments, and their medical
lore. They understood the mysteries of the juniper, the broom, the
foxglove, and many other herbs, but it is in their hydropathic and spa
treatment that they are outstanding; they indeed anticipated many
of the methods of modern days. Elsewhere we know but little of that
thousand years, which, starting in the fifth century, was terminated by
new minds like those of Petrarch and Boccacio, who proclaimed the
Renaissance and so put an end to the Dark Ages, that decadent period
when Europe and all its countries seemed content with a moral and
mental apathy, sleeping in the psendo-security of an ignorant mentality,
stuck in the mire of religious domination and fearful superstition
prompted by a tyrannical Church. When the sixteenth century came,
Scotland was no better than other nations. She had had the experience
of the court physicians to James II1., Sheves and Andrewes, two rascally
fellows, acknowledged charlatans and sorcerers, mesmerising their
Royal patient with black magic and doubtful inspirations from the
stars.

‘We need not marvel at the slow awakening of Scotland in medicine
as in other things. Medical erudition came falteringly, with many a
set-back to cause the bigots to sneer. Nevertheless the advance went
surely on. The barbers stopped their surgery, the surgeon-apothecaries
tock to more learning, the mediciners, the physicians, the professors,

C
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such as they were, all paved the way for the final product of this evolu-
tion, the combined physician, surgeon and accoucheur. Throughout
those tumultuous days of the Reformation, the Covenant, the ** Killing
Times,” the ‘15 and the '45, the influence of the Renaissance kept its
steady and certain course, and once more, the forgotten precepts of
Galen, Aretaeus, and Hippocrates were revived and elaborated till we
find that when the Napoleonic Wars and the Industrial Revolution bad
become history, discovery was following hot foot upon discovery in the
early days of Queen Victoria's reign, and the profession had reached a
state when more and more each day the miraculous seemed to happen
in science and skill. Throughout these epochs, with their turmoil of
social, religious, and political change, as in other walks of life, the Scot
as a doctor was outstanding.

Need we mention some names, like Elphinstone, who founded
Aberdeen University in 1408, or Maister Peter Lowe, who secured the
charter for the Royal Faculty of Physicians and Surgeons of Glasgow
one hundred years later ? Need we paint into our picture the figure of
Alexander Munro, who started the Medical School in Edinburgh, and
who thus initiated a faculty whose disciples have carried its glorious
banners to the ends of the earth ? Must we be reminded of the famous
William Cullen of Glasgow, son of the soil and friend of Burns, or of his
pupils, the Hunters, names to be conjured with in the whole world of
medicine ? The list is endless : Black, who taught James Watt how
to use the steam he had discovered ; Sir Charles Bell ; Simpson, the
Bathgate baker’s son, who introduced chloroform ; Pitcairn, Manson,
Syme, Ross, Baillie, Gemmill, Gairdner, William MacKenzie, physician
to the Queen ; the famous Kennedy of Fort William ; and the wonder-
ful Beatons of the Western Isles. These men and their like made the
Scottish profession what it is to-day—strong, scientific and steadfast,
a worthy reflection of a proud and noble race.

The three essentials of a successful doctor have been defined as,
first, a precise knowledge of the institutions of medicine and the workings
of the various organs; secondly, accurate observation ; and thirdly,
that speciality of the Scottish intellect, a judicial faculty. The very
air of our country seems to lend itself to the breeding of logicians and
philosophers ; in climate, character, and geographical position, we have
the ideal environment for the development of strong men and women,
The weakling has a sorry struggle to keep himself from the wall, and
his fight against disease is a strenuous one. In such trying conditions,
it is only natural that our hygienic warriors should gird their loins, and
equip themselves with everything from the armentarium of their pro-
fessional citadels.

“ Don't think; investigate!' was the Scottish advice tendered
by John Hunter to Jenner, and this may be said to epitomize the creed
of the Scot as a doctor, If we may compare him with his English
neighbour, we find that he is less polished, but more definite; less
demonstrative but more convincing ; less facile, but more fundamental.

In the romantic days of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries,
there were many “* characters,”” and a goodly few found their way into
the ranks of the medical profession. The apprentices were lodged in
their masters’ houses, and they were no less high spirited or better
behaved than our medical students of to-day. A record of punishment
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in the register of the Royal College of Surgeons of Edinburgh states
that for continued licentiousness, a certain youth would not be allowed
to “ weir ony dager, quihinzard, or knyff, except ane knyff to cut his
meit, wanting the point.” Truly a terrible deprivation of rights in this
period !

Those were the days of inefficient education, of struggle against the
witcheraft lingering on from the Dark Ages, and of hunger, penury, and
endless faction. The barber surgeon ceased to be recognized in 1722,
and all that was left to him was the striped pole and the brass platter,
symbals of phlebotomy. His place was taken by the more enlightened
surgeon apothecary, in many respects the homologue of our present-day
general practitioner. Contrast his drugs, his lancet, and his sand-glass
with the complicated machinery and pro-formas of to-day. When a
purge was useless, he took to blood letting, and if this did not succeed
there was a multitude of nostrums to fall back on—herbs, ant’s eggs,
spawn of frogs, crab’s claws, animal excrement, spiders, worms, slaters,
and wood-lice. For jaundice, the remedy was burnt earthworms in
decoction of wormwood ; for consumption, snails boiled in cow’s milk :
while a child in a convulsion might have the horrifying experience of
the application to his abdomen of a cut sheep’s lung, a live whelp, or a
chicken slit up the middle. I have not time to go into the rationale of
this treatment, if rationale there be. But still more mystifying is the
prescription of a certain Dr Clark of Edinburgh, whose dictum was as
follows : * For the plenrisy, a ball of horse’s dung, well dried, beaten
into a powder, and dissolved in water. Drink it, and he will be cured.”
The fee for this was one guinea. :

More popular treatment at this time was a course of the ** water "'
at Moffat, or an excursion to the Highlands to drink goat’s milk, usually
made more palatable by the addition of mountain dew. In 1726 we
read that " all the ministers about Glasgow are out of town at the
Goat's milk.”

I have discovered a full account of the expenses incurred by the
luckless Lord Lovatin 1742. The doctor was called Fraser, of Drimeriack,
and the details show his patient to have been afflicted with divers
troubles. For nine months the bill came to £36, 10s. 3d., and two of the
items were ** Five purging powders for your servant,” and  To ocintment
for Mammy Meg, 4s. 2d.” There seems to be something behind these
statements. The chief and frequently recurrent medicament is lohoch,
a thick greasy preparation like hard butter, which melted in the mouth.
The price of a pot was ¢s. Another account preserved in Edinburgh
shows that for curing the Sheriff of Moray of the itch in 1732, a fee of
£6, gs. was charged. Scabies in the eighteenth century was evidently
worse than in the Great War.

There was an outstanding figure, mentally and physically, in the
eighteenth century—George Cheyne. He belonged to Aberdeen, and
at one time he reached the Falstaffian weight of 32 stones. He was
granted permission to practise medicine, not because of his skill in the
healing art, but because ' he was not rich,”” and was one of the greatest
mathematicians in Europe. He must have beena prototype of Arbuthnot
Lane, for he wrote many popular books on medicine. Samuel Johnson,
himself keenly interested in reduction of corpulency, frequently ap-
plauded and commended the anti-fat treatment of Cheyne. Unfortun-
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ately the latter had perforce to go to Bath in order to take the cure
himself, and it is said that when he began to see his ponderous disease
vanish, he vowed he would give up his debaucheries and his libidinous
habits. His remorse cost him loss of much custom, as the old habitués
of the clubs stopped their custom when he refused to join them in their
cups.

In the early nineteenth century we find Glasgow growing rapidly,
despite the survival of the noddy and the sedan chair. Bleeding, purg-
ing, and inunction with mercury were in vogue, and a rhyme of the
time is illustrative. It says:

' Watt took the blood, and Miller gi'ed wine,
Graham stuck to calomel in doses sae fine ;
But Freer gi'ed them naething, and truth I dae tell
The maist o’ the buddies he looked efter got well."”

Not a bad epitome of our own age !

Dr Freeland Fergus tells many stories of his father, who was in
practice in Glasgow during the best part of the nineteenth century.
Before the passing of the Public Health Act, many scourges were pre-
valent, chiefly typhus, now almost extinct. On his rounds, old Fergus
used to carry a big thick stick, which he facetiously described as his
best prescription, as he was in the habit of smashing windows when he
thought it essential to let in more fresh air to the vile houses of the
period.

When we come to modern days, and the question is put as to the
most outstanding figure of recent years in Scotland, and indeed of the
whole world of medicine, our thoughts at once turn to James MacKenzie.
A simple laddie, born on a Perthshire farm, and apprenticed to a chemist,
because he was thought to be the dullard of the family, he struggled
eventually through the University, and so on to the uninspiring town
of Bumnley. For many years he worked quietly, but the routine of
practice gave him new ideas, and his matured brain found new concep-
tions of the laws of health, especially with regard to the heart. Long
before the gilded intelligentsia of Harley Street chose to countenance
him, his worth was recognized in Germany and America, and perhaps
I am right in saying that it is only now that his greatness is being
properly appreciated. Two tragedies of his life completed his romantic
career. The first was that, despite honour, distinction, and fame, he
relinquished his London work because of the conviction in his mind that
the real way to study disease was not to see its advanced stages, but to
discover it early, and before it had seriously affected the patient. He
therefore settled in St. Andrews, where he founded an already-famous
institute for general practitioners devoted to the study of the first
symptoms and signs of our bodily ailments. The second tragedy was
that of his own affliction, He died from angina pectoris, a disease he
had studied all his life, and which he had sought to explain_and cure.
So passed hence the Beloved Physician, and Scotland may wait many
vears before his like is born.

Looked at from the collective point of view, the Scottish school
has reached a pinnacle of fame all the world over on account of the
- excellency of her general practitioners,
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Says David Rorie, in “ The Auld Doctor,”” a book of verses in
Scots I commend to you all :

“ 0" a' the jobs that sweat the sark
Gie me a kintra doctor’s wark,
Ye ca” awa' frae dawn till dark,

Whate'er the weather be, O !

There's ae guid wife, we're weel acquaint

Nae trouble’s kent but what she’s taen't,

Yet aye she finds some new complaint,
O’ which I hae the key, O !

I wouldna care a docken blade,

Gin her accoont she ever paid,

But while she gi'es me a’ her trade,
There's ne'er a word o' fee, O !

Tak' ony job ye like ava |

Tak’ trade, the poopit or the law,

But gin ye're wise ye'll haud awa’
Frae medical degree, O! "

Of my own days in practice I could speak for much longer than you
would allow. A week after graduation I was acting as locum tenens in
a large practice, and T was most disappointed when I failed to prevent
the death of an octogenarian with bronchitis, heart failure, and numerous
other complications. Condoling with the widow, I bemoaned my in-
experience, but her reply was one of the most consoling things I have
had said to me in all my life.

“ Whisht, Doctor,” she said, “ ye'd naething tae work on."”

I wish T could tell you about all my dear old grannies. I had about
a dozen of them, and my occasional visits to them were always a joy.
Mrs Gordon was a real old * worthy.” Bedridden though she was, she
ruled her household with a rod of iron, and sat propped up by pillows,
under which was the family purse in safe keeping. No Chancellor of
the Exchequer ever harassed his people more than that old lady her
rebellious family ; and woe betide the unruly member who doubted
her decisions.

Another who comes into my memory is old Mrs Doig, who suffered
from large ulcers of the leg, and who was confined to bed for many
years. She also suffered from a daughter, who considered she belonged
to another world altogether. Her great ambition was social progress,
and though she aimed at the accents of Mayfair, she inevitably floundered
in a morass of malaprop at every second sentence, One day when I
arrived I was greeted as follows :

* Doctor, mother is in the ben room to-day. The sweeps has been
this morning, sweeping the kitchen lum ; and do you know, Doctor,
since they have went awa’, the room has been simply full of reek.”

Another would-be society leader, a former jute spinner, who had
married an overseer in an Indian factory, and who had graduated from
a room and kitchen to a three-apartment house, remarked as she was
untying her child’s numerous petticoats :
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" Ye see, Doctor, my man always sends silk home for the children
and me, and we are never without it."”

Forgetful of her English, and struggling with a difficult fastening
in the child’s napkin, she blurted out :

“Oh! gee; these safety-pins is all roosty with swyte.”

1 cannot conclude without a brief picture of my favourite Professor
(A. M. 8.), the man who taught me as a stripling and whose influence
and example have been my beacon light in days of storm and darkness.
There he sits in the evening of his life, my own private beloved physician,
still alert mentally and full of his wonderful philosophies, but physically
handicapped by legs that have let him down. Not so many years ago,
twenty to be exact, be chastised me on a certain occasion with a pro-
nouncement full of gentle but unimpeachable scorn that made me resolve
never to make a mistake again. In front of the large clinic assembled
around a case of valvular disease of the heart, I had just finished reading
my notes, and there was a certain amount of pride in my heart because
I was conscious of the pains I had taken and appreciative of the approv-
ing nods of that intellectual head. Question time came, and I regret
to confess that I made an ** ass " of myself in the ' box.”” My preceptor
looked at me for two seconds, then in his modulated and carefully
lowered voice, audible, however, through the whole ward, he said :

* Mr Scott, I do not wish in any way to underrate the observations
you have made on this case, nor is it my intention to belittle the un-
doubted knowledge you possess of clinical medicine, but at the same
time I hope I may be pardoned on this occasion, unequivocally, and in
the presence of all your assembled fellows, in venturing the assertion,
here and now, that you are talking through your hat.”’

From that day he had me, entirely and ungrudgingly, as his slave.
When I think of him in his retirement, sitting there so contentedly and
. 8o free from the bitterness of this world, T am reminded of the words of
Walter Savage Landor :

"' 1 strove with none, for none was worth my strife.
Nature I loved and next to Nature, Art,
I warmed both hands before the fire of life ;
It sinks and I am ready to depart.”

Dr McDonald, in complimentary terms, proposed
the health of Dr Scott, whose Sentiment, he said, had
given them pleasure and instruction. The great
services to humanity and to the medical profession by
Scottish doctors had never before been so convincingly
brought home to him.

The toast was heartily drunk, with Caledonian
honours.

Dr Scott replied in a happy speech, in which he
spoke of the homely feeling at the Caledonian gather-
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ings, and ended by declaring that the great essential
of life was Home, and that the most kindly au revoir
that he could utter was: ‘° Good night, friends; I'll
see you the morn.”

Mr J. R. Steele, in proposing *“ The Guests,” spoke
of the hospitality of the Scot in his native haunts, and
declared that we Caledonians in London tried to main-
tain in this respect and others the great traditions of
Scotland. Mr Steele coupled the toast with two
eminent London Scots, Colonel Sir Hugh Turnbull and
Professor William Bulloch. Colonel Turnbull had the
great responsibility of guarding the richest mile in the
world, for he was the Commissioner of Police of the
City of London. Professor William Bulloch, Professor
of Bacteriology at the London Hospital, like his brother,
Dr J. M. Bulloch, they were always delighted to see
with them. Professor Bulloch was eminent in his
profession, for his research work was known throughout
the world, and medical science was enriched by his
work.

Sir Hugh Turnbull, in a happy little speech, said
he was not only a Scot, but he had married a Highland
lass. He spoke of the splendid policemen that young
Scots from the country made, and suggested that if
any of the members of the Caledonian Society knew
of young Scots anxious to come to London, they might
send them his way. He was always on the look-out
for good material for his force. :

Professor Bulloch said he had been in London for
forty years, and he knew the principal medical men in
those years. The Scottish doctor had a high standard,
but the English doctor stood highest. One thing he
had remarked was that there were no “ duds " from
Scotland. In the history of medicine they would find
that the greatest discoveries had been made by English-
men. They were pre-eminent in their profession. Har-
vey, Jenner, and Lister—great names in medicine—
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were all Englishmen. The Scottish medical profession
had produced a galaxy of good men out of all proportion
to our population. He mentioned the names of Sir
Alexander Ogston, Sir David Brewster, and Dr Mat-
thews Duncan, as medical men of the first water.
Professor Bulloch spoke also of Sir Frederick Treves,
whom he knew, and who had always a warm corner in
his heart for Aberdonians, as the students had once
made him Lord Rector of their University.

The health of a Victoria Cross hero, D. L. McIntyre
of the Highland Light Infantry, who was present, was
proposed, and heartily drunk.

The programme was augmented by Mr. William
Forrest, who gave a recitation, and Mr. J. R. Crawford,
who sang several robust Scottish songs.

HicHrLaND Pipe Music.

The last of the Little Dinners of Session 1930-1931
was held on 12th March in the Caledonian Room,
Holborn Restaurant, the President occupying the
chair.

Prior to the Dinner the Council of the Society
approved a letter of congratulation to Mr John Douglas
on his recovery to health; and a letter to Sir George
Paton on having collected over £6000 for the Caledonian -
Schools Festival.

The Sentiment after dinner was in the hands of
Mr Seton Gordon, the well-known lecturer on Scottish
Natural History and Bagpipe Music. He chose as his
subject *‘ Highland Pipe Music.”

In the old days (said Mr Seton Gordon) a piper was a person of
importance. He had a " gille " or servant to carry his pipes, he held
his lands rent free, and was on intimate terms with the chief. The
three most celebrated families of hereditary pipers were the Mac-
Crimmons, who were pipers to the MacLeods of Dunvegan and were in
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the sixteenth century granted the lands of Boreraig and Galtrigil by
Alasdair Crottach (1480-1540), the MacArthurs, who were pipers to the
MacDonalds of the Isles, and the MacKays, who were the pipers to the
MacKenzies of Gairloch.

The MacCrimmons were pre-eminent. They had a piping college
at Boreraig, and to this college all the best pipers came, These pipers
were not accepted unless they showed promise, and even so they were
not held to have completed their course until they had studied at
Boreraig for seven years.

Mr Gordon mentioned the two origins ascribed to the MacCrimmons.
There was, he said, a persistent tradition in the Isles that the Mac-
Crimmons were of Ttalian origin and that in the seventeenth century
MacLeod, while returning through Italy from a crusade, had come
across a musician of exceptional gifts and had brought him to Skye.
This tradition was handed down from one generation to another in
St. Kilda, where the people were almost entirely cut off from the outside
world.

The second tradition, which found more favour with Celtic scholars,
was a no less romantic one. It was that the MacCrimmons are descended
from Ruman MacColman, Poet Royal of Treland in the eighth century
and a kinsman of the Irish King.

In speaking of the MacKays, Mr Gordon mentioned that the most
celebrated of that line of pipers was Iain Dall, he who became blind
from smallpox at the age of seven. When he was studying at Boreraig,
his progress was so rapid that the other pupils became jealous and
attempted to kill him by chasing him over a cliff, but he survived.
Mr Gordon mentioned that there were three forms of pipe music, and
gave illustrations of each. There was the Cedl Beag (the march, strath-
spey, and reel), the Cedl Meadhonach (slow marches), and the Ceol Mor
(piobaireachd). As an example of Ce6l Mor Mr Gordon played Cumha
na Cloinne (the Lament for the Children). He mentioned that this was
one of the most beantiful compositions we had, and was composed by
Padruig Mor MacCrimmon three hundred years ago. A sailing ship
came to Boreraig. She had fever on board, and in a very few weeks
seven out of eight of Padruig Mor MacCrimmon's sons died of this fever.
His grief inspired him to write that great piobaireachd, " The Children’s
Lament.”

Mr Seton Gordon then played in a masterly
manner several examples of the Middle Music and
Pibrochs with which he had dealt in his remarks.

Past President T. R. Moncrieff asked the company
to give hearty thanks to Mr Seton Gordon, and to
drink his health with Caledonian honours. He said
Mr Seton Gordon was a many-sided man. They knew
his natural history studies, and pipe music was but
another facet. The Caledonian Society had not been
without its piper members. He recalled Mr Mackay
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Tait’s rendering of pipe music. He was a busy man,
but his conscious moments were with the pipes. He
remembered an occasion when Mr Tait received a scrap
of music from the Isles. He guarded it and fondled it
as if it had been a fortune; and when he played
it, it was beautiful.

Mr J. B. Rintoul proposed ““ Our Guests,” coupling
the toast with the name of Sir John Foster Fraser.

Sir John, in reply, said (referring to a remark by
Mr Seton Gordon) that it was a pity that it didn’t
take seven generations and seven years to make a
saxophone player. (Laughter.) The first time he saw
Mr Seton Gordon was in Skye, when Mr Gordon was
driving a car in which sat a lady, and he, the driver,
was in full Highland regalia. The car was being driven
at a furious pace, and he (Sir John) had to jump clear
to prevent being run down. Amid loud laughter, Sir
John continued : ““ And what I said about Mr Seton
Gordon that day I shall not disturb the harmony of
this meeting by repeating to-night.” Sir John further
remarked upon the fact that the Albanians, among
whom he had travelled, had the same scenery, the
same scanty dress as the Scottish Highlanders, and the
same or nearly similar pipes. He commented on the
fact, too, that the further Scots get away from Scot-
land the more patriotically Scottish they became. In
Australia there were numerous Scots, “ but when you
get to New Zealand, why, in Dunedin and Invercargill
they won't even speak English.”

Mr. Lloyd Saxton sang several Scottish songs in
his beautiful tenor voice.

During the evening a new member, Mr John Forbes
Somerville, the son of a former highly-respected member
of the Society, was introduced to the President.
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THE FESTIVAL : THE PRESIDENT ON WHAT THE SOCIETY
STANDS FOR.

The Festival, which closed the work of the Society for
the winter of 1930-31, was held on Thursday, 16th April,
1931, in the Venetian Room of the Holborn Restaurant.

Among the guests were The Right Hon. Lord
Alness, Sir Gordon Nairne, Bt., Lady Paton, Mrs
John Douglas, Sir Andrew R. Duncan, Mr Angus
Macmurchy, K.C., Toronto, and Mrs Macmurchy,
Dr and Mrs J. M. Bulloch.

The toast list was, as usual, a short one, the
President opening with “ The Caledonian Society of
London.”

Mr. Bain Irvine said :

My Lord, Mr Vice-President, Brother Caledonians, and Ladies and
Gentlemen,—I think we shall agree that there are a few characteristics
that distinguish the Scot abroad from amongst his fellows—the first
his perfervid patriotism for his country, and next his pride and affection
for the town and county of his birth.

‘When he comes south to dwell among a friendly people his first
endeavour, after getting his foot on the ladder, is to become a member
of some Scottish Society where he can, after the day's darg, meet men
and women from the homeland, where he is continually reminded of
the days of his youth as he listens to the auld Scots sangs and the familiar
doric, and sometimes his thoughts go flying back to the old country as
if in a dream he sees once more the purple heather hills and maybe the
cottage nestling in the hollow. And bye and bye down the glen comes
a maiden, fair as the spring, rosy as the dawn ; and his eyes grow dim,
He dichts awa’ a tear, as with a rush the almost intolerable pathos of
the old, old song surges in upon him—

" We twa hae paidl’t i’ the bumn
Frae mornin’ sun till dine,
But seas between us braid hae roared
Sin' Auld Lang Syne.”

I the Caledonian Society served no other purpose than to give us just
those glimpses of our youth, you will, I am sure, agree that our gather-
ings would not be in vain. But the Caledonian Society stands for much
more than that. Away back in the year 1837 a band of perfervid Scots
founded our Society. That was a historic year. Queen Victoria stepped
on to the Throne. John Richard Green, who wrote A Short History
of the English People,” was born at Oxford. Swinburne saw the light
of day in Belgravia. All of these great people have passed away ; so too
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have the Founders of our Society, although their memories remain for
ever green.

The Caledonian Society was brought into being by but a handful
of men. The first banquet attracted twelve members. The membership
grew rapidly. In a very short time at the annual banquet no fewer
than 140 gentlemen and 74 ladies were present. The ladies here to-night
will be interested to know that to the Caledonian Society of London
belongs the honour of having first initiated the good custom of inviting
ladies to sit at table at public banquets. (Applause.)

In those early days the Society had many distingnished guests,
and one can understand how delighted were the members when Colonel
Burns, the son of the immortal Bard, sang with great charm one of his
father’s songs, ** O’ a’ the airts the wind can blaw.”

It was in 1863 that the President, Mr Hepburn, told Lord Palmers-
ton, who had proposed the toast of the Caledonian Society, that a Scot
had tried to argue that he, Lord Palmerston, was a Scot, and finished
by saying : ** Weel, weel, if his Lordship isna a Scotsman he has abilities
enough to warrant him in being so.” (Laughter.)

Looking through the ** Chronicles,” one comes across a great array
of famous men who have attended our gatherings, but they are too
numerous to mention. A few will suffice : Andrew Lang, whose books
still live, especially his famous fairy stories, which will continue to
enchant the children through the ages ; McWhirter, the Royal Academi-
cian, whose paintings grow in value from day to day; as far back as
1890 J. M. Barrie was an honoured guest, just after the publication of
his ** Auld Licht Idylls.” (Applause.)

Were I to stop here I would leave you with the impression that the
Society carries on merely as a social club. In a foreword to the ** Chron-
icles,” the Editor, Mr John Douglas (who we are glad to welcome after
his serious illness), says, “ The Society has been well called the play-
ground of the workers in the London Scottish Charities, as a large pro-
portion of those who have taken an interest in the management of the
two great institutions, the Royal Scottish Corporation and the Royal
Caledonian Schools, have been connected with the Society.” Apart
from actual personal service rendered, vast sums of money have been
raised by its members for both of those charities. And in this connection
it is worthy of mention that Past President Sir George Paton, taking
the chair at the Schools Festival this year, has raised the magnificent
sum of something over 7000, (Loud applause.)

We are now rapidly approaching the centenary of the Society.
We have good reason to be proud of our connection with it, and just as
Edinburgh Castle stands for the history of a nation and a language,
and sums up within itself all that is worthy, great, memorable, and
epoch-making in the nation's life, so does the Caledonian Society of
London stand for all that is good and great and noble in the exiled
Scot. (Applause.)

Along with the Highland Society we sought, in those early days,
to keep the name of Scotland warm in the breasts of the Scot in this
great metropolis. As a result, some hundred Scottish associations have
arisen, and I think I can say that all of them are flourishing and keeping
alive memories of the scenes of the land we love, with its wee white-
washed thatched cottages, its green hills and fertile glens, its wimpling
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burns, the rowan tree and the heather, the smell of peat fires and bog
myrtle—a thousand haunting memories gild the mind and send the
pang of gentle regrets—the pain that stabs the breast of the exile when
thoughts of home steal upon him. (Applause.)

Mr P. N. McFarlane proposed “ Our Guests,” and
after some humorous remarks said that their principal
guest, Lord Alness, although now living in Edinburgh,
and one of the great law officers of Scotland, was
remembered by them as one always willing to take his
share in work that interested and assisted Scots and
Scotland. They remembered that it was Lord Alness
who was behind the Duke of Atholl in the creation of
that noble war memorial on the Castle Rock, Edin-
burgh, and they remembered that when the Burns
Club and other organizations asked him to help them,
Lord Alness even at great inconvenience to himself
was always ready to give his support.

Mr McFarlane’s toast was received with great
heartiness, and he also coupled with the toast their
genial and erudite friend Dr J. M. Bulloch, who was
always welcome at a Caledonian Society gathering.

Lord Alness was heartily cheered on rising to
respond. He spoke of his old friends in London. He
told of the sardonic judge, Lord Young, who in a
similar toast said he would rather reply for the guests
than answer for them; and said that Lord Young
had not an eye on such a company as he (Lord Alness)
had at that moment. He thanked the Vice-President
for his toast, and he thanked the audience for its
hearty reception.

Mr Wiliam Will, Past-President, proposed the
health of “ The President,” and in doing so said :

What can one say to a Caledonian audienee about Mr Bain Irvine
that aren't mere commonplaces ¢ It is true that he is a standing and
visible contradiction of what up till now I have always considered a
good Scots proverb: * Guid gear gangs into wee bouk "' ; and he is a
good example of a Highlander in the custody of a Lowlander; for, a

chief of the Clans Association, he was born in the famous Lowland
fishing town of Wick, which R. L, 5. described as the meanest of man'’s
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towns in the baldest of God’s bays. But the native of Wick will tell
you of the beauties of the town and of its output of fish ; that as fish
is the finest of foods for the brain, Wick has produced many great men
—and you and I, ladies and gentlemen, can name one of the most useful
of the lot. (Hear, hear, and applause.)

Our President we know as a successful publisher, a director of one
of the largest publishing houses in the country; we know him as a
perfervid and leal-hearted Scot; we know him as a worker in the two
great London Scottish charities, for he has a big heart as well as a big
body., We know him as the man on whom the mantle of John Douglas
has fallen in the publishing of that valuable link between Scots the
world over, the Scots Year Book. (Applause.)

Mention of the Year Book, in conjunction with the Caledonian
Society, leads to one reflection. Does the Caledonian Society take note
of the great cultural movements that are boiling up in Scotland to-day ?
Are we not a little bit too reminiscent—too sentimental—too anti-
quarian ? We speak of a bygone Scotland, and of the sacred memories
that the word Scotland awakes in us; but have we cognizance of the
great national turmoil in literature, in the drama, in art, in the present
determined fight for the removal of the stigma of vulgarity that has
rested on our Lowland language, and in the present effort to revive
the industry and commerce of the country ? We are living in a great
and critical time in the history of our native land ; and the Caledonian
Society and the Scots Year Book may be two of the media for direct-
ing the attention of London Scots to those cultural movements.
(Applause.)

We can assure you, Mr President, that your vear of office has been
a great success. (Hear, hear.) You have brought to the chair dignity,
enthusiasm, and a ready and well-informed speech ; you have given
the Lowlands learned and well-chosen Sentiments, and to the High-
landers a perfect orgy of bagpipe music. The Session, thanks to you,
sir, has certainly been a feast of reason and a flow of soulful bagpipe
music. (Laughter and applause.)

Ladies and gentlemen, Mr Bain Irvine has worthily upheld the
traditions and the dignity of the Presidency of the Caledonian Society,
and we thank him for his splendid services, and drink to the health and
happiness of himself and his good lady, whom we couple as well as the
President with the toast. (Loud applause.)

The President replied in a few sentences.

During the evening the Past-Presidents, as is
their custom at the Festival, saluted the President.
The Past-Presidents were: Sir George Paton. T. R.
Moncrieff, J.P., John Douglas, F.S.A.(Scot.), William
Will, William Blane, C.B.E., and John Macmillan.

The badge having been awarded to Mr. Macmillan,
the President said the gold badge had been worthily
earned by the Immediate Past-President, who during
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his year of office had done yeoman service to the
Society.

Mr. Macmillan thanked the members, and said
that his year of office had been to him a year of un-
alloyed pleasure.

The President then pinned on Mr John Douglas’s
breast his gold badge, to which a bar had been added.
This additional bar, said the President, was awarded
to Mr Douglas for his great services as Hon. Historian
of the Society. Mr Douglas’s work as editor of the
volumes of the * Chronicles "’ which had been published
and the volume now in the press was such that no
award was sufficient. Mr Douglas had rescued for
posterity valuable data for which the whole of the
members were deeply grateful.

Mr Douglas, who was heartily cheered on rising,
said the work of editing the * Chronicles ’ had been a
work of love, and he was glad that the members were
satisfied with the publications.

A splendid musical programme had been prepared,
Miss Helen Ogilvie, Mr Tom Kinniburgh, and Mr Horace
Vincent rendering many Scots songs as only nationals
can sing them. They were a pleasure to hear, and with
“ Auld Lang Syne " a most delightful meeting ended.

THE MEMBERSHIP

At the close of the Session the membership com-
prised : Members of Council, 33; Life Members, 12 :
Ordinary Members, 92 ; Hon. Members, 2 ; Total, 139.

During the Session there passed away John Blair
(joined 1g00), Dr Archibald Leitch (1914), Col. James
Young, M.D,, D.L., T.D. (1927), Robert George Miller
(1928).

The following became members during the Session :
J. A. Morrison, J. R. Crawford, Dr C. S. Hunter,
J. Crichton, F. Brown, J. Abernethy, and J. F. Somer-
ville.
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The Hon. John Wallace Downie, High Com-
missioner for Southern Rhodesia, was elected a Tem-
porary Overseas Member.

Obituary
PrROFESSOR ARCHIBALD LEITCH.

The death of Professor Archibald Leitch, Director
of the Research Department of the Cancer Hospital,
Fulham, on 27th January, 1931, at the early age of 52,
robbed the Society of one of its most brilliant members.
Prof. Leitch joined the Society in 1914.

In the lay and scientific press long appreciative
notices of Professor Leitch’s work were published.
We take the following from The Times :

Professor Leitch was born on 3rd June, 1878, and was educated at
Rothesay Academy and Glasgow University, where he graduated in
medicine in 1goz, after holding the Duncan Bursarship in arts, the
Paterson Bursarship in natural philosophy and mathematics, the Black
Medal in physics, the Dobbie-Smith Gold Medal for original research in
botany, and the Bellahouston Gold Medal. His earliest work in London
was done in the cancer research laboratories of the Middlesex Hospital,
where he was assistant to the then director, Professor Lazarus Barlow.
He went then to Dundee as director of the Caird Research Laboratory,
but later returned to London. It was as house surgeon at the Cancer
Hospital, a post which he held for a much longer period than is usual
in these days, that Leitch began to develop those talents for patho-
logical research which won him a little later his appointment as patho-
logist to the hospital.

During the War he was in charge of a mobile bacteriological labora-
tory. In 1920, in the post-War rearrangement of staff at the Cancer
Hospital, he became Director of the Research Department; and in
1927 he was appointed to the Chair of Experimental Pathology in the
University of London, tenable at the hospital. He held many honorary
posts, of which the more important were the Research Fellowship of
St Andrews University, membership of the Leeuwenhoel Vereeniging
(an international society of cancer investigators), and the general
secretaryship of the International Cancer Committee. He was the
official editor of the Report of the British Empire Cancer Campaign
Conference held in London in 1928 ; and secretary of the S:ientific
Investigation Committee, a member of the Grand Council and other
committees of the campaign. An able and careful writer, he contributed
many articles and papers on cancer and other pathological subjects to
various learned societies.

Archibald Leitch occupied at his death a commanding position in
that army of research workers whose object it is to achieve the conquest
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of cancer. His knowledge was unrivalled, and to knowledge he added
a judgment at once just and far-seeing. As a consequence his views
about any new development in the study of cancer were awaited with
eagerness and listened to with respect not only in this country but
throughout the world. .

If these views were more often critical than flattering, the cause
must be sought in the nature of cancer research. That field has proved
the grave of countless reputations, but so great is the interest which it
arouses that scarcely a month passes in which some new excursion into
it is not announced. Leitch realized that his duty to the public, as well
as to the medical profession and to his own conscience, demanded that
he should bring all his formidable powers of criticism to bear on every
discovery or theory which could be taken seriously. He made enemies
occasionally, but they were usually men who did not enjoy his personal
friendship, and who did not, therefore, know how kind was his heart
and how single and sincere was his purpose.

He was great as a critic; but it is not only as a critic that he will be
remembered. There is no more illustrious page in the history of cancer
research than that devoted to the study of mule-spinners’ cancer and
to the-cancers induced by tar. In this work Leitch and Kennaway
have achieved a reputation which is world-wide. Leitch always mini-
mized his own work and his own share in work in which others were
engaged. But his colleagues at the Cancer Hospital know how great
was his service. With infinite patience he built up a new body of know-
ledge about cancer-producing substances, which led him to adopt the
view that cancer is not caused by any one agent but by many agents.
With Kennaway he showed that substances which do not possess
carcino-genetic power can be made to acquire that power under the
influence of high temperatures, and was thus able to suggest that there
may occur in the body at normal temperatures processes having effects
similar to those which are produced by great heat outside of the body.
Kennaway has built upon this solid foundation of fact a structure of
knowledge the value of which cannot be disputed,

Leitch was beloved of his colleagues as he was beloved of his friends.
He possessed a sense of humour which made him formidable when
attacking any ill-founded idea, but which was never unkind. It is
difficult to-day to recall any instance in which his criticism was after-
wards shown to have been ill-judged or misinformed. He was greatly
interested in life and in all the activities of life, and retained his love of
literature and especially of the Latin poets to the end. It was one of
his beliefs that the most earnest workers wore a smile on their faces 3
he never got rid of the idea that solemnity and humbug were partners
in many enterprizes,

He married, in 1908, Dr Ethel MacLeod, daughter of the late
J. M. Laochhead, of Paisley, and leaves one son and three daughters.

A memorial service, conducted by the Rev. Dr
Fleming, was held on Friday, 30th January, when the
remains were cremated ; and on Saturday the inter-

ment took place at Rothesay Cemetery.
D
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In a prayer Dr Fleming said :

Especially we give Thee thanks for his life of unselfish devotion to
the relief from pain and the saving from death of suffering humanity.
We thank Thee for his great gifts of mind and heart ; for his disregard
of all inducements of wealth and power, that he might give himself to
the conquest of a fell disease ; for his leadership in research, the en-
thusiasm he inspired, his high ideals, and the discoveries he made. . . .
Also we thank Thee for his gifts of faithful and cheerful friendship, and
for his humility, patience, and perseverance.

Mrs Leitch received letters of condolence from
learned societies and scientific men all over the world,
and in them all the great esteem and affection for
Professor Leitch and gratitude for his work were
generously expressed. Among these were: Professor
Dr H. T. Deelman, Society for the Study of Cancer ;
Dr Blumenthal, Director of the Institute for Cancer
Research, Berlin University ; Dr Lockhart Mummery,
Chairman of the British Empire Cancer Campaign ;
many American professors and doctors ; and Principal
Rait, on behalf of Glasgow University.

COLONEL JAMES YOUNG.

Colonel James Young, T.D., M.D., D.L., who died
in London in 1931, joined the Society in 1927. He was
the son of the late Thomas Young, J.P., of Stewarton,
was born at Stewarton in 1866, and was educated at
Kilmarnock Academy and Glasgow University, where
he took his M.D. degree in 18go.

Colonel Young settled down in medical practice
at Clifton and Bristol, and soon became one of the
leading practitioners in the district. He was Hon.
Consulting Physician of Cosham Memorial Hospital,
Bristol ; an Officer of the Order of St. John of Jeru-
salem ; and a Deputy Lieutenant of the County of
Gloucestershire.

He was for many years a member of the Bristol
Caledonian Society and Burns Club, of which he was
President in 1go4. His speech in proposing “ The
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Immortal Memory " for the Society in 1922 was so
brilliant that it was reprinted in pamphlet form by the
Society. His publications included “ A Chronology of
Medical History ”’ and numerous articles in the medical
reviews.

At the outbreak of war, Colonel Young was in
command of the 3rd South Midland Field Ambulance
(T.F.), and was mobilized immediately. He left his
large private practice to go to France, and in 1915
was in France in command of his unit. In 1916 he
was mentioned in dispatches and promoted to be
A.D.M.S. 61st Division. Colonel Young was finally
invalided home and was appointed Chairman of a
Travelling Medical Board. He served as Commissioner
of Medical Services, Ministry of Pensions, in Bristol
1919-1925, after which he served with the Ministry of
Pensions in London.

The following is an extract from a testimonial
from Major-General Sir Colin Mackenzie, sent to
Colonel Young after the War :

Dr James Young served in France in the 61st Division under my
command in 1916, with the rank of Colonel, as Assistant Director of
Medical Services, that is, as senior medical officer of the Division.

Colonel Young did excellent service and, apart from his professional
knowledge, proved himself to be a most competent administrator, who
obtained good work from those serving under him.

The Division was quite new to service and totally inexperienced,
a condition which necessitated unusual zeal, capacity, and devotion to
duty on the part of an officer in Colonel Young's position. These
qualities were further tested when, very shortly after going into the
trenches for the first time, the Division was called upon to carry out
an attack of a most difficult description, which resulted in 1900 casual-
ties. The medical work, under Colonel Young, in the care and evacua-
tion of the wounded on that occasion was accomplished in a most able
and efficient manner. . . . Trecommended him in Divisional Despatches
for mention and also for reward.

Colonel Young was a modest man of great mental
power, and had he been spared would have risen high
in the counsels of the Society. We can ill spare such
men.
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MR RoBERT GEORGE MILLER.

Mr Robert George Miller, who became a member
in 1928, was a son of Mr Robert Miller, at one time
general manager of the Caledonian Railway. Our late
member served his articles of apprenticeship with
Messrs S. Easton Simmers & Co., C.A., being admitted
a member of the Institute of Accountants and Actuaries
in Glasgow in 1903. After a further period with Messrs
Turquand, Youngs & Co., C.A., in London, he returned
to Glasgow, and in 1908 became a partner in Messrs
Wilson, Stirling & Co., C.A,, there.

Mr Miller saw considerable service during the Great
War. Joining the Navy in 1914, he served afloat for
some two years and was transferred to the Air Ministry,
where he attained the rank of lieutenant-colonel. After
the War he was connected with many public organiza-
tions, and was closely identified with Wellington Church,
Glasgow, of which he was a manager. He was also a
past deacon of the Incorporation of Cordiners in that
City. He left Glasgow in 1925 for London, to take
charge of the office which his firm opened there.

Mr Miller had a genial personality which endeared
him to all with whom he came in contact. His ability
and acumen were recognised by all his business asso-
ciates, and his death was mourned by a host of friends,
outside and inside the Caledonian Society.

MR JoHN BLAIR.

Mr John Blair, who died on 6th September, 1931,
joined the membership in 1900.

Mr Blair, who was a solicitor, was the second son
of the late John Blair, W.S., Edinburgh, and was born
in Edinburgh on 4th May, 1875. He was educated
partly in Switzerland, afterwards at Collegiate School,
Edinburgh, and Edinburgh University. He qualified
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as a solicitor in 1900, having served his articles with
Messrs Faithfull & Owen, London, of which firm he
subsequently became a partner.

At the commencement of the War he joined the
Lothians and Border Horse as a trooper. He subse-
quently obtained a Commission in the Royal Scots in
1915, and with the regiment he saw service in France,
retiring with the rank of captain.

He married in 19r5 Miss Ethel Venn of London,
and is survived by her and by two children, a son and
daughter.

He was an appreciative lover of almost every form
of art, an excellent man of business, a good all-round
sportsman, and possessed a keen sense of humour.
With such attributes as these it is no wonder that he
made a host of friends and was welcomed into many
circles. He was cut off in comparatively early life,
but his memory will long endure in the hearts of his
friends.
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CHAPTER 11

1931-1932 : PETER NEIL MCFARLANE, President.

The President a Perthshire man. Sentiments— A Scotsman’s Heri-
tage,” by Dr J. M. Bulloch ; ** Scotsmen and others I have met,”
by Sir John Foster Fraser; “ The Scot in Warld Enterprize,”
by Sir Alexander Murray, C.B.E.; " The Scot in Southern Hemi-
spheres,” by Sir Walter Leitch, C.B.E.; ‘' Something Scottish,”
by Mr George Blake. Festival: The President on the Value of
the Society’s Membership; Mr Justice MeCardie's Memories of
Scotland. A Revision of the Society’s Rules. Obituary—Past-
President Colonel Sir John Young, C.V.0., Past-President William
Jeffrey, Mr John A. Anderson, Mr T. C. Riddell Mr Archibald
Macfadyen, Mr Kenneth Barclay Brown, Mr George Nicol.

HE Highland county of Perth produced the

President for 1931-1932, for Peter Neil

McFarlane was born at Luncarty (five miles
from the Fair City), a village not without its place in
Scottish history, for there in 764 a great battle was
fought by the natives against the Danes.

Mr McFarlane was blessed with godly parents, his
father a pillar of the local Free Church, an engineer
and mechanic who later owned a shuttle mill which
to-day stands as a tribute to his enterprize ; and his
mother, a saintly woman, a daughter of the county.

From the local school, young McFarlane at the age
of fifteen passed the Civil Service Boy Clerks’ examina-
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tion, and in 18g4 was appointed to the General Post
Office in London. He did not go further in the Civil
Service, but passed several years of his life in City
offices, after which he ventured into the publishing
business. For ten years he served the firms of Butter-
wick and Wyman & Sons.

From Messrs Wymans, Mr McFarlane joined the
company owning the Graphic, Bystander, and Daily
Graphic, as publisher, and was subsequently made a
director of the company. From the Graphic, Mr Mc-
Farlane joined the great publishing house of Cassell
& Co. as publisher and director, and when that firm
was merged in the Amalgamated Press, Mr McFarlane’s
tireless energy was transferred to private and wholesale
bookselling businesses.

Outside his business the President is known in
many circles. He has been for some considerable time
a Life Governor of the Royal Scottish Corporation.
For several years he acted as hon. secretary of the
London Robert Burns Club; and in his secretarial
regime many important dinners and lectures were
organized. He was elected President of the Club in
1922.

As a Freemason he has held numerous offices under
both the English and Scottish Constitutions. Under
the English Constitution he is Past-Master of the
Comnwallis, City Livery, Ex. Libris and Fleet Wood
Lodges. He is P.Z. Ex. Libris and Aquarius Chapters ;
member of London Rank ; Founder Guild of Freemen
Mark Lodge ; P.E.P. Annus Mirabilis K.T. Preceptory ;
P.M.W.S. King Edward VII Rose Croix Chapter ; 30°;
Past-Deputy Provincial Grand Master Royal Order of
Scotland (Southern Counties of England Province) ;
Member of the Cryptic and Allied Degrees.

Under the Scottish Constitution he is a Member of
Canongate Kilwinning (No. 2) and Scone and Perth
(No. 3) Lodges ; St Johnston 164, Royal Arch Chapter.
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He is a Life Governor Royal Masonic Institution,
Royal Masonic Institution for Girls, Royal Masonic
Institution for Boys (Vice-President), Freemason's
Hospital and Masonic Million Memorial (Hall Stone
Steward).

He is a Liveryman of the Stationers Company ;
he 1s a past-president of the City Livery Club; the
Farringdon Ward Club; also past-president of the
Society of Old Friends (an important book trade
organization) ; and he is a Freeman of the City of
London. He is also Deputy Knight Treasurer of the
Knights of the Round Table Club (the oldest in Europe).

These are many and varied spheres of social and
business labours, but Mr McFarlane’s energy saw them
all safely accomplished. It was with great confidence,
therefore, that the Council of the Caledonian Society—
he became a member in 1g20—elected him to the office
of Hon. Secretary, and right well did he carry out the
duties of his office. Mr McFarlane in his many activities
left nothing to chance; everything was done as if it
were the only thing to be done. Consequently success
attended all his secretarial and presidential offices ;
and with these qualifications he came to the Chair with
the hearty unanimity of his fellow-members.

THE NEW OFFICIALS.

At the General Meeting on Thursday, 12th Novem-
ber, 1931, in the Holborn Restaurant, Mr McFarlane
was unanimously elected to the Chair. In demitting
office and installing the new President, Mr A. Bain
Irvine spoke of the great responsibility of a President
of the Caledonian Society of London, and said he was
sure that knowing what they all did of Mr McFarlane,
he would acquit himself like a true Caledonian.

The new President took the Chair amid loud
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applause, and in thanking the members for their con-
fidence in him, said he would do his utmost to uphold
the great traditions of the Society.

Mr Robert S. Kennedy was unanimously elected
Vice-President, and Mr R. R. Wilson Hon. Treasurer.
Mr J. A. Brown was re-elected Hon. Secretary; Mr
William Will, Hon. Historian; and Mr R. Davidson,
Hon. Auditor.

At this meeting the annual grants of 40 guineas
to the Royal Scottish Corporation and 40 guineas to
the Royal Caledonian Schools were voted unanimously.

It was with the team of officers mentioned that
the first Little Dinner was held in the Caledonian Room,
Holborn Restaurant, the same evening.

Dr BurLocH ON A ScoTsMAN’S HERITAGE.

After the loyal toasts, the President, in a few words,
introduced Dr J. M. Bulloch, who would favour them
with a Sentiment on “ A Scotsman’s Heritage.”” Dr
Bulloch said :

If one of the contributors had not broken down at the last moment,
you would have had the opportunity next Monday of buying a little
book, published by young Mr MacLehose, called ** A Scotsman's Herit-
age.” You would have found that it was a ‘" We-are-Seven "' sym-
posium, contributed to by two peers, two professors, a politician, a
parson, and a painter. But you would also have found that it contained
—and the omission is symbolic—no reference to the heritage of our
vivid vernacular, which gave the world Robert Burns.

I am here to-night to contribute the missing chapter. ‘" A Scots-
man’s Heritage  gives me the sort of clue that all speakers like ; but
I may as well confess that if my remarks are what journalists call topical,
my appearance here to-night is quite accidental. Tt is simply one of
the many wiles of Mr Will. He induced me to travel north to Glasgow
the other week to open the session of the Scottish Association for the
Speaking of Verse, and my remarks were so widely quoted throughout
the country, in spite of, perhaps because of, the deluge of electioneering
rhetoric, that he thinks you would like to hear the gist of my arguments
to-night.

Personally, I have some doubts on the advisability of my doing so,
because Scots living outwith Scotland in general, and this Society in
particular, need no conversion. To urge us to be Scots is like carrying
coals to Fife. We are enthusiasts. But our enthusiasm is often positively
resented by Scots living in Scotland,



42 THE CHRONICLES OF THE

You, Mr Chairman, following the ancient custom of this Society,
have told us in good Perthshire to take our time from you. But there
are larger sections of our countrymen who have not the slightest inten-
tion of doing anything of the kind, especially in the matter of our social
customs and our language. Such people tell us that we are hugging an
illusion ; that the Scotland we dream of is a figment of our fond mem-
ories; that we have retained those memories because we are living away
from them on an alien soil, which, not unnaturally, loves the dramatic
side of it all—the kilts, the pipes, the haggis, ** Scots SONgs, even
 Annie Laurie,” and Harry Lauder,

We lustily sing " Scots wha Hae,” emphasizing with fervour the
words * Lay the proud usurper low ! Our ancestors certainly did
that sturdily for centuries in their determination to remain themselves
and not to be ruled from without. But to-day in many respects the
words ' Lay the proud usurper low ** are, in actual practice, words and
nothing more.

We are either accepting the usurper as inevitable—witness the
whole trend of business southwards, the multiple shops and the rest of
it—or we are putting up a feeble resistance. Or we are inviting him in,
either by flouting the resisters—some of them, it is true, rather feather-
headed—or by deliberately copying the ways and words of the usurper,
or rather usurpers, for there are several of them. Some of them come
from Cockaigne, some from the Bowery, some from the Nigger States,
and battalions from Hollywood. Another deadly usurpation comes
from the fact that national and natural ideals are surrendering to certain
social ambitions which are foreign to our genius, especially the social
system of England which is divided in a horizontal manner, while ours
is vertical, in other words, the feudal against the caste polity.

Our little Scots garrison is, in fact, heavily beleaguered, and most
of us know it though we all interpret the attack differently. One mordant
group of young Scots, who may have angered you, tell us in forcible
language that the resistance of those inside the garrison is feeble,

Thus, only last week, Mr Eric Linklater, the clever young Scots
novelist, declared that we are suffering from * moral rickets,” attribut-
able to Flodden, Calvinism, land clearances, and the peculiar violence
of the industrial revolution, all of which he described as ' a compound
plague of blood, darkness, and froglike croaking.”

Whether we have " moral rickets ' or not, we are finding some of
the usurpers very difficult, if not impossible to repel. This is specially
the case with the drift of business. But as that concerns the grown-ups
I leave it to them to fight out for themselves. What I am far more
concerned with are the young, the transmission of our spiritual, rather
than our material heritage, and the question of our language which is
literally the most speaking symbol of that heritage.

Now the younger generation is being infected—or shall I say con-
taminated ?—at both ends of the social scale. At one end the young
of the better-off class is sent out from the little garrison under the white
flag of Gentility into the usurper’s camp, or rather schools. At the other
end, the usurper comes into the garrison with rations of Oxford * ec-
cented "’ wireless or, worse still, of tinned American talkies which can
be got as low as twopence a time. Between the two the vernacular is
being very hard put to it, '
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Let me begin with the English wet-nursed young Scot, reared under
the lazy system of parenthood-by-proxy, because he is in a position,
on returning to the north, to influence the conduct of life and affairs,
and is, I venture to think, far less qualified to do so by his training at a
very assimilable age, than if he were brought up in his own country.

Scots often pride themselves on avoiding the Englishman’s extra-
ordinary instinct—which often makes me mad—for crying stinking
fish, of filing their own nests, an instinct which goes far back in John
Bull’s history, as you can see from its classic expression in the speech
about " the precious isle set in a silver sea " moaned out by John of
Gaunt in " Richard I1.”” But if we do not cry stinking fish in so many
words, certain Scots do so by implication by turning up their noses at
a system of education of which we used to be so proud, and by sending
their young hopefuls outwith the country to English boarding schools
or else to schools in Scotland meoedelled on the English system. The
process of training the young Scot is not new, for Scotland—much less
mmsular than England and well aware that it does not connote the last
word of wisdom—has been proud to send its students to Oxford and
Cambridge, and in older times to the Universities of the Continent on
which its own are based. For a different set of reasons the boys of the
Scots landed gentry have long been sent to English public schools, with
disastrous consequences, for they have retumed alien in spirit to the
country and have become practically negligible in the community.
What is new, and what we are now witnessing, is the spectacle of the
business and professional middle classes following the same course
whenever they can scrape up the money. Why ? Simply because it is
supposed to give the boys a polish far more likely to be taken on when
they are young, impressionable, and unformed than if it were left till
the time they could go to Oxford or Cambridge. It is not pretended
that the actual education received is better. The expense of it is cer-
tainly exorbitant, and must strain many a paternal purse. But it is
supposed to be worth all the trouble.

Now don’t imagine that I am attacking the English public school
per se. But I do suggest that its whole outlook is fundamentally un-
suitable for Scots because it is the product of a much older and much
more highly stabilized social system, whereas ours is in a constant state
of transition. The English public school was for centuries the educa-
tional Newmarket for the fendal aristocracy, which was wholly con-
temptuous of trade—to this day the word “ tradesman " represents
something inferior for the middle-class Englishman—and despite an
immense amount of criticism and a demand for it to adapt itself to the
times, the tradition and spirit of the English public school remain. It
is, after all, an Englishman’s concern, but I would point out that boys
from the board and the secondary schools are plucking many of the
plums from its fingers, especially in the case of higher posts in the cushy
Civil Service. Again, Mr Siegfried, the mordant French critic of our
commercial situation, holds that it has been thoroughly bad for business
that the sons of wealthy business people should take on the colour of
the English schools. T know cases when it has certainly been disastrous
with Scots boys so educated. In one case in my native town two boys
proved such tawpies and lacked smeddum to such an extent that neither
of them has been able to take up his father’s very profitable business,
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which has had to be assigned to members of his staff who know the
pretty rough-and-ready measures conditioning it.

The Scots boy so educated away from home runs the risk of learning
a lot of unmentionable habits, pilloried by Mr Alec Waugh and others,
and they acquire an inordinate interest in athletics. When I hear a
parent, and especially a Scots parent, tell me that his son has got his
blue, it franlkly gives me the blues, especially in this time of great stress.
Thus, in the midst of our turmoil and anxiety over the gold standard
and dumping and all the rest of it, I see a whole newspaper bill devoted
to the intentions of Bradman, In such a crisis as ours, I ask you, does -
Bradman matter ? What does any man skilled in hitting a ball with a
stick matter # Tt simply makes one doubt whether there is any sort of
national crisis,

If the result is not always as disastrous as in the case I have men-
tioned, the boomerang effect on snobbish or self-sacrificing Scots parents
may be pathetic or grotesque. When their progeny, easily assimilating
English ways and words, return to the paternal roof, either on holiday
or for good, they frequently have a contempt for their parents, or, if
they display no such unfilialness they have a contempt for their environ-
ment. Even if they do not think the vernacular vulgar, recognizing that,
as Lady Margaret Sackville once said, you might as well say that heather
is vulgar, they know neither our vigorous native words, nor our native
accent, speaking a strange tongue which Mr William Power has called
“ synthetic English.”” T know cases in which the parents of these queer
hybrids can hardly make out what their offspring say, much less what
they think. Such parents always remind me of a hen hopping round
the mill dam as with a terrified cackle she watches the duckling she has
hatched taking to the water. As I listen to these hybrids with their
embarrassing way of calling me “* Sir,”” I parody Burns on the Haggis :

“ Poor devils ! See them owre their trash,
As feckless as a withered rash,
Their spindle shanks a guid whip lash,
Their nieves a nit ;
Through bluidy flood or field to dash
O how unfit.”

And that again reminds me of a delicious passage in Neil Munro’s boolk,
““ The Brave Days,” where he recalls an artist named Christie who
could give Burns's ““ Address to a Haggis "’ with gusto:

“ There are shilpit schaulin bodies of no physique and no convic-
tion who do their best to introduce the haggis in the grand style that
was Christie’s; but, Oh Lord, how unfit. To hear them you might
fancy they apologized for the chieftain of the puddin’ race, regretting it
was not a Péche Melba.”

That's it in a nutshell—the Péche Melba way of speaking. Burns,
you remember, declared that *“ Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware
that jaups in luggies.” But our hybrids with their synthetic English,
their plus-fours and all the rest of it make one doubt whether the tastes
of the New Scotland are identical with those of the Auld.

If their meal, however, was that of really sound standard English
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one would not mind so much. But in a great many cases what they
have learned to do at great expense is to exchange the vernacular of
their particular districts for the vernacular of Cockaigne, for Cockney
is creeping in among what is called the * best people.”” If you have any
doubts on the point let me quote Mr Seymour Hicks, who, most thought-
fully, came to my rescue this morning in a little book about acting for
amateurs. He says:

 There are quite enough highly educated murderers of our mother
tongue in society to-day who, to be thought smart, distort words and
their meaning, and as this is probably their chief occupation it would
be unfair to rob them of their only creative work.

" The stage must stand sentinel against slang and slovenliness,
else will our children grow up steeped in Americanisms and wonder why
Dr Johnson troubled to compile such an inaccurate dictionary.”

Many Scots parents really believe that this sort of accent pays and
that it franks their progeny into good society. I once heard the Principal
of University College, Exeter, definitely say so. But here is an experi-
enced and highly paid actor whose business is to sell his voice warning
us against this method. Those of us who attend London theatres have
to tolerate it, but the well-known American critic, Mr George Jean
Nathan, tells us, in his most recent book, that American audiences,
who really look in their heart of hearts to England for a lead, will not
have it at any price and are deporting to this country such players—
they are not human beings, he says, but " funnels of English speech ""—
who use it :

*'With their accordion-pleated trousers, bib waistcoats, and other
such sartorial lampoons, with their affected gait and Bloomsbury
version of savoir faire, and with their ‘ deah’ for ‘ dear,” * ware’ for
‘where,” ‘weld ' for ‘world’ they make themselves, the plays they
play in, and their profession ridiculous. They are not Englishmen but
burlesques of Englishmen. (That, I may intervene, exactly describes
the Scot I am describing.) For these London dummies and bastardizers
of the English accent (Mr Nathan adds) there will only be obscene
mouth noises.” '

If it is ridiculous for an educated Englishman to talk in this way,
how much more unnatural it is for a Scot to do so, and yet, that is the
line of attack on our little garrison which we are called upon to repel.
As you all know, Mr Will and his supporters have been mostly concerned
in the study of our vernacular words, if only that this generation may
be able to understand Burns. But we are now called, as I say, to look
at the question of accent, because it is being influenced at both ends of
the social scale. I am not concerned with what Mr Hicks called the
" murderers ” of our mother tongue by educated Englishmen them-
selves, as, for instance, the two well-to-do damsels with a Rolls Royce
car whom I found in a theatre foyer asking, " D'ye (k)now w'ere we pawk
our clowthes ? " DBut I confess I feel furious when I hear a Scot on
whom a lot of money has been spent talking in this way, especially if
he is a public speaker like one literary man and politician whom I heard
delivering a literary lecture on what he would call ** the reg-beg of re-
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ection,”” Why on earth should I swop my “ eccent " for this queer sort
of noise ? The Scot who speaks in this way simply shows that he lacks
force of character and fails in the easy mimicry of the parrot which
can be made to swear or pray with equal facility according to the com-
pany it keeps. A really forceful personality declines to be * contemin-
ated " as Mr Mantalini would undoubtedly have said.

In saying all this I don’t want you to think that I object to Cockney
as Cockney. It is only a vernacular—a word which for some Scots
connotes only their own variety. Cockney, of course, is not merely a
form of accent : it also has a spiritual vocabulary of its own which, at
its best, is extraordinarily vivid and expressive. But it is not the only
vital vernacular. All vernaculars are vital, and for this reason, that
no word can go on living in a spoken language unless it is thoroughly
alive and useful, whereas it can continue being written long after it has
been dead as Queen Anne. I don't care what the vernacular may be,
whether Cockney or Scots, Lancashire or Irish, or Bowery or nigger, it
has a dramatic value in point of mere sound quite apart from the subject
madtter.

One of the best tests of the truth of my contention is to watch, as
I have done, an English audience at a Burns night listening to  Tam
o' Shanter.” At first they are puzzled or bored by the strangeness of
what they will call the * brogue,” but, as soon as the speaker comes to
the lines spoken (but not printed) thus :

‘* But to our tale—Ae winter night
Tam had got planted unco tight _
Fast by an ingle bleezing finely
Wi’ reaming swats that drank divinely ""—

I say at this point you can see them emerging from a feeling of boredom
or sheer bewilderment, and settling themselves in their chairs with the
feeling : ** Now what’s this fellow going to do ? "' They may not even
understand some of the words, but these are so vivid and so onomato-
poetic that their cumulative effect and the general drift of the whole
becomes as plain as a pike-staff, and by the end any audience has a very
good idea of the great adventures that overtook Tam that eerie nicht
at Alloway Kirk as he watched the witches " linkin "' at it in their
sarks. But, of course, it must be done naturally, and not in that dread-
ful meticulous recitation way, which, being essentially timid, simply
scunners you. To my mind, " Tam o' Shanter "' comes out of the test
far better than anything else Burns did, certainly better than his songs,
which are for the most part more indebted to their tune than to the
words themselves,

While interested in all vernaculars, I am naturally most interested
in our own, which, strange to say, is not nearly sufficiently appreciated
in Scotland. How picturesque it can be. To take one example ; what
a picture is that in which Logie Robertson gives us the Tinkler :

* His hands are in his pooches deep,
He snooves alang like ane in sleep,
His only movement’s o' his legs,
He carries a’ aboon like eggs.
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Sma’ wecht ! his skeleton an’ skin,

And a dour, heavy thocht within !

His claes sae weel wi’ weet they suit him
They're like a second skin aboot him. .

Already on the rain-washed wa'

A darker gloom begins to fa’ ;

Sooms fra the sicht the soakin’ plain—
It’s closin’ for a nicht o' rain.”

Let me give a tribute to our tongue from a highly cultivated English-
man, Mr Herbert Sidebotham, whom you will find every morning as
" Candidus "' in the Daily Sketch. He recently said that every man
would be better if he knew his native dialect, for, he added, knowledge
of a dialect makes a man to some extent bilingual. * I always envied
the Scots,’” he went on to say, * for their store of dialect words, some
of which are wonderfully expressive.”” We do not need Mr Sidebotham
to tell us that, but we are glad to have corroborative testimony from a
scholar and a publicist of such distinction.

Mr Sidebotham is speaking of what he knows, for part of his business
is to attend the House of Commons daily. He tells us that a vernacular
is * very useful in politics,” where it is often an advantage to impress
people with the idea that you are in earnest and genuine, whether they
understand you or not, and dialect will often assist a barrister with a
jury in making him appear a plain man searching after truth, As it is,
one hears more pedantic English in Parliament House than even at the
Law Courts in the Strand, while the characterful Scots-speaking Lord
of Session of another day are extinct as the Dodo. This is all the more
ineffective as the annexed vocal accent is never able to overcome the
ineradicable spiritual vernacular of this idiosyncratic proud-of-itself
institution. '

I have dealt at length with the deliberate surrender of our little
garrison to the English public scheol, first because it is a thing that can
be stopped at will, for, in the jargon of the day, all inferiority complexes
—and that is what it really is—can be checked, and secondly because
the mimics who pick it up like parrots are often in a position to spread
it as teachers or public speakers in Scotland, thereby affecting other
birds in the aviary.

But, as I said, in addition to the * eccent " which we go out of the
country to acquire at immense expense, there are other ' eccents "
which are dumped on us which are quite as bad. Think of that recurring
decimal effect of the B.B.C. everywhere from a Baron's Ha' to a bothie.
Here we get a form of standardization which takes the colour out of
life, and the ironic point is that the head of the B.B.C. is a Scot. Yet
Sir John Reith is so conscious of the noxiousness of his medium that
the last time I heard him he delivered, in these very rooms, a panegyric
to Individualism, which wireless is, willy-nilly, destroying. Even then,
however, the B.B.C. aim at a certain articulateness, even to the point
of pedantry at times, or " tymes,"” as its announcers would say in their
" pryceless "' way.

But what can be said of the American abomination of the talkies
which, by bringing before us a whole set of interpretations of life essen-



48 THE CHRONICLES OF THE

tially alien to our nature, are disastrous to the rising generation. How
are we to stop this form of attack on our little garrison ?

Although Mr George Blake has suggested that we might get talkies
in Scots, the repelling of this and all the other attacks on our garrison
must come, I believe, not from silly little sorties, but as part of a far
broader sense of strategy and tactics. The tactics may be varied.
Personally, I think a good deal of hearty banter of these humourless
mimics, though I do not go the length of suggesting Mr Nathan's use of
‘" obscene mouth noises.” On another plane, I would plead for that
Dignity which Mr Noel Coward so finely and courageously sets forth in
" Cavalcade ' as one of the aims to which this country should aspire.
As it is, it's certainly most undignified—and futile—for us to try to go
shauchlin® about in somebody else’s slovenly slippers instead of standing
on our own feet and in sound boots—even if they have a few tackets—
which will leave some imprints on the sands of time.

We are very fond of singing * For Auld Lang Syne.” 1 wish we
would begin, as well as end, every day with it as we do on such an
occasion as this, for by repeating it constantly we shall help to remember
what made our race, and so maintain our precious Heritage as a people
with a history and a purpose of our own instead of being merely a frac-
tional appendage of somebody else’s interpretation of the art of life.
Having quoted Noel Coward, let me, in conclusion, quote myself ;

" The bee that bummles kens its skep,
The lambie kens its yowe,
An’ ilka blade o’ girse can kep
Its dyow.

It’s aye been true for een an’ a'
Fae Timbuctoo tae Tain,
Fowk hae a something that they ca’
Their ain.

Give me the Somethings we can claim
As oor partikler floo’ers,
For, though there may be fyow tae name,
They're oors.”

The President, in moving the thanks of the audience
to Dr Bulloch for his brilliant and characteristic Senti-
ment, said that Dr Bulloch and he had been associated
in business for fourteen years, and his coming there
that night was an evidence of the kind heart that beat
in this big-hearted Aberdonian’s breast.

Mr Robert S. Kennedy, the new Vice-President,
proposed the toast, * Past-Presidents,” and in doing
so, spoke of the meetings of Caledonians in the Portland
Place home of the late Robert Hepburn, one of the early
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members of the Society. He spoke also of his own
father, a man of sterling qualities ; of Mr Pat Gardiner,
a man of most generous actions; of Sir John Young,
the eloquent octogenarian ; of Sir George Paton, who
kept the flag flying during the War ; of Historians John
Douglas and William Will ; and of T. R. Moncrieff,
whose name he coupled with the toast.

Mr T. R. Moncrieff, Past-President, responded,
and referred to the fact that he joined the Society when
Mr Kennedy’s father was President. At present, said
Mr Moncrieff, by reason of an extraordinary set of
circumstances, the Society was denied the presence of
many Past-Presidents. In previous times the top
table was filled with many eminent men who had
passed through the Chair, every one of them contributing
in one way or another to the programme. He spoke of
men like old General Don, who, in a Sentiment, sang
sea-song after sea-song in splendid voice, without
showing the slightest sign of strain. He was a great
Past-President. By illness and absence in Scotland,
the Past-Presidents at our meetings to-day were few
in number, but the Society could always depend that
those who were left would do their duty.

Sir George Paton, Past-President, gave what he
called the toast of the evening, “ Our Guests,” and
coupled it with the names of Mr C. G. Dandridge and
Mr David Kennedy, brother of the Vice-President,
both of whom replied.

*“ The President " was given by Mr William Will,
Past-President.

I always like to hear Dr Bulloch, said Mr Will, on a Scots or
any other subject. He is always as sure as death. Sometimes I think
he has a wee bee in his bonnet, but as we see eye to eye in all things
Scots, he probably feels that my bonnet is a complete bee skep. He
knows what the world thinks of us, He knows that if we attract the
antipathy of large numbers of people we have ourselves to blame. We
are pictured as a race of people swaggering about the world, clad in
Highland costume, with a map of Scotland for a sporran, a sword in
one hand and a Bible in the other, with a haggis and a bottle of whisky

E
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between our teeth, shouting, * Here's to us. Wha's like us? " and waiting
for the inevitable echo, '* Damned few | "' (Laughter.)

Apologizing for going off on his hobby-horse, the speaker said that
many members could have proposed the toast of ‘‘ The President "'
much better and more neatly than he could, but there was no one who
knew the subject more intimately than he did. Was it as a Highlander
or as a Lowlander that he should present the President ? He could
speak of him as the best example of a Highlander that he (the speaker)
had ever known, with the impetuosity, the utter contempt for conven-
tion, with the potential elements of a vendetta in his composition, and
all that restiveness and imagination that goes to make up the character
of a Highland gentleman. Or he could present him as a Lowlander,
but he feared it would be an imperfect Lowlander, for while he had the
milk of human kindness in abundance, there was none of that acquisi-
tiveness, or the patience, or capacity for detail that were qualities often
found in the Lowland men. He could never faney Mac, for instance,
in the position of the Scottish farmer who was being driven furiously
by his nephew in his motor-car. Going down a steep hill, the young
man shouted to his uncle that he had lost control of the car ; that the
brakes widna wirk ; and that he couldna stop 'er. " Weel, weel,"” said
the farmer, viewing the possibilities; ™ weel, weel, gin ye canna stop
‘er, for God’s sake, laddie, rin ‘er into something cheap.” (Laughter.)
Now he (Mr Will) could not think of Mac caring a little bit what he
ran her into, so long as he got to the end of his journey, even if he did
the last part in an ambulance. (Laughter.) * But I shall present Mac
to you,” he said, " not as a Highlander or as a Lowlander ; but as a
great and loyal Scot, as a great friend, one of those friends you can
depend upon if you are in a tight corner, and a great Christian gentle-
man. If I were asked to produce a man who would never do a disloyal
deed, or do a dirty trick, but who would go a long distance out of his
way to befriend a fellow, I would produce the President of the Caledonian
Society of London, my old friend Mac.” (Loud applause.)

The toast was responded to with great enthusiasm.

The President, in responding, said he had spent
many happy evenings with Mr Will, but this, the
evening when he was installed President of the Cale-
donian Society of London, was the greatest of all.
He thanked the proposer of the toast for what he had
said, and the members, not only for their response, but
for their confidence in him in putting him in the Chair.

The musical part of the programme was con-
tributed to by a quartette, led by Mr. Crawford, who
sang ‘‘ Scots wha hae’ and * Scotland yet” ; and
Mr Francis Randall, an old Caledonian School boy, who
sang ‘‘ Stirling Brig.”
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“Auld Lang Syne” ended a most successful
opening meeting of the Session.

RULES ALTERATIONS SUGGESTED.

Because of the offer of his resignation by a good
Caledonian who for business reasons was unable to
attend the Society’s meetings, a committee was ap-
pointed at the Council meeting on rrth December, 1931,
to consider what alteration of the rules would be
necessary to prevent the removal of such a member
from the roll, and at the same time allow active mem-
bers to be enrolled. The Committee appointed was :
The President, Vice-President, Hon. Secretary, Hon.
Treasurer, and Past-Presidents T. R. Moncrieff, John
Douglas, William Will, and A. Bain Irvine.

It was announced that the President’s list for the
Royal Scottish Corporation Festival totalled £852
odds.

Scotrs I HAVE MET.

At the Little Dinner on the same evening a large
company assembled under the chairmanship of Mr.
P. N. McFarlane, President, who, after the loyal toasts,
introduced Sir John Foster Fraser, the well-known
journalist and publicist, who gave a Sentiment en-
titled, *“ Scotsmen and Others I have met.” Sir John
said :

Caledonians, I see from the text from which I am to preach to-night,
that the whole world is divided into two parts—Scotsmen and others.
Scotsmen I certainly have met in all parts of the world. In New York
once I was greatly embarrassed by Sir Harry Lauder. After dinner,
Sir Harry was in a particularly melancholy mood. He was very sad and
very weary ; he told depressing stories about the Great War—it was
during the War—and by his sadness greatly impressed the large audience.
I thought it necessary to say something to cheer up the Americans, so
I told them a lot of amusing stories, and the president afterwards said
that when Sir Harry Lauder was speaking there was not a dry eye in
the room ; and when Sir John Foster Fraser was speaking there was
not a dry seat.

Wherever one goes through the world one finds Scotsmen. In
Russia I travelled many thousands of miles, and at Alexandrovsky the
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Governor showed me over the great prison. In one great building there
was nothing but Russians ; another was full of Asiatic Russians : and
another held only Russian Jews. One of the prisoners in the last-named
building was a man who on hearing me speaking asked : '* Do you come
from England ? I come from Glasgow.” I didn’t care to ask the
Glasgow gentleman, * What are you in for ? ” so I said : ** How long
have you been in residence ? I have been here for five years. I
wonder if you will tell my father when you go back that I'll be looking
in to see him in a year or two.” It appeared that this Clydeside gentle-
man was a clever penman, and had been exercising his undoubted
qualities by imitating the signatures of other people.

I have heard twenty-one Budgets and known ten Prime Ministers
—from Gladstone to Ramsay MacDonald. I had the privilege of being
beaten by the present Prime Minister (at Leicester in 1g10); and if
Mr MacDonald had been beaten instead of me, then—well, God knows
who might have been Prime Minister to-day !

When going to the United States with the Prime Minister two
years ago (said Sir John), I was telling Mr MacDonald that my first
experience of the Commons as a journalist was when Gladstone was
introducing his second Home Rule Bill ; and Mr MacDonald said that
he also was on his first visit to the House that very day ; and on being
questioned by Sir John regarding Gladstone's speech on that occasion,
the Prime Minister said he couldn’t remember a thing that the great
old statesman said.

1 was for twenty-five years in the House of Commons (continued
Sir John), and had many recollections of men who at various times had
cut important figures in their parties, but who to-day were totally
forgotten. The fame of a politician fades like that of a music-hall artist.
I shall never forget one famous afternoon when I listened to the Grand
Old Man delivering his last speech. The House of Lords had rejected
some Liberal bills ; there was considerable dissatisfaction in the Liberal
party with the Lords. The old man got on his feet ; he was revitalised ;
his old power returned ; his wonderful emergy was displayed ; and
when he finished his speech he sank back on the bench apparently
exhausted. The whole of the members trooped out of the House to
discuss the wonderful speech ; and the old man was the only one left
in the House. There he sat like an ivory replica of himself. Then he
got on his feet, and haltingly and blindly he fumbled his way behind
the Speaker’s chair ; and left the House of Commons for ever.

I heard, too, Sir Austen Chamberlain deliver his first speech in
the House ; I have heard Mr Churchill speak from most parts of the
Chamber ; seen one M.P. punch ancther on the jaw ; frequently heard
honourable gentlemen describe one another as damned liars; seen an
M.P. collapse and be carried out by John Burmns, to die in Westminster
Hospital ; remember one M.P. who refused to shake hands with the
then Speaker ; and how, in a Budget speech twenty years ago, Mr Lloyd
George started to be incoherent after four hours’ talking, so that the
sitting had to be suspended for half an hour.

The most humorous speech that ever I heard was one by the late
Mr Tim Healy. As usual, Mr Healy wanted to speak on the woes of
Ireland, but a speech on Ireland on that occasion was not in order, and
the Speaker told him so. " Well, Mr Speaker,” said Mr Healy, * what
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can I talk about ? ¥ The Speaker told him that Uganda was the subject.
“ Well,” said Mr Healy, " I wish to draw the attention of the House to
the condition of my constituents in Uganda,” and he delivered a long
and eloquent speech on the woes of Ireland, but substituting on every
occasion the word Uganda for Ireland.

Then there was Lloyd George. I do not intend to disclose to you
my political sympathies, but for well over thirty years I have written
nastier things about Mr Lloyd George than any other journalist. But
Mr Lloyd George is the only big statesman who has never forgotten
that he was once a back-bencher, and newspaper men were in those
days his friends, and he has always remembered that. Itis a fine thing
that in this country one can be a bitter opponent in politics and yet
retain a kindly regard for such an opponent in private life. On one
occasion Mr Lloyd George was going to the United States, and knowing
that I had been there several times, he asked me to give him a few tips.
So I went to Cheyne Walk and met Mr Lloyd George, Mrs Lloyd George,
and Megan. I explained how he must be on his guard against the
American journalists, and I told him of the psychology of the American
people. “ And,” T said, " give them plenty of sob stuff.” And Megan,
looking up in her father's face, said : * Father, you'll be able to give
them that” And that (said Sir John) was the first time that I had
ever seen Mr Lloyd George blush.

There was also President Wilson, who claimed to be part Scots.
It is amazing how many people have Scots mothers or something!
I got along fairly well with the Yankees on my not infrequent visits to
the States.

Most people think it is an easy thing to get an interview with the
President of the United States; that you simply walk up to White
House, put your chewing-gum under the table—for future use—and
there you are! Nothing of the sort. It is easier to meet the King at
Buckingham Palace than the President at White House. When you
are taken along to see the President you are first of all held up by an
Irish janitor who had never heard of the appointment. He "phones up
and later guesses it is all right. The doors are not then thrown wide
open to let you in. Three large-bellied men—secret service men—are
at a door which just opens far enough to let you in ; and you are taken
to a room with only three sides. Where the other side should be, one
of the men walks to and fro with one of his hands always in his pocket,
ready for emergencies ; and he parades thus for the three-gquarters of
an hour or less that the President—in my case it was President Wilson
—gives of his time to the conversation.

I remember President Wilson when he came to France. Applauded
as the great statesman, his journeys were trinmphal ; but back in the
States he was despised and rejected by his own people. Wilson had a
stroke, but kept at his work. He would not give way until he finished
his term of office. I was in Washington (continued Sir John) when he
laid down his presidential office. Tens of thousands of his fellows were
acclaiming the new President with great cheers and huzzas., Wilson,
partially paralyzed, came in a small chaise, attended by his wife, and
while the crowds cheered his successor, Wilson, a broken man, slithered
to the President’s room to fulfil his last duty as President, and signed
his papers with his palsied hand. Wilson took so long to do this work
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that at twelve o’clock, when he ceased to be President, he had not
finished. And so, to allow him to end his task while yet he was President,
they put back the clock twenty minutes. And so passed out President
Wilson, while the thousands on thousands of Americans acclaimed
Harding as his successor.

The next celebrity to whom I shall introduce you is the late Lord
Elgin, father of that patriotic and musical Scotsman, who gives * The
Immortal Memory " in eloquent terms interspersed with songs from the
works of the Bard in his lordship’s fine voice. I remember the father
of Lord Elgin in 2 memorable scene in the House of Lords. Lord Curzon,
that brilliant and gorgeous Viceroy of India, on returning from his
period of office in the East, was to address the Peers on the subject of
India. A great number of members of the House met to hear what was
to be a momentous speech. Ladies and Privy Councillors thronged the
galleries, and one of the most brilliant settings presented itself when
the Viceroy rose to speak. He delivered himself of a fine if somewhat
patronizing address. He told his lordships where India was ; he almost
wished he had a map to show its position and immensity ; he told his
great audience of the difficulties of government and of the loyalty of
princes and people. Lord Curzon sat down amid great enthusiasm.
Then Lord Elgin rose. This little, stoutish, whiskered man, without
any graces of oratory, thanked Lord Curzon for his interesting speech,
and hoped the noble Lord would forgive him for suggesting that there
were a few members of that House who had some little acquaintance
with India. Lord Lansdowne, for example, was for a considerable
period Viceroy of India; Lord Ripon, also, was the representative of
the Crown for quite a good length of time. The gallant and noble Lord,
pointing to Earl Roberts, he dared say Lord Curzon knew, was also
there for some period of time. And the noble Viscount had forgotten,
continued Lord Elgin, that ** I was his immediate predecessor.” Never
had the House of Lords looked on such a scene of merriment. The
House rocked with laughter.

The question, said Sir John, is often put to me: Who, of all the
men you have met all over the world, has impressed you most of all ?
And there is no need for hesitancy in the answer: It is Mussolini.
Before I went to spend an hour or so with the Ttalian Dictator, I had
read a great deal about him ; I knew all about the monster | The day
before I had been invited to see him, I went to the opening of the Chamber
of Deputies. Irecognized Mussolini at once. There was nothing startling
about the Dictator. In fact, T had seen many restaurant managers in
Soho equal to Mussolini. Instead of glaring, as in the photographs, he
was carrying three roses, like Bunthorne in ** Patience.” In the Italian
Chamber they have an excellent arrangement which, when I become
Dictator of this country, I shall introduce. In front of the Ministers
was a carafe of wine ; ordinary members had water ; Mussolini had a
glass of milk ! There sat the Duce, toying with those roses, and smiling
at the ladies; not at all like the Blood Taster he is supposed to be.

Next morning I paid my courtesy visit to Mussolini, by appoint-
ment of course. In a far corner of a large room sat the Dictator. I gave
him the Fascisti salute. He rose and shook hands with me. I remarked
that he was not at all like his photos ; and shooting out his aggressive
chin, he said: ** Now I am,” We sat down and smoked and talked
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about many things—golf part of the time. I could hardly believe my
senses, and I found myself saying to myself : ** This is not Mussolini
I'm talking to! " I saw he was tired, and said so. He told me he had
two hours every evening to himself, sometimes reading, and sometimes
playing the fiddle. I gave him the joke about Rome burning. ‘' I've
heard that one before,” said Mussolini.

He struck me at times, too, as a sad man. All great men are sad
men, very lonely men., I never met a really great man who did not
impress me with his loneliness. Great men think only of the things
they had failed in. They have no friends ; no close associates. I am
glad I am not a great man. I am glad to have had the opportunity of
meeting Scots all over the world. There is no race in the world so keen
in criticising each other as the Scots ; there is no race so keen in getting
together. Here we are, Caledonians of London, in the Caledonian Room
in Holborn ; itis a privilege to be allowed to address you about ourselves
—and others.

Sir John sat down amid loud applause, and the
President, in proposing the health of our principal
guest, said every one had appreciated the brilliant
Sentiment to which they had listened. Sir John, as
they knew, was a son of the manse ; he had travelled
much and written much; he had given them some-
thing to think about, and to think about him.

The health of Sir John was drunk with Caledonian
honours, and in a word he returned thanks.

Mr. Walter Leitch proposed ““ The Guests,” and
said they had a company of great Scots with them that
night, and among them were Sir Edward Troup, C.B.,
late Permanent Secretary to the Home Office; Mr
James R. Collins, Financial Adviser and Official
Secretary of Australia House, and Secretary of the
Treasury Commissioners ; Mr R. E. Marriott, the well-
known Australian etcher, who designed the first cover
for the Holborn Restaurant ; Captain Williams, Cap-
tain of the Gold Mine at Coolgardie ; and Mr Andrew
Williamson, manager of the English, Scottish, and
Australian Bank. Of Mr Collins, who responded, Mr
Leitch said his name was on more Australian bank-
notes than that of any other man. He signed the
banknotes for the Australian Bank. Of Sir Edward
Troup, who also replied, Mr Leitch said he was a
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native of Huntly, in Aberdeenshire ; he was a near
relative of a favourite novelist of his, Dr George
MacDonald ; and he had served under more Home
Secretaries than any man living.

Sir Edward Troup and Mr Collins (who said he
was a descendant of Rob Roy) replied briefly.

The following five new members were introduced
to the President : Eric Duncan Macmillan, Dr Donald
G. M. Munro, Angus Robertson, Sir Andrew Caird,
and Francis Richard Stephen.

The President, in welcoming the new members, said:

It must have fallen to the lot of few Presidents to have the honour
of welcoming five new members into the Society in one evening. Not
only do I feel it a great honour, but a great responsibility. You, my
new Brother Caledonians, may rightly be asking yourselves, “ What is
the Caledonian Society ? ” It is a body of one hundred Scots which
for ninety-four years has devoted itself to the well-being of the Royal
Scottish Corporation primarily, and to other Scottish charitable work
in London. It is composed of men to whom the work of the Royal
Scottish Hospital makes a very definite and personal appeal.

What is a true Caledonian ? He is one who by becoming a member
pledges himself to devotion to the cause of Scottish Charity in London.

What sort of men are Caledonians ? There is a man who sells
matches in the East End of London, millions of grosses of them, and he,
in addition to looking after the welfare of thousands of work-people,
is a large-hearted and benevolent gentleman. He's a Caledonian.
There is 2 man in the West End of London who for many, many years
has devoted his life to the service of God and man, and the results of
whose work extends far beyond his own congregation, the Scottish
community in London ; indeed, to the farthermost parts of the earth.
He's a Caledonian. There is a man who dispenses justice tempered
with mercy on the Magistrate's bench, and then spends his life distri-
buting, not charity, but the free-will offerings of his countrymen, with
a warmth and sympathy of understanding which is beyond all praise.
He's a Caledonian, There is a man who sits in an office that looks like
the Albert Hall ; is responsible for the production of dozens of news-
papers ; controls in a kindly and understanding way the destinies of
hundreds of a staff, and who even occasionally has been known to pay
money to Sir John Foster Fraser. He's a Caledonian. There is a man
who controls Father Thames from Twickenham to the Nore, and he is
often seen in Whitehall with a couple of dry docks in his pocket, telling
the First Lord of the Admiralty to * stop his nonsense.”  He's a Cale-
donian. And there is a man who last Tuesday sold newspapers at the
Oxford and Cambridge Rugby Match. That was me (I had to get this
in as an advertisement for my newspaper). These, with the exception
of the poor newspaper fellow, are the class of men who are members of
this Society—big men, all of them, who here amongst their friends are
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just Willie, Jock, and Tam ; although I must say I have never yet
known a Caledonian who had the temerity to call Dr Fleming ** Archie '
or Mr Moncrieff ** Tam.” (Laughter.)

My new Caledonian Brothers, I ask you to look on this Society,
not as an Irish " Come all ye,” a Cockney " Friendly Lead,” or, as the
baser of type of Scot has it, a " Here's tae us ; wha's like us ? " type of
Society. We are a private club of Scottish gentlemen. Your duty as
a worthy Caledonian is first of all to look on the monthly meetings as
a sacred obligation ; to enter the date in your diary, the second Thursday
of each month from November to March, as an appointment which
must be kept; to hold yourself in readiness to accept a share in this
great charitable work when called upon, and also without detriment to
yourself, your home or your business, give financial support at the due
and proper season. Amongst our members will be found wild, warm-
hearted Highlanders, and equally warm-hearted men from the North
and East, a * body ” frae Fife, and two gentlemen from Perth, and on
my own behalf and theirs I bid you a sincere and hearty welcome.
(Applause.)

The toast, *“ Our New Members,” was responded to
with great enthusiasm, and the new members responded.

During the evening Mr William Gray sang ‘ The
wee toon clerk,” and Mr William Dalgarno gave a
recitation ““ The Fitba’ Match " in the broad Doric of
Buchan.

An evening rich with Sentiment and Reality closed
with the usual hearty singing of ** Auld Lang Syne.”

Tue Scor iIN WorLD ENTERPRIZE.

At the Council meeting on Thursday, 14th January,
1932, at the Holborn Restaurant, the President feelingly
referred to the deaths of Mr T. C. Riddell, who had
been Hon. Treasurer from 1927 to 1931, and Mr Archi-
bald Macfadyen, who had been a member for seventeen
years. Resolutions of sympathy with the relatives
were passed.

Sir Alexander Murray, C.B.E., a director of Lloyds
Bank, a great Anglo-Indian administrator, was the
principal guest later at the Little Dinner, which was
well attended.

The President was in the chair, and before he
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called upon Sir Alexander to give the Sentiment of the
evening, Past-President T. R. Moncrieff, J.P., sang the
song which he has contributed for many Sessions to
the programme at the first meeting of the year, *“ Here's

ST

to the year that’s awa’.” Mr Moncrieff was heartily
applauded and thanked for marking another milestone
in this melodious manner.

Sir Alexander Murray then gave his Sentiment as
follows :

" The Scot in World Enterprize "’ is a Sentiment to which any
Scot should be proud to speak, and I am indebted to Sir John Young
for the suggestion, amounting almost to a command, that I should
talk on this subject this evening.

To do justice to the Scot in World Enterprize, one would require
to follow our energetic and hard-working countrymen all over the
world, and to survey more enterprizes than can be referred to in the
time now at our disposal. I am compelled, therefore, to pass over names
and events well worth mentioning, and for these many omissions I
tender apologies in advance to those of you who may consider my
sense of perspective is at fault.

It has been said that the best view in Scotland is the high road
to England. Speaking to an audience, chiefly Scots, in this capital of
England, I feel I cannot deny this quite as strenuously as I might have
done if speaking at a Caledonian dinner in Edinburgh or some other
Scottish town ! English histories—I mean histories written by English-
men—do not, in my opinion, give a fair idea of Scottish life in past
centuries. Previous to the Jacobite Rebellions, or at least previous to
the Union of Parliaments in 1707, the Scots have been depicted as a
backward, if not uncivilized people who, when not fighting the Kings
of England, were fighting amongst themselves or gquarrelling over
religion and politics. And any good thing that comes out of Scotland
is said to be due to the Union of the English and Scottish Parliaments
and the civilizing effects of contact with the English. Perhaps present-
day incidents in the House of Commons may give English M.P.s some
justification for saying that the civilizing process even now is not com-
plete. Joking apart, and while willing to give full credit to the Union
for the many benefits it brought to Scotland, I would like to make it
clear that Scotland in days of old was not always so backward in enter-
prize as has been represented in some quarters.

As far back as the reign of David I. (1124-1153), according to
Hume Brown, ' Scotland enjoyed a peace and prosperity which made
her a refuge for exiles and a mart for foreign countries.” She *‘ had
now entered on her commercial development under fairer auspices
than any other country in Europe.” David and his successors gave
charters to seaports that still continue Royal Burghs, and encouraged
the manufacture of woollen cloth ; and we read of a ship built at Inver-
ness carrying members of the French Royal family and their vassals to
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the Holy Land in the thirteenth century., Of the commercial progress
of the country at this period there is " emphatic testimony,” and it
was not until Edward I. of England began to interfere that progress
was arrested. At the time of his intervention in Scottish affairs, in
1291, there was a Schothendyke or Scottish quarter in Bruges, Flanders,
with which country our east coast towns had been doing business for a
long time.

There is on record a letter, written immediately after the Battle of
Stirling, in 1297, in which Sir William Wallace and Andrew de Moray
thank the Magistrates and Commons of the Hanseatic cities, Lubeck
~and Hamburg, for their past favour and goodwill, and invite them
to continue their commerce with Scotland, as the country is now
" recovered by war from the power of the English.”

Further evidence of Scotland’s overseas trade is found in the fact
that Edward I. about this time asked the Earl of Flanders to prohibit
all trade with the Scots, a request which was flatly refused. In 1383,
when Bruges was in its zenith as a trading centre, the Scots had their
Consulate in Place des Ecossais, their chapel in St. Giles Square, near
which is a lane called Porte des Ecossais, while there was also a Quai
des Ecossais, now the Quai St. Anne. Later, we find Middelburg in the
Island of Walcheren the staple of the Scottish trade. Indeed, so im-
portant was this trade, that friendly relations were stimulated by the
marriage of Mary, fifth daughter of James I. of Scotland, to the son of
the Lord of Campvere, now on the maps as Veere, which later became
the staple town.

Thirty-three years later the Parliament of James IT1. of Scotland
prohibited the importation of English cloth in exchange for Scottish
salmon, cod, and other fish, in the hope that our exports would be paid
for in silver and gold instead of cloth.

In the reign of James IV, the Scottish trade with Flanders was at
its height, and Scots sailors were more than holding their own in the
North Sea. We find the King of Scotland writing a threatening letter
to the Magistrates of Dantzig on behalf of Scottish traders in the Baltic,
and also claiming damages from the King of France for injury done to
three Scottish merchants on the coast of Brittany. Writing to this
King, Louis XII., in 1506, James says he has exhausted the timber in
Scotland building a fleet, and has had to apply to Denmark and France
for a further supply. According to a historian of the period, all the
woods of Fife had been wasted in the building of ** ane greit and costly
ship,” the Great Si. Michael, the largest ship then existing, This vessel
was sent to France, and in the year after the death of James IV. was
purchased by Louis XII, for 40,000 francs. Scottish naval enterprize
was very prominent about this time, and stories of Sir Andrew Wood
and of John Barton and his sons, Andrew and Robert, stir the hearts of
all Scots.

It is not surprising, therefore, that we find the King of England only
too pleased to see his daughter married to James IV. of Scotland, and
meeting the objection raised in the English Council—that this marriage
might result in the throne of England passing to the King of the Scots
—by the ingenuous reply that this could never come about, since the
larger kingdom must inevitably absorb the smaller! Although the
Battle of Flodden followed soon after, the Reformation brought great
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changes to both Scotland and England. The three-century-old alliance
between Scotland and France came to an end. England lost Calais,
the last of her then overseas possessions, but the defeat of the Spanish
Armada cleared the seas of Catholic enemies and cleared the way for
further commercial development. '

But competition between Scotland and England still continued.
In 1507 another Act was passed by the Scottish Parliament strictly
prohibiting the importation of English woollen cloth.

One could linger longer over these old times, but I think it may
be safely said that the Scot had embarked on a life of enterprize before
the Union of the Crowns in 1603. It is true his intercourse had been
with countries in Northern waters, with occasional ventures down the
coast of France as far as Portugal, but he soon showed he was prepared
to go farther afield. During the closing years of the reign of Queen
Elizabeth, Englishmen had been sailing the high seas in all directions,
and the Dutch as well as the English had sent ships East to compete
with the Portuguese, who had been pioneers of Eastern enterprize
throughout the sixteenth century. In 16oo the London East India
Company was incorporated, and two years later a Dutch East India
Company was incorporated. The Scots asked for similar concessions,
and in 1617 King James granted a patent for a Scottish Company to
Sir James Cunningham. Under pressure from the English merchants,
however, James was forced to recall the grant, being paid handsomely
by the London Company for doing so !

Meantime English settlements or plantations were being founded
on the east coast of America, and James decided that his Scottish
subjects should share in Colonial enterprize. While still King of Scot-
land only, he had persuaded “ the gentlemen adventurers of Fife " to
take over the island of Lewis on the west coast of Scotland and colonize
it. He now turned his attention to Ireland where, a quarter of a century
earlier, Queen Elizabeth had endeavoured with little success to colonize
Munster. In 1610 the Province of Ulster was selected as a more favour-
able quarter for a Plantation, and fifty-nine Scots were allotted 81,000
acres on which to settle. Within thirty years there were said to be
40,000 able-bodied Scots in the north of Ireland. Thus were laid the
foundations of the prosperous Ulster of to-day. This success in Northern
Ireland, coupled with the progress made in planting the east coast of
America, encouraged Sir William Alexander to prepare a scheme for
another Scottish Colony ** between New England and Newfoundland.”
The new territory was named “ Nova Scotia,”” but although King James
did his best to help the scheme by offering a baronetcy and 30,000 acres
of land to any person of means who was prepared to finance plantations,
the bait was not such as to secure the right type of colonist.

By this time, according to Hume Brown, * Scotsmen had already
given ample proof of their readiness to seek their fortunes in foreign
lands, In Poland, Russia, Sweden, and even in Finland, flocks of them
had settled and shown the national aptitude for making themselves at
home among strangers.” George Macaulay Trevelyan, in his * History
of England,” says that * Scotland . . . sent forth in those days her
most adventurous sons to serve abroad, not then as cashiers and
foremen throughout a far-flung British Empire, but as captains in the
armies of Gustavus Adolphus and other Protestant champions on
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the continent.” This makes pleasant reading, but of the enterprizing
Scots then earning a living on the Continent of Europe I am afraid there
is little doubt that thousands in those days wandered through Prussia
and Poland with packs on their backs and carried the wares of the
Scottish draper or pedlar far beyond the shores of Scotland. :

During the middle of the seventeenth century, Scotland’s trade
and commerce were adversely affected by the disputes between the
Crown and the Kirk, and her troubles were only temporarily alleviated
during the Commonwealth. For although trade with England then
was free, the wars with the Dutch had almost put a stop to Scotland’s
trade with the Netherlands. Thomas Tucker, a Commissioner sent
down by the Protectorate in 1655, found the trade of the country almost
confined to the seaports, Leith coming first and Glasgow second in
importance. Hitherto the east coast ports had been doing the bulk of
the export trade, but the increasing population on the coast of North
America provided the west coast with new opportunities. By this time
Glasgow had been sending her ships as far away as Barbados, to which
we read of Covenanters and other Scots being forcibly exported. The
Governor of the island, writing to Lauderdale, said : “ Some of your
nation I find here, and these good subjects. I wish there were more of
them."”

In the latter part of the seventeenth century, at any rate, we find
Scottish traders at home dealing direct with their countrymen in the
American plantations, in spite of restrictions imposed by Cromwell's
Navigation Acts, which favoured the English Merchant Companies.
The Merchants of London complained ' that their trade is in a great
measure destroyed and ruined by many ships trading directly from
Scotland and Ireland (i.e. Northern Ireland) to Virginia, Maryland and
Pennsylvania, without paying Their Majesties’ duties to the under-
valuing of Trade.” Similar complaints came from Bristol, Liverpool,
and other English ports.

It is evident that the Scot was prepared to trade at any cost. On
his old trade route in the North Sea we hear of him, in the closing years
of the seventeenth century, attaching his ships to English convoys to
Rotterdam, thus breaking the staple contract with Campvere, the
authorities of which protested to little purpose. The comparative
success which had attended Scottish enterprize across both the Atlantic
Ocean and the North Sea, created desires for larger ventures after the
style of the overseas trading companies existing in other countries.
A famous company that still exists, viz.,, the Hudson Bay Company,
had been started in 1670. An Act passed in 1693 authorized Scottish
Merchants to form companies for trading in all kinds of commodities
in all parts of the world with which His Majesty King William was not
at war. This meant that Scotland could now have an East India Com-
pany with the sanction of royal authority, which had been refused, or
rather recalled, in the early vears of the century. William Paterson, of
whom I shall have more to say, soon formulated a scheme, and in 1695
the Scottish Parliament passed an " Act for a Company trading to
Africa and the Indies.” The Act gave this company in Scotland a
monopoly of trade with Asia and Africa for all time coming, and in
America for thirty-one years. The capital of the company was fixed at
4600,000, half of which was immediately subscribed in London, but



62 THE CHRONICLES OF THE

once more we find vested interests in the shape of the English East
India Company and private traders putting obstacles in the way, with
the result that the English participation in the Scottish venture was
withdrawn, and a circular letter was issued later to governors of planta-
tions to prevent any assistance being given to the Scottish company.
In the circumstances the Scottish promoters wounld have been well
advised to allow the whole scheme to fall through, but Scottish pride
was aroused.

Debarred from trading in Asia, in Africa, or in America, by the
hostility of the English, the company eventually fixed on the Isthmus
of Darien, near where the Panama Canal now runs, as a suitable centre
for developing trade between the East and West. Two years were
occupied equipping and loading five vessels—part of the cargo being
1500 English Bibles, and by the end of 1698 the expedition reached the
Gulf of Darien. The whole enterprize turned out a disastrous failure,
due partly to the active hostility of the Spaniards, who claimed the
territory, partly to the refusal of supplies from English plantations,
and partly to other causes, including bad management. Within a year
the settlement was abandoned. Of the original 1200 emigrants only
goo left Darien, and of the five original ships only one returned to Scot-
land, and that one, curiously enough, was named the Caledonia. Two
other expeditions followed, but also had to return unsuccessful, and
the Darien scheme had to be admitted a complete failure. The Scottish
people were furious, and did not hesitate to express their resentment
against the King and the English people, on whom the blame was
thrown. The differences arising out of the Darien scheme were im-
portant factors in bringing about the Union of the English and Scottish
Parliaments.

Subsequent history, in the opening of the Panama Canal, shows
that Paterson was not far wrong in selecting the Isthmus of Darien for
the world’s entrepot trade between the East and the West, and perhaps
this is the stage at which I should tell you more about this famous
Scotsman, William Paterson was born in Dumfriesshire in 1658, the
son of a small laird and tenant farmer. At twenty-three years of age
we find him in the Merchant Taylors Company of London. Thereafter
he visited Amsterdam and other places on the Continent, becoming
established as a merchant in London, going to America and settling
there as a trader between the West Indies and Boston, and eventually
returning to London where, through his agency, a scheme for a National
Bank and a permanent National Debt was laid before the English
Government. We need not be surprised that it took Paterson three
years to persuade Government officials and the public that his scheme
was a feasible one, for he was only thirty-six years of age at the time,
and had been something of a rolling stone. But what a record he has
left behind ! Creator of the Bank of England, the most famous bank
in the world, and creator of the English National Debt, the greatest in
the world | Paterson must have been a man of character and of decision.
He died in 1719, and you may see his portrait dated 1708 in the British
Museum.

I here also may refer to another famous Scotsman who was a con-
temporary of Paterson, and who indeed was in competition with him
in formulating schemes for dealing with England’s National Debt. John
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Law of Lauriston was born in Edinburgh in 1671, the son of an Edin-
burgh goldsmith and banker whose family hailed from Fife. Aiter a
few years in his father’s business he proceeded to London, gambled,
shot his adversary dead in a duel, escaped to the Continent, lived at
Amsterdam, returned to Edinburgh, and roamed about Europe until
the year 1716, when his friend the Duke of Orleans became Regent of
France on the death of Louis XIV. By royal edict, Law and his brother
were authorized to establish a bank under the name of Law & Co.,
the notes of which were to be received as legal tender in payment of
taxes. This bank was given the monopoly of the sale of tobacco and
of the recoinage of gold and silver, and became the Royal Bank of
France, issuing unlimited amounts of paper money with no reference to
security. In 1717 Law launched a company to trade on the Mississippi
River and in the province of Louisiana. Within a couple of years this
company also received the exclusive privilege of trading in the East
Indies, China, and the South Seas. Shares were issued to the value of
hundreds of millions of livres, speculation became rampant, and by
another year the great Mississippi Bubble, of which we have all heard,
was burst. Law and all who trusted in him were ruined ; he drifted
back to Scotland, where he was no longer welcome, and moved on to
Venice, where in 1729 he died in poverty.

While on the subject of banking I may as well refer to the part
played by Scottish banking in the development of Scottish enterprize.
As one writer puts it: " The banking question, whether discussed in
London or Paris, always reverts to the history of the Scottish banks as
a fragment indispensable to the controversy.” I already have mentioned
the Act passed by the Scottish Parliament ' for the encouraging of
Foreign Trade " in 1693, which, you may remember, was only a year
after the Massacre of Glencoe. This was followed in 1695 by the Act
authorizing the unfortunate Darien Company, and in the same year by
another ** Act for erecting a Public Bank," namely, the Bank of Scot-
land, which has thus behind it a brilliant record of 237 years’ service
to the trade and commerce of this country. In 1727 appeared the
Royal Bank of Scotland to which is given the credit of giving the first
cash credit.

I am sorry time will not permit me to tell you now about the
Scottish Joint Stock Banks with their systems of note issues and cash
credits, which have been of such material assistance to Scotland and
Scottish enterprize. The development of Scottish banking is a fascin-
ating story, the keen competition for, yet sympathetic treatment of,
customers and their accounts, the common understanding and the con-
servative handling of resources, the opening up of offices in London,
the amalgamations and fusions of interests with English banks, all of
which leave- Scottish banks stronger than ever and better able than
most banking institutions to stand the strains and shocks of these
troublous times.

What romance, too, there is in the life stories of individual Scots
who made names for themselves—and sometimes fortunes—as bankers |
We hear of the father of the founder of Drummond’s Bank in exile in
Holland, and partner in a banking firm there in 1607. The son, Andrew
Drummond, walked from Edinburgh to London and founded Drum-
mond’s Bank in 1716, the bank that 208 years later was taken over by
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the Royal Bank of Scotland, but is still carried on as Drummond’s
Branch of the Royal, near Charing Cross. Not content with Drummond’s,
as you all know, the Royal Bank of Scotland has lately taken over
Williams Deacons’ Bank, Ltd., and also the West End Branch of the
Bank of England. If that is not enterprize, what is ?

We hear also of the father of the founder of Coutts’s Bank as a
merchant in Edinburgh in 1696. Some years later we find the Coutts
family engaged in Edinburgh in '* the negotiation of Bills of Exchange
on London, Holland, France, Ifaly, Spain and Portugal.” About the
middle of the eighteenth century the banking firm of Coutts & Co.
was established in London, became one of the great London Clearing
Houses, and is still flourishing at 440 Strand, although its interests are
now fused with those of the National Provincial Bank.

One more name that is familiar to all, Barclays! How many of
us remember that this famous bank takes its title from Robert Barclay
of Ury in Scotland, the famous Quaker, known as ‘* The Apologist,”
because of a well-known publication of which he was the author in 1676.
In the beginning of the eighteenth century we find a son as a merchant
in Cheapside and a granddaughter marrying into one house, while a
grandson marries the daughter of a goldsmith whose business was
founded before 1694. The families joined forces, and as recently as
1896 it was said that all the partners of Barclay, Bevan Tritton & Co.
could trace lineal or collateral descent from * The Apologist.” Little
did the old Laird of Ury imagine 250 years ago that Barclay’'s Bank
would be found with over 2000 branches not only in this country, but
in the Dominions, the Colonies, and Overseas, maintaining its dividend
in difficult times, providing for abnormal depreciation without recourse
to published reserves and carrying Barclay's name high, very high, in
world enterprize.

But it is not merely the Scottish bankers in this country nor the
Drummonds, the Couttses, or the Barclays that have helped to wide-
spread Scottish banking systems. It is hundreds, or I should say
thousands, of young Scots, trained in home banks—and where can one
get a better training—who have gone east and west to serve in Eastern,
Dominions, Colonial, and other Overseas banks. From personal experi-
ence, I can speak of splendid work done in South America, in the East,
and in India in particular. In almost every office of the Eastern Ex-
change banks, Scotsmen are to be found. In the old Bank of Bengal,
the senior men were nearly always Scots, and I remember when the
heads of the three great Presidency banks in India were Scots.

I must leave banking, however, and return to the enterprize of the
Scot in other directions, Seeley in his " Expansion of England " says
that the legislative Union of England and Scotland ' marks the be-
ginning of modern Scottish history, just as the Armada that of modern
English history. It is the entrance of Scotland into the competition
for the New World. No nation has since, in proportion to its numbers,
reaped so much profit from the New World as the Scottish.” Hume
Brown is equally expressive when he writes that " under the new con-
ditions determined by the Treaty of Union, Scotland had become one
of the international competitors for the markets of the world.”

The feature of the first half of the eighteenth century, however,
was the enterprize of Glasgow, whose exports of linen, hides, etc., were
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being exchanged for sugar and tobacco from the West Indies and
America, until Glasgow’s " tobacco lords *’ became the leading citizens
of the Western seaport. Tea also was being imported to an extent that
caused Lord President Forbes of Culloden to suggest the imposition of
a heavy duty on it in order to make up for the loss in customs and
excise, and if possible to prevent the people from drinking such an
inferior beverage !

By the middle of the eighteenth century the Industrial Revolution
had set in. The Carron Iron Works near Falkirk were started in 1760,
there was a cotton mill at Rothesay in 1778, and a Turkey-red works,
the first in the Kingdom, on the banks of the Clyde in 1783. The owner
of the latter was David Dale, who started life as a herdboy in Ayrshire,
served as an apprentice weaver in Paisley, ' carried a pack™ as a
pedlar, became a linen draper, agent of the Royal Bank when it opened
its first office in Glasgow in 1783 and has been well described as a
pioneer of industry and the founder of power spinning in Scotland. It
is interesting to note that Robert Owen, who later became famous as
a philanthropist employer and democratic leader, was Dale's manager
in the New Lanark Mill, married Dale’s daughter Caroline, and ulti-
mately took over the New Lanark, then the largest mill of its kind in
Britain.

By this time Glasgow and the Clyde were leading the way in in-
dustrial enterprize, James Watt, born at Greenock, had patented his
steam engine in 1769, and sixteen years later saw the first engine supplied
to a cotton factory. Another Scot, William Murdoch, a foreman in
Watt's works, invented gas lighting. Another Scottish engineer, William
Symington, took out a patent for a marine steam engine in 1786, and
sixteen years later saw the first practical marine engine propelling the
Charlotte Dundas on the Forth and Clyde Canal, with fully loaded boats
in tow. In 1812 Henry Bell of Glasgow produced the Comet, which
not only traversed the Canal but ran to Leith and to Helensburgh, and
thus became the forerunner of ocean steam vessels.

The genius and enterprize of these three great Scots—Watt, Syming-
ton, and Bell—within the lifetime of a single generation, paved the
way for the great ship-building industry that has made Scottish shipping
and Scottish seamen and engineers famous all over the world. Where
would the British Empire and the world have been without the millions
of tonnage launched from the yards of Browns of Clydebank, Fairfield
of Govan, Stephens of Linthouse, Lithgows and Hamiltons, and Duncans
of Port-Glasgow, not to mention Caledon of Dundee and other well-
known yards ? or without the engines produced not only in the work-
shops of Browns, Fairfield, and Stephens, but of Beardmores, Rowans,
Kincaids, and others. Need we be surprised that Scots engineers are
found on every sea and in almost every port of any size ?

And how familiar to many of us are the names of the old shipping
lines—the Anchor, the City, the Clan, the Henderson, the British India,
that sail, or used to sail, from Glasgow to the East, the Donaldson, the
Aberdeen, the Bank boats, and others too numerous to mention. Of
individual owners or agents—Maclver, Burns, Elder, Smith, Mac-
Andrews, Andrew Weir, or should I refer to some by their present-day
titles, Lord Inverclyde, Lord Inverforth, Lord Invernairn, and perhaps
best known of all to some of us Lord Inchcape ?

F
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Unfortunately ship-building and shipping have been under a cloud
of late. Ewven so this country still leads in output, and I feel confident
we shall again see the enterprize of our countrymen receiving its due
reward. They faced fierce competition in the olden days and made
good. In particular our ship-builders and shippers rose superior to
their American rivals last century and should do so again,

Hitherto I have referred to the Scot as a merchant, manufacturer,
builder, shipper, and trader at home and overseas, but no account of the
Scot in world enterprize is complete without a reference to his wonderful
success as a settler and colonizer in all parts of the world. Where would
Canada, for instance, be without the hard-working, persevering Scots-
men and Scotswomen and their families ? I am not thinking now of
the thousands of Loyalists who refused to stay in the New American
Republic, and moved across the Border to live under the British flag.
I am thinking more of the thousands of farmers and crofters and their
families who, to make way for sheep and deer in the glens of Scotland,
had to seck new homes in Canada in the latter half of the eighteenth
century, and the early years of the nineteenth. I am thinking of the
thousands sent over by Lord Selkirk, John Galt, and other enterprizing
Scots. Who can read the life stories of young Donald Smith and his
cousin and learn what they did for the development of trade and transit
in Canada without feeling proud of Scotland’s direct connection with
that country. Nor are Lord Strathcona’s and Lord Mountstephen's
the only names that should be mentioned. There are hundreds more ;
but time passes! One more interesting reference, however, 1 would
like to make. As you will remember, the Hudson Bay Company re-
ceived its charter in 1670 from King Charles Il., whose brother the
Duke of York was Governor of the Company from 1683 until he suc-
ceeded to the throne as James II. To-day the Governor of this great
company is another Scot, Patrick Ashley Cooper. He hails from Aber-
deen, which thus competes for high honour with Forres, from which
Lord Strathcona nearly a century ago sallied forth to ultimately become
Governor of this famous concern,

In the other Dominions, too, the enterprize of the Scot deserves
far more notice than I can give to-night. Indeed I feel ashamed to
pass over famous names and great work without mention. One fine
Highlander, however, I must refer to, namely, Captain John McArthur,
whose father and grandfather both fought at Culloden. Arriving in
Australia as an officer in the N.S'W. Corps in the closing vears of the
eighteenth century, we find Capt. McArthur settling down to a pastoral
life. By importing pure merino sheep from South Africa and elsewhere,
he was able to grow fine wool and to lay the foundations of Australia’s
staple industry. Later, we find Free Kirk Scots, like the Pilgrim Fathers
of old, settling down in New Zealand, creating a new city of Dunedin,
and establishing traditions which make some parts of New Zealand
almost a second Scotland. To Cape Colony also we find Scots emigrants
moving freely in the first half of last century, and when later we hear
of Rhodesia, who does not think of Dr Jameson, Sir Robert Williams,
and other settlers from the old country ?

I have said that no account of the Scot in world enterprize is com-
plete that does not refer to his wonderful success as a settler and colon-
izer. This is true of him not only in the Dominions and Colonies but
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also in foreign lands. In the United States of America and in South
American Republics such as the Argentine, you find him engaged in
business of every description, or should I say in any business in which
a living may be made—or a fortune ? There is, however, one great
country, which is neither a Dominion nor a Colony nor yet a foreign
country, where many a Scot spends the best part of his life engaged in
a great adventure. I mean India. Of this British Dependency, it has
been said, ' India was conquered by the Irish and is administered by
the English for the benefit of the Scots | " This of course is an exaggera-
tion, for many Scots have become famous in India as soldiers, and in
the Civil Service and other branches of the Administration the Scots
have a record to be proud of. But we must frankly admit that until
long after the Union of the Parliaments it was the English alone who
did the pioneer work in India and laid the foundations of our Indian
Empire. We read of Major Munro quelling the first Sepoy Mutiny in
1764 by having twenty-four of the ringleaders blown from the guns—
an old Moghul punishment. This Scottish major rose to be Sir Hector
Munro and Commander-in-Chief of the Army in Madras. And we read
of Thomas Munro, son of a merchant in Glasgow, working his way out
to India as an ordinary seaman, and rising to be a Major-General,
Governor of Madras, and a K.C.B. And there are other instances of
Scottish youths earning fame and fortune as soldiers. But it was not
until Henry Dundas became associated with Pitt in the administration
of Indian affairs that in the words of George Macaulay Trevelyan, ' The
high traditions of the * Anglo-Indian ' families began to be formed ;
many of them were Scottish, for Pitt's friend, Henry Dundas, cannily
combined his political jobbery beyond the Border with sending out
excellent young Scots to India.” For eighteen years, from 1784 to
1801, this Scotsman Henry Dundas was the leading member of the
Board of Control of the East India Co., the Board to which Sir Walter
Scott in 1821 referred as ** the cornchest of Scotland, where we poor
gentry must send our youngest sons, as we send our black cattle to the
south.” And in Lord Rosebery’s Life of Pitt, you will find a reference
to the ** Scotticization of India,” which continued after Henry Dundas's
time, as his son inherited a seat on the Board of Control. At any rate,
from that period onwards there was never any lack of Scots in India.,
In 1813 the East India Company’s monopoly in trade was curtailed,
and in 1833 it disappeared entirely. Thereafter private enterprise
developed rapidly, and the Scots undoubtedly have played a leading
part. In Bengal, Assam, and Behar, where jute, tea, and coal are the
principal industries, Scottish firms are managing agents of nearly all
the larger concerns. In Cawnpore, the largest industrial town in the
interior, the manufacturing industries are largely in the hands of Scottish
firms. In Caleutta, practically all the leading firms bear Scottish names
—Mackinnon, Mackenzie & Co., Macneill & Co., McLeod & Co., Yules,
Jardines, Duffs, Beggs, Dunlops, and such like. The managers and
foremen in the jute mills are almost all Scotsmen from Dundee, Angus,
or Fife. The river shipping on the Brahmaputtra and the Irrawaddy
are controlled by Scottish firms. The oil and rice milling industries in
Burma are in the hands of Scotsmen. Most of the managers and assist-
ants on tea estates are Scots. In India, therefore, except in the cotton
industry. it may safely be said that the Scot is a leader in enterprize.
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In India, however, and the same may be said of Ceylon and further
East, it is the exception for the individual Scot or other European to
settle permanently. Sooner or later he returns to end his days in the
old country. But the Scottish interests in India are abiding interests.
Their stake in the country continues, and there is always somebody
willing to take over that stake for a consideration and to maintain the
permanent connection. Of late conditions have been changing rapidly,
and it remains to be seen how long the Scot or other European will
consider it worth while to pioneer and support Indian enterprize. That,
however, is another story.

World conditions are always changing. You remember the old
Latin tag of our schooldays—'‘ Tempora mutantur, nos et mutamur
in illis.” * The times are changed, are perpetually changing and
we ourselves change with the times.” This Latin saying might well
have been adopted as a Scottish motto, for the Scots have acted up to
the spirit of it, until perhaps in recent times when ' ca canny " has
been heard in certain quarters. As farmers, fighters, traders, merchants,
manufacturers, the Scots have adapted themselves to advancing times,
while still retaining their national characteristics, and we hope they
will continue to do so.

One thing, however, I have noticed, as no doubt you also have:
Scotland no longer throws up original thinkers and inventors to compare
with those who stimulated enterprize in the early days of the industrial
revolution. If we except Lord Kelvin, Lindsay, and Bell of telephone
fame, and Baird, now working on television, who have we to compare
with modern inventors in other countries? In these days of quick
travel by land, sea, and air, whom have we to take the place of Macadam,
the roadmaker, and of Telford and Rennie, the builders of bridges,
docks, etc. Itis too much to expect another Adam Smith to propound
a new Science of Political Economy, or to conduct a new “ Enquiry
into the Nature and Causes of the Poverty of Nations,” instead of ** The
Wealth of Nations "’ ! Nor may we look for thinkers like David Hume
or Joseph Hume or James Stuart Mill, whose writings over a period of
a hundred years did so much to make men and women think and act
for themselves. John Stuart Mill's father, James Mill, was born in
1773 at Montrose, where four years later was bomn also Joseph Hume.
While James Mill went to India House in London, where his philosopher
son succeeded him, Joseph Hume went out to India and retired with a
fortune to preach free trade and become a great Radical leader. His
son Allan Octavius Hume became a member of the Indian Civil Service
and rendered good service during the Mutiny. Allan retired from the
Civil Service in 1882, and is best remembered in India as one of those
mainly responsible for the organization of the Indian National Congress.
Indeed, he has been called “ the Father of the Congress,” for which he
acted as general secretary for many years. The first Congress was held
in 1885, and from it has sprung the national movement with which
Mr Gandhi and other extremists are now associated.

That, however, is by the way. I only refer to India in this connec-
tion because the harvests now being reaped in that country of the
teachings of the Mills and the Humes may result in a new orientation
of Scottish and English enterprize. But whatever the future has in
store, may we not rely on our countrymen to remember that the world
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never was and never can be static ; that the forces at work to-day are
as dynamic as ever ; and that it is only by continuing to adapt himself
to changing conditions that the Scot in World Enterprize can hope to
add to the brilliant records of his forefathers,

The Rev. Archibald Fleming, D.D., Past-President,
in proposing the health of the speaker, congratulated
Sir Alexander on his splendid work for India and the
Empire, and thanked him for his noble Sentiment
which showed how much our little country had con-
tributed to the world’s enterprize.

The toast was given with Caledonian honours, and
Sir Alexander replied.

Mr T. M. Stephen proposed “ The Guests,” and
Mr Calderwood, Hon. Sec. of the London Scottish
Bowling Association, replied.

During the evening three new members were
introduced : Captain J. J. Cameron, Mr I. A. Robb,
and Mr J. J. Hamilton.

The programme was contributed to by Mr James
Macdonald and Mr J. B. Rintoul, both of whom told
delightful anecdotes, and Mr J. R. Crawford, who
gave Scots songs.

THE ScoT IN AUSTRALASIA.

The President at the Council meeting on Thursday,
11th February, 1932, at the Holborn Restaurant, made
sympathetic reference to the deaths of two life members,
Mr Kenneth Barclay Brown, who joined the Society
in 1888, and Mr George Nicol, who became a member
in 1899, and expressions of the Society’s sympathy
were ordered to be conveyed to the relatives.

At the Little Dinner on the same evening an
Australian Scot was the Sentiment giver. Mr Walter
Leitch, C.B.E., Agent-General for Victoria, whose
term of office in London is drawing to a close, spoke on
“ The Scot in the Southern Hemisphere.”
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Before calling on Mr Leitch, the President men-
tioned the absence through illness of Mr Robert David-
son, our Hon. Auditor, and suggested that a message of
sympathy and good wishes should be sent to him.

Introducing his Brother Caledonian, Mr Leitch,
the President said that as they knew, Mr Leitch was a
member of the Society for the second time, for on
being appointed to his high office in London he wished
again to take up the membership which he had re-
signed on going to Australia.

Mr Leitch explained that if his Sentiment was
somewhat unpolished, Caledonians would have to blame
an illness from which he was just recovering. He said :

I have said before in this room that as Gaul is divided into three
parts, so Scots are divided into three classes :

{1) The Scot in Scotland who has the brains and intelligence and
a superiority complex which enable him, with a struggle, to make a
living amongst other Scots of equal brains and intelligence in his nativ
land ; ;

{2) The Scot with a superiority complex and brains quite equal to
those of his more stay-at-home brethren but with just that exfra intelli-
gence to know that he can make a better living, and, possibly, a fortune,
with less of a struggle amongst the English, especially in London, and
these are the Scots I am addressing now—the super Scots ;

Then (3) There is the Scot, shall we say, with an inferiority com-
plex, who is not content to struggle for his living in Scotland, who may
not have the desire to make a comparatively easy living in London,
but who prefers the open spaces, the blue skies, and the sunshine of the
southern hemisphere, to the confinement and fogs of London. Such is
the Scot I would tell you about. Such a Scot am I,

No matter into what part of the world you go, you will find Scots-
men. Itissaid that the Scots are one of the lost tribes, and their wander-
ing about the world may be to find their lost home. Let me say they
invariably do find it, because wherever the Scot settles for the time
being, that is his home ; and whilst absence may make his heart grow
fonder of the land of his birth, he generally takes a leading part in the
commercial, industrial, social, and political life of the country in which
he settles.

I am confining my remarks to Scots south of the Equator, and if
I may be allowed I would like first to refer to the Scots in South America.
Anyone who has visited the Pacific Coast knows how it has been developed
by such firms as Balfour, Williamson & Co., Hardie & Co., etc.

In Chile itself, Scotsmen occupy the leading positions in commerce
and industry. The Chilean Railways were laid down and equipped by
a Scottish Company ; a whole staff of men with their wives and families
were sent out from Glasgow to operate the railways, and most of their
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descendants have made good. When travelling on the Trans-Andean
Railway, I remarked to my wife, ' Yonder man and his wife in the
corner are Scottish,”” and sure enough they were. He was one of the
original engine drivers, and he told us of the early days of railway
development in Chile. He had been visiting his son, a well-to-do man
in Buenos Ayres, and all the other members of his family were occupying
good positions and prospering.

Walking down the main street of Valparaiso on a Saturday morn-
ing, you might think that you were in Edinburgh to hear the voices of
Scots women having a morning chat whilst out shopping.

My wife and I found the Scots people in Chile extremely hospitable,
and that they are clannish to a degree is borne out by the following
fact. A friend of mine many years ago had been travelling through the
northern republics of South America, and by the time he arrived in
Peru he was extremely ill with dysentry. He decided that he would
go south to Chile, and when he arrived at Valparaiso, he was carried
off the boat on a stretcher and taken to the hospital. That night a
young Scotsman called to see him, and said that he was sorry to see a
brother Scot so ill, and that he and three other Scots had a chackra
and a very good housekeeper; so they had decided that they would
take him from the hospital, where he might not get such good attention,
and nurse him up in their own place. They did this, and took night
about sitting up with him and pulled him round. These young Scotsmen
were men who were just starting life and were not wealthy then, but
they had a true spirit of Scottish hospitality.

In Buenos Ayres, the Scottish element is not so noticeable, but on
St. Andrew’s Night I attended the biggest St. Andrew’s Dinner I have
ever seen. It was held in the Town Hall, and the hall was packed.
Scotsmen came from the extreme border of Argentine, from Patagonia,
from Bolivia, Uruguay, Paraguay, and Southern Brazil, to attend the
dinner—their yearly Mecca, their week of foregathering. The piper
led a whole army of waiters, each carrying a haggis on his head, and
marched round the room until each waiter was at his own table. Then
the piper got his tot, gave his toast, and tossed the glass over his shoulder
in the old style. The guest of honour was Sefior Mexia, Minister of
Public Works, and in responding to the toast of the Argentine Republic,
he closed his remarks by saying : “ Gentlemen, if I were not an Argen-
tino, there is nothing I would like so much to be as an English gentleman.”
1 am afraid the poor man failed to see the reason of the hearty laughter
which his statement provoked.

I am not going to say much about the Scot in South Africa, as I
hope my friend and brother Caledonian, The Hon. J. W. Downie, High
Commissioner for Southern Rhodesia, may give us an evening on this
subject, but the Scot is there too, and doing as well as can be expected.
I will tell you only one story about a Scot I met in Cape Town in 1902,
just after the Boer War. He was a Class 2 Scot—a London Scot—and
he was down in South Africa floating companies, and had been very
successful with several large Jewish concerns. He had not much sense
of humour, but he was very keen about his business, and told me a lot
about it and then suggested 1 should join his firm. I told him I knew
absolutely nothing about the company-promoting business, but he
assured me that I would soon pick it up, and that I had a good face for
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company promoting. Now, to this day, I do not know whether he
meant I looked so honest that everybody would believe me and trust
me with their money, or whether I was so honest in appearance and so
crafty by nature that I would be an ideal man for the job. I was too
modest to ask him. He told me the profits were large, and mentioned
that his partner had written to him that in one particular deal he should
ask f£75,000. At a pinch he might take f60,000, but not a penny less
than £50,000, because the moral responsibeelity was so great; and he
showed me his partner’s letter to prove his words,

We will, therefore, leave South Africa, and proceed towards the
rising sun, to Australia and New Zealand, the countries I know best ;
and, I think, next to my native land, the countries I love best. I was
speaking last week to a native-born Australian of English descent, who
was visiting Europe for the first time. He said that he felt more at
home in Scotland than anywhere else he had been on this side, and
that he loved the Scottish people because they were so hospitable,
natural, and sincere. This was the experience of all our Australian and
New Zealand soldiers—our Anzacs. Scotland was the place they made
for generally as soon as they landed in Blighty. The reason for this is
not far to seek. Australians generally are just as hospitable, and give
to visitors just as hearty a welcome as the Scots give them ; and should
there be any doubt in the minds of my hearers as to the nationality of
Australians, let me say they are British—British to the core—og8 per
cent. of pure British stock—proud of their ancestry on this side and
proud of the country of their birth or of their adoption. We are not
an agglomerate of nations like America, but o8 per cent. of us are
descended from English, Scottish, Irish, and Welsh emigrants.

I have a personal knowledge of three generations of immigrants,
or migrants as they are kmown now. The first generation arrived in
Australia in the ‘fifties when the rich goldfields were discovered in
Victoria and New South Wales, and a finer race of men and women it
would be difficult to find. Discontented with the poor living conditions
in this country—a divine discontent—they looked for better conditions
for themselves and their families in the open spaces and in the un-
developed areas of Australia, or they were of an adventurous spirit and
wanted to try their fortune digging for gold. These migrants came
from every class of society—younger sons of peers, farm labourers,
barristers, lawyers, schoolmasters, cottars, crofters, and shepherds—
all came to try their fortunes. They came at that time in sailing ships,
and generally brought with them their household goods, and took three
to six months on the journey. The late Lord Salisbury was on the gold-
fields at Bendigo in Victoria for a while. I knew a big railway con-
tractor, a fine type of Scot, who used to tell us young men that when
he brought his wife and family out, he was so poor that going to the
boat in London by 'bus, he put the family inside and he ran alongside
to save the fare ; but he made good. These men and women were not
too proud to work, nor were they work-shy.

In my early days I knew many very wealthy squatters who were
Scots, who started as shepherds or stockmen. Some were generous
with their wealth, and some were mean. Old Lauchie McBean was an
example of the latter. On one occasion he went to Sydney to buy a
station which was to be auctioned. When he got there he found that
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the sale had been postponed for a week, so he took a job as a gardener,
got free board and lodging for that time, and when he attended the
sale, he paid over £200,000 for the station. Many of our most distin-
guished pioneers were Scots, MacArthur introduced the merino sheep
which has brounght wealth in millions to Australia. In Victoria we have
families of MacKinnons, Cummings, Camerons, Blacks, Fairbairns, and
Calverts whose names have been intimately associated with the pastoral
industry since the early days. Scotland supplied Australia with many
of her Governors-General and Governors, amongst whom 1 may mention
the late Marquis of Linlithgow, Lord Novar, Lord Stonehaven, typical
Scotsmen who endeared themselves to Australians, and who, since their
return to this country, have championed Australia’s cause.

I remember on one occasion in Victoria, our Governor, Premier,
and Lord Mayor were all Scotsmen, which fact may have been respon-
sible for this story. An Australian, travelling abroad, was asked whether
there were any Scotsmen in Australia, and he replied : * Oh yes, a good
many ; but rabbits are our greatest pest.”

In my own time and generation I have known many Scots who
went out in the 'nineties who have done well for themselves in Australia
and well for the country, I can hardly mention their names, because
many of them are still very much alive. In the wholesale, hardware,
and soft goods trades, most of the largest firms were founded and are
still controlled by Scots, and in addition to looking well after their own
interests, they have rendered great services to the State. Sir William
McPherson, who until 1929 was Premier and Treasurer of Victoria
(and never were the finances of the State so well or so carefully managed),
gave £30,000 of his personal fortune to build a School of Domestic
Economy as a memorial to his late wife, and in 1930 he gave a further
£25,000 to the Queen Victoria Hospital for Women, of which T may say
my wife was one of the founders; and this new wing of the hospital is
also named after Lady McPherson.

The largest confectionery and chocolate works in the southern
hemisphere was started and is still owned by a Scot, born in great

poverty in Leith, as he is not ashamed to tell you. His business is

worth now about £4,000,000, and his charities are very large. The
largest agricultural implement works south of the line, employing
thounsands of hands, was started by the late Hugh McKay and is still
controlled by his brother, sons, and nephews. The biggest biscuit
factory in the south was started by an Edinburgh Scot, and I dined
with one of his youngest sons last Monday night. Most of the original
shareholders of the Broken Hill Proprietory, were Scots. The works
are now huge and controlled by a company.

As is the case in London, the leading doctors, bankers, and shipping
men are Scots, and most of the biggest pastoral and finance companies
are controlled by Scots. The President of the Chamber of Commerce
(The Hon. J. A. Boyd) is a Scot and so is the President of the Chamber
of Manufactures (Mr James MacDougall).

Sir Alexander McCormick, whose fame as a surgeon is world-wide,
recently presented his magnificent private hospital to the Presbyterian
Church in Sydney. The late Sir James Burns, founder of the well-
known shipping company of Burns, Philp & Co., founded in Sydney
the Burns Homes for Children—an Institution akin to your Royal
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Caledonian Schools. Robert McDougall, of Christchurch, New Zealand,
gave £30,000 to his city to found an art gallery. The late James Mennie
of Auckland, a Turriff man, left a great deal of his property to the
Church, and a fine assembly hall to the Auckland Scots; and I could
go on telling you of the Scots who have made good in the land of their
adoption, and who have been liberal in their public gifts.

I would not have you think, from the instances just guoted, that
I measure services rendered in terms of hard cash only. Far from it.
All these men gave years of hard work and thought before they were
able to give hard cash, and numbers of other Scotsmen have worked
hard for the land of their adoption or their birth. Scottish names are
prominent in the lists of educationalists. Many of the chancellors of
our universities, such as Sir John MacFarland and Professor Sir Anderson
Stewart, and many members of the council and professors are Scots.
Amongst ministers of religion, the late Dr Alexander Marshall of Mel-
bourne, and Dr John Ferguson of Sydney were men who were esteemed
by all sections of the community. Heads of leading public schools
number many Scotch names—Dr Morrison, Dr Littlejohn, Dr Wilson,
and Dr Roland among them.

‘We have our fair share of Scottish poets in Australia—Adam Lind-
say Gordon, Banjo Peterson, and Will Ogilvie are three.

The southern hemisphere has given to the world some most talented
Scots. Dr Morrison, a member of the Morrison family connected with
Scotch College, Melbourne, the largest Scotch School in Victoria, acted
as Advisor to the Chinese Government for many years, and recently
the Chinese residents in Melbourne have raised a memorial to him for
his wonderful services to their country. Sir Bertram McKennal, the
sculptor of world-wide reputation, was born in Melbourne, and another
well-known Australian born of Scottish parents, needs no words of
mine to enhance her reputation. I refer to the prima donna, Madame
Melba, daughter of David Mitchell.

As I have indicated elsewhere, Scots have played their part in
municipal and national affairs. Accountancy and finance are natural
avenues of activity. The late Sir William McBeath gave many years’
service as chairman of the Commissioners of the Savings Bank of Victoria,
as well as to industry. To the level-headed wisdom of Sir Robert
Gibson, Chairman of the Commonwealth Bank, the Commonwealth
Loan Council and the people of Australia are much indebted, especially
at the present juncture. The Rt. Hon, Stanley Bruce, who is to be the
Commonwealth Minister in London, is the son of a fine type of Scot,
who founded the company of Paterson, Laing & Bruce.

The press, too, is under the sway of Scotsmen. The Age in Mel-
bourne was founded by David Syme and The Argus by Messrs, Wilson
and McKinnon, who are still the proprietors.

Then we have the Scottish migrant of quite recent years. Gener-
ally speaking, I think he has not the virility, the grit, and ambition of
those who went out in the 'fifties and ’nineties. Of course, conditions
have altered much since then. There is more competition. There is a
much greater desire for the refinements and luxuries of life. He or she
is not content with the simple homely entertainments which we were
satisfied with. There must be cinemas, tin hares, and every kind of
sport. The younger generation must be amused, instead of making its
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own amusement. I suppose it is a case of * other times, other
manners."’ :

Emigration to Australia at the present time has practically ceased
till better times come, but one of the best emigration organizations is
the Big Brother Movement. A man of established position in, say,
Victoria, undertakes that if a public school boy comes out to Victoria,
he will act as his Big Brother, and see that he is well looked after and
gets a fair deal from his employer. 1 am a Big Brother, and my little
brother comes from Fifeshire, and was a Dollar Academy boy. I am
going to tell you about him, because I am glad to know that the old
Scots spirit still exists, at least amongst some of the younger generation.
David Masterton got a boy from Fettes College at the same time. We
-met the boys on the boat and took them up town to lunch, where our
wives met us. During lunch, I emphasized the importance of their
saving their money and I said, " Now my motto is—Every penny a
prisoner,” holding up my closed fist. Then my little brother spent a
couple of days with us at our home before going up country. The night
before he left, my wife went to bed, and I warned the boy to beware
of the wiles of women, of the danger of drink, and then spoke again of
the necessity of his putting something, however small, in the Savings
Bank every week. He said: “ Aye! the lassies rin efter ye jist as
bad in Scotland as onywhere else. Aw ken them. Aw dinna drink an’
Ah'm no gaun tae. Aw like yer motto an’ Aw’m gaun tae mak it mine."”
This last puzzled me because I had forgotten the incident. However,
when he closed his fist and said, ** Every penny a prisoner,”” I under-
stood, and he has carried it out to the full. He is now twenty-one and
a fine handsome chap, happy in his work and his new home, and living
for the day when he can have a place of his own and can send for his
mother and brothers and sisters to join him. He has also a good solid
balance at the bank.

Of course, we have celebrations—5St, Andrew’s Day, and Burns's
Birthday, and all such occasions as these. On 5t. Andrew's Day, the
Melbourne Scots, of which I am a member, hold their annual dinner,
when we have with us a number of distinguished guests, and have a
very enjoyable time. The Burns Birthday addresses are often given
around the Burns Statue, when speeches are made and Scotsmen extol
their national poet and country. On one occasion an Englishman, who
had been listening, addressed the meeting and he said: “ 1 cannot
understand all this bragging about Scotland and Scotsmen. Thank
God I was born an Englishman, I have lived as an Englishman, and
please God I will die an Englishman.” Then a voice from the outside
of the crowd cried cut: * Guid God Almichty, mon, hae ye nae
ambeetion ?

In Australia, we have numerous Scottish societies and organiza-
tions. In Melbourne, in addition to the Melbourne Scots, there are the
Caledonian Society, the Scottish Union, and the Thistle Societies. In
New South Wales, the big Society is the Highland Society of New
South Wales, whose membership is very large. Through the year they
have many concerts, lectures, and meetings, but their great day is
New Year's Day, when they start the sports at nine-thirty in the momn-
ing, and finish up with a grand concert in the Town Hall anywhere
about twelve o’clock at night.
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Of course, in Australia the usual stories are told, usually by Scots-
men themselves, about the Scotsman’s meanness, but it is a significant
fact that on Hospital Sunday, when a collection is made in all churches
for all the hospitals in Victoria, the Scots Church and the Toorak Presby-
terian Church head the list of collections by hundreds of pounds, and
have done so for as long as T can remember.

1 would have liked, if time had permitted, to talk about the Scots-
men in New Zealand, because the southern portion of the South Island
of New Zealand is entirely Scottish, and it would have made Dr Bulloch's
heart glad to hear the Doric spoken there as he would have it spoken.
This is an example. I arrived in Invercargill on my first visit in pouring
rain, It generally rains there. When it faired I went out to reconnoitre
the town and found a man harling the roads. A little girl came out of
one of the houses and started to walk heel to toe in the mud. The
harler, on seeing her, shouted : ** Come oot o’ that, Jeannie, ye clairty
lassie ; ye're glaur tae the cuits.”

I had an old friend in Invercargill, a descendant of an English
family, who had a very good business there, and I tried to sell him a
new plant of machinery. He pleaded poverty, when I said: " But
man, John, you and your father before you have had the monopely of
the business of this city all these years, and you ought to be very wealthy."
He replied : " Man, there are three kinds of folk in this city.” And I
said : " What are they ? " He said : " The Scotch, the demned Scotch,
and the awfie Scotch.”

From these somewhat disjointed remarks, you will no doubt gather
that I am trying to indicate to you that Scotsmen the whole world
over, southern hemisphere as well as northern, retain their well-known
characteristics, pre-eminent amongst which are generosity, tempered
with justice and wisdom and an ability to adapt themselves to their
environment, so as to get the best out of any country they settle in.
This adaptability is of the greatest service to the Empire, and Scotsmen
have proved themselves to be splendid Empire builders. They are
clannish, without being insular. They retain a love of their ain country,
without being too sentimental. They are even human enough to be
failures occasionally, but from what I have told you about down-south
Scotsmen, you will realize that the-great majority of them are keeping
up the good old Scottish traditions, so their northern brethren need
never be * sair afironted.”

I think that you appreciate the fact that the Scotsman, while never
losing his love for Scotland when he emigrates, becomes an excellent
citizen in the land of his adoption. He applies his common sense to his
business and politics, his relations with his friends, and to his religion,
and in my opinion he will act as a cement to bind together the fabric
of Empire so much needed at the present time when Empire preference
is the all-important subject.

I am sure we all pray that the result of the Imperial Conference
to be held at Ottawa will be satisfactory both to this country and the
large Dominions and Colonies overseas, because, after all, we're a’ John
Tamson's bairns.
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The President, in asking Mr Leitch to accept the
thanks of the members and guests for his delightful
Sentiment, said that Mr Leitch was an inveterate
globe-trotter, and he knew every inch of Australia,
America, and the Isles of the Seas. Their speaker that
evening was the first non-politician to be appointed
Agent-General of his State. He had done good work
for this country in the Ministry of Munitions and in
other ways. He was above all a great Scot. He had
done splendid work for his country and the Empire ;
and through it all he had retained his natural couthiness
and homeliness.

The toast was heartily received and drunk with
Caledonian honours, and Mr Leitch briefly replied.

Mr J. M. B. Lambie proposed ““ Our Guests,”” and
coupled the toast with the names of Dr A. J. Cronin,
the author of “ Hatter’s Castle,” “who had so ably
proposed ‘ The Immortal Memory ' at the London
Burns Club Festival,” and Mr. Hamilton.

Dr Cronin said that although he was trying hard
to be an author and not an orator, he would like to
say a few unpremeditated words to express his own
and his fellow-guests’ thanks for the hospitality—
traditional hospitality—they had received that night.
Their distinguished old Society and the names it held,
and the names that Mr Leitch had mentioned as
covering the southern hemisphere, reminded him of
the fact that although he was born, educated, and
brought up in Scotland, he had had many fights at
school because of his own name ; and that after every
fight he had rushed home with, “ Oh, mither, mither,
why did ye no mairry a man ca’d McGlashan, or some-
thing like that?” (Laughter.) Speaking of the
passion in our language and our people, Dr Cronin
said: “If Robert Burns and Matthew Arnold had
been courting the same lass, I know who I would have
put my money on.”
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Mr Hamilton, who also replied, apologized for
not saying much, and in this connection he told the
story of two Scots soldiers in the same company during
the War, who each received a letter by the same post.
Both opened their letters, and one of the men imme-
diately put his in his pocket. The other read his long
letter, put it carefully away, told his chum all that his
wife had said, and asked : ‘“ Whit's in your letter ?
‘““ Oh, naething ava’.” “ There maun be something.”
“No, naething ava’,” and he showed a blank piece of
paper. ““ Ye see, it's frae the wife, an’ we're no speakin’
the noo.” (Laughter.)

A splendid musical programme—songs by Mr
Pestell and Mr Alex Macrae, and stories by Mr J. R.
Crawford—was concluded by the President singing

with his usual gusto, “ Duncan Mackintosh.”

A GI1FT oF BoOKS.

At the monthly meeting of the Council on 1oth
March, 1932, held, as usual, in the Holborn Restaurant,
a handsome gift of twenty-two volumes of ““ The Pro-
ceedings of the Society of Antiquaries of Scotland
(19og-1910 to 1930-1931) was accepted with gratitude
from Mr W. Forsyth, Gerard’s Cross, Bucks.

Mr GEORGE BLAKE ON ““ SOMETHING ScCOTTISH.”

Following the Council and General meetings, the
President took the chair at the last Little Dinner of a
notably successful Session.

The speaker at the dinner was Mr George Blake,
author and publisher, who was introduced by the
President as one of the young men who was making
his mark in fiction just as he had done in journalism.
He had found his feet in London as the editor of Join
o'London and The Strand Magazine, and of all the work
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that he had produced he (the President) liked none
better than his introductory chapter to Neil Munro’s
“The Brave Days.” It was fitting tribute to a great
writer, a great Scotsman, a great man. Mr Blake was
also a publisher, being a partner in the well-known
firm of Faber & Faber, and it was no secret that the
best of the books which that firm had published were
the selection of their guest of that night.

The title of Mr Blake's Sentiment was “ Some-
thing Scottish.” Mr Blake said :

As it happened, there reached me only two days ago from Scotland
an anonymous letter. It dealt with an article I had written for one of
Mr Will's papers, and it was couched in extremely abusive terms. In
my article I had taken it upon myself to eriticize a certain aspect of
contemporary Scottish life, and my correspondent declared in the
roundest terms that I had no business to do so inasmuch as I was not
resident in Scotland. This line of reasoning seemed to me rather illogical,
but thinking it over, it occurred to me that if I was down to speak to-
night on “ Something Scottish,"” I might as well speak about ourselves
—the London Scottish.

Now it is clear that we Scots resident in London stand in a peculiar
and interesting position as between our compatriots at home and our
friends the English. The patriot at home is perhaps the worst.

It has always struck me as a strange thing that the Scot who settles
in Bombay or Monte Video or Montreal or Hong-Kong is a prophet
with a considerable amount of honour in his own country. He becomes
a hero, a pioneer of Empire, whereas those of us who settle in London
are immediately suspect. According to such people as my anonymous
correspondent, something rich and strange and sudden happens to the
young Scot who takes a third-class ticket to London. To cross the
Tweed, according to these critics, is to be the victim of a transpontine
miracle, whereby a man, in the twinkling of an eye, loses all the char-
acteristics that birth, heredity, education and upbringing have given
him, and becomes—to quote my anonymous correspondent again—
‘* the spineless slaves of your English masters."”

I have examined myself carefully in the light of such accusations,
and I have decided that I must be some sort of freak. I do not find
that geography has made much difference to my Scottishness : rather
the reverse ; nor do I discover in my unimportant person any shame
of my birthright. The matter is not of great moment, to be sure, but
I for one have not the slightest intention of surrendering my right to
speak on Scottish affairs from this particular angle, Indeed, I would
go so far as to say that the London Scot, provided he preserves a just
sense of national pride, is, in his detachment, in a peculiarly advantage-
ous position to comment valuably on Scottish affairs.

But you will observe the reservation I make—'' provided he pre-
serves a just sense of national pride.”” It is an important reservation.
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As I see it, the London Scot is subject to some very grave temptations,
He is always in danger of becoming for vanity's sake more English
than the English. He may, on the other hand, become a Scot of the
offensively perfervid kind—a Scot of the Here's-tae-us—Wha's-like-us
school—in and out of season. He may too easily fall between the two
schools and become neither one thing nor the other—just a colourless
cog in the wheels of commerce : a heimatlos alien, as the Foreign Office
describes those who have lost nationality.

These are the temptations, and you and I know that many a good
Scot has fallen into one or other of them. Our position is such that
we must continually be on guard against them all if we would save our
own souls. I seem to have noticed during eight years in London that
the deadliest temptation of all is that of becoming a licensed buffoon,
amusing the English at the expense of our own people.

Now these jests are English jests, originally invented in contempt
of the Scot. They all derive, obviously, from the period following the
Union of the Crowns, when a great many innocent Scots followed
James VI. and I. to London and caused consternation among the
English courtiers. Manifestly, these simple people, coming up against
a higher scale of living than that to which they had been used, would
be careful of their pence—hence the legend of meanness. Manifestly,
being strangers in a strange land, they would tend to get together in
the spirit of self-protection and mutual helpfulness—and hence the
legend of clannishness. And so on, and so on. “The legends have stuck,
and the English have never been blate to sublimate their own failings
and sentimentalities by fitting them on to other races,

Altogether, it seems to me that there is a necessity upon the London
Scot continually to examine the integrity of his position, continually
to assure himself that neither by word nor deed is he in danger of sacri-
ficing pride in himself as a man and as a Scotsman. In this connection
there often arises in my mind a curious and difficult question, and it is
this : " Would you—or I—all things being equal, willingly return from
London to Scotland to live and work ? * We all go back to Scotland—
to die, and my question naturally does not affect those whose working
days are nearly done. But for the man who is still in the full flight of
his activity and has years of work before him, the question is surely
one of some importance,

Setting aside for a moment the purely practical aspects of the
problem, there are certain very onerous points of social and domestic
concern to be considered. To put it atits lowest, London is an extremely
agreeable city to live in. It is old, beautiful, packed full of variety and
interest, and it has a tolerable climate. It has more than that. To live
and work in London is to be very near the heart of all things, and he
is a poor fish who will not respond to such a stimulus. Above all,
London offers the priceless gift of liberty to its citizens. Dr Johnson
was surely right when he observed that the man who is tired of London
is tired of life, and I don’t count myself unfaithful to Scotland in
admitting as much. ;

And most London Scots happen to be tied to Londen by bonds of
a sentimental sort that are difficult to break. Most of us come to London
when we are young. We come largely because our native land is by an
accident of geology and economics unable to recompense adequately
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all the men of brains and the ability it produces. Circumstance has
given the Scot ambition, and for that none of us need apologize. So
we take the road South in early manhood, and we make our adult
careers in London, and when the time comes—and this is important—
we marry in London. We may go back to Scotland for our brides, but
it is in London that we set up for the first time homes of our own, and
it is in London that our children are born. Is it mere sentimentality
to suggest that the scene of early marriage, with its warm and abiding
memories, receives from a man's heart an affection that rivals—perhaps
outrivals—that he has for the place of his birth ?

I shall admit at this point that my question is to some extent
academic. For, to bring these rambling remarks to a conclusion, the
ultimate point I wish to make is that this phrase * London Scot " is
one that is criminally misused. It is really no more than a geographical
term, whereas the ignorant, like my anonymous correspondent, use it
to specify a strange and apparently traitorous breed of men. We have
admitted that there are temptations before the London Scot to fall
from grace ; we have admitted that London for its own sake has a good
deal of our affection. What we must never admit is that because we
are in London we are any the less good Scots.

Only the other day I was looking through Mr Bain Irvine's Year-
book—a really marvellous monument to the patriotism and activity of
Scots and of Scotland. In my own small way I meet continually men
who, if they do live in Hampstead or Wimbledon, are always thinking
of Scotland and working for her. If you ask me, I will maintain to the
bitter end that the London Scots have, by and large, done more than
any other community, and in the right ways, to keep the blue saltire
flying among the flags of the world,

The President, in proposing Mr Blake’s health, paid
tribute to the speaker’s deft touches in his descriptions
of the London Scots. He remembered that in one of
Mr Blake's books there was a description of the water
that flowed past his native Greenock, and he (the
President) went specially one day to see the water that
Mr Blake had so vividly described, a remark which
led Mr Blake, in replying, to say that fortunately Mr
McFarlane had not made reference to the water that
flowed on Greenock. (Laughter.)

During the evening Mr Grant was introduced to
the President on his election to membership.

The toast of ““ The Guests " was proposed by Mr
A. W. Russell, who said that as a Greenock man he was
glad to welcome Mr Blake. He was sorry that another
Greenock native, Past-President Sir George Paton, was

G
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not present to welcome their distinguished townsman.
The Caledonians at their meetings indulged in no
spurious sentimentality, but they met together and
recalled their native land. They would not be happy,
however, unless they had with them their guests. That
night they had several men of outstanding ability who
had distinguished themselves in different walks of
life. There was the Marquess of Donegall, an Irishman
who as a journalist had engaged in and described
every queer trade or pastime except that of a Scotsman.
He was an earnest young man who had views on
politics, including reform of the House of Lords.
Captain R. S. Cooke, a Scot from Stirling who had
travelled in the East—including Egypt, Mesopotamia,
and Irak—on political work during the War, was also
present. He was a member of the Baghdad Caledonian
Society, and was now living in the seclusion of Harrow.
They had with them also, Mr Taylor Darbyshire, the
London manager of the Australian Press Association ;
Mr A. H. Wright, the official Secretary of the Agents-
General’s Office in Australia House; and Mr W. K.
Fullagar, a distinguished member of the bar in Mel-
bourne, who is in London to appear before the Privy
Council in two appeal cases. Mr John D. Stewart, of
Glasgow, was the representative in Columbia, Vene-
zuela, and other South American countries of British
firms in what was unceremoniously called the “ rag”
trade. He had been in those countries for twenty-three
years keeping up the British end. To all these guests
and the others they offered a hearty welcome. (Ap-
plause.)

The Marquess of Donegall in replying said he was
glad to have an opportunity for a second time of
sampling Scottish hospitality. The last time was when
he was thrown out of the Caledonian Ball. He had
picked up a bracelet from the floor, had handed it to an
attendant, who, discovering that he (Lord Donegall)
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had no “facings” on his dress-coat, unceremoni-
ously ordered him out. His treatment to-night had
been somewhat different. He had told his editor, a
Scotsman, that he had been invited to the Caledonian
Society dinner and did not know why. ‘“ Oh,” said
the editor, “ it must be for the same reason that the
cavalry was sent to the War.” “ Why was that? " I
asked. “ Why,” said my Scottish editor, “ to give a
little tone to what might otherwise have been a drunken
rabble.” (Laughter.) He would tell that editor that
he would have to watch his steps. (Hear, hear.)

Captain Cooke in his reply referred to the fact that
Scotsmen are more perfervid Scots the farther they are
from Scotland. This had been brought home to him
very plainly during his wanderings in the East.

Mr Fullagar, although not a Scotsman, but a
native-born Australian, had many intimate friends in
Melbourne of Scottish birth or ancestry who had done
their share in the building up of that great country.

The President said that that was the last monthly
dinner over which he would preside, and consequently
he wished, on behalf of the members to thank the
officers for their services : Mr R. R. Wilson, Treasurer ;
Mr John A. Brown, Hon. Secretary ; Mr Robert David-
son, Hon. Auditor;" and Mr William Will, Hon.
Historian. To these worthy Caledonians he offered
the grateful thanks of the Society.

Mr Wilson and Mr Brown replied.

The President, at the close of the programme, said
that before demitting office he would like to thank
the members for the loyal and affectionate support
which they had given him during his year of office.
He was not only proud of the position in which they
had placed him, but he had been extraordinarily happy
in it. He had missed from their meetings his old
friend Mr John Douglas, whose cheery “ You're getting
on fine” was a great incentive to him. When new
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members joined he always liked to think that they
were joining ‘‘ something different,” and not just that
they were becoming members of another club.

The musical programme was contributed to by
Mr William Davidson, whose lovely tenor voice was
heard in several stirring Scots songs ; Mr Ratter ; and
the Piper.

THE FESTIVAL : THE PRESIDENT ON GOOD

CALEDONIANS.

The evening of Thursday, 7th April, 1932, will
long be remembered by those who had the good fortune
to be present in the Holborn Restaurant at the Society’s
Festival and Ladies’ Night, which closed the work of
the year.

The great success of the gathering was not due to
the speech-making, or to any special flair in the ex-
cellent musical programme; but the atmosphere of
bon homie which the President, Mr P. N. McFarlane,
created at the outset held the company to the close
of a glorious evening.

The guests, to the number of over 200, were
received by the President and Mrs McFarlane in the
Caledonian Room, and after the procession to the
Venetian Room, and an excellent dinner served up
in the Holborn’s usual excellent style, the loyal toasts
were given from the Chair, with Caledonian honours.

The President, in proposing the toast of “ The
Caledonian Society of London,” said :

Those of you who are acquainted with the Apocrypha (and what
good Caledonian is not ?) will remember the words in Ecclesiasticus,
“ To slip on a pavement is better than to slip with the tongue.” Until
yesterday 1 profoundly disagreed with these words, for just on six
weeks ago I did slip on a pavement and came down an almighty whack
on my chassis, what time a horse in an L.M.S. railway van struck my
right leg with its left forefoot and in some way bunkered my left leg.
(Laughter.) I certainly then thought the ancient writer was wrong,

but when yesterday morning I learnt that all the available Past-Presi-
dents of the Caledonian Society of London were to be present to-night,
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1 thought of the *‘ slip of the tongue '* and wished myself back on my
pavement. What new thing can I say with regard to this toast which
has been proposed for so many years, sometimes in speeches which
bored everybody stiff, sometimes in speeches which made everybody
proud, and sometimes in speeches which made everybody happy?
(Laughter and applause.) Should I " summon the spirits from the
vasty deep " and tell you “ what Hepburn said in '8g or Mathieson in
1909 "’ ? Should I pour out ponderous platitudes with the purblind
passion of a perspiring preacher ? Or should I recall to your minds
Paton’s Polished Phrases, Moncrieff's Merry Musings, Douglas’s
Dashing Dialectics, Will's Whimsical Warblings, Fleming's Fairylike
Fancies, or Irvine's Inspiriting Invocations ? (Laughter.) After all,
why should I ? They are all friends of mine, and you have got troubles
enough as itis. In so difficult a position did I find myself that I resorted
to my friend and mentor T. R. Moncrieff, and told him that although
I had tried out a hundred speeches, I was fairly stuck, and added, "I
must just trust in the Lord to see me through,” to which he replied,
‘* Oh, He'll see you through all right, ye wild devil.” (Loud laughter.)
Even now I am doubtful. Shall I tell you what a thrawn lot of sowls
the Caledonians are, as I found out once when Miss Maxwell, who does
the table plans, was away (incidentally she is writing a book—to be
bound in asbestos and published by the S.P.C.K.—entitled ** Caledonians
Stern and Wild "), and I had to do the job. And when that dinner
was over, was I popular ? Like a boil!! (Loud laughter.) Omne man
from the North-East said : ** Fou did you pit me neist a mannie fae
Ayr. He could speak about naething but Burns, and had never heard
of Chairlie Murray or the Cabrach ; my nicht was fairspylt.” (Laughter.)
Another from the National Liberal said : *“ How can I enjoy myself
when you place me next to a person from the Constitutional Club ? "
(Laughter.)

Ladies and Gentlemen, the Caledonian Society is a body of one
hundred Scottish gentlemen—gentlemen, not by right of birth, but by
worth of manhood ; not by pride of place, but by capacity for service ;
not by wealth or riches, but by a willingness to spend and be spent in
the great canse with which we are so closely identified. (Applause.)
The Caledonian Society is unlike any other Scottish organization,
whether it be clan or county association, Burns club, or Masonic lodge.
The motto for the true Caledonian should be “ Inasmuch.” (Hear, hear.)
He may not be able to give much money, but he can month by month
assist in the grand work of helping our needy kinsfolk, and by a kindly
word cheering them on their way ; or, if this be impossible, he can in
the quietness of his own home ask God's blessing on what his brother
Caledonians are doing. (Hear, hear.) Should the apprentice Caledonian
wish guidance and direction, he will find qualified foremen in such
men as Sir George Paton, John Douglas, Dr Fleming, and Thomas R.
Moncrieff.

I appeal to my brother Caledonians not to rush their guests into
membership. When a Scot is privileged to attend one of our unique
gatherings for the first time he is very apt to say: " This is fine, I
must join.” Don’t let him, but bring him again and again and again ;
keep him waiting ; let him absorb the atmosphere that gives the Society
its unique position, and when after long trial and approbation, he is
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put forward, then he is likely to make a good Caledonian. To para-
phrase the words of Malory in * Morte d'Arthur,” **and ye, if ye be called
to the goodly fellowship of the Caledonians, then verily are ye more to
be held in honour than if ye had gotten half the world.” (Loud applause.)

I give you ** The Caledonian Society of London " ; may it flourish,
root and branch, for ever.

The toast was drunk with great heartiness and
with Caledonian honours.

The Vice-President, Mr R. S. Kennedy, in pro-
posing “ Our Guests,’” said :

The Vice-President of this Society may be said to be in the chrysalis
stage, and this is one of his golden moments, when it is his privilege to
propose the health of " Our Guests,” a toast very dear to the heart of
the Scot. (Hear, hear.) In this respect I am following my father, who
thirty-five years ago undertook this same duty; and although I was
born in London, my youthful days were steeped in Caledonian lore,
While not so venerable as the Royal Scottish Corporation, we date back
to the days of Queen Victoria’s accession, and are proud of the fact
that we were the first society to invite ladies to our banquets. (Hear,
hear.)

There are many distinguished guests here to-night, and it would
be invidious to select any for special mention ; but as this is Ladies’
Night, it is the ladies we wish particularly to honour. In fact, this
might be the old nawval toast of " Sweethearts and Wives."” Some of
you may have heard it given as " Sweethearts and Wives, may they
never meet " ; but in this august gathering I prefer another reading,
namely, " Sweethearts and Wives, may the sweethearts become wives
and the wives remain sweethearts.” (Applause.)

The reply to this toast will be made by Mr Justice McCardie, and
I am sure that the ladies will feel their interests safe in his capable
hands. In recent years the principal duty of a citizen has been to pay
up and look pleasant, if he can, but there are other duties not so painful.
On two occasions I have had the privilege of serving on a special jury
under Mr Justice McCardie. The first case was a rather involved finan-
cial transaction, and we were given some eight or nine points to decide,
I am not quite sure that his lordship was entirely pleased with us, but
he made no sign, and anyhow fortunately we were not in the dock.
The second case was concerned with a quarrel between two ladies, and
I was lost in admiration of the patient way in which his lordship listened
to a mass of what appeared trivial matter. In the summing up, it was
made plain to us that while the plaintiff had sustained no measurable
damage, still an important legal principle was involved. As foreman
of the jury, I shall always remember his lordship’s kindly smile of
approbation when we gave one shilling damages instead of the proverbial
farthing,

As I said before, the ladies will, I am sure, feel that their interests
are quite safe with Mr Justice McCardie, but I am not quite sure about
the men. Some of his lordship's recent sayings have made us wonder
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if women’s rights have not taken away any little rights we men may
have had, and that * the better half " is not going to be the whole,
I trust Mr Justice McCardie, while doing his duty to the ladies, will not
put us in the position of the man who, on saying * il faut vivre,” was
told that his hearer did not see the necessity. (Laughter.)

Brother Caledonians, I give you the toast of ** Our Guests,” coupled
with the name of Mr Justice McCardie,

The toast having been given with Caledonian
honours,

Sir Henry McCardie, who was received with great
enthusiasm thanked the Vice-President for the most
hearty way in which he had commended him (Sir
Henry) to the company. He noticed that, although
the proposer of the toast was diffident about recom-
mending him to the men, his brethren had joined
heartily in the applause which the ladies awarded him.

Mr Justice McCardie rejoiced in being in a Cale-
donian company, for Scotland and Scots people were
very near to his heart. He had many memories of
purple-clad bens, wooded hills, tumbling rivers, and
pellucid streams; and he had vivid recollections of a
kindly and great-hearted and noble people among
whom he had spent many pleasant days. He spoke
of the value of these associations to expatriated men
and women, and said that in these organizations they
had an echo of the clans system.

““ The President ’ was the next toast; and, in sub-
mitting it, Mr William Will, Past-President, said that
this was no formal toast to the Chairman of what had
proved an exhilarating gathering, but it was a sug-
gestion of the thanks of the members of that Society
to the President for the great services he had rendered
them during the Session.

Mr M'Farlane (continued Mr Will) has given in full measure, pressed
down and, in his case, bubbling over, the many gifts with which the
gods have favoured him. Apart from his intense enthusiasm, his
transparent character, his downright-uprightness, he has shown anew
that * getting-together "' spirit that attracts men; his ready wit and
ready address have never failed him ; his keen sense of humour has
been always with him ; his * resilient and abounding vivacity,' as our
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old friend, Past-President Col. Sir John Young once called it, has been
as much in evidence as ever ; and his natural and oftentimes boisterous
eloquence has been equal to anything from a clever quip to a serious
exhortation of new members to their duties as partners in what we
Caledonians consider to be a great society whose seeds were planted
in patriotism, and whose roots have been watered by charity. But he
has done more, and no inventory of his contribution to the Society
would be complete that did not include a reference to our perpetua
guest, " Duncan Mackintosh.” (Laughter.)

Although he is a Perthshire man, Mac's forebears must have
wandered across the hills from their haunts on Loch Lomondside,
where McFarlane's lantern, the moon, saw many forays against the
Colquhouns, and where the McFarlane's slogan, “ Loch Sloy,” *‘ Loch
Sloy,” was often heard o' nights,

For the information of Mr Justice McCardie, I may say that long
vears before Christopher Columbus stumbled across America, and
hundreds of years before Chicago was ever thought of, we had in the
Highlands of Scotland expert gangsters and gunmen, and bootleggers.
(Laughter.) Al Capone and Jack Diamond, who is said to have had
Scottish blood in his veins—and knowing something of the Highlanders
I can well believe it—had ' nothing on " the ancestors of one or two
presidents, and many members of the Caledonian Society of London ;
and kidnapping was a minor amusement until golf and football were
invented. They were as unstable in their places of abode as that more
modern Scotsman who could not settle in one kirk, He tried high and
low, established and disestablished, until having for a time given up
the quest for a spiritual comforter, a friend asked him if he was attending
any church at present. “* Na, na,” he replied, " I'm jist scutterin’ awa’
wi’ ma sowl masel’ i’ the noo.”

But to return to our President. Forgetting for a moment his
distant forebears, Mr McFarlane had the inestimable advantage of the
possession of godly parents, and the piety of those two humble Perth-
shire folks have left their mark on their son. In these material times
the early years in a Christian home is a sheet-anchor to many a man
and woman ; and the pious couple who sent their son into the world
would be glad—and perhaps are glad—to see their piety repeated in
their son. In his exhortations to new members we have an echo of his
Puritanical origins. (Applause.)

Mr McFarlane has placed every member of the Caledonian Society
under a debt; he has the reflection that every member is his friend ;
his triumph as President has been a personal triumph. (Applause.)

In giving you this toast, T would like to associate with it the name
of Mrs McFarlane. If ever man had a helpmate in the fullest sense of
the word, that man is our President. I have known Mr and Mrs
McFarlane for more than twenty years, and I know that in shadow,
as in sunshine, Mrs McFarlane has been to our President a wonderful
bulwark, (Hear, hear, and applause.)

The toast was drunk with great enthusiasm and

with Caledonian honours, the company singing “ For
he’s a jolly good fellow.”
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Mr McFarlane feelingly replied.

In the course of the evening, the time-honoured
ceremony of Saluting the President by Past-Presidents
was observed, those forming the procession being in
order of seniority : Past-Presidents Sir George Paton,
T. R. Moncrieff, John Douglas, William Will, Rev. Dr
Fleming, Messrs William Blane, and A. Bain Irvine.

The Gold Badge of the Society was presented to
Mr Bain Irvine, the Immediate Past-President. In
pinning it to Mr Bain Irvine’s breast, the President said
that his predecessor in the chair had discharged the
duties of his office in a way that had earned the
commendation and thanks of the members, and the
presentation of that Gold Badge was a symbol of
their gratitude to him.

Mr Bain Irvine expressed his grateful thanks not
only for the Past-President’s Gold Badge, but for the
gracious words used by the President in presenting it.

Before the singing of ““ Auld Lang Syne " and the
National Anthem, the President was called upon to
sing *“ Duncan Mackintosh,” which he did in splendid
style.

The musical part of the programme—songs and
recitations and pipe music—was contributed by Miss
Isobel McLaren, Tom Kinniburgh, William Heughan,
William Dalgarno, and Pipe-Major Murdo Mackenzie.

For the smooth running of the gathering the
members were indebted to the Hon. Sec., Mr John A.
Brown.

THE MEMBERSHIP.

At the close of the Society’s year in October 1932,
the membership numbered 139, made up as follows :
Members of Council, 31; Life Members, g ; Ordinary
Members, g7 ; and Hon. Members, 2.

The following members were elected during the
Session : G. G. Eaglesome, I. A. Robb, E. D. Macmillan,
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J. J. Hamilton, Dr D. G. M. Munro, Angus Robertson,
Sir Andrew Caird, F. R. Stephen, Captain J. J. Cameron,
F. W. Rawlinson, R. D. Grant, and Dr Ian McPherson.

THE ACCOUNTS.

The statement of accounts for the year ending
31st October, 1932, showed that the entrance fees and
annual subscription produced £16g, that £60 came as
dividend from £1200 5 per cent. War Loan, the bonus
on conversion of the War Loan yielded f12, and that
with the proceeds of sale of £100 War Loan, and balance
brought forward, the receipts were £685.

On the other side of the statement the printing of
the ‘ Chronicles V' (1921-1930), income tax, contribu-
tions to the two charities, etc., took £620 ; the balance
being £65.

IMPORTANT REVISION OF RULES.

The Council of the Society had frequently expressed
the opinion that steps should be taken to replace the
few non-attending members with those gentlemen
whose names were on the waiting list. The restricted
membership of 100, the Council felt, did not permit of
any names being on the roll except those who actively
supported the President by their attendance. Conse-
quently a committee was appointed at the meeting on
10th December, 1931, to find means to remedy the
weakness. The officials, with Past-Presidents Mon-
crieff, Douglas, and Will, were appointed ““ to consider
the question of non-attendance of members, and to
endeavour to find a method of retaining their interest,
and at the same time-to permit new members to be
balloted for.”

The Committee reported to the meeting of the
Council, held on Thursday, 27th October, 1932, at the
Holborn Restaurant.

o
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In the absence of the President, Mr T. R. Mon-
crieff, Past-President, presided.

Mr William Will, Past-President, on behalf of the
Rules Committee, submitted and explained the Com-
mittee’s recommendations, the principal alterations
being embodied in the following :

RuLE x1.—Candidates for admission must be Scotsmen by birth
or near descent, and must be proposed by one Member of the Council
and seconded by another Member of Council, who will be expected to
assure the Council that their nominees will be active Members and
regular attenders at Meetings. If approved by the Council, candidates,
having read and signified their agreement with the Rules, shall be put
in nomination at the General Meeting following, They shall be balloted
for at a General Meeting as soon thereafter as a vacancy occurs, three
black balls to exclude the candidate.

RuLE x11.—Should any Member fail to attend five Council or
General Meetings or Social Gatherings, in two Sessions, without giving

to the Council, on request, what the Council considers to be a sufficient
reason, he shall cease to be a Member.

These alterations were adopted by the Council, and
the Committee were thanked for their services.

Previous to considering the Rules revision, Mr
Moncrieff made feeling reference to the President’s ill-
ness, and an expression of the Council’s sympathy was
ordered to be sent to Mr McFarlane.

The Chairman spoke, also, of members who had
passed away during the Session, particular mention
having been made of Col. Sir John Smith Young, Past-
President, and Mr William Jeffrey, Past-President.

Obituary
During the Session twelve names were added to
the roll, and death robbed the Society of no fewer than

nine members, two of them Past-Presidents and one
who had filled the office of Treasurer.

CoLoNEL S1R JorN SMITH Young, C.V.O.,

who joined the Society in 1896, and was President in Session 1904-1g05,
passed to his rest, full of honours, on 16th July, 1932.
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In addition to his work for the Caledonian Society, Sir John gave
great services to many Scottish societies in and out of London. He
was one of the most ardent workers for the Royal Caledonian Schools,
and he was also a Life Managing-Governor of the Royal Scottish Cor-
poration. Of the Highland Society he was a wholehearted supporter,
and acted for many years as honorary treasurer, his services having
been recognized by a handsome presentation. His interest in the
Camanachd (Shinty) Club continued to the end, and he was one of the
moving spirits in the London Morayshire Club. During the Great War
he was one of the most active members of the Federated Council of
Scottish Associations in London, whose business it was to collect and
distribute comforts to Scottish prisoners of war and others, and to visit
the wounded in hospitals.

In the * Chronicles " for 1904-Ig05, in the volume recording the
Society's work from 1837 to 1gos5, there is a complete record of Sir
John’s public services from the Abyssinian Expedition (1867-1868),
which need not be reproduced in the detail in which they were then
recorded. Briefly his wonderful record is :—

Served in the Abyssinian Expedition, 1867-1868 ; war medal and
special promotion.

South African War, 1879-1880, Zulu Campaign; received the
thanks of His Excellency the Lieutenant-Governor of Natal in Council
on behalf of the Public of Natal, also war medal.

Franco-German War, 1870-1871, a$ Joint Commissioner for the
British Red Cross at the German Army Headquarters ; German war
medal and first silver medal awarded by the Order of St. John of
Jerusalem for saving life,

Took part in the relief of the sick and wounded in Paris, taking
the first convoy of fresh provisions admitted into Paris on conclusion
of Armistice ; received the French bronze cross.

Chief Commissioner for the British Red Cross in six different
fields of operations :

(1) Russo-Turkish War, 1877-1878, mentioned in despatches
H.B.M.'s Ambassador, Constantinople, to the Secretary of State for
Foreign Affairs; 4th class Order of Osmanieh and Turkish war medal.

(2) Zulu Campaign, 1879-1880; mentioned in Parliament :
vote of thanks from British Red Cross,

(3) Nile Expedition, 1884-1885 ; received thanks of Lord Wolseley,
and of the Sirdar ; war medal and Khedive's bronze star and vote of
thanks from British Red Cross.

(4) Boer Rebellion Operations, 1881,

(5) Nile Expedition, 1898. Organized river steamer hospital ship,
which brought seriously wounded officers and men who took part in
the battle of Omdurman from Assouan to Cairo in comfort without the
loss of a single life.

Received the thanks of the Secretary for War, and of the Minister
for Foreign Affairs, Cairo, on behalf of the Khedivial Government with
jrd Class Order of Osmanieh ; mentioned in despatch by Earl Cromer ;
vote of thanks from the Council of the British Red Cross.

(6) South African Transvaal War in its first phase, 18g0-1g00 ;
war medal with clasp and a vote of thanks from British Red Cross.

Served as Member of Council and Executive Committee of the
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British National (Red Cross) Society for Aid to Sick and Wounded in
War from 1878 to 1903.

Served as Secretary to the Royal Commission of the Patriotic
Fund, 1887-1903; specially mentioned in Final Report (1903) of the
Commission.

Served as Secretary to the Royal Patriotic Fund Corporation.
Specially mentioned in Report (1510).

MR WILLIAM JEFFREY

became a member in 1906 and occupied the Chair in Session 1923-1924.
Mr Jeffrey was born in Kirkcaldy, and was educated at Sharp's School,
Perth, and Perth Academy. He entered the service of the North British
Railway Company, but later was introduced to the jute industry
through his uncle’s business, of which he became a director, In 1883
he joined Messrs Sells, the great advertising agency, and later became
a director and the general manager.

As a Managing-Governor of the Royal Scottish Corporation and
a Director of the Royal Caledonian Schools, he rendered good service
to our two great London Scottish charities. He was also a member of
Committee of the Hepburn-Starey Blind Aid Society ; a Fellow of the
Royal Society of Arts, and a Fellow of the Royal Geographical Society.
Mr Jeffrey was an artist in words and oils. He was the author of poetry
of great merit and an accomplished painter of pictures in oils. Mr
Jefirey was the contributor of a Sentiment on ' The Kingdom of Fife **
(see *' Chronicles,” 1921-1930, page 2), an erudite essay which showed
not only the literary qualities of our Past-President, but also his
thoroughness. Mr Jeffrey suffered greatly in his last years, but he bore
his trouble and pain with splendid courage.

MR Tuaomas C. RiDDELL,

a native of the Border country, became a member of the Society in
1921, and six years later he was elected Hon. Treasurer, and acted in
that capacity for four years (rg27-1931), when illness necessitated his
retirement from the work.

Mr Riddell, quiet and undemonstrative, was agent in London of
the National Bank of Scotland, and his knowledge of financial matters
enabled him on several occasions to render useful service to the Society.
He was a Life Managing-Governor of the Royal Scottish Corporation,
and a constant attender at the Corporation’s monthly meetings. Mr
Riddell left a legacy to that Charity,

Mr JoHnN A. ANDERSON

was a member of the Society for only eight years—he joined in 1924,
and became a member of Committee in 1926—but his upright character,
his sound literary judgment, and his ardent Scottish patriotism gained
for him a secure place in the hearts of members. Mr Anderson was a
native of Walkerburn, on the Tweed, and his knowledge of the history,
literature, and topography of the Tweed Valley, and indeed the whole
romantic Borderland, was encyclopzdic. For many years he wrote
a regular weekly well-informed article on the folklore and the historical
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and literary connections of his native place and its Peeblesshire
neighbours. His Border friends did not forget his services-to their
beloved land, and, headed by his great friend Mr George Hope Tait,
they erected near the bridge over the Leithen Water at Innerleithen
a plaque which will forever commemorate his devotion to the Land
of Scott.

He was interested in Church Psalmody, and few who heard it will
forget the Sentiment which he gave on * Auld Scots Psalms and the
folk who sang them.” (See * Chronicles,” 1921-1930, page 74.) Mr
Anderson was a Past-President of the Burns Club of London, and he
held an honoured position as elder in the Harrow Presbyterian Church,
in which a plaque was placed by the London Burns Club in his memory.

Mr KENNETH BARCLAY BROWN,

who joined the Society in 1886, and died on 26th January, 1932, was
the son of Mr R. Barclay Brown, who was President of the Society in
the year in which his son, then a lieutenant in the London-Scottish,
became a member. Mr Kenneth was a member of the Council from
1893 to 1899.

Born in Montrose, " K.B.B. " served his apprenticeship as a
shipbuilder at Dumbarton, and came to join his father and uncle in a
ship-repairing company in London, which was later taken over by
Messrs R. & H. Green and Silley Weir, Ltd., of which he became a
director. He followed the example of his father by joining the London
Scottish Volunteers, and in the famous corps he was one of the crack
shots in the country, one year at Wimbledon coming eighth in the
“ Oueen’s.”

His numerous trophies included many won at shooting and golfing,
of which also he was a devotee. At his death he was said to have been
the oldest member of any golf club in this country.

As may be gathered, Mr Barclay Brown was a perfervid Scot—
skilled bagpipe player, a fine reel dancer, and a good singer of old Scots
ballads.

When the Great War broke out and citizen corps were formed, he
founded the kilted Scottish Company of the City of London National
Guard, and served as captain.

His widow was a descendant of Captain Barclay of Urie, the famous
pedestrian whose walk of 1000 miles in 1000 consecutive hours created
great excitement ; and his son, Robert Barclay Brown, is a captain in
the Dogra Regiment, Indian Army,

MR ARCHIBALD MACFADYEN

was not an old member of the Society, having been elected in 1915.
From Glasgow Mr MacFadyen came to London in the late * seventies,”
and in 1881 he became a member of the Stock Exchange. In later
years he was a partner in the well-known firm of Messrs Keen, Cobb & Co.

In the * House ' he was ** Mac "' to his friends, and this familiar
method of address spoke of the geniality of the man.

“ It was truly said of * Mac,” " wrote a friend, " that love of his
native land, its scenery, its history, and its traditions held first place
in his heart.” ’

Mr MacFayden died in January, 1932, in his eightieth year,
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Mr GEORGE NiIcoL,

who joined the Society in 1899, was a native of Bridge of Don,
Aberdeen, and began business life as an apprentice shipwright in the
days when Aberdeen clippers were famous throughout the world of sail.

As a young man he went to Shanghai, where he took a position of
responsibility in a shipbuilding and ship-repairing business, run by an
American. After some years he returned to Great Britain and became
marine superintendent to Adam Brothers of Aberdeen, Newcastle, and
London,

At the time of the Dock Trust collapse in London, Mr A. C. Adam
purchased several dry docks at a very low price—Poplar, Stewart’s, and
the West and East India Graving Docks. Four of these he disposed
of, and floated a company called The London Graving Dock Co., Ltd.,
to run the East and West India Graving Docks. Mr Nicol was from
1891 to 1905 the manager of this company, having been transferred from
Newcastle to London.

In 1go5 Mr Nicol retired from the management, but was appointed
managing director, a position created for him. This he retained from
1905 till 1918, when serious illness necessitated retirement from active
service. He still retained his seat on the Board, which he resigned in
1927.

Mr Nicol died in February, 1932, at the grand old age of ninety-
three.

Mr Nicol, who was the doyen of the old practical shipwrights in
the London Docks, was a staunch supporter of the Roval Scottish
Corporation, of which he was a Life Managing-Governor.
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CHAPTER 111

1932-1933 : ROBERT SINCLAIR KENNEDY, President.

Son of a former President takes the Chair : Sentiments, * Byways of
Scottish Song,” by Mr J. B. M. Hodge and London Scottish
Choir,  The Humour of the Scot,” by Mr A. Newlands, C.B.E. ;
* Scottish Clipper Ships,” by Captain J. J. Cameron; * Sir
Walter Scott and the Romantic Border Land,” by Rev. W. §.
Matheson ; ‘* Scottish Lawyers, ancient and modern,” by Mr
Francis R. Stephen, LL.B.: The President on the work of the
Society : The Society’s Income Tax : £800 to the Royal Scottish
Corporation and Royal Caledonian Schools : Mr John Macmillan
on Mr Walter Leitch, C.B.E., Obitnary—Mr Andrew Hepburn.

EN Mr Robert Sinclair Kennedy was in

1932 elected to the Presidency of the Society

he was not the first of his line to fill the

position, for in 1896-1897 his father, Mr John Kennedy,

a member of a well-known Oban family, occupied the

chair. The new President’s maternal grandfather, Mr

David Mossman of Edinburgh, was a member of

Committee from 1879 to 18g6. So Mr R. S. Kennedy,

who became a member of the Society in 1918 and a

member of Council in 1920-1921, was from early youth
steeped in the traditions of the Society.

Mr Kennedy, who was born in London, was edu-

cated in London and Switzerland, and University
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College, London, where he gained the Senior Gilchrist
Engineering Scholarship. Practical training and early
experience in marine engineering were obtained on the
Wear, Tyne, and Clyde, and at sea. He returned to
London in 1898, and was for four years a private in the
London-Scottish Volunteers.

When he became President, Mr Kennedy was
Managing Director of the British Arc Welding Co., Ltd.,
a director of its three associated companies in Britain,
and a director of the Railway and General Engineering
Co., Ltd., of Nottingham. He was also a member of the
Institution of Civil Engineers, and a vice-president of
the Institute of Marine Engineers.

He married in 1904, Annie Flora, daughter of Mr
Alexander Ross, chief engineer of the Great Northern
Railway, and treasurer of the Highland Society, and
they have four children, all of whom have personal
knowledge of the meetings of the Society.

Mr Kennedy is a managing-governor of the Royal
Scottish Corporation, and a member of the Kinloch
Bequest. He is a life member of the Ayrshire Society.

With Mr Kennedy as President, the members
elected as Vice-President Mr Walter Leitch ; as Hon.
Secretary, Mr John A. Brown ; as Hon. Treasurer, Mr
R. R. Wilson ; as Hon. Historian, Mr William Will ;
and as Hon. Auditor, Mr Robert Davidson.

At the Council meeting on 10th November 1932,
the retiring President, Mr P. N. McFarlane, referred to
Past-President John Douglas’s return to the meetings
after his long illness, and spoke of the affection which
the whole membership had for Mr Douglas.

The new President, having been invested with the
presidential badge, thanked the members for their
confidence in him, and took the chair.

H




98 THE CHRONICLES OF THE

Byways oF ScoTTISH SONG.

At the first Little Dinner of the Session, on the

evening of Thursday, roth November, in the Caledonian
Room of the Holborn Restaurant, the President was
welcomed by a large company of members and friends,
who listened with great appreciation to a Sentiment
given by Mr J. B. M. Hodge, leader of the London
Scottish Choir, several members of which gave vocal
illustrations of the Sentiment.
Mr Hodge said :

1 think I may take it for granted that you are all familiar with
the well-known phrase, " The Highways and Byways.” Poets and
composers have sung their praises of * the gay highway '’ ; but those
who have sung of the delights of the byways are, I am afraid, in the
minority. After all, this is not to be wondered at, because, I suppose,
writers find it a more congenial and profitable thing to write of life and
movement, rather than of the quietness and the stillness of the places
where peace dwells. In the olden days travel was made more ad-
venturous and colourful by the attentions of the highwayman, but I
must confess that T have never yet heard of a ** bywayman.” This
evening I propose to constitute myself a *“ bywayman,” and, instead of
pointing a pistol at your head with a request to *‘ Stand and deliver ! "
I am going to endeavour to lead you gently along a few byways in
Scottish song, for there are highways and byways in Scottish song
just as there are in our country and in everyday life.

Those of you who attend with any degree of regularity the various
Scottish concerts given in London must have been struck with the
limited number of songs which the average singer is able to draw upon.
Indeed, at times one might be pardoned for thinking that there were
not more than about a dozen Scottish songs in existence, as far as these
singers knew. One finds in practice that the popularity of a song is
either made or marred by whether it is sung often in public or not, so
I am afraid the first cause must be laid to the charge of our public
singers. .

Apart from this, one is also reluctantly forced to the conclusion
that the average singer is woefully unenterprizing and lacking in the
expression of personality through the selection of songs. He (or she)
is content to sing just those songs that everybody else is singing or has
sung, and makes little or no attempt to search the hoards of minstrelsy
for such treasures as may be found there. The result is that crowds of
singers are ringing such vocal changes as they may on a mere handful
of songs—some banal, some good—but most of them having lost all
freshness of interest through hackneyed repetition, except when, a
comparatively rare occurrence, they are interpreted by .a first-rate
artist.

The second reason why a great number of fine Scottish songs are
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seldom or never heard is, to the practical mind, a very strong one, A
great many of these melodies were originally either fiddle or bagpipe
tunes, and consequently they have generally a wide compass, so much
so that to the average singer they are quite unsingable. It seems to
me that one of the things we require to-day is someone who would
undertake for Scottish melody what Burns did for Scottish verse, and
that is to make these tunes singable while still conserving the Scottish
spirit and character in them. In other words, our old tunes need to be
freed from what we have now come to regard as crude interpolations
and inaccuracies.

No one knows, except those who have devoted years to research
and study of the subject, what a wealth of beautiful melody we Scots
folk have lying neglected and unknown. I am not without hope that
we, as a nation, will come to realize our remissness, and manifest a
desire for betterment to such an extent as would enable publishers to
give encouragement to those who are qualified and prepared to devote
their energies to this work.

There are many instances in our Scots collections in use to-day to
show the need for such work as Burns did in his time to improve our
folk-songs. Burns's work was, of course, done on the poetical side. We
want the problem to be tackled now from the musical standpoint.
It is not desired to alter the structural character of the songs, but
simply to make them more suitable for the average singer. A good deal
has been done in this direction already, but more remains to be done :
and it demands the highest skill and experience to deal with a tune so
as to leave its national characteristics unimpaired.

Psalm Tune—"'Kedron."”

It must not be thought that only in the secular music of Scotland
may one find musical byways. They exist also in the ecclesiastical
music of our country. Itisa matter for very great regret that some of
the extremely fine old psalm-tunes sung by our forefathers have prac-
tically passed out of use as far as the Scottish churches are concerned.
These tunes were, as a general rule, entirely typical of the people who
sang them. They had a dignity and a strength which, unfortunately,
are lacking in some of the more modern church music which is in greater
favour to-day. Modern taste seems to demand a certain degree of
" sugariness "’ in its church music, a trend which is strangely at variance
with the simple severity of these older tunes. However, one is glad to
find that there are definite evidences of an improved taste in this direc-
tion, although there is still room for considerable improvement,

As an example of the old type of Psalm tune which has practically
passed out of use, we are to sing to you the tune “ Kedron ” to the
words of Paraphrase 3o, words which, to my mind, seem to have been
made for the tune.

" Kedron "' is either an original composition or an adaptation by
the late Rev. Andrew Henderson, LL.ID. The character of the tune
seems to indicate the possibility of its being an adaptation from an
older source. Dr Henderson was minister of Abbey Close U.P. Church,
Paisley, for many years. He was a distinguished amateur musician,
and he had a large share in the compilation of various collections of
tunes for the United Presbyterian Church of Scotland.
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As a personal opinion I put forward the theory that the tune
* Kedron " is of a much earlier period than the lifetime of Dr Henderson.
In the collection of tunes edited by him in which it appeared, it is named
as " Jewish Chant,” and in all probability this name gives some indica-
tion of the real origin of the tune.

When we sing this tune, you will notice that the melody is sung by
the tenors in alternate verses. This practice of putting the melody in
the tenor part is called faux-bourdon, and is an old custom that con-
tinued until fairly recent times; indeed, the tenor part was so called
because it held the melody (Latin, Tenere, to hold).

‘" Bonnie George Campbell.”

This is, in my judgment, a real specimen of old ballad literature.

Up to the present no competent critic has been able to define a
ballad. The late Professor Ker took refuge in a catalogue of things which
were obviously ballads, and said a ballad was a thing like one of these,
As Mr Chesterton has remarked, we can’t define a ballad, but we know
one when we see one. From which it may be inferred that the ballad
is a somewhat elusive literary form, and those of you who have devoted
any attention to the subject will agree that it is a most fascinating
study.

3{‘ Bonnie George Campbell " is supposed to be a lament for one of the
adherents of the House of Argyle who was killed in the Battle of Glen-
livat, 3rd October, 1594. It is said to have been recovered from tradition
by John Finlay (1782-1810), a lyric poet of considerable promise, whose
career was unfortunately cut short. The twelve lines of verse of which
the ballad is composed probably contain more pathos and tragedy than
can be found in similar compass in any literature.

The air was included in R. A. Smith’s " Scottish Minstrel,”” 1822,
but the ending on the second note of the major scale is evidence of
greater antiquity than 1822,

The arrangement we are to sing is one which I have written specially
for the London Scottish Choir.

“ My luve's in Germanie."”

The poem is by Hector MacNeill. In Hogg's " Jacobite Relics "
this melody is given with verses beginning, * Ken ye how to fight a
Whig, Aikendrum, Aikendrum ? "’ Its first appearance in print seems
to be in Johnson’s '* Museum,” Vol. 4 (1792), where it is adapted to
Jacobitical verses by Burns, beginning, “* Ye Jacobites by name.” In
" The Complaynt of Scotland "’ (1549), chapter 6, a song is mentioned
entitled, “ My lufe is lyand seik, sent hym ioy, sent hym ioy,"” which
may possibly be the first line of the original ballad sung to this air.

The ballad on the celebrated pirate, Paul Jones, who gave the
people of Edinburgh and Leith something of a fright in 1779, which
began, ' You've all heard of Paul Jones, have you not? have you
not ? " was sung to this tune.

Shakespeare has said that each man in his time plays many parts,
and so, evidently, do some tunes,

‘* My tocher's the jewel.”

The words of this song were partly written by Burns (the most
of them are old), and were sent by him to Johnson's " Museum " in
1790,
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The air is an exceedingly beautiful pentatonic melody. The
pentatonic scale is the basis of much primitive folk-music, and consists
of the 1st, 2nd, 3rd, 5th, and 6th of a major diatonic scale. The charac-
teristic leap between the 3rd and sth, and between the 6th and 8th of
the scale is so common in Scottish melody that many people believe the
greater part of our airs to be pentatonic, and do not admit any others
to be Scottish, an entirely erroneous point of view.

The air is based, in a general kind of way, on ‘* The muckin’' o’
Geordie's byre,” a tune which also forms the groundwork of ' Tam
Glen.” The chief melodic forms of ** My tocher’s the jewel ' and ** The
muckin’ o' Geordie's byre " are almost identical, though the rhythm
has been changed by the introduction of additional measures into ** My
tocher.” The older tune is in § time, and the derivative tune is in §
time, the former being easily convertible into the latter.

Stenhouse was wrong in stating that “ My tocher’s the jewel ” is
taken from the subject of an old air called “ The highway to Edin-
burgh.” There is no resemblance between the two tunes, except in
two cadences.

‘* She's faiv and fause."

Ome writer has described this as one of the happiest of Burns's
songs. It may be happy as a poetical effort, but it is by no means
happy in feeling. It is certainly one of his most sarcastic songs, the last
verse being particularly bitter.

We are told by Stenhouse that Burns picked up this charming old
melody in the country, and then wrote the verses to which it is so well
adapted in Johnson's ‘* Museum.” Probably this was so, because
Burns had the happy knack of recovering comparatively unknown old
melodies, and giving them a new lease of life by writing songs to them.
In the case of this tune, however, Burns had been forestalled by Oswald,
who printed it in Vol. 4 of his " Caledonian Pocket Companion,” under
the name of * The Lads of Leith.”

The repetition of the word “ gear " in rhyme in the first verse is
rather a weak spot in the poem.

It seems likely that Burns borrowed the idea for the last four lines
of his song from a poem called * The Address,"” which he may have
read either in " The Scots Nightingale," 1779, or in a collection called
*“ The Lark " (1765). The last four lines of ** The Address "’ are—

* To bless is Heaven's peculiar grace,
Let me a blessing find ;
And since you wear an angel's face,
Oh, show an angel's mind !

1f Burns borrowed the idea, he certainly improved it greatly in his song.

“ Wilt thow be my dearie ? "'

Burns wrote this song for the fifth volume of Johnson's * Museum."’
The poem is said to have been composed in honour of the charms of
Janet Miller, of Dalswinton, mother of the Earl of Mar. She was reputed
to have been one of the most beautiful women in the South of Scotland
at that time. Burns is believed to have thought a great deal of the
merits of the song.

The air is an old Strathspey tune, known by the name of " The
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luttor's daughter.” It appeared in Alexander McGlashan’s ** A Collec-
tion of Strathspey Reels, with a bass for the violoncello or harpsichord,"
1780, and in Gow's " A collection of Strathspey Reels,” 1784. An
earlier version of it occurred in Neil Stewart’s ** A Collection of the
newest and best reels,”” 1761, as ** Shoemaker's daughter.”

" Mice and Men."

The illustrations to which we have been listening this evening
commenced upon an ecclesiastical note with the singing of the psalm
tune ' Kedron."” I propose closing my talk upon an ecclesiastical note
also, but of a somewhat different character than the opening item,

Probably you are already aware that it was part of the creed of
some of the old Scottish religious sects that the words of the metrical
Psalms must never be employed for musical purposes anywhere else
than in the kirk. In the event of it being necessary to practise the
music on a week-night, other words than those of the metrical Psalms
had to be substituted. The result of this rather extraordinary point of
view was that a whole series of doggerel verses was in use for the purpose
of the week-night practices of the Psalm tunes. As an example, the
tune “ French,” which was always sung to the 1z21st Psalm, would be
practised to these words—

** Come, let us sing the tune of * French,’
The second measure low,
The third ascendeth very high,
The fourth down, down doth go.”

A set of verses entitled " The Presbyterian Cat " was also a par-
ticular favourite. One version is as follows :—

" There was a Presbyterian’s Catt
Was looking for her prey,
And in ye house she catcht a mouse
Upon the Sabath day.
The goodman sitting at his booke
Rose up wi' meikle pain,
And in his hands ye Catt he tooke
And bound her in a chain.
Thou curst, malignant Cratur, thou,
How now blood sheddes, quoth he,
Thinks thou to bring to hell below
My holy wife and me,
But be thou well assur’d in strife
That blood for blood shall pay,
Because thou took ye mouse's life
Upon the Sabath day.
Then unto Execution
Poor baudrons she was drawne,
And on a tree there hanged she.
The minister sung a psalme.”

We are to sing to you a version of this about an '* auld Seceder’s
cat " to a psalm tune called " Desert,”” but in a more condensed set of
verses than those I have read.
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The President moved the thanks of the audience
to Mr Hodge and his accomplished singers for one of the
greatest treats that the Society had ever had; and
Mr Hodge’s health was drunk with enthusiastic Cale-
donian honours.

The time-honoured toast of “ The Past-President "
was given by Mr Leitch, the Vice-President, and Mr
John MacMillan, Past-President, replied.

The toast of ““ Our Guests” was proposed by
Past-President John Douglas, who said :

This toast had always held an honourable position at the meetings
of the Caledonian Society of London. It was one of the traditions which
had never been allowed to change since the Society came into existence
in 1837. All through these years the toast had been honoured with
enthusiasm, because it had always been looked upon as a privilege to
welcome the guests of our members. It had, on every occasion, been
a means of deriving pleasure for the members, as hospitality had always
been a leading feature in the Society.

‘When I say the traditions of the Society have always been main-
tained (continued Mr Douglas), I would like to give an example of the
difficulties that come to those who make experiments. The manage-
ment of a leading Glasgow store came to the conclusion that a change
might be beneficial in marketing their goods. The managing-director
went to Paris and studied the French methods on the spot. He re-
turned with definite ideas of bringing his establishment into line with
the great millinery and other stores of Paris, and the establishment
in Glasgow was re-modelled on the Paris pattern.

One day there entered the store a lady who wanted to buy a hat.
The new shop-walker approached her with the request, * Moddam,
what can we do for you ? ' The lady replied that she wished to buy
a hat. He at once said, ** Moddam, our Mademoiselle Josephine will
attend to you.” In a short space of time Mlle. Josephine, who had
been busy elsewhere, came bustling along with her elbows squared and
rather flurried. On approaching the lady she burst out in good Glasgow
accent, * Is't a wearin’ hat ye want ? ** (Laughter.) We do not change
our traditions in that way, but we do uphold the character of our old
Society.

I couple with this toast the name of Professor Wallace, who I may
say originally came from Aberdeen and is, therefore, all right. He was
Professor of English at Melbourne University, and is now Vice-Chan-
cellor of the Sydney University and a member of the Australian Broad-
casting Commission.

I remember having about seven years ago an interesting conversa-
tion with Sir Alexander Redcock in his room in Government Buildings,
Melbourne, and learned a great deal about the educational system of
Australia. I came to the conclusion that in some respects they could
give points to us at home. I brought home with me a trophy which I
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greatly value, in the shape of two volumes giving full particulars of the
forests and timbers of Australia. I have shown these to various in-
terested people in this country, and they have all agreed that they are
a mine of information in connection with forestry and timber produc-
tion. I give you the toast of “ Our Guests,” coupled with the name
of Professor Wallace of Sydney, a guest of our good friend and brother
Caledonian, Vice-President Leitch.” (Applause.)

In responding, Professor Wallace referred to the
pleasure one like himself felt, when, arriving in the
homeland, the genial atmosphere was at once apparent.
He had already found a warm welcome from different
Scots, not the least of whom was Mr John Macmillan,
who could speak fluently in Gaelic, Lowland Scots,
English, and a language of his own which was most
forcible. (Laughter.) He (Prof. Wallace) was at home
in a representative gathering like the present, where
hospitality was enjoyed to the full extent. He now
called himself an Australian, but nothing could separate
him from the kindly association with brother Scots,
and he never forgot the advantages and attractions of
his native land. (Applause.)

The Commonwealth of Australia, of which he was
now a citizen, held great attractions, and its educa-
tional system was equal to that of any other country.
He was convinced that their universities were abreast
of the best, and their schools of medicine were, in many
respects, ahead of similar institutions on this side of
the globe. (Applause.)

Besides the illustrations to Mr Hodge’s Sentiment,
Miss Janetta Melrose and Miss Elsie Mackay, members
of the Choir, sang several Scottish songs to the great
delight of the audience. Miss Melrose gave ““ My love's
in Germanie,” and Miss Mackay “ When the king comes
owre the water.”

“ Auld Lang Syne” ended a meeting which will
live long in the memory of those who were present.
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HAIL AND FAREWELL.

At the Council meeting on 8th December, 1932,
donations of forty guineas each were voted to the
Royal Scottish Corporation and the Royal Caledonian
Schools.

The Past-President, Mr P. N. McFarlane, heartily
welcomed Mr John Douglas, Past-President, whose
return to the work of the Society after his illness was
hailed with a heartiness that showed the place that
Mr Douglas holds in the esteem of the members.

Mr McFarlane also feelingly referred to those mem-
bers who had recently passed away, among them
notably Sir John S. Young, Past-President; Mr
William Jefirey, Past-President ; and Mr T. C. Riddell,
late Hon. Treasurer.

Thanks were offered to the retiring President,
Mr McFarlane, for the great services which he had
rendered to the Society during his memorable year of
office; and Mr John Douglas moved, Mr T. R. Mon-
crieff seconded, and it was heartily agreed, that a bar
be added to Mr McFarlane’s gold medal.

Tue HuMOUR OF THE SCOT.

At the Little Dinner on the same evening—the
President in the chair—Mr A. Newlands, C.B.E., Chief
Engineer of the L.M.S., gave a Sentiment on * The
Humour of the Scot.”

Mr Newlands said :

It is in accordance with the proper fitness of things that at a Scots-
men’s dinner a Sentiment should be proposed. The custom is a very
old one, but like many other old Scotch customs it has, with the passing
of time, undergone considerable change of form.

Sentiments in the old convivial days of long dinners and ** rounds "
of toasts were short epigrammatic sentences expressive of moral feelings
or virtues, and were proposed and drunk to as part of the somewhat
unbridled conviviality with which the long evening was spent on the
conclusion of the dinner proper. According to the custom of those
days of at least a century ago, drinking was only engaged in in response
to the call of the proposer of a toast or Sentiment, and as the night
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wore on it is not surprising to learn that the Sentiments were not only
proposed with increasing frequency, but that the tone of them assumed
a familiarity and candidness almost, at times, amounting to a lack of
good taste. This was often embarrassing to some of those present, and
particularly to ladies, who usually retired at an early stage of the pro-
ceedings, their retiral being sometimes hinted at by the proposing of
such a Sentiment as " The trade of Glasgow and the outward bound.”

Time, the ever-flowing stream, has however brought many changes
in social practices, and it is difficult for us to-day to envisage a public
dinner being conducted in a way that would shock the propriety of the
most demure of maidens, although it could probably be contended that,
due to the insistence of the weaker sex to take her place alongside the
sterner one, she has come to realize that she must not be so susceptible
to shock, as the result of this association as her grandmother was.

As distinct from platform oratory, all after-dinner speaking to-day
15 still usvally associated with a toast or Sentiment, and it is not unusual
for the speaker to embellish his utterances with an apt joke or flash of
humour designed to illustrate or accentuate the point he is endeavouring
to make.

If humorous incidents or tales be used for this purpose, why is it
that those used have so often reference to characteristics, sayings,
oddities, or idiosyncrasies of the Scottish people ?

What indeed is humour 7 It is a word derived from the Latin
Minor, meaning ** moisture,” and the temper of the mind is supposed
to depend upon the state of the fluids in the body, so that humour is
probably synonymous with temper and disposition.

This may explain why at times we are " out of humour " or " in
an ill humour,” but whether or not it be due to the amount or possibly
character of the fluids partaken of at dinner—particularly a Scotch
dinner—the humour most in evidence on these occasions is indicative
of a frame of mind which shows an appreciation of the droll, the pawky,
the comical, the absurdity of incongruities, the whimsicality of expres-
sion, and the quaintness of the many Scots dialects as compared with
the pure English equivalent.

The continued advance in education in Scotland is leading to the
more general use of English, rather than of broad Scots or Gaelic as
the medium of speech in that country, but no Scotsman wishes to see
the disappearance of the quaint pawky incisive form of native speech
so characteristic of his race, nor is he likely to.

As an example of the difference between pure English and the
colloquial form of speech of the North-east of Scotland the following
will serve :

An English commercial traveller on his round had occasion to call
at an establishment, let us say in Aberdeenshire, which was owned by
two brothers. It was his first call, as he was taking the place of his
predecessor who had died, and he introduced himself on that footing,
when the following conversation took place :

First Brother: “ Ave, aye, so Mr Blank's deid. Weel, weel, it's
the wye we maun a' gang. Fat did he dee 0’ ? "

Commercial Traveller : " I beg your pardon."”

First Brother. " I'm sayin’ Fatdidhedeeo? "’

Commercial Traveller : “ I'm afraid I don’t understand,"
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At this stage the second brother, wishing to simplify the conundrum
the traveller was struggling with, interposed with the explanation :
** My brither’s speirin’ Ofatdidhedee.” '

Our English friends may not require to be told that what the
traveller was asked was what his predecessor had died of.

The good understanding that existed between the old Scotch
retainer and his master, arising out of what was often a lifelong associa-
tion together, resulted in the speech of the man to his master being so
direct and to the point that to-day it would be classed as amounting to
rudeness, although nothing of the kind was intended.

Lord Cockburn, a famous law lord of a hundred years ago, accom-
panying his shepherd on a stormy day on the hill, observed that the
sheep were lying on what to him appeared to be the coldest side of the
hill, and remarked : *‘ John, if I were a sheep I would lie on the other
side of the hill,"”” which drew from John the reply : ** Aye, my lord, but
if you were a sheep ye would hae mair sense.”

The inate kindly courtesy of the Scots country folk is well exempli-
fied in the following story of the days, not so very long ago, when the
shepherd’'s dog accompanied his master to church. The restraint im-
posed on the dogs during the service was somewhat trying to them,
and they were keenly alert to observe any movement on the part of
their masters which indicated an early release to the open air.

Such a movement took place when the congregation rose from their
seats to hear the benediction pronounced, this being often the only
occasion during the service when the congregation stood up. The dogs,
on observing this, usually began to stretch themselves and to exchange
doggy pleasantries in the form of snappings and growlings, often ending
in a rough-and-tumble fight, all of which happenings were, of course,

~well within the knowledge of the minister.

On one occasion, however, a strange minister was officiating, and
out of compliment to him the shepherds quietly arranged among them-
selves that the congregation should sit during the benediction. It thus
came about that when the minister uplifted his hands as a preliminary
to benediction, he was surprised to find the congregation remained
seated, until a voice from the body of the kirk put his mind at rest by
announcing, “ Say awa’, sir; say awa’'; we're a' sittin’ to cheat the
dougs.”

The faithful old Scots domestic was in her way almost a character.
The importance of her daily round of duty completely obsessed her
mind to the exclusion of everything else. The members of an Edinburgh
household were preparing for church one Sunday momming when an
alarm arose consequent upon it being observed that the Greyfriars
Church was on fire, and cries of *' A fire! a fire ! "' were at once raised.

0Old Katie the cook, who was in sole charge for the day, at once
came hobbling upstairs exclaiming, “ What ist ? what ist ? " and was
informed, * Katie, look, the Greyfriars Kirk's on fire.”” Katie's comment
was, ‘‘ Is that a’, miss ; michty me, what a fricht ve gied me. I thocht
ye said the parlour fire was oot.”

Then there was the unconscious, unintentional humour of the
small farmer type; he whose farm, with the cares, anxieties, and
responsibilities associated with it, represented his whole kingdom and
indeed sole interest in life.
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Jeems had lost “ the wife,” and returning from the funeral the
following conversation took place.

Neighbour : * Weel, Jeems, she’s awa’.”

Jeems : “ Aye, Sandy, she's awa’."”

Neighbour : ** Ye'll miss her, Jeems.”

Jeems : O God, aye, I'll miss her ; but man ye ken she was aye
a wee thochtie licht for my place.”

Here is another illustrating the same point of view—the dominance
of the daily round of duty in the outlook on life. Two small farmers
met at the march dyke, and after the usual crack about the crops, the
one observed to the other : ‘' Jeems, they tell me my dochter's in the
family way, and they're blaming your Jock for't,” which brought the
reply : ** Ach, a wadna wonder, the gowkit careless brute, he broke a
graip o’ mine last week.,”

It must not be assumed that it is only the masculine of the Scotch
race that is endowed with the quality of readiness in repartee. The
Scotch women folk are quite able to give as good as they get when
occasion arises, and that in as incisive or caustic a manner as is sufficient
to justify the commonly accepted view that in debate the woman usually
has the last word.

A Frenchman, forming one of a party at dinner in a Scotch house-
hold, was rather tactlessly dilating upon the excellence of French cooking
as compared with Scottish, and this so exasperated the good lady at
the head of the table that she finally and effectually closed the debate
by remarking : " Aw weel, some fowk like parritch and some like
puddocks.”

On another occasion a very self-important individual was invited
to be one of a party at dinner. He expressed pleasure at the invitation,
but drew attention to the calls upon his time, which, however, in this
case must, he said, take second place, and finally assured the hostess
that if he were spared he would be delighted to be present on the date
in question, which drew from the lady of the house the remark, * Aw,
weel, if ye're deid, we'el no expect ye.”

In fairness to English friends present I wish to say that no claim
is being made that humour is the exclusive attribute of the Scot. What
I am attempting to do is merely to illustrate characteristic types of
Scottish humour, and for a change I would like to give an example of
a good English humorous story—the unconscions humour of the in-
ebriated.

The policeman in Leicester Square about three o’clock one morning
observed a young gentleman in crush hat and dishevelled evening dress
stooping and stumbling along the kerbstone as if looking for something.
He approached him and asked him what he was doing, and got the
reply, *“ Losht me watch.” Policeman : ' Blimey, lost your watch,
have ye.” Young man: ‘' Losht me watch.” Policeman: " Well,
we'll have a look for it,” and with the assistance of the police torch and
lighting of matches a search was instituted. Policeman, after a time:
" Steady up, now ; are you sure you know what you're doing,” and
again got the reply, “ I've losht me watch.” The search continued.
After a time the policeman said ; ‘* By the way, where exactly did you
lose your watch ? ” and got the reply, * Losht me watch Trafalgar
Square.” Policeman : ‘* Look here, sir, this is not Trafalgar Square ;
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this is Leicester Square,” which brought the reply, '* Yesh, I know,
but light’s better here.”

I think it would be probably true of the English humour to describe
it as crisp and glib rather than as pawky and droll, which are more
properly Scottish characteristics.

I know of nothing more purely English than the old story of the
driver of a Baby Austin in the days when all cars were started by a
starting-handle. The engine of the Austin had stopped on a busy
London crossing and was causing a very bad traffic block. Its owner
had got out and was frantically cranking it up when a kindly bus-driver,
whose bus was ponderously overtopping the tiny wvehicle, facetiously
suggested to its perspiring owner : *' Say, mate, why don't ye buy an
eight-day one ? '

We all enjoy American humour. Its chief characteristic is a form
of extravagant exaggeration. A Pittsburg millionaire, one of a ducal
party in the Highlands, being no shot, was sent out salmon fishing, as
it was hoped he would acquit himself better there than on the moors.
To give him every chance a competent ghillie was sent with him. The
ghillie patiently instructed him in the art of fly casting, and as regards
the likely spots to try for a fish, and then sat down for a smoke. He
had not sat long when he heard a cry from the bank, ‘* Say, shepherd,
come and give me a hand ; some shark has sucked the bug from the end
of my string.” I had an amusing experience when on a tour of U.S.A,
railways recently, while sitting with American railway officers in the rear
of the observation car. The railway trackmen in America have petrol-
driven trollies for their work, instead of the hand-pushed trollies in use
in this country, and I was concerned to see these men immediately
our train had passed them lift their trollies on to the rails and speed
after us or away from us according to where they wished to go. I
expressed concern for the safety of the men, as no signalling system
seemed available to prevent them from being run down by trains, and
I explained that in this country trollies were protected from being run
down by flagmen walking in front and in the rear of them. The reply
I got was, "' These guys, gee ; it's up to them to look after themselves :
they're pretty cute these boys. They hate like hell to be run down."

The Irish humour—the Irish bull—is a sheer delight. When Paddy
went to steal the bell rope, having climbed up, he said to himself, ** Now,
where shall T cut? Begorra, if I cut below meself I won't get down
again "' ; so he cut above.

Then there is the highly diverting attempt of the foreigner when he
has to use English with which he is unfamiliar, say in writing to an
English business house. Here is a letter from a Scandinavian iron-
monger in South America to a firm of engineers in Scotland :

" Gentlemen,—I got a pump which i by from you but wy for gods
sake you doan send me no handle, sure i loose to me my cushmer, wats
the use a pumpwen she doan have no handle, shure i think you doan
treat me rite, i rote 10 days and my cushmer he holler for water like hell
from the pump, you no he is hot summer now and the wind he no blow
the pump, she got no handle so what the hel igoan to do with it, doan
send me a handle pretty quick and i send her back and i goan order
some pump from —— Company.—Good-bye, Yours truly, X.

** Since i rite i find the goddam handle in the pump excuse me.”
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And yet, notwithstanding the wide range within which stories may
be garnered, the offer of a good Scots one always causes an audience to
prick up its ears in keen anticipation of something good. An Aberdeen
story dealing with the alleged close-fistedness of the kindly, hospitable
folk in that part of the country is always looked upon as a * bon mot,"
notwithstanding that it is almost certainly a flagrant travesty of the
truth.

The tolerant good nature of the Scot cannot be better instanced
than in the way he enjoys stories told against himself. He can thoroughly
enjoy one like this. The Bishop of Rhodesia, wishing to know all his
people, was making a round of calls. Having called at a house and
had a pleasant conversation with the housewife, he said he would like
a word with the husband, and was directed to go into the garden where
he was at work. The Bishop searched the garden, and returned to the
wife and said she must have made a mistake as her husband was not
there. The wife was emphatic that her husband was in the garden,
and on the Bishop, equally sure of his ground, telling her that there was
nobody in the garden except a Chinaman in the potting shed, he got
the reply, " Well, that's my husband.”

Quite aback the Bishop exclaimed, ** Dear me, surely you have
not married a Chinaman ™ ; and got the reply, ' Certainly ; what
about that; the woman next door married a Scotsman."”

Of course, many of the modern stories told of Scotsmen are not
true. It is not true, for instance, that the Scotsman's preventive for
sea-sickness is to put a threepenny bit in his mouth. The best Scots
stories are probably the old ones. The mass-production output of
the comic paper of to-day has all the defects of mass-production
work.

It is not unusual to find a pretty wit enlivening the somewhat
tedious and often dull proceedings of courts of justice, and this is merely
perpetuating a practice of the past even in Scots courts. It is told of
Lord Jeffrey, a contemporary of the better-known Lord Cockburn,
that in addressing the jury in a case in which an army officer was a
witness, he frequently referred to him as ' this soldier.”” The witness
bore this for a time, but at last, exasperated, he burst out, " I'm not a
soldier, sir, I'm an officer.”” Thus corrected, Jefirey calmly resumed
his address with the words, " Well, gentlemen, this officer who in his
own statement is no soldier,” etc.

It is told of Lord Eskgrove, a well-known law lord, that in con-
demning a tailor convicted of stabbing a soldier, he said the offence
was aggravated by reason of the fact that " not only did you murder
him, whereby he was bereaved of his life, but you did thrust, or push,
or pierce, or project, or propel the lethal weapon through the bellyband
of his regimental breeches, which were his Majesty's."”

That the proprieties were not so strictly observed in those bad old
days, even in the law courts, as they are to-day, is exemplified by the
following story of a well-known law lord of his time. His Lordship
was on circuit, and had been dozing on the bench, when a noise created
by the entrance of a new panel woke him up, and he enquired what
the matter was, and got the reply, " It's a young woman, my lord,
accused of child murder,” on which his Lordship was heard to mutter,
* And a weel faured b——h, too.”
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The following is an amusing epigram by a Scottish writer of those
days, which is not only clever but is self-explanatory :

' He was a burglar stout and strong,
Who held ‘ It surely can’t be wrong
To open trunks and rifle shelves,
For God helps them who help themselves.’

But when before the Court he came,

And boldly rose to plead the same,

The judge replied, ' That's very true;

You've helped yourself ; now God help you!" "

It is not easy to commit all good Scots stories to print ; the quaint-
ness of expression cannot appear on the page.

A West Highland steamer was going alongside the pier, let us say
at Tobermory, but owing to an off-shore gale was prevented at the first
attempt from getting a mooring rope ashore. The captain accordingly
had to veer off in a circle to make a second attempt. As the vessel was
going out of range, the pier-master, cupping his hands, shouted to the
captain on the bridge, ** Captain, have you a gentleman comin' ashore
to-day ? "’ and got the reply, " No, Sandy, I've no' got a gentleman for
you to-day, I've only got a coo and a gravestone and a commercial
traiviller.” No offence implied to the commercial traveller ; merely
the captain expressing himself as meticulously as possible to the question
put to him.

I am not so sure of the intention of Sandy Macrae, a ** mearchant "'
on the West Coast some years ago, who because of his inquisitive
disposition was sometimes told of happenings he had a difficulty in
believing, and on one such occasion expressed his doubt of what he
had been told in the words, ** Noo, are ye tellin’ me the truth, or are you
a commercial traveller ? "

This oddity of expression is well illustrated in a story I once heard
the late Lord Forres tell. He was at the time M.P. for Moray and Nairn,
and was travelling by rail to Elgin and had to change at Forres. While
waiting for his connection, he observed a number of his constituents
coming from the refreshment-room where they had obviously been
refreshing themselves. They were garbed in * blacks ' with the in-
evitable umbrella and " lum " hat, the " berial "’ hat, and he asked
them if there had been a funeral that day, and got the reply, " Weel,
sir, it’s a kind o' a funeral, an’ yet it's no’ a funeral aither, The fac' is
the corp's missed the connection.”

The keen understanding of human nature and the application of
this to the problems of daily life is exemplified in the story of the farmer
who called on the Episcopalian minister one day during a period of
protracted drought, and asked him if he would pray for rain on the
following Sunday. The minister asked him why he had not made his
request to his own minister—the parish minister under whom he sat—
and got the reply, ' Muckle eese it would be askin’ him to pray for rain,
an’ his ain hay no’ in yet.”

This importance of things within one's knowledge is shown in the
story of Jock the village idiot, not now such a common character in
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the community since the passing of the Lunacy Acts. Jock was in a
company in the village inn, where the conversation was on the subject
of the most tragic incidents withir the personal experience of those
present. Tales of shipwreck, earthquake, murder, etc.,, had been re-
counted when someone asked Jock what was the most terrible thing he
had ever seen. Jock's reply was, ' A gless o’ whisky coupit.”

What, then, is the outstanding characteristic of the Scot from the
standpoint of his humour ? It probably is that more than any other
race he enjoys a joke against himself. If told such a joke he usually
strives to cap it with a better. This is said to be the acid test of the
genuine humourist, and the Jew and the Scot are said to possess it in
the highest degree. The Englishman rather resents this form of joke,
but has the extraordinary quality of being amused at aspersions or
abuse of his national characteristics and qualities. This explains why
he turned the German Hymn of Hate into a comic song and exalted
the Kaiser’s ' Contemptible little army ' into a proud corps of ' Old
Contemptibles.”

The more serious Scot has a difficulty in doing this, and even before
langhing at a joke may first consider whether it is worth langhing at.
The names which typify various races have a bearing on this question
of humorous characteristics ; the Scot is Jock, the Irishman is Paddy,
the broth of a bhoy; and the Jew is Ikey the world over, while the
Englishman is John Bull, the embodiment of stolid invulnerable re-
spectability, the antithesis of any form of flippancy.

The President called for hearty thanks to Mr
Newlands, and this was responded to with Caledonian
honours.

New members in the persons of Dr Ian McPherson,
Mr W. H. Harries, Mr Robert Stewart, and Mr J.
Lumsden Stewart were introduced and welcomed by
the President.

Sir Andrew Caird proposed the toast of “ The
Guests,” and in doing so said Scots humour was crisp ;
English humour and Irish wit were entirely different.
Most stories were old—chestnuts—but at a dinner
recently he heard one that was to him entirely new.
Nero was feeding Christians to the lions, and found a fine
stout fellow who was sent into the lion’s den. What
happened amazed Nero. The victim went up to the
first lion, whispered something into the animal’s ear,
and the lion lay down. Another lion came, and yet
another and another, and the same thing happened.
Nero had a sense of humour, and asked his prisoner to
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tell him what was his power over the lions. ‘* Perfectly
simple,” said the Christian. ‘I whispered into the
lions’ ears that after the meal they would be expected
to say a few words.”

Col. Galbraith, D.S.0., C.M.G., London-Scottish,
and Mr McIntosh, F.S.A.(Scot.), Chairman, Croydon
Scottish Association, replied.

At the Little Dinner at the Holborn Restaurant
on 12th January, 1933, following the Council and
General Meetings, when the President presided over a
large company, Mr T. R. Moncrieff, J.P., Past-Presi-
dent sang, as he has sung for many years at the first
dinner in each year, “ Here’s to the year that’s awa’,”
and he was heartily complimented on his musical
success.

CApPTAIN CAMERON ON ScotTisH CLIPPERS.

From the atmosphere that developed, a Nautical
Night might well describe the evening. Captain
Cameron had prepared a Sentiment which he entitled,
*“ Scottish Clipper Ships,” and the President, in intro-
ducing the Captain, said that he was well known to his
- audience as a brother Caledonian. He had practical
experience of his subject, having spent his early days
in sailing ships. He (the President) knew Captain
Cameron as a very senior captain in the New Zealand
Shipping Company, latterly in command of the S.S.
Remiiera.

Captain Cameron’s Sentiment was as follows :

Early in the nineteenth century the era of the clipper ship began

and speed at sea became of increasing importance,

The first clippers seem to have been built in America, and the Old
Country was not slow in launching others to match them. It is note-
worthy to us Caledonians that the most successful builder of fast clipper
ships in the whole of North America was Donald Mackay, a native of
Nova Scotia, grandson of a Ross-shire man who had been an officer in

1
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a Highland regiment. Donald Mackay was one of the very few men
who brought to the art of building sailing ships the authentic touch of
genius. Hood of Aberdeen had it, so had Steele of Greenock, and the
designer of many of Barclay Curle’s ships. It was then that Alexander
Hall of Aberdeen made his reputation as a builder of clipper ships, and,
with the Aberdeen White Star Line, whose ships were built by Walter
Hood, made the name of the Granite City renowned in the seaports of
the world.

The Clyde was not lagging behind, and the first iron clipper, the
famous Lord of the Isles, was launched by Scotts of Greenock, which
is surely the oldest yard in the world, for it was founded in the year
1711, during the reign of Queen Anne, and is still in the first rank.
Robert Steele of Greenock was in the running also, and built many
crack ships, Aviel, Taeping, Sir Lancelot, Serica, Titania, and Lahloo,
to mention a few of those which became famous. The dainty little
Normancourt was built by Inglis.

1t was during the 'fifties and 'sixties of the last century that ocean
racing was in its zenith, when those beautiful vessels raced home each
year with the first of the season’s tea from China. Their names were
household words.

The freight for tea was sometimes as high as £7 per ton, with a
bonus of £1 per ton for the first ship to arrive home. So rich a prize
was a big incentive, but the sense of rivalry and the sportsmanship
which are in our race were the chief motives ; they were in the blood
of every one on board, from the captain to the cabin boy. Wagers were
laid even between the seamen of rival ships, who would stake as much
as a month's wages on the result.

Throughout the kingdom, and especially in London, excitement
ran high as the time drew near when the China clippers might begin to
arrive. [Each ship had its partisans, who were not loth to back their
fancy. By all and sundry, from owners to office boys, the merits of the
clippers and their captains were discussed and argued to such a degree
that it was not unknown for a black eye to bear witness of an office
boy’s stubborn support of his favourite.

The most famous and exciting of those ocean races was in the year
1866 from Foochow to London, and one of the best-known marine
pictures ever painted is that of the leaders flying up Channel with every
stitch of canvas set.

The four leading ships in that race were the Ariel (Captain Keay),
the Taeping (Captain McKinnon), the Serica (Captain Innes), and the
Fiery Cross (Captain Robinson). The last-named captain was a Cumber-
land man : the other three hailed from the Land o’ Cakes, and their
ships had been built in Greenock.

The Fiery Cross got away from Foochow twelve hours ahead of the
other three, and was able to maintain her lead through the baffling
winds and intricate navigation of the China Seas. Thereafter some-
times one was in the lead and sometimes another; and there were
occasions when two would find themselves in company for a while, but
mostly they were out of sight of each other.

The Ariel was the first to sight the Scilly Island. She tore up
Channel with the Taeping in sight barely an hour astern of her, and
was still ahead when she took her tug in the Downs ; but the Taeping
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got a better tug and docked twenty minutes before her rival. Mean-
while the Serica had been pressing up Channel nearer the French coast
than the other two, and docked an hour and a half after them.

What a close and exciting finish that was | Leaving the Min River
on the same tide, they had docked in the River Thames on the same
tide after a race of more than sixteen thousand miles. It was a proud
day for Scotland. The Fiery Cross arrived thirty-six hours later.

Those races were a severe test of endurance. The captains never
took their clothes off except to have a bath, and the little sleep they
had was with one eye open ; for speed alone would not avail without
the unceasing vigilance, seamanship, judgment, and nerve of the
captain,

The renowned Thermopylae, built by Hood for the Aberdeen
White Star Line, was the sweetest-looking and fastest of the many
clippers that came from Aberdeen. She took the water in 1868, and
with her maiden voyage of sixty-three days from London to Melbourne
leapt at once into fame,

On her main truck was fitted a gilt cock which proclaimed that she
was cock of the walk, and could outsail any other ship afloat. But she
was soon to be put upon her mettle, for old John Willis of the White Ha
resolved to have one which would wrest the laurels from the proud
Aberdonian.

This John Willis was a bit of a character like his father before him.
The elder Willis, a native of Eyemouth in Berwickshire, ran away to
sea at the age of thirteen, rose to command, and subsequently became
a shipowner,

That old seadog had a partiality for his countrymen, though not
to the extent of his friend old James Anderson of Peterhead, a dour
sectarian, with whom it was a sine qua non that all applicants should
have attended the ministrations of a Free Kirk minister.

Anderson's ship’s husband was disgruntled at having to give pre-
ference to those raw recruits from the North, and had adopted a sarcastic
formula with which he greeted fresh applicants.

" Where are you from ? "—'* Peterhead.”

* Do you belong to the Free Kirk there ? '—'* Aye.”

** All right, trouble yourself no further; your fortune is made.”

John Willis was more like the Duchess of Gordon who, irritated by
a lady recommending a cook by laying emphasis on the orthodoxy of
her religious views, cut short her cackle by exclaiming, * Damn her
religion ! Can she make good minced collops ?

The second John Willis followed the sea like his father, one of
whose ships he commanded before he came on shore to manage the
firm,

The order for a ship to challenge the Thermopylas was placed with
a young firm—=Scott & Lynton—which had just started in Dumbarton,
and Hercules Lynton, an Aberdonian who had been trained in Hall's
yard, designed the ship. Unhappily, the firm became bankrupt through
working with insufficient ecapital, and the new clipper was finished by
William Denny & Brothers, that famous old Dumbarton yard, well
known to every one here, and of world-wide repute.

By a happy chance—or was it an inspiration ?—John Willis had
her christened the Cuffy Sark. Thus it came about, that a phrase
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coined by our national poet, and familiar to most Anglo-Saxons, became
renowned in every quarter of the globe from Cape Wrath to Cape Horn,
from the Clyde to the Torrid Zone.

Three years passed before the Cutty Sark had an opportunity of
matching herself against the Thermopylac. They raced home from
China in 1872, but during a gale near the Cape of Good Hope a heavy
sea smashed the rudder of the Cutiy Sark, which lost a week while she
lay to and fitted a jury rudder. The Thermopylae arrived home a week
ahead of her, but it was to the Cuity Sark the world gave the credit.

By that time the Suez Canal was enabling steamers to oust the
clippers from the China trade. They were being diverted tothe Australian
trade, and there was a yearly race home with wool.

In 1885 the Cutty Sark proved herself the fastest ship of the wool
fleet, making the passage home in seventy-three days, while the next
best was that of the Thermopylae, eighty days. Then was fitted a gilt
Cutty Sark on the main truck of the winner. But those fine-lined ships
were small carriers, competition was keen, and freights were low. The
Cutty Sark was sold to Portuguese owners, and although re-named
Ferreiva, was always spoken of as El Pequina Camisola. Shabbiness
and poverty became her lot till, many years later, she was rescued from
an ignominious end. Now she rides in Falmouth Harbour rigged as
she used to be in the days of her prime, when—given the weather she
liked, a good stiff breeze and fairly smooth sea—there was nothing
afloat in the whole world she could not pass, neither steamship nor
sailing ship, merchant ship nor man-o'-war.

During the 'eighties and 'nineties of the last century the square
rigged sailing ship attained its highest expression. Those beautiful
vessels, though not quite so speedy as some of the China clippers, were
fast ships, and many of them consistently made notable passages. Their
graceful shape, with the lofty spars and delicate tracery of rigging, gave
to them a picturesqueness and a distinction of their owmn.

In them man had achieved that rare combination, beauty and
efficiency. For, besides being so good to look upon, they were staunch
to perfection, if there is such a thing as perfection in this world The
skill and craftsmanship of the designers and builders were such that
those ships, handled with good judgment and seamanlike skill, would
come through the wildest storm practically unscathed. Each mast and
yard, every stay, shroud, and backstay was equal to its duty.

I remember an eleven hundred ton full-rigged ship, of which I was
third mate, being hove down on her beam ends by the sheer weight of
wind on her bare poles one wild night near Cape Horn. The masts lay
over at an angle of 6o degrees from the vertical and her deck was two-
thirds submerged. When the hurricane had passed and the old Zuleika
righted herself, her port bulwarks were found to be bent outwards.
That was the only structural damage, though a lot of the running gear
was badly chafed and cut.

Of all things created by man I believe the sailing ship to have been
the most beautiful, and that opinion is shared not only by artists and
sailors but also by a great number of men who are neither.

At sea, running down the “ trades " for example, with every stitch
of snowy canvas set, and the yards trimmed with precision, the clipper
ship made an unforgettable picture, and moved even a tough old shell-
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back to admiration, causing him to forget for the moment the hardships
of his life.

Nor was the plain ordinary citizen insensible to the appeal of the
windjammer. I came up the Firth of Clyde many years ago in one and
sailed right up to the Cloch before we were able to get a tug. It was a
Saturday in June, one of those perfect summer days for which Scotland
is celebrated, perhaps because she has so few of them !

By the afternoon we were well up the Firth, and meeting the paddle
steamers crowded with sons and husbands going to join their families
for the week-end at the seaside. The interest and excitement at the
unusual sight of a full-rigged ship bowling up the Firth under sail were
expressed in bursts of cheering from each steamer as it passed. It was
a stirring welcome to us on board, after having been four months with-
out seeing land.

Great Britain built more of those iron and steel clippers than all
the other nations of the world put together, and about half of them,
perhaps meore, came from the Clyde yards, which had a world-wide
reputation for the ships they turned out.

Many were for Scottish owners—the Loch Line, the Aberdeen
‘White Star Line, whose ships had names from the classics, Sophocles,
Miltiades, etc. ; the Shire Line, the Village Line, the Ben Line, with
fine resounding names such as Ben Voirlich, Ben Cruachan, etc.: the
City Line, Patrick Henderson's, and many others too numerous to detail.

The seven seas kmew them all. With their English sisters they
displayed the red ensign, usually called the old red duster, in all the
ports and harbours of the world, Many a well-fought race they had
with wool from the Colonies, grain from California, and jute from India.

Of all the clipper ships built and owned in Scotland those of the
Loch Line seemed to me one of the most distinctly national. They
maintained a regular service from Glasgow to Australia. Although like
other ships they brought wool cargoes home to London, the Lochs
always came round to the Clyde for their outward loading. The Queen’s
Dock was never without at least one of those beautiful clippers.

They had fine names too, Loch Torridon, Lock Garry, Loch Venna-
char, Loch Ranmnoch, to mention a few, and amongst their contem-
poraries there were no finer vessels.

Similarly, Patrick Henderson's ships ran a regular service from
Glasgow to New Zealand. Exactly fifty years ago this month that
Line amalgamated with the Shaw Saville Line of London, forming the
Shaw Saville & Albion Company, now one of London’s foremost shipping
companies and fortunate in having as its managing director our Past-
President, Mr John Macmillan.

The crews were in keeping with the ships. With hardly an excep-
tion every officer and man was master of his duty and took real pride
in doing it well. The deepest insult and the one that rankled was to
tell a man that he was no sailor,

The foremost hands were a harum-scarum lot, *‘ come day, go day,
God send Sunday ' ; men of extreme contrasts, splendid qualities, and
deplorable failings. At sea, smart, active, intelligent, reckless of danger
almost to the point of madness, shirking nothing whatever the risk,
prompt, obedient and well disciplined provided the hand over them
was both firm and just.
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On shore between voyages they were as wayward, foolish, and
improvident as children, and were usually the prey of the lowest types
of land-sharks and harpies.

What a devil-may-care hard-swearing crowd they were! FPicture
to yourselves a wild night at sea, in darkness so black it could almost
be felt, a handful of those men clinging on a topsail yard about the
thickness of a telegraph pole eighty feet above the deck, swaying about
from the motion of the ship, their foothold a rope no thicker than a
man’s finger, trying to wrest the struggling sail from the grasp of the
storm, and the sail doing its best to buffet them off the yard, thunder
crashing overhead, and lightning playing all round—conditions to strike
a feeling of awe into their breasts, one would think.

But not so. Those shell-backs would be, to a man, cursing and
swearing at the pitch of their voices, damming the ship, the sail, the
weather, the cold and wet, and last but not least themselves for being -
such fools as to go to sea. On one such occasion when a particularly
fearsome flash of lightning momentarily lit up the scene one man loudly
invoked the Almighty to strike some more matches like that and let
them see what they were well doing.

To say that those men were profane without being irreverent sounds
a paradox. Yet I believe that no men who spent a great portion of
their lives in conflict with the elemental forces of nature, and who in
many a tempest had seen their ship tossed like a mere plaything at the
mercy of a destructive fiend, ever could be consciously irreverent to the
Creator of all.

Whatever might be a British ship’s port of registry, there would
likely be found in her forecastle men from both sides of the Tweed, and
I shall not be so ungracious as to make comparisons. The close contact
of life afloat from boyhood tended to smooth out their national traits
and make of them almost a race apart.

The traditions and ideals of the sea, the common round and daily
task, hardships shared and perils faced together, the magic of the
Tropics, and the sullen fury of Cape Horn, moulded those men into one
great brotherhood—the Brotherhood of the Sea.

In fine weather life was pleasant and the work interesting—keeping
the rigging and sails in repair, and making the ship ready for the severe
test of the roaring forties. Then would come weeks on end of gales,
with seas crashing on the decks, and the weather bitterly cold, when the
men were sometimes wet through and were never wholly dry. Some
were insufficiently clothed because of their own improvidence. The
arduous toil kept them short of sleep, and they were housed in a cold,
damp forecastle, an existence which seemed to be the depth of human
discomfort. Some of their quaint sayings, always spoken derisively,
and without any note of self-pity, give us a glimpse of their stoic-like
philosophy :

‘' Cheer up, you will soon be dead.”

' Never mind, it is not for ever, it is only for a lifetime.”

The food was scanty and unappetising. Probably none of us sat
down to dinner to-night with as good an appetite as those men had
when they finished their meagre repast. One voyage we had salt beef
which had been seven years in Gibraltar as emergency rations for a
potential siege, when the Government sold it to make room for a new
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supply, and it was not more salt than we were accustomed to. The
biscuit was hard and coarse like dog biscuit. When the last of the pea-
soup was served out at midday, the pot was rinsed with secawater, and
in it the tea was infused to simmer till the evening meal.

There were no vegetables but potatoes, and they were only for the
captain and officers. Yet those seamen were as tough as leather and as
active as cats. What part of the dietary provided the vitamins I do
not know. Perhaps they were not necessary to health in those days.
Anyhow the doctors had not discovered them.

You have heard of the chanties that were sung to lighten a heavy
pull on the topsail halliards or a long heave round the windlass. There
is one which goes: ' Leave her, Johnnie, leave her ; the work is hard
and the wages low ; it's time for us to leave her.”

Little did those bygone seamen think, as they sang that refrain,
that in the end it would be the ships that would leave them. For the
day of the tall clippers is gone. They fought a good fight ; they finished
their course ; and their like will not be seen again.

Surely we Caledonians are justified in the belief that with the
memory of those ships will always be linked the name of our country,
which was pre-eminent in the number she built, including many of the
very first rank.

In proposing the toast, *“ Captain J. J. Cameron,”
the President congratulated the Society on the rich
treat, and thanked the Captain for the excellent Senti-
ment. ‘“ We are an island people,” said the President,
““and the sea is in our blood. Campbell’s lines were

true :
‘ Britannia needs no bulwarks,
No towers along the steep ;
Her march is o’er the mountain waves,
Her home is on the deep.’

“We live in an age of engineers,”’ continued the
President, ““ and I claim that the influence of the design
of the old clipper ships is still in evidence in the designs
of our modern leviathans. I was more than ever con-
vinced of this when viewing the Mauretania recently.
I am sure, too, that Scotland still holds her own in
producing ships with beautiful lines.”

Captain Cameron feelingly replied.

Mr John Macmillan, Past-President, proposed the
toast of ““ Our Guests,” and incidentally said that the
claim made by Captain Cameron on behalf of the
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Culty Sark should be reversed in favour of the Thermo-
pylae. He thanked Captain Cameron for the shipping
atmosphere he had created in the Society and said we
always looked upon our guests as a main factor in our
proceedings. He coupled the toast with the names of
Captain Millett of the Cufty Sark and Captain Mac-
kenzie, both of whom had sailed the Seven Seas.

In responding, Captain Millett claimed that the
argument in favour of the Cuity Sark was incontro-
vertible. He counted it a high honour to be ““ blown "
into the Caledonian Society’s meeting on such a night ;
and Captain Mackenzie followed with a description of
some incidents in sea life. In each case the theme was
“ the good old days.”

Three new members, Dr Douglas Hay Scott, Mr
Francis R. Rawlinson, C.B.E., and Mr Andrew Picken,
were introduced to the President, and in addressing
them Mr Kennedy said :

“The Caledonian Society of London has rightly
been termed the playground of the great Scottish
Charities.

" Looking backward some three hundred years,
we can see those early governors of the Scottish Cor-
poration sitting round the festive board, but with the
old Scots Box in their midst. The time passes pleas-
antly with song and wine, but Dugald the Treasurer
has an eye to business and says to Donald:
“ What hae ye for the Scots Box the day?’ Donald
produces a shilling, but Dugald says: ‘ Hoots, man,
hae another dram.” Donald does so, and makes it two
shillings. So it went on till the last century, and we
know that the money so obtained was always dispensed
with the greatest care and much in advance of the
methods of the age. But the new generation did not
think it seemly to conduct business among cakes and
wine. Now here’s a nice to-do, here’s a pretty mess, no
more festive gatherings, everything to be done in a
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business meeting. So a few genial souls gathered to-
gether and started the Caledonian Society of London,
and here we are. My history may be a bit sketchy, but
like the great master, Sir Walter Scott, I have tried to
give you the essentials, and the point is that the old
Scots Box at Fleur-de-Lys Court is always with us in
spirit.”

The new members briefly replied.

Sea songs and chanties were appropriately the
music for such an evening; and Mr Crawford and
Mr Gray, a guest, gave “ Rolling Home,” *“ The fighting
Temeraire,” * Shenandoah,” “ I'm bound for the Rio
Grande,” and a duet, “ Larboard watch ahoy.”

A memorable nautical evening was brought to a
close by the singing of *“ Auld Lang Syne.”

DISTRIBUTION OF £800.

At the fourth meeting of the Session 1932-1933,
on gth February, 1933, an important decision was taken
regarding the invested funds of the Society. For some
time the matter of the Income Tax charged on the
interest on the £1100 5 per cent. (converted to 31 per
cent.) War Loan belonging to the Society had been dis-
cussed, and at this meeting of the Council, Mr R. R.
Wilson, the Honorary Treasurer, moved, and Mr
William Will seconded, that £80o worth of the War
Loan be divided between the Royal Scottish Corpora-
tion and the Royal Caledonian Schools. This was
agreed to unanimously ; and it was further moved by
Mr William Will, seconded by Mr P. N, McFarlane, and
unanimously agreed, that the £800 be divided between
the two institutions in the proportions of 500 to the
Scottish Corporation and f£300 to the Caledonian
Schools.
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These resolutions were confirmed by the General
Meeting which followed.

At the Council meeting on the gth, reference was
also made by the President to the death of Mr Andrew
Hepburn, who had been a member of the Society for
many years, and the sympathy of the members for the
relatives was expressed.

Our RoMANTIC BORDERLAND.

At the Little Dinner on the gth, following the
business meetings, the President welcomed a large
gathering, and, after dinner and the loyal toasts, he
introduced the Rev. W, S. Matheson, who was to give
the Sentiment on * Sir Walter Scott and the Romantic
Borderland.” “ Mr Matheson,” said the President,
“has every qualification for the task. Although an
Aberdeenshire man he soon showed his shrewdness by
moving south to the romantic Borderland, where—at
Galashiels—he ministered to a large congregation.
Mr Matheson knows the Border country as Sir Walter
Scott knew it. He has tramped every foot of that
magic land, he knows its history and its literature, and
I am sure to-night we shall have a great treat.”

Mr Matheson said :

A Caledonian Society of whatever kind or order does well to pay
its tribute to the memory of the Great Wizard of the North, for it was
he more than anyone else who made Scotland known to the outside
world. The most eminent historian of to-day, Prof. G. M. Trevelyan,
has given it as his sober judgment that ** it was only in the age of Sir
Walter Scott that England discovered once and for all that she was
linked to a partner not inferior to herself ”; while recently at the
commemoration ceremony at Selkirk Mr John Buchan declared that
our native land might well have its name spelled with two t's as Scott-
land, seeing its fame and worth were first revealed to outsiders by Sir
Walter Scott.

He stands among the Immortals of our country like Wallace and
Bruce, Knox, and Queen Mary, and Robert Burns, and he had a distinct
passion for all connected with his own country as the well-known out-
burst of patriotic feeling, ** Breathes there a man with soul so dead,”
emphatically declares. He found, too, many of the subjects about
which he sang and read in all parts of the land, alike Highland and Low-
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land. But he was first, foremost, and to the last a Borderer. By
ancestry on both his father’s and mother’s sides, by residence, by official
position, as well as by love of its scenery, its wondrous story of heroism,
chivalry and pathos, and by warm-hearted love of its people he was
pre-eminently a son of this Land of Romance.

Born in Edinburgh, where his father practised as a Writer to the
Signet, he was descended from ** Auld Wat ” of Harden, hero of the
ballad of “ Kinmont Willie,” and father of that Sir William Scott of
Harden who made the romantic marriage with “ Muckle-mou’ed Meg,"”
daughter of Sir Gideon Murray of Elibank, while on his mother’s side
he could claim connection with a number of other well-known Border
families, and through her could trace a pedigree to the ** Outlaw Murray."
On receiving his baronetcy, he said : ** After all, if one must speak for
themselves, I have my quarters and emblazonments free of all stain
but Border theft and high treason.”

Though born in Edinburgh, it was not long before the Borders
claimed him, for his delicacy as a child led to him being sent to his
grandfather's farm at Sandyknowe, under the shadow of Smailholm
Tower. Here he was cared for, as he tells us in one of the introductions
in * Marmion,"” by devoted aunts ; but another there did more for him,
and that was Sandy Ormiston, worker on the farm, who stirred his
childish imagination with the tales of auld lang syne when Border raids
were the fashion of the rude times.

After brief sojourns in various other places, he was brought back
to Edinburgh to a house taken by his father in George Square, that
house from the windows of which the father threw out a saucer used by
the traitor Murray of Broughton, who had come to him on business,
while the boy kept the cup as a treasure. He was sent to the High
School, then housed near the Cowgate, in what was known as the High
School Yards. He joined the ** Gites ” class in 1779,

I doubt if the School did very much for him educationally, but
there were other influences which operated on his growing mind. Chief
among them was Edinburgh itself—not the beautiful one we know, but
the city of the Royal Mile from Holyrood to the Castle, with its high
houses and all the history and romance associated with them. For him
they would be peopled with the ghosts of bygone days, and each would
have its own appropriate tale.

Il health interfered with attendance at the University, and on
reaching the suitable age he served his apprenticeship as a lawyer with
his father, and finally was called to the Bar, It was then that he began
his Border raids, in company with his friend Shortreed of Jedburgh.
He was searching for old Border ballads. He found them in the homes
of the fine race of Border yeoman and shepherds, where they had been
handed down by word of mouth as in the long winter evenings the
family sat round the fireside, mostly by mother to daughter. In this
work, which formed the material for the two volumes of ** The Border
Minstrelsy,"” he was afterwards helped by the two who after him are
the best-known Border poets, Leyden and Hogg.

On one of these raids he passed into England, and at Gillsland met
Charlotte Charpentier, daughter of a French refugee, to whom he
became engaged, and to her he was married on Christmas Eve 1797,
in Carlisle Cathedral. First settled in a cottage at Lasswade, with a
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house also in Edinburgh for the winter, he published the two volumes
of the ** Minstrelsy,” but that was not to be his home for long, as it was
needful that as Sheriff of Selkirkshire, to which he had been appointed
in 1799, he should reside in the county. He found a suitable place at
Ashestiel, half-way between Innerleithen and Selkirk. He fain would
have bought the place, but it was not for sale. While resident here he
produced all his poetical works, beginning with “ The Lay of the Last
Minstrel.” This secured for him in the eyes of the public the honour of
being considered the first poet of the land, so high was the work placed,
while “ Marmion " and * The Lady of the Lake " added to his fame.
After that, though he brought out other works, they were not accorded
the same place, for Byron had appeared on the scene, and Scott, recog-
nizing his greater poetic genius, left the field free to him. He declined
in favour of Robert Southey the honour of Poet Laureate.

In 1812 Scott purchased the farm of Clarty Hole on Tweedside,
nearly opposite the town of Galashiels, and about two miles from
Melrose. Here he set to work to build what he at first called a cottage
but which in course of time grew into the somewhat strangely designed
mansion which he named Abbotsford, and which ultimately became
closely associated with his name. It was his home for the remaining
twenty years of his life, and here he afterwards passed away.,

He found infinite pleasure in planning all the details, both outside
and in, in planting the woods round about it, gathering there his treasured
books, many curios and antique relics, either presented to him or
acquired by him. Much of the interior decoration was copied from
Melrose Abbey, Roslin Chapel, and Dunfermline Abbey. Here he
entertained with profuse and lavish hospitality the numberless visitors
who came from all parts to pay honour to his name and fame, and the
many close friends with whom he held close and intimate companion-
ship. These he was in the habit of taking with him on walks in the
immediate neighbourhood or on excursions to wider fields. A descrip-
tion of some of these has been given by Washington Irving, and refer-
ences to them may be seen in some of his own writings and in those of
Wordsworth, as in * Yarrow Visited " and ' Yarrow Revisited,” and
by others as well.

Itwasin 1813 that he began the issue of his novels with ** Waverley
as the first, which had been commenced years before but laid aside.
One after another they came from his pen in rapid succession. In one
year he issued three, each dealing with a different country and a different
set of circumstances. Besides these, he was doing a great deal of other
literary work, and scrupulously fulfilling his official duties in Edinburgh
and Selkirk. In addition, he threw himself into the social life of the
district, and was found present at gatherings in Selkirk, some six miles
away, of various associations where he was always full of life and gaiety,
entertaining, too, French prisoners confined in the neighbourhood. In
the midst of all this happiness and activity the financial blow, long
impending though unheeded, suddenly fell, and while in the midst of
writing “ Woodstock "' he found himself a bankrupt with labilities
amounting to f117,000.

Lord Cockburn in his ““ Memorials " has given a singularly graphic
and touching account of the way in which he faced the disaster with
manly fortitude and independent spirit, for on receiving offers from
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friends of financial assistance he declared that *' This right hand must
pay it all off.”” By the time of his death rather more than one-third of
it had been liquidated, and afterwards, through sales and royalties, all
his creditors had their claims fully met. From 1825 for several years
he kept a diary, and from its pages we can see the courageous spirit of
the man unbroken by his misfortune and without one harsh or bitter
word regarding it. Never has any record kept by a man given us such
a picture of brave heroic facing of circumstances, combined with a con-
tinued liveliness of spirit. But the severe strain of the continuous
labour to which he devoted himself told upon his health, which more
than once had seriously troubled him before.

In the autumn of 1831 the Government put a warship at his dis-
posal, which took him to Malta and Naples, but health was not restored,
and he was brought home through Italy and France and by sea from
London to Leith, from which he was driven by road to Abbotsford. He
lay in a comatose condition until nearing home, when he recognized
and named various hills they passed. On reaching the doorway of his
house he was met by his faithful friend and amanuensis, Willie Laidlaw,
and on seeing him exclaimed, ** Oh, Willie, how I have longed to get
home and see you all again.” Through the summer he lingered on, but
in the middle of September, 1832, passed away in a bed placed in the
window of the dining-room that he might see once more his loved
silvery Tweed. ' It was a beautiful day, so warm that every window
was wide open, and so perfectly still that the sound of all others most
delicious to his ear, the gentle ripple of Tweed over its pebbles, was
distinctly heard as we knelt around the bed and his eldest son closed
his eyes.”” So writes Lockhart.

A few days later the funeral cortege wound its way through Melrose,
past the camp where Romans had looked on the sweet Vale of Tweed,
across that river, and up to Bemersyde where his own horses drawing
the hearse involuntarily stopped as they had been accustomed to do
when he passed that way that he might look upon the finest bit of
Tweedside. Then down to Dryburgh Abbey where, through his mother’s
descent from Halliburtons, he had right of sepulture. There lies his
remains, visited yearly by thousands desirous of paying their heartfelt
respect to his greatness as a writer and his greater greatness as a man,
Beside him, a century later, I saw laid to rest the remains of another of
Scotland’s noble sons, one whom Scott would have loved for his sim-
plicity of character and honoured for his achievements, Earl Haig.

In time Scotland raised in Edinburgh that superb monument to
his genius and character, designed by one who was but a simple wheel-
wright, but possessed of singular artistic gifts and imagination. But as
we recall him, it is not in Edinburgh that we seem to see him, but on
the braesides of his loved Borderland, for as another Borderer has
written, " Here in the heart of your own country, among your own
grey rounded hills, it is of you and your works that a native of the
Forest is brought most frequently in mind. All the spirits of the rivers
and the hill, all the dying refrains of ballad and the fading echoes of
story, all the memory of the wild past, each legend of burn and loch
has combined to inform your spirit and to secure an immortal life in
your song. Itis through you that we remember them, and in recalling
them as we tread each hillside in this land we remember and bless yon,”
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The President proposed the health of Mr Matheson,
and thanked the lecturer for his most interesting and
informative address and for the admirable slides that
had been shown. Mr Matheson, said the President, had
given them a lecture that would live long in the memor-
ies of all. His love for Sir Walter Scott and the Roman-
tic Borderland and all that that land stands for was
apparent in every sentence. He had interpreted the
spell of the wonderful Borders and he had given them
that night much that was entirely new to him. They
were all grateful to Mr Matheson for his great kindness
in coming there and entertaining and instructing them.

The toast was drunk with Caledonian honours, and
Mr Matheson returned thanks.

Past-President P. N. McFarlane gave the toast of
“ The Guests’ in a speech bubbling over with good
humour. He coupled the toast with the name of Mr
T. J. Clapperton, the well-known sculptor, whose work,
breathing the spirit of the Borders, is such a notable
addition to the sculpture prizes of the country. Mr
Clapperton’s noble Borderer in front of the Galashiels
War Memorial, and forming part of the Memorial, his
““ 0 Flodden Field” in Selkirk, and the latest Scott
bust at Gala, which had been all shown on the screen,
were valuable works of art which had enriched their
native land.

Mr Clapperton replied and thanked Mr McFarlane
for his inspiriting words.

Two new members—Mr Robert Stewart and Mr
J. M. Napier—were introduced to the President.

Border songs and ballads, splendidly rendered by
Mr Menzies and Mr Henderson, formed part of an
evening’s delightful programme.

o a—
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MR WALTER LEITCH'S DEPARTURE.

The return to Australia of our greatly respected
Vice-President, Mr Walter Leitch, occupied the atten-
tion of the members at the Council meeting on Thurs-
day, gth March, 1933, held at the Holborn Restaurant.

Mr P. N. McFarlane, Past-President, who was
acting as Secretary in the absence of Mr J. A. Brown,
said that as Mr Leitch would be returning to Australia
in May next, it would be necessary to select a President
and Vice-President at the meeting in October, and he
moved that a committee of the office-bearers, with
Past-Presidents John Douglas, T. R. Moncrieff, and
William Will be appointed with powers to submit
names to the Council.

Mr McFarlane further suggested that there should
be placed on the minutes the following resolution :

“The President, Council, and members of the
Caledonian Society of London, having learned with
much regret that their greatly esteemed Vice-President,
Walter Leitch, is returning to Australia, and that in
consequence he will be unable to fill the office of Presi-
dent for the ensuing year, desire to place on record their
high appreciation of his sterling qualities as a man and
a brother Caledonian, and to wish him and Mrs Leitch
many happy years of good health and good fortune.”

This was heartily approved, and Mr Leitch said
that their good wishes would be a precious remem-
brance to him of many happy associations in London,
If for no other reason he would have liked to remain in
London so that next year he might fill the Presidential
chair of the Caledonian Society. However, in electing
him Vice-President the Society had shown a confidence
in him which he greatly appreciated, and which he
would remember as long as life lasted.

During the meetings on the gth March the Presj-
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dent and others referred feelingly to the absence,
through family bereavement, of the Honorary Secre-
tary, Mr John A. Brown, and expressions of the mem-
bers’ sympathy were ordered to be sent to Mr Brown.

SCOTTISH LAWYERS,

At the Little Dinner on the same evening—the
President in the chair—the Sentiment, “ Scottish
Lawyers, Ancient and Modern,” was given by Mr
Francis R. Stephen, LL.B.

Introduced by the President as one of our youngest
members, Mr Stephen said :

In the history of our nation there are two important movements.
The first period I should call the Struggle for Freedom. This is the
history of Scotland down to the Union of the Crowns. It includes the
national movements culminating in Bannockburn and the Reformation,
and it recalls to us the figures of Wallace and Bruce and Knox, The
other period I should call the Siruggle for Recognition. It is almost
always forgotten that during the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries,
indeed right down to the reign of George IV., there existed in England
a strong prejudice against Scotsmen. I consider that it is due to the
adventurers who left Scotland during those two centuries to win wealth
and fame amid the greater opportunities offered by the South, that
despite hatred, ridicule, and spite, this antipathy was finally overcome.
Mr G. M. Trevelyan has written that it was only in the age of Sir
Walter Scott that England discovered she was linked to a partner not
inferior to herself.” My theme to-night is in part the share of Scots
lawyers in this fight for the recognition of their country as the full
partner of England, and in part also the distinctive characteristics and
qualities of Scots lawyers, ancient and modern, in their own country,

If the history of a nation is the history of its great men, then Scot-
land is deeply indebted to its lawyers. For although the law in Scotland
is comparatively a recent development, yet for the last 150 years Scots
lawyers in Scotland—and in England—have occupied a position in
public life far out of proportion to the numbers of their profession, or
indeed to any standard of comparison whatever,

Law as an organized institution in Scotland was created by James V.
when in 1532 he established * a college of cunning and wise men both
of temporal and spiritual estate ”” to form the Court of Session. But
the traditions of a great profession are not built in a night, and although
in the seventeenth century the Law had a great institutional writer in
Lord Stair and an able advocate in Sir George Mackenzie, it was not until
the eighteenth century that the Scotsman first found his aptitude for
the Law,

The eighteenth century is the Golden Age in the history of Scotland.
Throughout its length, great movements and great events marked its
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progress. In the world of law, politics was the dominating factor. It
divided the lawyers in common with the population into parties. If
they supported the movement for reform initiated by the case of the
American colonies and stimulated by the French Revolution, they felt
a passionate resentment of the Government’s measures of repression,
On the other hand, if they felt the prevailing terror of what they re-
gardzd as a dangerous movement, they declared their opponents were
inspired by the spirit of revolution. Outside Parliament the conflict
between the parties was fought out largely in the Law Courts, and, as
the judges of the period were in the main supporters of Government,
so the famous advocates were supporters of reform.

At the same time as these movements were working out their
course a centre of culture was springing up in the capital of Scotland
embracing its writers and philosophers and a native aristocracy as
intellectual as it was noble. And of this social world the nucleus and
the framework was a generation of lawyers who were as catholic in their
interests as they were eminent in their profession.

In the first half of the century the Rebellions of the '15 and the
'45 are the outstanding events. In the national turmoil firm adminis-
tration of the law was the only guarantee of security, and in the hands
of the judges this security was attained. At this time Duncan Forbes
of Culloden was the most powerful man in Scotland, first as Lord
Advocate and then as Lord President of the Court of Session. Until in
the nineteenth century a Secretary for Scotland was appointed, the
Lord Advocate was always the Government's principal adviser on
Scottish affairs. Forbes discharged these duties with distinction and
vision and when he saw the ’45 approaching he constantly urged pre-
ventive measures and especially the plan afterwards adopted by Chatham
of the formation of Highland regiments. But it was not until after the
upheaval the Government recognized his wisdom and then desperate
remedies were necessary. Feudal tenures were abolished. The here-
ditary jurisdictions of the chieftains were bought up and transferred to
the Crown and the tartan was forbidden by law. The dread of the
clansmen died away and the sheriff's writ soon ran in the Highlands
with as little resistance as in the streets of Edinburgh.

In the agitation for reforms which occupied the latter part of the
century the lawyers still occupy the foreground of the picture. On the
one hand, Lord Braxfield—Stevenson’s Weir of Hermiston—strong built
and dark, with powerful eyes and threateming lips, grim and merci-
less, growling maxims which must have brought cold comfort to any
wrong-doer whose misfortune it was to appear before him. At the trial
of the reformer Gerrald, the prisoner urged that Christ himself was a
reformer. PBraxfield's retort was typical. * Muckle he made o' that,
He was hangit.”” He was the giant of the Bench, the Judge Jeffreys of
Scotland. Most of his contemporaries were reactionaries also, Hailes
and Eskgrove and Auchenleck—Boswell's father., Lord Eskgrove was
ludicrous, but withal a sound lawyer. People seemed to have nothing
else to do but tell stories of this one man. Scott was famous for it, and
whenever a knot of persons were seen putting their heads together
listening and then bursting into peals of laughter, it was quite unneces-
sary to ask what the joke was or who it was about. One of Eskgrove's
characteristic utterances was as follows: * Having now shown you

K
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that the prisoner’s case is utterly impossible I will now proceed to show
you it is also extremely improbable.”

There were, however, others of a different type. Some were con-
vivial, most were sociable, all were talented and had character. Among
them were Hermand, Kames, and Monboddo. There is a splendid
story told of George Fergusson Lord Hermand. On one occasion Sir
John Scott, afterwards Lord Eldon, who was one of the leaders at the
Bar in England, was briefed to lead Lord Hermand in an important
Scottish entail case, a subject of which Scott was completely ignorant.
He was very alarmed and asked Hermand to dine with him at a tavern
in London, where he read out a written speech he had prepared and
proposed to make to the House of Lords, He asked Hermand if it
would do. " Do, sir ? "' replied Hermand. * Itis delightful—absolutely
delightful. I could listen to it for ever. It is so beautifully written |
And so beautifully read ! But, sir, it's the greatest nonsense. It may
do very well for an English Chancellor, but it would disgrace a Clerk
with us.”

As for Kames and Monboddo, they were known far beyond the
confines of their own country as scholars and philosophers. Stories of
them are innumerable. Pitt is said to have declared that he and his
friends were all Adam Smith's scholars. Adam Smith, on the other
hand, considered that Lord Kames was the master of them all, As a
judge, one counsel remarked, Lord Kames combined the obstinacy of
a mule with the levity of a harlequin.

But the glittering galaxy of talent can only be appreciated when
we introduce to our picture the famous advocates of the period. Mr
G. K. Chesterton has somewhere remarked that ** we shall never under-
stand the eighteenth century so long as we suppose that rhetoric is
artificial because it is artistic.” Certainly it was an age of orators. In
addition to Henry Erskine and John Clerk, the two most remarkable
figures at the Scottish Bar in their own or any time, there was Alexander
Wedderburn, afterwards Lord Chancellor of England, who forsook the
Parliament House after one of the most dramatic scenes the Court of
Session has ever witnessed. The story goes that the Dean of Faculty
of the period, Lockhart, used to adopt an overbearing and offensive
manner to young advocates, with the result that a few of them entered
into a compact publicly to insult him. As Wedderburn was shortly
afterwards engaged in a duel with him before the Lord President, it
fell to Wedderburn to do the insulting. Lockhart referred to Wedder-
burn as a presumptuous boy. When Wedderburn came to reply he
delivered one of the most famous examples of personal invective ever
heard at the Bar, making full use of certain personal misfortunes in the
Dean’s domestic life. * The learned Dean,” he said, ‘* has confined
himself on this occasion to vituperation. I do not say he is capable of
reasoning. But if tears would have answered his purpose, I am sure
tears would not have been wanting.” Lockhart started up and threat-
ened him with vengeance. Wedderburn replied, “1 care little, my
lord, for what may be said or done by a man who has been disgraced
in his person and dishonoured in his bed.” Lord Craigie was at last
galvanised into action and sternly reproved the excited Wedderburn
for language unbecoming to an advocate and gentleman. But Wedder-
burn merely grew wilder and answered that his lordship had said as a



CALEDONIAN SOCIETY OF LONDON. 131

judge what he could not justify as a gentleman. An apology was at
once demanded, but Wedderburn by this time was uncontrollable and
instead of retracting stripped off his gown. * My lord,” he said, “ I
will neither retract nor apologize. But I will spare you the trouble of
deprivation. There is my gown. I will never wear it more.”

Wedderburn's whole career is a drama. As a young man, to gain
experience as a pleader, he got himself elected to the General Assembly as
the representative for Inverkeithing, where in two passionate harangues
he defended the writings of David Hume and the Reverend John Home,
the author of the tragedy “ Douglas,” against votes of censure by a
section of the ministers. When he went to London, he followed in the
wake of another Scotsman and a greater, William Murray, Earl of
Mansfield, the greatest Lord Chief Justice who ever sat on the Bench in
England. Like Murray he succeeded at the Bar, Like Murray he
succeeded as a Parliamentarian. As Murray in his time was Chatham’s
only rival, so Wedderburn in his time was the only man in Lord North's
Government who could withstand the onslaughts of Burke and Fox and
Sheridan. And as Mansfield achieved immortality as the founder of
our modern mercantile law, so Wedderburn achieved immortality as the
first Scotsman to become Lord Chancellor of England. Both were
among the most distinguished figures of their period. Of Mansfield it
was said that his mere statement of the facts was worth any other
man’s argument. Wedderburn is remembered chiefly as a first-class
debater and Parliamentarian. When he first entered politics he took
America’s part and in wviolent harangues denounced Lord North's
colonial policy. Later, when he joined Lord North, he could make our
quarrel with America seem just. He had many enemies. Junius wrote
of him that there was something about Wedderburn which even treachery
could not trust. Certainly, he had few scruples but he lived in a time
which did not foster public principle,

Henry Erskine was of a different mould. Though his ancestors
were noble, his parents had little material wealth and his upbringing
though sound was Spartan. His father, the 1oth Earl of Buchan, was
a strong churchman. Perhaps it is on this account that the following
story has always been associated with his name, Meeting a local char-
acter one day in the streets of St. Andrews, his lordship asked, “* Why
are you looking so sad the day, Whistle Binkie ? ** * Well, my lord,”
replied Binkie, "' the Lord Almighty asked me the same question yestreen
—* Why art thou looking so sad, Whistle Binkie ?* And I answered and
said, ' Because they have thrust me out from the Presbytery of St.
Andrews, neither will they suffer me to enter therein !’ And the Lord
answered and said to me, ‘ Be thou not cast down on that account,
Whistle Binkie, for I, the Lord, have been striving to get into the
Presbytery of St. Andrews this forty year and I have never won in yet." "'

When, at length, Erskine was admitted to the Bar he became the
greatest advocate of his time. He never had a rival then or since.
Elegant and persuasive, his advocacy was distinguished by his brilliant
wit which he kept at all times under perfect control. All his wit was
argument, and in the dim litigious light of the old Parliament House
he always gathered a crowd to marvel at his eloquence. A true demo-
crat, when a poor self-educated countryman applied to be admitted to
the Bar and was opposed by many members of the Faculty, Erskine
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ranged himself on the side of the applicant. ** Were he the son of a
beggar,” he said, ** if his talents entitle him, he has a right to the highest
distinction in the land.” Through Erskine’s efforts he was admitted,
though he never succeeded as an advocate. When he died someone
told Erskine and added, ** Yes, he died very poor. He has left no
effects.”” ‘' That,” said Erskine, “is not surprising. As he had no
causes he could have no effects.”

Erskine became Dean of Faculty, but his political opponents
deprived him of his office for presiding at a political meeting with whose
views he sympathized. Some time later, at a Whig Dinner the chairman
proposed the health of the gentlemen of the Faculty who had done
themselves the honour of voting for Mr Erskine’s nomination. Erskine
rose and quietly remarked, “ Mr Chairman, would it not be sufficient
to propose the health of the gentlemen of the Faculty ?

He was in all the famous trials of the period. In the case of Deacon
Brodie, Erskine defended the Deacon, and Clerk defended one of his
accomplices. While Clerk was addressing the jury, he complained of
the methods adopted by the prosecution and particularly that the case
for the Crown depended upon two witnesses who had turned King's
evidence. Lord Hailes and Lord Eskgrove, who were on the Bench
with Braxfield, felt that Clerk's argument was a flat accusation that
they had admitted improper evidence, and Braxfield therefore warned
Clerk against pursuing his argument. ‘‘ Aweel, my lord,” said Clerk,
“if I go on 1 beg to assail at the outset the evidence of those two corbies
or infernal scoundrels, Ainslie and Brown. One of these infernal villains
is a convicted felon,” but the Lord Advocate jumped up and said, ‘* My
lords, he has received His Majesty’s free pardon.” ** Yes,” retorted
Clerk, “ but, gentlemen of the jury, can His Majesty make a tainted
scoundrel an honest man ? ” The Lord Advocate answered that the
prerogative of mercy was the highest jewel in His Majesty's Crown, but
Clerk’s reply was better: "1 hope, then, His Majesty's Crown will
never be contaminated by any villains round it.” Braxfield immedi-
ately rebuked him for this remark, and Clerk sat down. Braxfield
asked him if he had done, but received no reply and called upon Erskine
to address the jury. Before he could begin, Clerk sprang to his feet
and amid consternation in every part of the Court, burst out, ** Hang
my client, if ye dare, my lord, without hearing me in his defence.” So
great was the confusion that the judges retired to consider what they
should do, and when at length they returned, Clerk was calmly invited
to proceed. His argument was superb but it was impossible to succeed.
Braxfield as usual got the verdict.

One other Scotsman of the eighteenth century deserves our atten-
tion, Thomas Erskine, Henry's younger brother. Though he practised
at the Bar in England, he never encountered any of the prevailing pre-
judice against Scotsmen in England from which Mansfield and Wedder-
burn suffered so much. He made his name and fortune in his first case,
at the outset of his career, before Lord Mansfield himself, in a fierce
onslaught on the Earl of Sandwich, then first Lord of the Admiralty—
a speech which completely eclipsed those of his three leaders and won
an apparently hopeless case. An incomparable advocate, he was the
greatest forensic orator the world has ever known, the second Scotsman
in one generation to become Lord Chancellor of England.
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The eighteenth century has many claims to recognition as a great
epoch in our history. Not the least of the benefits it passed on to its
successors was the distinctive code of Scots Law in which Scotsmen
have always taken a natural pride. The Scot has always been renowned
for an unswerving devotion to principle and philosophy. Scots law
itself has been built up on logical deduction from principle. If a short
distinction can be drawn between Scots law and the law of England, it
might be said that Scots law is deductive and the law of England in-
ductive. In my opinion Scots law has many advantages over the law
of England. There are many respects in which Scots law is superior
to the law of England, but these differences are decreasing owing to
innovations in the law of England. As we leave the lawyers of the
eighteenth century we can well afford to recognize the magnitude of
their contribution to our history.

Passing from the eighteenth to the nineteenth century, a new and
perhaps a milder generation succeeds to the heritage of its predecessor.
First of all, the age associated with Brougham, Cockburn, Jeffrey, and
the Edinburgh Review. With the advent of the new generation, political
conflict decreases in intensity and the activities of the lawyers wander
to literature and the arts. Under their leadership a second Golden Age
seems to dawn in Scotland and as the century wears on, each successive
generation strives to maintain the traditions of the past. Nearly all
the writers were lawyers. Scott was a Clerk of Session ; Jeffrey, Cock-
burn, and Patrick Robertson were judges ; Christopher North and
Lockhart, like Boswell in an earlier age, were advocates.

In the middle of the century two lawyers were pre-eminent, Lord
Watson and John Inglis. After four years as Lord Advocate, during
which he as Lord Advocate prosecuted the fraudulent directors of the
City of Glasgow Bank, Watson was made a Lord of Appeal in the House
of Lords, where he had an immediate success. Primarily a Scots lawyer,
he was equally at home among English and colonial cases, and in later
life was considered the most profound lawyer in the kingdom.

John Inglis was a great jurist and advocate. An eloquent pleader,
he could rival the finest oratory of the famous advocates of the past,
His speech for the defence at the trial of Madeling Smith for murder is
a supreme example of his art. In it are combined all the qualities which
made Thomas Erskine famous—elegance, imagery, pathos and simpli-
city of language, all united by the magic of the speaker. Here is a
portion of it—the start:

** Gentlemen of the jury, the charge against the prisoner is murder
and the punishment of murder is death. And that simple statement is
sufficient to suggest to us the awful solemnity of the occasion which
brings you and me face to face.

“ Gentlemen, the tone in which my learned friend, the Lord Advo-
cate, addressed you yesterday could not fail to strike you as most re
markable. It was characterised by great moderation—by such modera-
tion as, I think, must have convinced you that he could hardly expect
a verdict at your hands—and in the course of that address, for which I
give him the highest credit, he could not resist the expression of his
own deep feelings of commiseration for the position in which the prisoner
is placed, which was but an involuntary homage paid by the official
prosecutor to the kind and generous nature of the man.
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" But, gentlemen, I am going to ask you for something very different
from commiseration. I am going to ask you for that which I will not
condescend to beg but which I will loudly and importunately demand,
—that to which the prisoner is entitled whether she be the lowest and
vilest of her sex or the maiden whose purity is as the unstained snow.
I ask you for justice and if you will kindly lend me your attention for
the requisite period, and if heaven grant me patience and strength for
the task, I shall tear to tatters the web of sophistry in which the prose-
cutor has striven to involve this poor girl and her sad, strange
story.”

On another occasion Inglis ridiculed the argument of an opposing
counsel with evident sincerity, when his opponent produced an opinion
which Inglis himself had written in that very case and which the other
had, in fact, paraphrased. Inglis looked at it and saw it was written
on vacation. I see, my lord,” he said, ** that this opinion is written
from Blair Atholl, and if anyone chooses to follow me to Blair Atholl
for an opinion he deserves what he gets.” Inglis, however, was more
than a consummate advocate. Scots lawyers consider that Lord Stair
alone stands so high as an authority upon their law. Inglis became
Chancellor of Edinburgh University in 1809, an achievement which
was the greater as his opponent was no other than Gladstone him-
self,

A few other figures command a word of recognition. First of all
Cosmo Innes and Alexander Asher. The former, in addition to his
attainments as a national historian and antiquary, was Principal Clerk
of Session and Professor of Constitutional Law at Edinburgh, while
Asher had the distinction, along with the late Lord Haldane, of pleading
the case of the United Free Church in their famous battle with the
Wee Frees. That case will not soon be forgotten in Scotland, but I
always associate it with the argument of Lord Haldane, which was one
of the finest examples of sheer dialectics in the history of advocacy—
an argument of which the majority of the members of the House of
Lords unfortunately were intellectually unworthy.

The law and lawyers in Scotland still retain their independent
character. In our time Scotland has not failed to produce advocates
and judges who have maintained the high traditions of the past. Lord
Dunedin and Lord Macmillan, and the late Lord Haldane and Lord
Finlay, are examples of these. Continuing, too, the literary tradition,
Robert Louis Stevenson was a member of the Faculty of Advocates.

Not long ago, a well-known advocate, who had lost a case before
a judge not unknown for wrong decisions, opened his appeal before the
First Division of the Court of Session with these words : * My lords,
this is an appeal from a judgment of Lord , but that is not the
only ground of appeal.” That has quite an eighteenth-century flavour,
But the march of events is now so fast that the time may not be far
distant when a unified system of law will prevail all over Britain. To-
wards such a fusion, if it ever comes, I am sure Scots lawyers will make
an important contribution, not the least part of which will be the
judicial tradition of a noble line of lawyers from Stair and Forbes down
to the present time.

" Leaders of the people by their counsel and by their knowledge
of learning meet for the people, wise and eloquent in their instructions,
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All these were honoured in their generations and were the glory of
their times."”
These words might have been written for Scots lawyers.

The President, moving the thanks of the meeting
to Mr Stephen, said they had heard ““ an admirable
lecture admirably delivered.” They had heard legal
history and they had heard good anecdotes for which
the Scottish Bar was noted. Mr Stephen had given
them new light on a subject that he had made extremely
interesting.

After the reception of two new members, Past-
President P. N. McFarlane proposed their health, and
to this toast Messrs. Wilson and William Gray replied.

Mr Robert Stewart proposed “ Our Guests,”
coupling the toast with the name of Mr Bruce Lockhart,
whose outspoken articles on Russia had brought their
author great public applause.

Mr Bruce Lockhart said he as a Scot appreciated
their enthusiasm—the enthusiasm of the exile. An
exile, at least a Scottish exile, never loses that enthusi-
asm, as he who had travelled and met his fellows on
four continents could testify. The Caledonian Society
of London was no different from Scottish societies in
every part of the world in that they remembered, and
remembered with pride, their common origin.

The President, in proposing the toast “ The Office-
bearers,”” thanked the Hon. Secretary (Mr Brown) and
the Hon. Treasurer (Mr Wilson) for their services
during the Session, and mentioned the work of Miss
Maxwell for the Society.

Mr R. R. Wilson, Hon. Treasurer, replied.

Mr William Dalgarno, with monologues excellently
given in broad Buchans, and Mr William Gray and
Mr R. D. Grant, contributed to the programme.
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THE FESTIVAL :
HonNoUrR To MR WALTER LEITCH.

The social work of Session 1932-1933 was brought
to a close by the Festival, or Ladies’ Night, which was
held in the Venetian Room of the Holborn Restaurant,
Kingsway, on the evening of Thursday, 4th May, 1933.

Mr R. S. Kennedy, the President, was in the chair,
and after the loyal toasts had been honoured, the
President gave “ Prosperity to the Caledonian Society
of London.” In proposing the toast, Mr Kennedy said :

We are now approaching the centenary of this Society ; but as
we have always been so closely associated with the Royal Scottish
Corporation, we have some claim to consider ourselves really much
older. As has so often been said, we are the playground and recruiting
centre for the Scottish Corporation and the Caledonian Schools, and
after all what has really happened is that while the Scottish Corporation
has confined itself to the business of relieving distress, we have attended
to the social side of Scottish life in London.

I can well remember in my youthful days, as will my brother David
who is here to-night, going with my father and mother to g Portland
Place, where the Hepburns gave those delightful evenings which some
of you also will remember. Robert Hepburn was one of our founders
and his gifted son David ably succeeded him. Both were men of high
ideals, and consequently the unwritten laws of this Society are of more
importance than our printed rules ; and we are proud and tenacious of
these traditions recorded in our ** Chronicles.”

This Society, with the Highland Society, took a leading part in
the foundation of the London Scottish Volunteers, and the connection
has been closely maintained by our members, During this session we
have finished the revision of our rules, principally with the idea of
ensuring that our hundred members are really an active body. Despite
the difficult times, our last contribution to the Scottish Corporation
shows an actual increase, and we also handed over from our reserves
£500 to the Scottish Corporation and £300 to the Caledonian Schools,
(Applause.)

One cannot mention the Scottish Corporation without thinking of
Past-President Moncrieff, whom we all regret is prevented by ill health
from being here to-night. Past-President McFarlane, who was to have
received a bar to his Gold Badge, has also been similarly prevented,
and I am sure we wish them both a speedy and complete recovery.

Mr Moncrieff, as secretary of the Corporation, is the hope of the
necessitous Scot in London, and the terror of the imposter. At the
Corporation meetings we endeavour to lightly scan the failings of our
brother man, but at the same time, as worthy trustees of its funds,
temper mercy with justice. This is not the time or place to appeal
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for the Corporation, but to save any misunderstanding I must say that
our means are not adequate to the needs of the present time,

The Caledonian Society has during the past session been favoured
by some excellent Sentiments at our monthly gatherings, and Mr Brown
has surpassed himself in the musical arrangements. In January we
ventured far from our native shores in the sea chanties.

The President concluded by asking the audience to drink to the
prosperity of the Caledonian Society of London. Long may it flourish,
(Applause.)

The toast was drunk with Caledonian honours.

Following the toast, the Past-Presidents saluted
the President, an old ceremony that has lost some of
its picturesque setting by the fact that seldom is a
Past-President clad in the kilt, and so the ceremony of
salute by the dirk is no longer seen.

On this occasion, however, the ceremony had an
added interest. Mr Walter Leitch, C.B.E., Agent
General for Victoria, our Vice-President, having been
recalled for service in Australia, was presented with a
gold badge, on which was recorded the fact that he was
Vice-President in 1932-1933, and having the words,
““ A token of esteem "’ also engraved on the reverse side.
Mrs Kennedy having pinned the badge on Mr Leitch’s
coat, Mr John Macmillan, Past-President, proposed
“Qur Guest of Honour, Mr Walter Leitch, C.B.E.”
Mr Macmillan said :

I am especially privileged to-night to be entrusted with what we
Caledonians consider to be ' the toast of the evening "—that of my
good friend Mr Walter Leitch, a sentiment which I am particularly
proud to submit to you, as I have probably had closer relationship with
Mr Leitch than any other member of the Society.

I have invariably admired Mr Leitch for his great charm of manner,
that wonderfully genial and free disposition, that air of good fellowship
which enables him to enter any company or any society and immedi-
ately get on the ground floor, and be received by all with the greatest
enthusiasm. It may be due to his wonderfully happy married life, for
although married for thirty-five years, he and his wife are still lovers.
(Applause.)

Mr Leitch is a Border man, having been born in Roxburghshire,
and he has had a most varied and successful career. He left the Borders
at seventeen and came to London to enter the Civil Service. He only
remained there for two years and then joined the engineering firm of
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Joseph Baker & Sons. So successful was he there, and so much did the
firm think of him, that at the age of only twenty-two he was asked if
he would go to Australia to start a business for them there ; and so, in
August, 18go, young Leitch went to Melbourne, where he distinguished
himself by building up a good business. In doing so he had to travel
from time to time from one end of Australia to the other, visiting New
Zealand, and paying periodical visits to this country in order to keep
himself abreast of modern developments in machinery.

In 1912 Mr Leitch left Australia to join the board of his company
in London. In 1914 it was necessary, for business reasons, to return
to Australia for about three months, The War broke out, however,
and the Commonwealth Government asked him if he would be Director
of Munitions, and he served in that capacity (with two other gentlemen)
until the termination of the War, only resigning on Armistice Day. He
came back to London, but found that the business required his living
in America. He joined the board of the new company which Joseph
Baker & Son, Ltd., had formed ; but after living three years in America
he decided to retire from business and he and Mrs Leitch returned
to live in Australia to take life easy. A fortnight after his arrival the
Hughes Government asked him to perform a public service, and he was
appointed to the Commonwealth Tariff Board. He served for seven
years on that Board, and then resigned in order to have a holiday in
the Old Country. While he was in the Indian Ocean on the way home,
he received a cablegram from the Premier of Victoria asking if he would
accept the position of Agent-General for the State of Victoria, in London.
He replied that he was * a tired man "’ and required six months’ holiday ;
but another cablegram was received pressing him to accept the position
and expressing the hope that three months’ holiday (instead of six)
would be sufficient. He accepted the position. (Applause.)

When he came to London he naturally wished to rejoin the Cale-
donian Society. This was during my year as President, and by the
unanimous vote of the Council he was elected, a new rule enabling him
to become a member at once. (Applause.)

With these words of commendation of the toast, I ask you to drink
to the continued good health and happiness of Mr and Mrs Walter Leitch.
(Loud applause.)

Mr Leitch was heartily received when he rose to
reply.

I am deeply moved (said Mr Leitch) by the wonderful eulogy of
my friend John Macmillan. I am deeply conscious of the honour which
the Caledonian Society of London has conferred upon me in making
me their guest of honour, and in presenting me with the Gold Badge
of the Society, which I shall wear at all the Scottish gatherings which
I am sure I shall attend when I reach the other side,

He could not help, he said, contrasting his position now and when
he was earning his living at sixteen years of age, having left his native
village of Edgerston to come to London. His assets then were: £5in
British Linen Bank notes, a wonderful constitution, and his friends.
The greatest assets a man can have are good friends ; and he, Mr Leitch,
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had many such, including many members of the Caledonian Society of
London. On the evening in 1913 when he was admitted to the Society,
he was presented to the President, Sir George Paton, marched round
the room like a haggis, and was quite happy until called upon to speak,
He remembered his speech : * Brother Caledonians, speech is silvern,
silence is golden, and as Solomon said, * Brevity is the soul of wit.' "
Someone questioned his quotation as being from Solomon's songs,
which showed the Scots interest in the Bible, (Laughter.)

Mr Leitch said he was probably the most honoured man in the
Caledonian Society. When he went to Australia, of course, he ceased
to be a member of the Society, but when he returned to London his
name was again submitted for membership. He was told that he might
be on the waiting list for five years, and as he was expecting to return
to Australia in three years he was despondent about membership ;
but the Society had the rules altered and he was immediately admitted.
To-night the Society had again departed from their rules to honour
bim with their Gold Badge, which was reserved for Past-Presidents and
other officials who had rendered great service to the Society. Naturally,
he was proud of the distinction which had been conferred upon him,
and he thanked them from the bottom of his heart.

Victoria will very soon celebrate its centenary, and he hoped that
among the many British people who were expected, Scotsmen, and
particularly members of that Society, would be included. He assured
them they would be welcome, for the Scottish connection with Australia
was a close one, and he believed that they in Australia knew more about
Scotsmen than Scotsmen knew about them. This was not exactly
proved by the following cross-examination of some school children at
Ballarat:

The late Robert Macgregor (said Mr Leitch) was member of Parlia-
ment for Ballarat East. He was on a visit to the Ballarat Orphanage
with the Director of Education, Mr F. Tate. At the Orphanage a boys’
class was busy at a history lesson. The subject was the Spanish Armada,
and Mr Tate asked who were the combatants. ** The English and the
Spaniards,” came the reply. “ Where were the Scots? '’ asked the
Director. * Oh, they were at home ; they were not fighting.”” Mr Mac-
gregor did not seem to be satisfied, so he took the class. One boy gave
a spirited account of the fight. ' What happened next ? queried
Mr Macgregor to a boy in the back row. “ Please, sir,” said he, ** the
Spaniards tried to creep round the North of Scotland.” * Well, what
happened next?" The boy answered : “ A great storm arose and
some of the ships were wrecked.” ‘' Yes,” said the M.P., “go on."”
" And a lot of the sailors were drowned,” said the boy. “ Yes," shouted
Mr Macgregor, “ go on.” ‘ And,” faltered the boy, " those that got
ashore were eaten by the natives.” (Loud laughter.)

Mr Macmillan had referred to his Border origin. Well, he was
proud of it. His forebears had to fight to stem the tide of the English
invasion on one side and the thieving Highlanders on the other. And
when there were neither Englishmen nor Highlanders to fight, they just
fought among themselves, (Laughter.) Mr Leitch concluded by saying
that any success that had attended him in his life had been mainly
through the love and assistance of his wife, who had been his guardian
angel. (Applause.)
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Proposing the toast, “ Our Guests,” Mr J. B.
Rintoul said :

If anyone should wonder why, when there are a hundred members
of the Caledonian Society, I should have been selected to propose this
toast, I can only explain it by saying that I was requested to do so by
the President, and any request from that direction is always received
by every good Caledonian with the highest respect. At the outset, let
me say that the toast of *' The Guests ' on an occasion such as this is
different from a similar toast on other occasions; frequently in this
toast are included a number of more or less uninteresting men, and
probably a more or less uninteresting man responds. But to-night—
What makes the Assembly shine, what makes the ball so fine? The
Ladies | they add grace and charm and gaiety and colour, and we hope
they have enjoyed being with us to-night, so far, as much as we have
enjoyed their company.

The President has told you that the Caledonian Society of London
has its roots deep in the Victorian age, and there are just two things to
which I should like to refer, and which I think the ladies should know
with regard to the inner working of the Society to which their husbands
and men friends are so proud to belong. The first is that the ordinary
monthly meetings of the Society are over at ten o’clock precisely. 1
think you ought to know that. One member, who lives in the neigh-
bourhood, has stated that if he could run home he could be safe in his
connubial hut by ten-fifteen, and in bed by ten-thirty | Not all are so
fortunate. Sometimes one meets an old friend, and old ties have to be
cemented ; or it may be a new one, where the welcome has to be com-
pleted. But these delays are, I can assure you, unavoidable, excusable,
and sometimes very pleasant. (Laughter.) The other thing is that the
Hon. Secretary of the Caledonian Society of London is almost always a
total abstainer. Although this is only a tradition, it has almost become
an unwritten law, It has been my privilege, since I was admitted a
Caledonian about eight years ago, to sit at the Secretary’s table. I
regard it as a signal act of personal friendship. When I first joined this
happy party, Peter McFarlane, whose absence to-night the President
has deplored, was the Hon. Secretary, and he had in front of him a jug
of abnormal size, containing a multi-coloured fruit drink, which Peter
was, I think, compelled to drink himself. When Peter passed on to
adorn the office of President, he was succeeded by our honoured friend
John Brown. Same old jug! Same old coloured fluid! (Laughter.)
And whenever I look round and see a man with a jug of fruit drink in
front of him I think to myself, '* Next Secretary!" (Laughter) I
think the ladies ought to know these things about our Society and the
good company they are in.

Before I leave the ** Ladies,”” and pass on to the more uninteresting
part of my toast, I would just like to say this: I have referred to the
grace and charm of the ladies. I think it is only right to say that the
fact that they are able to exert those charms is due largely to their
sympathetic and unselfish husbands and men friends. I think that is
only fair ! (Laughter.)

And now for the Men. We have many distinguished gentlemen
guests to-night, and the toast is to be responded to by a gentleman who
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is an Irishman and who is a barrister by profession. He nearly jumped
down my throat just now in his haste to tell me that he had married a
Scottish lady. I don’t know much about lawyers ; in fact, I think most
modest Scotsmen fight shy of them. My one memorable experience
with the profession was many years ago, when I had the unenviable
experience of being cross-examined by the late Sir Frank Lockwood,
when he was Attorney-General, for two periods of about twenty minutes
each, and although I was a disinterested witness, after I had given my
evidence I quickly got in touch on the 'phone with my firm, in case I
should be put in the clink for not speaking the truth | I think I ought
to mention that I went to school with two men who afterwards became
great ornaments at the Bar. To be strictly correct I did not really go
to school with them. They went to the same school just after I had
left. I refer to the late Sir James Melville, K.C., M.P., who was Solicitor-
General in the first Labour Government ; and Mr J. D. Cassells, K.C,,
M.P., the present Recorder of Brighton. As one shines by reflected
glory, I think it wise to mention these things, first to show that, at least,
one did go to school with respectable people ! (Laughter.)

One of the conditions imposed upon me by the President when he
invited me to speak to-night was that I should be brief—I hope T have
not exceeded the bounds of good taste in that respect.

I now ask you to rise and drink the toast of *“ The Guests "’—the
ladies and gentlemen, coupled with the name of Mr Lucius Byrne.”

Mr Lucius W. Byrne, barrister, in replying, said
that, as an Irishman with a Scots mother and a Scots
wife, he was in a position to pay a tribute to Scots
people, whose hospitality, national unity, and national
sentiment were known throughout the world. Here
we have a small country, of varied clime and soil, an
ill-marked frontier, but with a populace who carry
with them wherever they go—and they went to the
uttermost parts of the earth—this wonderful national
sentiment which welds the whole people together.
What the magic of Scotland was, he did not know, but
when he and his wife crossed the Border she got a few
more revolutions out of the engine of their car, and
when she took that glorious road to the Isles the
engine sang in unison with her heart. (Applause.)

The Scots people were a warm-hearted hospitable
people, and he thanked them that evening for their
abundant hospitality. (Applause.)

Mr Walter Leitch proposed “ The President,” and
in doing so said their President was like a broken-down
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drum. It can’t be beaten! The fact that Mr Kennedy
had been elected President was a sufficient passport to
the best society where character counted for more than
social position. Not only was he President, but he is
the son of a President, and as the Caledonian Society
select as their presidents men of sterling character, it
was not necessary for him to eulogize Mr R. S. Kennedy,
who had conducted their meetings throughout the
Session in a manner that left the Society in a stronger
position than ever. (Applause.)

The President replied, and in thanking the gather-
ing for the toast, said the support of the officials and
the members had made his year of office a pleasant one.

The musical programme was a brilliant one. Miss
Catherine Stewart sang with great feeling, in her rich
contralto voice, “ Braw, braw lads,” *“ Turn ye to me,”
“ The Skye boat song ”; and Mr William Heughan's
powerful voice was heard in “ Sound the Pibroch,”
*“ Tullochgorum,” * Macgregor’s Gathering,”” and his
last, an encore song, ‘‘ Scots wha hae,” roused the
audience to great enthusiasm.

Pipe-Major Murdo Mackenzie, after “ The Piper’s
Toast,” played with great spirit, “ The barren rocks of
Aden,” ““ Munlochy Bridge,” and “ The wind that
shakes the barley.”

The great success of the evening was due in large
measure to the careful arrangements of Mr John A.
Brown, who was entirely responsible for the framing
and carrying out of the programme.

OFFICE-BEARERS FOR I033-I934.

At the Council’s last meeting of the Session—the
President in the chair—held at the Holborn Restaurant
on Thursday, 19th October, the Committee appointed
to select a President and Vice-President unanimously
nominated Mr Alexander Macdonald and Mr William
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Miln as President and Vice-President respectively for
Session 1933-10934. The proposals of the Committee
were heartily endorsed by the Council.

Sir Walter Leitch, Vice-President, who had re-
ceived his knighthood when on the high seas en route
for Australia, sent his thanks for the Society’s con-
gratulations. On his return to Australia, Sir Walter
had had a most hearty reception; he had been elected
President of the Melbourne Scots ; and everywhere the
gold badge with which the Caledonian Society of London
had honoured him had been greatly admired.

REesienaTiION OoF HoN. AUDITOR.

Members heard at this meeting the sad news that
Mr Robert Davidson, who had been Auditor for many
years, had been obliged for health reasons to resign his
office. A letter in appreciation of Mr Davidson’s long
service to the Society was ordered to be sent. Mr
J. B. Rintoul was elected to be Auditor.

SEVENTEEN NEw MEMBERS.

During Session 1932-1933 the following seventeen
new members were elected :

Jan MacDonald Bailey, Ronald Graham Bailey,
David Fairley, John Macgregor Forbes, Henry John
Gibbons, William George Gray, William Henry Harries,
James Murray Napier, Alexander Newlands, C.B.E.,
Andrew Picken, Donald Alasdair Robertson, Dr Douglas
Hay Scott, John Lumsden Stewart, Robert Stewart (1),
Robert Stewart (2), Robert Reid Tait, Robert Tweedie
Wilson.

Three deaths had to be recorded : Christian H.
Gray, who joined the Society in 1922 ; Andrew Hep-
burn, 1915 ; and James Hamilton, 1921.

The present membership is: Council, 30; Life
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Members, 17; Ordinary Members, g91; Honorary
Members, 2. Total, 140.

Obituary
Mr ANDREW HEPBURN.

Mr Andrew Hepburn, who became a member of
the Society in 1915, died on 3oth January, 1933, the
day before the seventy-eighth anniversary of his birth-
day. He was born in Dundee in the year 1855, came to
London when fourteen years old, and entered the office
of Messrs Porteous & Senior, shipbrokers. When he
left the scene of his early work, he joined the firm
which became Messrs Hunt, Leuchars, & Hepburn,
London and Durban. In 1882, when twenty-seven
years of age, Mr Hepburn became a partner. In 1916
he became a director of Bryant & May, his previous
connection with the Lion Match Company of South
Africa having given him experience of the match in-
dustry.

Besides being a director of the companies men-
tioned, Mr Hepburn was on the board of the British
Match Corporation, the British East Africa Corpora-
tion, the Natal Estates, Ltd., and the Dundee Coal
Co., Ltd., of Natal.

In an appreciative notice of Mr Hepburn’s business
and social life, in which reference is made to “ his
shrewd practical advice and judgment "' being of great
value and the fact that “ his wise counsel will be much
missed,” ““ The Brymay Magazine "’ (the house organ
of Messrs. Bryant & May) says :

Through all his business career he was closely associated with South
Africa, and so frequent were his visits to that country that we believe
he was as well known and esteemed in Durban and Cape Town—in fact,
throughout South Africa—as he was in London, and his loss will also
be deeply felt there.

Mr Hepburn, who was a keen sportsman, was universally liked and
respected by every onme with whom he came in contact. His many
friends mourn his passing, but will look back on his long life as that of
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a shrewd and upright business man, sympathetic, kindly and generous,
whose chief aim was to leave the world better than he found it.

The funeral service, which was largely attended, was held on the
znd February, in Brompton Parish Church, London, and his body was
laid to rest at Chingford Mount Cemetery, Essex, beside that of his
wife, who died in May 1g08.
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CHAPTER IV

1933-1934 : MR ALEXANDER MACDONALD,
Prestdent.

An Insurance Chief as President : Retirement of Mr T. R. Moncrieff ;
Sentiments—"' The Humour of the Scottish Soldier,”” by Captain
the Hon. Ivan Hay; ' The Bairds of Gartsherrie," by Dr J. M.
Bulloch ; ** The Scot as Banker,” by Mr T. M. Stephen; ** The
Scot as Artist,”" by Mr Joseph Gray ; ' A Scottish Layman's Job
in India,” by Mr T. Collet : The Death of Past-President T. R.
Moncrieff. Festival: Sir Thomas Catto on Scots in India ; the
President on the Society. A Gift from New South Wales. Obitu-
ary—Past-President Thomas Reid Moncrieff ; Past-President Sir
George William Paton,

HE insurance world has always been well re-

presented in the membership of the Society,

but seldom, if ever, has the Presidential chair
been filled by a member of the profession.

Mr Alexander MacDonald, who was called to the
chair in 1933-1934, was born in London and after
spending several years in general office work in the
City of London began his insurance career in the
Edinburgh Life Company in 1906. It was in the
following year that he began his long and successful
connection with the Royal Exchange. In succession he
held the offices of South-West London District Manager,
Agency Manager, General Manager for Canada,
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Joint Secretary at the Head Office, and ultimately
the highest managerial position in the company,
namely, General Manager.

Mr MacDonald has taken an active part in insur-
ance matters outside his own company, for he is a vice-
president of the Insurance Institute of London; and
he is a member of the General Committee of the Insur-
ance Clerks’ Institute and of the Insurance Clerks’
Benevolent Fund.

Our new President has been active in the work of
Scotland in London. He joined the Caledonian Society
in 1913 ; was a member of Council in the following
Session ; and Hon. Treasurer in 1927.

He has taken a particularly keen interest in the
work of the Scottish Clans Association of London. He
was Hon. Secretary, 1906-1909 ; Hon. Secretary of the
Burns Nicht Concert, 1910-1913; President, 1914-
1916 ; and Chief, 1916-1918.

Mr MacDonald is a Managing Governor of the
Royal Scottish Corporation, and he was an original
member of the Council of Federated Council of Scottish
Associations.

He is a member of the Highland Society and of the
Council of the Glasgow and Lanarkshire Association.

Mr MacDonald thus entered on his duties as
President of our Society fully charged with the im-
portance of the work of our fellow-countrymen in
London.

A TriBUuTE TO MR MONCRIEFF,

At the meeting of the Council in October, 1933, it
was reported that, owing to continued illness, Past-
President T. R. Moncrieff had intimated his retirement
from the secretaryship of the Royal Scottish Corpora-
tion.
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A resolution of sympathy was passed unanimously,
and the Hon. Secretary sent the following excerpt from
the minutes to Mr Moncrieff :

“The Council having been informed of the im-
pending retirement of Mr T. R. Moncrieff, Secretary to
the Royal Scottish Corporation, it was resolved that
the Society enter in its minutes an expression of the
members’ gratitude to Mr. Moncrieff for the valuable
work he had performed for the Society as member of
Council, Hon. Treasurer, Vice-President and President ;
to offer the Society’s thanks to Mr Moncrieff for the
many services he had rendered to the Scottish com-
munity in London; and to send an expression of the
members’ congratulations on the great progress that
had been made by the Royal Scottish Corporation
during the thirty-five years that he had acted as its
Secretary.

“The fact that in 1898, when Mr Moncrieff was
appointed Secretary, the invested funds of the Corpora-
tion were £55,000 and that to-day, when he lays down
office, those funds are valued at nearly a quarter of a
million, gives some idea of the great work that he has
done for the Corporation, between which and the
Caledonian Society there had ever been a close fraternal
connection.

“The Council further expresses the sincere hope
that Mr Moncrieff may be speedily restored to his
usual good health, and be able to resume his place in
in the counsels of the Society.”

OFFICE-BEARERS FOR SESSION I1Q33-1034.

At the meeting of the Council on gth November,
1933, the following members were nominated for the
other offices for the ensuing Session; and at the
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subsequent General Meeting these were confirmed :
Vice-President, William Miln; Hon. Secretary, John
A. Brown; Hon. Treasurer, R. R. Wilson: Hon.
Auditor, John B. Rintoul; Hon. Historian, William
Will ; Members of Council : John MacLaren, A. Mac-
murchie, Capt. J. J. Cameron, Ian C. M. Hill.

THE HUMOUR OF THE ScoTs SOLDIER.

The new President took the chair at the Little
Dinner on gth November, 1933, after the meetings at
which his election was confirmed ; and when the Royal
Family had been toasted he thanked the members for
the honour conferred upon him, and asked for their
loval support.

In introducing Captain the Hon. Ivan Hay, who
was to give the Sentiment, “ The Humour of the
Scottish Soldier,” Mr MacDonald said that their guest
was the son of one of the oldest families in Scotland,
and they welcomed him not because of that, but be-
cause he was one of themselves, and they were ““a’
John Tamson’s bairns.”

Captain Hay first spoke of the reckless bravery of
the Scottish soldier, who never lost his keen sense of
the humorous. Among the many splendid stories that
Captain Hay told was one about two privates in a
Scottish regiment during the Great War. They were
twins, so much alike that it was almost impossible for
anyone to tell one from the other. They were both
taken prisoners after a big push. In the prison camp
they were detailed for work with different non-com-
missioned officers. Tiring of his internment, one of the
brothers escaped, and the remaining one, to cover up
his brother’s tracks, reported himself at the different
hours necessary to the two non-commissioned officers.
Not until night, when the roll call was made, was it
discovered that one of the two Privates Macpherson
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had left. There immediately arose a hubbub between
the two non-coms. as to whose Macpherson had escaped.
The men almost came to blows, and there appeared the
Camp Commandant to whom the two Germans declared
that the Macpherson before him was their servant, for
he had attended them at the regular hours. The
Commandant turning to the Scot shouted: “ Who
are you ? ” to which Macpherson solemnly declared :
“ Please, sir, Awm my brither.”

But the escaping Macpherson was not at large long,
for he was captured and brought back to camp. For
his offence he was sentenced to six weeks solitary con-
finement in a building adjoining the camp. In the
course of a few days, the free Macpherson was allowed
to go to his brother with the contents of a parcel from
home. When the prisoner had received his parcel, he
immediately, by arrangement with his double, left the
prison, returning the next day to relieve the inoffensive
brother, and for the remainder of the term of solitary
confinement this exhilarating game of shuttle-cock and
battledore, this game of Cox and Box, went on.

Captain Hay, who has a great fund of anecdotes
referring to Scottish soldiers, kept the members in
great good humour for twenty minutes.

The President thanked Captain Hay for his in-
teresting Sentiment, and the Captain happily replied.

Captain Macleod, a brother Scot from Australia,
who was on a visit to the old country, was so dis-
appointed with the Chairman’s mallet that he there
and then offered, through the President, a new mallet.

Captain Macleod further entertained the audience
to a racy recitation, ““ A wee Scots nicht.”

The toast ““ The Past-Presidents " was given by
Mr William Miln, the new Vice-President, who spoke
of his gratitude to the members for placing him in the
Vice-President’s chair. He had, he said, served under
twelve Presidents: Sir George Paton, T. R. Moncrieff,
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John Douglas, William Will, Dr Cameron Stuart, Rev.
Dr Fleming, William Blane, J. F. McLeod, John Mac-
millan, A. Bain Irvine, Peter McFarlane, and, of course,
Mr Kennedy, the retiring President. All were men of
the highest integrity, who had risen to the top of what-
ever sphere in life they had entered. *‘ Although,”
said Mr Miln, “ their positions carry great responsibili-
ties, they are all men ever ready to extend a helping
hand to those who have been less fortunate in life than
themselves.”

Mr Miln said that he wished to pay a special
tribute to their past and present historians, John
Douglas and William Will, for the time and thought
they have given and still gave to preserving the history
of their Society. Without this history the Society
could not maintain its position as being among the
foremost associations connected with their dear old
land. The Vice-President further spoke of the un-
bounded energy and good work which Mr McFarlane
had given to the business of the Society as Secretary
and later as President; and referred to the absence
through illness of Mr T. R. Moncrieff and Mr Bain
Irvine. Mr Miln suggested that a telegram be sent to
Mr Moncrieff conveying their good wishes for a speedy
recovery to health.

The toast was coupled with the name of Past-
President John Douglas, who, in replying, said he would
like first to thank and congratulate Mr Miln on the
admirable manner in which he had proposed his first
toast from the chair. Mr Douglas said he had known
thirty fine men who had been Presidents of the Society,
men whom he had been able to call personal friends.
These Past-Presidents were all stalwarts, all men
eminent in the professions and businesses, for the Cale-
donian Society had always kept a high standard. He
recalled the men, many of whom were known by the
songs they sang. There was General Don, who told
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Mr Douglas that every time he sang *“ My bonnie Jean ”’
he saw his wife before him. Sir James Cantley sang
with tremendous gusto ““ The Tinkers’ Waddin’,”” and
Mr Moncrieff since ever he (the speaker) could re-
member sang with great cheerfulness at the first meet-
ing in each year “ Here's to the year that’s awa’.”
Mr Douglas referred feelingly to the long and serious
illness of Mr Moncrieff, whose whole being was bound
up in the Royal Scottish Corporation and the Caledonian
Society.

He (Mr Douglas) was a link between the old and
the new. He admired the old and he liked the new.
He concluded his remarks by saying that it was a per-
sonal joy to him to see his son-in-law, Alexander Mac-
Donald, installed that day in the Presidential chair.
(Applause.)

Past-President P. N. McFarlane proposed ““ The
Guests,”” and Dr Macdonald replied.

During the meeting five new members were pre-
sented to the President, who, having addressed them,
gave the toast of their health. The new members were :
Robert Reid Tait, Alexander Newlands, Robert Tweedie
Wilson, Donald A. Robertson, and David Fairlie.

A GIFT FROM AUSTRALIA.

At the General Meeting, in the Holborn Restaurant,
on 14th December, 1933, the President announced
that Mr Murdoch Macleod, New South Wales, who had
been present at the November dinner as his guest, had
presented to the Society a gavel for the use of the
President, as a memento of a very happy evening spent
with his brother Scots in London.

The gavel, which is made of timber and copper
from Nelson’s flagships Victory and Foudroyant, bears
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the following inscription : ““ Presented to the Caledonian
Society of London by Murdoch Macleod, gth November,
1933.”

It was cordially and unanimously resolved to
accept the gift and to request the President to convey
to Mr Macleod the Council’s grateful appreciation of
his kindness in making such a valued and acceptable
gift to the Society.

THE BAIRD IRONMASTERS.

Dr J. M. Bulloch, who has often given the Society
samples of his extraordinarily versatile mind, gave the
Sentiment after the Little Dinner on Thursday, 14th
December, 1933, at the Holborn Restaurant. Dr Bul-
loch was introduced by the President as one of the
best-informed Scotsmen in London, and in matters
concerning the history of leading Scots families he was
a walking Debrett. Dr Bulloch was that night to tell
them something about that wonderful family the Bairds
of Gartsherrie.

Dr Bulloch questioned the authenticity of many
of the President’s assertions regarding himself, but he
was always delighted to be with his ain fowk of the
Caledonian Society. Regarding the Bairds of Gart-
sherrie, he said :

Exactly one hundred years ago to-night a remarkable man, Alex-
ander Baird, was dying on his farm of Newmains, Coatbridge, and he
did die nine days later, on 23rd December. Born in 1765 on the small
farm of Woodhead, in the parish of Old Monkland, he began working a
mine near Dalserf in 1809. He took another mine at Rochsolloch in
1816, and installed his eldest son, William, in it as manager, ultimately
introducing six of his other sons, and before the last of them died, exactly
sixty years later, they had left something like nine or ten millions
between them.

That is one of the most remarkable episodes in the history of
industrial enterprize that Scotland has ever produced, and affords an
interesting opportunity for examining how the Scot can apply himself
to industry, even under the most unfavourable circumstances.

The Bairds of Gartsherrie, who never have owned Gartsherrie, but

simply worked it, and worked it out, had apparently been small farmers
for generations in the parish of Old Monkland, where their first known
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ancestor was born about 1659. He, too, was called Alexander, and he,
too, showed strength, though in a physical sense, for he was known as
Double-ribbed Sandy. The father of the eight Baird brothers was his
great-grandson.

The latter may be said to have started at zero, for he had not even
anything approaching a wheel on his little farm, the crop being brought
in by a sledge, and the manure spread from the panniers of ponies, but,
fortunately for him, he married a very powerful woman, a servant lass
named Jean Moffat, who started a dairy on the little farm with seven
cows, and used to carry her butter on her back into Glasgow seven
miles, tramping seven miles back again. She ruled her eight sons and
two daughters with a rod of iron, allotting every one of them his or her
task on the farm, and the same method was used in the mines.

The financial brain of the business was the eldest son, William, to
whom and his three younger brothers the father gave over all his leases
in 1830, three years before he died. The marketing of the coal was
assigned to the third son, Alexander; the mechanical side to James,
who was to found the Baird lectures ; and the three younger sons each
had his tasks, and were admitted with half shares into the firm of
William Baird and Company.

‘The Baird brothers never lost their interest in land, and it was that
that made them buy £2,000,000 of estates, situated in nine counties.

It is a notorious fact that great soldiers have few sons or none, and
it is equally true of the eight Bairds as captains of industry, for three
of them did not marry, one had no issue, and the other four had between
them nine sons and eight daughters, and the eight brothers worked so
hard that only two of them lived to be septunagenarians, the average
age at death being sixty years,

James Baird, in many ways the most forceful, and certainly the
most articulate of the eight brothers, was the only one of the group to
tell us, as he did in the rare, privately printed history of the family
issued in Glasgow in 1875, just how it came about that a farmer and
his eight farmer sons could become great mine developers, one blast
furnace actually constructed by James with his own hands, and ulti-
mately blossoming out into nearly fifty blast furnaces, producing
300,000 tons of iron a year, and employing 10,000 men.

In his reminiscences printed in this volume he expressed the fear
that the *‘ clogs-to-clogs ** theory, to use the Lancashire phrase, would
in all probability act in the matter of the Bairds ; and sure enough it
did so in the case of George Alexander Baird, the only child of the
seventh son, George Baird of Auchmedden, Aberdeenshire. Incidentally,
it may be stated that this estate had been bought by the fifth son,
Robert, in 1855, because the lands had been held for two and a half
centuries by another family of Baird, with whose line the Gartsherrie
group wished to establish contacts. It is a highly ironical fact that
Auchmedden should have been inherited from James, with his *' clogs-
to-clogs "’ doubt, by his nephew George Alexander, who was born in
1861 and started life with something like £3,000,000. Expelled from
Eton, he took to racing in 1879, was warned off the turf in 1882 for
trying to ride down Lord Harrington, and on being restored in 1884
under the name of " Mr Abington,” was the first gmtleman jockey to
be licensed to ride with professionals.
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In racing he showed some of the intense desire to master his business
that had marked his father and uncles, but he ultimately took up with
prize fighters, and had a most lurid career in London, figuring, for
example, between 2gth February and 7th March, 1890, in the Divorce
Court as mulcted co-respondent ; in the police-court as witness to a
brutal assault in his house near Berkeley Square; and then in the
High Court as the unsuccessful plaintiff in an attempt to restrain the
Pelican Club from expelling him.

He went, in the spring of 1893, to Chicago for the fight between
Mitchell and Corbett, whom he backed, between them, for fizooo.
Before the fight could take place he acted as second at New Orleans
in the fight between Jem Hall and Fitzsimmons, caught pneumonia, and
died. He was brought back in the same ship, the Majestic, to the same
port, Liverpool (from which he had sailed), a month after he set out,
lying in his coffin, embalmed, in evening dress, aged thirty-two; and
he was buried beside his father at Stichill, one of his estates which he
had not seen for years, a touch of drama being lent the situation by
Charlie Mitchell, his prize-fighting crony, hanging about the outskirts
of the churchyard.

The following table gives some details of the amazing family :

Age.  Sons. Daughters, Estate,
WiILLIAM (1796-1864) . 65 6 5 Elie
Joun (1798-1870) . 3 2 1 Lochwood
ALEXANDER (1799-1862) 03 Unmarried Urie

5 = o .+ [Cambusdoon

JamEs (1802-1876) . . 74 Twice married {Enoydart
ROBERT (1806-1856) . 50 Unmarried Auchmedden
Doucras (1808-1854) . 46 0 2 Closeburn
GEORGE (1810-1870) . 6o 1 o Strichen
Davip (1816-1860) . . 54 Unmarried Stichill

487 g 8 g counties

The President thanked Dr Bulloch for his illumin-
ating Sentiment, and Dr Bulloch in reply said he had
given but one-tenth part of the interesting story of the
family founded by William Baird.

Rev. Dr Fleming, Past-President, in proposing
“ Our Guests,” said that sometimes he had no text and
sometimes he had no sermon. To-night he had neither.
But nobody could follow Dr J. M. Bulloch without
having something to say. Dr Bulloch, he said, was a
specialist on the letter B—Baird, Bulloch, and Burns ;
and on all of these he was an authority. He coupled
with the toast Mr Gisborne, solicitor. When giving
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the toast of our friends present, let them not forget
absent friends. Let them specially remember Mr Mon-
crieff. QOur hearts were with him, as his was with us.

Mr Gisborne, son-in-law of Sir William Noble,
suitably replied.

During the evening, Mr Bailey, a new member,
was introduced, the President, Mr MacDonald, re-
marking when proposing Mr Bailey’s health that he
was the second generation of his family connected with
the Society.

Mr John B. Rintoul told some pawky stories, and
Mr Davidson sang with great spirit *“ The March of the
Cameron Men.”

THE ScoT As BANKER.

At the Council meeting held at the Holborn
Restaurant on the rrth January, 1934, the President
referred to the Society’s property, cups, banners, etc.,
and suggested the advisability of having a small com-
mittee to draw up an inventory of the property and its
whereabouts, and take steps to have it protected.

The suggestion was adopted and the President,
Vice-President, Hon. Secretary, and Hon. Historian
were appointed a committee to report.

At the Little Dinner, which was largely attended,
the President asked Mr T. M. Stephen, a banker him-
self, to give his Sentiment “ The Scot as Banker.”
Mr MacDonald said that Mr Stephen was an ardent
member of the Society ; he had studied his subject,
and we would hear, he was sure, how the Scot had
adapted himself to the banking profession in all parts
of the world.

Mr Stephen said :

In a community consisting largely of amateur and professional
economists, the financial situation, and its effects on industry and trade,
are topics of general and perhaps interminable discussion. Most people
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are aware that trade and industry are greatly assisted, directly and
indirectly, by credit administered by the banks. In the last few years
the banks' administration of credit has attracted a mass of criticism,
and all kinds of thecries have been advanced as to the true functions of
banking institutions in the community.

The principles of banking, which have been evolved through the
experience of Scotland from very early times, have provided such an
example for the rest of the world that the system has from time to
time been regarded as a model for others to follow. Its essential features
have been the subject of Government enquiries in the United States,
in France, and other Continental countries. It may therefore be of
interest to a gathering such as this, briefly to review some of the distine-
tive features of Scottish banking, its development, and its contribution
to banking throughout the Empire.

To the student of history, the outstanding feature of Scottish
banking is its suitability to the circumstances of the country and the
genius of the people. This is a fact quite unusual in most countries,
Elsewhere the State has inspired their foundation, moulded their
character, and limited their powers and functions from the beginning.
In Scotland, however, the share of the State was practically confined
to the grant of Charters to the earliest institutions, with the result that
principles and practice founded on the experience of the first Scottish
bankers gradually took form in accordance with the requirements of
the nation.

When banking began in Scotland at the end of the seventeenth
century, she was marked out as one of the poorest countries in the whole
world. At that time agriculture was the main industry of the people,
but methods of cultivation were so primitive that part of the popula-
tion was often on the verge of famine. Having no means to buy food
abroad, a bad harvest inevitably resulted in people dying from starva-
tion in many districts. Scotland’s only exports then were coal, fish, a
small quantity of linen, and 20,000-30,000 head of cattle, sold annually
to England at prices between £1 and #2 sterling. In these inauspicious
circumstances the Bank of Scotland was founded in 1696. Seven of
the Bank's first Directors, including the Governor, were London citizens
of Scottish descent, and the other seven, including the Deputy Governor,
were merchants in Edinburgh. The Bank's first Accountant was a man
well known to all those who received their education in Edinburgh—
George Watson, founder of the Hospital, now the College, which still
bears his name.

The Bank's charter gave it a monopoly for twenty-one years, and
another clause of its constitution which reflected the wisdom of its
founders prohibited it from employing its funds in any trade or business
save that of banking, a provision which had it been inserted in the
constitution of many other banks, would have saved them from disaster,

In the year of its foundation, the Bank opened four branches, at
Glasgow, Aberdeen, Dundee, and Montrose, but these were closed a
vear later, as the times were not ripe for this development. The experi-
ment, however, is characteristic of the enterprize of the Scottish banker,

The Bank, from its commencement, issued notes of varying de-
nominations from £roo down to £1. Such was the deficiency of capital
and currency in Scotland at the time, that these notes became immedi-
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ately of the utmost value to the community, as they gave trade its first
impetus by fulfilling the functions of capital.

In 1707 the Union of Parliments was accomplished. The relations
between England and Scotland had been for some time of the worst
possible description. Scots were rudely excluded from the English
colonies and they had none of their own. Scotland at the time was
suffering acutely from the calamitous failure of the Darien scheme, and
enlightened men on both sides of the Border realized that if open war-
fare was to be avoided, a union was the only solution,

The Union, however, completely changed the picture, and before
many years had passed the people discovered the material benefits of
a union with their wealthy neighbours, as they got complete free trade
with England and her colonies.

The financial arrangements were generous to Scotland. As the
Scottish taxpayer would have to bear his part of the National Debt,
Scotland was given a handsome equivalent, namely the sum of {398,083,
settled largely by the issue of debentures, repayable in fifteen to thirty
years. The shareholders in the Darien Company, who never expected
to see any of their money again, were to get back every penny of their
capital and interest at 5 per cent. to boot, and many a Scottish home
was brighter for that clause in the Treaty, which was faithfully and
fully performed.

The proprietors of the Equivalent soon formed themselves into a
company, which was allowed an annuity of f10,000, and {600 per annum
for interest, salaries, and expenses. The company seems very early to
have entertained the temptation to make further profits by engaging
in the business of banking, as the prosperity of the Bank of Scotland
had dazzled them and many others.

The Bank of Scotland had regularly paid dividends which ranged
from 6 to 3o per cent. Various overtures from time to time were made
by the Equivalent Company for an amalgamation with them, but these
were steadily declined. As the momnopoly of banking granted to the
Bank of Scotland had expired, the proprietors of the Equivalent Com-
pany petitioned Parliament, and after years of persistent effort they
got a Charter enabling them to form a separate company called the
Royal Bank of Scotland, which is the largest bank in Scotland. With
its establishment a new era began, credit was no longer to run with
feeble stream in former narrow channels, competition with its good
and evil attendants had begun, new methods of banking were invented.
An important and leading feature of Scottish banking was inaugurated
at this time and the Royal Bank has the merit of having started it. I refer
to the origin of the now well-known cash credit. Its universal adoption
in after years by the other banks was an immense benefit to the com-
munity at large. In a poor but energetic country there are always
many industricus and intelligent people who, from want of capital, are
unable to exercise their powers beyond the limits of everyday require-
ments, If they are enabled, by the operation of credit, to increase
their business, their profits are proportionally increased, and they are
supplied with the means of repaying their creditors, and eventually
accumulating private wealth. At the same time, the wealth of the
nation is increased by the greater productiveness of national industry.
Thus it was that Scotland advanced through the instrumentality of its
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banking system, and in that system the practice of lending money
without tangible security in reliance on the respectability of the appli-
cant, guaranteed by two or three responsible persons, has been perhaps
the most potent element. The superior effluence of the general public
nowadays renders the cash-credit system of less importance in com-
parison with other departments of banking than formerly ; indeed, it
may be said to have been largely, if not entirely, superseded by more
modern and less expensive instruments,

Relations between the two institutions were the reverse of friendly
for the first three to four years. The first notes of the Royal Bank were
issued in exchange for as much of the Bank of Scotland paper as could
be got for money. Each of the two banks strove to make collections
of the paper currency of the other, and by presenting them for payment
in coin, without warning, in large quantities, endeavoured to embarrass
the other. The Royal Bank was more successful at this business, and
as the strife became very acute the directors of the Bank of Scotland
decided upon the insertion of the famous Option Clause in their notes,
by which they postponed payment for six months in the Bank’s option.

The British Linen Company was formed in 1747, originally for
the development of the linen industry. They issued notes and gradually
their mercantile transactions extended throughout the country. They
discounted bills, and granted accommodation, but very early they
recognized the difficulty of conjoining trade and manufacture with the
operations of banking, and in 1763 they withdrew from the former and
have since confined themselves entirely to finance,

About thirty years later they had about twenty branches in full
operation throughout the country, and may be said to have laid the
foundation of branch banking, which was a significant feature of Scottish
banking at a time when branch banking was unknown in any other
country.

In the second half of the eighteenth century a large number of
private banks came into being, the first and most notable being that of
Jobn Coutts & Co., the fortunes of which were amalgamated in 1773
with the banking house of Sir Wm. Forbes Hunter & Company.

With very few exceptions, the private bankers were also merchants
a=d commission agents, a combination which characterized Scottish
poivate bankmg through its history and which was very destructive toit.

The private banks, in their day, supplied a felt want, and played
by no means an unimportant part in encouraging local enterprize. Not
2 few went into liquidation after a brief and inglorious career, while
those of the better class were in course of time absorbed by the public
institutions. The connections between a number of the private bankers
and the Bank of Scotland and Royal Bank became very intimate, and
partners of private banking firms not only got seats on the bank boards,
but were believed to control the proceedings of the latter. Business
men began to find it difficult to get accommodation on equitable terms,
On the one hand, if they went to the private banks they paid larger
commissions than the public banks would charge. On the other hand,
if they went to the public banks direct, the private bankers, as directors
of the public bank, turned down their applications for accommodation
which they would readily have granted on terms more favourable to
themselves at their own private offices.
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The Commercial Bank of Scotland was started in 1810 to counteract
this state of affairs. It was made a rule of its constitution that no
private banker could hold the office of director. This was the beginning
of the end of private banking in Scotland, and the next twenty to thirty
years witnessed the decay of local banking and the development of
National Banks on joint stock lines. The same year, 1810, witnessed
the opening of the first Savings Bank, many of which are now large
institutions, with expanding branch organizations.

The time at my disposal will not permit me to tell you more about
the individual Scottish joint stock banks, with their systems of note
issues and cash credits, which have been of such material assistance to
Scottish enterprize. The development of Scottish banking is a fascin-
ating story. The keen competition for, yet sympathetic treatment of,
customers and their accounts, the common understanding and the con-
servative handling of resources, the opening up of offices in Londen,
the amalgamations and fusions of interests with English banks, all of
which leave Scottish banks stronger than ever, and better able than
most banking institutions {o stand the strains and shocks of troublous
times,

There is romance in the story of many a Scot who made a name,
and sometimes also a fortune, in banking. The career of William Pater-
son is a case in point. Born in Dumfriesshire in 1658, he left London
at the age of twenty-three and travelled on the Continent and later went
to America, ultimately returning to England with a scheme for the
establishment of a National Bank and a permanent National Debt. It
took him three years to persuade the Government that this scheme was
feasible, but this need not surprise us, seeing that he was only thirty-six
years old at the time. He has left an imperishable monument to his
imagination and ability as the creator of two of the greatest institutions
in the world, the famous Bank of England, and the equally famous
British National Debt.

The Scottish association with the Bank of England, however, has
persisted in its personnel down to our own time. Its late Secretary,
Mr Kenneth Graham, was a Scotsman, and he was the author of that
most delightful book, “ The Wind in the Willows.”” In his Life Letters,
recently published by Methuen, is the following story ;

A visitor who was being shown over the Bank remarked to one of
the butlers about the success of Scots in London. He replied in all
seriousness : * Yes, sir, the Bank's an example—the Governor’s Scotch,
the Chief Cashier is Scotch, the Secretary’s Scotch, and so am 1."

If more romance is wanted there is the case of the Drummonds.
The founder walked from Edinburgh to London, as many another Scot
has done before and since, and in 1716 founded Drummond's Bank,
which two hundred years later was taken over by the Royal Bank of
Scotland, but is still carried on under its historic name near Charing
Cross. Not content with Drummond’s, the Royal Bank acquired in
recent years the West End Branch of the Bank of England and Williams
Deacon’s Bank.

‘There are many similar instances, but I can refer to only one other,
Barclays Bank, whose name is derived from Robert Barclay of Ury,
the famous Scottish Quaker, lmown as ** the Apologist.” His son and
daughter married into two well-known banking houses, which ultimately




CALEDONIAN SOCIETY OF LONDON. 161

joined forces, and as recently as 1896 it was said that all the partners
of Barclay, Bevan, Tritton & Co. could trace lineal or collateral descent
from the Apologist. To-day that Bank has a network of over two
thousand branches in England and Wales, and offices in many of the
Dominions, Colonies, and elsewhere overseas,

In the Centenary History of the National Provincial Bank, which
has just been issued, another example of the influence of Scottish bank-
ing is recorded. According to this volume, the originator of the National
Provincial Bank had been so impressed with the achievements of
Scottish joint stock banking that he set on foot an agitation for reforms
in England with a view to the introduction of the Scottish system into
England. His arguments were confirmed when at the end of 1825 a
speculative outburst culminated in a crash. The writer states that
although Scotland did not avoid trouble altogether, the Scottish joint
stock banks all escaped, while in England no fewer than eighty com-
missions in bankruptcy were issued against country bankers, although
a number of the broken firms were able to pay eventually 20s. in the £
and resumed business,

The Scottish system of education has been a prominent feature of
the success of the Scot in banking. A couple of generations ago, arith-
metic in particular was always well taught, and good handwriting was
often a speciality. It has often been stated that the Scottish character
was built up on porridge and the Shorter Catechism, but when I was at
school the Catechism had the multiplication fable printed on its back cover.

In the past, when salaries were low and promotion tardy, there
was very strong reason why the young Scottish bank clerk should turn
his eyes to other fields, and at an early period in his career vou would
generally find him preparing himself for possible better posts at home
or abroad. The result was that, notwithstanding the love of country
and of home, hundreds, nay, thousands of young men went forth to
occupy in many cases, in time, the highest positions in the English
banks, Canadian, South African, American, and Eastern banks, as well
as in commerce and in the stock and discount markets of London, By
this widespread migration of the Scot the methods evolved in this
nursery of banking, the Scottish attitude of mind in financial matters
has been diffused throughout the world,

Turning now to the Scottish influence overseas, the recently issued
Report of the Royal Commission on Banking and Currency in Canada
has drawn public attention to Canadian banking problems.

It is of interest to note that of the five reporting Commissioners,
the only two non-Canadians were two Scots, viz. Lord Macmillan and
Sir Charles Addis, the latter a well-known banker, with a wide range
of knowledge of the theory as well as the practice of banking., The
report specially refers to the powers conferred on Canadian banks * to
open Branches or agencies ” and states that " this policy, following
Scottish precedent, has proved of much value to a country of great
distances, and to industries dispersed over wide areas.”

Thus system of Branch banking is one of the material differences
betwesn Canada and U.S.A., where the system of isolated individual
msttmtions has resulted in widespread disaster and loss.

Lord Macmillan and his colleagues accept the view that the Canadian
basnking system is a direct descendant of the first Bank of the United

M



162 THE CHRONICLES OF THE

States, of whose Charter essential clauses were embodied in the first
Charter of the Bank of Montreal. With all due respect, I prefer to
accept the view expressed in the official publication issued by the Bank
of Montreal to celebrate its centenary in 1917, from which I quote as
follows :

* The majority of the first directorate were Scotchmen or bore
Scotch names, and it was to be expected that in the conduct of the
Bank they should follow the example of the institutions in their native
land, and should seek in the colony ‘ to extend and to perpetuate for
the farmer and merchant the benefits and stimulus of a system the
worth of which Scotland’s prosperity could abundantly prove.” One
of the outstanding features of the system and now for many years also
of English banking,” the centenary publication goes on to say, ' was
the maintenance of numerous branches by a few banks of large capital,
and the Montreal banks, in adopting that feature, introduced one of
the elements of the remarkable elasticity for which the Canadian banking
system has received so much praise.”

This applies not only to the Bank of Montreal, but also to the
other nine Chartered Banks now operating in Canada,

Time will not permit me to refer in detail to all these banks, and
to the many able Scots who have assisted in their development. With
one exception, therefore, I shall confine myself to names of Scots who
have earned fame for themselves in connection with the building up of
the Bank of Montreal, which after 117 vears still holds the leading posi-
tion amongst Canadian banks.

The exception is William Allan, born near Huntly, Aberdeenshire,
in 1770. When only seventeen years of age he went out to Montreal
and joined the then leading trading firm of Forsyth, Richardson & Co.
before going on to another Forsyth at Niagara, and then to York, now
the city of Toronto, where he soon became a leader in public affairs.
My reason for making an exception in the case of Allan is that the
foundations of Chartered banking in Canada date from 1821, when the
Bank of Upper Canada, the first Chartered Bank, received its Charter.
Its first President was this Scot from Huntly, who held office until 1835,
i.e. for fourteen years, when he retired, to devote himself more to the
affairs of the British-America Assurance Company, the first Canadian
assurance company, of which he had been appointed first President in
1833.

William Allan died at the age of eighty-three. A son, who became
speaker of the Senate, the Upper House of Canada, died at the age of
seventy-nine, and a grandson, now seventy-three years of age, is a
member of the Hudson's Bay Company and Chairman of its Canadian
Committee.

Although the Bank of Montreal Charter did not receive the Royal
assent until 1822, that Bank had been operating since 1817, under
Articles of Association. Ome of the original subscribers was John
Richardson, a Scot, born at Portsoy in 1755, who was a partner in
Forsyth, Richardson & Co., the most prominent commercial house in
Montreal at the time (vide Bank of Montreal Centenary No.).

One of the original Directors of the Bank of Montreal was John
Forsyth, a native of Aberdeen, also a partner in Forsyth, Richardson
& Co., who became Vice-President in 1825. His successor as Vice-
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President was John Fleming, who sixty years earlier had been born in
Aberdeenshire.

With these two Scots occupying such prominent positions in the
commercial and banking life of Montreal, we can understand how
William Allan, who also was one of the original shareholders of the
Bank of Montreal, and many others were drawn from their homes in Scot-
land to found what then almost amounted to a new Scotland overseas.

John Fleming’s successor as Vice-President of the Bank of Montreal
was another Scot, Peter McGill, who was born in Wigtownshire in 178¢.
His proper name was McCutcheon. He migrated to Montreal at the
age of twenty and later assumed the name of his uncle, John McGill,
who also had been born in Wigtownshire (1752) but, after fighting
through the American War of Independence, had settled in Canada,
accumulated a fortune, and incidentally was a fellow Director of William
Allan of the Bank of Upper Canada.

Peter McGill became head of the firm of Peter McGill & Co., and
for thirty years was Vice-President and President (twenty-six years
President) of the Bank of Montreal, a record to be proud of ! He also
was Chairman of the first railway company in Canada, Champlain &
St. Lawrence.

I cannot trace whether these particular McGills were related to
James McGill, the merchant and philanthropist, who was born in Glasgow
in 1744, and emigrating to the American colonies, amassed the fortune
which enabled him to leave sufficient to found the world-famous McGill
University at Montreal,

While Peter McGill was still President of the Bank of Montreal,
another Scot, R. B. Angus from Bathgate, joined the Bank and rose
to be General Manager. Retiring from the service of the Bank to look
after railway interests, he returned thirty years later to serve as President
of the Bank when eighty years of age.

Mention of Angus and railway interests brings us to Donald A.
Smith, who was born at Forres in 1820, and his second cousin, George
Stephen, who was born at Dufftown in 1829. The latter, starting life
as a draper in Aberdeen, built up a business in Montreal and from 1873
to 1381 served as Vice-President and President of the Bank of Montreal,
ultimately becoming Lord Mount Stephen. Donald Smith, after many
years' service with the Hudson's Bay Company in Canada, served the
Bank of Montreal from 188z, first for five years as Vice-President and
then for eighteen years as President and thereafter for nine years as
Honorary FPresident, a long spell of thirty-two years. For part of this
period he also was Governor of the Hudson's Bay Company and High
Commissioner for Canada in London, and, as you are all aware, became
Lord Strathcona.

The names of these men still linger in Canada in connection with
the construction of the Canadian Pacific Railway, in which they both
played leading parts.

Lord Strathcona’s successor as President of the Bank of Montreal
was George Alexander Drummond, who was born in Edinburgh in
1829, and for twenty-eight years served on the Board of the Bank—
eighteen years as Vice-President and five years as President. His
successor as President was the R. B. Angus already referred to.

As already indicated, one could devote a whole evening to the Scot
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as a Canadian banker alone, but I must pass on without mentioning
many names of bankers, past and present, who have done credit to the
principles of Scottish banking in the leading British Dominion, Not
only in Montreal, but in Toronto and other cities from the Atlantic to
the Pacific coasts, you may hear familiar accents that remind you of
our native land. Perhaps I may leave Canada with a remark on the
wonderful vitality of the pioneers who blazed the trail there, Strath-
cona, Mount Stephen, and Angus, for instance, all reaching over ninety
years of age.

In the Argentine, at the present time, most of the senior officials
of the two large English banks are Scotch and the system of banking
is the same as in Scotland.

Modern banking in India dates back to the constitution of the old
Bank of Bengal, which received its first Charter in 1809 when it became
government bankers with rights of note issue. For the first forty-five
years of its existence, the Secretary of this Bank was a member of the
Bengal Civil Service, but from the middle of last century until the
beginning of this, the post of Secretary and Treasurer was held almost
continuously by two Scots, viz, George Dickson and William Cruick-
shanks. Both were trained in Scottish banks, the former, if not both,
in the old Caledonian Bank (which was taken over by the Bank of
Scotland in 1g907).

As long ago as 1867, Dickson strongly advocated the formation of
one great Central Bank for India, but it was not until half a century
later that the long-desired amalgamation of the three Presidency Banks
of Bengal, Bombay, and Madras was effected by the formation in 1921
of the present Imperial Bank of India. At the time of the amalgamation,
two of the three Secretaries and Treasurers of these three leading banks
were Scots, Robert Aitken and Bernard Hunter, and during the inter-
vening dozen years, four out of the seven Managing Governors of the
Imperial Bank of India have been Scots (all being ‘' knighted " for
their services), the others being an Irishman, an Englishman, and an
Australian !

The offices of the large Exchange banks operative in India and the
East are largely manned by Scots, and I think I am right in saying
that the Chief Managers in London of at least three of these Exchange
banks are Scots.

Only last week the newspapers were full of tributes to the memory
of Sir Robert Gibson, who had been Chairman of the Commonwealth
Bank of Australia for the past thirty-seven years. Sir Robert was a
native of Falkirk,

Sir James Elder, who received his training in Elgin, is now Chair-
man of the Commercial Bank of Australia.

In conclusion, I would like to make one reference to the Great
War of 1914-1918. That was the supreme test of banking principles
and the solidity of banking institutions all over the world. On the
declaration of war, Scotland was far ahead of England. She had her
own circulation of £1 notes. England, on the other hand, had to invent
hers, and it took several days to make the necessary provision for the
public. In hot haste a stock of paper destined for the manufacture of
postage stamps was commandeered to make an emergency currency of
£1 and 10s. notes.
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It is fashionable to-day to decry and ridicule what the banks have
been doing for industry during the past few years. It is often forgotten
that the banks have frequently faced, without flinching, decisions which,
had they merely studied their own interests, would have spread ruin
throughout many districts and industries. To foreclose on advances
or refuse further help to some of the large organizations which have
been so badly hit since the War would have thrown thousands out of
employment, brought misery into large cities, and indirectly affected
the position of many tradesmen who supply the needs of the employess
in their great businesses. Fortunately for Scotland, and for England
too, the banks have taken a higher view of their duties to the community,
and through assistance judiciously rendered they have kept many
industrial concerns alive which otherwise would have collapsed ; by
giving time they have kept many customers solvent and so made a real
contribution to the alleviation of unemployment.

In the last fifty years, Scotland alone has seen the number of
banking offices increase from nine hundred to over two thousand ; while
the deposits of the public banks in Scotland to-day are over £262,000,000,

The banking policy in modern times has been justified by its results.
The banks are not the dictators, but the servants of the community,
and in the development of this service I hope you will feel, as I do,
that Scotsmen have taken by no means an unimportant part.

The President, in asking the members to drink to
Mr Stephen’s health, and to give him their thanks for
his most excellent Sentiment, said that Mr Stephen had
shown what a wonderful figure the Scot had presented
in banking. Knowing something of Canada, he could
say that in our great Colony the banker was the guide,
philosopher, and friend of the agriculturist, who was
the backbone of the country.

The toast was drunk with Caledonian honours.

Mr Stephen returned thanks in lighter vein. In
their profession, he said, they had to exercise great
caution, but all the bankers were not so cautious as a
friend of his who was asked if a certain tradesman was
good for £50, as a loan to that extent had been sug-
gested. “ No,” was the banker’s reply, “ make it fifty
pence and exercise great caution’ ! In America the
banking profession evidently was not held in high
repute as it is here, for only the other day an American
newspaper had announced, “ America's latest colour
scandal, White woman marries a banker.” (Loud
laughter.)
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Sir Alexander Gibb, G.C.B., proposed the toast
“ The Guests,” a toast, said Sir Alexander, that was
always highly honoured by the Caledonian Society.
They had many guests with them, but he was coupling
the toast with only two, the Hon. Richard Linton,
Agent-General for Victoria, and Mr Thomas Collet, the
new secretary of the Royal Scottish Corporation. Sir
Richard Linton was the representative of an old
Scottish family, was born in New Zealand, and had
done great service in the home of his adoption, Victoria.
He was the founder of the Big Brother Movement in
Australia, by which young lads of good character were
sent from England and Scotland and were adopted by
farmers and others, who made themselves responsible
for the immigrants. The movement had been a tre-
mendous success.

They hoped soon to see Mr Collet among them as
a member of the Society.

The Hon. Richard Linton, Agent-General for Vie-
toria, who had a warm welcome, told the members of
the wonderful success of the Big Brother Movement,
which he had had the honour and privilege of helping
on, and how many of the boys who had been helped
had, by becoming worthy citizens, justified the con-
fidence put in them. Some of them had married the
daughters of their employers, and had succeeded to the
farms of their adopters and fathers-in-law. Mr Linton
said he appreciated greatly the hospitality of the
Society, and said he would convey to his compatriots
in Australia the good wishes which the members had
charged him with. To him that night was a memorable
one.

Mr Collet, who was warmly received, said his posi-
tion at that moment reminded him of a man in a
northern town to whom he (Mr Collet), then an inspector
of income tax, was putting some searching questions.
The man was edging towards the door ; and when the
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Inspector said : “ Let me see, you have a Daimler car,
haven’t you ? ” the victim said: “ Lord, I wondered
when you were comin’ to that,” and fled. That was
his position. Now they had come to that and he
couldn’t fly. He thanked the Caledonians for their
good fellowship.

During the evening, two new members, Mr
James Robertson and Mr. R. R. Tait, were introduced,
toasted, and returned thanks.

Past-President P. N. McFarlane recited a Scots

poem,
THE LOST WHITTLE

“ Ma whittle’s lost! yet, I dinna ken,
Lat’s ripe, lat’s ripe, ma pooch again ;
Na, I hae turned oot a’ that’s in’t
But ne'er a whittle can I find.

A bit caulk an’ a bit reid keel,

The clamp I twistit aff ma heel,

A bit auld shae tae mak’ a sling,

A peerie, an’ a peerie string,

The big auld button that I faund
When crossin’ through the falla land,
A bit lead, an’ a pickle thrums,

An’ last o' a’ some ait cake crumbs,
Yet aye I turn them ower and ower
Thinkin’ I'd been mista’en afore,
An’ aye ma han’ wi’ instinctive ettle
Gangs tae ma pooch tae seek ma whittle.

I doot it's lost—hoo, whaur, or whan
Is mair than I can understan’;
Whether it jump oot o’ ma pooch
That time I loupit ower the ditch ;
Or if I didna pick it up

‘When I cut a haunle for ma whup,
Or pit it in at the wrang slit

An'’ it fell thro’, doon at ma fit ;

But mony a gate I've been since then,
Ower hill an’ hallow, moor an’ fen,
Ootside, inside, but and ben,

I deot I'll never see't again,

Made o’ the very best o’ metal,

1 thocht richt muckle o' ma whittle,
1t aye cam’ in tae be o' use,
Whether ootbye or in the hoose,
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For slicin' neeps or whangs o' cheese,
Or cuttin’ oot ma name on trees,

Tae white a stick or cut a string,

Tae make windmills or onything.
Wi'd I was richt whaure'er I gaed,
An' a wis wrang when I didna hae'd ;
I dinna ken hoo I dae withoot it,

For faith, I'm michty ill aboot it ;

I micht as weel live wantin’ vittle

As try tae live withoot ma whittle.

Yon birkies scamperin’ up the road,
I'd like tae join the joysome crood,
The very air rings wi' their daffin’,
Their rollickin’, hallooin’, lauchin’ ;
Flee on ma lads, I'll bide ma lane,

Ma hert hings heavy as a stane,

Ma feet seem tied tae ane anither,

I'm clean dung doited a’thegither ;
Hear hoo they roar, an’ rant an’ rattle,
Like me they hinna lost a whittle.

It was the only thing o’ worth

That I could ca’ ma ain on earth,

An’ aft I would admirin’ stan’

Haudin’ the whittle in ma haun’,

Or hoochin’ on it's shiny blade

Tae see hoo guick the breath wad fade,
For weel I kent it wad reveal

The blade tae be o’ richt guid steel.

Puir whittle, whaur'll ye be noo ?—
On hill, on moor, on hicht, in howe,
Lyin’ a’ covered up wi’ grass,

Or sinkin' doon in some morass,
Or, may ye be already faund,

An' in some ither body’s haund ;
Or will ye lie, till roostit o'er,

Ye look like dug up dirks o’ yore ?

When we're a’ deid an’ soond eneuch
Ye may be turned up by the pleuch,
Or faund i’ the middle o’ a peat,

An' zent tae Edinbroch in state ;
There tae be shown, a wondrous sicht,
Wi’ jockteleg o’ Wallace wicht,

Thus a’ the comfort I can bring

Frae thee, ‘ thon lost lamented thing,’
Is tae believe that on a buird

Wi’ broken spear, an’ dirk an” swoord,
An’ shield, an’ helm, an’ ancient kettle
May some day lie Ma Roostie Whittle."
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TaeE DeatH oF MR T. R. MONCRIEFF,

At the Little Dinner on Thursday, 8th February,
1934, at the Holborn Restaurant, the President had the
melancholy duty of mentioning the death of Past-
President T. R. Moncrieff, secretary to the Royal
Scottish Corporation. Mr MacDonald said :

We meet to-night in the shadow of a great loss. As you all know,
our dear friend and colleague, Past-President T. R. Moncrieff, passed
to his rest on Tuesday last, after many months of increasing weakness.

‘What Mr. Moncrieff did for the Society and for the Royal Scottish
Corporation, words can never adequately express. We had come to
look to him in all matters affecting the welfare of the Society, and
never once did he fail to give his sound advice. He loved the Society
and all its members, and its welfare was his chief concern. His loss
will be felt not only within the confines of the Society, for his name
was a household word throughout the Scottish community in London.
The countless numbers of those whom he succoured during his lifetime
as Secretary to the Royal Scottish Corporation will, we are sure, ever
cherish in their memory recollections of his unfailing kindness and
generosity. As a Society, we will miss his genial presence and kindly
greeting, which was such a common feature of our meetings, * Here's
tae the year that’s awa’,’" which for many years was his sole musical
contribution to the meetings of the Society.

THE ScoT AS ARTIST.

The loyal toasts having been honoured, the
President called upon Mr Joseph Gray, the Scottish
artist, to give the Sentiment of the evening, “ The
Scot as Artist.” Mr Gray, he said, had done some
great work, including his portrait of Lord Snowden.

Mr Gray, having thanked the President, said :

All great art is national in inspiration. In all countries and periods,
the most significant work has been created by artists who drew their
inspiration from the life around them,

Before we study the work of individual Scots artists, we might
consider the national influences which inspired them in their youth,
and subsequently moulded their careers.

The Scottish school has nurtured many great artists. That is not
remarkable. It would be a very strange thing if the position were other-
wise, because, though Scotland is not a large country measured in
square miles, it has a wonderful wealth of natural beauty concentrated
within its comparatively small area.

The landscape painter finds in Scotland a loveliness without parallel,
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The glens and hills, the rivers and the fields, at all seasons of the year,
offer a continually varying source of inspiration to him. The ocean,
rolling in over the flat sands of Fife and Angus, crashing below the
cliffs of Aberdeenshire and the north, or sweeping into the sea lochs of
the west, provides the marine painter with motives for a thousand
canvases.

And can a portrait painter find a better subject than a typical
Scot 7 If he would paint women, where are they more inspiring ?

In the time at our disposal we cannot attempt to cover the whole
field of Scottishart : we can only consider the subject broadly, and then
give more detailed consideration to the work of a few men.

When we reflect on the great amount of fine work that has been
produced by Scots artists in the past, and is being created to-day by
living men, we see how little we can study to-night. But I have been
asked to speak on ‘‘ The Scot as an Artist,” not on the " History of
Scottish Art,” and my title suggests to me that what we really want
to get at is this :

That we should discover the roots of the Scots artists’ inspiration.
Remembering that all great art is national, we must see if we can find
the national spirit and the source of inspiration that illumines Scottish
art as distinguished from the art of other countries.

It is difficult to discuss individual paintings unless we have the
pictures or reproductions of them before us, and it is difficult to talk
to you in an interesting manner about individual artists without talking
about their paintings.

So we will just try to get the background of Scottish art generally,
see how the Scottish school of to-day stands in relation to the artistic
world, and then consider the work of typical artists, past and present.

I agree with my friend Neil Gunn that, however admirable the
spirit of internationalism may be in the political world, it promises to
be somewhat of a curse to modern art. The rapid spread and inter-
change of ideas and theories between artists of different countries has
a tendency to lead towards a standardized technique—and that is bad
for the artist, for in his work he should be an individualist.

Fortunately, independence in art, as in everything else, is a Scottish
characteristic and the more prominent Scots artists of to-day have
retained their independence of outlook.

I would ask you to note that, because it shows very clearly that in
these times of artistic upheaval and revolution, the art of Scotland is
still deeply rooted in the national spirit.

As you will all know, whether you have made a close study of art
or not, during the last twenty years many new movements in art have
taken place and the majority of them are Continental in origin., But un-
fortunately throughout the world, art students and some mature artists
have been attracted and influenced too much by the personal style of
the founders of the present French school of painting. The art of each
country is in danger of losing its national character because the artists
are all adopting the same point of view.

The first job of an artist is to express his own individuality, and
his own individuality, if it is worth anything, should be completely
identified with the country in which he lives, and its own culture and
traditions.
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1t is the business of the artist to study every style of painting, and
many great artists have been influenced technically to some extent by
the work of other great masters. We will always find that the true
artist retains his own individuality and that each period of artistic
endeavour has produced Scots artists of distinction, who have had
something of their own to say. They have not drawn their inspiration
from some other body.

Methods of painting have changed from time to time as social life
and culture have developed with the generations, and, although various
technical influences have sometimes made themselves felt, Scotland has
always been the enduring inspiration of Scots artists,

To-day, when some people would have us believe that the only
good art is Continental art, the leading Scots artists refuse emphatically
to use an artistic technique and point of view ready made from Paris.
They refuse to draw the northern hills in cubes and cylinders, and
paint the glens in Prussian blue, and the mountain tops in Chinese
red,

You cannot draw a Scottish hill in straight lines and express its
spirit. Its beauty depends on the wonderful rhythm, the sweeping
subtle lines of the heather-clad slopes. Everywhere beautiful sweeping
curves, as one slope flows into another.

All the non-essentials are stripped away. You are down to the
stark elementals of nature.

And this subtlety we find in the forms, we find also in the colour
of the North. A pearly grey runs through all the colour of Scottish
landscape, giving harmony and beauty. Harsh blues and vivid tints
characteristic of some Southern countries are unknown to us.

Certainly we get strong, definite colour, but it is always subtle, it
always has something about it that makes it Scottish, and not alien to
the North, I remember being at Rannoch with my old friend Dr Scott
one morning in October, one of those lovely days we get at that
time of the year. The sky a clear brilliant blue reflecting in the river
below. The trees in all their autumn beauty and, away in the distance,
the purple crest of Schiehallion sharply etched against the sky. The
whole landscape was a vision of strong, delightful colour, but no one
could mistake that colour for any other but Scottish, There is a quality
in our own harmonies that is unique, and you do not get anything
equally fine in any other mountainous country.

The beauty of a Scottish mountain seems so complete, so in-
evitable, that you don't try to analyse it. It is sufficient that it is
there.

Looming out of the sweeping mists, gracious in the noonday sun,
or awe-inspiring and mighty against the sunset sky, the hills of Scot-
land offer to the seeing eye a symbol of beauty and strength and endur-
ance that can never fail to inspire,

And at the back of all Scottish art you have the spirit of the
Scottish hills. The artist living within their influence develops a sense
of proportion, an ability to go straight for essentials that must remain
with him and influence him no matter what branch of art he practises,
or wherever force of circumstance sends him.

Those who live in a mountainous country know beauty—to live
on and about the hills means the cultivation of endurance and patience.
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The hills breed initiative. There is adventure on them too, and some-
times death. When we think of Scotland we can never forget the hills.

There is one difference between the Scots landscape painter and
the painter of the South. In the South, for most of the year, the painter
can take out his canvas day after day almost certain that he will find
the weather conditions unchanged. He works comfortably in the warm
sunshine. But in Scotland one works under more difficult conditions.
At most seasons of the year it is, as you know, inadvisable to rely on
the weather and for long periods it is quite impossible to sit and work
outside even if one has developed the constitution of a ghillie. But
after all, the finest and most inspiring aspects of landscape are those
passing, fugitive effects that can only be painted from memory—memory
assisted by knowledge gained through years of study. Effects of dawn
and sunset and afterglow, passing cloud and raging storm, and the
Highlands in the depth of winter, when the whole landscape is a sym-
phony in silver, white, and black. Climb a thousand feet or so and
lock down into the glen. You see the dark line of the river with its
drifting ice, and the stone dykes and trees making a grand abstract
pattern and design,

The farms and outbuildings and stackyards, and then the hills
rising from the glen stark in the winter sun, slashed on the shoulder
and crest with the black snow-streaked precipices. There are wonderful
things to be seen on the hills in winter. Once I was coming down the
big hill opposite the Devil's Elbow after sunset. We had been up to
the waist in snowdrifts half of the day—all our clothing that had been
wet was covered with ice. But I forgot all about that as I had before
my eyes beauty that was so awe-inspiring that it made one afraid. I
was about two thousand feet up, looking north-west. The sky was a
wonderful pale green with a golden tinge towards the bottom. I looked
straight across Glenshee, which is narrow there. The hillside below my
feet was gradually lost in the blackness of the glen and all around was
darkness but for the uncanny reflection of the sky on the shadowed
snow. But directly opposite, on the far side of the glen, peaks purple
and black were stabbing the clear green sky—purple where the shaded
snow came against the open sky and black where the vertical precipices
were uncovered. Beyond the first range I saw peak after peak, majestic
and mighty, until they were lost in a distant mist towards Aviemore
and Badenoch.

Every bit of Scottish landscape is packed with beauty. The charm
of Strathmore, of Glamis and Kirriemuir and the Braes of Angus. The
fertile Howe o' the Mearns, Aberdeenshire, Badenoch, and the Border
country, the Northern and Western Highlands. Wherever the painter
goes, inspiring beauty awaits him. Every district has its own individual
character. The quiet simple glens of Kincardineshire—the wooded
hills around Dunkeld—the majesty of Rannoch—the rugged, naked
grandeur of Glencoe and the Western coasts—birch-hung hill burn with
its wee trout—sometimes just a silver trickle between the stones, and
then, after rain, coming down in its miniature spate and tempting the
farm lads with their wands and worms. Noble rivers rushing over the
shallows into their deep peaty pools where the big fish lie, and so on to
the wide firths and the sea.

I have seen many countries, but they have nothing that cannot



CALEDONIAN SOCIETY OF LONDON. 173

be surpassed in Scotland. In the country itself, then, we have found
one of the sources of the Scots artists’ inspiration. Let us now consider
the work of a few characteristic men,

It is generally accepted that the most significant period of Scottish
painting dates from the work, influence, and personality of Sir Henry
Raeburn. He was the son of an Edinburgh yarn boiler and was born
in Edinburgh in 1756. He died in 1823. At this period, social, political,
and industrial conditions were becoming settled and the atmosphere
was more favourable to the cultivation of the fine arts than it had
been for some considerable time.

Raeburn was educated at Heriot's Hospital and at the age of
fifteen was apprenticed to a jeweller and goldsmith in the town. He
soon left that job and at the age of twenty-two was married and earning
a steady income as a portrait painter,

In 1788 Raeburn was firmly established as the leader of painting
in the North and through his studio in George Street passed a steady
flow of distinguished and famous folk, the leaders of Society in the
capital—soldiers, lawyers, lairds, and politicians. Demure or lively
maidens, composed matrons—everybody who was anybody mounted his
models” throne. His success did him no harm. There was no slacking
off in his work, though, being human, every picture he produced was
not a masterpiece. Success seemed to inspire him and he went on from
strength to strength, creating the great portraits that are one of the
glories of Scottish art and are to be numbered with the masterpieces of
all time.

He used very few colours, as all great painters do., There has
never been a more vital painter of men, and Raeburn was equally
successful in depicting the charm and beauty of women,

One of his finest portraits may be seen in the present Exhibition
of British Art at the Royal Academy. The painting is that of Mrs
James Campbell, a masterpiece if ever there was one. Here is a perfect
interpretation of womanly charm and dignity—masterly painting and
sensitive, shrewd appreciation of the character of the model. As in
most of his portraits, the details of the dress are cleverly handled and
subordinated to the head, and the bonnet and shawl are beautifully
painted with clean direct strokes and no fumbling,

When Raeburn was in his prime, there appeared the painting of
another man, David Wilkie,

David Wilkie was a son of the Manse. He was born in 1785 in
Fifeshire. At the age of nineteen he began his famous picture of the
local Pitlessie Fair, It contained 140 figures, all full of life and action,
It is on record that most of the studies of the characters were sketched
secretly in church during the sermon, without, of course, his father's
knowledge.

He sold the painting for {25, raised another {50 by selling other
work, and came to London at the age of twenty. The following year
he exhibited * Village Politicians " and found himself famous. Other
paintings in the same vein followed. Wilkie found his subjects in
Scottish literature, or in the life of the Scots peasantry. He excelled
in the painting of large canvases containing many figures. All the
Sgures had individual character and they were all doing something,

His titles, such as “ Pitlessie Fair,” * Blind Man's Buff,” and
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“ The Penny Wedding "’ explain themselves. '* The Penny Wedding,"”
for instance, shows a celebration with all the neighbours present—a
happy crowd of folk. Two fiddlers set a reel a-going. There is eating
and drinking and love-making and quarrelling, and the individuals are
seen and painted with a keen but kindly eye. His paintings were
usually engraved and found a large, enthusiastic public. To-day it is
the fashion to despise the picture that tells a story and Wilkie's work is
not as popular as it once was. Nevertheless, he was a sincere, accom-
plished painter—his work had a universal human touch and his genius
in his own line is undeniable.

In 1783 Andrew Geddes was born in Edinburgh. Scottish students
of painting have always known his work well, but its exhibition at the
Royal Academy just now has been a revelation to some English students,
though Geddes spent a large part of his life in London. Raeburn con-
centrated on portrait painting, but Geddes had wider interests and was
a great experimentalist. His work was unequal compared with Rae-
burn’s, but at his best Geddes was a master. At present there are three
splendid examples of his work at the Royal Academy, and it is generally
admitted that these three paintings hold their own with any in the
Galleries. The portraits are of Mrs Geddes, William Anderson, and
Sir Walter Scott, I'd strongly advise you to go and see them.

Now we come to one of the first great Scottish landscape painters,
Horatio McCulloch, 1805-1867 ; a Glasgow man. As a boy he was
apprenticed to a house painter. That brings to my mind the remark
of a friend of mine who used to say that all artists should have some
training as house painters. He said it would teach them to avoid
messing about, and train them to use big brushes and go direct at their
job. He instanced in support of his theory that before the days of
surgery the local doctor called in the local butcher when an amputation
had to take place, the butcher using his knife with the same confidence
as that which inspires the house painter when he takes up his tools.
I may say that this friend, Mr Gahan of Dundee, is a house painter by
trade and has painted such good pictures, too, that he has exhibited in
the Scottish Academy.

However, McCulloch’s painting was distinguished by considerable
force of handling. One of his best-known works is Glencoe—reproduc-
tions of it may be familiar to you. He got his first subjects from the
banks of the Clyde and from Cadzow Forest. Later he did fine work
in the Highlands. He was one of the first painters to do his large canvases
direct from nature whenever possible.

The next important period in Scottish art begins in 1852 when
Robert Scott Lauder became the master of the Trustees Academy in
Edinburgh. He gathered around him a particularly brilliant band of
students, some of whom were destined to make their mark and add
further glory to the Scottish school. These young men were Orchardson,
Pettie, MacTaggart, MacWhirter, Hugh Cameron, and Paul Chalmers.

Figure painters at that period were still drawing their subjects
from literature. It was a recognized thing that every picture must tell
a story. But Lauder’s great influence lay in this, that he impressed
on his students the need of fine painting, beautiful colour, good drawing,
and sound design. They could tell any story they wished, but artistic
expression must be their first aim,
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Orchardson's work was divided into two sections—portraiture and
subject pictures. He had a unique style of his own and used his oil
paint so thinly that it just tinted the canvas, in direct contrast to Pettie
and MacTaggart, who used a more robust technique,

Pettie's work was very strong and vigorous, often with a real
swashbuckling spirit in his paintings.

Wm. MacTaggart was one of the greatest Scottish painters, and
undoubtedly one of the greatest sea painters in the world.

Born in 1835 at Machrihanish, he came to Edinburgh as a
youth.

His time was divided equally between Carnoustie on the east coast
and Machrihanish on the west. Here, throughout the course of a long
life, he produced canvas after canvas, in which the rhythm, beauty, and
spirit of the moving sea were interpreted with a poet’s vision and tran-
scribed with a master’s hand. As he passed his middle period, Mac-
Taggart's handling became bolder and bolder. The paint appeared to
the untrained eye to have been flung on to the canvas, but, at the right
distance, each touch fell into place—the canvas sparkled as though by
some magic the sun itself was in it. The waves appeared to run in to
the shore, then rise and break in a welter of golden foam. He painted
the sea and sky at all times of the day and in all weathers. Practically
all his sea paintings were done out of doors, His easel and canvas were
tied down with ropes and heavy stones in a strong wind, otherwise they
would have been blown away.

The Japanese say that artists should always work from memory,
as in that way they will best develop a personal style and paint only
those things that have appealed to them most and which are most
significant to them.

MacTaggart was so anxious to avoid any direct copying of nature
that when he was painting on the beach his canvas was so placed that
his back was turned to the sea as he painted. He looked and studied,
then turned his back and painted. MacTaggart was one of the first
great impressionists and his landscapes were as fine as his seascapes.

Sir George Reid, an Aberdonian, owed his reputation chiefly to
his powerful portraits of distinguished men. Every bit of character
was carefully searched out.

Sir James Lawton Wingate is famous for his exquisite painting of
dawn and sunset among the hills and moorland.

Coming down to a later period, we find the Glasgow school which
was influenced strongly by the impressionists and by Whistler. Amongst
the artists of this period are James Guthrie, Lavery, George Henry, and
Arthur Melville,

No longer must every picture tell a story. It did not matter much
what the artist painted as long as it was well painted.

The general public, used to looking for some dramatic or romantic
interest in a picture, simply could not understand the new work. But
to-day the work of the Glasgow school appears very conventional com-
pared with our extreme painters.

Sir John Lavery in London made a great reputation as a portrait
painter, particularly as a painter of women, and his work is distin-
zuished for its fine colour and tonal values.

T Sir James Guthrie, remaining in Edinburgh, became President of
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the Royal Scottish Academy, and carried on the great traditions of the
Scottish school of portrait painting there.

To-day in Edinburgh we have some fine artists working, David
Alison, David Foggie, E. S. Lumsden, and the other Academicians
worthily uphold the northern traditions; while Peploe, McLauchlan
Milne, and young MacTaggart are amongst the leaders of a vital younger
school, MacTaggart is the grandson of the great seascape painter.

Sir John Lavery leads the London Scots in the artistic world, and
amongst the strong band of painters in the South are W. Russell
Flint, Fiddes Watt, George Henry, Harrington Mann, Ronald Gray,
James Gunn, Alex. Christie, and Ethel Walker, who is the greatest
woman painter in Europe. Martin Hardie is distinguished both as
painter and etcher.

We must not forget the etchers.

James McBey, originally an Aberdeen bank clerk, is self taught and
printed his first etchings on the kitchen mangle. He is an artist of
great power and wide range.

Muirhead Bone and Sir D. Y. Cameron, working in quite different
styles, are both established masters. Cameron’s finest work is inspired
by the hills, and he has interpreted their majesty both with the etching
needle and with oil paint. E. S. Lumsden, resident in Edinburgh, is a
distinguished etcher and painter who is doing great work ; and Norman
Wilkinson, famous also as a designer of posters and painter of seascapes,
has created a magnificent series of sporting etchings.

In conclusion, I think we have found to-night that every phase of
Scottish character has been reflected in the work of one or other of the
Scots artists we have considered.

Behind them all is the country itself, and the landscape painters
have well expressed this beauty,

Wilkie has given expression to the pawky wit and the human
(shall I say sometimes Rabelaisian) aspect of the northern character.

We see Celtic fire and poetry in such artists as MacTaggart and
MeBey. We find the philosophic basis in the worlk of Raeburn, Guthrie,
Cameron, and others.

And with a strong band of young men coming on, drawing their
inspiration from the country and its great national and artistic tradi-
tions, Scotland can well face its artistic future with confidence and

hope.

The toast of ““ The Giver of the Sentiment "’ was
heartily drunk, and Mr Gray thanked the members for
their appreciation and hospitality.

Sir Murdoch Macdonald, M.P., in proposing the
toast “ The Guests,” said no more pleasant toast could
fall to the lot of a representative of a Scottish society,
for Scots had something to live up to, for their reputa-
tion for hospitality was proverbial. He made great
play with what he called his latest constituent, the
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Loch Ness monster, who was no myth, but to what
political party he belonged was not yet known.

Dr J. M. Bulloch, who responded, spoke of Mr
Joseph Gray’s vital work. He understood the whole
Scots background as few other artists did ; and during
the Great War he brought before us the grimness of the
struggle and the work of the Scottish regiments.

Two new members—Messrs Thomas Collet and
A. B. Strachan—were received by the President during
the evening.

A LavyMaN’s JoB IN INDIA.

Mr MacDonald, the President, occupied the chair
at the meetings on 8th March, 1934, held as usual in
the Holborn Restaurant,

At the Little Dinner, after the loyal toasts, the
President called upon Mr Thomas Collet, the new
Secretary of the Royal Scottish Corporation, to give
his Sentiment, ““ A Scottish Layman’s Job in India.”

Mr Collet said :

" In the good old days " missionaries were recruited, in the main,
from a particular class ; some of them were very young men and women,
who heard the “* call ” and whose sole aim in life was a destruction of
the religions they found in India and the building up of a Westernized
Christianity upon the ruins. I do not for a moment seek to minimize
the value of the work of these pioneers ; I merely wish to indicate that
their faith was simple, their beliefs undisturbed by doubts and fears,
and their minds virgin of anything approaching an awareness of com-
parative religion. Their experience in life and their knowledge of the
world were even more limited., They preached in the bazaars, told
parables and recounted miracles, and interpreted the Bible. Their
message was simple ; it was one, very often, of the heart and not of the
head ; their methods lay in the example of their character, and, to this
day, many of the pioneer missionaries are venerated from the north to
the south and from the east to the west.

The generation which followed, and which is now carrying on the
work, was made of different stuff ; it is a generation which has made
its peace, or, at least, its adjustment, with science ; they are not afraid
of * higher criticism *’ and have worked out a reply to many of the

N
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doubts and fears which troubled them. They have studied sociology
and have widened the frontiers of their religious belief far enough to
take in, and give a prominent place to, the idea of * service.” It must
not be imagined, however, that this class is yet in the majority, nor are
all of the younger generation included in this category, but they are
now numerous enough, and intellectually active enough, to have large
influence.

Their training and outlock have brought new methods; they
believe that the Christian doctrine can stand on its own merits, ration-
ally as well as emotionally ; their ideas of service have, moreover, done
much to quicken the minds of non-Christians to the need for humanity
towards man. They have replied to the old charge that what India
appeared to need was not Christianity but bread, by their primary and
higher education, by their industrial institutions and their co-operative
banks.

It is about a co-operative bank for the assistance of the Indian
smallholder that I wish to speak, and to tell a little of a layman's part
in it.

Jalna is a town of some 30,000 inhabitants and is in the native
State of Hyderabad ; 210 miles N.E. of Bombay, on the Deccan Plateau ;
1500 feet above sea-level—a typical Indian market town ; from Novem-
ber to February, the cotton season’s height, a mad, dust-enveloped
welter of arriving and departing bullock carts; from March to mid-
June, an earthly foretaste of the ultimate subterranean fate of some of
us; and from July to September, the rainy season, a land of lovely
green and rushing rivers, squandering their three months’ crowded life.

Of the other work of the Mission I have no time to speak, except
to observe that its doctor for forty-one years was a brother-in-law of
the late Mr Alexander Ritchie, President of this Society in 1893-1894.

The Mission’s main problem was the economic state of its converts.
He would be a bold man who would generalize about a country so vast
as India, but, so far as this particular area was concerned, ** rice Chris-
tians,”” or those who were Christians for their stomach’s sake, simply
did not exist. The facts were that, of the total native Christian com-
munity of four thousand, 2 per cent. got their living from it by doing
a good day's work as teachers and the like—the remaining 8 per cent.
had to fend for themselves.

I do not propose to deal with the old question of “ Why work
among low caste,” but would simply state that from the economic
standpoint the high caste did not and the out-caste did need, shall T say,
* uplift.” For a Hindu to become Christian, any sort of Christian,
even an indifferent one, was economically to sign his death-warrant,
death by economic starvation. His daily bread was dependent upon
his Hindu fellow-men, and to become a Christian, after a real testing
of his sincerity, mark you, was to be cut off from his livelihood, some-
times even to be driven out of his village and deprived of what little
land he had. His existence, miserable enough before, was a living hell
when he first became a Christian.

Twenty years ago, after the Mission had wrestled with this economic
problem for forty years, Sir Daniel Hamilton, a Calcutta shipowner,
perhaps known to some of you, gave the Mission the wherewithal,
70,000 rupees (£5000), to buy land on which to settle the best of the
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Indian Christians. They acquired the land on what can best be described
as the “ hire-purchase " system, and the making of men was begun.
As the years passed, repayments of purchase price and interest and
the loan of money on deposit from others encouraged by Sir Daniel
Hamilton’s example, made it possible to extend the work and to begin
the combat of another great social evil, the sowker, or money-lender.
Just as banks in Scotland are a vital necessity to the small farmer, so
is the sowker the life-blood of the Indian crofter, but only so long as
that money-lending individual is honest, which is not for very long.
The Indian farmer is nearly always illiterate, and the lender takes care
that his transactions are without witnesses, and a written bond conveys
nothing to an illiterate borrower. The inevitable lot of the smallholder
in the toils of Shylock was to be landless and homeless, And so another
struggle was begun, a struggle that was to mean murder and SOITOW, a
struggle the end of which is not even yet. The money-lender was
negotiated with, his claims, often ridiculous, adjusted ; his hold on the
local courts, secured by his wealth, lessened a little, and freedom secured
for one or two sore pressed. The local police, often corrupted by Shy-
lock’s gold, had to be scared by threats of retribution into some semblance
of justice ; the local law courts coaxed, bullied, or threatened into fair
dealing. The victory was not always to the side of mercy and honesty,
bowever.

Tom Dobsom, a Kirkcudbright man, my predecessor in this
wusk, Bad 2 price on his head, so well was he wresting the throttling
£ sowker from the farmer's throat. The price, a paltry
590 rupess ({37, 10s.), was wealth to a native, and Dobson was knifed
and done to death. From his death in 1922 until his successor’s arrival
m 1923 was only a pause in the struggle ; it was most unlikely that a
second life would be forfeit and the work had to go on,

The co-operative bank now serves all—to be in need of help and
to be worth helping are the only qualifications. Christian, Mohammedan,
and Hindu, all are one. Herein lies the Scottish subtlety of it all: no
sermons are preached by the bank manager. His trade is not words :
but actions count with a people who can understand only what they see.

It was not enough merely to release the farmer from the sowker ;
not enough merely to give an ignorant man thirty acres and a pair of
bullocks. In a land where rain prevents much outdoor labour for three
months of the year and a broiling heat discourages it for another three,
the national characteristic is not industry, and energy and common
sense do not flourish. For the wooden plough, which had merely scraped
the surface for thousands of years, the steel plough had to be substituted.
Where the luxurious instincts of the farmer prevented his following
the plough in the real sense and caused him to walk sideways on the
unploughed parts, holding the plough away from him as if it were
" possessed,” the bank manager had to dismount from his horse and
plough a bit himself—just for example’s sake.

Where bullocks, the sole beasts of burden, were poorly fed, badly
bred and ill cared for, cattle shows had to be held, and the bank manager
had to keep a pair of bullocks himself, just to show how it should be
done. Where torrential rains washed away thousands of tons of precious
top-soil every monsoon, mounds of earth had to be thrown up and
grass grown on them and the fields preserved for a people who “ never
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thought of it,"” and who would never have summoned up the energy
to do it even if they had. Where a people used their front-door step
as a midden, and had done so for ages, the elements of public hygiene
had to be tanght; and where cow-dung had, for years, been rotting
and unused, its precious value to a starved soil had to be demonstrated
again and again. When the bottom fell out of the price of raw cotton,
the staple crop, the fatal lethargy of a simple people had to be fought
with an urgent ferocity and alternative crops introduced ; where the
ignorant villager was robbed by false weight of his cotton in the market
place and where the ** small man * suffered as do * small men ” every-
where, co-operative selling had to be introduced until the collective
produce of the bank members was something to be sought after. When
seed was cheap, the bank bought heavily, and sold at the original cost
to its members when prices rose. An Austin tractor was bought and
was a miracle for miles around until overwork and Anno Domini rent
it asunder ; but not before it had caunsed two cotton plants to grow in
place of one,

Methods, because of one’s own ignorance, were often rough and
ready. The spring crop was a grain one on which the farmers depended
for their year’s food. One day my agent sent for me and showed me a
ripening field of grain. Some blight had attacked the crop and the
heads were empty and discoloured, My agent was certain that the
disease, whatever it was, was spreading rapidly. To have brought an
expert from Poona, three hundred miles away, was not to be thought
of ; it could not be afforded. Something had to be done and done
quickly. The whole crop in that field had to be burned, the land ploughed
and ploughed and ploughed again until the poor farmer was certain
that the cure was worse than the disease : but the blight was stopped.
One's justice, too, had often to be rough and ready, for to invoke the
law was a ponderous, involved, and often unsatisfactory business.

Once, after many warnings of what would happen if he persisted, an
Indian villager had to be given a prolonged belabouring with the bank
manager's own hands for beating his wife, to discover, months after-
wards, that the woman was an immoral character, and had deserved
all she got. That is often the village Indian way, as some of you know,
the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, if he can't get
out of it otherwise. That incident taught that manager a lesson, how-
ever, and was the only occasion on which he struck a native. In one
village a man had lied and lied and lied and defrauded in small ways,
right and left. To call in the police was not politic, and so the older
men of the village and the manager held a meeting. After many sugges-
tions had been made as to punishment, they hit upon a plan which
made that particular village one of the best-conducted in the district—
until the next time. They set the offender on a donkey, facing that
beast’s tail, tied his legs loosely below the donkey’s belly, and led the
“ horseman " round the village to amuse all beholders, Ridicule is a
dreadful hurt.

It was a constant battle. Tom Dobson, my predecessor, used to
say, "' It's an awfu’ job aye waukin’ folk,” and so it was, Ignorance and
sloth, thriftlessness, and the heritage of centuries of economic slavery,
were continually in attack, and had to be defeated again and again,
A life had to be paid for the price of victory, as I have told you, and
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Tom Dobson, rallying a little ere he died, being questioned by the
police of his assassin, replied, ** Let the lad be ; he didn’t know what
he was doing ""—in his death, as in his life, seeking to serve Him who
served all men.

Lest you are asking what all this had to do with missions, let me
tell you, in closing, of one incident in illustration. I spoke of co-operative
selling in the central market in Jalna. The season over, another tour
began, this time to give the village farmers their share of the proceeds
and to make recoveries of debts. In one village there were both Chris-
tian and Hindu borrowers. The invariable custom at this time was
for the former to refund, voluntarily, one full tenth of their income from
cotton for the work of the Church. I shall pass over the splendid signi-
ficance of that voluntary offering. In this case, the Christians had
followed their usual habit when a Hindu placed go rupees on the table.
He said nothing, but I knew, of course, that goo rupees had been the
Hindus’ total share. He, this leader of the Hindu farmers, was at first
completely inarticulate about his action except to indicate that he was
carrying out the wishes of the Hindu, non-Christian, group. I was at
pains to point out that the Christian tenth was definitely for Christian
work and that he and his fellows were Hindu. He persisted, but my
own persistence in asking why he had done this thing was at last re-
warded by hearing him say, ' Hae gya, Sahib, hae Devazai kam ahe.”
" Take it, Sahib, this is God’s work."

There was the Scottish subtlety of it all—mo sermons preached,
just Christianity in action, and the layman’s unforgettable reward,
* This is God’s work."”

The President, in calling for the audience’s thanks
to Mr Collet for his Sentiment, said they had that night
more than ever previously realized what the work in
the Mission field was like.

Past-President John Macmillan was in facetious
vein in proposing *“ The Health of the Guests,” a toast,
said the proposer, which never failed to draw hearty
response from the Caledonians. They were reminded
by some of their Lowland friends that the Society was
being overrun by Highlanders; but perhaps, said
Mr Macmillan, with a merry twinkle, that was why the
Society was flourishing and always attracted so many
worthy guests.

Mr William Harvie, President, South-East London
Scottish Association, replied, and told the gathering of
the work in the sacred cause of charity by the Society
of which he was the present head.

The President gave the toast, *“ The Officers,” and
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paid tribute to the splendid work which the Hon.
Secretary, Treasurer, Auditor, and Historian were doing.

While the President was a bird of passage, here
this year and gone next, the officers continued their
good work from year to year. He thanked them in the
name of the Society.

Mr John B. Rintoul, acting secretary for the
evening, returned thanks for the officials.

Mr James McDonald, in the course of the evening,
gave some stories ‘‘true and otherwise "—mostly
otherwise.

Messrs. Ian M. Bailey, A. B. Strachan, and Thomas
Collet—new members—were presented to the President.

THe FEsTIvAL : SIR THOoMAS CATTO ON
Scots IN INDIA.

The Festival, which crowns the labours of the
President for the Session, was held on Thursday, 1gth
April, 1934, in the Venetian Chamber of the Holborn
Restaurant, when a great company gathered under the
chairmanship of Mr MacDonald.

The guests, as usual, were numerous, the wives and
daughters of the members as well as other lady friends
gracing the proceedings.

Sir Thomas Catto was the guest of honour, and
with him was Sir Alexander Murray and other distin-
guished Scots.

The President, who with Mrs MacDonald had re-
ceived the guests, having given the loyal toasts, asked
the company to honour the toast of the Session, “ The
Caledonian Society of London.”

In the course of his speech Mr MacDonald traced
the memorable events in the history of the Society,
spoke of the eminent London Scots who had occupied
the chair, and told his audience how greatly he appreci-
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ated the honour that had been done him in putting him
in the chair.

The toast was honoured with ringing Caledonian
honours.

Mr William Miln, Vice-President, said he felt
privileged and honoured by being entrusted with the
toast of “ Our Guests.” It was gratifying to see such
a representative gathering, and they were delighted to
have such a distinguished guest of honour as Sir Thomas
Sivewright Catto, who was joined by guests from the
furthermost parts of our native land.

To those of the audience who were natives of
South of the Tweed, the greatest compliment he could
pay was that when first he came to London over thirty
years ago, a complete stranger in the great metropolis,
through the kindness and generous hospitality of the
English people he took kindly to English ways and the
English people took kindly to him. He quickly made
many friends—the sort of friends one met there that
night. His admiration for London and the Londoners
gradually increased, until a few years later he was taken
captive by one of their countrywomen ; but needless
to say she is now a Scot by adoption.

With regard to their guest of honour, Sir Thomas
Catto (said Mr Miln) is a man of great repute ; he has
filled so many important positions and done so many
great services that I hesitate to enumerate them all—
in fact, being a Scot I feel he might be embarrassed if I
attempted such a thing, but on the other hand I feel
1 should mention just a few of the more important
ones he has filled and filled well. He is a native of
Aberdeenshire, but has spent most of his time in India.
He was created a Baronet in 1921; heisa CBE.; a
partner in Morgan, Grenfell & Co., London ; a director
of Andrew Yule & Co., Calcutta ; and Yule, Catto &
Co., London; deputy chairman of the Mercantile
Bank of India, London; and a director of the
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Royal Exchange Assurance Corporation, Limited,
London.

In the name of the Caledonian Society of London
he asked the members to stand and join in extending

a warm and heartfelt welcome to Sir Thomas Catto and
the other guests.

Sir Thomas Catto had a great reception when he
rose to reply to the toast. He said :

It is a pleasure and a privilege to respond on behalf of your guests
to the toast so kindly and eloquently proposed by Mr Miln. It is, how-
ever, not an easy task after partaking of your lavish hospitality, for I
have found from experience that an ideal after-dinner speaker should
be a man so dyspeptic as to be unable to eat anything and so strong-
minded as not to drink anything. But I am neither dyspeptic nor a
teetotaller, and I really do not know why the honour of responding to
this toast should have fallen upon me. I think it must be because I
have the privilege of the friendship of your President, whose distin-
guished career and important position in the City of London bring
honour to Scotland and to us all.

As a Scotsman in London I should know all about your ancient and
honourable Society, but I must plead considerable ignorance, although
I know a good deal about Caledonian Societies in other parts of the
world—particularly in Calcutta, where I was a member of the Cale-
donian Society for many years. The objects of your Society as defined
to me by your President are ' the advancement of what is national
and philanthropic in connection with Scotland, and the promotion of
good fellowship amongst Scotsmen by holding in London a festival and
other social gatherings,”” I am sure these objects have been and are
being faithfully fulfilled. As for the philanthropic side of the Society's
activities, London is the happy hunting-ground of Scotsmen, and many
fill positions of great responsibility, including at the present time the
Prime Ministership and the Archbishopric of Canterbury. But some
there are who fall by the wayside, and these need help and encourage-
ment, which 1 am sure your Society endeavours to give in full measure.

It has occurred to me that one of the early objects of your Society
must also have been one not mentioned to me by your President, namely,
the encouragement of Scots to come south to fill the high posts waiting
for them in London, for these English are a kindly people and not
difficult to pray with and to prey upon. But Scotsmen are not the onl ¥
people to stray from home under stress of necessity. Even the English
do it themselves sometimes and that reminds me of a story.

When I was in India I had the privilege on one occasion of accom-
panying the Viceroy on a yachting trip on the Hoogly River. We were
all anxious that the trip should be an enjoyable and instructive one for
the Viceroy. So my friend, and your distinguished guest to-night, Sir
Alexander Murray, who then lived in Calcutta, was asked to explain to
the Viceroy the various interesting places on the banks of the river.
He performed this task in his customary efiicient and kindly manner.
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But at one particular spot I remember he said to the Viceroy, ** Contrary
to the general belief, the earliest settlers in what is now the Calcutta
district were not the Scots, but the English!"” And he went on to
relate that shortly after the Battle of Bannockburn certain English
settlers appeared on the banks of the Hoogly ! This was too much for
me ! I could not resist butting into the conversation with the remark
that I did not know the English, after the Battle of Bannockburn, got
as far as the banks of the River Hoogly in India before they stopped
running.

Now I have been told that the real test of an after-dinner speech
is to know what you are going to say! Say it! and sit down! Well
I am not sure that I knew what I was going to say when I stood up,
but at any rate I have said it and all that is left is for me to sit down
and wish success to the Society, and express to you, Mr President,
and to you, Mr Vice-President, and to the members of the Caledonian
Society, cordial thanks on behalf of all your guests for the hospitality
and courtesy you have shown to us to-night. (Applause.)

The time-honoured ceremony of the salutation of
the President by the Past-Presidents and other holders
of the Gold Badge of the Society was heralded by the
procession to the chair; and following this came
the presentation at the hands of Mrs MacDonald of the
Gold Badge to the immediate Past-President, Mr Robert
S. Kennedy, who was thanked for his services in the
chair during the previous Session.

Mr Kennedy ended the toast list by proposing the
health of the President, with whose good work for
the Society he coupled the name of Mrs MacDonald.

Mr MacDonald replied briefly, and thanked the
officials and members for the support which they had
given him during his year of office.

The musical part of the programme was contri-
buted to by Pipe-Major John Brown, who played
spiritedly marches, strathspeys, and reels ; Miss Cath-
erine Stewart, Mr Tom Kinniburgh, and Mr W. Dal-
garno, a recitation in the Doric.

A most successful gathering closed with the singing
of ““ Auld Lang Syne.”
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Goop-BYE TO oUR OLp HoME.

This social gathering was the last to be held in the
Caledonian Room of the Holborn Restaurant, which
had been for many years the home of the Society. It
had been decided earlier in the Session to make our
headquarters the Connaught Rooms, in Great Queen
Street, Kingsway.

Tae MEMBERSHIP.

During Session 1933-1934 nine new members were
elected : James George Blackhall, J.P.; William S.
Cobb ; Robert S. Forsyth; John Alex. Gemmell ; Sir
Henry Japp, K.B.E.; Robert Jardine; The Hon.
Richard Linton; James H. Robertson; Alex. Begg
Strachan.

Four deaths have to be reported : T. R. Moncrieff,
J.P., President 1919-1920, who joined the Society in
190z ; H. W. Thomson, who joined the Society in
1903 ; Sir George Paton, President 1913-1919, who joined
the Society in 1go6 ; Charles Coutts Michie, J.P., who
joined the Society in 1g24.

The present membership is: Members of the
Council, 26 ; Life Members, 16 ; Ordinary Members, g6 ;
Hon. Members, 2. Total, 140.

Obituary
Past-President THoMAS REID MONCRIEFF.

On 5th February, 1934, there passed to his rest
one of the best-loved members of the Society, Mr T. R.
Moncrieff, who succeeded in the presidency his great
friend, Sir George Paton. Mr Moncrieff joined the
Society in 1902 ; he became Hon. Treasurer in 1905,
an office which he demitted in 1913 when he was elected
Vice-President. He was President in 1919-1920.
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From the Chronicles we take the following notes
which were written when he came to the chair :

Mr Moncrieff is known to all Scots in London as the Secretary of
the Royal Scottish Corporation, the ancient Foundation which ministers
to the needs of the deserving aged and sick Scottish poor in the Greater
Metropolitan area. The headquarters of the Corporation in Crane
Court, Fleet Street (now Fleur-de-Lis Court, Fetter Lane) can truly be
described as the rallying-ground of all national and philanthropic move-
ments which appeal to Scots south of the Tweed, and in all of them
Mr Moncrieff, for over a quarter of a century, has been the guiding
spirit. His wise counsel and readiness to combine with and assist any
schemes of a benevolent or patriotic and national character have brought
him into close relationship with leading Scots, not only in London but
throughout the country, and his genial social qualities and large-hearted-
ness are 5o well known to all members of the Caledonian Society that
it is unnecessary to dwell on them in this brief sketch.

Apart from his multifarious duties in connection with the Corpora-
tion, Mr Moncrieff has devoted much of his leisure in fulfilling in an
honorary capacity various offices for the welfare of the poorer classes
of the London community. He is Chairman of the Hepburn Starey
Blind Aid Society in the West Central District of London. A Justice
of the Peace for the County of London, he is frequently to be seen on
the Bench at the Holborn Town Hall, where his wide experience of the
conditions in which the poor live and their battle in life is of much
value to his colleagues. During the War he was treasurer of a private
fund for entertaining the more badly wounded men in London hospitals,
was a promoter of St. Columba’s Church furlough work, and a member
of the Executive of the Federated Council of London Scottish Associa-
tions formed to provide various comforts for Scottish regiments in the
field. He takes an active part in carrying out the purpose of the London
Scottish Regiment War Memorial,

Mr Moncrieff was born in Arbroath, educated at the High School
there, and privately in Aberdeen. Thereafter he entered the Civil
Service and came to London in 1885, when he took up work at the
Home Office and served in the Prison Commission Department for
thirteen years. It is a noteworthy coincidence that the only other
Scots in this department of the public service at that time were both
Caledonians, Mr James Duncan, who for years gave much pleasure to
his fellow-members by his beautiful voice and his knowledge of lyrical
Scottish poetry, and Mr R. M. Hunter, who was Honorary Secretary
from 1goz to 19o7. It was in this early period of his life that Mr Mon-
crieff gained the wide and valuable knowledge, not only of official
administration but of human nature, which has proved of the utmost
importance in carrying out what has turned out to be his life work on
behalf of his poorer fellow-countrymen.

Those words were written twenty years ago, and
what has to be added is an elaboration of what was his
lifework up to that time. With years his knowledge of
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Scottish life in London became fuller ; he saw the
Scottish Corporation outgrow its accommodation ; and
he led the movement for the complete reorganization
of the premises, and the erection of the beautiful hall

in which the larger meetings of Scottish Societies are
held.

When Mr Moncrieff became the Secretary, the
Corporation’s capital was £55,000, and when he
demitted office in 1933, the capital had increased to over
£250,000.

At the meeting of the Committee of Management
of the Royal Scottish Corporation on 1rth October,
1933, Sir George Paton, from the chair, made the
following statement regarding the illness and resigna-
tion of Mr Moncrieff :

Since our last meeting, I deeply regret to have to tell you, the
health of our friend and Secretary, Mr Moncrieff, has not improved, and
he has made up his mind to retire. We fervently hope and pray that
he may yet be spared to come amongst us again as a Governor—for he
is a Life Managing-Governor—and join in the deliberations and work
of this great Corporation.

Mr Moncrieff has served the Corporation for close on thirty-five
years, and you all know—I need not tell you—how devotedly and
efficiently he has done his duty.

The invested funds in 1898 were some f£55,000, To-day they are
over a quarter of a million, face value in both cases. The income from
investments in 1898 was {1300 ; to-day it is well over £7000. On the
other hand, the expenditure on the work of the Corporation has increased
from f4700 in 1898 to £11,000 last year. So much for the progress of
the Corporation during the years of Mr Moncrieff’s management.

He has told us that by his will, of which he has sent me a copy, on
his death after some small legacies and after certain life rents the whole
of his estate goes to the Corporation. The National Provincial Bank is
appointed executor and trustee.

Mr Moncrieff has further permitted me to tell you, in strictest con-
fidence, that the estate at to-day’s valuation amounts to about £18,000,
This includes the estate of his sister, which has already been advised
and minuted as coming to the Corporation under her will,

I have given you these particulars in order that you may be in a
position to form a true estimate of how we should deal with his pension.

The Committee which you appointed at the August meeting of the
Management has given the matter much anxious thought and examina-
tion, and having conferred with the Finance Committee to-day, the
unanimous recommendation is that Mr Moncrieff should be granted a
pension from the 1st December, 1933, the beginning of the financial
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year, of {800 for the first vear, {700 for the second year, and thereafter
£600 per annum.

The Chairman then moved that the Committee
approve this recommendation. Mr Stephen, Chairman
of the Finance Committee, seconded, saying that they
had cordially approved the proposal, and he congratu-
lated the Selection Committee. The Chairman then put
the motion formally to the meeting and it was carried
unanimously.

The Chairman, continuing, said :

I am sure it will be your wish that I convey to Mr Moncrieff, with
this resolution, your united warmest loving wishes that, with God's
help, he may be granted improved health for many years to come to
enjoy ease and rest in his retirement. This is not the occasion for any
just appreciation of the man, and T am not the one best able to make
it, or rather to give expression to it. His strong character, his unfailing
urbanity, his paternal and loving care of the pensioners, his sound
judgment in difficult cases, will be long remembered by us all. Our
prayer is that he may soon be restored to health and strength and be
able to come among us all and help us in our task of ministering to our
less fortunate fellow-countrymen and women.

Sir George’s words were received with sympathetic
applause.

The Corporation conferred upon Mr Moncrieff the
honour of a Vice-Presidency.

From his painful illness Mr Moncrieff never
recovered, and on 4th February, 1934, he died.

On the 14th February, 1934, the Rev Dr Fleming,
Vice-President, in the chair of the Royal Scottish
Corporation Committee of Management, said :

Before proceeding to our ordinary business it will be your wish to
record the sense of grievous loss, alike public and personal, which invests
with sorrow our meeting to-day. Ten days ago, after a long illness
borne with cheerful courage and Christian patience, our old friend and
fellow-worker, Mr T. R. Moncrieff, Vice-President of this Royal Cor-
poration, and for many years its secretary, passed away. You have
already, on the occasion of his resignation, expressed in your minutes
the emotion which his passing from our active councils inspired. You
hawve also put on record, so far as that could be done, though the half
was not told, a summary of the services, rendered with much heart-felt
zeal, by reason of which we, the Governors, feel ourselves placed under
deep obligations of gratitude to his name and memory. I need not go
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over the same ground afresh. Last Friday, at his funeral, many of us,
along with a large company of other mourners, tried to give a last
public demonstration of our esteem and regard for our late friend. It
only now falls to us in putting these expressions on record, respectfully
to convey to his nearest and dearest an assurance of our deep sympathy
with them i their loss,

Mr William Will, Vice-President, supported the
chairman’s remarks, and the meeting expressed its
approval by standing.

At the Memorial Service at St. Columba’s on gth
February, 1934, the Rev. Dr Fleming said :

Let us remember in prayer and with affection and gratitude our
dear friend and comrade of old time, Thomas Reid Moncrieff, whom it
has pleased God mercifully to release from his long and painful illness
and to receive into His rest. Those of us who saw him oftenest in these
recent months will testify to the cheerful bravery with which one who
had never known serious illness before faced the daily struggle with a
hope that defied hopelessness and a courage triumphant over pain.
And those who, ere he was finally disabled, sat with him in counsel
marked the unflinching fortitude with which, before at length he had
to give in, he pursued his daily task, defiant of physical weakness and
distress. But our memories also go back to earlier, happier days when,
with buoyant zest and whole-hearted enthusiasm, he went in and out
among us, discharging the duties of noble philanthropy to which he had
consecrated his life, his great abilities, and his inborn tact and under-
standing of human nature in general and that of his countrymen in
particular, He was a bulwark of strength to us all. Many of us came
into his presence discouraged or depressed and left it reinvigorated and
cheered. He showed us how to enjoy life, and yet be strenuous in the
discharge of its duties; how to choose friends, to make friends, to be
friends to them, and to stand by them, for better for worse, always.
None was too humble for his compassion; none too exalted for his
respectful but consistent independence.,

The Royal Scottish Corporation is his monument ; the affection
and gratitude of countless friends and beneficiaries of the charity he so
faithfully dispensed are the bringers of spices and sweet ointments to
his burial. His name is writ large in the records of the Scottish com-
munity in London, and his works were a testimony to the Christian
faith that was in him. He lived to recognize in his successor a man
after his own heart. And so he died, the typical Scot—the happy
warrior.

Past-President SIR GEORGE WILLIAM PATON.

On 23rd March, 1934, on returning from a holiday
abroad, which it had been hoped would restore him to
health, one of the most substantial pillars of the
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Caledonian Society, Sir George William Paton, passed
suddenly to his rest.

Sir George had been for many years a member of
the Society before he was, in 1914, elected to the chair.
All through the weary war years he occupied the
presidential office, for it was deemed inadvisable to
have regular meetings. His services to the Society
will never be forgotten, and his memory in kept green
by the handsome cup which he gifted to us as a memento
of his presidency.

Sir George was in business in Greenock, of which he was a
native—he was born there on 14th August, 1859—and (we quote from
the house magazine of Messrs Bryant & May) in 1808 he relinquished
his Greenock business to accept the post of manager of the Diamond
Match Company in Liverpool—a post which he occupied with character-
istic energy and success. Just three years later that company was
amalgamated with Bryant & May, Lid. A few months later Mr Paton
moved from Liverpool to London, where he became joint managing
director of Bryant & May, Ltd., with the late Mr Gilbert Bartholomew,
The ensuing years marked a period of rapid development under the
shrewd and enterprizing guidance of these two far-seeing men. The
establishment and foundation of associated companies overseas, and the
beginnings of important reorganization of the business at home, led to
the expansion of the company's interests in many directions.

On the death of Mr Gilbert Bartholomew in 1911, Mr Paton became
sole managing director, Mr W, A, Smith being chairman until 1924,
when Mr Paton succeeded to that office with Mr Clarence E. Bartholomew
as deputy chairman.

Many schemes of further development followed, and the Brymay
Pension Fund was inaugurated just before the Great War. The anxieties
of the next four years were faced with determination and success. The
courage of Mr and Mrs Paton was shown in remarkable degree at the
time of the death of their only son, Captain Tatham Paton, whose
heroism was recognized by the award of a posthumous V.C.

During these years the now familiar cessation of Saturday work in
all factories was introduced, while the home business was largely re-
volutionized by the introduction of the Excise Duty on matches.

Post-war years saw vet further changes of which the most note-
worthy was the Brymay Co-partnership Scheme—the realization of
Sir George's most cherished ideal. That great scheme was launched
in rgz2o, and its successful operation in every succeeding year was to
him a source of the most sincere gratification.

On 1st January, 1930, His Majesty the King
rounded off the merits of our friend by conferring upon
him the honour of a knighthood.
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Funeral and Memorial Service.

The funeral of our revered Past-President took
place on the 27th March, the service being held at St.
Columba’s Church, Pont Street (of which Sir George
was an elder), while a memorial service was held
simultaneously at the Parish Church of St. Mary, Bow.

Large numbers of Messrs Bryant & May’s em-
ployees attended one or other of the services.

The list of those present at St. Columba’s is evidence
in itself of the esteem in which Sir George was held in
the business world, there being representatives from
every firm with which his business was associated, and
also from many societies in which he took a philan-
thropic interest. The Caledonian Society was specially
well represented.

A large portion of the Church was filled by em-
ployees at Fairfield Works, Diamond Works, Mersey
Works, and Leeds Works.

The service at Bow, which was conducted by the
Rev. G. F. J. Ansell, was also well attended, every seat
in the Church being occupied.

After the service at St. Columba’s the interment
took place at Putney Vale Cemetery.

To the April, 1934, issue of The Brymay Magazine,
the house magazine of Messrs Bryant & May, the Rev.
Dr Fleming, at the request of the directors, contributed
a beautiful appreciation from which we take the
following :

It was part of Sir George Paton’s policy to keep all the thousands
of the firm’s employees fully informed as to the progress of its affairs.
His schemes of profit-sharing and co-operation with the rank and file
of the workers secured, on the part of each employee, a definite interest
in the work and in its many ramifications. FEach man, woman, boy,
and girl felt that this was his or her business ; and they entrusted the
carrying of it on to chiefs on whom they could rely, whose disinterested-

ness was obvious, and who would see to it that the lowliest operatives’
interests were as surely safeguarded as were those of shareholders.



CALEDONIAN SOCIETY OF LONDON. 193

Sir George was a great business man, and one whose integrity and
high-mindedness made him one of the most respected and honoured
men in the world of commerce. But above all, he was a great philan-
thropist and a great Christian. As is well known to all readers of this
magazine, the health—physical, mental, and moral—of every one of
his workers, their happiness and their contentment, were always his
chief concern. Looking back over these pages month by month, we
see pictures of him and of Lady Paton in the midst of happy groups
and great gatherings in many centres of industry. Births, deaths, and
marriages among them were to Sir George as if they had oceurred in his
own home. The bride would have his happy seeing-off ; the widow
and orphan his reverent care. You could not imagine discontents in
these happy factories ; he forestalled criticism by calling the critic into
council. Thousands in his employment will feel that they have lost a
friend and father to-day.

I can imagine the consternation and distress in all the workshops
of this great firm when it was known that the chief of the partners was
dead. Yet my thoughts turned instantly to another partnership,
domestic and sacred, which had endured through nearly half a century
strong and unassailed, to which his death must have proved to be a
still more staggering blow. Yet it has been borne by its surviving
member with that noble fortitude from which their only son derived
his own, when he died in winning the Victoria Cross. We do not break
in on that sorrow with strident lamentations. But all who read these
lines will join in offering to Lady Paton, his true partner to the end,
and to their loved ones, the assurance of our respectful sympathy, and
the diligence of our ardent prayers.

St. Columba’s Tribute.

We take from ““St. Columba's Magazine " for
April, 1934, the following :

On Friday morning, 23rd March—the day when we expected him
home from his much-needed Riviera holiday—Sir George Paton was
sitting on the steamer’s deck off Tilbury, bright and on the eve of
landing, when he bowed his head suddenly, and was gone. It was a
happy, not unanticipated passing. But to countless friends the news
of it came as a startling and stupifying blow. So much depended on
him, so many had learned absolutely to rely on him, such a multitude
of affairs, commercial, philanthropie, religious, rested on his judgment
and guidance as on a rock, and on his decisions as final, that on all
sides his sudden going has meant grief and consternation.

On 1g9th June, 1g21, he was ordained an Elder in St. Columba's
along with six others; of these, besides himself, Field-Marshal Earl
Haig and Mr William Jardine Dalgleish, are also gone. Of the others,
three are for the present living at 2n almost or quite prohibitive distance
from the church. Only one, therefore, out of that fine group, is at the
moment able to render regular service. Such are the ravages of time
and change.

o
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In announcing his death to the congregation on Sunday the 25th,
the Senior Minister of St. Columba’s [Dr Fleming] said :

" Were Sir George Paton with us at this moment, he would say
that the chief and deepest source of all his happiness and the secret of
his calm and confident success lay in his religion. Never for an instant
was he unclothed of it ; never did he reject its counsels ; never did he
fail to resort to it in moments of difficulty for guidance, of sorrow for
solace, or of success for opportunities of acknowledging in all things the
good hand of his God upon him."”

After Mr Gillan had read the lessons at the St. Columba’s funeral
service, on March 27, Dr Fleming said :

" The loss which has befallen us in this Church and congregation
through the death of Sir George Paton is intimate and overwhelming.
Ordained in 1921 to be an elder among us simultaneously with Field-
Marshal Earl Haig, he shared with that great soldier and great Christian
a passionate solicitude for those who were in the rank and file of life,
Eager for all that promoted their temporal or spiritual good, he was
determined that no need should be overlooked because it seemed trifling
or any sufferer forgotten because he was lowly and unchampioned. It
was because the Church of Christ stood for these great principles of
brotherhood and love that he gave to it his zealous support; and it
was from the wells of its divine inspiration that he constantly recruited
the energies of his warm-hearted and tireless beneficence. He brought
to the affairs of our Church, and to the policies and management of the
endless charities in which he was interested, all the sagacity that was
native to him, and all the wisdom derived from a varied and world-wide
business experience. To him, the family of the factory and the family
of the Church were alike arenas on which might be applied and displayed
the principles of unaffected kindliness and comradeship which dis-
covered, in positions of influence and rule, only an added responsibility
for seeking the welfare of others in accordance with the rule and example
of Christ. This great gathering of mourners to-day represents but a
modicum of his friendships ; and in the great world outside, a literal
multitude mourn the loss of one who brightened life for them, relieved
its distresses, revived its hopes and uplifted its ideals with a steady and
strengthening fidelity. We come to bury, not to praise him. But
indeed we cannot bury him. For he will live on among us, a potent
example of what is noblest and best in Scottish character, in British
commerce, and in Christian life. We speed him on to rejoin the heroic
son, the winner in death of the Victoria Cross, who went before him.
We tender our loving sympathy to his brave wife, and to all to whom
he was near and dear.”

The Scottish Corporation’s Grief.

At the meeting of the Managing-Governors of the
Royal Scottish Corporation in April, 1934, the Rev. Dr
Fleming, Chairman, said :

Since the last meeting of this Board of Management, two vacancies
in its membership have been occasioned by death which it would be
vain to expect that in any real sense we can fill. Men of the stamp of
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Sir George Paton and Mr Henry Walter Thomson are not easily dis-
covered, even among London Scots ; great business men, great philan-
thropists, and great Christians. To our sense of bereavement is added
the feeling—in the older among us, at least—that we shall never see
their like again.

Sir George Paton has been for long the chairman of this Board,
and for longer still one of its most assiduous members and munificent
supporters. His great business abilities he put to the full at the service
of the Corporation ; he was proud to do so; of nothing in his crowded
and varied life was he prouder than of his connection with this great
and ancient Charity. We all know with what tact he presided over us,
and with what sagacity and sympathy he guided us in dealing with
the manifold cases of distress brought under our notice. On the very
eve of our expecting his return to our councils in renewed health and
strength, he was taken from us. To every one of us he was a dear and
affectionate friend as well as leader. We tender our deepest sympathy
to Lady Paton, whose heart was as much with us as was her husband’s,
and to the other members of his family and household, one of whom,
happily, is a valued member of this Board.
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CHAPTER V.

1934-1935 : MR WiLLiAM MILN, President.

A London Angus Scot in the Chair: Sentiments—'* The Vernacular in
the Scottish Schools,” by Past-President William Will; ** The
Scot as Farmer,” by Sir Robert Blyth Greig ; ' Scots Parliament-
arians I have known,” by Sir Alexander Macintosh; ‘' The
Scottish Magazine To-day,” by Mr R. D. Macleod; * The
Scot as a Philanthropist,” by Mr F. R. Stephen. The President
on the late Mr A. Bain Irvine. Obituary :— Past-President Andrew
Bain Irvine, Right Hon. Lord Riddell, Hon. Aunditor Robert
Davidson.

HE new President of the Society comes of an

old Angus family, whose origins Mr Miln has

traced in an old burying ground at the top of
Glen Esk, near to Loch Lee. Both his father’s and
mother’s families came of farming stock.

Mr Miln’s apprenticeship was served with a store
in Broughty Ferry, quite unique of its kind. Apart
from the ordinary grocery and provision sections, they
dealt largely in grains and feeding-stuffs, and did a
large tea and wine trade. In those days it was essential
to serve a four years apprenticeship—having one year
in each section of the business. It was there that our
President received the general knowledge of the food
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trade that has stood him in good stead in his mature
years.

Early in his career he went to Aberdeen and served
for five years in one of the oldest established food and
wine firms in Union Street. Thereafter he came to
London early one morning, a complete stranger, found
his way to the Bank, and the first person he spoke to
was the policeman on point-duty, who, it transpired,
had come from Aberdeen about three years before.

That same morning by ten o’clock he had applied
for a position, and an hour later secured the job.

For six years he was linked up with the multiple
shop companies, later joining a well-known West End
stores.

Some years later Mr Miln became staff controller
in Harrods, which gave him a wonderful insight into
human nature. He was responsible for the engaging
and discharging, according to the season of the year,
of all staff from the delivery men upwards.

Having in another great Stores studied the food
markets of the world, he returned to his old employers
at Knightsbridge, and within a few weeks had taken
over the control of the food, liquor, drug, cigar and
in-door and out-door catering sections. This great
position he still holds.

Mr Miln’s duties have taken him over more than
half the world. He has explored the markets of
U.S.A., Spain, Portugal and France, as well as many
other continental sources of supplies.

Our new President tells of an extraordinary series
of coincidences that were presented to him when at the
tail end of a journey in search of new markets. He
happened to come across a large fruit belt known as
Flickenger's Fruit Orchards, near San Francisco. It
crossed his mind that he had met a man bearing that
name a few years previously in Aberdeen. Although
Mr. Flickenger had passed away the organization was
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run by John Graham, a Scot. It turned out that it was
Graham whom he had met in Aberdeen. It appeared
that Graham and Flickenger had been cowboys to-
gether and were very successful. They eventually
decided to settle down to a comparatively quiet life
and cultivate fruit.

Here again fortune favoured them, and in time
they decided to exploit the English markets, and it fell
to Graham’s lot to do the trip to the British Isles.
While talking matters over with a business friend in
Edinburgh he decided to trace his own history, and
before long discovered that he was a direct descendant
of the Grahams of Claverhouse.

At this point, says Mr Miln, Mr Graham, with
great pride and with tears streaming down his cheeks,
touched a spring in the wall of the room in which
they were sitting and revealed an inside shutter con-
taining a safe, and then produced the usual type of
deed-box marked in bold type, * JoHN GRAHAM,
DirecT DESCENDANT OF THE GRAHAMS OF CLAVER-
HOUSE.”

THE PRESIDENT oN DEPARTED MEMBERS.

At the Council meeting on 8th November, 1934,
in the Cambria Suite, Connaught Rooms, the Society’s
new home, the President, after accepting office, first
spoke of the new meeting place, and thereafter said
they had conferred upon him the greatest honour any
Society could confer on one of its members. ‘I fully
realize,”’ said the President, “ that I am following in the
footsteps of many eminent Scotsmen—men honoured
in the professions and in commerce—but I can assure
you that none of them could have valued more than 1
do the honour which you have conferred upon me by
making me your President.”

At the Council and General meetings the President
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referred to the great losses which the Association had
suffered through the deaths of Past-President Sir
George Paton (1906), Past-President T. R. Moncrief
(1goz), Messrs. H. W. Thomson (19o03), Charles Coutts
Michie, J.P. (1924), Archibald Barbour (1924), and
Lord Riddell, the latter of whom had died during the
previous few days.

They were all men, said the President, who had
reached the top of their professions ; all men who had
earned the utmost respect and esteem of their fellow
Scotsmen, and although their interests were varied,
their hearts were as one in their love for the Caledonian
Society of London. Owing to the great services which
those brethren had rendered to the Society they would
be sorely missed.

The members stood when expressing their sorrow.

The President expressed his thanks for the
generous way in which the members had supported
the appeal for the Royal Scottish Corporation. The
President’s and members’ lists reached a grand total
of f1211, 5s. 6d., an amount of which the members
could be proud.

The President also referred to the great support
given to the Presidents by Miss Maxwell, who had
resigned from the Corporation and who had given
splendid service to the Caledonian Society.

It was thereafter resolved that the Society’s
appreciation of Miss Maxwell’s services be entered in
the minutes, and that a letter should be sent of thanks
for her work during the past twenty years.

At the Little Dinner following, the President
occupied the chair, and after the loyal toasts had been
honoured, Past-President William Will was called
upon to give a Sentiment, “ The Vernacular in the
Scottish Schools.” He said :

To our critics I should be a pathetic figure—a sair sicht—for here
you have a Scotsman advocating in as good English as he can produce,
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the preservation and cultivation of his Lowland Vernacular by means
of schools and schoolmasters, or as some of us would say, schuils or
skweels and dominies,

Those critics of ours, some serious, some curious, some crined
craters, sneer, and speir why we do not address meetings such as this
in the Doric about which we deive them. *If it be good enough for
the school room, surely it is good enough for a Caledonian Society,”
they say. I put this pertinent criticism at the outset, because I hope,
before I have done, to show why some of us do not—why we cannot—
produce our thoughts in the language in which every Scotsman is, often
uncensciously, struggling to find expression.

I remember some years ago, after some remarks that I had made
on this subject had heen reported in the Scottish newspapers, a friend
of mine, writing from America, said : “ I see ye're aye ca'in’ yer gird,"”
which to Jarge numbers of young Scots to-day would mean naething ava.

As you know, all our work, from 1920 till now, has been progressive ;
we have moved step by step, quietly but persistently and one feels
more or less successfully, to secure the admission of Scots literature to
the Scottish schools, not merely under the cloak of English, and as an
adjunct of that noble language, but as a separate subject in the curri-
culum.

I need hardly remind you that there is not unanimity in this atti-
tude, for many educationists, as sincere lovers of the Vernacular as any
in this room, believe that it would not be in its best interest if it were
included as a definite subject in the schools time-table. I believe,
however, that the pressure of modern conditions will force all our
friends to the conclusion that if our Lowland literature is not to become
a dead thing to future generations, and if our Vernacular is not to be
choked to death, a distinct place will have to be found for it in the
curricula,

What we have done it is unnecessary for me to recite here to-night ;
but of one danger we have kept clear. We have declined to mix up this
question of the preservation of Scots and its place in the curriculum
with what is called Home Rule for Scotland. Indeed, I have dissociated
myself entirely in my advocacy of the study in schools of our Vernacular
literature from any consideration whatever of the government of our
country. We have sufficient autonomy in Scottish educational matters
to settle this question without the introduction of party political feeling,
which would retard, rather than advance, our work.

We have engaged in no ram-stam methods. We have formed no
processions, We have beaten no big drums. No bagpipes have screamed
their indignation ; for, after all, the bagpipes are not the voice of Scot-
land, any more than haggis is her food.

I have been told by Scottish Home Rulers that if Scotland had a
Parliament in Edinburgh, this matter of languages—Gaelic and Low-
land Scots—would be one of the grievances that would be removed.
Unfortunately, the people of Scotland have shown no sign that they
consider the absence of the Vernacular from the curriculum to be a
grievance. They have expressed no indignation that many of their
bairns leave school in abysmal ignorance of the literature of their own
country, although they have to pass examinations showing a close
acquaintance with English and often French literature. Not only so,
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but we know there is a considerable body of opinion in Scotland averse
from the introduction to the schools of the Vernacular, in speech or
literature, in any shape or form,

When the complete history of our Vernacular comes to be written,
its treatment in our educational system will be one of the most interest-
ing and humiliating chapters. We can trace antagonism to it in our
schools from before the Reformation to this twentieth century.

Up till 1530 at any rate, Scots was still the popular language in
Scotland, and in 1542 an Act of Parliament secured to the people the
privilege of having the Scriptures * baith the New Testament and the
Auld " " in the vulgar toung in Inglis or Scottis.”” About 1550 Aberdeen
Grammar School pupils were allowed to speak Latin, Greek, Hebrew,
French, or Gaelic, but if they were heard speaking Scots they were
punished, along with those who came late to school and ** the authors
of mischief.” So as early as 1550 the stamp of inferiority was placed
on Scots. But down till 1690 Scots was freely taught in schools. The
Union of the Crowns in 1707, with all that it implied in intercourse be-
tween English and Scottish Society and in commercial intercourse as
well, was perhaps the greatest blow that the language suffered, and pre-
pared the way for the time—the middle of the eighteenth century—
when the ** new method,” that is English, became the rage, and the
flight from Scots became a rout.

Antagonism thereafter became persecution, The ‘' new method,"”
or English, became an obsession. TUntil then Scots was spoken by all,
rich and poor. In fact, the Scottish people were bi-lingual, as many of
our children are to-day. They could speak and write in both languages.

When the change came, the Intelligentsia discovered that Scots
was vulgar, but when it actually left Gentility and took on Vulgarity,
I cannot trace.

Just as Society to-day rushes to some fad—cloche hats or short
skirts—so Edinburgh rushed to English manners and the English lan-
guage—irom braid Scots to narrow English.

Thomas Sheridan, the Irish actor, in Edinburgh in 1761, made the
cynics sneer when three hundred broad-Scots-speaking men of fashion
and brains were being taught English pronunciation by an actor who
spoke in a rich Irish brogue.

This sudden conversion of Scotland from broad Scots to narrow
English produced some amusing and amazing results—a bastard English
familiar to us to-day, and represented by the boy who told his teacher
that he had been for a holiday to Fife with his mother, and that they
crossed by the Toe Bridge. ‘' Your mother didn't call it that ? " said
the teacher. ** Oh, no,"” said the boy, “ she called it the Tay Bridge,
but she's awful Scoatch.” I have heard a friend of mine being told by
the doctor to * Roll yourself well up,”” when the poor man meant to
advise my friend to ** Rowe versel weel up,” substituting a silly Angli-
cization for his healthy Doric. If we are to make any progress we shall
have to cast off this stupid gentility.

Scotland presented the amazing spectacle of doing its utmost to
suffocate its native language just at the moment that there was bomn
her greatest Vernacular poet, who conveved his message in that old
language which he loved and which some of his brethren were betraying.

Not for many years had there been any promise that Scots might
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find a place in the literature of the world. But Burns came flashing
across the northern sky ; the genius of this vital son of Scotland re-
vivified our language, and the wonderful use that the poet made of it
inspired the people with pride in their common tongue. By then, how-
ever, all trace of Scots had disappeared from the school books ; and
even the book from which John Murdoch taught Robert Burns was
utterly devoid of a Scots word.

The appearance of the star of Robert Burns in the literary and
social firmament attracted general attention: and although the anti-
Scots campaign has continued, the influence of Burns—bad in one
respect, because he has towered like a colossus above subsequent poets
—both by his own work and his inspiration to Scottish songsters during
the past hundred and forty years has, in my opinion, saved the Verna-
cular from much more serious decay than otherwise would have been
its fate. It was fortunate for our Lowland language, and for the memory
of Burns, that he wrote his finest poems and sang his sweetest wood
notes wild in his mother tongue—fortunate for the memory of Burns,
because had he not written in Scots the probability is that to-day he
would be lying in the churchyard at Dumfries—unwept, unhonoured,
and unsung.

But notwithstanding all that Robert Burns did for Scotland and
her language, there are still Scots men and women ready to throw mud
at his monument. This is the day of what the American in the clever
output of his word mint calls ' debunking " of heroes, Men and women
are crawling round with an electric torch in one hand and a muck rake
in the other, glowerin’ into ilka nook and cranny, into ilka hole and
corner of the lives of men whose great hearts and giant intellects will be
beacons to their fellow-countrymen when the miserable human dirt-
flies who are buzzing round their monuments and making an indecent
living by the buzzing will be completely forgotten. Both Burns and
Scott have been the objects of the attention of those muck-rakers. It
seems to be the function of some of those scribbling burrs, those ** It is
said,” ** the rumour still exists " kind of biographers to supply matter
without one tittle of evidence. (Applause.)

The appearance of the work of this inspired son of Ayrshire must
have checked to some extent the rush from Scots, but the persecution
of the language continued. The damage had been done, gradually the
speakers of Scots in Society dropped their Doric, and adopted the
southern tongue.

Since those days until recent years—for two hundred years—every-
thing has been done that parents and education authorities can do to
stamp out Scots as if it were a rinderpest. It has been scowled at in
the homes of the genteel because it is vulgar; and it has been clouted
whenever it has raised its voice in the schoolroom, because, so it used
to be said, it interfered with the teaching of English. In every con-
ceivable way it has been decried. When one recalls the mighty efforts
made to stamp out the language, one often wonders that it is spoken at
all, and that poets and prose writers still use it so effectively as a medium
of expression, Even its Scottish enemies must be driven to the con-
clusion that it derives its present strength from some quality as tenacious
as the heather on the hillsides—that it is an undying part of the stuff of
which the Scottish people are made,
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Having dealt shortly with the story of the decay of Scots—and it
must always be remembered that the Reformation and the Union of the
Crowns were two outstanding events in the dethronement of the lan-
guage—let us now turn to its present position outside and inside the
schools, in the homes and in the classrooms, for it is there that a lan-
guage, or a nation, is made or marred. To assist me in reaching some
clear concept of the present position of Scots, I asked the assistance of
three bodies of men and women—(1) Education officers and Committees ;
(2) His Majesty's Inspectors of Schools; and (3) Head masters and
mistresses.

‘When I decided to approach these three distinct classes of educa-
tionists I had no idea what their attitude would be to the questions I
put to them, that is except in two cases. I was prepared for the sugges-
tion by some that they had no time to spare for people with bees in their
bonnets, and by others that it wouldn't be a bad thing if people minded
their own business. But there was nothing of that, and certainly I was
not prepared for the spate of sympathy that greeted my letters, or for
the long helpful messages sent me. It showed that many educated
men and women in Scotland—the men and women, too, who have, next
to the parents, the greatest influence in moulding the character of the
nation—were concerned about the state of our common tongue, and
were eager to get together to do something to prevent its further corrup-
tion.

S0 intensely do those schoolmasters and mistresses feel about the
study of the Vernacular that of fifty-nine who answered the question
whether they used Scots in their English lessons only five said they did
not. To me more amazing still was the fact that thirty-one were en-
thusiastically in favour of the study of Vernacular literature having a
definite place in the time-table, and twenty-eight against, many of the
latter simply because the time-table is already overcrowded.

One of the series of questions put by me was meant to discover if
the attitude of the parents to the Vernacular had changed during the
past twenty to fifty years. For many years parents, as they improved
in the social scale, had endeavoured to cast their plebeian husks, one
of which is the common speech, in the vulgar belief that it was the
language of the vulgarian. The replies to this question showed that little
change had been observed except in the case of the North-East of Scot-
land, where the attitude of parents seems to be more tolerant, one
schoolmaster suggesting that a * fairly rich crop of writers of dialect
verse and dialect plays " had created  a definite change for the better.”

The replies to my query whether or no the Vernacular is spoken
freely out of school, show that in the cities and large towns the decay
or corruption of the Vernacular has been far more rapid than in the
country places,

In Glasgow " the out-of-school speech is debased English; ' purely
English pronounced with a perversion of vowel sounds and a clipping
of particle endings,” * the Doric has for the children the strangeness of
a foreign tongue,” Maybole Scots is ' mongrel English and slang," and
Greenock children speak ungrammatical mongrel English. *“ A strong
infusion of Highland, Irish, Cockney, and other elements corrupts the
Vernacular ”’ is another Greenock opinion.

In Aberdeen City, "' town slang expressions like ' I seen him ' are
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invading the country ; and the Glasgow glotal stop—wa'er, bo’le, and
50 on—is becoming evident.”

In the county of Aberdeen, on the other hand, while there is in
some cases a mixture of rich Doric and bad English, we are told of
other districts where ** naething idder ** than the Doric is spoken,

Here, then, is the raw material, whether it be good Scots or de-
based ; and one naturally wonders what the attitude of the authorities
is to those children who go to school learned only in their native speech.

It is interesting to know that Lowland Scots is being more and
more pressed into the service of the teacher as an aid to the teaching of
English. Time was, and not many years ago, when the use of a Scots
word in class would have brought down the wrath and the strap or
spaingie of the teacher ; but now, as is seen by the numerous references
in the replies to my queries, our expressive words and idioms are used
to help the laddie and the lassie, to whose natural language they belong,
to understand the, to him and her, foreign English language. A very
eminent Scottish educationist told me that he once gently reprimanded
a schoolmaster who refused to take the word bools from a boy, and said
it was wrong. ‘' The boy is quite right,"” said my friend ; “ bools is the
word, but I would tell the boy that marbles is the English equivalent.”
That’s it; Scots is right from a Scottish boy, and there is another
language, English. The boy is bi-lingual.

To read many of the letters which I have received is to know the
tremendous strides that educationists have made in the science of
teaching. Here in the teaching of English advantage is taken of the
natural mode of expression of the child, and instead of having the
English language whipped into him or her and the Scots whipped out,
thinking men and women use Scots to impart a knowledge of English.
Mr P. A. Conacher, Director of Education for Angus, says definitely
that teachers should accept answers in the dialect, especially in the
Infant Room.

Mr McHardy, Director of Education for Caithness, recognizes " that
especially in oral work the pupils express themselves better if allowed
the use of the Vernacular; and in imparting the information asked for
they cultivate a certain fluency and freedom of style which the mechan-
ical process of translation from the thought in the Vernacular to the
expression in ‘ correct English ' is apt to inhibit.”” Mr McHardy further
urges that later the "' Vernacular of the Lowlands and the Doric of the
North should be used to develop the style and aptness of expression
which they so materially assist.”

Mr W. D. Ritchie, Director of Education, Selkirkshire, has some-
thing to say about the " correction "’ of Vernacular-speaking children.

““When the child enters school,” he says, " he is informed that
certain pronunciations and words are ‘ wrong ' and is duly informed of
what is ‘ right.” To my mind this moral distinction is most unfortunate.
The child ought at school to learn by imitation and tuition of a good
fluent English speech of the plain unaffected kind spoken by educated
Scottish people. The child should also be encouraged to understand
that there is no shame. but a great pride to be taken in the Scots Verna-
cular, and to disassociate it from vulgarisms of all kinds,

“ It should never be suggested to the child that the speech of the
home, the playground, and the street is * wrong,’ but that it is different
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and, moreover, that it is the native speech of the non-Gaelic part of
Scotland. I believe that the appreciation and the practical application
of this clear distinction would give both a better English speech and a
greater love for and appreciation of our Scots Vernacular, and help to
remove the tongue-tied confusion on the one hand, and the affectations of
Southern English forms on the other, which disfigure so much of our
Scottish speech at the present time.””

There is this same far-seeing attitude apparent in the letters of
His Majesty's Inspectors of Schools, who, for obvious reasons, remain
anonymous. One Inspector says: *‘ As a practical measure I do wish
that in the Infant Room, particularly in the country, the teachers would
speak to the children in a language with which the children are familiar,
i.e. the Vernacular, not necessarily in the reading lessons, but when
speaking to them generally.”” This gentleman also tells me of a school-
master who asked his highest class to describe the local flower show in
the Vernacular. The result surprised him; several accounts were
excellent, some quite voluminous, and all at much greater length than
usual. This proves what we have been contending, that children—and
grown-ups too—can best express themselves in their native language.

Not only the Directors and HM.LS. approve this Anglo-Scots
method, but many schoolmasters make use of the children’s natural
speech to aid them in teaching English.

Mr. J. G. Horne, Ruthwell, whose vernacular poem, ‘A Landwart
Loon,” is a fine study of a country boy, and whose short poems are
found at too long intervals in the Casual Column of the Glasgow Hevald,
tells me that a teacher farther up the country spends fifteen minutes
every day with his class during which time every question and every
answer is given in Scots. " For my part,” savs Mr Horne, ** Scots is in
my mind in every lesson. I take a Scots synonym as readily as an
English one, and it is wonderfully encouraging to find that the parents
are keen on it too. I give them, say, six English words to take home
with them, and they are to bring back six equivalents in Scots, and
they can get help anywhere in their search, Many strange words are
unearthed.”

Mr Hugh Brebner, Rector, Gordon Schools, Huntly, also a supporter
of the Vernacular, but not to the extent of a definite place in the curri-
culum, says that in his own teaching he frequently malkes use of the
Doric to illustrate a point or elucidate the meaning of a word or phrase,
while his teachers have his sanction and approval for selecting suitable
Vernacular passages, both prose and verse, for study in class.

One of the lady assistants in English in his school, well acquainted
with Scots literature, makes frequent use of the Doric in teaching
French and English, and she can often get a Scots word closely allied to
a French word. She delights to teach her classes Scots peems and old
Scots ballads.

" When some of the little ones come to school for the first time,”
says Mr Brebner, " the teachers get splendid examples of Scots. For
instance, when one little fellow was being enrolled, the teacher asked
him his name. His friend chimed in, ‘' They ca’ him The Shargar.’
Sometimes when I say to a little one, * Where do you stay ? ' I am met
with a look of bewilderment, which changes to one of intelligent per-
ception when I say, ‘ Faur d'ye bide ? '
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Mr David MacKenzie, Banff Academy, uses Scots freely in his
Academy, particularly in the Primary School. ** When there is difficulty
in getting an idea over, a homely or expressive phrase often acts as an
‘ open sesame,’ sets teacher and pupil on a level, and creates the sym-
pathy and understanding that make for good work.”

An Aberdeen headmaster says he uses the Vernacular in the English
classes to explain standard English words and phrases. A pupil is
allowed, and even encouraged, to make use of the Vernacular when
English fails him or her.

And right through the replies to my queries one finds this en-
lightened policy in operation.

This pressing of the Vernacular into the service of the teacher in
the English lesson must have a healthy effect on the mind of the child,
who must appreciate that Scots is a language distinct from English.
This will prepare him for the next stage, which is the study of the
poetry and prose in the Vernacular. Here we are met by the cynical
but rather stupid questions : What Vernacular will be taught in schools ?
Will it be Gaelic or Lowland Scots 7 Will it be Old, Middle, or Modern
Scots 7 Will it be the dialect of the Lothians, the Borders, Ayrshire,
or Aberdeenshire ?

Well, Gaelic is already taught in the schools of Gaelic-speaking
counties, classical Scots of all periods will be in the school books, and
as there is little difference between the dialects of the different counties,
the language used by the writers in the school books will be understood
by all. If there are a few localisms, well, there will always be a glossary
or a list of * meanings.”” Sir Walter Scott did not discuss what dialect
he would use when he put his Scots into the mouths of his characters.
Meg Dods of the Cleikum Inn would have given her Tamteen rivals
their kale through the reek if they had questioned her dialect ; Burns
wrote in a dialect and gloried in it, and no Scotsman finds it an impedi-
ment to reading * Tam o' Shanter " or * The Jolly Beggars.”

The difference between the speech of one part of Scotland and the
other is more a difference of accent than of language, and I attach less
importance to accent than do a good many of my friends. In many
cases men and women think they are speaking Scots when they are
speaking merely English with a Scottish accent. I heard two west
country fishermen on the wireless a month or so ago. It was understood
that they were using the dialects of Ayrshire and Galloway. They used
nothing but English words, and lang-nibbit words at that. Their
accents are all that are left to show that they are Scotsmen.

There are already in the anthologies prose and poetry from the
Scottish Chaucerians to the poets of the present day, and if these books
were used in all parts of Scotland the children and grown-ups in, for
example, Galloway and Ayrshire would read in, say, Violet Jacob’s
“ Tam i’ the Kirk "’ the Scots Angus, in Logie Robertson’s ** Horace in
Hamespun " the Scots of the Lothians, in George Mac Donald’s * The
Auld Fisher " or " The Yerl o’ Waterydeck”’ and Charles Murray's
“ The Whistle "’ the Scots of Aberdeenshire, and so on, and would
acquire a vocabulary of the best Scots that the country has produced,
and thus lay the foundation of a standard langunage.

Several defenders of the Vernacular in the schools have anticipated
the time when books of Scots will be necessary in the schoolroom,
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Lady Craigie some years ago published extracts from the Verna-
cular pieces of Sir Walter Scott ; Mr William Robb, lately one of H.M.I.S,,
compiled a fine anthology ““ A Book of Scots™; Mr John Buchan's
" Northern Muse " has specimens of the work of fifty-eight native poets ;
Mr Thomas Henderson's ** A Scots Garland " is a valuable collection
recently published ; Palgrave's * Golden Treasury " and Gibson's
Second Book of Poetry contain many Lowland Scottish Vernacular
pieces ; and Mackie's Readings and Recitations in Modern Scots is a
valuable selection from the Scots classics.

There is no lack of material ; there is no lack of workers. Only
one thing is lacking—enthusiasm on the part of parents and education
authorities.

Many of the teachers, as is shown by the replies to my question
" What authors do you favour ? ” are regularly using Scottish authors,
notwithstanding their meagre representation in the examination papers,
Lovers of Scottish literature among the teachers seem determined that
the children’s ignorance of the work of their own fellow-countrymen shall
not lie at their doors.

From my replies, I find that thirty-five writers in the Vernacular
are named as being read at present in classes. There are in addition
the large number of authors not named individually but included in
the anthologies which I have just mentioned. If all the authors in
those collections be included there cannot be far short of a hundred
Vernacular writers whose work is at this moment used in the various
grade schools in Scotland.

In the letters from schoolmasters I find that Burns is named as
being used in almost all the schools, and so is Scott, and it may be that
apart from their position in literature their presence in the examination
papers necessitate closer study of their works., Charles Murray comes
next with eighteen mentions, Stevenson fourteen, and Violet Jacob ten,
The Ballads are named by nine masters, Dunbar by six, and Henryson
by four. Hogg, Ramsay, Galt, Mac Donald, Barrie, Logie Robertson,
Neil Munro, Marion Angus, Mary Symon, and many other present-day
writers are given as being read in class,

I do not place emphasis on the value of this partial census, but
give it as what I hope is indicative of the feeling of Scottish school-
masters as a whole.

The methods used necessarily vary, because those teachers who
take but a perfunctory interest in the Vernacular do not trouble much
about it except to cover the possibilities of the examination papers,
while others who are intensely interested in the subject, apart from
those examinations, have an ordered system of study. Mr Morren, the
principal teacher of English in Greenock High School, has a definite
scheme. Besides the use of Burns in class, the High School have a
Library open to the Senior Class, and this contains John Buchan's
“ The Northern Muse,” the " Edinburgh Book of Scottish Verse,”
Mr William Robb’s * Book of Scots,” Mackie's “* Readings and Recita-
tions in Modern Scots,” Dr Charles Murray’s * Hamewith and other
poems,”” and Scott’s Novels. Mr Morren's first-year pupils study ** The
Cottar’s Saturday Night,” *' To a Mouse,"” and *“ To a Mountain Daisy ' :
in the third year they read the Vernacular poems in Smith's Book of
Verse, Part IIT; and fourth-year pupils make an intensive study of
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selected poems of Burns (World's Classics edition). This is, so far as I
know, the most continuous study of Vernacular literature in Scottish
schools,

My request for ' Observations "’ produced a wonderfully interesting
series of opinions, in which are mentioned various agencies which are
helping to lay a better foundation for the restoration of the Vernacular
to its proper place in Scotland, Among these agencies are the Burns
Federation and Burns Clubs’' Competitions, the Drama and Musical
Festival movements ; in Aberdeen, the Noble prizes (offered by Sir
William Noble) for recitations by children in City Schools; the Craig
prizes in Galashiels schools for reciting and singing pieces and songs
from Burns or modern Vernacular poets.

Mr Horne, Ruthwell, says the Burns Club competitions and the
local Musical Festivals help greatly. ‘' The great idea,"” says Mr Horne,
““ is to catch the unfledged young ones before they stick on their English
feathers.”

Mr A. Miller, Alves, finds that in dramatic work his pupils prefer
Scots, ' and certainly,” he says, " enter into the spirit of the play more
readily and fully,” translating the Scots into their own dialect.

Mr James Mair, The Academy, Sanquhar, also advocates the en-
couragement of the Vernacular drama. For his school concerts Mr Mair
takes a subject like Halloween and writes a Vernacular dialogue round
a series of Scots songs and recitations.

In this connection Mr P. A. Conacher, Director of Education for
Angus, writes in praise of drama as an aid to the revival of an interest
in the Vernacular, and tells how seven or eight years ago a local rural
schoolmaster started a dramatic club, but found that the play they
were studying dragged. One player could make nothing of his part,
which was rather a good one.

The schoolmaster suggested that if the English didn't suit him, he
should speak in his natural dialect. The schoolmaster wrote out the
part in dialect and the result was startling. The man memorized the
whole part without difficulty, seemed to wake up, and proved a very
effective actor, The schoolmaster thereupon re-wrote the whole play
in dialect, but this not being satisfactory, he wrote original plays, found
them worth while, and he has developed into a dramatist of note, one
at least of whose plays has been produced in London.

This testimony emphasizes my argument that the Vernacular is
the medium of expression fitted for our mentality, and that English is
a foreign language, which we are bound to study and master,

In the replies from teachers, too, emphasis is laid on the valuable
work being done by the W.R.L

I have shown that school teachers generally are sympathetic to a
study of the Vernacular in class, but before they can be expected to
be enthusiastic, there will have to be some greater incentive in the
examination papers. A careful search of the School-leaving Certificate
examination papers for the past twenty or thirty years shows that while
pupils are expected to answer guestions in English literature from
Chaucer to J. C. Squire and Bret Harte, they need only know, among
the writers of Seots, Sir Walter and Burns. And I have found only
two Vernacular quotations—one from Scott and one from Burns—in
the whole of the questions given from 1906 to date. Throughout these
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papers are alternative questions about What is Scots ? and about
poetry before Burns, and so on, so that there is actually some reason
why the schoolmasters should devote a certain amount of time to the
study of Scottish literature.

A more cheering sign of the times is the English question paper
in the regulations for Edinburgh University Bursary Competition in
1931. This paper may contain ‘' translation of older English, not
earlier than Chaucer (and easier extracts from the work of the Scottish
Chaucerians).”

It is here, in the examination papers, that the reform must begin,
for the subjects in the time-tables in the various schools must reflect
the demands of the examiners.

What I should like to see in our schools, and I believe we are within
a few years of it—the Leaving Certificate Examinations will be the
measure of the realization of this—is every schoolmaster submitting a
course of study in Scots in every class in the school. It should be an
axiom that no pupil should be allowed to leave the elementary school
without having had reasonable opportunity of storing in his memory
the best songs of Scotland, the best of the Ballads, and the best of the
Vernacular literature, as well as his countrymen's contributions to
English literature, which comes in the English class. I am told by

" schoolmasters that if done methodically this need not encroach much
on the general time-table. Scots would be the medium of communica-
tion during the Scots lesson, as far as possible. The result of this reading
by the children and the teachers of our best Vernacular literature would
be, without any doubt, that the corrupt forms of speech used outside
the classroom would gradually give way to what would probably become
a Standard Scots, There would be a replacement in their vocabularies
of some of those valuable words that have been cast aside in the cause
of gentility for some English equivalent much less expressive. In this
age of apeish snobbery we are searching after false lingual gods. We
have killed “ men " and * women " ; and charwomen are now char-
ladies,

Our progress to this goal of Scots in the curriculum will be slow.
To achieve it we must have the sympathy and assistance of all in
Scotland who have influence with education authorities. Our first
approach must be to the Education Committees, who I have no doubt
whatever will view the appeal to national sentiment and the improve-
ment of our common speech and literature in a national spirit.

Even if the Committees are not prepared at once to place Verna-
cular literature definitely in the curriculum, an expression of their
sympathy will give the necessary lead to the teachers, most of whom,
we know, will at once respond with their assistance in the way that to
them is most convenient. It may be that in many cases the Scots
lesson would form part of the English lesson ; but to me it would be
a humiliating thing to see Scots tied to the tail of English.

The teachers, we know, have the future of young Scotland in their
hands. Sir Henry Campbell Bannerman once said that the ** Scottish
schoolmaster has done much to make the Scottish people what they are
—even more than the minister, laird, or farmer.” To the dominies will
fall the task of seeing that the rising generation gets an opportunity of
knowing the language and literature of their own country, and that

oy
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they are brought up as Scots lads and lasses with the national
spirit strong in them and not as mere apers of English boys and
girls.

The only immediate difficulty that I can see is that many of the
teachers themselves, having been starved, as the present generation is
being semi-starved, may have difficulty in instructing their classes in
Scots, for I have heard several graduates of Scottish universities say
that while they were at school and at the University they never read or
were asked to read a line of Scots. To the Vernacular Circle of the
Burns Club of London, Mr George Malcolm Thomson told his hearers
that he was never allowed to use Scots, he never heard it read or men-
tioned in the schoolroom, and only a chance meeting with Dunbar or
Henryson opened the door to a new world and to regrets that so much
had been denied him., And yet our critics sneer at us because we cannot
speak Scots fluently, Itis like cutting off a man'’s legs and then jeering
at him because he cannot walk.

One result of this literary starvation has been well shown by the
response or absence of response to the offer of prizes at the four Scottish
Universities for original compositions in the Vernacular by graduates
and undergraduates. These prizes were the result of the work of the
Vernacular Circle.

The prizes were presented to Edinburgh and St. Andrews ({250
each, about £10 per annum) by Mr L. G. Sloan, a generous past-president
of the Burns Club of London ; to Glasgow a sum to produce about £14
annually by Colonel Walter Scott, the great-hearted Scot who represents
in the United States the finest qualities of our race ; and to Aberdeen,
an annual prize of {10 by Sir William Noble {another past-president of
the Burns Club of London, a native of the Granite City).

The fate of these prizes is most illuminating

They were all founded in 1921 ; and for the ten years during which
the {10 prize has been offered at St. Andrews, not one entry has been
made,

We have the record of only five years of the Edinburgh prize, and
three men have won it in the five years—one man three years in succes-
siom.

The Glasgow £14 prize has been won by one man twice, and for the
past seven years no one has won it.

At Aberdeen two awards have been made in eleven years.

One cannot believe that Scottish students are to-day so opulent
or lazy that a £10 or {14 prize has no attraction. It proves conclusively,
in my opinion, that the continual neglect of Scots in the schools has
had the effect that might have been foreseen, of almost completely
stifling the expression in their native Scots of graduates and under-
graduates.

You will have gathered from my remarks that although in my
opinion we have made great progress in a quiet, persistent way, we
have still much to do, and powerful reactionary forces to overcome as
well,

I pay little attention to those who, in an endeavour to decry Scots,
threip doon oor throats that it is merely a dialect of English. That is
of very little importance except to philologists ; for wherever our words
and idioms came from originally—and our language is compounded of
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words from many languages—we have so moulded them that they are
now part o’ oor ain sel’s.

Situated as we in London are, we have not put all the energy into
the movement that otherwise we might have done,

We want a lead in Scotland. Who will give it ?

We are not without pointers in the matter. Sir William Craigie
told us here of the revival of the Friesian language, mainly with the
help of the native drama ; and of the Faroese langnage, in which actu-
ally a book on botany had been written ; and we have an even better
example of a language, or dialect, rising to the assistance of the expres-
sion of a people's soul in the case of Provence. There a group of poets,
chief of whom was Mistral, created a literature in a dialect of French
that had almost become extinct, at any rate as a literary instrument,
Joseph Roumanille (1818-1891) was a gardener’s son who became
(happy omen for Scotland !) a schoolmaster at Avignon. He wrote
poetry in French, but as his old mother, a Provengal peasant, could not
understand his work, Roumanille determined to write in the dialect or
language of his native Provence. (It may be said parenthetically that
the Provengal poets do not confine themselves to one dialect.) To
Mistral, the poet who was born in 1830, these poems of Roumanille
opened up a new world. The Jeux Floraux, which was founded for the
poets of Provence, was succeeded by an Academy. On 3rd May the
Féles des Fleurs, when flowers are distributed to the laureates, is the
apotheosis of this rebirth of a literary language.

Why not Scots in Scotland, and with the help of schoolmasters, as
the rebirth of the Provengal language was largely the work of a peasant
schoolmaster ?

‘We have no one literary organization in Scotland that would give
us the lead we need, The Burns Federation, which has already done
much in this matter of the Vernacular in schools, is not a literary body ;
but it might, because of its machinery and its love and its work already
accomplished for the cause, take the initiative in forming from among
the best and most enthusiastic Vernacularists in the country, outside
and inside the Burns cult, a Vernacular or Scots Council. This Council
would consider the various ways in which our object can be furthered
—mnot only what we can do, but what we should avoid doing, At the
present moment the one thing is as important as the other,

I suggest this to the Federation and its president, our own member,
Sir Alexander Gibb, who I know is keenly alive to the necessity of
action being taken at once.

Such a Council, with the aid of the Federation machinery, could
organize Scotland. Had it been in existence, we should not have been
to-day witnessing the humiliating spectacle of one editor of a great
Scots Dictionary having to go to America for funds to publish his
national work ; oranother editor of an equally valuable Scots Dictionary
having to beg for subscriptions to allow him to issue his preliminary
numbers.

Such a Council could consult with and advise education anthorities :
give schoolmasters advice, where wanted, on the class-books that
might be best suited to particular cases ; organize the award of school
prizes from Burns Clubs and other societies; and it could direct
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the attention of that great organization, the Women's Rural Institute,
with its hundreds of branches, to the degraded position of our language
and entreat its assistance. And if we can get the co-operation of the
women of Scotland, no reactionary power in the country will stand
against them.

The Festival movement is another agency that would assist if it
were properly handled by such a Council as I suggest. The possibilities
here are enormous, and already more than one adjudicator has made
reference to the value of the Vernacular in the Festival work.

The Drama Festival movement, as I have said, is a great potential
machine to aid our movement ; and we have the example of Friesland
to inspire us. The Scottish Drama Festival movement is doing worthy
work ; and a Vernacular Council would be able to build a great fabric
on the sure foundation already laid.

There might be pressed into our service by such a Council wireless
transmission and the cinema.

There are those who tell us : ** This Vernacular business is all right,
but ye’re fleein’ in the face o’ Providence. Everything’s against you ;
the keener struggle for subsistence ; the erasure of lingual peculiarities
by wireless telephony ; the introduction of Americanisms by the cinema
—all are against you.”

Well, I have entirely changed my opinion regarding the destructive
influences of wireless and the cinema, which the Vernacular Council
would use to the best of its opportunities. Indeed, wireless transmission
and the cinema have proved to be our great allies. The affected pro-
nunciation of so-called refined English speakers; the alleged Scottish
humour that we sometimes get; the ‘‘ Coal Black Mammy " and the
* Sweetie "' and the “ Blues " brands of negroid songs have roused
serious elements in educated Scotland to a real sense of the danger to
our young people and to posterity, and have enabled them to realize
that our native speech, our native pronunciation, our national humour,
and our national songs are better far than anything that Oxford accents,
negro songsters, or jazz bands can give us from English or American
SOUrces.

A Vernacular Council would have in wireless transmission one of
the greatest agencies that can be devised for bringing the beauty of
classical Scots to the ears of our people. If the Oxford or Cockney
accent can be transmitted, by the same token our native accents can be
heard,

And I know sufficient of the British Broadcasting Corporation
management in London and in Scotland to know that any cultural
movement, such as this Vernacular appeal, will be warmly supported
by them.

I would suggest that a Vernacular Council, the agency best fitted
for the task, would make it part of its business to frame a programme
for discussion with the British Broadcasting Corporation controller in
Scotland, and secure the assistance of this powerful instrument in
cultivating a love for our language.

Similarly with the cinema. Thinking people in Scotland know
that the low-class slang from America is being absorbed by the Scottish
children and young people. It is still further corrupting the language,
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It is now realized that our own native tongue, as it ought to be read by
and to the children in school, is preferable to the horrible slang which
is being written on and shouted from the screen. Here something might
be done by a determined Council, although I admit it would be much
more difficult to overcome than the wireless problem would be. But as
it is advisable to have a censorship of morals for the protection of the
bairns, I submit that a censorship of slang and corrupt speech should
also operate,

So, instead of damning wireless and the cinema, we should thank
them as being unconscious allies of Vernacular circles and societies.

Those are a few of the things that a Vernacular Council could do.
There are several things that we must prevent. One of them is that most
powerful among the reactionary forces against us—the All-England and
All-English Brigade in Scotland—ill birds that fyle their ain nests—who
have adopted a quite understandable, although humiliating, position.
It is similar to that taken up by Professor James Beattie, who in 1775
said : " I am one of those who wish to see the English spirit and English
manners prevail over the whole island.”” Their attitude, like that of
Beattie when he published his work against Scotticisms, was that unless
the young people of Scotland are completely divorced from their native
vocabulary, idiom, and accent, they cannot hope to compete success-
fully in cultural and material movements in the world outside Scotland.
These anti-Scots Scotsmen are painfully narrow in their outlook and
hopelessly behind in the facts of the matter, Numerous cases of men
with a kmowledge of Scots and Scottish literature, who have risen from
humble surroundings to places of power and influence (and wealth, if
that really matters), are in the minds of every one of us. The present
Prime Minister (Mr Ramsay MacDonald’s) Doric is as good to-day as
any Morayshire man's, although some of his words are gey clippit and
nippit; and his accent cannot be said to be of Oxford. The late Sir
Thomas Lipton actually mastered different dialects so that he might
be able to speak and trade with his customers, Dr Peter Giles, Master
of Emmanuel College and ex-Vice-Chancellor of Cambridge University,
can speak pure Buchans as fluently as any Buchan fairmer, and he can
write it as easily as he can write perfect English or Latin or Greek ;
Sir William Craigie of Chicago University can do equally well with his
Scots; and many professors of Scottish and English Universities are
equally skeely. The late Lord Strathcona never lost his love for his
Doric ; and many men high in the counsels of the Empire have decided
accents and strong Scottish vocabularies that have not retarded their
progress. This English accent anti-Scots bubble has surely been very
etfectively burst. We are bi-lingual, at any rate in our youth, and we
ought not to be afraid of the fact, but use it to perfect our knowledge of
Scots and English.

There is the philologist pure and simple, who must not be allowed
to control this movement—he who would retain words simply because of
their origin and historic interest, This movement, while concerned with
words, has no use for an antiquarian Vernacular. If the Vernacular
lost its value in the mouths or on the pens of the people, it would be
dead—dead beyond recall. And we shall not try to put life into a dead
carcase.

There has also to be destroyed, and a Scottish Vernacular Council
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would assist, the apologetic attitude of men who sadly sympathize with
us—men who support our movement in a wishy-washy sort of way.
I mean the Apologists and Defeatists amongst us, those who in a senti-
mental sort of way think that Scots is something to greet aboot ; that
now it is only a medium in which to tell a story, a funny story, and that
the language is passing away ; that the atmosphere of the past having
gone the Vernacular must go; and that only through gramophone re-
cords and our museum libraries can we hope to retain and our successors
recapture hallowed glimpses of our past. This is mere sentimental
drivel, and very dangerous drivel, and gives rise to the cynical sneer
that this movement is sponsored only by elderly sentimental people,
with bees in their bonnets, if they are not actually showing signs of
senile decay. Our sentimental sympathizers forget that the atmosphere
of to-day is richer in possibilities for the Vernacular than the atmosphere
of yesterday ; and what is of greater importance, the spirit to restore
it to its rightful place is stronger to-day than it has been for more than
two hundred years.

If I did not believe in Scots as a living language, with a great
lingual and literary future, I would not be wasting my own and your
time in speaking about it. You and I won't see Scots flourishing as one
day it will flourish. It has taken the language-poisoners more than two
hundred years to bring our great tongue from its purity to its present
state of corruption ; it will take many years to see it out of its bonds ;
but if you and I can help to put Scots definitely in the schoolrooms, if
we can influence questions concerning the Vernacular literature of our
country being put definitely, and not spasmodically or as mere alterna-
tives, in the examination papers, we shall have done a great deal towards
re-establishing it as an instrument suited to the cultural development
of our native land.

If we view our language through the haze of our romantic past,
and not through the common-sense heads of practical Scotsmen living
in material, bread-and-butter days, we are on an entirely wrong tack—
plooin wi’ the wrang sock, If I were to think for one moment that the
existence of our language depended upon an appeal to a sentimental
Auld Lang Syne, that our appeal was for aul’ farrant words to be pre-
served because and only because they brought back hallowed memories
—if our Scots language were proved to me to be not an instrument for
the development of a great Scottish literature, and if Scottish writers
could find expression of national aspirations equally well in English, 1
would, perhaps reluctantly, certainly sadly, sit down by the deathbed
of our Scottish tongue and hear its death rattle without attempting to
call a doctor, for the usefulness of our ancient language would have
passed.

But I am sure that the loss of our language would be the loss not
only of our literary heritage, but of part of our mental make-up ; some-
thing that is part of the warp and woof of our Scottish character. We
are resisting an unnatural decay, a decay due to maltreatment and mal-
nutrition, and we have called in the doctors, we have called in the
specialists, the education authorities, the schoolmasters, who we feel
sure will be prepared to pit their skill against the destroying agencies.
1 am sure, too, that as soon as the Scottish people realize what we as a
nation—not as a province or county of England—would lose in character



CALEDONIAN SOCIETY OF LONDON. 215

through the loss of our language, they will demand that their children
shall not be allowed to leave the Scottish schools without having an
opportunity of becoming acquainted with its literature—that the
Vernacular work of Dunbar, Henryson, Lyndsay, Scott, Burns and
Galt, and other great writers, right down to Hugh Haliburton, Violet
Jacob, and Charles Murray and the others, will be as familiar to them
as the English of Tennyson, or Wordsworth, or Keats, or even Bret
Harte, or J. C. Squire, of which by reason of the examination papers
they are expected to have some knowledge.

I end as I began, by saying to the people of Scotland : Your lan-
guage has been mangled by its enemies ; they allowed it to be corrupted ;
they cannot kill it ; we must see that by studying the best that it has
produced, an opportunity is given of restoring it to its old-time glory.
(Loud applause.)

Past-President William Blane proposed a vote
of thanks to the Sentiment giver, and Mr Will replied.

Vice-President J. B. Rintoul, in proposing the
toast of *“ The Past-Presidents,” said :

As long as I can remember, the toast of the “ Past-Presidents *’
has been entrusted to the occupant of the chair on the opening night of
theseason. I haveknown twenty-four Presidents, moreorless intimately,
although I joined the Society only ten years ago. Faces flit across one's
view to-night, and memories well up in our minds of those who in their
day and generation presided over, and sustained the unique and honour-
able position of our Society. The earliest Presidents I knew were Alex-
ander Ritchie, who was President just forty vears ago, and Sir James
Cantlie just over thirty years ago, but both of these I knew as eminent
Scots in the world outside.

Big gaps have occurred in our ranks since we last met—two great
Caledonians, T. R, Moncrieff and George Paton, have passed away this
year. To exaggerate the powers and virtues of those who leave us is
easy though pardonable, but all who knew T. R. Moncrieff will agree
that it is no exaggeration to say that he was a rare soul, with natural
gifts which constituted a rich endowment. It is impossible to put into
words exactly what Moncrieff was to all of us, Dr Fleming in simple
but illuminating language, as only Dr Fleming can say these things,
summed up Moncrieff’s code of life and his achievements in his address
at St. Columba’s—one or two sentences in that address grip me with
reality.

" He was a bulwark of strength to us all. Many of us came into
his presence discouraged or depressed, and left it reinvigorated and
cheered. He showed us how to enjoy life, and yet be strenuous in the
discharge of its duties; how to choose friends, to make friends, to be
friends to them and to stand by them, for better for worse—always.
None was too lowly for his compassion ; none too exalted for his respect-
ful but consistent independence."

That was Moncrieff in essence. In this company it is not necessary
to mention his life’s work at the Royal Scottish Corporation, but his
summing up of an applicant’s case, and his clear insight into human
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nature and its many facets, will remain as a memory, when more exciting
moments are forgotten. I can see him now commenting on the merits
of some distressed suppliant. His ** Poor Geordie,” or ** Jean's just a
feckless cratur,” would invariably guide the Board to its decision.

I understand from Miss Maxwell that an evening at my home was
the last private visit he was able to undertake. He arrived much
earlier than we expected him on a Saturday afternoon and my wife
chaffed him about being so early. He explained that there were three
old pensioners in Clapham whom he hadn’t seen for a while, and he just
thought he would allow himself plenty of time to give them each a call.
He was carrying a small attaché case. When he left I handed it to him
—it was very light—1 think it was empty. I imagine, I think I am right,
that it had previously contained some small gift for each of these three
lonely Scots folk. Vale, Moncrieff !

Sir George Paton was an ideal Caledonian, a true gentleman, a
successful industrialist, and a great philanthropist. Those who sat
with him month after month at the Board of the Royal Scottish Corpora-
tion and of the Royal Caledonian Schools appreciated his ripe judgment,
his wise counsel, his unfailing but unostentatious generosity. In the
world of business, his going to Bryant & May meant a new era in this
particular organization. He realized quite early that it paid materially,
apart from higher motives, to have healthy, happy employees, interested
and sharing in the prosperity of the undertaking, with cultural relations
between employers and staff,

Someone has said : Every good man participates in two immor-
talities—one he carries with him upward and onward, the other he leaves
behind to goad his fellow men upward and onward, Be that as it may,
our two Brother Caledonians have left their impress on our Society and
on us by their personalities, and by their deep respect for its lofty
traditions—ethical, personal, and sentimental.

And now as a representative of those Past-Presidents who are still
with us, I have singled out one. I think you will agree with my choice
—we all regret he is unable to be here to-night—I refer to our beloved
friend, John Douglas, who is happily in the land of the living, although
unable to be here to-night. Is it my own enthusiasm, or do you share
it? I regard John Douglas as the biggest all-round man that the
London-Scottish world has produced in my time.

I think it is Carlyle who said that ‘* Genius is an infinite capacity
for taking pains.”” John Douglas certainly possesses or did until recently
possess the wonderful gift of tireless industry in so many walks of life,
consideration for the smallest detail, a passion for Scottish interests,
traditions, and activities, with the power and application to see through
any scheme that captured his imagination,

And what a letter-writer! I don’t think I ever had a typewritten
letter from him during the thirty-five years or so that I have known
him, although in that time, particularly during the War years, I must
have had hundreds. Of a constructive mind, generous in appreciation,
sympathetic, cautious in thought and speech yet resolute and helpful
—=a loyal colleague with a genius for friendship—yet he never has
suffered fools gladly. Big in stature, big in outlook, a big Scotsman.
I salute John Douglas as the last of the Romans !

I have spoken somewhat at length of these three men because I
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feel that amon’ their ain folk, where we met and played together, when
the busy day was over, among those who knew and loved them, their
names should be remembered to-night. Two of them have gone— John
Douglas is with us still—lang may his lum reek !

And now, although I have spoken of these men, and the big place
they filled, let no one imagine I am suggesting that the Caledonian
Society has run its race or finished its course. The nation which pro-
duced these men can produce others like them, but it is up to you and
to me, and to all who value the privileges and implications of member-
ship, to hold high the standard of the Caledonian Society of London,
that when our worthy historian comes to write of our generation he
will be able to say of us, as we have said of these giants of the past—
" They builded better than they knew."

Gentlemen, I give you the toast, * Past-Presidents,” coupled with
the name of John Macmillan,

Past-President John Macmillan replied. He
thanked Mr Rintoul for his beautiful appreciation of
the Past-Presidents. He appealed to the young mem-
bers to aspire to the chair. Referring to the Sentiment to
which they had just listened, given by another Past-
President, Mr Macmillan said that as a Gaelic speaker
he never knew that the Lowland Vernacular was a
language. It was not Lowland ; it was a low-down
speech. (Laughter and “ No, no.”) However, he ap-
proved of the Scottish language being perpetuated—
especially Gaelic. (Laughter.)

Past-President P. N. McFarlane proposed “‘ Our
Guests,” and coupled the toast with the name of Sir
James Dundas Grant, whom Mr McFarlane spoke of
as “a great Scotsman who had given many, many
years of service to humanity.”

Sir James briefly replied.

Sir Henry Japp, Mr. J. G. Blackhall, Mr William
Cobb, and Mr Robert Jardine, new members, were
introduced to the President, toasted on the call of
Mr Miln, and briefly replied.

The harmony of the evening was contributed to
by Mr Duncan Morrison and Mr Sydney McEwan.
Mr Findlater Macdonald, Mr J. R. Crawford, Pipe-
Major Murdo Mackenzie, and the boys of the Royal
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Caledonian Schools gave delightful displays of piping
and dancing, an item in the programme that gave
great pleasure to the large gathering.

THE ScorTisH FARMER.

At the Little Dinner on 13th December, 1934, the
principal guest was Sir Robert Blyth Greig, who was
introduced by Mr Miln, the President, as a friend of
his, who knew more about farming than most farmers.
Sir Robert would speak to them that evening on *“ The
Scot as Farmer.”

Sir Robert, loudly cheered on rising, said :

It has to be admitted that Scottish agriculture up to the middle
of the eighteenth century was far from creditable. It was so precarious
that Scotland suffered again and again from partial famines, The first
impetus to the improvement of Scottish farming came from England.
Several of the nobility and gentry of Scotland married English wives,
who were struck by the backwardness of the country and induced their
husbands to engage farm stewards from England and to import stock
and implements from the south, Rapid improvement took place as
the people recognized the advantages of the better methods, and land
improvement became fashionable among the lairds.

By the year 1750 the Lowlands were a different place. From then
onwards the pace improved and a number of inventions by Scottish
farmers had great effects. Smith, a farmer near Perth, introduced the
methods of draining which are now, with modern modifications, universal.
Meikle invented the threshing machine, which did away with the flail.
Bell invented the horse-drawn reaper, the origin of the implements
which have cut the costs of production to a fraction of former prices,

By 1850 farming had reached a state of efficiency which was the
highest in Europe, and much surpassed that of England. From then
to 1875 were the halcyon days of Scottish farming for farmer and land-
lord and to a less degree for the farm labourer. From 1875 to 18g5
times were very bad and many farmers were ruined. Many thousands
of young men from farms emigrated to the Dominions and Argentina,
and did much to build up these countries and flood the old country with
agricultural products,

Times then improved, and farming was in a healthy condition when
the Great War broke out. Money was rapidly made in the War and as
rapidly lost over the years from 1922z onwards. At the moment Scottish
agriculture is in the depths of a world-wide depression, but is better
off than most. This comparatively happier position is due to the spread
of agricultural education and research in which Scotland has always,
since 1820, been in the forefront. The difficulties to-day are very
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great, and fantastic remedies are being applied to meet them, though
none so fantastic as in the United States.

The Scot as a farmer has made his mark not only on his native
country, but in many parts of England, the Dominions, and even in
some parts of Europe. As a stock farmer he is unsurpassed, his cattle,
horses, and sheep of pedigree breeds have been exported to every
country in the world. He has been quick to adopt modern knowledge
derived from research stations and to modify his methods, and if the
farming of the Lothians, Fife, and Angus cannot now claim to be the
best in the world, it is at least very good.

The times are changing rapidly and many other modifications than
those now in operation may have to be provided for. The younger and
more enterprising will survive, and Scotland will recover as it has before
irom this the worst of all the depressions. We have as much reason to
feel pride to-day in the courage, enterprize, and ability which is being
exhibited by the Scots farmer as in the success of our countrymen in
commerce, finance, and administration in London. (Applause.)

Past-President Rev. Dr Fleming, in proposing
“ The Health of Sir Robert Greig,” said they had been
favoured with a most illuminating Sentiment by a
Scotsman who had distinguished himself in the pursuit
of agriculture and in the Army. Sir Robert, who was
created a Knight in 1919, had been decorated with the
M.C. for his distingunished war service. He joined the
Royal Scots in 1914, and served in France in 1916-1917.
He had the degree of D.Sc. and had been honoured by
St. Andrews University with the honorary degree of
LL.D. He was a Fifeshire man who had filled many
important positions, from ranch manager in North-
west Canada in 1893 to Permanent Secretary in the
Department of Agriculture for Scotland since 192g.
They had listened to an illuminating address on the
latest developments in agricultural science, and they
wished to thank Sir Robert heartily for his Sentiment.

Sir Robert thanked the members for their hos-
pitality and their appreciative reception of his remarks.

Mr J. R. Steele proposed the toast “ The Guests,”
and coupled the toast with the name of Sir Harry
Hague, who in responding described himself as an
enthusiastic admirer of Scotland with a Lancashire
accent. Sir Harry spoke in appreciation of the high
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standard at which the Caledonian Society of London
seemed to aim at their social meetings.

Mr William Dalgarno gave a recitation in pure
Buchans, to the puzzlement of the English visitors and
many of the members, and Mr Ian Macmillan rendered
Scots songs in splendid voice, while Mr Duncan Morrison
and Mr Sydney McEwan, the former at the piano and
the latter in beautiful tenor voice, delighted the com-
pany with several Hebridean songs.

THE ScoT IN PARLIAMENT.

The first Little Dinner in the New Year was held
in the Cambria Suite, Connaught Rooms, on Thursday,
1oth January, 1935, Mr William Miln, President, in
the chair.

The loyal toasts having been given from the chair,
the President called on Sir Alexander Macintosh to
give a Sentiment on “‘ Scots Parliamentarians I have
known.” The President introduced him as a man
who had spent the latter part of his life in the gallery
of the House of Commons,

Sir Alexander Macintosh, who was heartily re-
ceived, said :

""The Scot in Parliament” is the subject of my Sentiment, but I
should like by way of prologue to say something about changes in the
House of Commons since I came up to the Press Gallery—fifty-four
years ago. Then and for long afterwards there were only the two historic
British parties besides the Irish Nationalists. The Fourth Party, led
by Lord Randolph Churchill, was merely an aggressive section of the
Conservative Party. And the Labour Party was not yet in sight. The
House, which now contains many men of moderate means, men trained
in municipal work, and men of the manual working class, consisted then
largely of country squires, sons of landowners, and great manufacturers.
But women are the most spectacular novelty. Women in the open
Strangers’ Gallery, women as members, and women (as there were in
recent Parliaments) on the Treasury bench, were almost unimaginable
half a century ago.

Habits have changed in many respects. Members get to bed now
much earlier than they got or wished to get when there was no closure
or fixed hour for adjournment. The normal closing hour is now half-
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past eleven. At that hour in old times the party leaders began to wind
up great debates, and their speeches went on till half-past one or two.

Speech has changed in style. The ornate, eloquent method with
the classical quotation, much in vogue half a century ago, has been re-
placed by the plain, direct method. There are fewer orators but a larger
number of members who can speak and do speak ; and speeches are not
as a rule guite so long, although still too long. Here is a story of a
stilted orator. Not only is it told of an incident in the House of Lords
several generations ago, but a genial Liberal statesman now dead told
it to me as something within his own experience in the House of Commons.
An orator said impressively in the course of his speech, * Now, I put
this question to myself.”” And a whisper from the Chair was heard by
members near it, " And a damned silly answer you will get.”

The week-end habit has pervaded the House. Wednesday, as the
early closing day, was supposed to be convenient for Ministers and
officials. Now it is on Friday that the House has its short sitting, and
the majority of members de not remain even for that day. If the
House cannot now be described as the best Club in London—I doubt if
it ever was—it enjoys at any rate some Club comforts which it did not
possess formerly. Bathrooms and a barber’s shop were introduced by
Herbert Gladstone, when First Commissioner of Works, forty years ago.
Occasionally they led to comical incidents in all-night sittings., A
member, on a division being unexpectedly taken, hurried to the lobby
swathed in bath towels. On another occasion two prominent men were
in the hands of the barber. When summoned to a division one went
off with his hair partly trimmed ; the other, who was being shampooed,
went with hair standing on end !

Changes in dress have been brought about by the modern informality
of manners as well as by the influx of members who cared nothing
about fashion, and perhaps they have been due also to the motor-car.
I do not refer so much to the appearance of the dinner jacket instead
of “ tails " as to the invasion of the lounge suit. The frock coat, of
half a century ago, is reserved now for high occasions, and even the
morning coat is passing. When Asquith appeared in a coat we said,
‘““Oh! he has been to see the King.” Arthur Balfour, too, suceumbed
occasionally to the lounge suit. And it is Mr Baldwin's habitual wear.

When I went to the Lobby first almost everyone except the Whips
wore the silk hat, Even journalists had to wear it. And in the House
it shone all along the benches, where now only a head here and there is
covered. The modern member might take a tip from Henry Broadhurst,
the stone-mason who became an Under-Secretary of State. Broadhurst
wore a bowler outside and kept a silk hat in his locker for use in the
House. Nothing, by the way, used to endear a member more to col-
leagues, with their schoolboy temperament, than his sitting on his hat.
Sir George Trevelyan, in a humorous account of a Parliament in Berkeley
Square, wrote :

 For oft, as sad experiences teach,
The novice, trembling from his maiden speech,
Drops flustered in his place, and crushes flat
His innocent and all-unconscious hat.”
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Just one more change. I shall mention it in a sentence. I heard
Gladstone’s Budget in 1881—it was his eleventh. He took a penny off
income tax, reducing it to fivepence.

When I came up to the Press Gallery, as I have said, in 1881,
Scottish affairs were under the control of the Home Secretary. There
had been no Secretary for Scotland since the '45, and the Lord Advocate
had only a back attic in the Home Office. I heard frequent complaints
in the early 'eighties of the insufficient scraps of attention given to
Scotland. The young Earl of Rosebery was conspicuous among those
who demanded an administrative system more worthy of his country,
and it was largely due to his assiduous efforts that her rights were recog-
nized. After various other devices, including his own service as Under-
Secretary at the Home Office, had failed, the Liberal Government at
last were constrained in 1884 to bring in a bill to provide a Minister for
Scotland., As Sir William Harcourt, the Home Secretary, said—they
agreed to do " a thing thev did