




Foreword 

The Ky les of B u te l i ke most places has seen many changes over the years . The memories which  people 
possess are often all that remai n s  of t i mes gone by . 
It can be d iffi c u l t  for one who has no long term memory o f  a place to know or u nderstand what has gone 
before and therefore it may be hard for them to apprec iate what has been . 
Although h i story records i n  i ts own way the s i gn i ficant events of t i mes past and present, it i s  the memories 
of the i nd i v idua ls  who li ved in those t i mes w h ich gi ve us  a real i n s ight  i nto past l ife in hu man terms. The 
memories of the o lder person can be thought pro vok ing and educational to the younger members of 
soc i ety . 
Over a relat i vely small  length of t i me (ten weeks) the rem i n i scence group have tapped i nto a spri nkli ng of 
memories . Throughout , we have done our best to avoid poet ic l icence in the tell ing of t hese memories .  
We hope that  anyone w ho recal l s  t hese same memories w i ll remember them i n  a s i m i lar l ight . 
I would l i ke to thank everyone who part i c i pated i n  any way (ri ght through from t he l end i n g  and shari ng of 
books and photographs ,  to the fi na l  product ion)  enabli ng the group to recol lect and produce their  
memories . I would li ke to extend my thanks to the members of the group for t he gi v i n g  of thei r t i me and 
effort, and to say it h as been a pri v i lege to share in your memories. 

Catherine Adams 

The t i m i n g  of t h i s  splendid  publicat ion i s  part icu l arly appropriate as Com mu n i ty Learni ng ri ses to the top 
of nat ional and Loca l  Authori ty agendas . If ever you needed ev idence that "It ' s  Never Too Late to Learn" 
or ever wondered w h at was the mean i n g  of the express ion "Li fe Long Learn i n g  For A l l", then surely th i s  
proj ect  prov ides both . 

In Cowal ,  as i n  the U K  as a wh ole, o lder people from an i ncreas i n gly substant ial and act i ve proport ion  of 
the popu l at ion.  The test for Adult Educat ion prov iders, such as Argyll and B ute Cou ncil ' s Commun ity 
Educat ion Service, i s  to develop programmes that in volve older people from the begi n n i ng, encou rage 
part ic ipati on and promote older people as an asset not a burden to the commu n i ty .  

The part i c i pants i n  th i s  proj ect  not only worked extremely hard to  wr i te  and collate their  work but a lso 
produced a publicat ion that wi ll i n terest and i n form many generat ions to come, demon strat i ng what a 
valuable resource older people ' s experiences and memories can be. Congratu l at ions to al l i n volved and we 
hope you wi ll not only enj oy ' Reco l lect ions '  but perhaps be i nsp i red to try some Adult Learn i ng yourself! 

Martin Turnbull 

Area Community Education Officer 

[Editor's notes: Catherine Adams acted as facilitator to the rel1'llIUSCenCe group on behalf of the 

Community Education Service. That is to say she cajoled the group to put pen to paper, pre-edited the 

results with the help of the group, and cOI1'l1nitted thenl to computer diskette - thus /1wking m,)' task Inuch 

lighter. 

Obituary: sadly six contributors have died since sharing their nlemories: Bessie Black, Irene Hunter, 

Archie Cameron, Chester Currie, Ronnie MacFarlane, and Mary Crovve. 

SpeLLing: a lot of our place-names come from Gaelic and have alternative local spellings. Where maps 

disagree I have used the speLLing found in postal addresses. These failing, I have left the decision to the 

writer, at the expense of some inconsistency from item to itenl. The same applies to the spelling of l1Q1nes 

beginning with Mac or Mc. 
Christine Thorburn] 
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I Kilfinan, Portavadie, Millhouse, Kilbride, Ardlamont. 

[The western side of the peninsula, bounded by Loch Fyne, is the cradle of its human population, and 

the viLLages there retain their distinct identities. And despite the growth of Tighnabruaich and Kames 

on the eastern, Kyles-side, shore, we aLL live in the Parish of Kilfinan.] 

Farming Before The Great War by Betty Allison. 

Dougie Crawford, late of M id Innens Fanl1, told me that his father farmed at Auchnaskeoch, and when Dougie 

was a youth, before the Great War, he was told one day to drive some cattle over to Colintraive, his father 
having sold them to a farmer there. 

It was summert ime with long l ight, so he started out at daybreak, having been given a good breakfast .  He drove 
the cattle by Kilfman and the road to Otter Ferry, the six miles over the Beallochandrain and the eight miles past 
Ardachuple to Colintraive. 

When he got there, there was no-one at the farm. He knew better than to open a gate and put the cattle in with 
the resident beasts; he could fmd no-one to ask advice; there were no telephones between fanl1s in those days. 
He decided he' d j ust have to dlive the cattle back to Auchnaskeoch.  This he did and got home in the dark after 
ten 0' clock at night. He had driven the cattle more than twenty mi les each way; he was tired and hungry ; his 
father was not very pleased with h im; and he didn't even get any supper. 

Otter Ferry  School, 1966 

Schools in the Parish by John G. MacColl 

The schools at Otter Ferry, Ki lfman, Millhouse and Ardlamont each consisted of one classroom with house 

provided; and each had one female teacher. 

In 1 943-44, military preparation for the Normandy landings meant that al l the people L i ving in Ardlamont and 
Mi l lhouse were moved out of their houses. Their schools were c losed, and did not re-open when the training 
period was over and people returned home. Children were conveyed to Tighnabruaich. 

KlIfman was next to close, around 1 950, and Otter Fell), was the last to go. By that time school  leaving age had 
been raised to 1 5, and it was not possible to meet the more advanced level of education trus demanded. When 

the leaving age was 1 4, the qualifying exam at 1 1 - 1 2  was a looked-for achievement, and failure a big 
disappoi ntment. With the closure of Otter Fell)' it meant all children of the pcuish were conveyed on a dally 

basis to Tighnabruaich by contract bus or car, which continues to this day. Tighnabruaich had senior level to 
school leaving age until the reti ral of head master Nei l  McLeod. It was then decided after 1 1  + all children had to 

go to Dunoon, hostel accommodation being provided. Transport left on Monday mornings, with a Friday return 



home for the week-end. More recently (in addit ion ) there has been provided a daily service to Dunoon, for those 

\",ho are unwilling to have their children away from home for so much of the week. 
Pre-1945, to obtain a higher level of education was not easy. Bursaries were available, which went some way to 

meeting the cost, but parents had considerable contlibutions to make. I would say that prior to the Dunoon l ink, 
for most it was a case of leaving school at the earliest opportun ity ! 

Ardlamont School, 1935-36 

Holidays at Portavadie by E i leen G raham 

I first came to Portavadie on holiday in 1 938; my mother's side of the family had been comi ng since the Great 
War. That frrst visit was notable for my grandfather' s porridge and treacle, and the fact that I got sunstroke. 
Dwing the war visi ts were few, but as soon as possible we were back to 'Cuid Oidche' doing repairs (my uncles 
putting on a new roof) and building a small cabin that held another person . I loved sleeping there. We had an old 
black boat, tarred every year, which we used a great deal. The cottage had of course no water, so we carried 
buckets from the bum .  We used oil lamps and candles, and everything was cooked on the wood fIre which had 
proper built up sides and iron bars across the top. 
The day often started with a bath in the bum, and after wood collecting and a large lunch, we would row up to 
the Bay of Islands ( Black Harbour) or the Vitrilied Fort or down to Low Stillaig or just to the further side of 
Glenan Bay to swim and picnic. Or we would walk - no forestry then - sometimes as far as Meldalloch, crossi ng 
to the island on the underwater causeway, and sometimes by Loch Ascog to M illhouse to buy food. In the 
evening we fished. One evening just as it was getting dark - the hills black silhouettes, sky and water a shining 
grey - the Boys' Brigade held a fIrework display which we watched from the boat, and as the last rockets went 
up I realised we had a wake l ike the milky way and the oars were dripping sparks. We caught nothing but it was 
an evening to remember. Just as we were coming in the last post was sounded (midnight) and we sat still t ill the 
last echo died away. 
Another memorable visit was in August 1 956 by which time we had a sailing dinghy called ' Dooker' . I went to 
bed about l l pm, heavy steady rain and wind, pitch black. Fiona was camping down by the shore. About 2.30am 

she turned up, in oilskins, worried about ' Dooker' anchored offshore. She talked till five, then went off again 
into the pouring rain. I followed soon after. The bum was bigger than I 'd  ever seen it, and the tide, ebbi ng, was 
still right up to the grass at Fiona's tent. By seven the tide had gone down considerably and we saw the bum had 

carved two separate channels, in one of which swung the black boat on i ts old rotten bit of rope. I went to bail it 
and saw Fiona's arm waving wildly through one corner of the tent. As she clutched the tear I let down the guys 
till we had the billowing, flapping canvas flat over her th ings and held down by stones. We sat on the rocks and 
watched ' Dooker', riding more heavily, not recovering so fast from each wave. One broke over her bows and 
she turned a little sideways and then heeled slowly over. We went down to the sea's edge and, fighting wind and 
spray, collected everything as it washed ashore, even the bailing bowl- I nearly got blown away with the oars. 
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The worst having happened we went up to the cottage to have a late breakfast. It was August the 1 3th - a rough 

day, and it wasn't  t i l l  six the next day that we were able to bring ' Dooker' ashore. Then there was the evening 

that we were sUlTounded by basking sharks near Yel low Isle, great big fonns much too close for cOmfOlt . We 

often saw these when we were up the hills but much more rarely from the boat. 

Memories of our Village by Winn ie Muirden, Maimie Spearman, and Mima Salisbury 

We were brought up in the v i l lage of M i l l house, which was an ordinary vi l lage consisting of a school, a post 

office, a chu rch, a smiddy, a joiner' s workshop, four farms and six crofts, and a number of houses owned by 

holiday makers - mainly from Greenock. 

I (Winnie Muirden )  was brought up on one of the crofts. Our house was a sol id stone bui lding with 3 bedrooms, 

a sitting room known as the parlour, used only on special days when we had visitors, a kitchen with a 'set- in'  

bed (which we thought was wonderful)  and a scul lery .  We had running water but no inside toi let. The toi let was 

outside i n  the garden .  In the kitchen there were two shelves the length of the wall .  Precious dishes adorned the 

shelves: beautiful j ugs and china tea-sets, tea-pots and decanters and glass bel ls .  It was a day ' s  work when they 

were taken down, washed and pol ished and returned to their places. This operation usual ly took place the day 

the chimney was swept. 

Maimie and Mima, who are s isters, l ived in a house above the shop. Their house had two bed-rooms, a parlour 

and a kitchen with a set-in  bed. They also had running water - a small sink at the top of the stair in their porch -

but their 'water-toi let '  was in one of the sheds at the back of the shop. Their mother had shelves and dishes in  

her kitchen too. 

Having no electricity we had paraffm stoves for cooking and ovens for baking, or we used the oven in the open 

grate in the kitchen . We had girdle scones and pancakes and fresh butter dai ly . All the children had a dumpl ing 

made specially on their birthday. Buthday cakes were u nheard of in  our young days, and bread was a treat. 

The grates had to be cleaned out every morning and the ash pan emptied. The grate was black leaded and the 

steel parts pol ished with emery paper and the hearth done over with pipe-clay.  The fender too was pol ished and 

the board scrubbed. There were plenty of pieces of brass e.g. candle-sticks, brass rods above the fire, and all 

kinds of knick knacks to be polished.This was a job for Saturday. 

Houses were l it  by paraffm lamps or candles, and later on we used Ti l ley Lamps which provided a much 

brighter l ight and also gave off some heat. Electricity didn ' t  come into the district u nti l approximately 1 948/49. 

Mi i lhouse School in our time had between 20 and 30 pupils ( unti l the evacuees arrived) al l in different classes 

from primary 1 to the Qualify ing class. We also had tinker chi ldren or travel l ing people attending school from 

time to time. Our teacher was a Miss El izabeth MacIntosh, who, apart from our everyday lessons taught us 

knitting and sewing, baking and gardening (boys included). We were also members of the Junior Red Cross and 

one of our vivid memories is havi ng to gather sphagnum moss which was used as dressings by the medical 

corps. 

We remember using slates for the lessons early on . Ink wel l s  and jotters came later. The fU'e was l it every day ( i n  

winter) by one o f  the local ladies. 

Miss Helen MacIntosh (Miss El izabeth ' s  sister) was our Sunday School teacher. She was assisted by a Miss 

Morag Whyte, who was also our church organist. Our Sunday School was held in the school . We attended 

Sunday School in the forenoon and then walked down to Ki lbride Church to the service, a distance of about 2 

mi les (no cars or buses in our day ! ) .  Before the Sunday School closed for the summer we always had a 

'swaree' . We enjoyed si nging or actiJlg sketches, but the highhght of the even ing was when we were given a 

bag of eats to have with our drink of mi lk .  The bag contained a London bun and maybe an Empire biscu it or a 

cake. We always had our Sunday School picnic to Ostal Bay. We all  enjoyed playing games, running races, and 

of course our bag of goodies to have with our miJk ( no fancy dlinks of juice) .  

In our free t ime we played rounders, peevers, skipping ropes, wee houses, shops. We were never bored. In  the 

winter we used to go sledgi ng. 
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While at school I had to deliver milk to one of our elderly neighbow's who Lived on her own, take in a pail of 

water, empty her ashes, and tun to the shop for messages. I had a yowlger sister, so we shared aU the 'wee jobs'. 

Saturday was a busy day for us all helping with tile household chores. 

When I was about 12 years of age I worked during the SUllll11er months for Miss MacIntosh in her home in 

Kames. She had 'paying guests' and I did light housework. After leaving school my ftrst job was in Auchoirk 

Farm, tilen I went to work in Tighnabrualch in a boarding house wluch is now the manse. When I was 

even teen years of age I went off to train as a nurse - but that is another story! 

Mainue's first job was working in Ardlamont Hou e where one of her sisters was the cook. This was a 

temporary appointment lasting a few months. Then she went to work in the shop in Millliouse and transfelTed to 

Tiglulabrualch when Mr MacNeill, the grocer, closed the Millliouse shop. She worked tilere until she got 

married. 

Mima's fU'st job was with the Free Presbyterian Church minister and ills wife in the manse at KClllles. The 

fatnily consisted of four boys Cllld during Mima's time of service Clllotiler boy CllTIved. After tile mClllse, Mima 

worked in the Co-Op until she got married. 

MainUe Cllld Mima had to cycle to and from tileir work - rain, hail or shine! 

Having no electricity most homes possessed a gramophone or a wireless run on accumulators. When tile people 

came on holiday from Glasgow and Greenock we always enjoyed dances outside. The Boys' Brigade from 

Dundee alway CCllTIped at Auchgoyle Farm. On the night before they left for home they had a camp fU'e conceIt 

Cllld we were alway invited. 

At New Year there was a concert and dance held in the school and we children were allowed to 

attend. We were taken home after the tea break half way through the dance. 

We had a very happy childhood and we feel the reason for till was that everyone in the village was in the SClllle 

situation. We aU helped one Clllother and no-one tried to be better tilClll Ius neighbour. 
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Powder Mill At Millhouse by Eileen Graham 

In February, 1 982, I talked to post mistress Mary McTaggart about the powder mill at MilJhouse. She told me 

that the ruins up the bum towards Kilfman were part of the works, and bogies used to run from the mjlJ up 

towards the dams to the workings below Mill110use. What is now the graveyard was the packing area where the 

girls worked. They employed barrel makers and engineers as well as those directly involved with the 

manufacture of the powder. The post office was the clocking-in area; across the road the offices. The powder 

store was near the golf course. Once some boys set the hjlJ alight near Kames and it came towards the store. 

Someone was tarring the roof, so it would catch easily. There was no water and everyone was out beating the 

fire as the store was full and it was enough to blow everything up as far- as Tighnabruaich. After the works had 

closed, when the machinery was being taken out of the store they used a chisel and a spark set off an explosion. 

Boys were thrown off their feet but one man died before he reached hospital. He was a cooper and did not even 

work with the powder, but that was the way he had to go. 

Ardlamont House 

Through The Years At Ardlamont by Pamela Watson 

Early in 1 940 my fiance, Bill Watson, took me to meet his three maiden aunts who were on one of their frequent 

visits to Ardlamont, his family having owned the estate since the Lamonts sold it after the famous 'not proven' 

murder there at the end of the last century. 

Even though I knew nothing of this, I found the big, three-storied grey house rather forbidding. He showed me 

how two small existing houses, not quite parallel, had been joined by a central structure to fOIm one large house, 

of which they still form the wings. In spite of many additions and alterations through the centuries it had retained 

its Georgian front which faced the sea; but trees planted to shelter it linlited the beautiful view of Anan and Kintyre. 

In those days the estate was about ten times its present size. It included many tenanted far111S and the house Craig 

Lodge, a little further up Loch Fyne, which Bill' s parents used for hoLidays. He walked me along the shore to 

see it, through an enchanting wood full of small, gnar-Ied, lichen-covered trees, mossy stones and prunroses, and 

at once I understood why he had loved the whole place since boyhood. A wooded hiJI rose steeply behind the 

house. A retaining wall separated the lawn in front of it from the beach, which had plenty of sand at low tide. 

Beside it stretched the wide, wonderfu I sandy stretch of Ostel Bay, and the view from the house was 

magnificent. 

There were garages which had once been stables, outbuildings and small cottages which housed pennanent 

staff. Lockhart was the game-keeper, his white-haired, rosy-cheeked wife coming in to cook for the family when 

needed. Archie Galbraith, a delightful man whom I got to know well in later years, and Peter McCallum, born 

and brought up in one of the many cottages which had sadly fallen into ruin at Lower Stillaig, were the 

gardeners, their wi ves doing all the necessary housework. 
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Though at that time Ardlamont too was only u ed as a holiday house, it also had pelmanent estate employees. In 
"The Squru ',a little way from the house, where stables had also become gru"ages, families lived in flats on the 

first floor. A sawmill, workshops and kennels ru"e still there. Woodend was the head gardener's house and there 

was a community hall where whist dlives ruld other social gatherings were held. 

The school, which was attended by employees' children from five to fourteen, is now my studio, much used and 

loved. MrulY children lerul1t in that one room, with high windows to prevent them from being distracted by 

looking out ideo Placed on the north ruld east walls, they are ideal for me. There is a small cottage beside it 

where the teacher lived. Our younger son stayed there for several years, but now it is let. There used to be no 

indoor sanitation but there was an outdoor toilet shed. Water drained off the teacher's roof into a big water butt. 

Both buildings now have modem convenience . 

Bill's maiden aunts made me very welcome at Ardlamont, telling me that, as he was the only boy in his 

generation - with two si ter ruld five girl cousins - they very much hoped that we would bve there one day. On 

that brief vi it I did not discover how thoroughly impractical all the internal ruTangements of the house were, but 

it was still difftcult to know what to rulswer except that it was very nice of them to feel like that. The main rooms 

that I saw were the big drawing room and the dining room, both bright, sunny and full of flowers. But the main 

hall, the big staircase ruld the passage were dark and gloomy, with much chocolate-coloured paint and dark

stained woodwork. It would have been difficult even to read a postcard by daylight. Stained glass, depicting 

Scots in battle, stole most of the light from the three big windows half way up the stairs ruld on the front door. 

Only when my husband and I removed them ome thirty yeru"s later did we discover the beautiful mouldings 

round the top of the walls. 

In those days all the estate electIicity was home made. Charged on Fridays, the lighting was quite blight at 

weekends, becoming gradually dimmer tlu"ough the week. Ardlrullont and Craig Lodge had also their 

independent water supplies. It was much better than the water we have today, but if the weather was good in 

summer then it usually had to be rationed, just when each house had the maximum number of guests. 

Bill and I were given rooms on each side of the long, nruTOw passages in one of the old wings, with a shru"ed 

bathroom at the end. Mine had a fu"eplace with a window on each side of it, with twin beds opposite these, and 

seemed to have such an unhappy atmosphere that I didn't sleep well, as I told Bill in the moming. 

'Oh, I believe that is meant to be one of the haunted rooms!' he explained casually, ruld then told me about the 

murder for the first time. I was glad we were only staying one night. In fact for mrulY yeru"s I was awru"e of rul 

uncomfortable feeling at Ardlamont and felt that I would never be willing to live there. Then on one visit I 

found that this had disappeared entirely, ruld le3l11ed later that Monson, the 'not proven' murderer, had died. 

Now it seems a very tranquil house where I never mind being alone. 

The bottom semi-basement floor, as I di covered later, was fU1111y divided into 'fru11ily' ruld 'staff halves. A 

tlu-ee foot thick wall had to be cut through to connect them when we eventually altered the hou e. From the 

back door stone stairs led down, as if to a dungeon, to the cook's bedroom, the scullery and the laundry. 

Before reftigerators were invented food was kept cool on stone shelves in small cold rooms halfway down 

these stairs. The laundry had traditional equipment including mangles ruld flat irons, ruld to save water the 

washing was trundled down by cat1 to the beach ruld done in a wash-house beside the bum. This small build

ing was recently converted into a much needed boathouse. 
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All the kitchen washing up had to be done in a low stone sink in the scullery, as there was no water in the 

kitchen. This was a bright room underneath the dining room, to which it was a major operation to transport the 

food. A small lift, operated by a rope pulley, took it up from the scullery to the china pantry, whence the table 

maid carried it through two doors to the dining room hotplate, which was heated by two methylated spirit 

burners. 

Coal was sent from the family paper mill in Renfrewshire by puffer, carted up to the coal-shed near the house, 

from where a portion was distributed amongst the various estate dwellings. Most of the bedrooms had a 

fireplace and the kitchen had a big coal range, making it a cosy place for the maids to gather for their tea, and 

enjoy bread with plenty of jam from the wonderful strawberries and raspberries grown in the walled garden. 

Although their wages were fairly low, most of the estate workers received plenty of fruit and vegetables. 

In those days there were six gardeners. It took them all Saturday to rake the gravel on the front drive. We no 

longer use this entrance, keeping it as a grassed walk between the azaleas and rhododendrons. 

Neither the back nor the front door offered any shelter to anyone waiting to enter the house until we made the 

old back door our front door, building the present steps up to it and the sheltering portico above. Nor was there 

any direct door from the house to the walled garden. One of the gardeners came in every day to discover the 

cook's needs, and if she so much as ran out of parsley she sent one of the scullery maids upstairs and across to 

the walled garden to ask for some. 

The maids slept in the attic bedrooms in one of the old wings; each had a skylight but no window. These 

rooms were a real fIre hazard, as they could only be reached by a small winding staircase, being cut off from 

the main house by a solid wall. We later cut through this and gave the rooms dormer windows, and they make 

excellent rooms for children. 

It is sad that there is no longer the excellent steamer service which existed when my husband's great uncle and 

grandfather, Robert and William Watson, bought Ardlamont. By connecting with the Gourock train and using 

horse-drawn transport at each end, they could commute and do a day's work at their paper mill in Renfrews

hire, or visit their main house near it. People living in Millhouse, Kames and Tighnabruaich could happily go 

up for a day' s shopping in Glasgow, have a good breakfast on the steamer and return on another one in time 

for their evening meal. 

There exist many photographs from that peliod up untiJ the present day of the Watson family and their friends 

gathered on the steps of Ardlamont. After their mother had died and the other brothers manied, the three 

sisters, Annie, Jean and NeLlie, kept house for the two old men, who lived to a great age, vigorous to the end. 

My husband and I were lucky enough to be able to spend our brief honeymoon at Craig Lodge before it was 

commandeered by the Army to practise for the Normandy landings in Ostel Bay, which they left full of 

barbed wire and other hazards. 

All civilians had been banished, including NelLie, the last surviving sister, who returned after the war to Ijve 

alone at Ardlamont with a band of faithful retainers. Much of the estate had to be sold in the I 950s, and in 

January 1968 a freak storm changed it so completely that I was thankful that, bedridden, she was unable to see 

the devastation. Most of the shelter was taken from the house, but its wonderful view was restored. 
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Th happiest day I remember was when OLlr younger daughter was manied in May 1 975 from Tighnabmaich 

Church .  The lUl shone, the reception was held at Ardlamont and the blide and groom retumed for a dance that 

e ning.  111e house was painted white again then, as it had been in the Lamonts' tim e .  For practical reasons it is now 

gre once mOle. 

After my hu band' s  death in 1 979 our elder son and hi wife joined me in the big house, so happi ly their three sons 

ha e been able to grow up in it and I have been free to travel for my work as a portrait painter, retuming grateful ly to 

them and my 'SchooL house ' tudio. 

When a selies of fums based on six famous 'not proven ' murder was made for television, they shot much of the 

Ardlamont one on the actual estate. 111 is was in 1 983 and Andrew, OlU- grandson, aged 6, played Monson ' s  small  

son . 

C hildhood Years At K i ldavaig and Ki lbride by Flora Mac Leod (Galbrai th) 

I was born at  Kil davaig Fanll, Ardlamont where my father was p!oughnlcu1 . We l ived in a cottage. 111e water had to 

be taken in from a tap outside, which also fi l led the trough for the horses. No electricity - oi l lamps. The cooking was 

done on a range which had CU1 oven at the side.  Scones cu1d pcu1cakes were baked on the gird le on top. We were 

bathed in a zinc bath in front of the fIre. The water had to be heated in a big pot on the fIre but there were always 

p lenty of ticks to burn which aved the coal . I remember when the coal boat CaJ11e in to the fen), at Ardlamont. 111e 

horse cu1d cart had to go into the water when the tide was out, and the coal had to be taken to all the houses. I don ' t  

know w ho paid for the load but everyone paid for what they got. We used t o  pick up pieces o f  coal that had fal len off 

the cart cu1d give it to Grcu1l1Y who l ived there in the row of cottages. There was also a wee shop there that sold 

sweets among other things, and if we were gocxi we got a penny,  which  bought a lot then. 

There was a school at ArdlaJ110nt where you stayed til l  you were fowteen ;  just one teacher for al l the classes, some 

with only two in each.  They were happy days. The Mi es Watson who l ived in Ardlamont House gave a party at 

Cluistmas and SCU1ta always came with a present for evel),one. Then at Hal lowe' en they sent a basket of apples culd 

nuts to be shared. We had a Sunday School picnic in the summer. We made our own enteltain ment and we were 

happy . We sat the Qualifying Exams aged e leven, I think, on a Saturday when the school was c losed. We were sent 

work, from Dunoon, which we had to do in a fortni ght. Then it was sent to be corrected and a new lot of books 

arrived. We were alway anxious to see how wel l  we had done, culd get good marks. 

When I was ten my father became a gardener culd we moved to Ki lblide where we thought it was great, as we had a 

bigger hou e - with a bathroom - and hot water as wel l  as cold coming from a tap. We sti l l  went to Ardlamont 

school although MiW10use was nearer. We cycled every day, three mi les, unt i l  the teacher got manied and a new 

teacher, who l ived in Tighnabmaich, CCUlle. She had a car culd picked us up in the monung cu1d took us home at n ight, 

which was great. 

I remember heaJing on the radio ( worked with a battery) on a Sun day morni ng that Britain was at war. I was too 

young to real ise how seriou it was, but things ChCUlged, focxi was rationed culd the win dows had to have heavy 

cmtains so that no l ight howed. The towns were bombed but we did not real ise what i t  was l ike lUlti l one lught, a 

beautiful moonl i t  night, we heard wave after wave of planes going over and the next monling heard that Clydebcu1k 

culd Greenock had been bombed. Chi ldren were evacuated from the towns and quite a lot came to Ardlamont. Any

one who had room had to take CUl evacuee. The school was then fu l l  but gradual ly most of them went back home as 

it was ' too quiet' for them. 

We real ised then what war meant. I CCU1 ' t  remember just when, but the soldiers anived and Ostal Bay was used for a 

lot of army manoeuvres culd there was a lot of gun fIre. As our house was near we were in twll 'evacuated' .  As the 

war progressed all of Ardlamont was evacuated. The fatm cuumals al l had to go too atld they were put to the fCUlllS in 

Ki L fUlan . There were quite a few there. 111e farmers were al lowed back at celtain t imes to work the ground but 

nobody stayed. The school chi ldren were all sent to Tighnabruaich school ,  culd Ardlamont was c losed for gocxi. Al l  

these th ings made us real ise what the  war was about. Although we were lucky in  a way . 
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11 War, Sport, and Communications. 

[None of the group has first-hmuL memories of the First World War, although it claimed its share of casualties 
from the district. But memories of the Second . World War remain fresh, perhaps because it had a tangible 
presence in the district. Fortunately our invaders were frielUlly. And the war had its lighter moments - in 
hindsight, at Least. J 

During The War - Ostal Bay by F l ora MacLeod (Gal braith) 

We l ived at Kilbride which was on the road to Ostal Bay. About 1 943 troops began to arrive by barge etc, for 

manoeuvres, l anding on the shore from l anding craft and fmding their way to given points on l and, always 

passing our house at night. As the war progressed the activities became more frequent and at last we were 

'evacuated' to Ardlamont, where more sol diers were stationed, but their training wasn' t so dangerous. After a 

few months we were again moved and my father got work in St. Catherine' s, where we stayed until al l the 

training was fInished. We heard a l ot of men lost their l ives there when things went wrong in training. One 

instance - the guns were f rring short and quite a few fatalities occurred, probably more than was ever heard of. 

Ostal Bay was made to represent the Normandy beaches. Some of the men said when they did l and there they 

thought they were back in Ostal Bay. 

When we were eventual l y  al lowed home the lovely shore had completely changed with barbed wire and sand 

bags representing the cliffs. That was al l later cleared, but a l ot of unexpJoded shel l s  and mines twned up, and 

the bomb disposal squad had to return, often years l ater, as odd shel l s  were found. Now Ostal Bay is such a 

tranquil spot it is hard to bel ieve that it played such an important part in eventual l y  bringing the war to an end. 

The Home Guard 

The home guard was formed and all the men had to take turns on guard duty at nights. There was a look-out hut 

at the top of the brae above Corra Farm where they had a good view of the sea. There was another hut at 

Kilfman and my future husband, who was six years older than me, had a motor bike so he was a despatch rider. 

He tol d me of one occasion when he was on duty at 1 1  o' clock at night, they heard a loud noise and were sure it 

was an enemy tank. They took their rifl es (for which they had no ammunition) and went to investigate, no doubt 

feel ing a bit nervous - onl y to discover it was a couple returning to Bal l iemore Estate pushing the baby in a 

pram with no tyres on the wheels. What a relief! 

During the war 3 bombs were dropped on the hill above Kilfinan Fatll1 . A German plane was being chased by 

Spitflfes and dropped the bombs to lighten the load. Luckil y they l anded on hj H ground wel l away from Kilfman 

vi.U age and the onl y casualties were some sheep. They left huge craters, which eventual ly  fi l led with water. 
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You Laughed as Well as Wept by Mary Crowe 

( fro m a taped i n terv iew w i t h  W i l ma We i r )  

I w as  bom i n  1 909 and I came to Kames fu"st o n  hol iday when I was 1 8. That wou ld be in  1927. After that my 

peopl came every year for a month. Then I got married in 1939 and came to Kames to stay - Bertie was a 

postman i n  Caladh.  I was just married a year when NOffilan was bom, and that was the beginning of my family.  

Ther was quite a b i t  of  excitement because of  the war, with the atmy being here. We stayed down the shore i n  

" Beechwooo' . The tanks were parked right along the shore to Flora Cameron ' s, and u p  the back it  w as  bren gun 

carners. Activity went on all n ight. You got qu ite used to i t, and you were quite friendly with them al l ,  al l the 

soldiers. The Poles were there and they l i ved in the Royal Hal l .  Mrs Edgar was a great one in the canteen in  

Katnes and Dot MacDougall  (Cath Nicolson ) worked there too. My farni l y  was young at the time and I was 

never there. 

By this t ime Beltie was working for S im pson, dri v i ng the ti l ly - a uti l i ty truck that did everything. The Poles 

were officers, mostly,  atld Bertie got to know them quite wel l .  I remember General S ikorski coming. He was the 

head of the Pol ish AOlly . He told us how they had come here atld how they had fought against the Germans and 

the Russians .  It opened your eyes. 

The Poles were very artistic . They had the Royal Hal l all decorated atld it was left l i ke that for quite a long time. 

And they had some beautiful singers. 

Then the Italians came atld that was a di  aster. Katnes wasn' t  left with a bird because they ki l led them al l and ate 

them. 

Our own men used to come i n  at the tank l atlding atld march up to M i l lhouse. And if Dougie MacCallum the 

baker was there with his vatl there would be nothing left for anybody else in  the place. 

I remember being frightened of submarines when I was going along the shore. We l ived in 'Beechwood' and 

Grandma MacDougall  was in ' Rosewooo' beside the hote l .  Spearman kept pigs in the field at the side of the 

hotel . One night I was goi ng along to ' Rosewood' in the dark and keeping so wel l  clear of the shore in case there 

was a ubmarine that I landed up beside the pigs. 

D u ri ng the w ar you laughed as wel l  a wept .  

I remember the n ight of the blitz over Greenock and Clydebank. The planes came over and you could actual l y  

see the l ights - it was bright moonlight, an d  I could see al l m y  white nappies o n  the washing l ine and ran out to 

bring them all i n .  By this t ime Bertie was working for my father [Aben1ethyJ , who had a b lacksmith ' s  business 

in  Hi l l ington, and was doing war work al l the time. Bertie had a double-barre l led shotgun atld a rifle and we 

were determined I should leam to use them. I don ' t  know whether we thought the Geffilans were going to come 

up our road . You didn ' t  know at the t ime, so I had a fear. 

At the outbreak of war there was a big round-up of Territorials.  Grandma said, 'What do you think of Robert' -

that was Robert MacDougall - 'jo in ing the terriers?' I said, ' Get h im out . '  He wasn' t  the age - he was only 

seventeen. But he joined, and that day there were Robert MacDougall ,  Robert Dwlsmore, Peter Kent, and 

another one, and they were only seventeen.  It was terrible, you know. 

The War Years at the Kyles by E l i zabeth Edgar 

I was just sitting admiring my house after a good Spling c lean when I heat"d a noise on the stair. (Thi s  was i n  

Airy Cottage).  I went to the door and found five young soldiers. I asked what they were doing there and they 

told me they had come to take Kames. They were on manoeuvres and had come from Dunoon. I told them that 

was all right with me and asked, 'Could you eat a plate of soup?' They were glad to, for they were very hungry . 

Wel l ,  this was May,  1939, and it let me know that the war was nearer thatl I thought. 
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On September the 3rd we were at war. It made you shudder just to think of it .  

As t ime went on the evacuees started to anive from Clydebank and Glasgow, and later came the bombing of 

both places and Greenock. The sky at n ight was bright red, and with shrapnel fall ing it was very scary to go out. 

E veryone connected to me was in Greenock and I could n ' t  get through to anyone. Then a girl I knew 

came to see if I coul d  tel l  her w here she and her aunt and two c h i ldren cou ld  get somewhere to stay , so I 

said i f  you wou ld l ike to stay wi th me, we w i l l  make room, and it turned out to be a very happy t ime.  

We did ou r best for the fol k  who needed hel p .  

The fIrst evacuees who came started to  go home and others came but most were home birds and the place here 

was too quiet for them. 

We were coming to 1942 and things were looking very black. SuddenJy there was a knock at the door and it was 

Mr Somervi l le our minister. He said 'Mrs Edgar, the YMCA are going to open a canteen and there is a lady who 

would l ike to see you . Can you come now?' So I went with h im to meet her and she told me there were 250 

Pol ish soldiers coming and could I give her a hand to prepare for them. 

I!'A . .... 
e� ' :�- " " 
'/� /, , V " " 

So that began a very busy t ime. She showed me how to cook the food they l iked, and I was on my way . I must 

say I thoroughly enjoyed working for them. Their manners were a del ight, and their singing a treat to l isten to, so 

I asked them if they would come to the church choir, and they did. 

The next lot of men who came were the French Canadians, who were up at Auchenlochan Farm. The morning 

tea started at l Oam. I got four local ladies to come to help. They sat at the kitchen table and buttered the rol ls, so I 

needed help to do the dishes. I spoke to a sergeant and he sent two men .  One was black with the happiest face 

and one of the ladies fel l  for him . He could do no wrong. 

After Dunkirk, as one lot of soldiers came the others moved on. I was terribly sorry for this lot. They were so 

young and having been there, having to go back was not funny.  But you always had to be cheelful no matter 

how you felt .  It was getting time for our boys to go. I noticed one boy sitting by himself and I went to speak to 

him. He put his  head on my shou lder and started to weep. I held him ti l l  he felt better and he told me his twin 

had been ki l led that day. 

I fel t  so sorry for h i m ;  he h ad to go home to te l l  h i s  mother and he fe l t  so bad about i t .  

The soldiers were stationed in  what is now our playing fIeld. One night after the canteen closed I had gone to my 

friend' s  house where we had a quiet talk and a cup of tea. I left her to go home and as I went to cross the road I 

heard voices. I waited, and three soldiers came and asked me where the canteen was. I said, ' It c loses at ten 

o' clock. You' re a bit late for i t . '  It was nearly two a.m. They said they had just anived and were starvi ng. I 

invited them up with me and I told them it needed to be very quiet. So up they came and I made them some 

sandwiches. This was al l in the dark for there was no black-out up. Aftelwards, I told them my name, and they 

said they were very gratefu l and would see me in dayl ight. 

I had entertained the Major, Captain, and Staff Sergeant. We had a good laugh about it the next day. 

Next we had a new crowd - the REME (engineers) . Their work shop was on our back road and made 

MacBrides' brae very busy. 

Then came the Americans, who were very nice boys. They were the ones who were ki l led by their own men.  I 

wrote to twelve of their mothers and I got twel ve answers back. 

They were hardly here t i l l  another lot came to the tank slip with amphibious tanks, so now the place was very 

busy. Al l  hotels, the hostel,  and al l holiday houses were fu l l .  Al l  round Ardlamont were tTOOpS, and at Caladh 

there were sai lors. 

We also had Ital ian prisoners who were a quiet crowd, very nice to the chi ldren. One man made a lovely mosaic 

step at the front door of the Royal Hotel (and has si nce been back to see it) .  Before they left we had a dance in 

the Royal haU, and the prisoners decorated it beautif'u l ly with flowers. 

1 1  



The cant n had a big billiard table, dart board, and books, which were all welJ used. One day as I was going 

over there witll a friend, some Canadians were having an argument and suddenly a body flew past us and landed 

at our feet. He seemed knocked out. My friend ran to the post office for a glass of water and I got the boy round. 

Quit a crowd had gathered by this time. I got up and started to put my sleeves up and walked over to the lad 

v ho had done tllis and said, 'Have you ever had your ear rung by a woman?' and he tumed and ran away -

straight into an M.P [Military Policeman]. It caused quite a laugh but tl1e boy must have been sore, and he 

seemed so young to me. 

The canteen manageress was Miss MacLeod and she was a delight to work for. One of tlle boys said, ' If  that 

lady would smile at me I would ask her out.' I told her and she said, ' I  was brought up with seven brothers and I 

went light off men, he is out of luck.' 

One Slmday night the rain never stopped and outside was a quagmire. When I was locking up, one of the boys 

said, ' I ' ll lift you over ' ,  and Witll me in his anns he fell on his knees, but two other boys came to our rescue and 

all was weU. 

I did not like one sergeant who had a dreadful tongue, 0 one day I went to him and told him what I thought of 

him and his tongue. He apologised and I never heard him swear again. Then another one who was with the 

REME came, and he was worse. My friend Peggy (an evacuee) and I were disgusted at the way he treated the 

lads when they went for their dinner. He had a load of mail, wruch he held in his hand while he made the boys 

run at tlle double up and down the road. We hated tl- us  but he seemed to enjoy it. So we waited, and one day we 

got him. In tl1e village we bought some long-handled brushes. As we came along the road, there he was dlill ing 

the lads, so Peggy and I joined them and marched witl1 them - and suddenly his hat blew into the water. I t  was 

hilarious, but we each got a letter telling us to stop interfering witl1 the troops while they were on duty. I never 

found out what we were to do when they were not ! 

After tl1e war, three Amelicans came back and a few of us were asked to have tea with tl1em at the Royal Hotel. 

Then one day about two years ago two Americans and tl1eir wives came to see me. It was a grand reunion. They 

were touring Scotland to let their wives see where tl1ey had been. 

YE N i g h t  Dance 
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[War interrupted one of the district 's great preoccupations - sport, represented here by sailing, shinty, 

and golf] 

Sailing Memories by Chester Currie ( interviewed by Alan Millar) 

Chester grew up as a seafarer. He remembers Smith' s Yard in the village in its heyday when a clinker built 

dinghy would be constructed each week, built upside down, in the long shed on the site of the modem Life Boat 

Station. Boat handling and early sailing experience were gained in such a dinghy. An old sack for a sail meant 

rowing to windward and cOining back downwind. Later, as a fisherman, he leamed to sail and successfuU y  race 

a fishing smack. 
Between the two World Wars Chester was much involved with boats and with the sea. He remembers how at 
that time up to a hundred men would leave the village every season to work as paid hands on various yachts. In 
those days many yachts were much bigger than anything there is today, and the owner relied entirely on 
professional crew. 

Endeavour I w i th Cheste r  at the bow 

Chester, for his part, sailed in the 1930s on boats in the biggest racing class: J Class yachts. In 'Valsheda' there 

were 26 of a crew and he was the only Scot aboard. There were no winches, so the huge saiJs had to be sweated 

to the top of the mast and, of course, trimmed, by muscle strength alone; hence the need for so many men. 

Another huge difference was in the materials. Whereas modem sails are made of terylene or other synthetic fibre 

it was cotton for all pre-war sails. This meant that they had -to be carefuU y dried before being put away. AJways 

there was the risk of mildew, both on the sails and on the sail covers. Nowadays, sails hold their shape but 

natural fabric had to be treated with much greater care. A new saiJ had to be ' tUn in' and very slowly stretched. 

There was a class of about eight J Class yachts, of whi ch the Kin g' s  ' Blitannia' was one. The season ran from 

April to September with early races out of Harwich. From there they progressed along the English south coast, 

with the highljght naturally Cowes Week in the Solent. From Falmouth, these huge yachts would go round to 

south Wales, over the Irish Sea to Cork, to Dun Laoghaire outside Dublin, up to Belfast Lough and then to the 

Clyde. After that it was back south, but to France. 

But even then the J Class was proving beyond the means even of the wealthiest, and the smaller J 2 metres 

began to supplant them. Chester skippered ' Trivia' for the last three seasons before the war, and his highlight 

was six fl fStS in Cowes Week. These were wonderful boats but smaller, of course, than the big J s. Crew 

consisted of four professionals supplemented by one or two amateurs. Amongst the amateurs Chester had 

crewing for him was Peter Scott, the ornithologist. 
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Wh reas tcx:lay al l yachts have a dual role, as racers and cruisers, in those days 1 2  metres had no engi nes so that 

there was a premium on seamanship for al l manoeuvres. And there were few concession to comfolt. Al l spare 

quipm nt was taken ashore before racing to keep down weight . Chester weU remembers meeting the 

legendmy, olltspoken, U ffa Fox,  renowned designer of 0 many fast yachts, and later ai l ing compan ion for 

Ptince Ph i l ip .  He had the pliv i lege of racing Uffa' s own Flying Fifteen .  

Throughout th war Chester served in the Merchant Navy as sJUpper on the Clyde of a Thames Barge: a big, 

broad beamed shal low draught boat of which a few remai n tcx:lay . These boats, suipped of dleir sai ls, worked as 

tenders to dle mYliad ships u ing dle Clyde at that t ime. Chester was based in Greenock and would take out aU 
manner of gocx:ls to dle Tai l  of the Bank and beyond. He recal l s  how once alnmwlit ion and cordite off a warship 

was to come ashore at  the A1bert Dock but the harbounl1aster on leam ing dle nature of  the cargo ordered h im off 

to sea and far away . His man i fest had to be transfen"ed to a special vessel and taken to Ardeer in Ayrshire.  

On anodler occasion it was a cargo of gold buU ion which he took aboard at Greenock and out to dle batt leship 

" Rodney
, 
. It was at dle very worst t ime, when British assets were being shipped acros the Atlantic for safe 

keeping in  Canada or to meet the costs of the war effolt . Secwity was naturaUy tight and Chester remembers 

coming back to h is  ship alongside the dock in Greenock when, just as he was about to go down the veltical 

ladder, he had a pistol poked into the back of his neck . Only when his identity had been c larified was he aUowed 

to carry on.  

In  dle post war years yachting retLU11ed to dle C lyde but  the boats were much smaUer. Dinghies had never been 

popular pre-war, but Chester was among dle pioneer of dinghy racing here, and he led dle way widl hi own 

A1bacore and Wayfarer, a precursor of the fleet of smaU boats so much a part of the summer scene in the Ky les 

today. 

Regatta Day by De i rdre Mac I n tyre 

Glasgow Fair Monday, regatta day ! Rain or shine there was alway a gocx:l tunl out of spectators - many locals 

and a large number of friends who would have arrived on dle Ftiday steamer for their annual 'fair fOltnight' . It 

was a beautifu l sight on a clear moming widl a l ight wind blowing to watch each class of yacht l i ne up for the 

gun. 

The rowing races started later: girls '  single , boys' singles, girls '  pairs, boys' pairs, and mixed doubles. My 

father had a 1 2  foot c l inker dinghy which was qu ite a heavy row, but I was used to i t .  However, an elderly gent 

who h ired boats from a hut on the fore hore at Ardencraig, by name of Cunie Mhor, was my suppOlter and 

alway gave me the use of a nearly new 1 0  foot d in ghy which was a dream to row. Light as a feather ! 

Although Dad had put me through my paces at rounding a buoy at top speed it wasn ' t  real ly  needed dlen, as 
what we aU rowed around was a luxury motor vesse l ,  the ' Io laire' . S he, to me, was beautifu l ! Had her uses too: 

on one occasion when in the mixed doubles with Sandy Malcolm, we changed places when we got on her off 

side. Sandy had hwt a wlist, but we were both strong rowers and aye O:.lt on dle "N&ter. We got away with it unt i l  

we had to go out to  the commcx:lore yacht to  be given our  prizes, and were met by the late Dr G.L. Thomson 

who enquired why we had changed places . 

The greasy boom usuaUy came last, and no wonder. If you weren ' t  wet before enteling, you were pretty weU 

sure to be oaked aftelwards . Many entered, especial ly our macho boys. Very, very few were successful but we 

al l enjoyed i t  and the crowd loved it .  Many memories of very happy day and lovely people. 
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Shinty Memories by Dugie  Thomso n  

M y  [lfst recol lection o f  shinty was at the end o f  hosti l ities in 1 945 when I was at Kilfinan school - when I heard 
the older men of the v i l lage say, ' Now we' l l  get the shinty started again' .  So it wasn' t  long before we were al l at 
this ' sh inty' i n  the school. Some weird shaped 'camans'  were on display - anything that had a hook at the end. 
By some strange coincidence I had managed to get a real ' hickory stick ' (it must have been put away in some 
corner of a shed in 1 939) and after each game I used to hide it - in case some-one else got a hold of my 'real 
stick' . 
The first organised game I saw was between Mi l lhouse and Glendaruel .  I remember we al l  went over to 
Glendaruel on the back of a lorry. The result  is un important but I thought it was a wonderful occasion as I had 
never seen a proper game with players wearing strips, a referee, l inesmen, goal judges and even goal posts ! And 
so I was hooked. 
From then on I began to l isten to the tales of the old days and the great games that had been p layed so long ago. 
The first local trophy I heard about was the MacPherson Cup (its origin I am not c lear about). It was played at 
'Annfield', K i lfman, between BaUimore and Kilfman. I sti l l  have the photograph of the winning Kilfman team. I 
bel ieve this  game took place about 1 902 or 1 903 . 

Before the war al l the v i l lages had teams - Tighnabruaich, Ki lfman, Kames, and M i l l house (and also Bal l imore 
and Ardlamont for a short t ime) . 
By the time I remember the shinty there was no longer a team at Kilfman. But Tighnabruaich, Kames and 
Mi l l house were sti ll very active. So by the t ime I came to, say, 1 5  - 1 6  years anyone who l i ved in Kilfman would 
play for Millh ouse. However, before I go on from there I must recall the games in  Ki lfman school . On Monday 
morning we picked teams which were kept for the whole week. So every morning break, dinner time and 
afternoon break we did battle in  the playground behind the school . The playground became l ike a ploughed field 
but that did not deter us .  The score would be something l ike 64 goals to 6 1 ,  as the score was carried on from the 
previous day, right through to the break up of the school on Friday. On one occasion at the last break on Friday, 
the team I was in were one goal beh ind, and at the very end we got a penalty er' l l  never know how this came 
about as there was no referee). I was just about to take the penalty when the bel l  rang to retum to class. The 
opposing team walked off to retum to school . Wel l !  the row that got up then - should I have been given the t ime 
to take the penalty and so on . We had a very diplomatic teacher in Ki lfman at the t ime and, as the argument was 
sti l l  raging when we returned to class, she intervened and decided that, as the scores were so even, I would be 
al lowed to take the penalty after school and she would come and see fair  play. Not much attention was paid to 
school work that afternoon and the great moment at last arri ved. 
The whole school ( 1 4 of us) and the teacher al l there, up I stepped and blasted the bal l about 3 feet over the bar. 
Talk about wishing the ground would open up ! However, we al l went home knowing justice had been done. 
Anyway, eventual ly I became old enough to play for Mi l Jhouse and had many great moments with them over 
the years, also many disappointments as there were many good players in opposition who sent us homeward to 
think agai n .  I t  would be unfair to mention any indiv idual players who were my team mates or my opponents. 
But I met many [me wielders of the cam an who went on to great things with senior teams and I made many 
friends who remain so even today . 
Now there was much ri valry between the v i l lages and none more so than Tighnabruaich and Kames and some 
fierce 'batt les' took place. But as far as I can gather, over the years neither could c lai m supremacy for any length 
of ti me. Of course these v i l lage teams were playing jun ior shi nty and we al l dreamt that one day we would be 
picked to play for Kyles Juniors (selected from al l jun ior players ) and ult i mately qual ify for the senior team, 
Kyles Ath letic, and as Ky les have just recently celebrated 1 00 years they are known and respected throughout 
the shinty world. 
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I never qu ite made the grade for the seniors but played for a number of years for Kyles Juniors and also have 

many happy memOlies of my ttme with them. 

vVhen the v t L lage t�1Jll were st i l l  goi llg we not only played agaiJlst the local v i l l ages but also Strachur, 

Inveraray , Bute, and Col G len - al l had f ule teams. The Buteman, S mith and MacQuiston were al J cups in which 

we played al l these teams. 

However, as the years passed and the population fel l  i t  became harder to field a v i l lage team. I have been told 

that at Kames on the green patch in front of 'Bowen Craig' as many as 40 young men would be practi sing on 

the c lear n ights - thelr biggest d ifficu lty at that t ime wou ld be who to leave out of the team. The last team to 

survive as a v i l lage team was M i l l Jlouse and unfOltunately they folded i ll the mid fifties. 

So, these are a few of my memOlies and observations over the last 50 years. Now we only have Ky les and Kyles 

Juniors, and wlforttmately they are having quite a hard tlme to field two teams. It i s  sad that the old v i l lage teams 

have gone and although I only saw the latter years I w i l l  always cherish these memories and be proud to have 

been part of this tradition . And who knows the future? Maybe again some old men wi l l  recall  some game they 

remember and tel l  a young man, as I was told so long ago. 

S h i n t y  hope fu l s  in the 30s 

Shinty by A l i stai r C hambers 

The games between the three jun ior teams were very hard fought, as each player tried to do h is  best for his team 

and his v i l lage; for shinty is a vi l lage sport, and at one time whole vi l lages took part - 30 or more players on 

each s ide. My own theory is that this is  why Kyles did so wel l  agaillst other teams: the grounding the players got 

play i ng for their local team and against each other. 

Travel l ing to away games could be a problem: going to play on Bute, for instance, meant a journey by motor 

boat (before the New Road). Once, coming back from a game against Rothesay in the dark, the engine caught 

fire. Only quick th inking by some on board taking their coats off and dipping them in the sea, then over the 

engine compartment, prevented what could have been a tragedy . 

At one t lme there were so many players ill Kames, two teams could have played on match day. If you did not 

turn up on tlme someone else would take your place. Shi nty sticks were mostl y  home-made from ash or birch 

and made to your own requlrements, or  from bits  and pieces of old hickory sticks we got from Donald Kent, 

who looked after and repalred the shinty sticks of the players of Kyles Athletic for years. Now we have a shinty 

stick maker on our doorstep. Nei l  B lair' s father, Jack, also a joiner, played shinty. He was not supposed to as his 

back was bad. 
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He played using another name, so that his family, especiaU y his mother, would not know. They found out when his 

name appeared in the paper (his real name). He had scored a goal in the game the week before. He played too weU. 

The Kyles Junior team was a natural progression from the three junior teams. If you were good enough and played 

a few games at that level you would get your chance when there was a vacancy in the senior team. The first set of 

jerseys the Kyles played in, in competitions, were donated by Glasgow Rangers FootbaU Club in 1 900. 

The field all the teams played on before the Moss, was at Kames Farm, and caUed America. It' s the field on the 

right going into the golf course. Why it was called Amelica I don' t know. Morris McCaUum who played for 

Kames and whose father owned the farm does not know either. The Kames team just walked to the field, played 

the game and walked back down to Albion House, my mother' s house. She would have a boiler of hot water and 

tubs in the washhouse beside the back door of her draper' s shop and her workshop where she made suits, etc. The 

workshop was the flISt recreation club in Kames before the flISt purpose built club and this was where teams came 

to tidy up after playing - including visiting teams. 

High Kames and Low Kames were school teams, not picked by the school, just depending who turned up and 

which part of Kames they were from - as the title of the teams suggests, high road or low road. Again we had to 

rely on the kindness of the farmers to allow us to play on their fields. Usually it was Kames Farm, or High Kames, 

as it was known. 

We must also remember the shinty ball, and John McKeUar the shoemaker from Tighnabruaich, who made shinty 

balls for the local teams and for Scottish cup fmals. 

Golf can soothe . . . . . .  by Irene Hunter 

I came to Tighnabruaich with my husband and small Jack Russell from Edinburgh in 1 966, to live, we thought, a 

fairly quiet life - only to be very quickly disillusioned fIrstly by ' Concorde' doing trial flights breaking the sound 

barrier and our little dog' s nerve. The first time it happened, I was talking to my sister in Australia on the telephone 

and she heard it, which must be some kind of record. 

Next, blasting started behind and above our house dUling the last two years' work on the New Road, which was 

opened by Dr Dickson Mabon MP in 1 969. In his speech he told us that the next stage to be tackled was to 

Colintraive - including a bridge to Bute! 

Then came Portavadie, and an invasion of workmen who took over almost all holiday accommodation, and to my 

mind changed the character of the area for ever. 

Before we came here we had heard that there was a 9 hole golf course, and were very disappointed to fmd that it no 

longer existed. It had been used by the army as practice ground for D-Day, and the fIrst thing my husband found 

was a live shell. 

Soon afterwards a group of local men plus my husband started to restore the golf C01IrSe and eventually it was 

playable; a wooden hut was erected for a club house, and many a good game took place there. Since then the Club 

has gone from strength to strength, and we have a very posh club house now. 

For me, many happy memories. 
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[ \tVith the possible exception of oiL Lamps, comn zunication with the outside world is the !nost common 

theme of rllis collection. The group 's memories take usfrom teLegraph to intenzet, and paddle steamer 

to jUlJ lbo jet. 

COlJ lpared to some my association with Tighnabruaich is recent but I can still share the nostalgia for 

al l era of more stylish traveL. In the sixties I remember ti!ning the joun1ey to the Kyles in the 'Loch 

FYlle ' 01 7 a Saturday mon1ing not in hours, but in courses of the delicious brealifast, complete with 

sill ier service and white-jacketed steward. ] 

Comnlunications Over The Yea rs I n  Tighnabruaich And D istrict  by T . Lu s h i ngto n .  

The telegraph cable L inking Tighnabmaich with Rothesay was laid from the north end o f  Bute t o  Rbubaan field 

ptior to World War I. DUling the war urgent news was transmi tted by telegraph in  Morse code to Tighnabmaich 

post office. I t  was then decoded and put In  t ile post office window for publ ic infol111at ion. 

In  the early 1 920s when the post office was in the pre ent day Spar bu i lding, the telephone exchange was 

instal led in the postmaster' s home in the flat above the shop. Th is was the beginning of telephonic 

communications in Tighnabmaich and the Patish of Ki l finatl . In tile early th i rties the post office and telephone 

exchange moved to i ts present i te, the latter being situated on the fIrst floor above the post office which was the 

residence of the postmaster and his wife, Mr atld Mrs Donald Mackechrue. The telephone exchange had 

provision for 80 sub ctibers. It was matlual ly operated 24 hours a day, 7 days a week, 52 weeks in the year 

includi ng hol idays .  Mr and Mrs Mac Kechnie were never free of the telephone in these days.  As the demand 

from plivate residences and businesses grew tile work load of the telephone exchange i ncreased. 

During World Wat" IT, with naval per onnel stationed at Caladh ( 1 940-44), and the B tit ish Nllly at Ardlatllont 

train in g  for the D-Day Latldings ( 1 943- 1 944) with Ital iatl P.O.W. mopping up after tilem, the work in the 

telephone exchange increased 1 00% .  

From tile lntroduction o f  telephones in  the early 1 920s unt i l  automation in  the late 1 940s, there w as  no direct 

L i nk with Glasgow. The trunk telephone route was always through the Rothesay telephone exchange. I t  would 

connect Tighnabmaich to Greenock, on to Glasgow and beyond. 

Towards the end of the 1 940s the manual telephone exChatlge was replaced by the fu"st automatic exchange in  

the district, which was bui lt on tile high road at  the top of  the Butcher' s Wood. The Ki lf Ulatl telephone exchatlge 

had been bui l t  pre-war atld was ready for automation. This  was the beginning of a separate exchange for 

Ki lf Ulatl and Otter Fen), - up unti l this  t ime the Tighnabmaich exchange served the entire Patish of Ki lf llatl 

from Otter Fell)' to Glen Caladh.  

In the 1 960s the original automatic te lephone exchange on the h igh road in  Auchenlochan moved to its present 

site in Kames. It was one of the most advanced technological exchanges in tile whole of the U . K.,  but it suffered 

a set-back when it was badly damaged by a tilunderbolt in Mat"ch 1 987.  But since tile early 1 990s it has 

advatlced to being one of the most up to date exchanges again .  

Tra vel by M aggie Paterson 

For nine years we l i ved in London and rented a house in  Tighnabmaich . As wel l  as spending our hol idays in 

that house we travel led up  evel), second weekend. We caught the 1 1  o 'c lock sleeper at Euston atld anived at 

Central Station at 6.30 am. After a l ight breakfast at the buffet, we caught the tr"ain for Gourock, where we 

boarded a steamer which anived at Tighnabruaich about 1 0  am. On Sunday n ight about 5 .30 we caught the last 

steamer for Gourock and the train for Glasgow, where we had a meal atld caught the 9 .30 sleeper for London. 

My husband slept very weL l  on the train - atld walked straight to h is  office on anival in  London.  
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Duri n g  the weekend the l ast steamer on S aturday moored at Ormidale .  The crew - who must have 
been very th i rsty - e i ther wal ked to the pub at G lendarue l ,  or over a goat track from the pier to 
Calad h  and on to the pub at Tighnabrua ich  in the dark . The track was very d ifficu l t  to fo l l ow and 
they often had to shout for help,  and any d i ngh ies fi sh ing off the Sp l i t  Rock wou ld usual ly rescue them. 
The steamer left at 6.30 on Monday morning and picked up people from Tighnabruaich, Auchenlochan, 
KaITleS, Col intrai ve, Rothesay, Innel lan, Dunoon, and so to Gourock and a train to Glasgow for about 9 am. 
Several boats cal led at Tighnabmaich pier dai ly and Bertie Lyle was on hand to col lect pier dues - 1 d .  Often 
while passengers were fumbl ing for the correct amount they would drop a coin or two which would maybe fal l  
through the space between the sleepers, much to the del ight of local kids who would find them down on the 
beach.  
Our three chi ldren were married in Tighnabmaich Church, and in those days whenever there was a wedding al l 
the shops dressed their windows accordingly - lamieson' s  Bakery, wedding cake; Whyte and MacKenzie, 
bottles, bel l s  and cartons; Ironmongery, pots and pans etc. 
If there were to be guests coming by steamer it could be aJTanged that a local bus would be on haJld to take them 
to, say, Kames Hotel for coffee and a freshen up. Then a run round Ard lamont and back to the church in time 
for the weddi ng. 
The day Helen and Charles were manied the weather was perfect. After the service we all walked to 
Tighnabmaich Hotel - ChaJ-Ies throwing money to al l the kids who had gathered to watch .  AL l the food was on 
tables in the garden - even the cake. We were served by the Aitkens'  three daughters and three friends, al l in  
brightly checked aprons. It was a beautiful buffet. Drinks were dispensed by Gordon Aitken . Some guests had to 
leave for the 5 .30 steamer and those stay ing for the weekend left for their accommodation - just as wel l ,  for at 6 
o'clock there was a violent thunderstorm. After that had passed, the couple departed for their honeymoon, 
driven by Col in S impson to Ki lchattaJl Bay, aJld we al l gathered at 'Tighanduin ' for a paJty . Great days ! 

Transport In The Kyles by A . M .  Lush i ngton 

A very early chi ldhood memory shows how everything was focused on the sea aJld the pier: the steaJl1ers came 
and went and kept us, in our almost islaJld existence, in touch with civi l ization. My earl iest memory of national 
significance was being told that there was no butter for breakfast, because the cargo boat wasn' t  sailing, because 
nobody was working ( the General Strike of 1 926) ! 
The 1 920s were sti l l  a time when there was a first class transpOlt system on the Clyde, with steamers plying to 
al l places with a pier. 
You could leave Tighnabmaich in the SUl11Jl1er months at 7am, aJld going via Wemyss Bay you could be in  
Glasgow at 8 .55 aJn. In the evening you cou ld catch the train at Glasgow Central aJld come off the steaJl1er at 
Tighnabmaich Pier at 7pm, after a day ' s  work, business, or shopping in  town ! Th is service was mainta.ined by 
the Rai lway paddle steaJl1ers, usual ly the ' Duchess of Fife' or the ' Duchess of Rothesay' and would continue 
unti l the outbreak of the war in 1 939. It  was always i mportaJlt to be able to identify which ' Duchess' was 
coming into the pier and you cou ld do that by looking for the L ifeboat at the stem port side of the ' Duchess of 
Fi fe' . Where the ' Duchess of Rothesay' kept her L ifeboat, I ·no longer remember! 
In  mid-morning anybody who had nothing better to do, aJld on high days aJld hol idays absolutely everybody 
would make thei r way to the pier, ' supervised' by the local pol icemaJl of the t ime, to watch the competition 
between the steamers to reach the pier first. But the fi nal selection was in the haJlds of the piermaster, George 
Olding, who control led the three black and white bu l l ' s  eye signals mounted on the 'Penny Box' mid-way down 
the pier. 
There wou ld be the white-f-tmnel led ' King EdwaJ-d ' and later the ' King George V ' ,  or the 'Queen Alexandra' ,  
later to  sai l in David MacBrayne' s fleet as  the 'Saint Columba' with the addition of an extra red aJld black 
funne l .  One of these white and black funnel led turbine steamers wou ld be mak ing her way al l the way up Loch 
Fyne to Inveraray. Then came the ArraJl boat, the 'Glen SaJlnox' or the ' Duchess of Argy l l '  - replaced dUling 
the 1 930s by the stately ' Duchesses' of Hami lton aJld Montrose. These sister ships could be identified by the 
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number of pOlthole (al t hough they looked more l i ke windows ) on their sides. And the excit ing places they were 

head ing for: 'Collie, Brocl ick, Lamlash and Whit ing Bay ' ! 

Th n, of coms , th re was the mai l steamer: in the I 920s sti l l  the majestic paddle steamers, the ' Iona' in wi ll ter 

and the "Calumba' in summer. These were the ' Pride of the Clyde' fol lowing the ' Royal Route' to 'Tarbert, 

Arruishai g, Oban and The North ' . They were to be replaced in the I 930s by the ' Loch Fyne' which gave such 

eoman service in the Second World War on th is  side of the boom at the Tai l  of The Bank .  

Tlle " Loch Fyne' maintained the dai ly serv ice to  Ardrishaig unt i l  30th September, 1 969, after which the mai l s  

came v ia  Dunoon over the  New Road, and David MacBrayne ( 1 928 Ltd ) ceased to  p ly  on the  Clyde. 

At ILUlchtime a Rai lway boat, such as the ' Duchesses' of Fi fe and Rothesay, occasional ly the 'Eagle I l l ' ,  and 

immediately before the war perhaps the ' Mercury ' or the 'Caledonia' , wou ld anive, wai ting for an hour at 

Auchen lochan Pier before begimling the retum joumey . Th i al lowed people to spend the aftemoon i ll 

Rothesay, from where they cou ld retum on the even ing steamer with the commuter from Glasgow, and those 

who had taken the AlTan sai l and disembarked at Rothesay . 

Next to anive would be the 'al l the way ' steamer from the Broomielaw, alway a popu lar cru ise. The 'Queen 

Mary ' ,  renamed the 'Queen Mary I T '  after the giant Cunarder of that name was launched in 1 934, usual ly did 

th is run .  At about the same t ime the LNER steamer from Craigendoran wou ld come round Rhubaan Poi llt and 

make for the pier. The steamers on this run were al l cal led after novels by S i r  Walter Scott and 'Marmjon ' ,  

'Tal isman ' and 'leanie Deans'  were al l wel l known and wel l loved i ll the Kyle ! 

iean.ie Deans at A uche n l oc h an Talisman at Tigh n abru a i c h  

Usual ly  the evernng steamer would l ie a t  Auchenlochan Pier, but  on occasion at  Kames Pier, and at  weekends i t  

would go up to Olmidale .  I t  was there on Sunday, 3rd September, 1 939. When the steamer anived at 

Tigbnabruaich for the Monday monung run, the crew, not havi ng a radio on board, must have been the only 

people in  the country not to know that B li tain was at war with Gelmany ! 
There were two cargo boats, the 'Ardyne' and the 'Minard' which gave a regul ar service to the Kyles, blinging 
provisions and good as wel l as barrels  of petrol ,  o i l  and paraffm.  They would discharge their cargo at the pier, 
to be transferred on to George Olding' s 101TY, 'Tin  Lizzie ' , for del i very . Tllen there were the puffers which 
regu larly ani ved to unload coal on the beach at Portdrishaig, or at Auchen lochan or Kames Piers . 

Coming off the steamer, at the end of Tighnabruaich Pier you wou ld fmd MacBlide 's  and S impson' s  taxis  

wait ing to whisk you to your destination, and both these fami l ie operated buses locally .  S impson a lso had a 

demure navy blue estate wagon which did the dai ly mai l run to Kilfi nan and Otter Fen)' and also, when 

necessary, did duty as the hearse ! Mai l was delivered on foot on al l the beats except for the Mill house/ 

Ardlamont and the Glen Caladh runs, for which the Post Office suppl ied bicycles. 

Most of the shops which sold perishable goods had message boys who del i vered local l y  on bicyc les, but for up

countl)' del i vel), vans were necessary, and in the outlying areas they were always a L ife l ine which offered v i tal 

human contact to many l i ving i ll isolated comers of the patish.  

20 



Jupiter at Kames 

Memories by Archie MacBride. 

In  the early thiIties there were two buses in the dishict - S impson' s at Auchenlochan Pier and Royal Cottage 
Garage, and MacBride' s at Fairfield, Kames. S im pson ' s  bus was blue, and MacBride's red. 
About 1 936 both bus owners formed The Ky les of Bute B us Company and a new bus was purchased, a 
Bedford - coloured blue and red. Wi l l ie S impson ran the bus from the Royal Garage. At this t ime the company 
also purchased a Ford estate vehic le which was used to take the mai l s  to Otter Ferry . It was also used as the 
hearse in the district and at times it was used as an ambulance taking patients to hospital . Prior to this patients 
had to go by boat. 
The fi rst Wednesday of each month was the shopkeepers ' whole ho l iday and on th is  day the bus went 
to G l asgow, depart ing at 6am and retu rn ing at 8pm.  The pick-up poin t  in Glasgow was at Renfrew 
Street,  and the route, of course, v ia  Otter Ferry . Dri vers over the years were : Wi l l ie S i mpson, Malcol m  
John Currie, Jackie  Henderson, A lex Turner and Bertie Crowe. 
In the thirties Jessie, Ann ie and Bessie MacBride were the only women in Scotland to hold l icences to dlive 
buses. 
Mr Col in  Simpson operated a coal business and taxi service and the cargo boat cal led at Auchenlochan Pier. He 
employed as workmen : Mr 1 .  Turner, Mr Aitken, Mr Donald, Archie MacLauchlan, and Lawrence Davidson . 
At one t ime S impson also col lected household ashes, which were put on the Moss. 
Norman Jamieson also had a coal business - behind POlt Dlishaig, and he also had a spel J  on the ash catt. 
From about 1 936 to the eat-Iy sixties, MacBride operated a regu lar lorry service to Glasgow. On Monday, 
Wednesday, and Friday they left for Glasgow at 6am, at1iv ing back between 8 atld l Opm. Their dlivers were 
Jock MacNei l l , Donald MacLel Jatl and 1 .  Kennedy, assisted by AJex Baxter, Caley Sal isbury, Joe Edgat-, Pat 
Duffy, Lawrence Davidson, Donnie Whyte, and Peter Mac�lide. 
Spearman also ran a coal merchant' s busi ness and lonies. Their dli vers were Geoff, Basi l ,  atld George 
Speat-man; Robert Baxter, and J i Jumie Mac Donald. 
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Travel by Ei leen Gmham 

When I was a chi ld w carne down to Portavadie from the Broomielaw on the 'Queen Mary' or from Wemyss 

Bay on one of the other steamers; very occasional ly in a friend ' s  car by the ' Rest' and Otter Ferry, or when al l 

Is fai led, on a Fliday everung by Rothesay and the 'Countess of B readalbane' to Tighnabmaich .  However in  

the seventies and �'1rly eighties, when my parents were l i v in g  in M i l lh ouse and the  New Road had been opened, 

Gonnan ' s  Tours ran a bus that came up to Glasgow early on Friday moming, retuming around 6.00pm in the 

erling. For someone working in  Glasgow with fam i ly in  the Tighn abmaich area these buses were a real 

l ife l ine .  

I usuaUy caught the bus in Great Westem Road and there was sometimes a won)' about whether we would get 

on, but I don ' t  ever remember being left behind, though occasional ly we had to sit on our mcksacks ti l l  the fLfSt 

passengers got off (no standing was al lowed) .  In winter the joumeys cou ld be exciting but Donny Whyte was an 

extremely good and safe driver. I remember once a long queue of vehicles on the road down to Glen Klnglas 

while we waited for gIitters to come. The road was covered in black ice, and even after gIitt ing was hicky, 

especial ly when the car in  front sudden ly stopped and DOlUlY was only just able to avoid i t .  The Tighnabmaich 

road used to be gIitted just before the bus came along. Once around New Year the road was blocked w ith snow 

for several days; when we did get away it was extraordinarily beautifu l ,  everything white and every twig in  the 

trees coated in frost and spark l ing in the early moming sun .  Perhaps I was more impressed because I was used to 

doing the joumey in the dark. In  spring and summer it was always beautiful, especial ly the fir t view of the 

Kyles, or the v iews of the AlTochar h i l l s  on the way up. 

The Opening Of The New Road by Betty A l i i  on 

The 'New' road, offici al ly opened in  June 1 969, was planned, with projects i n  other areas, to open up the West 

Highland coast for tourism. For this reason its eight mile c li nlb up onto the moors above Caladh, affording 

scenic views of the Ky les Nan'ows, Bute and di  tant AlTan was chosen rather than the uti l itarian route, l inking 

Caladh with Onnidale - a gap of on ly half a mi le .  

ArgyU County Counci l  fel t  they were on to a winner, as the road was to attract 1 00% gI'aI1t. UnfOltunately the 

government reneged on thi and the Counci l  was to get only 7 5 %  and could i l l  afford the w1foreseen cost. 

HWlied retrenchment meant the plaI1l1ed two track road was reduced to single hack with passing places and 

resulted in  some dangerous bl ind bends. 

The contractors, with a workforce of ome six men, heavi ly  mechanised with earth moving machinel), aIld 

explosives, begaI1 in the spring of 1 967 to blast their way through some sol id rock outcrops as wel l  as peat bog. 

One of the fir t outcrops they encountered was the old quarry 75 YaI'ds across the Al l t  Mor from Highgate 

Cottage, which suffered a se lies of window breakages, roof daInage, and a subsequent house-jolt which broke 

al l the pipe clay drains .  

The contractors moved remorselessly on,  breaking house windows and slates, eventual ly  sending a large chunk 
of rock soaring from SCaIinish, the highest point on the new track, down through the roof of one of the Caladh 
houses. Up ti l l  then no WaIl1 i ng of blasti ng had been given, and it was only when the workforce and machi nel), 
scarpered from the cene that the public huniedly lay low and waited for the big bang. However, after a selious 
episode - when yet aI10ther blasting took place at the Allt  Mor quan)', a jagged piece of rock flew some 200 
yards into the school playground, gI'azed a l i ttle girl , and broke her col laI' bone - only then did people complain 
to the pol ice. And only then did the foremaI1 start blowing a whistle to WaIl1 that blasting was imn1 inent. A 
charge of negl igence took a year to reach the Sheliff Court, by which time the ch i ldren aI1d most of the adults 
had forgotten the detai ls .  lllere was only a nominal fme but the contractors are no longer blasting aIlyone 
anywhere. 

Eventual ly  the single track road was completed and in June 1 969 the f01111al opening took place.  W ith Dr. 

Dickson Mabon, SecretaI), of State for Scotland, representatives from Ki lmol), aI1d other VIPs assembled at the 

Waukmi l l  end - where there was no SigIl of l ife other thaIl two holiday cottages. 
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We, who had l i ved so dangerously for two years and suffered almost in si lence, apart from the blasting, thought 
it more suitable to have an opening ceremony at the populated end of the new road. And so with our oldest 
i nhabitant, Duncan Ure, offlciating, the white ribbon was cut at the junction of the Shore Road and the Royal 
Brae, synchronising with officialdom eight mi les away. Thus did we celebrate the birth of the new road. We can 
now drive to Glendaruel and Colintraive in half the distance (but we can sti J J  get there more quickly by sea). 
The event i nspired a local bard, the late Elspeth MacNei J J ,  to verse: 

The New Road 

by E l speth Mac Nei l l  

Up h igh o ' er craggy h i l l s ides 
Then down i nto the g len ,  

The new road i n  meander ing way 
C l i mbs up and d i ps agai n ,  

A wound ac ross the Scari n i s h  face, 
The new red earth i ts  b lood, 

I t  cuts  i ts way through wooded s l opes 
0' er crag and mounta in  flood . 

The moss-grown bou lders, peacefu l once 
A nd nest l i ng near the ri l l s ,  

Are shattered by the deafen ing  b lasts 
Th at ec ho in the h i l l s  

And scatter down t h e  mountai n s ide 
A cascade rough and grey , 

Proc l ai m i n g to the trave l l i ng world 
That B ax ter passed that way .  

And i n  t h e  love ly  Ruel ' s  g len ,  
So fe11 i l e ,  l ush  and green ,  

No more do c o w s  graze near t h e  road , 
A l l  peacefu l and serene.  

'Twou ld seem a batt leground were here 
Of some far-eastern war, 

With  traffi c stru gg l i n g  fearfu l l y 
O ' er su rfaces of g lau r .  
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I I I  Kames, Auchenlochan, Tighnabruaich, Rhubaan, Caladh.  

[171e I I 'hole district is now generally known as  Tighnabruaich, but for null1Y people, including our 

cOlltributors, they are still the separate communities described by Alan Millar. } 

Personal  and Fami ly Memories of Kames Shore by M .  Cam eron , A. Calneron , E. Tarbet, 

and D .  N icol son . 

None of us remembers Kames shore when there were no houses, but 'OakJea' was bu i l t by Mrs Tarbet' s  

grandfather, and ' Ardencraig' was bu i l t  by the Camerons' great grandmother. Mrs Tarbet remembers being sent 

to the shop at Ardencraig (then cal led ' Kennedy' Land ' ) by her aunt who l ived at 'OakJea' . As chi ldren, the 

Cameron went there to spend Saturday pennies. Our father didn ' t  approve of chewing gum so we couldn ' t  buy 

that as the shop was run by our Aunt Flora, but there were sherbet dabs, dol ly mixtures, aromatics, snowbal l s  

and b ig  caramels .  

As wel l  as the shops at the shore and elsewhere, there were vans on the road . I remember going out with a jug or 

a can to buy the milk, but Mrs Tarbet remembers an earl ier time when there was a cow kept at ' Beech wood' and 

she was sent there for milk. She remembers that the chi ldren used to s ing ' Katie Beardy had a cow' . When we 

were young there were two bakers, Jamieson and McCal lum and our mother bought from both vans; p lain  bread 

and French bread for a treat. These vans had a lovely sme l l  of new bread . 

There were two busy piers, the Gunpowder Pier deali ng with the Gunpowder works at M i l l house and the 

Karnes Pier hand l ing passengers, coal and cargo of al l k inds. Mrs Tarbet remembers that there was a shed on the 

pier for storing cargo unti l it  was col lected, and that it was blown off the pier one stormy day and never replaced. 

One of the cargo boats was cal led the 'Lapwing' and Mrs Nicolson says that when it came into the pier the 

'Boar' (a local man who worked on the pier) used to s ing:  

'The Lapwing came into the pier 

On deck there stood the Boar, 

Shout ing to the kipper to take off his coat 

For it ain ' t  gonna rai n no more, no more, 

It ain ' t  gonna rain no more' . 

Kames P ier  i n  o lden  days 

There was a field beside the pier cal led the Fank, and Mrs Tarbet thinks she remembers sheep being shipped 

from there, but we al l remember the exc itement of watchi ng the sheep and catt le penned in the field at 

Auchen lochan being sent away. 

Mrs Tarbet and Mrs Nicolson remember the herring drifters cal led ' Klondykers' . They l anded their catches at a 

special extension bu i l t onto Kames Pier for this purpose. 

On shore, teams of women gutted the fish before packing them into banels  with salt .  Their  fmgers were 

wrapped in rags and they worked very fast. 
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As ·wel l  as the regu l ar steamers there were excursion boats, and Mrs N i co lson remembers that 

somet i mes the band from the boat wou l d  come ashore and play in the field bes ide the pier. One of my 

very early memories was see i n g  coloured bal loons float i nto the shore . For me it was l ike Fai ry l and but 

they came from a cru ise boat . 

Mrs Nicolson remembers that the pier master had a charabanc and chi ldren went on it for Sunday School 

picnics. S he says that the shore between the piers was called the 'Black Shore' and that as chi Jdren they weren 't 
allowed to play on it .  

There was a tal l  c himney at the Gunpowder Pier and Mrs Tarbet remembers black ash fal l ing onto the shore. 

SaJtpetre for the gunpowder works was landed and processed here. 

Mrs Nicolson says that the shore to the south of Kames Pier was cal led the 'White Shore' and that was where 

the c h ildren played. At different times we all paddled, played at skipping stones, had 'shops' on the big stones or 

played ' King of the Castle' . Mrs Tarbet says the girls bui lt houses in  the wood and the boys bui l t  wigwams. We 

played h ide and seek and kick the can there and also gathered nuts in the wood. 

There was a lot of fishing from the shore, and Mrs Tarbet remembers the boats going out, and says that basking 

sharks, porpoises and even whales were common sights. We al l remember the porpoises in later years, and I 

remember being trapped by a basking shark whi le fishing in Ki l inichael Bay .  Local fishermen c leared parts of 

the beach to form 'ports' l ike the one at 'Ardencraig' c leared by the Cameron boys. Mrs Tarbet says that there 

was a boi ler for tanning the nets at the head of the beach near where the Donalds' boathouse now stands. She 

remembers the nets spread to dry on frames on the beach in front of 'OakJea' and at Rhumore. When Archie 

and I were young, these frames could sti l l  be seen at Rhumore and further along at B lair' s Ferry . 

Mrs Tarbet remembers the big yachts anchored in the Kyles in the summer. Her brothers and the Camerons 

sailed in them as skipper or crew, and Duncan Currie (Mrs Tarbet' s  cousin)  crewed on a yacht which competed 

i n  the famous America' s Cup race. 

Our Granny had pictures of the ' Doms' and the 'North Star' on the parlour wal l .  Some of our family worked as 

seamen generally and we l iked to l i sten to stories of those times, especially about our great grandfather who 

jumped ship to go to the gold-digging in Austral ia. We treasure the gold nuggets and pieces of jewel lery handed 

down to us as mementos of that t ime.  

During the Great War there were soldiers stationed around the piers and Mrs Tarbet remembers that people were 

forbidden to go onto the beach at the Gunpowder Pier. Our father said that there was also an observation post on 

Spion Kop. 

After the war fishing gradual ly decl ined and we remember the fishing boats laid up at the top of the shore. If we 

could escape detection, we c l imbed onto them but were soon chased by any men who saw us. 

By the early 1 920s there were rowing boats for hire from the 'Wee'en Box' at Camerons' port. This  small 

concrete bui lding took its name from the old weighing station where coal wagons were weighed before and after 

they brought coal ashore from a puffer lying aground at low water. There were other such stations at different 

places around the bay. Mrs Tarbet remembers our uncle 10hnie as the boat h irer, but after he died our father ran 

the boat- h iring until  we left Kames in 1 936. Rowing boats were hired by the hour, the day, the week, or the 

month . Cl ients could also hire fishing l i nes, and those unskil led in the cut of shel l ing bait could buy shel led bait 

at 3d or 6d a t in .  There was a mussel bed kept on the beach beside the POlt to provide a constant supply of 

mussels.  As wel l  as l ine-fIshing for haddock, whiting, codl ing and flounders, there was the excitement of 

spinning for mackerel when a shoal was spotted, or spearing flounders on a calm early moming in late summer. 

Father knew the best places for the different fish and we enjoyed going out with h im when we came back to 

Kames on holiday . When we were quite young, we were al lowed to fish by oursel ves from a boat t ied to the 

moorings. It was a disgrace to lose a hook, but if a dog fish was caught the order was to cut the l ine un less father 

was there to deal with it .  Another ploy was to gather whelks which cou ld be boi led and eaten with a pin, but I 
didn ' t  l ike them so was never interested in helping with the gatheling. You could only do this at the light season. 
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Boats were usual ly kept at the moori ngs but if they had to be carried up the beach it was expected that anyone on 

the beach would help.  As chi ldren we thought this was good fun, but no doubt there were t imes when we were 

as much a h indrance as a help. When we had a rowing boat after our father retired and came back to Kames, we 

used rol lers as d1ere were fewer people about to help with l i fting. Another source of fun was the wooden 

crancrway which was used when the motor boat came i nto the beach.  When it was not being used, we cou ld run o 0 
along it and jump off the end. 
Our t�lther had a motor boat cal led the ' Devina' which was used to take picnic paJties to Bute, to Inchmamock 

to gather braJllbles, to Ettlick Bay, and to TaJ-belt Fair, as wel l as for evening fishing cmises and for private 

hi res. 

We were too young for most of those sai ls, but 3.11 outing to Ettrick Bay was a treat. The beach was too shal low 

and andy for the motor boat to laJld passengers, so the fI rst exci tement was to reach the shore over the rocks a 

l i tt le distaJ1ce away. There was the Pav i l ion with its ice-cream booths, sweet stal ls  aJ1d gift shops as wel l  as a 

machine that could punch out your name on a metal snip for a penny (or a ha' penny ) .  There were ponies to ride 

and my brothers went on them at different time , but al l I can remember was a trip on a pony and trap. Mrs 

Tarbet says that she remembers there being aeroplane rides at fi ve shill ings a ti me. 

Mrs Tarbet remembers the 'Wee'en Box ' as a gathering place for the older men, and that continued through our 

chi ldhood and unti l the shed was pul led down.  Th is  gathering was known as the ' PaJ-li ament' for i t  was there 

that the world was put to rights. There was a flXed seat on the seaward side but I remember aJ10ther seat which 

was moved according to the wind. As far as I remember, boys were tolerated on the fringe of this gathering, but 

not girls .  

When we l ived in  'Creggan' as chi ldren, I remember the boys play in g  shinty on the road. They would stop for 

traffic or adul ts, but not for a l i ttle girl , so going from home to the shop was l ike 3.11 obstacle race. 

In summer the shore was a busy place as many houses were rented to vis i tors. The families moved out to 

summer houses or into a smal l part of the house.  We left 'CreggaJ1 ' for the 'Wee House' behind 'Ardencraig' . 

Th is was a one-room bui lding with a porch .  There was a fi re at one end where there was a cupboard aJ1d a table 

and chairs.  At the other end there was a double bed aJ1d bunk beds aJ1d I think there was a curtain which could 

be pu l led across. We used one of the outdoor toi lets aJ1d water had to be carried from the wash-house to the 

porch where it was kept in white enamel pai ls .  Lighting was by oi l  lamps and cooking was done on a PlimUS 

stove . Th is was no d ifferent from the main houses, except that in the winter a lot of the cooking was done on the 

kitchen frre or in the oven . 

Because of the boat h iri ng, there was a telephone in a smal l store room beside the porch, and behind the 'Wee 

House' was the old coal ree which had been roofed over and was used to store boats in the winter. Our 

grandfather had been a coal merchant so there was also a stable with in  ' Ardencraig'  grounds and this too was 

used as a boat store when we were young. These were empty i.n  the summer and were great play places on a wet 

day where we cou ld play tig and chases aJ1d jump across the wooden beams which supported the boats i n  

winter. Because our grandfather kept a horse t o  pu l l  the coal Catt, h e  also had a trap aJld would take our granny 

to visit  her mother at Ardlamont Ferry where she l i ved aJ1d kept shop, but that was long before we were bom. 
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A temptat i o n  to leave the s hore was the fai r  w h i c h  came annual l y  to Spearman s '  fie l d .  I best 

remember the s w i n gboats w h i c h  he ld  two and were made to move by pu l l i n g  on a rope.  

As s maU chi ldren we seldom left the shore except to go to Sunday School in Kames Church and to school at 

Tighnabruaich .  We walked to school and carried sandwiches for mid-day as weU as a t in with cocoa powder and 

sugar. Thi s  was supposed to give us a nice hot drink with the sandwiches but I remember that we used to eat the 

sugary mixture by dipping our fmgers i nto the tins and then had very weak cocoa to drink. It was good fun 

walking to school i n  the autumn and scuffling feet through the fal len leaves on the S middy Brae, but less fun 

during snowball fights i n  winter when you were one of the l ittle ones. 

Apart from these excurs ions ,  we were happy to stay near the shore even w hen we were older and 

returned on h o l i day . I can remember wal k i ng to B lair ' s Ferry wi th my mother to v is i t  our great-au nt 

Mary ,  but we seldom went past 'Gate Cottage' where the road went out of sight of 'Ardencraig'  and 

w here there was a gate which  could be c losed once a year to preserve the pri vate status of the road 

beyond, w h i c h  belonged to Ard lamont Estate. 

Nearer home was 'Altafearn' where Tom B arr grew early flowers for the market, but especiaUy we aU 

remember the white heather which grew in the field beside the house. It was quite a sight in the early moming to 

see a masked figure crouching among the bushes and defying the midges as he cut heather for the market. I 

remember sitting i n  h is  shed watching as he bunched the heather and packed it in long cardboard boxes for 

transport to the market. The outbreak of war i n  1 939 reduced, or perhaps even c losed this outlet, but heather 

could sti l l  be bought from a hut by the roadside in bunches costing sixpence or a shi l l ing. Another del ight  at 

' Al tafearn' was the frui t, especiaUy large red and yeUow dessert gooseberries which grew inside an enclosure. 

Archie remembers being with the boys who tried to c l imb the tar-coated waU to reach these delights, but if you 

were lucky you m ight be aUowed to pick some legitimately.  Another chal lenge for boys was the monkey-puzzle 

tree in 'Alderwocxi' garden which defied aU attempts to c l imb it. Now a bungalow stands in the white heather 

field, and houses where the flowers were grown. I don' t  remember thinking much about the garden in front of 

the house, but Mrs Tarbet says there was a bed of begonias there growing among white stones, and it was 

beautiful .  

By the t ime we were travel l ing to Kames on hol iday, the pier there was closed to passenger steamers. But Mrs 

Tarbet remembers coming ashore there when weekend visitors and local people working in Glasgow could 

arrive by the late boat on Saturday, and retum by the same boat early on Monday moming. S he was given 

permission to arrive late for work as it was impossible to be there at the usual starting t ime. The retum fare at that 

time was seven shi l l ings and sixpence, but there was a special weekend rate of five shi l lings. When we were 

coming on hol iday, the excitement mounted once we were aboard the steamer. On the train we had to sit in one 

place most of the time, but on the steamer we were free to roam as long as we retumed to our parents at 

reasonable intervals. A sai l on a turbine l ike the 'Colu mba' wasn't  complete without going to watch the engines. 

They were a bit frightening but fascinati ng. 

\\'hen we were on hot iday I li ked to help in the shop, and worked there later during some of my college 

hol idays. M any of the gocxis came in bulk,  and as a teenager I was al lowed to weigh sugar and put it in the sugar 

bags which had to be turned in a special way so that they stayed closed without stri ng. When the butter was 

weighed it had to be patted into a neat shape with two wooden pats which were kept in cold water. The 31t was 

to do it without making a mess of the paper! On no account was I allowed to cut tobacco or sl ice bacon with the 
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big ham knife.  Paraftin was kept in batTels in a shed at the back, and sold by the gal lon . Of more interest were 

th sw ets which came in bott les, as some sti l l  do to-day, and they were weighed out in mal l brass scales with a 

scoop .  Two ounce bat·s of chocolate l ike Fry ' s  Cream or Cadbury ' s  cost tuppence. Some biscu its came in  

packets, but most were loose and often there were several broken in the box and they had to  be  sold as broken 

biscu i ts or taken into the house for fami ly use .  

The r ink  rs  who camped a t  the Tinkers'  Wel l  beyond Blair' s FelTY used to  come into the shop ask ing for a 

p inch of tea, a wee tate sugm, or ham scraps, but Aunt Flora drew the l i ne when asked for a scrape of tobacco. 

Kames shore now lacks much of the bustle of eat"l ier t imes as many of the houses me hol iday homes and there 

at"e only a handful of ch i ldren going to school ,  though they go by bus where we walked . Visi tors sti l J  come, 

drmvn by the good sai l ing and peacefu l sUlToundings, but the sun no longer shines aU SUl11 JTler as it did when we 

wel"e yOLUlg ! 

C hildhood Holidays in the '30s by Mais ie  A i rey 

OlD" hol iday began in the bustle and steam of Euston Station, where we caught the ovenlight leeper for the 

North.  There were four-belth compartments, with a p i l low and two rough grey-brown blankets for each belth, 

cost : 7/6. 

The guard awoke u at B eattock and we were at last i n  Scot land . 

We caught the mom ing boat from Gourock and were at Tigbnabmaich p ier about I l am.  Taxis were wait ing, 

driven by the three MacB ride girls, and also two buses, one red the other b lue, be longing to the MacBlides and 

S i mpsons.  

Luggage had preceded u s  by ' pa enger l uggage in ad vance ' - e i ther  a l arge t ru n k  or w i c ker hamper .  

Most houses on Kanles shore were let  by the month, and being at  Engl ish school s  and having later hol idays we 

were able to stay one or two weeks i nto September. 

There was usuaUy a box bed in the kitchen, and of course oi l l atnps - not to be touched, as the mantles were 

blitt le .  The wicks had to be trimmed each monling. The owners of the houses and their fam i l ies had moved out, 

either into a 'side end' or a smaU bui lding in  the gmden .  We were not aUowed to vis i t  u n less inv i ted, although aU 

the children played together. 

Dinghies wel"e h ired from Mr Cameron for the month - c l inker bu i l t, usual ly by S nl i th ' s  boatyat"d. Each evening 

we catTied, not dragged, it up the beach beyond the high water mmk. 
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We met the same fami l ies each Slllnmer and spent our t ime boating, fishing with hand l ines, and sometimes at 
low tide spearing flounders. But I do not recoUect fishing for mackerel .  They were considered a duty fish, and 
few would eat them. Of course there were no fridges then . 
There were swimming lessons before breakfast organised by Mr Purdie, whose daughters used to swim to Bute 
accompanied by a rowing boat. 
Then of course there was the golf  course. The c lub house was a pretty, red-roofed building with a verandah, 
tucked u nder the hill where the 7th tee is now. 
The path up to the golf  course started at a sti le at 'Wood lea' . It was a pretty stiff climb and the trick was to arrive 
early and when your opponent puffed up the h i l l ,  to say, 'Are you ready to tee off now?' Alistair Gemmel was 
the pro and the green fee was 6d for 1 8  holes. 
Most morn ings we went to Tighnabruaich Pier to see the three steamers in. We either rowed or walked over, or 
maybe caught one of the two buses. 
Occasionally  my father hired Mr Cameron' s  motor boat for picnics on Bute (Ettlick bay), or a trip round the 
Narrows. He was a keen walker and a favourite jaunt was by the mai l car to Otter Feny, and, fol lowed by a 
gaggle of chi ldren and hardy adu l ts, over the BeaUoch, and down Loch Ridden to Ormidale, where we were met 
by Mr Cameron and his motor boat. Another favourite walk was to Glen Caladh.  
The path kept to the shore past West Glen, and woe betide us chi ldren if we as much as glanced towards the 
house - i t  was a case of 'eyes right' as we passed by . 
There was a n i ne ho le  gol f  course on B u te oppos i te the Cast le  for the u se of guests .  
We used t o  walk over t o  the Salen at Portavadie for picnics. I d o  not remember how w e  returned - surely we 
didn ' t  walk ! Another favourite walk was round Ardlamont. There was a gate across the road at Kames into the 
Ardlamont estate. I t  was c losed once a year to keep their rights of way, and this being a private road, no cars 
were al lowed. We used to walk out to Corra to see the basking sharks in the Sound. 
There was a small market garden next to 'Oaklea' , which offered del ic ious strawberries and of course Tom 
Barr' s White Heather Farm, with its dozens of varieties. He sent the heather aU over the world . The garden in  
front of  his house was a picture. I particularly remember the white quartz rockery, planted with begonias and 
lobe l ia - very striking. 
There was a weekly fIlm show at The Manor, Tighnabruaich and, I think, sandcastle competitions on the shore. 
I remember a fair  coming each year to Kames in the field at Highfield l i t  by naphthalene flares. 
We al l attended the Rothesay i l luminations. The steamers were packed, and I am sure it would not be al lowed 
nowadays, as the paddle box was often very low in the water when the passengers rushed to one side to get a 
good view. 
The Sabbath was strictly observed. No boating or golf. We had friends staying Ul 'The Neuk' one year. They 
were not al lowed back because they had taken their car out on a Sunday ! 

Striking Oil  by Mary Crowe ( ex tracts from a taped i nterv iew by Wi l ma Wei r) 

I came to Kames to stay in 1 939, when Bertie and I were married, and I felt quite lost at flrst - even although I 
had been coming for a month every summer for more than ten years. For one th ing, there was no electicity .  I 
remember the Aladdin lamp in particu lar. One of the Douglases came Ul for some reason, over from Mi l lhouse, 
and we were si tt ing talking as it got dark, and I said, 'Can you l ight that lamp?' 
'Oh, I don ' t  know i f  I could, '  she said. 'Wel l , '  I said, 'I can ' t, and if  you don ' t  we' l l  just have to sit  l ike this unti l  
Bertie comes in '  - which I had to do many a night . 
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W had an Aladdin and a Ti l ley which gave a wee bit of heat as wel l  as l ight . And we had a range. 

r had never een one except on hol iday, and Bertie said it had to be c leaned once a week to get the soot out .  I did 

dl is, and got hardly any soot, and I used to say to Beltie and Mrs MacDougal l ,  my mother-in- law, ' I t ' s  an awful 

clean stove that, because there' no soot off it . ' 

W 1 I ,  that went on for dlree month or so unt i l  old Alec MacCal lum came to do the chi mney. The soot had 

gadlered up at the back of the grate t i J l  it was level with the top of t he range. Then I had a paraffin lamp, and it 

had a wee oven with i t ,  and I did quite a lot of bak ing with that, because I l iked to bake.  But I ITISSed the 

lectric ity . 

When we went to Cowal Ten-ace [ in  the early fi fties] there was a Baby BeUing electJic cooker. Bertie was 

work ing as a watchman on the 'Wolfe ' ,  a former l i ner then troopsmp which had been laid up in the Ky les, and 

with h i m  was ' Red W i H ie '  from Glasgow. He brought me flour and yeast to make bread . So I got my reci pe and 

stllited mix ing it up when Beltie was going out to the boat. Wi J L ie asked how much I was using and Beltie said, 

al l of i t, llild Wi l L ie sent him stJ-aight back home. ' I t ' l l  be comin '  oot the door, ' he said.  And it nearly was. I had 

3 lb  of flow" and 20z of yeast, I th ink.  And the dough woudn' t  stop lis ing. 

I made bread for a long t ime after that, twice a week, with tlour I got from the bakehouse through Martin 

Salisbury . But that was my fu"st effolt . 

'Auntie Maud' ,  stayed upstairs from me in ' Beechwood' . She had come over from Limerick with her son, 

Dtmcllil - she had mllilied a MacNe i l l  from Millhouse there, and he had been lost  at sea. Mobeck was her name. 

Dttring the Wlli" she brought over, flr t of al l ,  Peter, to work in the mines. dlen Ned came and joined the RAF, 

dlen Mlli)', and then S idney, who manied M i l L ie Whyte. 

Maud knew her father llild mother had been murdered on Easter I s land, llild that she and her two brothers had 

been sent back to her grllildmodler in Irelllild. 

Jessie MacB ride said Maud was due a pension from the New Zealand govelnment, and she wrote to them. S he 

got an llilswer the day the news came that the war mp, ' Ptince Edward ' ,  newly l au nched, had been sunk. It 

tumed out her father had been bom in Hamburg. And I remember Maud out at the breast wal l  i n  Kames 

shouting, 'Oh, they ' l l be putting me in jai l . '  

Her fadler had been quite wel l  off i n  Easter Island - h e  had a store. Maud llild her brothers had had a doctor and 

nurse wi th them on the voyage to Irelllild .  But by the t ime dley got there the money was al l u sed up .  

But  she  d id  get a pension . Easter Is land was one of  New Zealllild' s tenitories. 

Qui te a lot of famil i e  came here to work in  the powderworks - Bert ie ' s  mother' s fami ly ,  MacLellils from 
Currie, the Sal i bw)'s from Shrew bw-y , and the S talkers, whose fadler was a c lerk there .  And Grllildma 
MacDougaU used to tel l  me how dle road was sol id when the works came out, and along at Kames Fanl1 there 
were a few wee old house - I dlink they ' re al l down now, but I remember the remnants of i t  - the origi nal 
Kames. 

I remember them coming to blow up the big chim neys.  When we used to come here at fu"st my modler was a 

great one for fishing and we used the chimneys to get our bearings. 

Life at the Ky les 1 92 1 - 1 935 by H . R .  M acFarl ane .  

(extracts frOln a document written for his family, 'the junior White dynasty ') 

MemOlies? I suppose the most obvious place to Stllit is at the vel)' beginning - when I fu"st saw dle L ight  of day . 

This momentous event took place in the ' wee sma' hours' of the 1 1  th day of March in dle yelli" of our Lord 

nineteen hundred and twenty one. The location was the back bedroom of the ground floor flat of Dmid House, 

Kames ( kitchen, two bedrooms, bathroom and ' plli"lour' ) .  I was the fu"st and only ch i ld of Andrew and Lizzie 

MacFarlane ( nee Connor) . 
A word or two about my parents : my father was a ti me-served joiner work ing with my grandfather - Hugh 
MacFarlane - in the Gunpowder M i l l .  Unfoltunately,  whi le attending a works in Glasgow i n  order to extend h i s  
knowledge o f  'modem'  machinel)" h e  lost three fingers o f  h is  right hand i n  a c ircu l ar saw, leaving h i m  with 
only a thumb and forefl llger. Obviously,  this accident put paid to m s  future i n  the trade so he retumed to the 
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Kyles and started work with Andrew Irvine & Son, drapers. George Irvine was his brother-in law and their 

business extended throughout Argyl l ,  includ ing the islands of Mul l ,  Islay, Jura, Gigha and Iona. My father' s job 

was to travel round this area on a bicycle sel l ing the firm ' s  goods. Over the years he graduated to a motor van, 

via several motor-bikes with sidecars attached to carry his wares. 

He was a devout churchgoer, and served h is  Kirk flfSt as a deacon, then as an elder, and final ly as session clerk. 

He was one of a family of eleven, reared in a cottage in Millhouse, the property of the company who ran the 

powderworks. His  father, Hugh, was a foreman cooper there. 

Memories of my father? Teaching me to ride a bike by running along holding the saddle; teaching me to play 

golf  at the tender age of eight; the i nherent strength of a two-flllgered hand on my nether regions when I (al l too 

frequently) strayed from the path laid down; his patient encouragement when I rebel led against the dai ly one

hour piano practice; his general avai labi lity in moments of crisis.  

My father' s sudden death - from a heart attack in his beloved garden - was a devastating blow. He was laid to 

rest i n  the new cemetery cal led in Gaelic 'Cladh-a-Mhui linn'  ( 'the Bmial Ground by the Mi l l ' ), within walking 

distance of the cottage where he was brought up. I was just into my eighteenth year, completing a flfSt year in 

Law at Glasgow University .  Suffice it to say, for obvious fmancial reasons, my university career was at an end. 

My mother was an excel lent homemaker, being a flfst-c1ass cook and baker, and had the abi l i ty to create sheer 

magic with a needle - whether knitting or sewing. My parents, though opposites in temperament, made a first 

class team and provided an ideal home for a growing boy. S he, too, played an active role in the l ife of the Kirk 

in the Women' s  Gui ld, with al l that entai led in a country parish in the 20s and 30s i n  rural Scotland. 

What of the 'ancestral home' which sheltered me during my formati ve years? The kitchen, with attached 

scul lery, was dominated by a highly pol ished range whose cheery fire provided not only warmth for the room 

but was the main provider for baking and cooking. And never did toast taste better than when toasted on the end 

of a special ly designed toasting fork at an open flfe. At the window was the solid kitchen sink whil st on the 

adjoini ng wal l was the box bed - set i nto the wal l - and a substantial dresser. 

The route to the bathroom was a dark un l ighted corridor leading i nto a room entirely devoid of any heating -

which made bathing, espec ially i n  the dead of winter, a decidedly chi l ly operation. At the rear of the house was 

the main bedroom, known as 'the back bedroom' - the sleeping quarters of my parents. The hal l ,  leading to the 

front door, boasted an elaborate hal l stand complete with mirrors - ideal for a quick check-up of one's  appearance 

before setting out for the kirk. In addition, a deep cupboard or 'press' provided an ideal location for the storage 

of bed l inen and blankets, not to mention such i tems as sweeping brushes and carpet sweepers. Its shelves were 

usual ly laden with a varied assortment of jams and preserves, al l meticulously dated, the products of my 

mother' s annual bl itz on al l the soft fru its grown in my father' s garden .  

The door on the left of the hal l led into the second bedroom, known as  'the front bedroom'  - my sleepi ng 

quarters - whi lst the door on the right led into the best room - 'the parlour' . It contained a t i led flfeplace 

surmounted by a wooden mantelpiece support ing a carved oak wooden-framed mirror, the whole arrangement 

virtual ly fi l l ing one wal l of the room. On the opposite wal l a dark rosewood piano (the scene of many a childish 

tantrum over the duration of practice required) held pride of place. On the third wal l was a truly magnificent oak 

sideboard, lavishly be-mirrored, complete with elaborately carved drawers and cupboards. The remaining wal l 

was f il led by a large bow window 100Jcing out towards the -church in one direction and the cross-roads in the 

other. Little wonder that, to this day, I sti l l  regard Druid House as home. 

What then can I say of that period of my l i fe from birth unti J  I left to go to boarding school at the age of 1 3? 

Perhaps a few highl ights wi l l  suffice. There was my first public appearance in a solo capacity on a concert 

platform. This took place at the Annual Christmas Sunday School Treat and involved reciting a poem - 'A 

Briti sher Indeed' (obviously the SNP had yet to gain a foothold in the Kyles in these far off days) .  As far as I am 

aware, the poem has never been heard of since. In retTospect, I am of the opinion that my parents suffered much 

more of stage fright on this occasion than did their son and heir !  
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A year or two later came th i n famous episode at the Band of Hope ( held in the church hal l every Thursday 

n ight) again wi th the seemingly inevitable reuibution . In the course of one such meeting, while the Rev .  J ames 

S m r i l le was lectUling us on the evi Js  of strong dlink, I released a smal l phial of H2S (known to the junior 

members of the community as 'a t ink bomb' ) .  A the smel l  arose, the minister and h is  wife discussed its 

possible source - concluding that i t  must emanate from a blocked drain .  We were accordi ngly dismissed early 

and I was the hero of the hom". Alas !  Neme is was at hand. I hadn' t  been long in the house when the front door 

be l l  rang. It was the minister cal l ing to advise h is session clerk - my father - of the 'choked drain ' problem in the 

church h al l .  With a s inkLng feel ing in the pit of my stomach I watched my father put on h i  boots, pick up his 

torch and d isappear into the n ight. On his  retml1 he once again demonstrated the efficacy of a hand - minus three 

finger - as a weapon of chastisement. 

Gifts? In the era when a ch i ld ' s  Chti tmas tocking contained an apple, an orange, and a threepenny bit plus one 

toy, I was given a manufactm"ed shinty stick ( cost plice 7/6) which was, to me, the equi valent of receiv ing the 

Order of the Garter. A year or two later, a new bike put in  an appearance - a Ridge Whitworth no less - a make 

now ext inct, I bel ieve. To coin an old phrase common in those days - ' I  wouldn ' t  have called the Kin g  my 

cous in' . 

My sporti ng life was wel l  and uu ly catered for in the Ky les. Winter month were pent almost exclus ively on 

shinty - goi ng to and from school ,  during school breaks, after school and every Saturday . It was l i ttle wonder 

that in  the 20s and 30s Kyle Ath letic was a force to be reckoned with throughout the shinty world - the whole 

male population of the area L ived and breathed the ancient game. 

The G reeks had a word for i t .  . . . 

Summer months presented quite a different cenatio. Golf, wimming, boat ing ( my father owned a rowing boat) 

sea-fishing, bum-fish ing, and the occasional teamer cmise to the big c i ty - Rothesay . In those days, the Kyles 

could boast three piers - Kame , Auchen loc han and Tighnabmaich and they served the atlival and departure of 

some ten steamers per day . I n  the 20s and 30s, the C lyde Coast was the Mecca for al l hobday-makers from the 

indusUial belt  of Scotland, unti l 'Glesga' discovered Majorca with its unmatchable ChatlllS of petTIlcl.l1ent 

sunshine, cheap booze, and equal ly cheap accommodation . The Clyde Coast, i nc luding the Kyles, went into 

terminal decL ine as a hobday cenu"e for the mass market. 

Whi lst nostalgia undoubtedly colours one ' s  view of the past, I find i t  difficult to p inpoint any patticu lar episode 

reflecting the downside - with one major exception which I w i l l  s imply refer to as 'The Minuet i n  G' composed 

by, I understatld, Beethoven . The subsequent horror scene was devised by our French teacher - Miss MacIntyre 

- known to al l who came under her jUlisdiction as ' Powder' ( female make-up was outwith our powers of 

comprehension) .  The substance of her musical i nspi ration i nvolved s ix  boys and six girl s, attired in El izabethatl 

costume, danci ng the aid M inuet at the Annual S h inty Concert and Dance - the h ighl ight of the local season, 

held every year on the 1 st of Januat)' . The actual petfOllllance i tself is  a merciful  blm" in my memory but I can 

never hear that tune - even today - wi thout expelienc ing a cold shudder running down my spine. 
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Perhaps a word about our seat of leatning here at the Kyles, rejoicing as it did in the rather distinguished title of 

Tighnabmaich Publ ic School - but here the simi larity with Eton or Harrow ends. Compared with the pampeling 

enjoyed by the chi ldren in today' s  education system, our school must have rival led Dotheboys Hal l for its sp31tan 

fac i l ities . For instance, to get there I had to walk some four mi les per day - wot? No tr311Sport? No ch311ce ! And 

woe betide any poor pupi l  who anived a minute or two late. Retribution took the form of a few lusty blows with 

the leather strap - on the hand - by the c lass teacher. A good St31t to 311y day ! er am surplised that, to my 

knowledge, the school never produced any distance mnners of note).  

The classrooms were heated by one stove in the middle of the floor at one end of the room, with a long pipe 

going up through the cei li ng. S ince (a) al l the teachers seemed to be substantial ly bui lt, 311d (b) they l iked to keep 

their rear ends warm, they taught from in front of the stove - so we pupi ls invariably had to shiver our way 

through lessons. Yet, despite the pri vations endured, the school produced a tru ly remarkable number of boys and 

girls who subsequently made their mark i n  the Big World outside. TIns was due i n  no smal l measure to the 

dedication of the small band of teachers who all m led with a rod of iron (perhaps I should say a strap of leather) 

yet sti l l  managed to insti J  the mdiments of education in the minds of their charges. 

I severed my connection with the local school after I was awarded a bursary (amounting to £80 per annum for 

three years) for Kei l  School ,  Dumbarton - a boarding school founded to provide education for boys from the 

West Highlands and Islands of Scotland. Here I completed my education and passed the Pre l iminat)' 

Examinations for entry to Glasgow Uni versity . Perhaps more i mportant than mere (?) educational qualifications, 

at Kei l  I was introduced to the games of mgby and cricket. The former I took to with great enthusiasm whilst my 

performance 'on the square' left much to be desired . 

After the spartan ex i stence which prevai led at Tighnabruaich Schoo l ,  I found that at Kei l  I had 

exchanged the fry i n g  pan for the fi re, particu l arl y s i nce in the l atter s i tuat ion I was unable to seek the 

solace of home to indu l ge my main occupat ion outs ide sport, viz eat ing .  At Kei l  in 1 93 5  we were fed ( ? )  

o n  ten pence ( o l d  money ) per day . Fortu nate ly ,  tuck parce ls  from home were t h e  order o f  t h e  day and 

what parcels  emanated from Dru i d  House ! Let me l i st a sample of what HM Post Office con veyed 

between Kames and Dumbarton : t ins  of beans, su l tana cakes, tab let, scones, pancakes, jars of j am - al l 

home made of course - not to mention b i scu i ts and sweets.  These pat'cels  arri ved every second week, so 

malnutri t ion was kept at bay ! 

One other comical aspect of school l ife vis-a-vis home: when I came home on hol iday - v ia train 311d boat of 

course - and stepped off the gangway onto Tighnabmaich Pier I was invariably greeted with the same two stock 

questions: 'Are you down agai n?' and 'When are you going back?' . S ince I was only al lowed home three ti J11eS a 

year - Christmas, Easter and the Summer - I used to wonder if perhaps the locals were tl)' ing to teU me 

someth ing ! 

The other highl ight of school hol idays concemed my arri val at Dmid House. There in the kitchen stood a s i lver 

cake stand loaded with home baking - not to be touched until I had dispatched the two boi led eggs which 

preceded these goodies - and al l this as a prelude to a subst311tial lunch some two hours later. No wonder Kei l  

School had a reputation 31TIOngst Scottish schools for producing hefty forwards ! 
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How th n can I sum up l i fe at the Kyles in the 20s and 30s? Whi Jst there were, no doubt, bad apples in the 

ban I, my i mpres ion of the place - fL rst fOl11led al J these years ago - is that it was populated by a velitable host 

of genuinely good and kindly folk.  I am pleased to be able to repOlt that I see no need to temper these frrst 

i mpl ss ions from my present vantage point some s ixty years piu later. 

TIle Kirk was the focal point of the commun ity ( incidental Jy,  in these days there were four chw"ches in the Ky les 

- two at Tighnabruaich and two at Kame ) and directly or i ndirectly, was largely responsible for the truly 

remarkable standards of behaviour throughout the area. In retrospect, re peet seems to have been the keynote. 

Chi ldren for parents, teachers and authOlity in general and also, conversely, parents, teachers and authority for 

those for whom they were re ponsible.  

Th i s  i s  a p l ace on the West Coa t of Scot land whose cenery i s  noth i n g  short of  breathtak i ng - a 

locat i o n  who e i n fluence on i ts sons i s  und i m i n i s hed w i t h  the passage of t i m e .  The pu l l  of the Ky l es 

i s  a force w h i c h  i s  i rres i  t i b l e .  

Looking back over the past seventy plus years I never cecLSe t o  marvel at just how lucky I have been and I can 

onJy hope that Andrew and Lizzie - sitt in g  in that ' Dru id House' in the sky wi l l  be experiencing at least some 

satisfaction at the end product they produced - if 0, no man can ask for more . 

Gaelic by B etty Al l i son . 

There are few if any fluent Gaelic speakers among the elderly i n  OW" community, yet the place names are all 

Gae lic, and up to the middle of last centw-y min i  ters appointed to the establ ished chw"ch had to be b i l ingual in 

Gael ic and English.  

To explain this rapid change of language an old lady, long dead, told me of her expelience when she went to 

school here. It  was Miss Barbara Stalker. The Stalker , father, mother, one yOWlg son and fow" small s isters, had 

come here round about the 1 900s from Claonaig i n  Kintyre - they cal led their house here 'Claonaig' . They were 

native Gaelic speakers but all had Engli sh too. The two oldest sisters, Mary aged 8 and B arbara aged 6, were 
sent to Tighnabruaich Schoo l .  After a few days the schoolmaster cal led the other children together. He told them 

to let him know i f  they heard the two l i tt le Stalker girls talking to each other i n  Gaelic,  and they would be 

pun ished . 

After eighty years Barbara Stalker said to me, and I could sti l l  hear the hwt in her voice, 'We were made to feel 

ashamed of our Gaelic'  . 

A few years on, the third l itt le Stalker si ter, Donalda, fol lowed her two older s isters on to Tighnabruaich 

School .  She later trained as a teacher and taught there for many years. I never asked her, nor did she tel l  me, if 

she had had the same expelience as her two older s isters of being made to feel ashamed of her native tongue. 

' Du nara '  (A uchenlochan ) by I r i s  G .  S am pson ( ex hostel  warden )  

This  house was bui l t  i n  ] 873 by Duncan Ure who was a steward o n  the ship ' Dooat"a Castle' . This  was one of 

the vessels  used to evacuate the people and l ivestock from the island of St. Ki lda i n  the Atlatltic ocean off 

Scotland in 1 930. He also owned a shop i n  the v i l lage of Tighnabruaich . On his death, the house passed to h is  

son Kenneth . I t  was eventual ly sold to the Scottish Youth Hostels Association i n  1 938 and became a populat" 

youth hostel . 

During the 1 939- 1 945 wat" the govemment commatldeered the property for military use. It was used to 

accommodate Pol ish soldiers atld later on I tal ian plisoners of war. The latter hel ped to bui ld the tank-land ing 

strip down Ardlamont Peninsula. This  was used for rehearsals of the N011llatldy i nvasion which took place i n  

1 944. After the war the hostel lers statted to retum and over the years came from matlY patts o f  the world .  
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As the popularity of the sai l ing school began to rise so the hostel became a home from home for the sai lors. It 

was also popular with cycl ists, walkers, and people wanting to study the vatied bird and wildlife in  th is at-ea. 

In 1 988 we celebrated the golden jubi lee of the hostel and ended the season with a cei l idh whjch was attended 

by hostellers and local people al ike. A downward trend in tourism caused a dec l ine in the use of the hostel until 

in  October 1 998 the S YHA decided to c lose it, so ending 60 years of hostel l ing. 

It has recently been sold and I look forward to seeing it enjoy a new lease of l ife as a fami ly home. 

Cinema Entertainment by J o h n  G MacC o l l  

'The Manor Kinema' was a n  extension o f  the Manor guest house. Having a separate projection room, i t  was, I 

suppose, i n  every way a small but proper cin ema. It was an adaptable bui lding: with the seating removed the 

cinema served as a function hal l for weddi ngs etc . And its sprung floor was ideal for danci ng. 

My earliest recollection of a cinema visit dates from either 1 935 or ' 37 .  It  was a celebration of the Si lver Jubi lee 

in ' 35, or the Coronation of King George VI, in ' 37, and was no doubt a school outing. 

When I was l i ving at Auchgoyle Farm in 1 940 - 4 1 ,  a visit to the cin ema was the rughl ight of the week. We met 

the Saturday evening bus going round from Ardlamont to Mil lhouse then to Tighnabruaich . I ' m  not sure if 

shows continued throughout the war years. They ran unti l I had a car, ( 1 948 or '49 ) after wruch the Saturday 

eveni ng shows became a regular habit. As TV became more popular, attendance began to drop. 

The Manor business was sold by the Terrace family in the late 50s, but it did not survive for long in the new 

ownership, being more or less totally destroyed by fire. 

For some years (50s - 60s) the mobile fIlm unit mn by the Highlands and Islands Fil m  Gui ld had fortni ghtly 

shows in M i l l house Hal l .  Here again poor attendance figures made it u neconormc and it eventual ly ceased 

altogether. 

Duin Burn by Morag M ac Kec h n i e .  

I t  i s  not general ly known that the north side o f  the Duin  B u m  was the site o f  a medieval burial place, extending 

from ' Bumside' right back to 'Oakbum Cottage' . A rel ic of trus is a tombstone incorporated in the retaining wall 

of the bum, and it can be seen quite distinctly today. 

Some Local Memories by A l an M i l l ar 

I remember some days in and around Tighnabruaich from early chi ldhood, but real ly most of my recollections 

are post war. 

In 'The Cottage' beside the pier, which was our hol iday home, the floors were made of soft asphalt and heavy 

items of furniture used to leave their mark and, in some cases, subside into the floor. There was, of course, no 

electricity; instead, we made our own gas for l ighting the house from a petrol-driven gas plant wruch was in its 

own shed beside the front dri ve. Nei l  Angus' s shop, and it seemed very big, was almost opposite, at the shore 

end of the pier. I can remember being sent there for bananas and being told a couple of days after the outbreak of 

war that those would be the last ones I would see unti l the war was ended. I do remember where I was on the 

day war broke out: at 1 1  am on 3rd September 1 939 I was playing on the beach at Ostal Bay .  

From then unti J the summer of 1 945 I hardly saw the Kyles of  Bute. As the youngest of  five chi ldren I was 

constantly reminded how in the perfect summers before the War the sun had always shone in Tighnabruaich ;  

but there were apparently also midges ! Overal J ,  i t  seemed a Valhalla, denied me by the wat- years. I made a very 

few visits by the grey-painted 'Loch Fyne' - which sai led from 1 939 unti l 1 945 from Wemyss Bay instead of 

Gourock because of the anti-submarine boom across the fi lth. She arrived dai ly at Tighnabruaich about ] I am 

and left again around 3 pm on her return from Ardrishaig. 
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But it was not until 1945 that I retlUlled . Our fami Jy  boat had been launched from Smith ' s  yard at Rhubaan 

where she had been laid up for the duration . 'The Cottage' had been sold, so visits were to my grandmother in 

Tighnabruaich House, which my father inherited on her death in 1 948. For six years it was my other home: a 

beautifu l  house which had been a mil i tary hospital for British and American troops for much of the war. 

Because my grandmother had continued to l ive there whi le it was occupied it remained unscathed : lots of space, 

a marvellous aroma from the kauri p ine pane l l ing as soon as you went through the front door and, as in the pre

war 'Cottage' ,  there was no electricity . Despite the ani vaJ of the Hydro Board in 1 948 my father did not have 

power installed and we continued to rely on gas l ight made from high octane fuel by machinery in a l i ttle 

building a prudent distance from the house. And how useful that was. For some tUlle after the war, petrol for 

private motoring remained rationed and the addition to a car' s tank of a couple of gal lons of high octane gas fuel 

did truly dramatic things for the engine of an elderly Morris car !  

Chr is tmas ,  1 95 0 .  Tigh n abruaich House .  Loch Fyn e  seen fro m  the garde n 

In i ts heyday Tighnabruaich  House had a fi ne Edward ian,  or earl ier,  green house fi l led wi th  exot ic  

p l ants  kept warm by i t s  own coke-fired boi ler, a croquet l awn and ten n i s  cou rt .  

They all remained, but i n  rather rundown condition . Once there had been servants both l iv in g-in and t o  tend the 

grounds. We did without, and it is a tribute to Wil l iam Leiper, the house's  architect, that my mother found it the 

easiest of homes to manage. In those days the pol icies, with once-tended paths through the pine trees, extended 

right up the h i l l  to the back road : through the gate and then it was only a short c l imb to the top of the Duin . Stil l  

visib le i n  the woods were the tracks of m y  father' s chi ldhood model rai lway . And prized, because o f  the peaty 

brown water that came from the reservoir, was a pipe which brought the clearest spring water to its own outside 

tap at the back door; it was reserved for drinking. 

Certainly, Tighnabruaich was a busier place in the 1 940s and 1 950s than nowadays:  the 11ail Boat, general ly  

Macbrayne' s  'Loch Fyne' ,  was supplemented in  the summer by the ful l  galaxy of Clyde steamers, then 

enjoying a brief swan song. The ' King Edward ' ,  the world' s fIrst turbine steamer continued to sai l unti l  1 952, 

almost as fast as in 1 90 1 ,  the year of her launching. I can remember leaving by her on the afternoon departure in 

1 95 1 ,  en route to the Festival of Bri tain in London.  The family washing was put ashore i n  Rothesay in a huge 

square wicker basket to go to the steam laundry . B ut then, before the New Road, so much of the business and 

commercial contact was with Rothesay rather than Dunoon. It was, after all ,  'The B uteman' rather than 'The 

Dunoon Observer' which was the local paper. 

In the years before mains power came the owners of some houses made their own from the wind. There was a 

series of l ightweight poles in back gardens with propel lers, presumably for generating 1 2  volt OC electricity, 

rather similar to those now seen on some larger yachts. B ut, of course, the biggest difference in the village of 50 

years ago was the greater number of shops. And, before the days of wide car ownership the three vi l lages of 

Auchenlochan, Kames and Tighnabruaich were much more separate communities than they are today. 

Tighnabruaich had a bustl ing, thri vi ng v i l lage street with additional shops at Portdrishaig and at Tighnabruaich 

Pier. And then, in addition to winter storage for yachts in the yard at Rhubaan - as it is today, save that they were 
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hauled ashore by a steam engine and then moved in alatming fashion sideways to their dry berth - there was a 

real boat bui lding business in the vi l lage, on the site of the modem RNLI Station . The splendid half models on 

the walls  of the office upstairs were testimony to what had once been constructed there; but in the 1 950s 

beautiful c l inker wooden dinghies continued to be built .  Fibre glass had not arrived by then, nor had cheap air 

travel : holiday houses were taken by the month, as they had been for the previous ftfty years, and chi ldren rowed 

and ftshed from the boats which went with the let houses. 

There may not have been then quite so many yachts moored in Rhubaan in the sununer and certainly there were 

fewer lying off Katnes. And, regardi ng boats and sai l ing, in those years although there were permanent 

moorings they were regarded as being their owner' s property so that one would not think of using atlother boat' s 

buoy . To a much greater extent than today anchors were regularly dropped rather than moorings picked up. And 

it was not as if the Crown Estate Commissioners had by then begun to exact tol ls  for the privi lege of letting a 

mooring anchor l ie on the seabed ! Altogether, l ife and boating in particu lar was much less regulated than it is 

today. It  was the exception for yachts to be insured; if l ife jackets were to hand they were often ignored. And yet, 

I wonder if there were atly more accidents at sea than today. I n  the early post war years Rhubaan Bay was filled 

with boats requisitioned by the Admiralty for war purposes, which were i n  process of being returned to their 

owners, or sold to new ones. Among them were some elderly steatn yachts which had seen better days. Then, 

and for a few years, i t  was the custom for big ships, out of work, and in some cases awaiting their end in the 

breaker' s yard, to be laid up in the Kyles. Always there was the background hum of machinery : generators 

running to maintain minimum power, heat and l ight for the caretaking crew. They were really no asset to the 

place and it is a good thing that our waters are no longer thus used. 

One thing that has, unfortunately, not yet changed is the relatively pol luted state of the Kyle. Then, as now, 

sewage outfal ls  discharged straight into the water and made swimming al l along the foreshore i nadvisable. 

With the exception of the long hot summer of 1 947 there was, I am sure, just as much wind and rain during 

these holidays, but something which has not happened for years was a selies, or at least a couple, of very cold 

winters in the time of my school holidays. That meant ice along the shoreline and especial ly the freezing over of 

Mel ldal loch so that skating and curl i ng were possible there for some time. 

The field at Rhubaan was kept cut, and although now fenced and grazed, its secret l ies sti l l  undisturbed. I was 

brought up on the legend of a Norse Ship Burial in the rising ground at the top of the field. 

Is it just a raised beach or are there treasures there to be unearthed? 

S tonemasons  at Tigh nabru a i c h  Ho use 
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Menlories of the Ky les Of B u te 60 years ago and over by Bess ie  B l ack .  

StaIti ng at Stroncarraig, home o f  the Smith fami ly,  famous for bu i ld ing vaIl1 ished dingh ies, I then think of two 

steam yachts - dle 'Gael '  aIld the ' Verve ' ,  moored in Rhubaan Bay, aIld painted black with yel low funnels.  One 

I dl ink was owned by Coats of Paisley ; I don ' t  remember the owner of the other, but Mr MacBlide of 'Glenelg' 

looked after the boats. 

Now we come to 'Sherbrooke' where Mrs ShaI"p ' s  famj Jy the Munros L i ved, a lovely old house and garden . I n  

" Ravenswocxi ' the naIlle o f  dle family was Crosbie, aIld I dl ink they also had 'Craigard' . 

Now to dle Port Drishaig aI"ea where Miss Tumer and her father had a coal business: they b ved in ' Und�rheugh' 

and the coaJ ree was behind the POlt Drishaig hotel . There was a weigh ing mach ine at the foot of the h i l l  to 

weigh dle coaJ wluch came in by puffer. The Port Drishaig hotel was nm by the Wreston fami ly at that time. 

And of course dlere was the lovely yacht the ' Iolaire'  moored at POlt Dtishaig owned by Mr B l rtwhistle who did 

not have a house here, but stayed on the yacht. The Captain of the ship, Captain Turner, who b ved in 'Alma' , 

looked after her. V/hat a p icture al l  the boats in the bay made ! 

The ' Io l a ire ' , a l l bedecked w i t h  fl ag , pro v i ded the greasy boom on regatta day . Th i s  was a great day 

out for a l l the fam i l y .  Captai n W i l l i amson of the Wi J l i amson s h i pp i n g  l i ne l i ved i n  ' Eden kerry ' .  

There was great ri val ry among the C l yde steamers to get to the p ier  fi rst - they were al l due i n  around 

e leven 0 ' c lock .  The C lyde steamers a l  0 ran torc h l i ght  c m i  es w here t here w as dan c i n g ,  and fu n at 

the p i erhead e njoyed by e veryone .  

Mr Paton of Pato n ' s  shoe lace l i ved at  ' Wel lpark ' .  He had a large conservatory i n  the grounds with  

grape v i nes, hence we cal led the h i l l  u p  to the Chalet hote l ,  the V inery B rae as  i t ' s  s t i l l  c a l l ed to th i s  

day . 

'Craigengower' was owned by dle MacDonaJd family, who gifted the house to the Church of Scotland.  It was 

used during the war as a rest home for ladies of dle Church of Scotland who thoroughJy enjoyed their stay, 

mixing aIllong dle locaJ people aIld join ing in all the acti vities. 

There was aJso a thriving grocer' shop at the pier head, started by Mr Alf aIding, senior, who was pier master, 

then Nei l  Angus of 'Springbank' took over. 

Miss Schoular who l i ved at 'The Cottage' was one benevolent lady who left money to our l i ttle Church, among 

many others such as Nurse Trainer, dle Misses MacKel l ar of ' Rockbank'  aIld Miss Stalker. Mrs Lushington did 

a lot of work with the young people of dle v i l lage. S he taught dancing and organi sed dle B rownies, Guides and 

the Rangers. S he l ived in Tighnabruaich House with her parents Mr and Mrs S. Mi l lar, and then latterly at 'The 

Square' . She aJso started a l ittle tea-room at the car park which is now Susie' s Tea-room.  

We now come to  the v i l lage shops and must remember Lena aIld her wonderful ice-creaIll. The frrst shop was 

Mr W. Mac Kel lar and his daughter Ann who had the shoe shop. Next was MacLaren (grocer), then the 

Dewars' fruit and vegetable shop. Next the M isses MacKel lar of ' Rockbank ' ,  (drapers) ,  and then MacCallum, 

(baker) . Next was MacCal lum brodlers of Kames, ( butchers and grocers) .  Miss Marnie aiding had a lovely l i ttle 

tea-room, and was known as Aunt Marnie by all the local chi ldren; obviously they enjoyed the flUits of her 

trade. Next CaIlle Mr Symm gton the chemist, who l ived in the top flat of the 'Croabh ' .  Next CaIlle Mr D .  

MacKechnie, senior, who l i ved i n  the flat above the shop. H e  had the Post Office. Next shop was Jamieson 

(baker) and then Mr John Ferguson ' s, where you could get any size of screws, nails, paraffm oil and al l SOltS of 

ironmongery. He l i ved in  'Tighanduin ' .  Next came the Misses Morrison who had a draper' s shop. I always 

remember i t  bei ng so dlmly l it before we had electric l ight in the v i l lage. Then came Mr Alex Wocxi who had a 

sweet shop. Quite a character in the v i l lage, he l i ved at Ardlamont Ferry . The last shop in the row was a grocer' s 

owned by Mr Duncan Ure who l i ved in Dunara House, then latterly above the shop, and who always had 

something humorous to tel l .  What is now B lack ' s  electric shop was run as a cafe by George Rossie, then a 

relative of h is  took over, W i J l ie Guthrie. They came from Greenock.  

Then we come to the Manor Boarding House where Mr Terrace l i ved, a very entel1Jris ing gentleman. There was 

a bowl ing green, tennis courts, aIld a c inema. He also organised sand castle competitions on the beach for the 

chi ldren during the summer months. Alas, i t  was bumt down aIld now the Manor Way houses are on the site. 

Next came Irv ine' s shop, a long establ i shed business which served the v i l lage wel l .  Mr and Mrs George Irv i ne 

l ived in the flat above the shop at that t ime. 
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Then there was the Royal Hotel [1111 by Mr Wi l l ie Duncan and h is  s isters, who t ived at 'Glenfem' . Mr Duncan 

also had a c inema in the Royal Hall showing ftl ms of the Chart ie Chapl in era which we thought were wonderful .  

*Archie MacBlide' s  l i st o f  shops a few years later, shows some changes from Miss B lack' s .  StaJting with Mrs 

TU1ller' S  grocery at Portdrishaig aJld Donald Beaton ' s  market garden at 'Wellpark' ,  it is the same as hers unti l  

MacCallum' s bakery, from where i t  reads :  The Mjsses MacKellar, drapers; JaJllieson, bakers; Co-oplMacNeil ls, 

butchers aJld grocers; Olding' s tearoom and confectionery ; Alex Rothney, chelnist and newsagent; MacNei l l  & 
Gordon, ironmongers; Donald MacKechnie, Post Office, gifts; Miss Peggy Mac Intyre, baby clothes; Whyte & 
MacKenzie, butchers aJld grocers; Bunlside, gift shop; 1 .  Cooke, eJectlicaJ ; It-vine's,  drapers, carpets and 

bedding. Kames: A. Brown, Post office and shop; Co-op, grocers aJld butchers; Jalnieson, bakers; MacPherson, 

butcher and grocer; Whyte (piennount), grocery, confection, newsagent; Flora Cameron, grocery; Arcrue 

Whyte, fish aJld frui t  (VaJl) . Millhouse: 1. MacNe i l l  , butcher and grocer; M. MacTaggaJt, Post Office and 

confectionery . Ardlamont: 1. Wood, sweet shop. 
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W ish You Were Here . . . .  by May s i e  M i l n e  

[Maysie Mill le of 'An Cala ' has an  interesting footnote to the tales of holidays 'doon the watter'. Far from 

bein 0 the type of Glaswegians who would 'steal the milk oot yer tea ', the Watt family were so fastidious in their 

search for the perfect cuppa that they brought their own cow with them when they came on holiday jrOln 

Cathcart. I would not dream of questioning Mrs Milne's sources (the Iwrse 's mouth ?) especiaLLy when she IUlS 
backed l ip her StOlY with this historical document dated circa 1 920 . . . .  ] 

My dear B rownie, 

clo Watt, 

'Lisabuck' , 

Tighnabruaich .  

l1lis  is  a magical place. I am hav Lng a wonderfu l tLme. I t  is  uch a change from Glasgow. I on ly have to  gi ve my 

services twice a day . I came here last Tuesday on the steamer after being dli ven by the Watts down to the 

Broonlielaw to get the boat that brings al l the freight and L i vestock to the vi l lage. I was the onJy one to get off at 
the Tighnabruaich p ier apart from ome grocelies for the pier shop . 

I l i ve in the most beaut ifu l  field - over the wal l from 'Li  abuck' light on the shore road with a lovely view to 

Arran and Inchmamock.  (That is when i t 's  not raining. ) The food is excel lent, so fresh and green, and the 

entertainment is  non-stop aU day with the teamer bringing and taking away local s  and visitors. Of course there 

are other p iers but between you and me this is the snob ' pier. Near hand there are big fancy houses with grand 

gardens.  It real ly  is a great spot with beautiful yachts and folk  fishing for mackerel from their dinghies. They say 

it ' s good. They also ay my mi lk taste even better down here - no wonder with the lovely fresh air and 

sunshine.  I t ' s a! Jllost paradise, but alas after a few weeks 1 ' l l  be back on the boat and then face the long trek 

home to Cathcart. 

I w i s h  you were here to keep me compan y .  We cou ld  have a good l augh at the  ant ics  of the h u mans 

and chat up some of the horse w h i c h  come by . 

Lot of love, 

Daisy. 

40 



Tighnabruaich Memories by S u san Potter 

My earliest memories of Tighnabruaich would be about 1 950. After travel l ing overnight and then al l the next 

day by car from Essex, wel l  over 500 very trying mi Jes for my parents, excitement would mount as we reached 

the peri lous Loch Fyne road. Soon we would reach the road approaching Kames crossroads and suddenJy 

before us lay the Kyles and Bute. Hopefully blue and sparkl ing. We were ' there' . 

We wou l d  stay at Wel l park Hou se, where my father had been b i l l eted i n  the war, w i th ' Uncle  Donald 

and Au nt ie  W i n n ie ' . ' A u nt ie  Peggy ' ,  W i n n i e ' s  s i ster, was a lso al i ve duri n g  these earl y years . 

Mealtimes at ' Wellpark' were always heralded by the gong and you were expected to be prompt. Every 

lunchtime pudding was a del ic ious variety of mi lk pudding, always with a meringue on top. Afternoon tea was 

at 4pm with soft buns, sti l l  warm from the oven. 

From a very young age, 5 or 6 years old, I would walk with my father to the l ighthouse at Caladh Castle after 

lunch and before tea ! It was quite a rush to keep goi ng; we were able to walk along the shorel ine then which was 

much easier than the present route up to the waterfall in West Glen . I remember the castle before it was 

demol ished. My older brother and mother never seemed to come with us !  

Sometimes we would borrow a tea towel from Auntie Winnie, c l imb the Dui n  and wave to  her from the top 

with it .  S he would stand outside the kitchen door, waving another tea towel, looking so tiny. 

Other excursions were to Ostal Bay - carrying a primus stove and al l the necessary tea making things. What a 

long way it seemed ! 

I n  th i s  way we spent every s u mmer ho l iday . Someti mes i t  rai ned every day of our  2 weeks .  

My sister was born i n  1 954 and, for a couple of  years after that, I travelled to  Scotland on my own .  My parents 

would put me on the n ight train at Euston and Uncle Donald would meet me at Glasgow Central . He was 

always late ! I would wait u nder the clock at 7am and just stand there unti l he arri ved. Then we would travel on 

the steamer to Tighnabruaich Pier and walk down the road to 'Wel lpark ' ,  where I would always feel terribly 

homesick for the first couple of days. 

I was always busy - helping Auntie Winnie make beds or walking on my own to the vi l lage or up to the Dui n .  

Special days were those spent with Uncle Donald in  h is  mobi le shop; I loved stopping at the different houses 

and weighing out fnlit and vegetables. Of course there were lots of cups of tea and cakes to enjoy too ! This  i s  

how I first met Daisy and Archie White, who L i ved on the road to  Ostal Bay .  

I t  was always a b ig  treat to  go out with Uncle Donald in the fITe engine. I remember wel l one aip to  Portavadie, 

ringing the bel l  non-stop but I don 't  recal l any kind of fITe when we got to the end of the road ! 

Another day was spent wal k i n g  to Loch Ascog with a Lady Robieson,  who was stay i ng at ' Wel l park' . 

Eventu al l y  the day wou ld come w hen U n c le Donald and I wou ld j ou rney back to G l asgow. It was 

al way s  so sad to see the pier and then the v i l l age s l i p  out of s ight  as the band p l ayed n ostalg ic  tunes . 

My s i ster grew to be a very easy and p l ac id  c h i l d  so we were able to resume our fam i l y  hol iday s .  Now 

we wou ld h i re a row i n g  d i nghy for our hol idays from the boat yard and row over to Bute or to the i s l and 

at Calad h .  When the milk mac h i ne arri ved in the v i l lage we wou l d buy cartons  of ' p i n k  m i l k '  to take 

with us .  If it was rai n i ng we wou ld go to the M i sses Old i ng' s tea-room and I wou ld savour a B lue 

Ri band b i sc u i t, w h i c h  you could not at that t ime buy in Essex . 

We would gather bait in the form of mussels and go fishing in the boat. I hated fishing, I loathed feel ing 

something tug the l ine, and I hated seeing the fish bei ng ki l led and sti l l  moving - but I wasn 't  al lowed to stay 

behjnd !  

Someti mes w e  wou ld g o  fi sh i n g  w i th M r  C u rr i e  on h i s  boat, ' Day spri ng' . 

In the late 1 950s Uncle Donald retired from his  market garden ing and my father was able to purchase the 

gardener' s cottage. Being a bui lder, he was able to con velt this and we then spent many school hol idays here. 

The to mato green hou ses were pu l led down and a bungalow bu i l t on the s i te .  

O n  one memorable occasion Uncle Donald and Auntie Winnie travelled south to stay with us in  Essex and, one 

evening during their stay, we went to see ' My Fair Lady ' in London .  

The years passed, and when I started my nurse train ing I would travel nOlth on the train and steamer to  spend 

my nights off in Tighnabruaich whenever I cou ld, and, in ] 975, I had just anived at 'Wellpark Cottage' when 

Uncle Donald rushed over to say that there was a phone cal l .  

Thus I heard that m y  father had died - and I then had to dli ve a l l  the way back to Essex . 
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'Sherbrooke'  by Rosemary Sharp 

My grandparents lived in Tighnabruaich,  0 as a chi l d I spent mo t of my holidays with them . 

There was no electricity in tho e day but oil lamps in brackets on the wails, as well as table and standard lamps. 

Each monung they were all taken out to a back kitchen where they were refilled and the wicks trimmed. At the 

top of the stairs was a helf on wh.ich tood a lamp and an array of candlesticks, one of which each of us lit and 

took to our bedroom. Also in a back kitchen was a machine for cleanmg knives, which, of cow'se, were not yet 

made in stainless steel. 

In the garden we played 'kick the can ' with two other families of grandchildren who came on holiday 

each year, and we were a l lowed to bowl provided we rolled the green afterwards. 

We spent a lot of time in the rowing boat - either fi hing for mackerel or going over to Bute for picnics and 

swimming. There were some beautiful big team yachts in the bay, the 'Iolaire' , the 'Gael' and the 'Verve' .  I 

remember watching a whale spouting over by Bute and seeing lots of sharks and porpoises. vVe also used to 

enjoy watching the sheep-dipping up the back road. There was a ship' s  bell in 'Sherbrooke' and if we were out 

in the boat or up in the hill it would be rung outside to tel l  us to come home - a meal was ready. 

On Sundays Grandpapa wore a frock coat and striped trousers, and we were supposed to wear dresses. One 

Sunday the dining room door opened - my sister, in ShOltS, was late for breakfast. She took one look at us and 

beat a hasty retreat exclaimmg 'My God, it' s  Sunday' .  Thankfully Grandpapa was a bit deaf. 

I was always glad when the service was in the low Chw'ch - not so far to walk, and I must have spent a lot of 

time 'wandering of thought in thy service' and tudying the stained glass window above the pulpit, because in 

my teens when lying in hospital, and at difficult times in my Life, that window has been a great inspiration to me 

and has raised my spuits. 
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On Sunday afternoons we often walked around to Caladh Castle, stopping at the wooden bridge over the bum at 

West Glen for a game of ' Poo sticks' .  We were fascinated by the gun house which was quite near the path, and 

by the peacocks on the grass .  I n  later years I have taken my own chi ldren and grandchi ldren round to the 

lighthouse - it became a ritual to have a photo there each year. The castle is, of cmu'se, no longer there. 

C h i l dren don ' t  c hange. I remember once my cous in  dari ng me to fo l l ow h i m  - we were p lay i ng at the 

bum above ' Otterburn' and down he went with me trai l i ng after h i m ,  through the duct, right under 

S miths '  boat yard, and on to the shore .  About ten years ago my si ster' s grandch i ldren came in one bright 

sunny day soaked to the ski n ,  but de l i gh ted with themsel ves . They had c l i mbed upwards and over the 

new road, found a burn that went u nder the road, l ai n  down i n  i t  and had been swept through as on a 

water c hute. They ' d  spent hours doing th is .  

Every morning we went to  the pier to  see the boats coming in and to  coUect the papers. My brother used to  help 

George Olding, the piermaster, catch the ropes. I can remember the Caladh boat too, there to coUect provisions 

and sometimes shooting party guests for the castle. In those days no cars could get round the point - the only 

way to Caladh was on foot or by boat. 

When I married, my husband and I came every year. He loved the peace. The chi ldren leamed to swim, row and 

sai l in Tighnabruaich.  I came back to l ive here permanently fourteen years ago. I have travel led aU over the 

world and I sti l l  thi nk there is nowhere so beautiful .  It is truly God's  garden .  

Glen Caladh 1930-40. Memories of a free, easy and happy childhood by J o h n  G M acCo l 1 .  

Upper Caladh, one mile from the castle and harbour, three mi les from Rhubaan, was i n  those days only 

accessible by walking, cycl ing, or by boat. 

My father managed the smal l estate farm - mainly h i l l  sheep, with a small number of dairy cows, perhaps 3, to 

ensure the castle and the estate houses had milk avai lable on a dai ly basis .  Delivery of this milk, by pony and 

trap, was part of the duty of an estate handyman, Jack Carmichael .  

When I was about 5 ,  measles left me subject to frequent and severe bouts of bronchitis. Medication consisted of 

repeated application of ' Kaol in '  pOUltice, as hot as one could bear! I was also given a teaspoonful of 

ipecacuanha, which had the most awful taste and made me immediately and violently sick. I can remember, 

perhaps it happened only once, Dr G.L. [Thomson] coming late in the night, and immediately asking for a 

poultice to be appl ied, much hotter than I would al low my mother to apply ! Tears and howls aplenty ! !  

The frequency and severi ty of attacks became l ess  as I grew o l der. 

My earliest recol lection of getting to school is with Cath McIntyre, the youngest daughter of an estate worker, 

who also l ived at Upper Caladh. We went by pony and trap to the jetty at the harbour, where we joined the other 

estate chi ldren and were taken by the estate workboat to Tighnabmaich Pier, and thence by car to school .  I think 

perhaps this dai ly trip by boat tied in with estate business - to coUect goods etc. My recol lection of the 

homeward journey is by the aforementioned car to Rhubaan from where we walked home. The estate workboat 

being ex RNLI was most seaworthy and safe. I have no idea how this came about, but it was known to us as the 

bumboat ! 

The pony and trap means of travel came to a sudden and what could have been a disastrous end. One very 

wintry day, it was decided Cath and I should not go to school .  Jack was about to be manied ( no youngster ! )  and 

when he arrived at the castle with the mi lk, the staff girls decided to have some fun - throwing confetti etc. 

Result :  the pony bolted and the trap was smashed against one of the two large trees on the castle lawn (chestnuts, 

I think).  

Kent Brothers, Bui Jders, Kames were at that time ( 1 937- '38)  bu ilding a very decorative waU at the smal l Clark 

burial site on the island Eilean Dubh . Hearing or seeing al l this commotion and aware Cath and I should have 

been on that trap, they hurried ashore, feari ng the worst. My l i ttle friend and I had a lucky escape, and I assume 

from then we just walked to the harbour. 

I am not sure when the boat trips ended - maybe with the outbr ak of war. So I th ink we all ended up cycJ jng to 

school .  

My first bike was a smal J ,  second hand one. When it became necessary for another estate ch i ld  (Archie Blair) to 

get to school ,  his parents bought - new or nearly so - a cycle which proved to be much too big for him.  ( He was 

2 - 3 years younger than 1 . )  

I did admire that bike ! 
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After some time it was agreed Archie was to have mine in part exchange, with some payment. I think til ls  was 

al l of £ I 1 0/- . I was most pleased to have that bike, which served me all my school days and wel l into my 

teenage years . 

Wh l� the road went through the castle ground , there were gates at each end, about two hundred yards apart. 

The castle dogs - I see them somehow as three or four black spaniels - were nonnally in kennels .  But if running 

free they were omething to contend with. They would rush at me, barking furiously, and I would try to beat 

them to the gate. Failing this, I would dismount, stand against the sea wal l ,  place the bike between me and the 

dogs, and wait for someone to appear to caU them back. I think I saw th is as a bit of a chal lenge: who would 

l�ach the gate fu"st - me, or the dogs ! 

We left G le n  Calad h  i n  May,  1 940 . 

C a l ad h  Cast le  

Caladh Castle by Mary Crowe ( i nterv iewed by W i l ma Wei r) 

The ftrst t ime I saw Caladh was when I was 1 8 . We had a motor boat and we were on our way to Kames. We' d  

always gone t o  Lochgoilbead o n  holiday and we thought we' d  have a change. W e  came down through the 

Kyles and it was beginning to get dark and we decided to go into Caladh Harbour. When it came to n ight time 

the sl ip was all lit up, then a boat came along ide and six or seven people, got aboard - men and women, all in  

even ing dress. I never forgot that. 

Frank Clark owned Caladh Estate and his brother B obby stayed at West G len, and he used to mix with a lot of 

actors and actresses . Quite a few of them came to visit, famous people at the t ime l ike Anna May Wong and 

Matheson Lang. James Mason was a frequent visitor. They came by steamer and were picked up at 

Tighnabruaich Pier by what they cal led the bumboat, so unless you were at the pier you never saw them. 

I can remember walking to Caladh many a time from Kames and on the way back having to take my shoes off 

coming up the Smiddy Brae because my feet were so sore. We used to go u p  through Rhubaan and up on the 

hi l l  and fol low the telegraph poles and through Hi l l  Cottage. I went to Caladh a lot before the war to see Bertie 

and I knew a lot of the staff in the house. Not very many of them were locals, but I remember old Mr Chambers, 

who walked every day from Kames. He was a gardener. Until the outbreak of war the butler was a Donald 

MacDougal l ,  from Skye, I think. He was Frank Clark' s batman. 

I remember, I think it was in 1 938, the Clyde hosted what I think was called the World Regatta. Anyway the 

sai lors came from al l over the world .  We walked from Kames to Caladh . The ' Iolaire' was the flagship, moored 

off Tighnabruaich.  They sai led somewhere up the west, and when they came back at n ight they were in vited to 

Caladh for dinner. The fruit salad was in two big galvanised baths - not that we were at the meal, or anything, we 

were just lookers-on. But anyway, between Caladh across to the end of Bute was solid with boats. 

The war stopped that .  The war stopped a lot of things. 
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I eventu al ly got to see through the castle. This would be in the last days of it .  What I remember in pW1icular was 

the dining room, wld it was Robinson Crusoe. The table, a great big oak table, was his islwld, aU detai ls of it, 

hand-carved, apparently by Gelman craftsmen .  Al J the chairs were Robinson Crusoe - you sat on his knees. In 

the haU, there were wee recesses or alcoves, wld there it was al l Robbie Burns chw"acters, again hWld-cw"ved. It 

was because there was so much wood in it that the rot spread. They say that the dry rot came off one of the 

boats. The Navy were there wld they didn ' t  bother, just let it go, and I think it was terrible what happened to it. 

I remember the sale after they decided it was to come down. Bertie was there with the boat, to take wlything that 

was wanted to the v i l lage. Most of it was sold by telephone wld went away to London .  I remember one thing, a 

shop sign mentioned in Charles Dickens's  'TIle Old Cm10sity S hop' . Bertie was asked to take this to the pier 

and there was such a carry-on about whether he would take it or not because by that t ime everybody local was 

frightened to have anything out of the house because of the woodworm. 

Argyll  in olden days by an 83 year old 

( Maggie Paterson bri n gs our tou r  fu l l  c i rc l e . )  

From the age o f  1 2  unti l  I was 1 7  m y  family wld I spent our SUlumer hol idays at Shellfield Fwm, Ormidale. 

Most days we walked a mile to the pier - in our bare feet - to see the ste3l1ler. On calm evenings when the tide 

was wel l out, we waded up the river with our flounder spew"s, and usuaUy had a good catch.  Then it was back to 

the farm, frying pan out, and a great supper. 

When Rothesay i l lu minations were on we cl imbed the h i l l  behind the fW1TI wld had a great v iew of the rockets. 

On the way back home we would see patches of glow-wOffilS - very spectacular. 

When I was 1 7  I rode my horse from Glasgow to the farm. It took 2 days. My friend Mrs Shephard was 

advertising her riding school . We spent a n ight in a field at the foot of the ' Rest and be Thankfu l ' .  The midges 

were so bad we got up about 3 .30 and headed for the ' Rest' and beyond. We got to the farm late aftemoon .  Mrs 

Shephard stayed one n ight and then rode back to Glasgow. 

M agg i e  w h e n  s h e  re i i ed on o n e  horse power 

I got married to Archie when I was 26 and we spent our honeymoon in Glendwuel Hotel ,  run by Mr Bradfield 

who had never heard about ration ing - he said the fW1TIerS were very cw"eless wld threw away their razor blades 

on the h i J ls, and the sheep were always getting their throats cut. 

Fi ve years later with two chi ldren wld two bicycles with cWlier seats, we spent two weeks with Mrs McLachlwl 

at 'Loch-head ' ,  Ormidale. We visited Archie' s sister Bella Smith in her l i ttle cottage. She had a novel way of 

stoking her fire - she brought in long logs wld stuck one end up the chimney wld the other in the fire .  She also 

entertained us playing her melodeon.  
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Th "n for a few years we spent our hol iday at  ' Bel levue' , K i lfinan, where with our three ch i ldren and the 

chi ldren from Dl1 Im farm we had many a picn ic at  Ki J finan Bay .  On wet day the chj ldren aU pi led into 

Dougie' post bu and he drove them to Bal l i more and back - they had a great s i ngsong with Dougie keeping 

t ime wi th  th horn. We al 0 pent one houday at Dru m fan11. After a few years in Arran we returned to M aggie 

Duncan ' house ' Euroa' in Tighnabruaich for several years and made many ffiend . We tatted looking for a 

house to rent by the yec:'1f. We were lucky to meet Dr Margat-et Fergu on, whose father John Ferguson used to 

mn a hat-dwat-e shop in the vi l lage. S he was look ing for omeone to rent her house - so after a vis i t  to 

'Tighatldu in '  we stmck a deal and that afternoon he le ft to go back to New York . So that was our hol iday house 

for 20 yec:'1rs. When Archie was about to reti re we tlied to buy 'Tighatldu in '  but Dr Ferguson wouldn ' t  seU .  The 

adjacent piece of ground came up for sale so we bought that and bui l t  our bungalow 'Cui J beag' 27 years ago. 

r have been a widow for l 8  years atld r hope to end my day here among friends. 
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RU LES TD;,B� OQSERVEO AI' SHOIl.E C.OTT �.q��( . .  , 
KAMES� Gp" :U��WDER cO. 'Prop. ' rietors�

' · '·
·�.<· . ..-: . 

.. . .. .  � '  , . �. ' . " . " . . . ,  • . . ' ,-' • • .  . " f '-===X-- • �'. • • . . ' . . . .  ' ' � ' ; • •  . .. , ' . . . . .. . 
N. B.-It is for the 

'
Comfort of · all that the following Rules have bien .* 

framed. and ,all ' Occupiers a:e particularly requested �o nave tpe;n adh�red ��. <. . I 
1. That the Tenants ID the lower flat shall take ' alternate weeks of '.' . ,  

, . SWEEP1N� OUT EV:,ERY DAY� AND · WASHING TWICE � WE�K':' (say ' � , 
Wednesday ' and Satuiday);-the .. Lobbies) a.nd Door Steps, and -, keepmg the , " 

c.· _ _  ' Ground about ·Jihe Building clear of dirt ;Lnd as tidy as "'l>ossible�- ' --. ' -' ,-..:. � � - a .. • 
'," 2. · The Tenants in the upper flat shall ea.ch take alternate weeks· of, 

SWEEPING EVERY DAY, ANP WASHING AT LEAST TWICE A WEEK, 
� (say Wednesday and Saturday), . .their Stairs, and to clean their Staircase , . : 

Windows a� least every second, week. No Mats or Carpets to be shaken � 
over Staircase Windows. . "'rt ' . . • 

• 

3. That all Ashes carried to the Ashpit will be. taken ' in the morning 
or evening, �or when there are , no Clothes on the G;reen', so that there )p!ay 
be h no nuisance to neighbours-said Ashes to be put carefully in the Pit 
and not left outside. " fI ; � � ' !I  .. '" 

4. That each Tenant will ' get the Washing House and Green in rotation, 
one ' day beginning with Monday, second Tuesday, and so on according to 
the list , given _below. . 

, 5. Clothes � Ropes are not allowed to be tied to anything but the Green 
Posts provided for the purpose, and no Clothes to be hung o�tside elsewhere 

\ .  than on the Ropes.
. . 

'_ , '  , �. JIot _ Clothe�, or any Tm or Iron ,Waterrng Can, Tub or any Vessel, t 
are on no account to be placed on -the - Grass, the rust sOiling any-- Glother--
being bleached. , �  . • � 

7. That each will C AREFULLY CLEAN OUT THE WASHING HOUSE 
AND BOILER when ' done, so that no complaint will be necessary from the 
following party. 

. 

8. That the Path to the Washing House and Green be always used when 
going or returning there, and the Gate of the hLtter always kept closed. ; 

, CHILDREN NOT TO BE ALLOWED INTO THE BLEACHING GREEN 
• UPON ANY PRETENCE, OR TO CLIMB THE WALL ON FRONT OF 

ij:OUSES, OR ANY OTHER FENCES . 
. t 9 .  That PRIVIES SHALL BE THOROUGHLY CLEANED OUT REG-

ULARLY ON CE A FORTNIGHT, each Tenant in his turn seeing to this 
being done to the one used by his House. NO PIGS OR POULTRY TO 
BE KEPT ABOUT THE GROUND. 

. Underneath is a note of the Order in which the Washing House has been 
set apart for each House, viz :- , ' . Monday, - - � for House No. 1 ,  

Tuesday, - " Do. " 2 
Wednesday, " Do. " 3. 
Thursday, - " Do. " 4. 
Friday, " Do. , , 5 . 
Saturday, - " Do. " 6. 
Monday, - " Do. , , 7. 
Tuesday, - . " Do .  , .  8 .  
Wednesday, ;; " Do. " 9. 

:' Thursday, · " Do. , , 10. 
Friday, ,. " Do. , , 1l .  

, Saturday, - " Do. , , 12 . 
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