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ABSTRACT

Nevermas: A Long Poem in the tradition of 20th century Canadian long poem is a
heteroglossic narrative concerned with the creation of a speaking subject through a polyphony of
disparate voices which stem from an ancestral past, artifact, folk narratives, and contemporary voices.
In the first half of the poem the authoritative voice which initially creates Mairi Og as a stable
construct gradually slips towards Nevermas, a time that never comes. In her quest for knowledge of
her own ancestral past Mairi moves towards an other Mairi, who emerges out of the interaction of
persuasive voices via dialogic micro-narratives created by a chorus (a collage) of appropriated voices,
“real,” found, and imaginary.

The theoretical framework for Nevermas arises from the influence of polyphony on the long
poems of David Arnason, Michael Ondaatje and Robert Kroetsch, and from the Bakhtinian
explication of Mennipean satire which, among other things, promotes the understanding of a
carnivalized view of the world. In that carnivalized world, replacement of the old with the new,
resistance to endings and, consequently, myriad beginnings, doublings, repetitions and inversions all
work towards the re-alignment of self. For Mairi, this re-alignment, brought about by means of the
interaction of the authoritative and persuasive voices legitimately and optimistically allows resistance

to closure as it waits for Nevermas.
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becoming.

TChe crild gecse are leaving noss. Chowsands bave flown
over cwr howuse. Duncan and UV wwalked down by the duck pond,
just a little pond in the park, and the geese cyere there, so many
of them on the pond that you could bardly see the cvater. Pnd
the noise, it was like a bhall full of people all talking at once
and then all of a sudden it csas guiet, just a stray voice hete
and there. FAAnd the sound of a guitar. Jow could bear the
Leaves Letting go of the trees, falling, rolling on the grass. V¢
basn't rained yet since the first frost. Last night the children
came. V\eighbour's children cranting to rake the leaves for me.
The girl is small and s lovely. LOU you do a good 706, T
asked? She is so serious. V nodded, chay. Does that mean ges?



MNost of the Canada Geese bave Left but you still bear
the odd one calling. Chey leave noew in drihs and drabs, the
ones who seem almost to have been Left bebind. They fly rvight
overhead, the setting sun turns their bellics vosy gold, cutlines
their wings. Che birds somebhoss are markers in our lives, clicheés
of the fall, bheaded towsards the solotice, oddly a time of
beginning in ancther cellure, and the time of closure in cur
cern: for ws, a bittle of both. T find their leaving as sad as T
find their aricval in spring jogful. Linter is coming and cwith
it Like the passing of the geese, inevitable sadness. Dnevitable
sadness, a bind of darkness comes to me as U write to gow as
well, and the criting groens ever more difficult. Y cyonder sshat
gow did on days Lke this. Uork went on, didn't 2 Sow'd bhave
needed to light the Lamps to see inside the bhowse, or was light
dering the day extravagant, and you waited till swppertime sc
gow could see what gou crere cating? Vve put the beat on. No
wood fire to keep burning here, no wood stove in my bhowse, no
coal. Mo places for the wind to bloc in either, but gouw can still
hear it outside, see the vain on the windows. Che leaves are all
gone now. F\othing is Left that is green. [ecple’s gards are

6



clean and veady for snoe, though today ion't cold cnough. 7
Left my sereet peas in the garden. Chey're still blooming and T
haven't the bheart to pull them out yet. Te's easier aféer the frost
bas gotten them. Ve pulled the petunias though, and most of
the small vegetable garden is done.



U got a letter from your nicce today. U put photos of gou
and ber and my mother and me side by side. The resemblance
2o temarkable. The photos, except the one of me, are all
portraits, old and news. U bhave alisays intended to bave a
formal one taken of me but T never go. Pethayps our needs are
different. Vt's Undian Summer, warm and lovely after the

first frost despite the scaking rain. Vm going to Scotland.



How'd be astonished to bnoes that in little more time than
it took ws to get to Uinnipey and back from the farm, TV bave
artived in Glasgow. TVt cxoudd bave taken gou longer than that
to get from Perth to Glasgosn on gyour bicgcle. Did you take
the bicycle that day all the way to the docks? Chen cshat did
gou do with b2V came bheve to look for gour Letters, you bknoes,
but Vm too Late. Buot as gour Letters are gone facn the faramm,
they've gone bere, too. Fragile words from your mother gone,
bernt crith the paper they wrere written on. How showld bave
waited for me. Jowr stories are gone and U bhave ncne of my
ceon. U think gow must bave ridden that dagy, on a bicgcle, and
Left it behind.



Dow bere, T don't knoes boes many bhowurs asay from home.
Dm feeling as though there are different parts of me in
diffevent places, something that isn't belped, V soppose, by
having stored my luggage at the Laverley Station rather
than lug it all over while TV locked for a place to stay. Se, T
bave walked and tazicd all over € dinbirgb and found a flat
T can move into tomarion. VE's ight on the Later of Leith
and U can see the signal toryer in [Fife from the front crindoes. TV
st at home and lock cut aciross the praitie and TV can sit bere
and lock cut across the ocean.
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T am in need of comfort. /A Little bheat or a cuddly
Ylanket wwould go a long way. T bave neither and the agency is
closed for the wseckend and Tm srishing ssith mized feclings
that Td yust staged at a > & 73 here the bed cvas comfy and
warm and someone swould bave coffee for me in the morning. T
9ot my bags from the station but ecven though Vve unpacked
this flat seems awfully guict and acfully empty and U am
alone for the first time in my Life. Funny what you do in a
strange place, ion't (2 T sent for a balf-pint of lager today, at
o b called Che LOally Dug. How'd bave bnown this: Call,y,
dugs are porcelain dogs that wsed to st in pairs on pecyple’s
mantlepieces. U didn't notice a single one in the pub. TCoo
minutes ago it wasn 't taining, now gou can heat tain whing
against the windows. Hesterday V stood csaiting to cross Foese
St. i a big cncugh patch of vain to cover about four cats.
Cuerything else arcund me wyas perfectly diy! This is true. Did
you bhave ally dugs on gour mantlepicce? Did you have a
mantlepiece?
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~Kamio&v{ound‘9mcficuexrm£w‘w@, elevated
6,W-W&,M. W&%&MW
M,«;‘aaama~@tem )

O, Vve been to Glasgoes. Coday U stood in line for
ninety minutes in Sauchichall Ot. waiting to see the exhibit on
the works of Charles Rennie MMNacintosh. “tDe independent.
e independent. /B independent. Go alone. Convince the
world,” be said, “that there may be things, there may be things
mote precious than ovdinary light, but to do this, you mucst
offer flowers growing from your can soul.” U stood there in
front of those cyords on the cwall, eqes fell of tears, and calked
thicugh the vest of the display cithout secing very much at all.
And what do D remember? Uhile V ccaited in line U met an
RAustralian doctor on leave from woth in Saudi FPnabia,
conscdering a job in Morway Flouse. Chis, while V try to
wunderstand cbhat place meant to you, nhat it means to me.
FAnd cshile U cvaited T cvatched thiee Little girls feeding about
ninety pigeons. "Sow must offer flowsers growing from pous oum
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Fhe Bonnack JSalanainn
Now. ye bake this just like any other bannock; ye see, but with @, great
the future; dor't yow know, but, mindye don'’t drink and,ye dor't say
@ word gfter-ye eat &t or the charm will be broken.




TClics cs Foalla evan
Tlhe morn is Fhalladay
RAn'sure they U cear anay.

For the third time in three dagys Ve bad to go to a shoy
fo get my glasses fixed and U bhad to calk all the cay to
George Ot and then Prederick Ot. to find an cptician. Chen
D walbed all the ray bhome, about tuice as far as T needed
becawse, cyorking on the assumption that the streets cyere
relatively straight going downbill, T got lost trying to find
Leith COalh, and it ssas dark by the time U got bere. Ve is dark
by 4:30.

Coday is Flallowe'en and there are no signs of children
in the streets, thoughb the shoyps have decorations and cne of the
buitdings in George Square bas silbowettes of witches on
broomaoticks and black cats in the windows. U did see one ting
cwitch in the Meadowns. She was waving ber broom from ber
father's arms. And there is a witch reading “The Scotsman”
in the window of the news-stand arcund the cornes from the
Hat. There are alsc witches and vogeurs, no dowbt, who will

14



gather, U think, at the aitch's fountain at the Castle
Eoplanade. This is veally disturbing. Chree bundied women
were ted at the stake, strangled, and then burnt arcund the
tron off the 16th century (the last was 1722 ), and the fountain cs
a ¢ to them, intended to record the fact that not all
witches worked for evil ends! Three bundred is but a praction of
the four and a balf thowsand wbo were hilled in Scotland in a
cleansing fuclled chicfly by King Pames T, son of Mary
Qiueen of Scots, throwugh bis book Daemenclogie, Chere is a
terrible symmetry to the fact of Pames UT's involuement - his
ceon mother cyas bebheaded by bis predecessor Clivabeth V.

T can beat fireworhs but U cannct see any from bete.
FAnd for the past ceek bangers bave been sounding el into
the night. U wwas bearing propane bangers intended to scare the
geese in the fields at bhome but T couldn't figure out ey V'l be
hearing the same thing beve. Something on the docks, magbe?
Nothing s complicated. They'se fire crackers. Guy Faches
Day s coming.
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For ©, her lanely nights are lang
A0 ©, bier dreams are cerie

A ©, bier csidocyed bicart is sair
Clhat's absent ﬂa-e bet dearie.

November. And the gecse are long gone and for a
month we've bhad snow. Snow almost cvery day. Hesterday T
wwas walking in Cdinburgh in the rain. /A bus passing in the
street sent up a sheet of crater onto the front of me so wbhen T got
to the library, T cas damp and chilled, my fect aret but not
scaked like they weve in the bills. Coday at bome the csind
frosts the glass on the pont doot, and U wonder bow you made
CE through prairie ainters year affter yeat, in and out of the
house for fiarecyood and water, in and out to midlk cowns and feed
chickens. FAnd there in the [erthsbise bills, U csondered boes
gou survived, too. Ve rained soaking rain for thice days and T
cwallied. Do sodden grass through marsh acvoss the moot. Fnd
t crasn't winter get. Famdilies lived there once. Outside. They
sheltered where they could. D found a shepherd's bouse theve, a
stone wall beside it. Chere was a small cxindows and alow
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docray and no light inside. One room wunder the low
Ylackened woof. FAnd a fireplace. PAnd behind and around,
4ills wising. \ot women's bills. 7But not csomen’s praivie cither.
T have been to Scotland and now the prairie is no longer mine.
Vs it becawse there are no bills at all? V's flat and cpen and
there's no place for me. FW\iles of prairie, no trees, no stone
dohes, no ivg, ne hills, no narrces roads, ne paths shere you
walked wyith younr sisters o scbhool, cyith your brothers to the mill,
with gour mother to the burn to syash clothes, to the old
kirkgard with an iton gate, to the big bouse at Delvine.
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D look out at night and sce that the waters are black,
lightened irregularly by the veflection of the strect Lights,
darkened more by the force of the wind wrinkling and sippling
the smooth srface. Che wind bas been fierce. Liast night in the
bheight of the storm U locked down to see the scsans in the shelter
of the big boat in the channel below mey cindors.

D basve teso weeks Left bhere and T am in a panic. So little
time to get a lifetime into a fortnight. Sowrs? O mine? U don't
bnces. T am comfortable bhere, bappy to bave beard from
Quncan, but reduced to tears by thoughts of returning bhome so
soon. Che time U thought Td have for writing is gone, not oo
wicch becacse Dm busy, but more because of place. Uhat does
that mean?

Fire engines are toaring by on IBernard St. and T am
reminded of the Cidban missile criscs and the aiv raid sirens
when U was growing wp. (alking bhome from school or hearing
the sirens in crar movies on someone’s TU, T was equally
frightened, and now as U crite, T bave knots in iy stonmach
hearing screns vattle in the concrete of the city in a place cyhere
the evidence of wrar remains so vistble to me. TCoday is

18



Remembrance Sunday and as V calked tosards the church
on Commercial St. this morning, the 1Boys’ 1Brigade MDand
marched into the churchgard through the cemetery inside the
stone coalls. FAE the base of the Scott MNonument is a somall
patch of grass cordoned off and filled with ting crosses and
ting poppies. Cach cross bears a band-csritten name. Do this
place, this city of so many centuries, there are constant
reminders of war dead. Tlodden, Culloden, the IPoer Lan,
ol Lars One and TCiro, a memorial to Lellington and
the IBattle of Laterloo, and to IBurns who fought bhis ceon
wars~somehow, these ate vs. FAnd names. Names of
those long dead and strangely still living, names called out
every day: IBuccleugh, MNeloille, Prgyle, Dike after Duke
after Duke, St. Giles, St. Andrecs, St. IN\ichael, Pobin
Kinor, Grey riars. And four omen. Leren't there any
women besides Catherine Sinclair, Lady Stairs, St.
Cecilia and Queen Uictoria?

19



cotrery o Mart, or Qv is killed.




“MW%&MW&»@&%A&»@&W&M@
Letter, Qi%owozrlanaﬁowwtaﬂ. Ve sovnds like cur
Flallose'en. DU ask ber abowut it cyhen U crrite next time.

QMMMWWW.
t@e'wmalydu’ldmm to play,
%“uuy and gée’s m%wa?
Oicr fect’s cacldd, cer sheen's thin,
Gie's a peece and let's vin.
gmpockd'o fell o money,

Howr bottle’s full o beer,
t@dlyemgua a bacbee
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Iqud{m-mldlu«g sgpese, osres o
?o»aa(dlan;aw
z@e’“ fak'a“qa o kindness y#:

Fo&mldla«?aw

QDid you wsed to celebrate Foogmanay? U made
Clootic Dumpling d la T. WNarian MNacnell, for Ve
Hear's Cve. Al lang syne. Some things do not translate
well into Cnglish and those csords end wp sounding more lihe a
long lost person than a bittersweet reference to our treasured
past. Last night aftes Duncan cwent to bed U stayed wp and
cried for sshat il never be. Duncan went out this morning to
clear acay the first of the ey Hear's gifts~ several inches of
sncey, and came back in, dark-haired as ever, a good “Tirst-

faotur. ”
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Neewr Year Bannock
SBannock; cut round the cup. with @ shar-knge. Gut round the outer edges of the
Barnock in a,griddle or & brander, and bake over a clear: fre.




O, wert thow in the cawld blast

Onyondc@lah cngondatlca;
INy plaidie to the angsy airt
V' shelter thee, V'L sheltes thee-

Oh, “cert thow in the cold blast,” indeed. V found those
wotds on the back of a photograpb of you. IBut the poem ion'
veally about ceather, is 62T locked it wp. “Vd sheltes thee, Td
shelter thee.” Uhe oords bawunt me. T ssant to ask who? Wbo
would gou bave sheltered? T bhnoes b Vd shelter . . . . The
weather has been bad in Scotland, too. Mo clectricity, froven
pipes, no beat. Kate told me they'd cancelled Clhnistmas till
Caster when they could get the cocker to do the dinner; can't
cook chen the power is off. Christmas cras not very swccessful
from the sounds of things. Che pipes prove and thassed, sith
tgenty-thiee bursts in them. Che bird's wwater froye. Chere coas
crling on the wiver. Chat bhasn't happened for gears. Aand
bere, you hnow about the cold bere. TVt's Panwary. Cuvery time 7
9o out UV think of you. UV bhave the carmest coat in the world and
Y feel guilty because TV hnoes gou never in gour entire life bad
angthing that carm, and T complain about the cold.
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Fot the gso‘c o’ 50-»4‘049

W\,Mam-?daumaa-
MMy beart s sair for Somebods:
?MM»M&M
For the sake o’ Somebodsy
Ohon! for Someborls,!
O liey! for Somebody!
?cmldw%e-ooddw
Tor the sake o’ Somebods,.

gc,romu\%atuuilemw:damw,
© sueetly smile on Somebodsy!
77 P8 t keep Lim free,
O lion for Somebods!
O liegy for Somebody,!
T wad de - what wad U nct? -
For the sake o Somebodsy!






‘y‘@n&/ﬂmgykcéafmz{ﬁm
Half o the cinters to-come ard mair-
f&%ﬂ@@qykmaﬂe‘/fnﬂ
Halff o’ the winters by at Yule



The Bornach Bride
Mind,ye have this bonnack ready, for the, firet day of
$pring and mind, too, to.guard the fires of Jt. Breget




Ground Flog Day, and be sacs bis shadoes, too (the
ground bog, U mean ). Vbrought the video bhome for ws to
watch, (Ground Fog Day, U mean ), but Quncan staged late
at otk and U ended wp watching it by myself, cyell, most of it
angesay. Che guy has so many chances to get it 1ight. T suwppose
that's a metaphor and there's a lesson to be learned, but
Gooduness bnows T csouldn't Like to be stuck on February 2nd

tll VD finally got myself straightened out. Chen again. . . .
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M'g &'m%&rﬂt«'a’ kiso,
O'etmm%ohaw,
A'u{q«:%@»ioa-'my‘ku-
Nowght but griefs ssith me remado.

T beard a crow today, the first one of the year. Ve's too
cardy. wf,de»'t,dwa»FM, especially not in time
fotUalcnﬁow'»Qay, buct there it cyas on the corner fencepost on
wcd,édo{wodwm'e covered cyith sncey. Uce c»yatalo
MM%&M&J@M%&WmaMthteMW
the street and begond. Che neighbour’s birdfeeder is scsinging in
Me—qéndmdyeatew(ay'o m»smaow%efcontwq. Ve
s very mvcch like locking through the design on a paper lace
dcdym%thmtumtmt ?Lemem&c»q&aumyéu{wam
coming into the room was ahiter, softer somehon, in ancther
teone.
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Ghasing crows at Gandlemas; the lassies chased
the crows. That's the second day of Febreary,
and wherever- this cran; whereoer- she, fled or
whatever housetop she settled ory she was
sapposed to- be the partner ‘at the lassie was
had to-kegh track orn him.



WWWWWM»@ame?M
Mnucuefatavalmw?mm%o&lbve
charm. LOll, T don't knoe if it és really a love charm, in fact
it doesn't seem clear abho ecven cprote it docyn ~Duncan ban
IMNacintgre ov IB3lind Allan the Glengarry IBard, but bow
M?wﬂt?sm&'owudyw?mﬁn&my#%e
ingredients, ?M?'a;“utdéy%cwwlomdetmyrdloq
and sleeyp on them, ahat do you think?
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Uerses Pecited by & IMN\aiden For Fler Lover

wsdetfwmdmmum
&mloa&c‘am{ot Wc,
tis dracsing to thee ardently

O»Smd“,metdouwly
to a level, broad flagstone;
of butter-bur and monksbhood;
Lift those on thy shoulder

on a wooden shovel.

Gt nine stacks of bracken

cet doeyn cyith an axe,
mwl%m&omofmoldm;
extracted prom a grave,

burn it on a faggot fire,

and reduce the cvhole to ash.

%«&Wamkiow&mt
Md?'ago&u‘lmdgaamm
that man oill not desert thee.
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U never did get my seyeet peas out, you knoes, and
o the trellis Deuncan built for me is bent crith the ceight of
snces beld, forst by the vines, but now by the wind. The snoes
drifts, silent, to the bottom of the kitchen cindow and fills the
corner whete the Uinrginia Creeper grows. Che fence is six feet
bigh and in places you can't see it at all. Ve read about
praiiie snowstorms and people dying inside their log bouses
because they bhad a single doot that opened out and thes
couldn't get out after a smowstorm. U gonder if they frore to
death or starved ot both? Such a simple thing, baving a door
that opens in.
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Pnother snowy day and the city bas a different
sound. FAn undice silence from the trapped blanket of air in
the ness snoe. Pabbits cross the fence on snowshoe fect. FAnd
one comes every day now and sits shere be can bhardly be seen,
bebind a sncwdriift. e cson't touch the food T put out for bim.
FCe sits all day, watching. Linter is like that.
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Ny beart is sair - TV dare na tell -
mykmtc’ouu:&fot(sm:nly:
7:0«[&»4‘40»&%&»«.’946
For the sake o’ Somebod,,.

Che winter crears on. Che time of good humoured
exuberance that comes with a storm bhas passed, and U am now
waiting for something more pleasant than February's dull
grey. U am fecling tenribly neglected as U wait in vain for o
Letter in the mail. Did geow leave somecne bebind?
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TCoday s Duncan's birthday. The daffodils are blocming
in the Phinces Street Gardens, Kate tells me, so many that
the felds of gellow beneath the castle become tiresome. Fere,
where exerything is white or thac-shite, when the winter s so
long, thatis hard to imagine. U can't groew them myself becawse
they'd bloom in Pune and T need their energy now, so after
Kate's Letter ariived, T went to Safecray and bought bunches
and bunches of them and U put them in glass vases in every
soom in the house so whetever U go there will be spring for a feos
minutes. Chose are for me. For Duncan, there are little pots of
yelly beans ~chere he watches T, beside the bed, on the coffee
table, and, after bhe got bhome from work, U put some in bis coat
yocket wheve he'll find them cshen be locks for bis car kegs.

37



IN\sing on the roaring ocean
LObich divides my love and me,
Learying beav'n in wyarm devotion
For bis cyeal ssbiere’er bie be.

Foril and still the cyinter wears on. IDut the sun is out
and the shy s once again brilliant blue. The wind s cicked
cold. De's a MNarch wind. Bust Priday we bad move snces.
Coerything was covered in white again. Che airport oas closed
and T ssondered clbether Vd be able to Leave, but the flights
Later in the day were just delaged. Funny, it was snowing when
T arrived bome from Cdinburgh V\ov 1st, and it was snowing
the next time U left bome again. Scotland. U am so longing to
veturn that when U see something which reminds me my eyes fll
and my thioat tightens. This happens most unexpectedly. 7
have to be the only person in the ssold ho wept all the way
through “VBrave Fleart” and “Rob Roy”. Can gou belicve
2 PAnd ot becawse of VN\el Gibson o1 Liam MNeeson either.
Ve's the bills. Pnd the FCigblands. And the other day U csas
reading a story and turned a page to see a photo of the
Cairngorms. T ssvear U could feel the mist. T bhave not yet
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finished the storey.

There is a flurry of activity just now in the tree across the
strect, and U lock wp to see about three doven birds all beaded
for the same tree. Chey really are guite democratic, birds,
aren’t they? They just glide in and take whatewer is available,
and they all Light in abowut ten seconds so that if you don't see
them in that instant of landing, you miss evergthing. FAnd the
Canada Geese are back. Sesterday V sacs a flock of about
thiee bhundred. U don't vecall ever seeing so many flying
together before. Duncan and U were laugbing at some last
week just before the snces came. Chey were flaing south again.
T feel a bit Lihe a Canada Goose myself cwanting to return
someshere, but bos de gou account for the fact that cshere V
crant to retutn ion't really bome, at least not to me? FAnd TV
coait here despite my heart.
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Ny heart io sair U dare na tell
I\ heart is sair for somebody:
T could crake a crinter night
For the sake o Somebods,
Olion for Somebods,!
Y could range the world around
Fo&%&aa‘&o}ﬁome‘oe‘y.

gcro‘qeuédaéomdeon uirbucus love

(@ ugeed, semile on Scm«e&ody!
Frae dlha danger keeyp bim free

AAnd send me m{e mey 50»\4‘04?.’

?M&-MW?M‘?*
Fox%&oaéeo'(sm:{y.’
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Fake Whitsur bannock; it’s, good for the soul



Ghe bonnachk WBealltain
Fhis to- thee, O Hooded Grow, this to-thee, Obagle!

Yo take a cake of oatmeal and,ye radse nine sgaare Anobs or

destrogers of them; and then; ye see; ye turn, your face to-
sour shoulder and that's what ye sqy. Andye aliwaye do this
Jor the firet, the Sub- o’ Mey.




Ve's MNay, and the bowses and the yards are covered with
frost in the motnings. fatches of ice melt slovly, later as the
day wears on; the gracs remains brocn but the chives in the sun
bebind the howse are alveady fresh and green and early
asparagus seems to be shooting wp by the bowr, yesterday one
bead, today thice. Che trellis Duncan made for the sceet peas
brobe wnder the weight of the snoes, and all the vines T missed
in October crait to be pulled out soom, when the frost s cut of
the ground.

T remember gour garden. T remember the lady slippers
and brown-eged susans and tiger tilics. The names still cnchant
me. U tock a diive out to the farm last creck on the old M\o.10
but there was nothing U bnecs. The bluff is gone, and the
Saskatoon bushes at the edge of the bighesay. The barbed wire
gate is gone, even the trees that lined the diivecsay. Che gartage
where Ol iam kept the Pustin caiting for Saturday nights,
the chicken coop, the pigpen, the granarics. AU gone. Vt's Like
PRuffle in October. Did T tell you V sent there? Che burn venms
wild, the mill's abandoned. Pnd the bowse . . . T dream of
that bouse. Did you?



Qidyoubwwof”\»u. @ufou?&&ew%&dcﬁ%i&:«e
wm&»%emofwwwmﬂom1860 on. m7

WWMeryofhb‘wﬁtho%ebda?. YV need
M&v‘!éuf?h&mﬂd%&lomﬁ‘coﬁawwww

at all. ’aqdlthnndauqdat?mwin'ew.
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How were alrcady gone the dagy Polin sbhot the croes. Ve
wras just sitting on the fencepost in the pasture. Le srere
walking bebind the cows and bhe bad the 22 and be stopped me
crith bis band on my arem and be chispered, “Oee that cron?
Ve gonna get it.” PAnd Grandad and Dad turned arcwnd
to sratch and be got the crow, but bhe didn't Rl it. FAnd they
yust stood there locking. “Shoot it again,” they said, and U
locked at Pohn and bis eyes were round and full of tears.
ARnd they stood theve and watched and be loaded the gun
and fired, and be did it again wntil Dad finally grabbed the
gun and killed the cross. “D gou're going to wse a gun,” he
said, ‘you'd better kncer cbat gou've about. Mo get out of
bere. 2Both of gou.” V ran and bid in the barn. Funng D should
bave thought about that aféer all this time. Chat's what T sas
thinking about on the wray to the library. VE's about a tuyenty
minute qalk. UV went through the field to lock for crocuses and
Y beard the crocs. U remember you digging potatoes in the
winter garden shile UV called to the crows tll my voice got
boarse. Chey aliyays anseyered.
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Nowr spring has clad the gracs in green
FAnd strecy'd M&haqilkﬂoqcu,-
t&eﬁtww'awiag,mam
Ka&fo&c&&vfovt&wsdomu;

Lbile tha thing in nature yoin

Cliecr sorrenys to forgo,

O, by thus alone are mine

t&emoé&,oo o woe.

V' sad today. Outside it és overcast and dreary and
inside UV feel the same cragy. Ve's mid-Vay and the trees are
still bare, not cuen buds can be seen on them. Che temperature s
belows yero again after about five dagys of warmth. Duncan and
YV raked the gard on Saturday. How'd find the small pocer
take interesting; goodness hnoews what you would think of it,
though. T don't temember grascs groaning atound gout bhouse but
T do remember the rue on a damp motaing and the gravel
beside the house where the chickens cyere alesays pecking at the
ground for grit. UOell, sye bave a gard of thick cushiony grass
wwhich io, in summer, lush and green as the grass on a golf
course. Ue put the raked grass into big sacks and the garbage
truch comes and bhawls it acsay with the other garbage they
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collect once a cyeek. uioalife&»%&cc‘ty. 5%@9}0@4‘6«94
cowurse s not, not even close, ‘ut,«u&mcoawﬁoniaom
aspect of life bere. |
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INg bheart's in the Fighlands, my beart is not bere
m,wt'oMWW¢MM¢dc¢9.

V feel disconnected. Tm not sure of my place bere or
there. Vt cvas all 1ight ¢l T came to lock for you in the first
place. 1But hen UV came bome that first time, U cried to be
back. Flou could you stay bhere? Las this ever truly gour
place? U mean in your heart of hearts?

Do Learning Gaelic. T sonder what gou'd bave to say
abowt that? Dad says to me, “Floes can you beep studying,
aten’t gow wise encugh get?” Fe pulls cut a small nessspayper
clipping from Geordic and offers it te PAunt aggic to pass
oo bo mme but she sags to bhim, “She doesn't understand the
Ocotcd.” “NMo,” U think, locking atbev, “no, Vdon't.” Dt's gour
broad Ocotch they're thinking in their English Canadian
words. U sorked for a while at a seniors centre and many of the
people ayere N hrainian. One day, as wswal, several of the old
ladies were talking away and when TV came closer they scsitched
to LAbrainian and T asked them to please speak Cnglish, T
couldn't understand them any more, and they said to me,
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“VDBut sse don't want gou to understand ws.” Chey ceren't being
mean. U think they were talking about me which is cshy UV asked
them to speak Cnglish in the first place. And they liked it
that U couldn't understand. UV think i€'s the same there crith
Qad and Aunt MNaggic. Chey liked me better the old cyay.
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Ve rained all last night and today a fine mist covers
cvergthing. U cent for my firet walk in the vain since
November. U didn't get drenched by a sheet of cvater sent wp by
a passing bus but U came in dampp nonctheless. FAnd Y am still
damp. This is not the mist of the Cairngorms with lowds
aloyays moving, clouds so losy that you seem to be alking in
them. Che shy today is solid white-grey, and the mist so fine
that shen gou first go out you almost sense it on your face
rather than feel it. The bogy across the strect bhas a slingsbhot.
FCis parents are gone to work and be is in the garage firing
somall stones at the metal garbage can lid which bhe's set wp as o
target and the sound is making me crary. Fle stops just long
cncugh to make me think be's finally gone to do something else,
and then the lunk of stone on tin starts again. Don't kids go
to school angmore?

Olingshots aren't things city kids wsually bave. One time
when Vcvas out at the farm, Grandad took me with bim to the
barn. N\ot the cowy barn, be wwouldn't let me in there, the other
side where COlliam kept the borses. Foe banded me a smooth
picce of wood with some wbber strips and some Leather fastened
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onto it. A slingohot. FCe didn't showy me boew to wse it, didn'€
say angthing, he just put it in my bhand and said U cowld bave
ct. Che slingsbhot meant nothing chen TV could bear the ting
mecling squeaks of the dags- old hittens in the emptsy stall, and
Y think Grandad likely bad to bhacl me out of there despite
telling me that when it ssas daylight V could actually see them
in the barn. T woke wp to the sounds of the grandmotber clock
and laid acake Listening to the dark, FAunt MN\aggic
soncffling ion slecp beside me, and T vemembered the bittens. TV
remember slipping out of bed. T must bhave veally crept down
the squeaky stairs because U got out cith no trouble at all, and
gow bnoes those stairs sgueabked. U actually got sight to the barn
doot before disaster struck. There ssere voices in the barn. Mot
the shifting night-sounds of the horses in their stalls, pecyle’s
voices. Mot talling. T remenber the stillncss. Sove could bear
the crickets and the bullrogs, and T bid at the side of the barn,
bt all at once the dog was there barking and cut came
Clliam, stumbling and bhopping on one foot and trying to get
into bis long jobns and dhut the dog wyp at the same time, and
bebind bim, just a-chattering, was Lowisa, and she csas
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hopping on one foot while she tried to get the other foot into ber
wnderssear. Chey bad nothing on. FAnd that dog barked and
backed out of the cray and barked some more and be only shict
wp when Grandad came ot and bad a lock around, and
COUiam who'd gotten bis long-johns on by that time came
strolling out cool as angthing, and said te Grandad, “COELL.
Clhere ain't nothing in the barn so far’s U can see. Ubhat's this,
the third night in o row that idict dog wakes cverybody wp with
bis barking? Cowple more nights of this and VU shoot the
stupid thing. How go on back to bed and sbut bim wp in the
porch. Vm going to sit out bhere for a fecy mote minutes just to
make sre.” Ulliam sat down on the edge of the cvater-trough
and Grandad casn't balf-cvay across the yard when out came
poor old Louisa searing ber pantics and bolding ber slip wp
in ront of her. COeam's long johns sleeves were banging
around bis hnees chen the taso of them went back into the barn.
Tirot thing the next morning, U was back out again to see those
bkittens and lock for the slingshot. T met LOLliam coming
across the gard. Che wubber strap of the slingsbhot was banging
cut of bis back pocket. T never said a cyord.

53



Lact night T took my new wmbrella and went walking in the
steady vain. Chis time it was like walbing in the mountains. T
was too sarm in my jacket and i wwas too wet out to take it off.
This morning the heavy moist air teminded me of the ocean.
LOnbful thinking. Che prairie never smells like the ccean. The
strect Locked as though a tenible storm had passed thiough
and the srind bad broken thowssnds of tiny tarigs from the trees
and blown them all out into the street. /Dut the tosigs cere
really ecarthaorms beginning to dry out, grasping at the
shallows narroen stheams of water at the sides of the pavement.
Ve cras iompossible not to wyalk on them and TV thowught to myself
nothing will grow now becaise the carthosorms are all gone.
INis. PBecton finally arrived today in the mail and
imagine my dismay to discover that she bad been thorousbly
wpdated and wasn't the INus, Becton Td had in mind at all.
EOben the bookstore told me they'd found a re-print for me, T
was so excited it didn't even cocur to me that they would send
me a revised edition, and all the instructions you got have long
since been teplaced. Vbt makes sense, U guess. Lobat good cyould
they be now? L bhave all the time in the world, cach one of ws,
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and yet there io no time for “Larks in Onions, or Attar of
Roses.” And el ever needed “Shieeyp’s Congues alla
Nivernese” on the TCurtle River mot to mention the politicalls,
incorrect Curban of Jilet of Oeal?




2969. LARKS IN ONIONS

Ingredients. —12 larks, 3 or 4 slices of bacon, about 1 pint of stock,
1 or 2 fowls’ livers, a bunch of herbs, 6 Spanish onions of equal size,
% Ib of forcemeat, salt and pepper.

Mode.-Clemn the larks, bone them and stuff them with liver and herbs
chopped very fine. Put some slices of bacon at the bottom of a stew pan
and cover with stock. Simmer for about a quarter of an hour.
Meanwhile peel and blanch the onions; let them cool, wipe them quite
dry and take out enough of the inside to leave room for the larks and
alittie forcemeat. Put a littie forcemeat in each onion and a lark over it,
replacing the head with a little forcemeat, taking care to remove the
eyes. Salt the onions slightly, cover with slice of lard and pieces of
paper, and put in a baking pan in the oven, long enough to sct the
stuffing. Take outwith care, put on a cloth first to drain off the fat, and
then on an entrée dish. Glaze and serve with sauce espagnole, adding
a little lemon-juice. - -
Time.~About ¥z hour. Average Cost, 4s.c SR’
Sufficient for 10 persons. T-
Seasonable.~In full season in November. PRy ——

2966.-SHEEP'S TONGUES ALLA NIVERNESSE

Ingredients.-6 sheep’s tongues, salt, pepper, nutmeg, chopped
parsiey, 1 pint of stock, 6 small lettuces, six carrots

Mode.- Cleanse the tongues thoroughly, and boil gently for two hours
in water, with a little salt, pepper, grated autmeg and chopped parsicy.
When done, remove the skin and let them cool, taking care to preserve
their shape. Then lay them in a stewpan with reduced stock, and shortly
before serving bring to a boil and glaze. Place them in a dish so as to
form a crown, putting between each tongue a lettuce stuffed with
forcemest, and a carrot cut into the shape of a heart, all separately
cooked. Fill up the centre space with any vegetable preferred, stewed in
a little stock and butter.

Time.-2'; hours. Average Cost, 45

Sufficient for 6 persons

Seasonable all year.
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Ay wﬂc‘&, ©

Ay waukin, O,
wuaéino&‘llmdwf
5[4&):' 7m9¢tm

Simmer’s a pleasant time;
ﬁoec-u of every colown,

Tlie wvater rine ouwer the heugh,
And? long for my true lover.

COben U sleey T dream.
whn?wﬁ ?’Muu’c-,

Oteep U can get nane,
?ﬂMvamydcauﬁc.

Loamaly might comas om,
A\ the lave are sleepin,
?Mmmw&w{,
FAnd TV bleer my cen o3i’ grectin.






SBut ff the weather be cool and damp.



sugar, lrd and buttermik

Steve irnto- @ bowt siv ounces of flour four ounces of vatmeal,
three geearters teaspoopfid of cream gf tartar; haffa

lard the size of @ calnut, add enowgh bedtermik to-make a
thery roll out into- @ round. Gut iny four and ther bake on @




Lt arv gpropfeel of nettles in @ vessel. Gover them
Lowr out the ligaid. Ndd @ piece of butter and «

Jo- mapy braw maidens
Would not turr to-clag!

Sprop of Nettles
Take red Nettles, waph and pick, the Nettleo very
clean; then beat them andfyueeze out the Fuice; and
to- cach Mutchhin of Fuice, take a bb. of Sugar,

61



Ve been wall-papering. L obenDuncan and UV cyent to
Scotland, the first night we crere there we slept in a four poster
bed in a 1oom covered with flovsers. Pnd sbhen V) opened my eges
in the morning, the whole room bhad a pink glow, like a prairie
sunset, though UV didn't think of it at the time. Tt was my
birthday. The cancpy over the bed was pink, the curtains were
rose-covered Like the cwalls and the sheets. Oricntal wugs at the
scdes of the bed crere patterned with roses and green. Vd heard
the cyind all night and chen U first csoke wp U tried to go back to
sleey because U bnesy it cyas stotmy out and T expected snces. IBut
Y was in Scotland and it was summer. Odd how your mind
plagys tiicks on yow sometimes, isn't &2 FPngaay, Vo wall-
papering today. FRoses and vines on ivory noe cover part of one
wall. Do you remember the coall-paper in Punt MNaggic’s toom?
Y don't vecall paper angesbhere else in the bovwse but as T lock at the
new paper bhere, Um teminded of that ting room on the farm.
73l cwoall-paper flocers more like bollybocks than roses are what
Y vemember, cabbage 1oses, mabye? PAnd the iron bed cith the
bkancts on the spindles. FAnd the guilt on the bed. FAnd the lock

Wm%&la«d«'«g. And?mum&etw%au%&a&de
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of the bed and we talked sometimes on into the dark tll unt
MNaggic finally came to bed and COdlliam sat in the parlowr
fiddling ewith bis crgetal rvadic, the voices and music coming into
focus and fading and coming back into focus. PRemember the tero
of ws biding under the bed that day /Aunt MNaggie was so mad
at me and then she yas mad at both of we? las she Like that all
the time? D bave to go and finish the syall before the last strip gets
too diy. U alisays Liked coaking wp in that room.
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Te secms s honsghs D omly it om revingy dys, ot cam thnt
be? T went to the fich market carly today. Carly means before
most people get going, and my day is half over. Pust inoide the
doo at the market (s a buge lobster tank and to the left of that,
stands a long table piled high with ice and oysters, arctic chan,
monk fish and spring salmon. VE's a bit like going to an cutdoor
nerhet without the sights and sounds of the sea (on the prairic,)
except everything theve is gutted and cleaned wp for sale. The
char cas expensive so D brought bhome a salmon for dinnes. And
a bottle of crine. IBut it's riday and Duncan, who sould rather
stay owt aféer work than come bome, did just that, and T bhave
bhad dinnes alone. Mot guite. T did bhave 1Billic FColiday for

compang. One can do worse. Chere cyas cbitefish for sale today

lawmc&sdgmdes%egw&orla,me, dead eges

I

i.' ”% "»t. - ‘"'. -

wawfu&md?mtméd’?dontwwetmﬁoﬂ

4:{914%46. QMMwMMMQMMMM

Mwadw&egwwm. %M%&m
mtcnnwa,octcuwlq“altooéme6ytﬁe£admw£aw¢o
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scale it but it cyaon 't dead yet, then bhe put his knife in its belly and
T cvanted to say something but U couldn't speak, and my stomach
bert, and then be sacy me standing there. FANL be locked wyp and
said, "SI get me some smokes from the bouse, instead of standing
there gacwking.” Chere wete nesy potatoes and fresb, cotn for
supper and gou scraped yours off the cob and the bernels flecs
rom the bnife like scales from a fich. T am sich remembering this.
PR Punt Maggic said, “How're not gettin’ nothin' else if you
don't eat that fish.” UV sat there cxith my plate in pront of me tll
the table was empty and it was dark in the parlowr, and the ol
laomps wyere bissing in the kitchen wbhile you and FAunt F\aggie
did the dishes and the men sat out on the steps rolling cigarettes
and teyisting the ends to beeyp the tobacce in. llliam leaned on
the door jamb and be called around the corner to me, “Ce're
goin' fishin' again tomerow, Chicken-sbhit,” he said. “How
wanna come?’ And Funt IMNaggie’s voice in the background
filtered in arcund bim “Firot it's the water's gotta bave Preshic in
b PR the milh smells funny. Fish tonight, ‘n she just sits theve.
Shie’s spoiled rotten that bkid and nobody does nothin'.” Aund
when everyone had gone to town, you browght me some Jreshie
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and sat cyith me into the dark, on the edge of Punt FNaggie’s
chipped iron bed. FANL one dag gears later someone else brought
teas to miy 1oom, only once, and sat on the edge of the bed, gentle, -
guiet. FAnd T fell in love cyith bim at that moment. Only once.

V sase LOUliam cleaning the fish and you must bave baocon
that. /5ut you were gone the day U sacs bim kll the chickens and
one tan around even thouah be'd cut its head off. AAnd you crere
gone the day be castrated the pigs. U plugged miy cars and bid
wnder the bed. T felt their shricks of pain inside me and nobodsy,
nobody could tell me what mas going on. /And syben it ras guiet
Y crept out to the pig pen and just stood there. Che pigs sete
inside, and Dad came cut. “Fow long bhave you been standing
there with gour bare face bhanging owt? Sow get the bell back wp
to the bovse and you stagy theve for a while.” FAnd that cas all he
said.
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1191 -TO BOIL A HAM. (Fr.-Jambon)

Ingredieats—Ham, water, glaze or raspings.

Mode.-In choosing a ham ascertain that it is perfectly sweet, by running a
sharp kaife into it, close 10 the bone; and it, when the knife is withdrawn, it has
an agreesble smell, the ham is good; if, on the contrary, the blade has a greasy
appesrance and offensive smell, the ham is bad. If it has been Jong bung and
is very dry and salt, let it remain and soak for 24 bours, changing the water
frequeatly. This length of time is only nccessary in the case of its being very
hard; from 8 to0 12 bours would be sufficient for a Yorkshire of Westmoreland
ham. Wash it thoroughly and trim sway from the under-side all rusty and
smoked parts which would spoil the appearance. Put it into a boiling-pot with
sufficient cold water to cover it; bring it gradually to a boil, sud as the scom
rises carefully remove it. Keep it simmering very gently until tender, and be
careful that it does not stop boiling nor boil too quickly. When done, take it out
of the pot, strip off the skin, and sprinkle over it a few bread-raspings. Put a
frill of cut paper around the knuckle and serve. If to be eaten cold. let the ham
remain in the water until nearly cold: by this method, the juices are kept in. and
it will remain infinitely superior to one tsken out of the water hot. When the
skin is removed, sprinkle over bread-raspings, or, if wanted particularly nice,
glaze it. Place a paper frill around the knuckle and garnish with parsiey or cut
vegetable flowers.

1192 -HOW TO BOIL A HAM TO GIVE IT AN
EXCELLENT FLAVOUR

Ingredients.—Vinegar and water, 2 heads of celery, 2 tumips, 3 onions, a
large bunch of savoury herbs.

Mode.-Prepare the ham as in the preceding recipe, and let it soak for a few
hours in vinegar and water. Put it on in cold water, and when it boils, add the
vegetables and herbs. Simmer very geutly until teader, take it out, strip off the
skin. cover with bread-raspings, and put a paper ruche or frill around the
knuckle.

Time.~A ham weighing 10 Ibs.. 4 hours. Average Cost,~1s. per Ib. by the
whole ham.

Seasonable at any time.
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How to Silence a Pig. Anccdote of Charles V~When Emperor Charles V. was one day walking in the
acighbourhood of Vienna, full of pious consideration, engendered by the thoughts of the Dominican cloister be was
about to visit, be was much ammoyed by the noise of a pig, which a country youth was carrying a little way before
him. At length, irritated by the unmitigated noise, “Have you not leamned how to quiet 8 pig,” demanded the

“Noa,” replied the ingenious peasant, ignorant of the quality of his interrogator:— “noa; and I should very
much like o know how to do it,” changing the position of his burthen, and giving his load a surreptitious pinch of
the ear. which immediately altered the volume and tone of his complaining.

“Why, take the pig by the tail,” said the emperor snd you will see how quiet he will become.”

Struck by the novelty of the suggestion, the countryman at once dangled his noisy companion by the tail.
and soon discovered that, under the partial congestion caused by its mverted position. the pig indeed had become
silent . . ..
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Qid you ever bave fiddlehead greens? Ny friend
IMNargaret gave me a bag of them the othey day when she got
back from Nova Scotia. They lock lke a cross betigeen
aspatagus and spinach all cnled wp, and they lock, oddly
cncugh, like a feddlebead. Mo Becton, for once, has no
aduvice. She does bhave something to say about mussels and V've
decided to folloe her instructions when Vve had ancther

W”OMM‘O%&MMM.
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506~ MUSSELS. (Fr—Moules.)
Ingredients.~1 quart of mussels, parsiey, 1 oz. of
butter, [ oz, of flour, 1 or 2 eggs, vinegar.
Mode.~Clcan the shells and put the mussels in a pan of
boiling water and boil for 20 minutes. Meit the butter in
another pan, put with it a little vinegar, parsicy chopped,
and some scasoning, then add the flour and the strained
liquor, and the yolks of eggs. Pour over the mussels,
shelled, and serve at once.
Timee.-20 minutes. Aversge Cost, 8d.
Seasonable all the year round, but most plentiful from
June to September.
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Lang Flae Loe 1Been Parted

Near me, near me,
Laddie lie near me!
L“"“Ot%o“mﬂr“’wr
Laddic lie near me.

aémthmrutul‘m,
e&u&di&,myduvu‘c,

m»qcmmtw,
Laddie lie near me.

A that? bae endur'd
Laddie, my dearie

d‘@cu&»%,mc‘om&'d -
Laddie, lie neat me.

LOly do TV determine to do things Like this in Gulsy? Pever
mind, the wall-papering is done. Last night Duncan and 7
pricked wp a bed that is vemarkably like the ivon bed T remember
from the farm, 1ight down to the dents and chips. Té cven has
bncts on the spindles. Duncan dislihes it for the same reason as 'V
libe ct: it belongs to the past. I5ut Duncan is generally gencrous
to a fault and hen e got bhome he rvefused to bring the bed into
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the bhouse. “Tind a re-finisher,” be said, “it's not coming in the
bhouse locking Like this.” [raver will do it, be'll even pick it wp, but
Quncan says no, it's not coming off the truck except to be redone
o1 o go bo the garbage dump and be'd prefer the garbage dumyp.
Vs a good thing TV bought it before be sacy ct. FCe svas juot the
same with your side board before Prayer refinished it, and the
barvest table before that. Tor the longest time be bept saging to
e, “Chen are you going to get 1id of that thing?” Fut T think
be's given wp, nows he says nothing and the bowse bhas a flavows all
cts cesn. U il put the bed in the front 1oom, and cover it sith
gour crocheted bedspread and, sometimes, that is where VU sleep.
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D coent scsimening this morning. Vve been going every day
for the past month o1 so. Duncan tells me regularly that D don't
get enough exercise. U think you'd find this frantic compelsion of
the 1990s faintly sidiculous, as T do. Tt is almost as though e
have a need to cutrun curselues and U cyonder what we bhave
become that people a century ago were not. U think that is the
sovrce of some of my fascination swith Scotland; T see that there
is ancther way to do things, apart from the American way which
is 3o corrently in vogue. IDut chen U see that and let it influence
me, U gatner no praise at bome. U am, T told, living
increasingly in the past, but, as cur pasts are longer than cur
futire, how can it be otheruwise for any of ws? U vefuse to think of
seximming as exercise, preferting instead to simply enjoy the
steady shgthmic, nothingness of mind that comes of the vepetition
of Length after length in a pool. How come out feeling cleansed
somebhow. Fnd calm. U didn't wsed to feel this cay about
scximming. Dn fact, if it weren't for Quncan making me go, V'd
never bhave discovered its potential at all.

5)04«4«3«9 "f""‘:”“""‘”?' Quncan came bome the other
@Q&%M&MWMwmt»Mcat%&‘MWt
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on in the month. e bas this idea every year and it never
materialives becacse by the time be gets around to hying toget a
place, it's too Late. T did spend a cseck at the beach one time, |
though. Chen TV was about fourteen, my friend Claire from
down the street invited me to their place at the beach. T don't
recall cver being asway from home before that, certainly not for
more than a weckend cyithout my famdily, so it was guite a big
thing for me. W \iuon got my things veady and put me on the train
with instructions about chere to get off and wybhat to do if there
was no one there to meet me when T arrived, and to be sure and
call before we left the station and not to swim ight after V'd
caten and not to leave my undercyear on the floor and to be sure
bo help with the dishes. FAnd the list cent on. Che train only
made one stop and T was to be met, so chances of going astray
were teally slim, but that did ncthing to dim my mother's
concern, though, and for a while, she even considered coming
with me. She and Dad could go with me on the VN\idnight
Opecial just to be swnre V got theve all in one piece, then aféer they
dropped me off, they could spend the cvening at the dance ball
and wide back home. And if she bhadn't thougbt it wouwld be a
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waste of money to go dancing, that's exactly wbat she cyould have
done. This is wwhat she said when ber scheme didn't cvork. Dad
sang a different song. Foe wwasn't going dancing. Un any case, U
went alone and arived safe and sound and made my bed and
picked wp my underiear while V cras there, and it tock tll the
night before T wyas to leave for disaster to strike.

Che story locks different noxy than it locked then. Claive
and U spent most of our time at the beach alone. Fher mothes,
Gertie, spent most of bes time with rancis, whe was alivays in the
kitchen bhaving coffee when we got wp in the motning and
cutlasted ws on even the latest nights. Prancis ssas Gertie's cousin,
and U don't vecall angthing else about bim except that be bad a
cottage a couple of doors down and bhe particilarly lked the
water cbhen there crere strong winds at night. V think cvery night
after we cere in bed Gertie ould call, “Good night, girls, we'te
just going to play IDingo for an bour. e ayon't be long.” Aud
then it crould be dead guict and then we'd bear the spring on the
screen doot stietch open and close again and Gertic and Trancis
would be gone. Chat last night we snuck out behind them and ran
like mad to get to the beach and then e just kind of settled into
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the rocks so nobody could see ws, trging to be as guict as we could
and stll talk and lavgh. 1Ny mother would bave died. That
last night it was almost like daglight on the beach, and windsy,
and the waves were bhigh and we satched a couple in the water,
did chen Prancis was in the csater oith ws. FAnd U remember
in the middle of ib. “Oh my gawd,” she said, “she’s wearing a
bikini.” Pnd then, “Oh my gacsd, bhe's not searing angthing.”
RAnd then, “Ob my gacsd, that's Frances.” FAnd then, “Ob iy
gacd. . ." PAnd we watched for a moment as Gertie yumped inte
o coave and came out with bev top in ber band, and stood theve in
the moonlight for. a second and suddenly there was Francis cith
bis arms around bher and they were on the beach and suddenls
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Y was crong about the cottage. Le came out last riday
and it's been raining ever since. Che roof leaks. Llen the rain
seems to be stopping, the roof stdll dicps and unless you actuall,
Lok cutside you can't tell what's going on. Duncan, who newer
likes bhaving nothing to do, i pacing like a caged cat. FCe bas a
rtoute thicugh the cottage. Fhe goes back and forth throwgh the
narron kitchen, turns 1ight into the living room, takes the step
down into the ve , crosses to the table and heads for the
bitchen again. AU of this only takes about thirty steps, but he
st have done i thirty times in the last balf bour. FCe's driving
me cravg. Last night cwhen be asn't in bed and T laid awsabe
listening for bim, U counted the foctsteps Like so many sheep €L
T finally fell asleey on thiee bundred and something. AL this
teminds me of one time wre csent camping and it vained like this.
FCe badn't wanted to go in the first place, so being out there in
the vain didn't improve bis bumour in the least. FCe didn't pace
though . . . he took to digging holes in the ground instead, shile
Y stayed in the tent and read my damp book, first in the debicus
comfort of my soggy slecping bag and then beside the
smowldering get bhopefed campfive that be kept feeding cyet cyood
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fozumtagmnt!%»%mdayorfﬂdo, without a yord, ae
both began to pack wp, and of course i was sinny all the was
bhome and for about thiee months after that. TVé ssasn't wuntil T got
pouting vain much of the time. FAnd T didn't cven care.
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?twurmaaémoxg&t,
Clem corm 1igs are bonie,

Bencath the moon's unclouded Light,
T bheld acva to Pnnic;

Tlhe time flecs by soi’ tentless beed;
T, ‘tseen the late and carly,

2O soma’ persuasion she agreed,
t«mmWW&u&,.

Ve's Pugust alieady and a full moon. Che shy locks as
though it is painted cith broad cet strokes of pink and rose and
Steys that wun and shimmer one into the other untid the sun sets
and trades Light with the moon and the night shines clear with
stars. FAnd even in the city, and i T close my eges, U can almost
bhear the dess settling around me, cith the scseet musty scent of the
Felds. U can't look for you angmere bere. U am going back again.
Y cwas in your kirkgard, did TV tell gou that? VEs bot tonight and
Y am antoy, unsettled. Duncan is gone for the week. TV joked cith
bim before be Left and said, “How didn't ask me to come . . .,"
and bhe said, “\o.” LOll, the truth is T never wanted to go, but
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?MW&‘&M. ?MMW@MM&W
left bebind but T csas the one leaving. U asked, “DE T ever reall,
u.uul,ou, Qoa.ldycumfcme?"lqndhaaid, "?mdyou.

”
noay.
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D totd you T going back? Tn the awtumn T walked the
nartow road from gour village to the hirk, around past the mill
and T stood on the bill and locked down at yater that cyas as
dark and smocth as a minor. PAnd T kness what the gloamin
was. DE's that special light that comes at dusk. IDut somebos it's
not the same here. T alivays wsed to think the gloamin was a
ylace; the songs made it sound that way, songs and poems, and
somecne’s aliyays in ib. IDut it's a feeling toc. SAnd it's not hete.
VU be there in Septembes this time, that means Tl bhave a little
more time to be out in the gloamin. Fhow long does it take to

Meé?
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7«4‘&@»0«#&»%&9«4&(”4“447. Ve's bot. A&m&?{u[

Pgust day, and the barn svallows are squabbling in clhorus on
gy ecaves-trough again. Che fledglings, all fourteen of them, as
they learn to floy take their time-outs, vight outside my cyindoey. T
tealive that flying is a rather exciting thing, and U lke birds, V
really do, but these are making me crary. Chis ool make gou
Lawgh ot at least amile: theve V was reading IMNargaret Lawrence
the other dagy~and DV still smiling over this myself~there was
MNorag in the middle of a discussion on barn seallows.
Pugeay, off U went a chile ago, to get some spray to keep the
seoallocs off the bhowse. Pe gou bidding? T sprayed abocut a balf
bhowr age and locked out just noe to see bhoer many are actually
ot there. Chere are five: the dad magbe, and four little ones
clinging, trging to keep their balance on the narron edge of the
cavestrough, Like all babics, thetr mouths are dispro-
portionately large in comparison with the vest of them. Pnd they
are so pretty. A Little down still shoess on their backs and their
breasts are touched cyith gold. Ve seems entirely unfair to me that

M&M&ymw’om“q‘fméﬁztmdww
be sc a,o;out&,‘ug clcoew’o, and qovse, ?w»fedg«dtyfctéw
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c’ntckmtaf%dtfiutwaqa. 7qﬂmwm¢%esrm?&r
géﬂoafmyu@/m&m'sdo,mdmt.
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Y have been trying to gross 1oves. 71 \ine are not nice in the
way 1oses are nice in the gardens of Cdinburgh, but for me first
attempt UVin not doing toc bad at all. Ve becn veading s,
PBeeton (the mriginal, UV borroned my friend's) and bave found
a wonderful recipe for what is commonly known as rose-cyater.
Alas! The carrent s, /Becton, that is to say the Ve,
PBeeton of the 1960s, has nothing so exotic; sadly many other
pieces bhave been edited out as well. Still, showld UV ever bave
cecasion to come out ot to meet a member of the Rogal Family,
T can look wp the more contemporary 1o, IDecton and find out
exactly what to do. FAlas! Chings bave changed considerabls,
since the 19605 and coming owtno longer refers to a ygoung lady's
debut social debut, atleast in M\orth Pmerica in general. And
even adiice on Poyal protocol needs to be ve-csritten in the sake
of the divorce of the [hince and [ iincess of Lales. Fis title
won't change; bhe is still considered fiincely material but she,
poorLady Diana, bas lost ber FERFE. And boes syl Fro.
Becton bandle that?
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3380. ATTAR OF ROSES

The delicious perfume known by this name is a volatile oil, of soft con-
sistency, nearly colourless and which is for use dissolved in alcohol. The best
quality is prepared at Ghazipoor, in Hindoostan. It is apt to be aduiterated
with sandal wood and other oils. In the spring of the year, the country about
Ghazipoor is a vast garden of roses, and presents a most beautiful appearance.
The flowers are gathered and steeped in stone jars filled with water. These are
set out in the open air overnight and early in the moming the essential oil is
skimmed off. This is the “attar” and the water is sold for “rose-water.” Two
hundred well-grown roses are required to produce half an ounce of the attar;
and this quantity, when manufactured, sells, if genuine, for about £12 at the
English warehouses. It is very difficult, however, to obtain the genuine article,
as even the original manufacturers adulterate it.

Mode. -Fill a large earthen jar, or any other vessel with the leaves of rose-
flowers picked over and freed from all dust and dirt. Pour upon them as much
pure spring water as will cover them, and from sunrise to sunset, for six or
seven days in succession, set the vessel where it will receive the sun’s rays. At
the end of the third or fourth day a number of particles of a fine yellow oily
matter will float on the surface, which, after a day or two, will gather into a
scum This is the attar of roses. It must be taken up as often as it appears, with
a piece of cotton tied to a stick, and squeezed from this into a small phial,
which must be kept corked and tied over.
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Rain. Chick, fat, splashing diops. Pnd the scvallosss are
gone. My guilt is complete. Tt cvas yesterday that U spraged the
cavestiough and locked cut to see the Little ones teetering on the
edge, and today they are gone, their nests abandoned on the
bhowuse next door. TV feel as though the summer is gone, too. Pnd
Y am sad.
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Quncan bas come bome today, cwith an Puctic Clhar be got
wp north. T eill keep it in the freever for Chankogiving. W be bad
arviived with it in time, Vd bhave done it for Lammas. U knce,.
Lammas doesn't guite work bere. Vs too early for the first
bharvest. FAnd Vve missed it again in Scotland. And U knces,
they haven't cbserved it for years there cither. TV cvas crong: the
scvallonss are not gone at all. T think they must bave taken a little
oy trip because mows, simuliancous to my writing, here they are,
all fourteen of them~ TV counted ~ sitting 1ight under my cindocs.
N aking more noise than ever. FAnd my neigbbowr cho will
hatdour the noisy little migrants bhas installed a landing
platform for them! Cvidently it is too small. They're wsually
gone by September, bt it is still summen.




Llen Duuncan and T cvere in Scotland, wre cyent wp the cast
const through the fishing villages and T swanted to stay cvery time
D got out of the car. There's a stone beach guite near to Drockit,
at Auchmithic. Ves all stone, and the wind and waves were
Lashing the shore and you could bear all of the little stones
solling in and out with the tide coming in. Duncan and T were
at Qlear Lake yesterday, hardly the same thing, but gowu were
there one time . . . VD have a picture, and the wind cwas diiving the
waves wp onto the break-cater whete gou once sat. U vemember
Qad taking a 1o boat out for a while but it must bave been
ancther time. AAnd U remember that now, but gesterday wnder
the grey shy T thought of the beach at Dicokit and locked for
stones to bring bhome. Vve been reading MNargaret Lawrence. U
told you that, didn't V? Fler MMNorag went to Scotland, you
bnces, but she stopped short on her uisct to see VNN aith. Llbat
cwas it she said? “Uhe myths are my reality. Sonvething like that.
And also V don't need to go there becawse T bnow what it wyas T
bhad to learn bhere.” Qi gou find what gou were locking for?
SR 70k
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Roses are still blooming in the Princes Street Gardens,
and in the sindow boxes in the Srassmarket and in the MNeew
Cown, getaniums and lobelia, tuberous begonias, pansies veyoice
in the Oeptember sun. Jrost flirts with gardens in the bills but
there’s been none in the city so far. Che colours of fire gloes in the
Bivnam Lood and in the bedges along the roadsides, vussets
and greens compete o stand against clean berry felds or turnips
and potatoes waiting for harvest. Chis is a landscape you absorh
and which absorbs gou, rather than one chete anything wpright
alters i, sshere, ib's so flat that if gowr dog tuns anay from bome,
gt can see bim for four dags. T am inscribed bey both.
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Mrs. Beeton: The Germans who are noted for the length of their hair recommend the

Jollowing treatment:- Twice a month wash the head with a quart of soft water, in which a
handful of bran has been boiled and in which a little white soap has been dissolved. Next rub
the yoke of an egg slightly beaten, into the roots of the hair, let it remain a few minutes, and
wash it off thoroughly with pure water, rinsing the head well. This, of course, is a recipe for
the Lady's maid.

3368. AN EXCELLENT POMATUM
Ingredients. -1 ¥; b. of lard, ¥z pintof olive oil,"; pint of castor-oil, 4 oz
of spermaceti, bergamot, or any other scent; elder-flower water.

Mode. -Wash the lard well in the elder-flower water; drain, and
beat it to a cream. Mix the two oils together, and heat them sufficiently to
dissolve the spermaceti, which should be beaten fine in a mortar. Mix all
these ingredients together with whatever kind of scent may be preferred;
and whilst warm pour into glass bottles for use, keeping them well corked.
The best way to liquefy the pomatum is to set the bottle in a saucepan of
warm water. It will remain good for many months.

Mairi: In 1888 my maid, my Lady 's maid, would have known about Treatment Of The Hair.
Chances are / 'd have been the maid. Chances are I'd have ended up in the scullery. I certainly
would now if it was up to me to find these things for My Lady. Spermaceti? It sounds like a
cross between a certain kind of pasta and something horrible, and you to put it in your hair?
You're kidding. How are you going to get it out? Have you thought about that? And lard?
I’ll just run down to Cook for my lard, and whip up a couple of hair treatments before
breakfast, something to promote growth, perhaps? Or a wash for thin hair . . . a little rum or
tincture of bark, or how about just a good wash with camphor and borax, maybe a little
rosewater? Where do you get this stuff? Mrs. Beeton, this is 1996. /'m the cook.

Mrs Beeton: A-hem. I do not know about a cook but you, my Dear, would never make a
lady’s maid. You seem to have a rather larger opinion of yourself than is perhaps desirable.
In fact, I’d question your chances in the scullery if you can not restrain your tongue.

Mairi: [ come from good stock, Mrs. Beeton. My Grandmother was in service before she
came to Canada, perhaps none of us know our place.
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3370. TO PROMOTE THE GROWTH OF HAIR

Ingredients. -Equal quantitics of olive-oil and spirit of rosemary;
a few drops of oil of nutmeg.

Mode. -Mix the ingredients together, rub the roots of the hair
every night with a little of this liniment, and the growth of it will soon very
sensibly increase. When illness is the cause of the loss of hair, brandy
should be applied three times a week, and cold cream on the alternate

nights.

3371. A WASH FOR THIN HAIR

Ingredients. 8 oz. elder-flower water, 4 oz. distilled vinegar, 2 oz.
of good rum, 4 dr. glycerine, 4 dr. tincture of bark.

Mode. -Mix these ingredients well together and apply the lotion
every night.
Note. -Loss of hair is often occasioned by a weak state of health, and
tonics taken in those cases will do more towards restoring the hair than any
washes.
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Mairi: Mrs. Beeton, I've been working in the garden. Maybe not quite the same way as my
Grandmother would have . . . let’s be honest here: not the same way at all. I go outside and
pull a weed once in a while, or deadhead some of the geraniums or pansies. And this year I've
discovered the efficacy of fertilizer, so in terms of organic gardening, I’m a complete flop. But
that’s not what I want to talk to you about. My hands are dry and rough from working in the
soil. That’s one problem the other is freckies. Are you a red head?

Mrs. Beeton: If you aren’t the living end, my Girl. Am I a red head? What an impertinent
question. The next thing you’ll be wanting to know is how old I am. My Dear, there are
answers for questions such as these: Why would you ask? How old am I? You aren 't asking
me that, are you? What was it you wanted? Ah, I’ll give you my recipe for curing chapped
hands. It’s fairly straight-forward.

Mairi: Impertinent? Mrs. Beeton, I am the red head and I have been out in the sun in the
garden and I have freckles. And I thought if you were one too, you would understand about
the freckles.

Mrs. Beeton: No. I am not a red head. Fair, yes. But a red head, no. As to the chapped hands,
the recipe requires hog’s lard. Do you think you’ll be able to find hog’s lard? I had to laugh
about the spermaceti. In Shakespeare’s time it was referred to as parmcety. You might be
right in using your imagination as to its origin; it was in fact, once thought to have come from
the sperm of the whale. It was also thought to have come from the froth of the foam of the
sea. Now there’s something alliterative for the writer in you. It does, in fact, come from the
head of the sperm whale. I suppose living on the prairie one is not likely to have much
exposure to that kind of thing. But hog’s lard? Surely you can find a pig or two?

3376. CHAPPED HANDS

[f the hands are washed in soft water with the best honey soap, and well
rubbed dry with a soft towel, they need never be chapped. It is generally imperfect
and careless washing which causes this inconvenience. When the hands are badly
chapped, rub them two or three times a day with lemon-juice, or rub them over
occasionally with an ointment made of fresh hog’s lard washed in rose or elder-
flower water, a spoonful of honey, two spoonfuls of fine catmeal well beaten up
with the yolks of two new-laid eggs; or a useful mash for chapped hands may be
made by adding 14 grains of sulphuric acid to 1 pint of rose-water and 'z oz. of oil
of almonds, well shaken together, and when used diluted with a little water.
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Mairi: Pigs, yes. But hog’s lard? Thank-you. I'll do my best. I don’t know, did you say you
had something for freckles?

Mrs. Beeton: Do you know the expression, You can never be too rich or too thin ? If 1 had
thought of it, I would have said it first. But I would have put it this way, You can never be

too thin, too rich, or have too few freckles.

3377. ANTI-FRECKLE LOTION

Ingredients. -2 oz. of tincture of benzoin, 1 oz. of tincture of
tolu, %2 drachm of oil of rosemary.

Mode. -Mix the ingredients well in a corked bottle. When required
for use, add a teaspoonful of the mixture to a wineglassful of water, and
apply the lotion where required night and moming, gently dabbing it n
with a soft linen cloth.

Mrs. Beeton: Let me guess. Tincture of tolu . . . I hate to be master of the obvious, but have
you thought of going to the chemist for ingredients?
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Mairi: Mrs. Beeton, the pharmacist laughed when I told her what I needed. She did not know
if tincture of tolu would still be available. She did tell me, however, that it derives from
balsam, and that it is often used in the form of syrup as an expectorant. Perhaps it
expectorates freckles, do you think?

Mrs. Beeton: Have you considered wearing a hat when you are outside?

Mairi: This whole conversation came about in the first place because I had been gardening.
I am growing roses. And they are growing, so I have decided to harvest the petals and try to
make perfume. To be honest, I will be content if I can retain a little of the scent of my first
harvest. I see you have instructions for making Artar of Roses. Mrs. Beeton, you have thought

of everything.

Mrs. Beeton: Am I forever destined to be the bearer of bad news? First I tell you that you
would be very unsuited for life in service, then I advise you to go to the chemist if you wish
to follow some of my recipes (my Dear, I really should never have had to tell you that), and
now [ am charged with the responsibility of remarking on your naivety with regard to roses.

Mairi: Mrs. Beeton, I am charmed by your instructions. I know my rose petals will never
come close to filling an earthen jar or any other vessel, more likely I will be unable to fill a tea
cup with my rose leaves, but I do love to read your recipes, and you, Mrs. Beeton, mis-read
me.
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Mairi: Mrs. Beeton, I’'m having a dinner party, and I’d like something French. I was thinking
of a ratatouille, maybe. That or a paella which strictly speaking isn’t French at all, I suppose.

Mrs. Beeton: Ratatouille? Paella? Where do you get your ideas? My Dear, let me tell you a
little about French dishes. Of primary importance is the use of garlic. I find the quantity used
sometimes so excessive as to make some of them quite inedible to the unaccustomed palate,
but in good cookery its presence is scarcely suspected; nevertheless in partaking of a gigor
of mutton, for example, dainty little cloves of the fragrant bulb occasionally tumble out onto
one’s plate. Salads, too, are perfumed with it, a clove or two being simply rubbed through the
salad and removed before the dish is brought to the table.

Mairi: My concern was more with the menu.

Mrs. Beeton: Ah, yes, My Dear, but you are putting the proverbial cart before the horse. You
must have patience. Cooking is an art which few of us practise, and in which still fewer of us
ever excel. It is my opinion that if one is going to cook French, there are certain things of
which one must be aware. We will consider the menu in due time. Perhaps we will begin with
a word on French soups. Excellent as some of the French soups are, there is often much to
be desired as regards the everyday potages served in most houses. But of course your dinner
party could hardly be called everyday. The potages though, there is a certain lack of richness
and thickening about them, which is not attractive even to the non-epicurean visitor. In the
soupes aux choux, cabbage leaves struggle about in pale bouillon, and in the soupe au pain
there is little taste save the floating bread crusts that cover its surface. An effort is made to
get good soup out of the bouilli, and yet make the latter appetizing. Alas! Notwithstanding
all its disguises, in the shape of sauces and pickles, if the soup has been really good, the meat
has suffered accordingly and has nothing tempting left about it.

Mairi: Mrs. Beeton , . . .

Mrs. Beeton: Now we’ll move along to French dishes. Naturally in the area of Provence
which you mentioned, a great deal of attention is paid to the preparation of fish. This attention
is most natural in a country where the rules of the church prescribe as a penance, a maigre
fare once a week, though it is generally observed only on Fridays. This penance on the whole
is a very pleasant one, for, besides the delicious dishes of fish, eggs, vegetables and sweets,
dressed in most attractive and varied fashion, it contributes to the enjoyment of the penitent,
to say nothing of teal, which is not regarded as meat.

Main: Teal?
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Mrs. Beeton: Duck, My Dear, and while we’re on the subject of poultry, every French cook,
male or female, knows how to cram a fowl, duck or goose. To watch them, they would
appear to go at the process with a will. Seizing the unfortunate bird three or four times a day,
they open its bill and stuff quantity of warm meal and potatoe down its throat, carressing it
and talking to it all the while, and when they consider it has had enough food, wind up by
giving it a very small walnut by way of a digestive. I question your desire to do this, if you
are determined to cook French.

Mairi: Question no more. There is not a chance. But Mrs. Beeton, I hadn’t planned on
becoming a cook. All I really had in mind was a dinner party.

Mrs. Beeton: Well, then, you might like a pdté, would that be a place to start? You do know
about pdtés, I suppose?

Mairi: I hadn’t thought of pdré. What do you think of salmon and dill?

Mrs. Beeton: The French excel in their entrées or made dishes, and there is something both
artistic and scientific in the refinement of taste displayed in their various blendings of truffles,
cock’s combs and other garnishing and seasonings. There is a ring of the epicure in such
designations as croquettes, supréme, a la financiére, and a touch of sentiment in leaving one
leg out of the chicken in powlet a la Marengo because it has remained sur la champs de
bataille, or in suggesting that a piece of flesh or fish should not be allowed to boil but only
to “shudder.”

Mairi: I’ll go with the paté and maybe cheese for dessert.

Mrs. Beeton: Oh desserts, yes. A word about French Preserve and Sweetmeats. Your dinner
party will be a resounding success, indeed. You shouldn’t have occasion to serve French
Preserve, I expect, still it never hurts to know these things. There is a sort of national jam,
much affected by the middle class, used as well for cakes as for eating with bread and butter.
It is called raisinet, and is a perfect hodge-podge of fruit and vegetables. Its foundation is the
new wine as it comes from the press. Into this are thrown beetroot, turnips and carrots—all
of course carefully washed and peeled - apricots, plums, apples, pears, and any other friut that
may be in season and the mixture is kept stirring for twenty-four hours. Everyone has a stir
at the raisinet cauldron. No sugar is added but the process of long boiling is sufficient to
make it keep for a whole year. As to the bon-bons or sweetmeats, no country can match
France in the variety and excellence of its productions, and, indeed, the Americans, no people
are so fond of sweetmeats as the French. Children are literally surfeited with them, particularly
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about the jour de l'an, the result being that their teeth usually become discoloured and
naturally cannot last long.

Mairi: All right, so we’ll have pd#é to start. And cheese for dessert. I think I’ll go with the
paella, Duncan usually likes that, especially the mussels. And maybe serve some melon after
the pité.

Mrs. Beeton: Do consider lamb, would you? Surely if you can find mussels on the prairies,
you can find cock’s combs?

CUTLETS OF LAMB A LA CONSTANCE
(An Eatrée)

Ingredients. - 12 lamb cutlets, Y Ib. of butter, four fowls’ livers, 4 cocks’
combs, 20 mushroom buttons, pepper, sait.

Mode. - Clean the combs, plunge them into boiling water, rub off the
outer skin, and let them lie in water for 3 or 4 hours. Wipe, and make a
stew with the livers, mushrooms, a little butter, stock and seasoning,
cutting them all up into pieces. Then mix the stew with 2 hot béchamel
sauce, or some butter made into a paste with flour. Shape and trim the
cutlets, fry them on both sides with a little butter, adding pepper and salt.
When done, drain off the butter, glaze the cutlets, arrange them in a circle
in a dish, pour the stew into the ceatre and serve.
Time. —10 minutes for the cutlets. Average cost, 10d. per Ib.

Sufficient for 6 to 8 persons. 5

Seasonable from Easter to Michaclmas.

CUTLEIS oF ullt A LA eonu-u.

Mrs. Beeton: And one more thing . . . a word on artistic cooking. —Most countries, if not
all, probably have some equivalent for the French saying that all men are governed by
dinners, butnnstobefearedthatnmnotbesmdwnhequalpomtthatmostcounmm
govern their dinners by artistic preparation. We English are unsurpassed for our rosbeef,
biftecks, and other dishes au naturel; what we have still to learn to some extent, for we have
already learnt much, is the art of making a piece of meat or fish, or fowl that may not be of
the youngest, not only edible, but palatable and delicate, as well as the art of blending herbs,
vegetables and other ingredients, so as to produce most satisfactory results to the eye, the
palate and the digestion, and consequently to the health, temper and happiness of not only
men, but women and children, and certainly the cooks themselves.
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Mairi: Well, Mrs. Beeton, I see you have instructions for cleaning feathers. You will
undoubtedly be shocked and appalled to discover that I do not have any feathers.

Mrs. Beeton: You mock me. My Dear, every woman of consequence has feathers and,
therefore, the need to have her maid be properly apprised of how to clean them.

Mairi: Mrs. Beeton, I do not mock. Alas! Feathers, like most things in the late 20th century
have been replaced. We live in politically correct times here, and it would not be considered
appropriate for us to run around with feathers in our caps so to speak, though goodness
knows some of us try. In fact, it is arguably appropriate for us to wear hats at ail unless an
event involves the Queen.

Mrs. Beeton: You do know the expression, You can never be too rich or too thin? If I had
thought of it, I would have said it first, only I would have put it this way, You can never be
too rich, too thin, or have too many feathers. There are Grebes in the colonies. I would
recommend that you see if you can avail yourself of feathers. There are Grebes on the prairies,
six species, in fact: dechmdphorus occidentdlis, Podiceps grsiegéna, Podiceps auritus,
Padiceps caspicus, Podilymbus podiceps, and Podiceps dominicus, so obtaining feathers
should not be excessively difficuit although I have noticed that you have difficulty with the
simplest things and, My Dear, your lack of resourcefulness, if you’ll pardon my saying so, is
somewhat surprising.

TO CLEAN FEATHERS
Cover the feathers with a paste made of pipe-
clay and water, rubbing them one way only.
When quite dry, skate off all the powder and
curl with a knife. Grebe feathers may be
washed with white soap in soft water.

Mairi: Mrs. Beeton, you astound me.

Mrs. Beeton: My Dear, you astound me.
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Concerning a Comfortable Shirt

Many Men declare that they only get real Shirt Comfort

when they have their Shirts made to order. This is not
to be wondered at for naturally all Ready-made Shirts are
made to standard sizes and cannot possibly fit varying types
of figures.

To meet this want I have now started a Shirt-making
Department and am now turning out smartly-cut and fine-
fitting Shirts and Pyjamas at very reasonable prices.

Patterns and prices will be willingly seat on request.

PATRICK McGEE,

TAILOR AND OQUTFITTER,
27-33 Bridge St.

Mairi, reading an ad from 1923: Patrick McGee would you make me a shirt? And I’ll tell you
a story. Actually, I think pyjamas would be better. No, I've got it, a night shirt, please. I've
always wanted a night shirt of soft white cotton, and make it roomy so I can tuck my legs up
inside it or sprawl across the bed if I want.

PM: No, I don’t think I can do that, y’see, I'm a tailor by trade and . . . I don’t, I prefer . . .
y’see .. .shem. .. I prefer to make men’s clothes. I don’t know that you’ll understand, Miss,
y’see this is 1923 and I have my reputation to think about.

Mairi: Patrick McGee, you’re just like the barber my grandmother asked to cut her hair. First
he stammered and blushed and looked all around the shop and then he said, /¢ 's such lovely
hair, why would you want to go and cut it? And then he said, Come back when it's closin’
time, Mairi. And when she went back, he drew the blinds and put the CLOSED sign on the
door, and when he was all done, he picked up all that hair off the floor and wrapped it in
tissue and gave it to her. She thought he was going to cry but he held the door open for her
and said, Away with you now, and don 't you be tellin’ anyone I did this to you, and he gave
her the softest brush of a kiss on the cheek and locked the door behind her. But, Patrick
McGee, the next day he found an envelope slipped under his door and inside was one raven
black curl, tied in a piece of red satin ribbon and folded into a single piece of paper with four
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words written on it. Will you marry me?Now Patrick McGee, my story’s not done, but would
you make me a shirt? And could you put an M on the pocket because Mairi’s my name, too.

PM: Ye’ve no need to be tellin’ me the rest o’ the story. I’d know you anywhere. You look
just like her. She was a feisty wee thing, she was. We all knew. Her father wouldn’t hear of
her marrying at all. Nobody was good enough for her. And he wanted her sisters married first.
She was too young. Oh, there was always an excuse when it came to Mairi. And she wouldn’t
have another man, she was going to have him. And who knows how things might have turned
out if they’d just been left to their own devices.
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Mr. WILLAN SWAINSON

Organist and Director of Choir—

Queen’s Cross Church.

Conductor—

Aberdeen Bach Society.

Aberdeen Oratorio Choir.

Peterhead Choral Society.

Expert Vocal Advisor and Music Educationist.

Receives Pupils at his Studio
245 UNION ST.

Subjects—

Singing and Voice Production (preparation for

concert platform, Opera or Oratorio).

Organ Playing and Service Accompaniment.

Piano Playing.

Harmony, Counterpoint and Composition.

Musical Appreciation.  The Art of Teaching.

Mr. Swainson’s remarkable success as a Trainer of
Musicians is the outcome of wide knowledge, unique
experience, and the power to apply teaching to indi-
vidual artistic requirements.

His Pupils are distinguished—by sound musicianship,
keen enthusiasm, high ideals and the ability to obtain
excellent appointments.

Pupils include Performers, Teachers, and Students,
both professional and amateur.

Applications for Prospectus or Auditions should be
made now.

WILLAN SWAINSON, FRCO,ARCM,

245 UNION STREET
Tel. 1886

Mairi, reading a letter of recommendation: 4 a former pupil of Mr Willan Swainson, I'd like
to state that Mr. Willan Swainson is a gentleman of such sterling quality that I almost
married him and would have if my watch hadn 't stopped. What happened was this. Because
my watch stopped, I missed the train to Aberdeen and because I missed the train to
Aberdeen, I missed taking the A.R.C.M. examinations for which Mr. Willan Swainson had
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been preparing his pupils for many months. I tell you this in order to cast no aspersions on
the person of Mr. Willan Swainson, whom [ have already stated to be of sterling quality.
What I was not prepared for was to miss the train, and as I sat in dismay, there appeared
suddenly before me a young man, much younger than Mr. Willan Swainson to be sure, and
he kindlly offered me his card and suggested that he might be of service. And indeed he was, -
and it is no reflection at all upon Mr. Willan Swainson that I haven 't sung a note since. |
credit Divine Providence for the appearance of a watchmaker at the exact moment that I had
need of one.

Mairi: Mr. Swainson, I was looking for a voice teacher. How are you with vocal jazz?

WS: Vocal jazz. Well, Miss. I am able, given an instrument of course, to prepare my students
for the concert platform. Hm . . . Your speaking voice is not too bad, perhaps you’d care to
audition for my choir, and we could take it from there? While I am not very familiar with what
you’re calling vocal jazz, I do suspect it would be best suited for another venue, a music hall,
perhaps?

Mairi: Mr. Swainson. Please. Do I look like I belong in a music hall?

WS: Young Woman. I make no judgement on how you look, it is the way you sound which
concerns me, but let me tell you a story. I once had a young woman approach me for singing
lessons. Strange I should think of her now after so many years. She was about your size and
height, as a matter of fact. You remind me very much of her. I was quite a bit younger then,
you understand, and a perhaps bit more interested in sight than sound, as young men will be.
And this lovely young woman appeared. Although I usually auditioned my students, I invited
her directly to sing in the church choir. We always needed voices in the choir, you
understand. And she came and we began with some psalm tunes as was our habit and her
voice rang clear and sweet above the rest, and without missing a beat, I passed her a solo
part. I wanted to hear that voice without the others. But you’ll remember, I hadn’t auditioned
her, and when she came to realize that [ wanted her to sing alone, she became very upset and
took up her things to leave. And no amount of pleading would convince her to stay, let alone
sing. I’ve always wondered what became of her.

Mairi: Mr. Swainson, I’ve heard this story. May I finish it for you ? You see, she came to you to
learn to sing. And for a brief moment, singing the psalm tunes, she was in her glory. But you gave
a solo to a woman who couldn’t read music, which was precisely why she came to you in the first
place. She stood outside, did you know this? She stood outside and listened to the rest of the
rehearsal, and heard Messiah for the first time and hated it for the rest of her life.
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THE ROYAL ATHENAUM
RESTAURANT AND GRILL ROOM
Chops and steaks from the Silver Grill done to a turn.
Patronised by the leading Town and Country Families,
Professional and Business Gentlemen.

THEATRE DINNERS, A SPECIALTY
SERVED FROM 6 PM,, 5/6

Proprietor: JOHN MITCHELL
Refreshment Contractor to HM. The King

Mairi: 1 had to look up the word Athenzum in the dictionary in order to find you, you are
John Mitchell, aren’t you? An important detail seems to have been overlooked in your ad
. . . your address. Never mind, all I wanted to do was talk anyway.

JM: Madam. I am afraid you have revealed your ignorance. Had you recognized the word
Athanzum, which you confess you had not, you would have known right off where to find
me, directly opposite the institute. Be that as it may, it has been some time since anyone has
bothered to find me, what was it you wanted?

Mairi: I'd like to work for you. ’'m a good cook. You know, chops and steaks done to a turn
as you say.

JM: Madam: I cater to professional and business gentlemen and, on occasion, to HM. The
King. It wouldn’t do to have you cooking for me. You don’t look the part. You do have a
character, I suppose? I do not believe I caught your name.

Mairi: A character? No, I have no reference if that’s what you mean, I haven’t been in service
as a cook. My name is Mairi. Mairi Og.

JM: A Highland name. I once met a young woman who answered to that name. Still, itis a
common enough name. She came from Huntly way if I mind right. A bonnie lass, not one
you’d forget. And feisty! She left in a bit of a huff. Aye, I remember that one, Mairi Og.

Mairi: Would you let me tell you a story, John Mitchell?
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IM: I told you, Lass, I cater to professional and business gentlemen. 1 don’t know that you
understand but it wouldn’t be right. You could, perhaps, try one of the Tea Rooms. They are
quite popular with the ladies. Aside from that, you are awfully small. Cooking is very heavy
work. And I don’t have much time for stories.

Mairi: John Mitchell. You cater to gentlemen. You and Patrick McGee are a perfect pair. And

you are rather like a gentleman my Grandmother applied to work for. He was not a very large
man himself, and he sat through her interview, reading her character and peering at her
periodically through his monacle. You’re awfly small was what he said. And she drew herself
up to her full height of four feet nine inches and said to him, “Too sma’ for the likes of you.”

JM: That was me, Lass. That was me. You, Mairi Og, you have her eyes.
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What goes up when the rain comes down?

J. WALKER & SON are the oldest established
Practical Umbrella-makers in the North of Scot-
land. We have the largest selection of the best
and most up-to-date Umbrellas in town. Give us
a trial and convince yourselves that each umbrella
is a genuine bargain.

Only

J. WALKER & SON,

(Established 1830)
59 Schoolhill

Mairi: Is your name Johnny? We drink Scotch Whiskey, that’s whisky to you, called Johnnie
Walker.

JW: Whisky’s whisky no matter what it’s called.

Mairi: Yes, but is your name Johnny? I just thought it might be a coincidence of naming, if
your name was Johnny Walker too.

JW: My name is James Anthony Alexander Walker, does that please you?
Mairi: T have a friend named Alexander, does that please you?
JW: You’ve a quick tongue in your head, I like that. How can I help you?

Mairi: I have a story for you but tell me if you know this though. Do you know umbrellas are
said to have been invented in Scotland by a Largo man?

JW: Largo, in Fife?
Mairi: Actually, it was Lower Largo. Alexander Selkirk of Largo, Defoe’s original for

Robinson Crusoe—I didn’t invent this, honest— Alexander Selkirk of Largo had an umbrella
with him when he was marooned at his own request on Juan san Fernandez, so Defoe gave
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him an umbrella in the book. It was long believed in Fife that a Largo man invented the
umbrella, and it was known for years as a Nether Largie. It’s true. But that’s not my story.

JW: Why it is [ have a feeling I’m going to get your story anyway?
Mairi: I brought an umbrella.

JW: So it would seem. I don’t need one, thank-you.

Mairi: That’s not really what I had in mind.

JW: All right, Miss, you have my attention.

Mairi: Look. Just above the handle, there, there’s a little brass plate. And it’s got your name
on it.

JW: Not my name. My grandfather’s, I'd guess. There’ll be a date on the other side of the
plate, and a number. My father did that, too. Put people’s name on the plate so if the umbrella
got left somewhere, it might get back to the owner. My grandfather made them all by hand,
though, and that was his way of keeping track of who got what, and then again, when
someone needed another umbrella, he’d know what they’d had before. How did you come
by this one?

Mairi: My mother’s aunt died a number of years back and this turned up in her garden shed.
The silk’s rotted away but the wood’s still in good shape. I’ve cleaned it up a bit, you can see
the M, but [ can’t read the rest. It took some time to make out the name Walker. And I didn’t
really figure it out till I saw your ad.

JW: Let me guess. You want to know who this belonged to. Well. Come back, let’s see,
tomorrow, maybe. Now my father gave ail his father’s papers to the national archives, and
if you’re wanting to find out what he was about, you’d have to go there and get into the
manuscripts.

Mairi: James Anthony Alexander Walker, I'm three steps ahead of you. I got those papers,
now listen to my story. I found letters in with the papers, letters to Canada. Letters from a
young woman. And I found her name in the journals and in the household records. She was
mentioned for the first time in 1901 when your Grandfather remarked on the new servant. He
was sixteen or seventeen and home from school, having been ill for some time. They sent her
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up to read to him and to help pass the time while he recovered and when he went back to
school, the two of them began what was to become a life-long correspondence.

JW: There was a terrible rift in the family over that. She was the love of his life, she was. But
she left him. When he got older, and after my Grandmother died, he used to talk about her
and her life, never named her though. The letters were a surprise. All those years, he kept her
letters, all those years. My father was going to burn them, he wouldn’t read them you know,
so we left them tied up in the ribboned bundles and gave them to the archives the way we
found them. He never knew why she left, but he blamed his mother for the rest of his life. All
those years, and he never knew why she left him. So. Go on with your story, then.

Mairi: Did you read the journals? Her name was Mairi. Mairi Henderson, when she met him.
You can see the big house from where she lived. She was twelve when she first went to work
up there with her sister Catherine who was already working there. Mairi kept a journal, too,
you know. She worked in service for eight years, for the Walkers, and then one moming she
put on her walking boots and set off . . . for the Glasgow docks. She’d saved some money,
what little she could after turning most of it over to her father for the family. There were nine
of them altogether. Her father was crippled with arthritis. By the time he was forty he walked
with two canes, with much difficulty. The ones older than her worked out and brought the
money home, too, till the first one went to Canada, then the second, then Tam but he joined
the army just after he sent for Mairi. There were four of them there at one time. But that’s not
my story. I read her journals. Your Grandfather had gone back to school, of course, when he’d
recovered his health. Then he’d gone to St. Andrew’s to University, and all along she got
letters from him, and finally, I think she was about twenty, maybe, they decided to get
married, or decided at least to tell his family. They seemed to have been quite fond of her,
certainly seemed to have treated her nicely the years she worked there. Many times she
remarks on what she’s been given to take home, usually food, but sometimes clothing for
herself or the younger ones. Anyway, my grandmother and your grandfather decided to get
married, and they kept that to themselves for some time, but when he finally finished at the
university and came home for a short rest, they made their announcement. The next day . . .
the next day, Mairi was given her notice. Your great-grandmother had known for some time
that her son was planning on getting married, and as proof, she produced a letter addressed
to Mairi written by James some months before. She had thought long on her course of action,
and Mairi was made to see that her marriage to James would hinder him in every way
imaginable, and that if she ruly loved him, she would do what was best for him in the long
term. James was never to know what had taken place between the two women that day. She
gave Mairi paper and a pen, and dictated a letter stating that there would be no marriage. It
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was addressed to James. Mairi was handed an umbrella and seen to the door with instructions
to take Mrs. Walker’s regards to the family. They were never to meet again.

JW: Miss, forgive me. Please come in. Would you have a wee dram? I have many things to
tell you.
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“What bangs fu’ leal the e’enings coming cauld
and gars snaw tapit Winter freezes in vain?”

A Good Fire of . . .
Clean, Bright-burning, Heat-giving

... COALS.

APPLY TO
M M

The Northern Agricultural Co. Ltd.
30 Waterloo Quay

Mairi: Well, Sir, forgive my observations, but Scotland is a puzzling place. You get keys cut
at a shoe repair, you leave film for developing at the drycleaner’s, and you go to the Northern
Agricultural Co. Ltd. for coals. I'd have frozen to death before I discovered where to get
coal. When I was a kid, we had a coal furnace for a time. Dad used to stoke it up before he
went to bed. He’d get a good fire going and then close the dampers so it wouldn’t burn out
at night. Then he’d stoke it again at five in the morning when he got up to go to work and
Mum would do it in the middle of the day unless it was very cold. About once a month the
delivery truck would back up to the coal chute and dump a load of Souris or Rocky Mountain
coal into the coal bin in the basement. It came from the coalyard on Bell Ave.

Mr. Muir: Excuse me, Miss, was there something you were wanting?
Mairi: Well, yes. I have a fireplace. I'd like some coal, please. Do you deliver?

Mr. Muir: Yes, of course. Might I remark upon your accent? It’s rare to hear an accent like
that in these parts. Where do you live?

Mairi: I’'m from Canada.

Mr. Muir; And were you wanting to have coal delivered there? That’s quite unusual. Where
in Canada?

Mairi: Manitoba. The prairies.

Mr. Muir: Winnipeg?
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Mairi: Well, yes.

Mr. Muir: And would you know my sister Jean? You’d be thinking that’s an odd question.
It’s not. You see my sister Jean left for Canada about four years back and she married a
young lad there, Jimmy Mackinnon, and Jimmy, you see, had a brother he was living with on
the farm, and the brother got married at the same time, to Catherine Henderson. Now, Jeannie
has the second sight. And she told Catherine that before the year was out that something
would happen to her man. And Catherine didn’t believe in that sort of thing, didn’t believe
in the second sight at all, you see. And sure enough that next spring young Geordie got
caught in a snow storm, that was two years back, and they found him about three weeks later
in the winter garden. And Catherine moved into the city with Jeannie and Jimmy, and just the
other day here, maybe it was a week ago or so, I got a letter and Jeannie told me to be
watching for a stranger to town. She’d had this vision, you see, and the day this stranger
comes to town, there’s to be a boat lost near Peterheid, and Jeannie’s worried about the
younger brother here. She told me to keep an eye on him. Now, you’re a stranger here, and
the boats are already left the now, and there’s nothing I can do. She’s done that before,
Jeannie has. Aye, and more than once, too, but you come in and sit in the back and I'll tell
you a wee story.

I told you Jeannie wrote me a letter about a stranger, and here you are. And there’s
not a thing to be done about the boat, but she didn’t say she saw the young brother on it. A
few days before she left for Canada, though, she saw our mother in a shroud, just for an
instant, and she wasn’t on the boat two days when Mother took a stroke and died. And she’d
said to me, “T’ll never see her alive again,” and I said to her, “Lass, you go and enjoy yourself,
you’ll be back soon enough.” And I had to send her the news. Aye. Jeannie knows these
things. Now what about this coal? You didn’t come here because you wanted coal in Canada.

Mairi: It’s 1996. We don’t use coal to heat our houses in Canada.
JW: 1996? Good God, Miss. Where did you come from? This is 1923.
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ProToGrRAPHIC PORTRAITURE
In all Modem and Artistic Processes.
Class Groups, Football, Tennis, Hockey,
and

Cricket Groups a Specialty.
High Class Enlargements Executed with
Tasteand Skill.  Ministures in Fvory.

FRED HARDIE

Stupios—416 UNION STREET.

Mairi: Miniatures in ivory. How romantic. Would you make me one? I'll be going home soon
and I’d like to take something with me.

FH: Excuse me, Miss, but you’re dressed rather oddly for a portrait, if you don’t mind me
saying.

You’re bonny enough, that’s not a problem.

Mairi: Oh, are the colours wrong?

FH: Colours, Miss, are the problem. You really ought to be wearing either black or white and,
excuse me, but this is short notice and what is that you’re wearing? Is that a vesr?

Mairi: You mean my t-shirt?

FH: It’s rather, ach, never mind. I’m no doin’ pictures today and that’s it. Come back
tomorrow.

Mairi: You don’t understand. What I wanted you to do was make a miniature from this
picture.

FH: Oh, I canna do that. I only work from my own photographs, I’m sorry.

Mairi: Oh, but it is yours. Please look, at least.
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FH: Aye, let’s have a look, then. Now, where would you get a picture like that? No. I know
that well enough to look at you. It’s a rimie day, you’d best come in the back and warm up.
There’s a fire, I’ll get you some hot tea.

Mairi: I’d like a picture of me beside her. I thought an ivory miniature. . .

FH: There’s no use gimin and greetin over spilt milk now. I went off to Australia. I thought
I'd get a farm going. I took over some Black Angus cattle thinking to settle them there, and
one year ran into two, and into three. And finally it looked like I could come home for another
boatload and start breeding, but the war broke out and there wasn’t any boats to go back.
You'll be wondering where she fit in all this. Well, I’ll tell you. Her father wasn’t too keen
on her getting married at all. Och, everybody else expected her to marry all right, such a
bonny lassie, but whoever it was, he was havin’ none of it. Not the barber, not a fee’d man—
she was too good for that—and not the laddie from the big house. And not me either. Och,
we spoke of it, she and I, but the only thing to do was leave, she wouldn’t hear of going to
Australia. Too far, she said. She’d try Canada. And then she was gone. You’ve no need to
tell me who you are. I'd know you anywhere. What was it you were wantin’?

Mairi: A miniature, an ivory miniature, you could use the photograph.
FH: Are you warmin’ up, Lass? I’ll be closin’ soon.
Mairi: Mmm, thank-you. Could you make me one, then?

FH: No, Lass, I'll no be makin’ you one. I did the photo of her. She came over a few days
before she left and asked for a photo and, well anyway, I did the job but she wasna very
pleased at all. D’you see what she’s wearing? You’d be well to take note, Lass, she’s wearing
black. Now when the time came she wouldna’ have the photograph after all. Och, she paid
for it all right, but she told me to keep it and that was that. No, she wasna having that
photograph. Then one day she sent for it and I wrapped it up and sent it off to Canada, just
like she asked. And after that she sent the odd Christmas card or letter asking about this or
that. I never wrote back, though, it just didn’t seem right. And then I realized one day, and
I wrote back, then. But aye, it’s no use girnin. You do what you have to do and get on with
it.

You were wantin’ a miniature were you? Well, if you don’t mind the wait now, just
give me a minute and we’ll see what we can find. I had a wee box of things, there should be
something here for you.
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Mairi: No, you don’t understand.

FH: Aye, I do.You were after something to take home with you. Well you can have this one.
I was keepin’ it for when she came back. I told her I’d always be here. It could be a likeness
of you, nobody’d know the difference. Och, such a bonny lass she was. Away wi’ you, now,
and haste ye back, Lassie, haste ye back.
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Now you wouldn 't know Jimmy Og. Young Jimmy we used t ‘call him. He was
quite an old man, and he had a young wife and she got sick and died. And he
was away home after the funeral and croonin’ a lullaby to the bairns 10 quiet
them an’ stop them cryin’, y 'see. And there was a wicked young lad who noticed
the ring on the wife's finger when they put her in the coffin. An’ he was goin’ to
have that ring, y'see. An’ he opened up the coffin to take the ring and Young
Jimmy's wife cried out in pain when he was tryin’ fo get it off, and what
happened, but the wife came home while Young Jimmy was singing the lullaby.
And she just came in the door and Young Jimmy's joy knew no bounds, I'm sure.
Or perhaps he had no desire at all to have her back. The Lord he gives and the
Lord takeaway. Blissit be the name o’ the Lord.
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You wouldn 't know Auld Jock from the Mains, but he was a braw young lad in
his day. An’ he married Magygie an’ that was a great occasion, don 't you know.
Y'see aweddin’ at that time would last three days, y' see, and I mind when the
invitations came and there was such excitement and sheep to be killed. But I was
wantin’ to tell you about Auld Jock. Maggie turned a bit wild over the years and
poor Jock, he couldn't say, “Father, hallow't be thy name,” without her
interfering. Oh, she was a besom, that one, but always good hearted, she was.
And one day she died. And on the day of her funeral it was rainin’ and cold and
there was a drink before they set out for the kirkyard. And on they're goin’ to
get round the corner at the high garden wall and Jimmy stumbles. And he threw
the rest of them off, see, and they smashed the coffin and upsits Auld Maggie,
roarin’ and greeting'. Y 'see, she wasna deid ata’. So it's back to the house they
go for another wee drink and such goings on you never did see. And Auld
Maggie, she lived for another nine or ten years after that before she died again,
but that’s no the end o’ the story. There they were the next time, as we's all
there 1o see it just like before, and if I mind right, it was even a rainy day. And
they was gettin’ ready to go and headin’ round the corner of the garden wall,
and all of a sudden out of the blue Auld Jock cries out, “Mind y' tak' care o’
the corner this time lads. ”’ Ay, Deith, whaur is thy victorie?
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You're an awffy one for the stories, aren’t you? Well, ask , an it s’be gien ye.
Now, ye wouldn 't be knowin’ Jimnty but he had a big old black dog he kept with
him at the smithy. And his wife had these two wee girls. That was a sad story,
that. Her man went off to the war and had the legs blown off him, he did. An’
then he gets home here and gets drowned in the big flood on the river Tay and
Jimmy took the wee girls. They was just like his own, y ‘see. But one day here the
girls up and disappeared. They was sent across the moss to do an errand and
they was never seen again. And we all went out, y 'see. It was such a sad thing.
And there was no sign o’ them. None at a’ and Jimmy applied to Black Jock up
to Aberdeen. Now Black Jock, y 'see, was a professor of the Black Art. An’ one
day Jimmy 's fiddle disappeared. He left it at the dance and when he went back
in the morning it was gone. An people wouldna take things in those days, not
things that belonged to others. But nobody 'd seen Jimmy's fiddle, an’ after a
time, he was up to Aberdeen. An he went lookin’ for Black Jock. And Black Jock
says to him, he says, “Your fiddle's no far away. You'll find it if you go a wee
bit 1o the north past the kirkyard and turn east a ways. And whoever lives there,
that's where you 'll find your fiddle. ” And sure enough, that's where it was. But
Jimmy didn 't want it after that. He thought it would bring bad luck. Now when
the wee girls were gone, up he went again to Black Jock. An’ Black Jock, he
came down to the moss and he conjured up a big black dog just the same as
Jimmy's. An’ the dog dived down to the bottom of a moss pot and brought the
bodies up. And that was the end of it. Ay, the yird is the Lord's an aa that is intil
it. I don't mind what became o' the dog.



Now you wouldn't know wee Rhona, but she was a fine lass she was. And there
was two brothers was each wantin' her, see? But she liked one better than the
other y'see. An’ the day o 'the wedding they set out down the road past the field.
And there'’s the other brother workin’ at the plow as they pass. An’ off he runs
to have a peek at the wedding. And things was just beginning when Rhona fell
down in a faint. Now y 'see, if you were goin’ to a wedding in those days, you'd
take along your fork and knife. And Rhona's man pulled out his fork and knife
and he crossed them on her breast, and here 's the queer thing. He stood up and
he called out to his brother, “There's folks here as clever as you and you'll no
outwit me!"” And after a time, Rhona got up and the wedding went on just like
nothing happened. But that wasn't the first wedding to be stopped by sorcery.
It won't be the last. Juidgna, an ye wadna be juidged, Lass.
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Now you wouldn 't know about this. But they used to sit up for the dead in the
wake-houses, and they used to play the pipes, for the dead, y,know. And this time
the piper was in the corner of the house, ye see, and pipin’ and the auld man
who was laid out on a bier just got up and began to dance. And he was dancin’
there and the piper had to carry on all night with the auld man dancing
continually. And the piper just kept on till the cock crowed at three in the
marning and just like that, the auld man fell dead on the floor and the piper
stopped. And y 'see, that put an end to pipin’ in all the wake-houses. Aye, and
that piper was Angus from Blackhead, and he used to come around to work from
time 10 time, and my father always gave him what he could. Ilkan at seeks finds,
don't you know. And didn 't he have the stories to tell?
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I sall go intil a hare
With sorrow sigh and muckle care

Now you were askin’ about witchcraft, were you? I've a wee story for you. Three
sisters used to live in the wee house beside my Grannie 's and two of them, they had red eyes,
and we were so scared to go there, you know. Grarmie was always tellin’ us red-eyed persons
were witches and the two sisters had red een. And the two of them died the same day. The
same day, it's true. And I mind my Grannie sayin’ what bonnie corpses they were with their
eyes shut. Were they witches? Who's to say. Now I don 't know, but when I was a wee lassie,
you couldn 't have gotten me in the front gate. And that's the truth.

Hare, hare God send thee care;

I am in a hare's likeness now

But I sall be a woman e 'en now

Hare, hare God send thee care.

Or else intill a dog I'll go

I'll take your health leave naught but woe
I'll curse your cow and make her dry
And in the byre she'll heave and die.

Now you never see a black hare these days, but there was a black hare that used to
visit. And every evening it came. And my Grandad tried to shoot it but he couldn't, and some
of the neighbours tried too, and just after that Grandad's cow got sick and died and of
course the rabbit took all the blame. Grandad never tried to shoot it again though. You see,
wilches, if they have a grudge against you, they ruin your health, or maybe make cows go
dry. And they change themselves into a hare or a dog or a cat, you know.

Dog, dog God send thee care;

I am in a dog'’s likeness now
And I sall be a woman e 'en now;
Dog, dog, God send thee care.
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And I sall go in the devil’s name
Ay while I come home again.

Have ye heard tell of Isobel Gowdie? She was a witch. She had a charm she repeated
when she turned herself into an animal. She got sent on errands to her neighbours, in the
shape of a hare. And the servamts at Kilhill, going about their work, the hounds were with
them, and they came after her, her in the shape of a hare, and she ran very long but at last
took to her own house, and the door was open and she ran in behind the chest. And the
hounds followed in but they went to the other side of the chest and she was forced to run out
aguin and got into another house before she could take the time to say the words to change
her back. This is True. And she 'd return to her own shape. Sometimes the hounds got the
rabbits, and Isobel Gowdie sometimes, she 'd be seen in the town with a bad arm or a terrible
sore leg. Oh, my Grannie knew all about Isobel, she did.
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A cat I've been, a cat I sall be

And you'll n’er see the end of me
Until your hounds and servants take
Both cat and woman burned at stake
And throw the ashes in the river
Then I sall be gone forever.

My Granmie never had a cat in the house but one time. She used to keep wool all
carded and ready to go in one big pile, and she found a cat on the top of the pile one
morning just sleeping in the sun. And she 'd never had a cat around before and she didn 't
really like cats but she thought there was something about this one and she let it stay. And
it was always sound asleep on the soft pile of wool when she went to bed. But the mornings
after that, the cat was always gone and the pile of wool always seemed to be smaller than
it was the day before, and she was working just as hard as she ever had. And she tried
closing the door before she went to bed, so the cat couldn't get out, but the cat was still gone
the next day so one night finally she decided to sleep in the chair in front of the door and see
how it got opened, and she woke up to see a woman at the door with her arms full of wool.
And Granmnie was so surprised she just sat there and the woman disappeared and she never
saw the cat again. And didn 't she just love to tell that story!

1 sall go intil a cat

And sair my heart with meikle thought
And I sall go in the devil 's name

Ay while I come home again.
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Fo Drese @ Fongae and fire Sweet

JSauce for the, gooee i Jauce, for

Jyrup of fricasie Syatere Fo-marker
to-market Fo- coloar & Lg and

For-a Goose Lye take my adiice

Fo dress a Sea G, yow may put him in @ sailor sudt

It i not hard Fo- make a white Fool
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o Drefe a Fongue and Jare foeet
Fake two Tongues and a Jare; take the roote of the Fongues when they are
the minced Neat into- the Figuor, bodl &t three Suartere of an Floar, then put in tevo-
Ohione minced very, fnall, and put in a little, grated bread to- thicken &, and o Gilf off
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Jauce for @ rofted Hare
v aJawce-par with @ little of the Grany, fome claret wine; a-little Pinegar; @ Lece of
pourit on the Hare.

Syrop of Semone
Gty your- Lemons, andfpuceze out the Juice, and put & in a filver Fankard, and let it
SGrounds; andpet in the clear Juice and Sygar; put white paper- on the mowuth, of i, tye
& clofe, fet it irv o Ly full of coled Water, and set it on the fire, let it boid @ uarter gf

Sprap of Turnspe
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Trfigefo Qe
Temor pedt, foeer them a little in the Lan with @ little Lopber; beaten Natmeg and

Fo Golour o Lig
rodl it i @ clear cloth, and tye it up firalght with, broad Tape, put it in @ pan with

For a Goofe Lye
Break the Bones of the Gogfk, and rub- & within
lay it in the Lye; wnith, the Siblete round abous the Soof,
RBeetter; Spice; Sals, then pat on the Jid andfend it to-the
Cver:
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Mairi: Oh, Morag, first there was Christie and the stories about Piper Gunn. And you
heard those stories again and again, and the thrill was in Christie’s telling. And you didn't
know they were your favourites because they were his.

Morag: Well, Kid, I liked them because they were about Piper Gurn and that meant they
were about me.

Mairi: You went to London. Why didn 't you go to Scotland in the first place? I mean, [
know. You had to find work, but why London? It was yourself you were after, and yourself

Yyou were trying to escape.

Morag: Why London? It was practical. I suppose it put Scotland within reach, just like
McRaith did. And in the end, I didn 't need it after all. Christie knew all the time you didn 't
need to find it. You had it in you. Gainsay who dare.

Mairi: McRaith. He had the same attraction for you as Jules. How many people in our lives
do you think hold that kind of magnetism for us? But you took your answers in the same
practical way you took everything else, and you left and they left. By mutual consent. Me?
[ found my McRaith too, Morag, and I'm going to have to leave him there. He s got his own
Bridie. . .a few less kids though. Me, I have trouble letting go.

Morag: Just think of Catherine Parr Traill, kid.

Mairi: That was fine for her, she probably never had time to think about the man in her life,
or did she have that down 1o a science too, do you think? I mean between naming plants and
kids and cooking and gardening and the list goes on. Saint C. you called her. What do you
think she would have to say about McRaith?

Morag: I think she would have liked him fine.

Mairi: That's not exactly what I meant.

Morag: Look, kid, I never really let either of them go, is that what you want? I just tried to
stick with CPT’s advice, hers and Piper Gunn's, it is better to be up and doing.

Mairi: Gainsay who dare.

Morag: Look kid, that's the best I can do. You 've got to find the stories for yourself.
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Mairi: Well, Morag. Got any advice?

Morag: Want to give me a hint?

Mairi: It was easy for you. You could have stayed, don 't you think?

Morag: No, Kid, it was easy to leave because after a lifetime of looking, I found home.
Mairi: I always thought I knew where home was.

Morag: Sorry, Kid, you're on your own.
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My Iala Bhan

thirty-one flags discoloured and grimy in the salt sea air
compete in silence with the strings of white lights

on the vessel in whose shadow My Iala Bhan

floats outside my window

fastened firmly by chains My lala Bhan
small and marine blue floats bravely

ahead of the white giant which offers shelter in the gale
for mallard ducks and mute swans

and they swim at her water line next to the sea wall

m happy oblivion while riggings strain above them

My Iala Bhan'’s life boat swings and jerks in the wind
and for the first time ever

[ am sick with the thought of being tossed

like seagulls in the wind across a churning sea

in a vessel so small I can touch both sides at once

the white giant’s white lights weather the storm

but the flags on My lala Bhan are re-arranged now

wound tight about the masts they no longer fly free

the swans patrol the middle of the channel once again and
like the mallards. come and go while I

fingers numb and stinging with cold

walk into the bitter winter wind

and try to hang on

Leith, Nov.96



afterthought

it's snowing

thick irregular snowflakes

S0 that you think you 're inside the magic glass dome you shake
snow falls and swirls in the water

there is no sign of birds

Just thickening clusters of snow

on the Water of Leith the adolescent swans turn white
the cormorant sits on a log at the mouth with his mate
and the mallards cruise the waters across from Fife
seagulls circle and drift in place on the wind

the Scandinavian ship is gone from the dock

where mechanical arms lift loaded pallets

and swing back empty

I have thrown out the flowers
and left the flat clean

put the trash in the bin
defrosted the fridge

turned off the power

taken my small markers of place
photos of home. books

notes by the telephone

«0 one can see what I have left behind

Winnipeg, Nov/96



IN ORDER OF APPEARANCE:

Mairi Og, Charles Rennie Mackintosh, F. Marian Macneill
Robert Burns, Mrs. McLintock, Patrick McGee,

Mr. Willan Swainson, John Mitchell, J. Walker, M. Muir,
Isobel Gowdie, Mrs. Beeton, Morag Gunn

CREDITS:

Conversations in the text have been inspired by various sources among which are: recipes in
Mrs. Beeton's Book of Household Management (1888}, and in Mrs. McLintock’s Receipts
for Cookery and Pastry-Works (1736). Passages in Margaret Laurence’s The Diviners
inspired Mairi’s conversation with Morag Gunn, while ads printed in Notes and Queries
(1923), inspired still others. I have edited, re-phrased and re-worked transcriptions of taped
stories in Scots, originally printed in various issues of Zocher: Tales, Traditions, Songs
selected from the archives of the School of Scottish Studies. Mairi’s conversations with
Robert Burns appear only indirectly in the text, but his influence is visible in the selected
quotations of his poems and songs. The notes on the quarter days appear in Carmina
Gadelica, which is also the source for excerpts from Duncan ban Macintyre’s poem. Other
information surrounding customs derives from such sources as Dr. Emily Lyle’s unpublished
document entitled The Four Quarters of the Scottish Year, and F. Marian Macneill’s book
The Scots Cellar, both used by permission. The quotation by Charles Rennie Mackintosh
appeared in a public exhibition of his work in Glasgow, 1996.

I have tried to remain faithful to the spirit of the authors, and the tale-bearers and their
traditions.
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GLOSSARY

airt, direction

bangs. surpasses

bawbee, copper coin, half-penny, money
Bealltain. Beltane (Gaelic) old Scottish quarter day, pagan festival
besom. @ woman (derogatory or jocular)

bhan. white (Gaelic)

bleer, obscure the vision, deceive

bonie. bonny, beautiful

bommach. bannock

braw. brave, handsome

burmn. a small stream

cauld. cold

colour, colleur. to roll and tie up (meat or fish)
eerie. sad, weird, ghostly

. full

gATS, causes

girnin, whining, grumbling

grectin. weeping

heugh. a crag, a pit, a hollow

gub o’ Mey. stormy weather at the beginning of May
ilka. each, every

lammas, Ist August, old Scottish quarter day
lane, alone

lave. all the rest or remainder

leal. loyal, true

lien. lain

lure, udder

mart, ox

muckle. much, great, large

muggins, ref. to mugwort plant

mutchkin, .2/2 litres

neat. cattle

piece. a piece of bread, scone with butter, jam etc.
plaidie. a broad piece of cloth for wrapping around the shoulders
sair, sore

sheen. shoes

SRAW, STTOwW

tentless, careless, heedless

waukin, waken

yird. earth, the soil
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