Prevention of Scurvy —
James Lind (1716-1794)

T

hanks
to
Scottish Dr
James
Linde
(pictured left),
Scurvy was eliminated from those
taking long sea
voyages.

Mt Barker Caledonian Society

Thistle

Scurvy rots gums
to the very roots of
teeth, legs became
feeble and full of
aches and pains. In 1740-44, a fleet of seven
ships of the Royal Navy left with 2,000 men; it
returned with one ship and 145 men, with over
1000 deaths due to Scurvy.

Lemon/lime extracts produced for the mariners
of the Royal Navy were originally preserved
using alcohol. In 1865, Lauchlin Rose (18291885) founded L. Rose & Company
in Leith, Edinburgh, describing
himself as a "lime and lemon juice
merchant".

The Mount Barker Caledonian Society Inc.
PO Box 998
MOUNT BARKER S.A. 5251

If undeliverable please return to:

Linde established that Scurvy is caused by a
lack of Vitamin C. Eventually, another Scot, Sir
Gilbert Blane, was instrumental in fully implementing Lind's ideas about administering lemon
juice to sailors on a daily basis. Sadly, this was
after Lind had died and he did not witness the
introduction of his recommendations made forty
years earlier.

In 1867, Rose developed and patented a process preventing fermentation and preserving fruit juice
without alcohol, resulting in the
famous "Rose's Lime Juice Cordial". In the same year, the Merchant Shipping Act was passed,
requiring all vessels, Royal Navy
and Merchant, to carry lime juice
for a daily ration to all British sailors, who henceforth became
known worldwide as "limeys"!
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D

Mount Barker
Caledonian Society Inc

oes anyone notice how quickly these Thistles keep on coming round? I just finish
one report and it`s time for the next! Maybe I`m getting old, but boy I am having
fun.

We are just over another great Gathering, but more of that elsewhere in the Thistle.
Perhaps the most pertinent matter regarding the Gathering is that, when I took on the position of
Chief, I felt it was not fair to do it for a couple of years and then step down as it would mean someone
else would have to start with the forty-ninth and then our big one — the Golden Jubilee Fiftieth. Accordingly, I gave the commitment that I would stay on and make sure that the Jubilee event happened.
I have given the Committee, and now you as members notice that next year will be the last one in my
own right. It is my wish that the following year I spend training my successor. I am fortunate that I
have spent time visiting other societies and so knew most of the Chiefs from each Society, but there
was still a lot I had to learn as I went along. I would like to be able to give my successor the best possible start to this position and would like a twelve-month handing over period to this end.
Having said that, we all now need to start looking for whoever this person may be. We all have eighteen months to find this person, but that slips by very quickly so if there is anyone who might like this
opportunity please let either the Committee or myself know. My personal feeling is that while I will
have done five years by then that is plenty long enough for both me and the Society and perhaps the
next Chief may choose a shorter term.
The next function will be the Ceilidh on 15 May. It will be at the Mt Barker Town Hall again — 7pm for
a 7.30 start. We like to keep these as informal fun nights and so will not be having haggis. Lots of
singing and dancing and if anyone has suggestions please let me know. We will of course be entertained by our own Pipes and Drums, and I understand the Highland dancers will be there this year.
Booking with Sarah McInness on 85375003.
I am most pleased to have been informed that another Past Chief will be coming back as a Director.
Peter Stewart and his wife Betty have indicated they would like to return as Directors. Along with
Dennis Rockley and Lorraine Scott that will give us three Past Chief`s on the Committee. I believe
this is an indication of the strength of our group, but we will happily welcome anyone else who feels
they also would like to be a part of this great group.
As always, I truly look forward to seeing as many of you as possible at the Ceilidh.

Roger Scott,

2009 — 2010 Membership
Application for Membership
Membership renewal
(Please tick appropriate box)

I, the undersigned, desire to be nominated as a member of the Mount Barker Caledonian Society
Inc., and agree, if elected, to be bound by the Rules of the Society.
Given Names: _____________________________

Surname: _____________________________

Address: _________________________________

Date of Birth: __________________________

Suburb: __________________________________

Occupation: ___________________________

State: _______ Postcode: _______
Phone No.: _______________

Country of Birth: _______________________________

Mobile No.: _________________________

E-mail Address: __________________________________________________

Signature: _______________________________________________________

Chief

X

MBCS Adult Membership

$15.00 p.a.

X

MBCS Family Membership

$25.00 p.a.

Proposed by: ____________________________ Seconded by: ___________________________
Date Approved

Member No.

Member Type

Payment

Receipt No.

Some of the Trading Stalls

Please return to: The Secretary Mt. Barker Caledonian Society, PO Box 998 Mount Barker SA 5251
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Member Happenings

~ Contact List ~

New Members

I

Society

t is always very
pleasing to welcome new members
to the Society and in
this issue we are
delighted to extend
that welcome to five
new members including two husband and wife teams — well three
really as new member Betty Stewart’s husband Peter is already a Life Member.

Chief
Roger Scott

8537 5202

Senior Chieftain
Glynn Potter

8391 0667

Junior Chieftain
Scott Millar

8389 6741

Immediate Past Chief
Ann Ferguson

The other two husband and wife teams to join
the Society are Tony and Deanne HanchantNichols, and Jamie and Carol Smith.

8391 0340

Secretary
Lesley Anderson

We are also delighted to welcome back as a
member after some time in absentia Peter
Oke.

8391 5375

Treasurer & Function Booking Officer
Sarah McInness

8537 5003

Gathering Coordinator

You may have heard of Tony previously as he
has undertaken to set up the Society‘s new
web site — www.mtbarkerscots.org

Sonya Millar

8389 6741
Band

The Chief and Committee members extend a
most cordial welcome to each and every one of
you and sincerely hope that your experience
with the Society will be a long and happy one.

Pipe Major

Good for a Laugh

Martin Ricketts

Tim Ferguson

We were very sad to hear of the loss of Robert Kinchington — a long time supporter and friend to
the Mt Barker Pipe Band (father of Tim Kinchington and husband to the Band‘s kilt maker Lorraine).
Our thoughts are with Lorraine and the family.
Long–time supporter of our Society, Molly Docherty, is having an ―enforced holiday‖ in Parkwynd
Hospital with Bronchopneumonia. We wish Molly a speedy and complete recovery and a return to
husband, Jim.
Thistle Stall
Stalwart, Beryl Douglas, who is now a nonagenarian, has already started making thistles for the
Jubilee Gathering in 2010. For this years gathering Beryl and a few helpers made 642 thistles. All
bar 41 were sold grossing nearly $1300. For the
Jubilee the target is about 800. They are quite
fiddly to make but clearly a good money spinner.
Any volunteers to help, please contact Lorraine
Scott on 8391 1361.
If anyone has any member news, please let the
Editor know. See page 10 for contact details

World's Oldest Dram Unveiled in Scotland

A

8387 2817
0412 336 763

Gordon and MacPhail's Mortlach 70-Year-Old
Speyside was sampled at a launch party in
Edinburgh Castle, where it was escorted
through the doors by pipers and a military escort.

Band Manager

on!" said the
"Y ou're
other old lady, holding

8389 1322
bandmanager@adam.com.au

All Correspondence

up a $20.00 note.
The first little old lady slowly
fumbled her way out of her
clothes and, completely naked,
streaked (as fast as an old lady
can) through the front door of
the flower show.
Waiting outside, her friend soon heard a huge
commotion inside the hall, followed by loud
applause and shrill whistling. The smiling and
naked old lady came through the exit door surrounded by a cheering crowd.
"What happened?" asked her waiting friend.
"I won 1st prize as Best Dried Arrangement.

"It matured for 70 years in the cask and that is
what makes it the oldest whisky in the world," a
spokeswoman for Gordon and MacPhail said.

ALL Correspondence is to be addressed to:
PO Box 998
MOUNT BARKER S.A. 5251
Society Website

www.mtbarkerscots.org
Thistle Editor
David Porteous

8379 1943
daibhidhp@adam.com.au

Military escort: The 70-year-old single malt is pushed
The whisky was filled into its cask on October
into Edinburgh Castle
15, 1938, by the grandfather of the company's
managing directors David and Michael Urquhart.
There will only be 54 full-size bottles priced at £10,000.00 each ($16,450), with another 162 smaller
bottles on sale for £2,000.
The limited edition malt was matured in a former sherry hogshead cask made from Spanish oak. It
has been bottled in a "tear shaped, hand-blown" crystal decanter with a silver stopper.

Mount Barker Caledonian Society sincerely thanks

Whisky taster, Charles MacLean, described the single malt as "a delicate, fresh, vital, fruity whisky,
with unusual attributes of waxiness and smokiness".

for printing this issue of the Thistle

"It's the oldest cask of whisky that, in my knowledge, has ever been bottled," he said. "The spirit and
the wood have inter-reacted beautifully over this long period of time."

~ RE/MAX Hills & Country ~
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Scottish whisky firm has unveiled bottles
of what it claims is the oldest single malt
whisky in the world.
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The 2010 Gathering

F

or twelve months, the Chief has told everyone that the temperature for the Gathering would be
twenty-eight degrees. It seems so many did not have faith and confidence in their Chief, and
when a week beforehand and the forecast was thirty-eight degrees, quite a few said ―oh dear, we
can`t come!‖ As we all know by the time the day came the forecast was thirty-one degrees for the
City, which of course, meant Mount Barker would be about twenty-eight degrees.
So, firstly, we had the weather on
our side, which is always a great
start. As always, we tried a few
things differently, some worked
and some didn`t. We moved the
Clan tents to the other side of the
oval, and once the muddle over
the individual locations was sorted
Massed Bands
out, it seemed to work very well.
The closing of Howards Lane did not seem to work and may need to be revisited. The car-parking
concept was a great improvement on last year and will probably need only a few adjustments. The
year before when the speeches were being made, people said they could hear us but had no idea
where we were. Therefore, this year, we borrowed a truck to make us more visible. The Chief
would like feedback on your thoughts as to whether you liked the new arrangement or not.
It is great to have the level of support from the Pipe Band Association that we enjoy these days. All their office bearers are a pleasure
to work with and although we did not get the support from the interstate bands this year, we still had a full program and a most impressive Massed Pipes and Drums.
The numbers were a little down for the Highland Dancers, but apart
from that, it was another successful competition for them.
Strong Man Event
We had good numbers of stalls again, and Jocelyn Fry in the children`s tent was as popular as ever. The strongman events draws
crowds all the time, and the Tug of War and Caber Toss events seem to be getting better and better.
We had another impressive
crowd which means we should
make another small profit which
will go towards our big one next
year.
Speaking of next year, the subcommittee has already had its
debrief meeting as well as its first
formal meeting for the year. It is
all fired up ready to make it a big
Caber Toss
one and if anyone would like to
help please let the Chief know.
There is a lot of work to do between now and then but I am truly looking forward to being part of it.
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But when the train came near to Wormit Bay,
Boreas he did loud and angry bray,
And shook the central girders of the Bridge of
Tay
On the last Sabbath day of 1879,
Which will be remember'd for a very long time.

At least many sensible men do say,
Had they been supported on each side with
buttresses,
At least many sensible men confesses,
For the stronger we our houses do build,
The less chance we have of being killed.

So the train sped on with all its might,
And Bonnie Dundee soon hove in sight,
And the passengers' hearts felt light,
Thinking they would enjoy themselves on the
New Year,
With their friends at home they lov'd most dear,
And wish them all a happy New Year.

The Tay Bridge from the north

So the train mov'd slowly along the Bridge of
Tay,
Until it was about midway,
Then the central girders with a crash gave way,
And down went the train and passengers into
the Tay!
The Storm Field did loudly bray,
Because ninety lives had been taken away,
On the last Sabbath day of 1879,
Which will be remember'd for a very long time.

Surprisingly, despite the quality of his poetry,
McGonagall has quite a large following world
wide, particularly in America.

Book of the Month

A

moving story of stubbornly heroic resistance and of extraordinary personal
achievement.

At the age of 56,
Calum MacLeod,
the last man left in
northern Raasay,
an island in a tiny
archipelago situated
off the Isle of Skye,
set about singlehandedly constructing the road others
d e e m e d
‗impossible‘.
It
would become a
romantic, quixotic
venture, a kind of sculpture; an obsessive work
of art, so perfect in every gradient, culvert and
supporting wall that its creation occupied almost
twenty years of his life. In Calum’s Road, award
-winning author and journalist Roger Hutchinson, recounts the extraordinary story of this
remarkable man‘s devotion to his visionary project.

As soon as the catastrophe came to be known
The alarm from mouth to mouth was blown,
And the cry rang out all o'er the town,
Good Heavens! the Tay Bridge is blown down,
And a passenger train from Edinburgh,
Which fill'd all the people's hearts with sorrow,
And made them for to turn pale,
Because none of the passengers were sav'd to
tell the tale
How the disaster happen'd on the last Sabbath
day of 1879,
Which will be remember'd for a very long time.
It must have been an awful sight,
To witness in the dusky moonlight,
While the Storm Fiend did laugh, and angry did
bray,
Along the Railway Bridge of the Silv'ry Tay.
Oh! ill-fated Bridge of the Silv'ry Tay,
I must now conclude my lay
By telling the world fearlessly without the least
dismay,
That your central girders would not have given
way,

http://www.wakefieldpress.com.au/books/
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William Topaz McGonagall, (1830-1902)

W

illiam McGonagall, a poet and tragedian, has been widely hailed as the
writer of the worst poetry in the English language.

Dates for 2010

Born in Edinburgh in March 1830 of Irish parents, he was a self-educated hand
loom weaver from Dundee, he discovered his discordant muse in 1877 and embarked upon a 25 year career as a working poet, delighting and appalling audiences across Scotland and beyond.

X

The chief criticisms of his poetry are that he is deaf to poetic metaphor and unable to scan correctly.
Yet whilst this might simply generate dull, uninspiring verse in the hands of lesser artists, McGonagall's fame resides in the humorous effects these shortcomings generate: the inappropriate rhythms,
weak vocabulary and ill-advised imagery combine to make his work amongst the most spontaneously
amusing (albeit unintentional) comic poetry in the English language. Of the 200 or so poems that he
wrote, the most famous is probably The Tay Bridge Disaster, which recounts the events of the evening
of 28 December 1879, when, during a severe gale, the Tay Rail Bridge near Dundee collapsed as a
train was passing over it.

15 May —

Ceilidh
To be held at the Mt Barker Town Hall at 7.00 for 7.30pm.
music by Bill Dargie on his accordion, entertainment by

the
Mount Barker Caledonian Pipes & Drums and Scotts
Highland
Dancers. Adults $12, Members $10, children 10
— 16 $5,
under 10 free. Bookings essential to
Sarah McInness Ph.
8537 5003 or post to PO Box 998,
Mount Barker S.A. 5251

One commentator remarked that "a lesser poet would have thought it was a good idea to write a poem
about the Tay Bridge disaster. A lesser poet would have thought of conveying the shock of the people
of Dundee. But only the true master could come up with a couplet like:

X

24 July —

X

13 November — Celtic Night

Mid-Winter Christmas

“And the cry rang out all o’er the town,
Good heavens! The Tay Bridge is blown down."
McGonagall also campaigned vigorously against excessive drinking, appearing in pubs and bars to
give edifying poems and speeches. These were very popular, the people of Dundee possibly recognising that McGonagall was "so giftedly bad he backed unwittingly into genius"
"Poet-baiting" became a popular pastime in Dundee, but McGonagall seemed oblivious to the general
opinion of his poems, even when his audience were pelting him with eggs and vegetables.
McGonagall also considered himself an actor, although the theatre where he performed, Mr Giles'
Theatre, would only let him perform the title role in Macbeth if he paid for the privilege in advance.
Their caution proved ill-founded, as the theatre was filled with friends and fellow workers, anxious to
see what they correctly predicted to be an amusing disaster. Although the play should have ended
with Macbeth's death at the hands of Macduff, McGonagall believed that the actor playing Macduff
was trying to upstage him, and so refused to die.
He is buried in Greyfriars Kirkyard in Edinburgh. A grave-slab installed to his memory in 1999 is inscribed:
And the dark clouds seem'd to frown,
And the Demon of the air seem'd to say"I'll blow down the Bridge of Tay."

The Tay Bridge Disaster
Beautiful Railway Bridge of the Silv'ry Tay!
Alas! I am very sorry to say
That ninety lives have been taken away
On the last Sabbath day of 1879,
Which will be remember'd for a very long time.
'Twas about seven o'clock at night,
And the wind it blew with all its might,
And the rain came pouring down,
12

When the train left Edinburgh
The passengers' hearts were light and felt no
sorrow,
But Boreas blew a terrific gale,
Which made their hearts for to quail,
And many of the passengers with fear did say"I hope God will send us safe across the Bridge
of Tay."

How did it start?
Q:
A:

Q:
A:

Q:
A:

Q:
A:

Why are many coin banks shaped like pigs?
Long ago, dishes and cookware in Europe were made of a dense orange clay called 'pygg'.
When people saved coins in jars made of this clay, the jars became known as 'pygg banks.'
When an English potter misunderstood the word, he made a bank that resembled a pig and it
caught on.
Why do men's clothes have buttons on the right while women's clothes have buttons on the
left?
When buttons were invented, they were very expensive and worn primarily by the rich. Because wealthy women were dressed by maids, dressmakers put the buttons on the maid's
right.! Since most people are right-handed, it is easier to push buttons on the right through
holes on the left. And that's where women's buttons have remained since.
In golf, where did the term 'Caddie' come from?
When Mary, later Queen of Scots, went to France as a young girl (for education & survival),
Louis, King of France, learned that she loved the Scot game 'golf.' So he had the first golf
course outside of Scotland built for her enjoyment. To make sure she was properly chaperoned (and guarded) while she played, Louis hired cadets from a military school to accompany
her. Mary liked this a lot and when she returned to Scotland (not a very good idea in the long
run), she took the practice with her. In French, the word cadet is pronounced 'ca-day' and the
Scots changed it into 'caddie.'
Why do X's at the end of a letter signify kisses?
In the Middle Ages, when many people were unable to read or write, documents were often
signed using an X. Kissing the X represented an oath to fulfil obligations specified in the document. The X and the kiss eventually became synonymous.
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Coal Mining at Dysart

M

any in the Piping Community would recall the Dysart and Dundonald Pipe Band. Since
its formation in 1929, the band rose from a junior band in the tiny village of Dundonald,
Fife to achieve rapid and constant success, winning championships culminating in two winning
performances at the World Pipe Band Championships in 1977 and 1978 in Grade I. The band
went through many ups and downs before its closure in 1987.
Dysart on the coast of the Firth of Forth, almost opposite Edinburgh, is reputed to have the oldest
deep coal mine in Scotland. With records of coal extraction going back to before 1424, Dysart
could be one of Scotland‘s oldest coal-mining towns.
Now the mines lie silent and vessels waiting to be loaded with coal no longer pack the harbour.
The giant winding headgear of the Frances pit remains as a reminder of bygone days .
The Dysart of today, however, with its white-washed properties, well-tended lawns and quaint
twisting wynds, is a far cry from the Dysart of even two hundred years ago. According to poet,
George Buchanan, it was "the very mouth of Hell". Buchanan's description was most apt, for
Dysart's mines were notorious for catching fire. An explosion in 1476 almost wiped Dysart from
the map. The fire of 1741 was so bad that it took several years to extinguish, and nothing short
of sealing and flooding the mine could remedy the fire of 1790.
As the shallow seams were exhausted and the mines were dug even deeper, the greater became
the risks of fire and explosion from dangerous gases. These gases were known to the miners as
black-damp, fire-damp and white-damp. White-damp was the extremely poisonous carbon monoxide. Fire-damp was methane or marsh gas and, as its name suggests, was also highly flammable. Often, the fires would be started by the miners' own lamps.
Mining was a far from easy job and clearly not for those who suffered from claustrophobia. The
worst job was that of the "firemen" — they didn't put out
fires — their job was to start them and to burn off the
gases in an attempt to avert disaster. First, they would
have to soak all their clothes in water, go down the mine
and literally strike a match and hope for the best!
On the long-distance Fife Coastal Path, there is a modern memorial to the men and women who wrocht at
Frances Colliery from 1873. One of the two stone panels captures the conditions that the men had to endure
to keep the home fires burning.

Gathering Characters

Clan and Society
Banners followed
by the Massed
Bands at
the Official
Opening of the
2010 Mount Barker
Caledonian Society
Gathering
6
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Gathering Characters

Band Report

A

big thank you everyone, especially band members, for all the energy and effort put into this
year‘s Gathering — the day's success was entirely the result of all their hard work.

Band Manager, Marty Ricketts became suddenly quite ill at the Gathering set-up and we ended up
taking him to hospital). Marty is okay — thanks to everyone concerned.
Oscar, the Scotch College student
who ―was assaulted‖ by a flying
chair during the short but violent
wllie wllie is also doing fine. The The flying chair
Australian Pipe Band Association
representative seemed pleased
with the way the risk documentation after Oscar's chair incident
was handled. (For a video of the
―storm‖ and other events at the
Gathering, visit http://
www.youtube.com/watch?
v=Ms9BV5fQ9-k To add insult to
injury, the Gathering day was Oscar‘s birthday! Contrary to reports of broken arms and missing
heads, Oscar escaped with a slightly sore shoulder and was treated with an ice pack from the lovely
crew at the St John's volunteers.
The Band are very pleased with their third place in the competition — a big
thank you to everyone for working so hard over the summer — also to our
new drill tutor, Peter Stewart — we scored an amazing 89/100 for dress and
drill! For those who might not remember, Peter was the Band‘s Drum Major
back in the ‗70‘s.

One of the Judges

Over the March long weekend, the Band ran a BBQ at Bunnings — we had an
amazing turn out. When we got to play, we had nine pipers, two drummers,
and still had three people running the BBQ! Being the first day of a long
weekend, we were able to take advantage of all the people using the weekend
to get their odd jobs done! We'll be doing this again in June/July, so watch
this space!

The Band turned over about $1000 at the sausage sizzle, which, minus expenses, will give the Band quite a lot of extra buttons and reeds.
In this month's Australian Pipe Band
Association newsletter some very
encouraging things were said about
the Gathering and how it was run
albeit a slight grumble regarding the
scheduling of events in the main
arena. Andy Fuller, in particular,
encouraged all Bands to stick
around after the event to lend a
hand and socialise at a BBQ.
The Massed Bands
10
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Gathering Day, by the Chief’s Lady.

T

A True Story of the Reivers

B

hough I don‘t seem to have much to do at the actual Gathering, I seem to be constantly on the go.
My duties are a short list, feed the guests, judge the Knobbly Knees and just hang out.

Knobbly Knees. Judging the Knobbly Knees is probably the one job no one ever offers to help me
with. I wonder why!! What more could a woman want than to have Kilted gentlemen paraded before
her and be REQUIRED to feel their legs. Entries were low this year but of good ‗quality‘. The surprise
entry by the Chief after I was blindfolded could have been interesting if I had made the wrong comment at the time of judging. Roger, just so you know, your knees don‘t fit the criteria to be called
knobbly.
The clear winner was James De‘Ath. James has entered every year I
have been judging and presented a fine specimen this year. Congratulations James. To the other entrants, keep trying, I am sure this most
coveted prize and title is worth the effort.
The luncheon. The unsung heroes of this event are the tea ladies.
Without their help I would be hard pressed to present the meal and then
clear away after. These ladies manage to serve the food, clear the tables and do the dishes with no fuss, no stress and always with a smile.
All this with no hot running water. After the meal they actually ordered
me out of the kitchen to leave them to it.
‗Funny‘ of the Day. The ―funny of the day was from Isobel Redman.
When leaving after the meal, she went into the kitchen and thanked
those in attendance for the meal. These ladies accepted her thanks,
and took all the credit. The mischievous smile on their faces when they
told me they took the credit for MY work was worth seeing. You deserved the ‗pat on the back‘ ladies
and you also have a big thank you from Roger and myself — WELL DONE EACH OF YOU!
In summing up, I had a great day.

y the middle of the sixteenth century the
Border Reivers had a strangle hold on the
lands on each side of the English Scottish
Border. None more so than the Elliots and Armstrongs of Liddesdale.
Murder, theft, arson, blackmail and feud were
the canker of the Border Marches. Whatever
resources, initiatives or amendments to the
Border Laws were put in place to counter the
disreputable practices of the Reivers, the strife

Reivers & Hermitage Castle
and confrontation rolled on apace, even quickened.

One of the more formidable of the Elliot clan at this time was Jock of the Park. Hailing from Copshawholme (modern day Newcastleton), he was renowned for his relentless strikes against the English
and, indeed, any of the Scottish clans with whom the Elliots were at feud.
By 1566 Liddesdale, which because of its notoriety had its own Warden, known as Keeper, had such
a burgeoning reputation for lawlessness that a Lord Warden of the Marches was appointed. He had
just one objective - subdue the unholy Reivers of Liddesdale!
Accordingly, James Hepburn, 4th Earl of Bothwell, Lord High Admiral of Scotland and Duke of Orkney
moved south from Edinburgh. He was a man reputed for his fierceness, was fearless in any confrontation, a skilled military man. He was also a particular confidante of the young Mary, Queen of Scots.
Bothwell was certain that he would rid the Borders of its worst offenders. He was, however, to soon
find out that position and reputation counted for nothing against the hard, obdurate and wily Border
Reivers. At first his success rate was good. He managed to capture the Lairds of Mangerton and
Whithaugh and other Armstrongs. Soon these men were festering in the dank hole of the Hermitage
castle awaiting summary justice from the illustrious Lord Bothwell.

Ann Scott.

When Bothwell heard that Jock of the Park had been seen in the vicinity of Hermitage he pursued him
with alacrity. Jock was a prize not to be missed.

What is it?

Somewhere near the Billhope burn Bothwell encountered Jock, and without any ceremony, shot him
from the saddle of his horse. Jock lay motionless on the ground and Bothwell approached, sure he
had severely wounded or killed the prostrate Reiver. As he leaned over to take a closer look, Jock
sprang to his feet and knifed the astonished Lord. He even managed to cut to the bone the forehead
of his foolish adversary before hobbling to his horse and making away.

D

o you know what that stick is called that the person on the right is
stirring the porridge with? There is even a porridge making competition held each year
in Scotland to win a
golden one of them
(pictured left).
The answer is a
―spurtle”. Although
its etymology is not known the word possibly
comes from the Latin word ―spatula‖.

If you attended the Gathering, you may have spotted a stall near the old car park. There, they were
turning on a lathe, spurtles by the dozen. I saw one lady carrying away about a dozen of them —
presumably for presents for Christmas
8

Bothwell‘s guard who had witnessed these events from a distance, conveyed the stricken Lord back to
Hermitage intent on providing the shelter and succour that he needed for recovery. On the short journey back to the castle Bothwell appeared to be failing fast from loss of blood.
To the surprise of all, once there, they were refused entry. In the short time that they had been away,
the Armstrongs had broken free of the hell-hole of a dungeon, and in true Reiver fashion, overpowered the garrison. Even though Bothwell appeared at death‘s door they would not let him enter without
assurance that their crimes would be forgiven and that a general amnesty should ensue. Bothwell had
no alternative but to agree
Thus Jock of the Park lived to fight another day and the Armstrongs returned to their loved ones.
Twenty-five miles north of the Hermitage.
9

